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After weeks of building up lust, his pent-up arousal finally boiled over, and Terrance had decided to take me for his own.

We were in the study. Strong and proud, he pushed me down onto my knees, my tiny lace outfit ripped apart by his big hands. The swirling tattoos on his ripped, hard arms and chest pulsed. His hands roamed all over my curvaceous body, feeling me up at his leisure.

The past few months had been too much for my morality. As much I knew I should resist, as much as I understood that I shouldn’t just let
 him have his way, all I really wanted to do was give in to his lusts and be everything that he wanted me to be.

All those skimpy, sexy maid outfits I wore. All those hot fishnets and little skirts. The cleavage-baring dresses and the sexy games of lingerie dress-up with the lady of the house—Terrance had watched all of it, and he wasn’t going to be content watching anymore.

But...but I had to save myself for marriage. I wanted to badly to be a good girl, a proper girl, even though everything about me looked like I was built for fertility and sex. My big breasts, my sexy wide hips, my long blond hair and big blue eyes...he could hardly be blamed for his lust taking him over when I had been teasing him so much.

“I’m going to give it all to you, good girl,” he grunted, yanking my hair hard.

My panties were soaked with lust and torn from his rough grasping. But still...I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t resist. Twisting, I slipped out from his grasp and pushed him to the ground. He stumbled down with a groan, banging his knees and head.

I turned and ran—the door was locked! Scrambling, I yelled and pulled at the door.

Finally it opened—I was saved! I rushed out, and straight into the arms of Mister Castle himself—the billionaire who owned the entire estate. The billionaire who had hired me as the maid.

“Oh, thank you!” I was breathing hard, my heavy tits crushed up against his broad chest. “Thank you, thank you!”

In my relief, I hadn’t noticed that he hadn’t said anything. I hadn’t noticed that he was completely naked, either, his enormously strong body completely ripped and stacked with concrete-like slabs of incredible musculature. And only dimly, after several moments, did I notice that his hands were pushing up my wet thighs and up toward my torn, soaking panties.

I looked up, terrified...and saw that he was grinning.

He’s the devil, I thought. The devil himself. I was completely in his grasp.

And it had me more turned on than I could have ever imagined.

There was still some resistance left in me, no matter how loud my submissive side cooed and moaned about how perfect and right this was.

I tried to back away—but I ran directly into Terrance, who pushed me down onto my knees before Castle. The estate owner's enormous manhood was displayed before me. I could feel Terrance growing hard against my behind.

There was nothing I could do. There was nowhere I could run.

They were going to take me no matter what I said.

* * * * *

My name is Claudette. All my life, all I’ve wanted to do is be a good girl and follow a strict routine, the sort that I could thrive under.

This would happen, but not in the way I expected.

I began my employment at the Castle estate on a rainy Monday in March, some many months ago, now. I drove up the long, winding path to the estate in the beat-up, sixteen year-old bronze-colored sedan that my mother had given me as a high-school graduation present. I think originally its paint was blue, but time and hard use had taken its toll. As it pushed up the steep hill toward the Castle estate, the engine coughed and sputtered, hacking out what I feared were its final sounds.

The rain had made the road slick, and I swerved more than once as I ascended the hill, but finally I made it up and circled into the drive. There was a tall, dark-haired young man in the garage off the drive, waxing a car in the dry safety under the roof. Intricate tattoos sleeved down his arms. He looked to be about my age. At the same time, I felt instantly that he was more mature than me—something about the way I saw men who worked with cars, who had that sort of rugged cast to their frame and face and hair. He had seen more than I had, done more than I had, held a wealth of experience about the world that I did not.

I saw him, and I felt two things immediately: apprehension and excitement. Someone else my own age to interact with. Someone else my own age to be attracted to.

My own spirits were high, despite the dreary weather. After a year and a half of cleaning up in hospitals all across the city, I was finally going to have a job where I hoped to expect a little more leisure and a lot more pay.

Make no mistake: I am happy to work hard, and I understand that paying your dues is part of the system of benefits in the working world. But I was twenty years old, and I had been working my hands to the bone scrubbing out bedpans and dusting underneath hospital beds, as well as cleaning up vomit and blood and worse.

So, a change of pace like this—where I would be serving as the primary housekeeper for an extraordinarily wealthy, childless couple—did not seem like such a bad alteration to my life. Sure, it wasn’t what I really wanted to be doing; it wasn’t going to the university and chugging away at a liberal arts degree while I figured out what I really wanted to do with my life, but that was okay. It would be money in my pocket.

Good money.

Despite its large size and clear beauty—the house was elegantly designed, made from gray brick, with white wood outlines for every window—there was a sense of some gloom to the place. I don’t claim any sort of clairvoyance or telepathy, but from this enormous house, I could definitely sense some cloud of foreboding over it. There was an unhappiness there, I just wasn’t sure why.

I stepped out of my car and waved to the young handsome man attending the car in the garage. He gave me a slight nod and returned to his duties. I waited in the rain, looking at him, waiting to be told what to do.

“Don’t mind Terrance,” came a booming, masculine voice. “We’re still working on his manners.”

At the front door of the house, now, was a tall handsome man built like a mountain. He wore a silk white shirt, half-unbuttoned, where I could see the firm lines of his muscular chest and torso. The rain did not seem to bother him.

“Sir?” I ventured. “Mister Castle?”

“Yes,” he said. “That’s me. You must be Claudette?”

I nodded, holding out a hand. His grip was firm, almost encapsulating my entire hand with just his fingers.

“Wonderful to meet you.” He had a blue, steel-eyed gaze, as firm as his handshake. “We’ve been needing someone here to attend to the estate. I trust you’re ready to work?”

“Yes, Sir.” I nodded, smiling. “Very happy to do so.”

“Good.”

Very quickly, I was introduced to the small staff. Besides Terrance, there was a bushy-haired groundskeeper, Elliot, and an old cook who went by Spoons. Both were busy with their duties when I arrived. Elliot was in a work station behind the garage, attending to the lawnmower, prepping it for work later that afternoon if it heated up enough to dry out the rain-wet grass. Spoons was making some form of stew for supper, deeply involved in his work. His shirt sleeves were pushed up past his elbows, stirring and adding in ingredients, growling in frustration as he had to step away and hurriedly pound or hack at some new fetch of meat.

They had little to say. That was fine by me. I’ve never been much of a social butterfly, not even back in high school. I always preferred being left alone to do my work. Castle seemed pleased by this, and—though I instantly derided myself for being suspicious—I got the sense that he didn’t want anyone to get along with me in the household. I got the sense that he wanted me to have no one to depend on but himself.

My mother had warned me about men like Castle. Rich, handsome, offering you the world. My mother had something to say about virtually every sort of man. What this started to mean over time to me, of course, was that really what she was worried about was girls like me.

I don’t exactly know why. I looked nothing like my mother—who was short, dark-haired, and had dark olive Italian skin. I took more after my father, who was Irish, and ended up taller, busty, somewhat pale, and with long blonde hair that never quite sat right on my head. My suspicion was that once upon a time, my mother had some bad experience with some blond girl giving her hell over a man. So, I grew up under the lens of these dark resentments, told all the ways in which I made men go wild and out of control.

Sometimes men would hit on me. They would admire my eyes, or my hair, or my smile. I know truly they were looking at my bust—this is what most men looked at when it came to my body. I had big 36D breasts, which at that time I mostly considered a sort of nuisance. Still, they were good for a free drink now and again—but that wasn’t exactly the best trade off for endless stares and probably being the star of a thousand different jerk-off fantasies.

Not that I ever thought too much about men jerking off their cocks to my body. No. I was much too good a girl to do that—not even while I was hugging my pillows at night, trying to go to sleep.

After we made the rounds, Castle brought me into his office. It was large, like everything in the estate was large. The walls had big animal heads posted on them in between sections of ancient-looking maps.

The desk he had was enormous. It was more than four feet deep and twelve feet across. Only a small portion of that was taken up by his effects—a small laptop, pen and paper, an empty coffee mug. The rest was bare cherry wood, polished.

I sat down across from him, feeling a bit exposed, which is silly in hindsight. I had no idea what exposed was, then, but I would soon enough.

“Your employment begins today, after this meeting. There is much to be done.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I tried not to let my disappointment show. It had been a six hour drive to get to the estate from my tiny apartment in the city. I had been hoping for some time to settle myself in my new quarters.

“Is that a problem?”

I didn’t say that it was, of course. “No, Sir. Not at all, Sir.”

“I will expect many things from you, I hope you understand.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He leaned back in his seat, clearly ogling me. I allowed it—what else could I do? He was rich, and powerful, and he owned this entire place. I just wanted him to get it out of his system.

Mostly. I mean, it's not as though he was unpleasant to look at himself. So, while he ogled me, I ogled him. He was easy to admire...the tight tuck of his torso, the perfect shape of his strong jaw, the size of his hands...

For a few minutes, he talked at length about the duties of the house—cleaning the different wings, dusting and polishing and vacuuming and scrubbing. There were a few art pieces I was to leave alone, as he had specialists come in and inspect them every quarter to address their specific needs. He listed several such pieces—more than I could remember, in fact—and said that if I had any doubts about whether something was too valuable for me to touch or not that I should simply leave it be. I could easily do that, and the rest of what he asked, and I told him so.

He leaned forward then, his massive frame pushing down on the desk. “There is something else.”

“Sir?”

“I have lost a great many maids over the course of my time. Not many last much beyond two or three months. I am a demanding employer, I suppose.”

“I understand, Sir.”

“Possibly it also has to due with my wife, as well. My wife and I...we are both very passionate people.”

I had almost forgotten about his wife.

“Will I meet her soon, Sir? Your wife.”

“She’s out of town at the moment. On one of her little vacations. We had a bit of a conflict recently. As I said, we are passionate. We find it better to sort out our emotions away from each other, otherwise...” he shrugged. “Well. There are a lot of valuables in this house to throw, you understand.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I expect your discretion in such cases if they occur.”

“Of course, Sir.”

“If you find any of these altercations...unsavory, you may leave immediately. Your guaranteed pay is five thousand dollars. But should you decide to stay on for the duration of your contract—that is, at the end of the year, then you shall be awarded an extra fifty thousand dollars.”

I struggled to stay in my seat. An extra fifty thousand dollars, simply for completing a contract that I had agreed to already?

“That’s very generous of you, Sir.”

If he were to offer that much, though...certainly there was something wrong. I wasn’t completely stupid. Something he was doing was illegal, maybe. Perhaps he was some rich super stud serial killer, banding about the countryside and bringing back virgins here to sacrifice, expecting me to clean up the mess.

Probably I would have run off if I found out that was going on. I don’t know, to be honest. Buried in debt as I was, I was desperate for money and I think I would have done anything at that time to dig myself out of the hole my parents had put me in.

But, I calmed myself by remembering that this was a brilliantly rich man who came from a brilliantly rich family. He probably thought drying himself after a shower was too low-class of a duty for him. Who could even say what he thought was a nasty altercation? All this job would be was working as a maid—and I certainly was no stranger to messes. As I said, my job before this one had been working for a cleaning crew at a dingy inner-city hospital. I knew I could handle whatever was thrown my way here at this estate.

The meeting was over. I stood up to leave.

“Before you begin today,” he said, “I need you to go with Terrance. There are some tests that you must run through before your employment is complete.”

“Driving tests, Sir?”

That was the only thing that made sense to me, as Terrance was handling the car when I came in.

“Driving...? No.” He shook his head, smiling. “Ah. You think he is just the chauffeur. No, Terrance has many responsibilities in my employ. He will explain the rest.”

* * * * *

I come from a small home in Texas. Despite the smallness of our home, however, we were a large family in number. There were ten of us in a small house that my mother and father had bought right out, after my father won the lottery shortly after his marriage to my mother. They had planned, at the time, for no more than two children. Luckily for me, that turned out to be an underestimation, as I am the fourth of the seven children in the household (though often I was made to feel as the oldest and youngest, depending on the moods of the other children and my parents).

My father liked to say that the lottery win was the last of his luck. Some men, and some women I suppose, are able to grow emotionally when they obtain larger families. Their compassion for the people around them only multiplies as the number of people close to them grow. My father was not such a man.

Shortly after the birth of my older brother—the youngest of the three boys in my family—father lost his hand at the factory, and then grew ill. He developed a strange lung sickness that compelled him to cough all throughout the day and night, and no medicine that we procured could do anything for it.

As you may expect and in fact may in some ways excuse, he more and more often found his escape from the toils of life in drinking and in procreation. As I am the first of my parent’s many experiments in finding out whether a new child would reinvigorate their love for one another, I have always had what my schoolteachers would call a sort of “peculiar melancholy” about me. I knew that while I had been wanted, I was not actively desired. My younger sisters, all three of them, seemed to feel this as well, and all of them went out of their way to rebel to gather father’s attention and mother’s love.

For myself, I tried to be as obedient as possible, to do every last thing these two authoritative figures in my life asked for. Even so, I could never seem to earn their love. To my brothers and sisters, I was a goody two-shoes. To my parents, I was a snob for wanting to right by them and hoping for some affection in return. The lack of my father's income did not stop my mother or even him from spending as they had when they had first obtained their enormous fortune. Before I was fourteen, they had sent us wildly into debt, and to make money, he had all seven of us apply for student loans that went to supporting him. He, and my mother, were rather manipulative in this fashion. I wanted them to live, but I did not want to be responsible for it.

Finally, when I was eighteen, I left their home for the city. I didn’t care where I went, particularly, so long as it was away from them. I managed to find a small closet apartment in a duplex where I roomed with an older woman who smelled like anchovies and farts, probably because she ate lots of anchovy pizzas and farted quite a lot. I spoke to her as little as possible and got a job as a sanitation worker in short order.

Then, through the magic of the internet (which I was able to access only through the library, as my tiny home certainly didn’t have a connection), I found the job at the Castle estate. It was his lawyer who hired me—an attractive young Asian woman who had dressed in smart, tight-fitting suits. She said, after a very long interview that asked me all sorts of hypothetical moral questions, that she thought I would “conform well” to Mister Castle’s interests.

The night after my first day at Castle's estate was over, I lay on the bed and allowed my thoughts to collect.

The tests that Terrance ran on me were unnaturally intrusive. I stuck with them, however, thinking all the while of the money involved. One hundred and fifty thousand dollars, just for sticking with this for a year. I could certainly do that.

He took blood tests, several of them. The entire time, he would not speak to me. I got the feeling very quickly that he hated me for some reason. I didn’t know why, but I didn’t want to press it, lest I give him even more reason to think more of the same.

My stomach grumbled. After the tests, I had been required to do a full tour of the grounds with Elliot, so that I would know where to begin cleaning the next morning. But after the long bout of blood testing, my energy was completely drained, and I hadn’t been able to search the kitchen for a snack. Spoons guarded its interior with a crusty curmudgeonly attitude that was matched only by the amount of ladles he threatened to beat my behind with if I broke or touched anything.

My stomach grumbled again. I had heard of this before, read it in books and such, but I was too tired to even go to sleep. My brain lacked the power to shut itself off.

Struggling, I sat up in the bed. My busty, young form was covered by a slender pair of pajamas—sweats and a two-sizes too-small t-shirt that was one of the few things I had leftover from home. The shirt had on it the faded out color logo from a charity run I had participated in the sixth grade. In my tenure working at the hospital, I had not gathered enough spare income for a decent wardrobe, and certainly not one for sleeping.

Through stumbles and trips, I made my way through the immense mansion, searching out my prey—any food at all.

In the pantry of the large, luminously white kitchen downstairs, I found what I needed. Chocolate. Lots and lots of chocolate. I didn’t want to eat a ton—it was so late, after all—but I certainly was going to down a few bars. Enough to tide me over till morning.

“How do you like it so far?”

I jumped. In the darkness of the kitchen, it was impossible to see who had said that. I heard a light switch flip on, and slowly the lights powered up.

It was Terrance. He was dressed similarly to me, in a small amount of clothing that was perhaps too revealing. Tiny boxer briefs—I could see the outline of his enormous manhood beneath them—and a short white undershirt. Little fingers of heat pressed against my body, seeing him like that. My nipples began to firm up. My crotch tingled. His body was hard and muscular, like a swimmer or a gymnast, with that kind of tight core that every other perfect piece of muscle so clearly wrapped around. Tattoos wrapped around his arms—pictures of interlocking skulls on one side, and the other held flames and flowers.

Let’s get this out of the way right here and now—there was something about him that reminded me of my brothers. Certainly he looked a bit like them—they were all handsome and tall like him, and in very good shape. But it was more than that. It was more in the way he seemed to dismiss me out of hand, the way he didn’t seem to care about anything I said. So, because I am completely unable to deal with my emotional past, I think a lot of my baggage got transferred onto Terrance almost right away—I wanted to impress him. I wanted him to care for me. I wanted him to want to do right by me.

I couldn’t help myself wanting to do this...and yet, at the same time, I could feel myself wanting it, and disliked it, and also disliked it the strange comparisons to my brother when I felt such a rush of sexual heat from Terrance’s presence...and so I decided I hated him.

Hate is so much like love. Either emotion just gathers up all the little minutia about a person; they just go into different baskets, that’s all.

“Did you hear me?” he asked. “I asked you something.”

“Oh,” I gulped. “Yes. I’m sorry. You just startled me.”

“You still startled?”

“No. I suppose not.”

“Okay then. How about an answer?”

“Um.”

I hadn’t had too much time to think about it, really. All day I had been busy. Not run ragged—they certainly weren’t asking me to do anything outside of my area of expertise or willingness—but busy nonetheless. It was a large estate. I figured that I would only have time each day to work through one of its four wings. By the time I made it around to the last, the one I finished originally would need another round of cleaning. The estate was, I noticed, was rather dusty already—the last maid didn’t seem to have done a good job of leaving everything in order.

But, that was all right. There was job security in dirtiness, if nothing else.

“It’s all right. Everyone seems...nice.”

“Nice, huh? That how I seem?”

Right away I knew I had said something wrong...I just didn’t know what it was. Who wouldn’t like to be called nice?

“I...yes? I mean, I don’t really know. We’ve only just started talking...and...”

As I said, I was instantly attracted to him, even though I felt dislike mounting a quick offensive to counter my growing desire. I think his attitude made me even more attracted to him. His muscles clearly visible underneath his tight shirt. The cut shelves of his pecs pressed against his shirt, the tight avenue of his abs trim and succulent.

So, when he came at me—rushed at me, really, I didn’t know what to do. He was bigger than me. He could pin me down if he wanted. I tried not to let myself get carried away with the eroticism of such a thought.

Instead of pinning me, though, or kissing me, he took some of the chocolate out of my hand and took a bite. He smiled at me.

“That tastes nice.”

I nodded. I was still so hungry. I wanted it back.

“Stop being a jerk,” I insisted. “That's mine.”

“Yeah? You want some?”

I nodded again. He slipped the chocolate forward, letting it run into my mouth. Feeling weak and helpless, I let my lips run over it slow, chewing it down. He smiled, watching me. The bastard was enjoying this.

“Here,” he said, rubbing the corner of my mouth with his thumb. He sucked the chocolate off slow. “You’re sort of sloppy at eating.”

“I’m better when I can be the one to hold it.”

“I’ll bet you are.” He put a hand on my hip and pulled me against his body. I didn’t know how to stop him. I didn’t know if I wanted to. “I bet you know just how to...hold it, don't you?”

“I don't know what
 you're talking about. Stop being so crude.”

I tried to back away, but he wouldn't let me, instead tugging me closer. My nipples brushed against his hard chest.

“You’re going to be seeing a whole lot of me in this place. Is that all right by you?”

“I don’t...” I kept gulping for more breath. “I mean, I...yes? Yes...yes.”

That seemed to please him. “Good girl.”

I whimpered a bit. That was something of a trigger word for me. It always had been. It was what I had always longed to be called.

He walked away then, leaving the chocolate on the counter. I was breathless, turned on.

It was only after I started walking back to my room that I realized he had been testing me. He wanted to see how far he could push me, how easy I was or wasn’t to take advantage of. It turned out, I was very easy.

“I’ve got to watch myself in this place,” I said.

I had no idea.

* * * * *

Wednesday, Mister Castle left the estate on business. That night and the night after, I had the entire place to myself, more or less. Terrance was busy fixing up a car for a trip the following week—Mister Castle liked to have specific cars for specific trips, and he expected them to have no trouble. No flat tires, no engine problems, no transmission issues, nothing. So, Terrance was consumed by that.

At first I thought this was fine—good! He was a brute. I was better off without seeing him. But the more I thought about him, the more I thought about all the good
 sensations he brought me...the way my nipples had danced on his chest, the strength of his hard, hot hands on my hips. I had decided, at the least, to try and flirt with him a little on my own terms. But, there wasn't enough time for it, and when I did see him, he was often too busy to engage.

I felt somewhat ashamed by how much I wanted to talk with him, spend time with him. After all, I had decided to hate him and his stupid, sexy, mouth-watering body and dangerous tattoos. But since our night in the kitchen, I felt more and more bold about doing so. I had been such a wreck then—the drive, the interviews, the tours, the tests, the hunger—that I had barely been functional. Out of a strange sense of pride, I wanted to show him that I was more of a woman than perhaps he thought.

Secretly, deep down, another thought shadowed my mind. It had been so easy for him to take advantage of me in the kitchen when I was already weakened—but what if it was still easy for him when I felt like I was at full strength?

Wouldn’t that be something? Wouldn’t that be...well, hot?

I tried not to think too much about it. I tried very generally not to occupy my head with too many sexual thoughts in those days. I believed, rather firmly, that sex was something only for the person you loved, and even then only after marriage. My sisters had made whores of themselves with the entire town, and my brothers had stuck their parts into every girl willing, and between the six of them, I was rather certain that the sexual disease rates of our town skyrocketed.

Still, at times I was jealous of them. Their easy grasp on all things sexual. It was something as far beyond me as responsibility was to them.

There was much to sexuality I didn’t understand. I didn’t quite know why some men turned me on so much, or why some women did too, even when I knew how incredibly wrong it was for a woman to be turned on by another woman. Feelings are not designed with the switch to deny them made easy to find, but still I tried, and tried, and tried.

The people in this house would try me even more than I could imagine.

On my fifth day of employment, Friday, the lady of the estate, Mister Castle's wife Lilah, came home. I was surprised to find how young she actually was. From the photos around the house—almost all of which I had cleaned by that time—I knew she was beautiful. She was an illustriously beautiful woman—the sort that you would imagine a billionaire marrying. She probably could have had an incredible career as a model or a movie star or anything else that had “fantastically good looks” as a prerequisite. She had gorgeous chestnut hair that she was always fashioning in some new expansive style, an incredibly fit body, and breasts that even rivaled mine for bodily real estate. Originally, she was from some small Eastern European country—though she spoke English perfectly. There was always, though, that slight accent that surrounded her words, dipping them into exotic honey before they slipped into your thoughts.

She was that sort of elegant, effortless beauty who appeared almost timeless, and so that even though she was rather young—just twenty-four—she appeared somewhat more mature. Still, I would have been hard-pressed to put an actual age to her if I hadn't known it already, as twenty-four seemed too young just as twenty-eight or thirty-five would have seemed too old. I just knew she was beautiful, almost defying the standards of aging with her jaw-dropping bust, her wildly expressive blue eyes, thick lips, and stunning jawline. It was very easy to think of sliding your head against that chin, that neck, in the space of their meeting, and melting away into nothingness. Very easy indeed.

I saw her at first from a distance—seeing her arrive in a town car from a window in the third floor of the estate. As she came closer, I made my way through the mansion, hoping to intercept her on her way to the Master bedroom.

When she didn’t arrive right away, I assumed she had stopped in the snack, or was refreshing herself with other members of the household.

I waited for nearly an hour before realizing she wasn’t coming that way—stopping for a snack or no.

It turned out that I was mistaken—Spoons told me, with his usual gruff attitude, that she did not sleep in the Master bedroom with Mister Castle. Due to some dispute unknown to myself or any of the rest of the staff, she stayed in the south wing, opposite his. This new sleeping arrangement was a recent development which had started shortly before my arrival and shortly before her trip. I wondered if the events were all related.

Her new part of the estate was enormous, as all the parts were. It was sparsely decorated, though, and while everything was elegant, it was elegant in a way that Castle clearly desired. Nothing about the decorations, from the maroon curtains to the intricate ivory doorhandles, really spoke to much about Lilah, giving the impression that she was as much a possession there as anything else. Perhaps this was true.

I bumped into her at last by accident, toward the evening. I was just finishing up my duties, and ran into a sitting room to check for any missed spots, where I saw her lounging in a small chair. Her lavishly gorgeous body was splayed outward, a small book on Roman history in one hand and a glass of wine in the other. She had on a sumptuously gorgeous outfit—a tight red sweater with a stylish black collar, showing off the swell of her hot young breasts, and a pair of tiny leather pants that clung unreservedly to every last part of her long legs and sculpted behind.

I noticed all of this, of course, because I quickly had to figure why the sight of her turned me on so much.

I decided, with very much internal debate, that it was just something in the air of this room. I would need to make sure to clean it thoroughly so that the air was flowing properly.

“Hello there,” she said. “Who are you?”

“Claudette, ma’am. I’m the new maid.”

“Are you, now? The one my illustrious husband hired?”

“That’s right, ma’am.”

“How very interesting.”

She sat up in the couch, one long leg still cocked over its top. Her expensive heel dangled, kept there effortlessly. Right away, her countenance seemed predatory. Her voice was smoky and dark, and seemed to raise the temperature of the room exponentially with the more words that she uttered.

“Oh, my.” She took a long sip of her wine. “You’re a lovely girl.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Very lovely, indeed. Do you think you are prettier than I am?”

I hadn’t expected this line of questioning. “Ma’am?”

“Are you hard of hearing? It was a simple enough question. Do you think you’re prettier than I am?”

“I...couldn’t say.”

“Of course you could. We’re only a few years apart, after all. It’s even a bit silly, you calling me ma’am.”

“Oh.”

“I do enjoy it, though, hearing the word coming out of your pretty little mouth. That deference. Do not stop.”

“No, ma’am.”

Her smile was slow and constant. She was in absolute control of the situation, and of me. We both could feel it. All the power in the room shifted on one specific axis, and that axis was Lilah. I could feel myself slipping into her gorgeous green-eyed gaze, taking in breath after breath faster and faster, feeling as though she was sucking up everything vital.

“That’s a good girl. Tell me, how good are you willing to be for this household?”

There were those words again. Good girl. I struggled not to whimper. I had more strength than that, I hoped.

“Ma’am?”

“We must get that hearing checked.” She raised her voice. “I asked how good are you willing to be for this household?”

“Very good, ma’am.” I hoped that was a decent answer. After a moment, I added, “As good as you need.”

“And my husband? Will you be good for his needs, as well?”

Almost, I had to ask her again what she said, but I stopped myself. “Y-yes, ma’am. I think so.”

“And so. Are you prettier than me?”

I examined her for a moment.

“I am...I am unsure, ma’am. My own tastes are...”

“You’re not a lesbian, is what you’re saying.”

“No, ma’am.”

“Not bisexual, either?”

“No
, ma’am.”

I am sure that at this time, I was blushing bright red.

“A pity. I am.”

She stood up then, setting down her wine and her book, approaching me slowly. Her walk was deliberate—showing off the way her tiny leather pants let her hips flare wide. Her tight sweater only came down to the point above her belly-button—leaving a good four inches or so of sexy, hot torso and waist for me to admire. I did just that, even with shame rising in me.

“Oh,” I said.

“I think you’re very, very pretty, my dear.” She cupped my face. “I think I should like to use you as my personal little dressing doll. I have so many beautiful outfits that Samuel gives me. I can’t possibly wear them all. It’s a shame for them to rot in the closet, isn’t it?”

“I suppose so, ma’am?” Everything was happening very fast.

“You know I am a tailor. A hobby of mine.” She let her hand slide down my hip, pushing tightly. Both her hands, now. They slipped around me—fingers dancing. We were in an embrace, and yet it felt like something different. It felt like she was measuring me and sounding me out at the same time. “Oh yes, I think I could use you for a great many outfits. I’ll be able to refit so many. You’re bustier than I am.” She laughed. “I didn’t even know that was possible! Look at you, in that flirty little maid’s outfit. I’ll bet you’re already turning Terrance’s head, aren’t you?”

I stumbled out some string of unintelligible words.

“Wouldn’t you like to look pretty for him? Wouldn’t that be lots of fun?”

Still red faced, I nodded. Her presence was so overwhelming.

“Then we have come to an accord!”

She stepped away and clapped her fingers together, very excited.

“We have?” I felt lost.

“You shall wear whatever I tell you to. Every morning, you will attend yourself to my door, naked.”

“Naked?”

She flapped her fingers a bit. “Wearing a robe, fine. But I must dress you from toe to tip. This won’t work otherwise. Undergarments included, yes.”

“Ma’am, I...”

“Oh?” She looked truly disappointed. “Backing out already? Your duties require you to maintain a certain appearance for this position, you know. I suppose you don’t really want this job.”

“I do
, ma’am, I just don’t see what...”

“Don’t see what? Speak up, now, or I shall have to order a speech therapist for you as well as a hearing aid.”

“I don’t see how what I wear affects my duties.”

“Well, let’s deconstruct that, shall we?” She appeared delighted; something new to take apart. “Your duties here are to work as a maid. That means cleaning. But why
 do we want you to clean?”

“So you...so you live in a clean place?”

“Precisely! And why would I want to live in a clean place?”

“To live in a dirty place is...unseemly. Unpleasurable.”

She rushed at me then, almost scaring me—but her face was full of delight. “Un. Pleasurable. That is it, my dear. That is so, so very right. So you can see, then as well as I can—and no doubt my husband can as well—that this is entirely about pleasure. Your role is to provide us pleasure.”

She could no doubt see the guilty apprehension on my face. She drew forward, her face coming very near to mine. A kiss was a mere thought away.

“Terrance will no doubt adore what I put you in. Don’t you want to impress him? Wouldn’t that be grand?”

Her breath was so soft and hot. I turned my cheek, but that just let my lips slide right across hers.

Oh god. I had kissed her. Completely on accident, but I had done it.

“Oh my,” said Lilah, in mock surprise. “That was interesting. Did you just kiss me?”

“N-no. No ma’am. It was an accident, and—”

“I see. You don’t want to kiss me?”

“No, I mean, I don’t want to...ma’am?”

“So, you do
 want to kiss me?”

I stamped my foot a little, clenching and unclenching my fists. “I’m very confused overall, ma’am!”

Pushing against me, she delivered a soft series of kisses along my cheeks. They were dry, chaste almost, except for how rapidly they were delivered.

“Don’t worry, dear. Your job is safe. I’m finding you rather delightful. Just do what I say, all right?”

“Yes ma’am.”

My mind reeled. I felt drunk with lust.

“Now, take off your clothes. I want to see the canvas I have available.”

She stepped away now and returned to her cup of wine, urging me on with waving fingers. I expected her perhaps to turn around or leave the room, but of course she didn’t. She merely looked at me in anticipation.

I didn’t know what else to do. I felt my job was at stake. This woman—this urgent woman, this overpoweringly sexy woman, this completely manipulative woman—had taken my every sensational input by storm. I could feel myself wanting
 to have her see me naked.

And of course, at the bottom of all that was the knowledge that she could have me fired whenever she wanted.

So, soon, I was standing there in front of her, as naked as the day I was born. I tried in vain to bend over and cover my tits, but she would have none of it.

“Stand up straight, yes.” She nodded. “Arms at your side. There you are. Good girl.”

One hundred fifty thousand dollars, I thought. Enough money for a lifetime. One hundred and fifty thousand dollars.

“Relax, girl. You’ll never fit in anything of mine without relaxing a bit.”

I tried to do as she said, taking in a deep breath.

“Wonderful breasts.” Her palms pressed hard against my nipples, mashing my tits and then pushing them up and together. “So very, very nice. Good girl.”

I shook a little at that phrase once more. This time I could not restrain my whimper. Somehow she knew that was the thing to call me—their good girl.

Her good girl, I mean. Not their.

It’s not like I needed Lilah and
 Castle’s approval, jointly. It wasn’t like...wasn’t like I had some big massive gap in my life from powerful male and female forces.

I didn’t have much time to focus on it. Her hands floated down to my crotch.

“Now, this bush...” she tsked. “It’s a bit much.”

“Much, ma’am?” I was practically squeaking.

“Yes. You’ll have to trim it done. Or,” she raised an eyebrow enthusiastically, “we can simply remove the lot of it. You’ll notice my own hair is entirely gone. I’ll show you later.”

Her fingers slid up past the area of my crotch, then, and directly to my pussy. Her thumb slid around for a moment, finding my clit. I let out a little hobbled gasp of pleasure.

“Oh my. Very wet. Have I excited you, good girl? Have I made you feel naughty?”

I whimpered again in response, looking at her with pleading eyes. God, but she was so damned pretty!

“I expect you to go do something about that right away. Do you understand me? You’re going to take care of yourself, and that naughty feeling you’ve got. Do you know what I mean?”

“Y-yes, ma’am.”

“You’re going to go masturbate. You’re going to finger that delicious little cunny of yours, and when you’re done, you’re going to call out my name and thank me for telling you to do it. Won’t you, dear?”

“Yes, ma’am!”

She smiled. “Wonderful.” Her fingers pushed hard against my clit for a final time, kissing me right under my chin...and then she pulled away.

“Run along, then. Take care of it.”

I did exactly as she ordered me to, and ran back to my room, naked the whole time. I had never cum so hard, or for so long, in my entire life.

It was the first of many such experiences.

* * * * *

Saturday arrived, and my sheets were still dirty with all the juices that I had unleashed the night before as I came, and came again, thinking of my “interview” with Lilah in the sitting room. She was everything I had ever imagined a woman was supposed to be—beautiful, seductive, unstoppable, knowledgeable, and completely approving of my desires. Knowing that someone like that was in the house with me was a maddening prospect. Knowing that she wanted to dress me up in outfits all of her own desire was even more of one.

As I had been ordered, I showed up that morning to Lilah’s room completely naked—wearing only a tiny robe that I was able to ferret out deep from the closet of my limited room. She was in the shower when I arrived—but the clothes she wanted me to put on were already arranged.

It was a tiny little farce of a French maid’s outfit—the sort that you might see at a Halloween costume party. The rear of the skirt was puffed up so that the only way my panties wouldn’t be showing—frilly lacy things, thanks to Lilah—was if I stood completely straight. But standing straight wasn’t really often in the job description of a maid.

She also had prescribed a pair of sexy pump heels with gold buckles. They looked rather expensive—all of it did, and even though it was overtly sexual and even whorish, it was the most expensive outfit I had ever put on.

I rushed to get the outfit on before Lilah was done with the shower. I managed to step out just as she was turning off the water.

As always, I went to work. It was difficult all day, working in the clothes that Lilah picked out for me. The dress was far too short for someone with long legs like mine, and as I said I could not bend over without flashing my panties. No one was ever around, but always I looked, feeling twin feelings of excitement and shame. If I bent forward—dusting or wiping down a surface—then my cleavage would begin to spill outward. I was constantly readjusting, and all the readjustments were making me hot. I had to keep touching my nipples, pulling at my panties and sliding the soft lace against my clit. The panties Lilah had chosen were sheer and white, and the slightest breeze was enough to make me tremble with desire, feeling like the gentle fingertips of a lover on my most private area.

In the afternoon, I was no longer able to work without an eyewitness. I came into a study where Lilah lounged, and, with my hands full of cleaning supplies, I quickly tried to excuse myself.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” I said. “I’ll just take care of this later.”

“No,” she said, sitting up. “You’ll do it now.”

From the look in her eyes, she clearly liked the way I looked. I couldn’t help but like the way she
 looked. Her outfit from the day before had, in some ways, flipped—now she wore a tight leather top, a zipper straining under the weight of her enormous breasts, with a small red skirt showing off the long lines of her tanned legs and bright red heels adorning her feet.

“Now, ma’am?”

“Yes,” she said, that predatory smile returning. “I’m not satisfied with the level of cleanliness in this place, you understand? It’s not up to my standards, yet.”

“Standards?”

“Yes. You know, those things you have to keep up with, or else your job is in jeopardy?”

“O-oh,” I bumbled with the cleaning supplies. “I’m so sorry, ma’am. I’ll take care of it right away.”

Straight back to that again. Even if she wasn’t powerfully sexual, and easily capable of dominating my confused lustful ambitions, she also completely controlled my future. Her, and her husband. Fear and anticipation followed me around like old friends, knowing they were waiting for me.

Lilah pointed me to the desk where had her books gathered, ordering me to wipe the surface clean. As I did, she examined my cleavage—the way her tiny outfit had it pressing out and up. Beads of sweat accumulated, sliding slowly down my neck. The room was very cool. It was Lilah who made me hot.

I felt humiliated. I felt turned on. I was the object of her desire.

“There’s a spot, there,” she pointed. “Under the desk, there.”

I cleaned that as well, bending down farther—and her eyes stayed on me.

This went on for a good several minutes. More and more, every spot she picked out was lower, lower, lower, until I was on my knees. And once there, she had more low spots—the corners between the bookcases, the spot behind the trash can. I didn’t even bother to get up anymore, simple crawling from one spot to the next. She seemed to have great fun with this, drinking her little glass of brandy and massaging her nipples.

Finally, she put her heel on my tight young ass, digging the stiletto edge of it into my flesh.

“Stay just like that,” she ordered.

I looked back, and saw that she was fingering her pussy on the desk. There was no shame to her. She wanted me to watch her stroking her body—she wanted me to know that she got off on making me do what she said.

“Don’t move,” she said, her breaths getting fast. “Don’t do anything. You’re perfect like that. A good girl. Such a good girl.”

On the floor, I could do nothing to whimper. If she hadn’t ordered me explicitly not to move, I may have started to touch myself as well. But I had to follow orders. I just had to. I wouldn’t be a good girl if I didn’t.

And so, I watched her, my blond hair brushing against the very clean floor, as her motions around her panties increased. Faster and faster, her head sinking back into a blissful, relaxed smile.

“Oh yes,” she moaned. “That’s it. Such a good girl. So good. So good...”

Her orgasm was a loud moan thrumming through the study.

“Go on,” she said, after calming down for a moment. “Go on then. A good girl continues her duty.”

I didn’t know what else to do. I obeyed and returned to cleaning.

* * * * *

That evening, Mister Castle arrived home.

As what would become usual, I was not there to greet him at his arrival, but only heard of it through the honking of his horn. This was customary, as the estate was so enormous and the servants so few that a little noise had to be made to keep things running. I was just finishing up my duties for the day, and hoped perhaps to talk to Terrence to ask him what to do about Lilah. I didn’t know if he could help or not, but at least he could tell me if I was unique, or if Lilah did this with every
 maid. Were these the passionate activities that Mister Castle warned me about?

If they weren’t, I shuddered to think what he might have been referring to instead.

There was a system of intercoms in the house—a necessity for a place so big. I had already learned how to use the wall-planted devices in the preceding days.

“I’d like a drink.”

His drink was a whiskey on the rocks, I already knew. He drank an expensive sort of whiskey with a blue ribbon label. And so, I rushed down to the kitchen—Spoons already had it waiting for me on a tray—and then very carefully I rushed back upstairs to his study with what he requested. I took a moment before entering to make sure that my tits, still constrained in my tiny maid’s outfit, would not bounce out right away.

He was waiting for me, his jacket off, sitting on the large tall-backed chair in front of his fireplace.

“Hello, Claudette.”

“Welcome back, Sir.”

He took a long sip from his drink, eyeing me up and down. “You’re looking fine.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

I could not help but preen, smiling and then blushing a bit at my enjoyment of his compliment.

“Did my wife pick that out for you?”

I nodded. “Yes, Sir. She thought it would make me look...more appropriate.”

“And you conceded? What a good girl.”

Those words, from his mouth, made me tremble.

He had made possibly the least sexual overtures toward me from the trio of him, Lilah, and Terrance. And yet it was he, Mister Castle, who now occupied the most room of the arousal space in my brain. How could he not? He was so powerful, so enormous, so devilishly handsome. And I was alone with him in his study in this big, big house...and he could tell just from looking at me that I would do whatever he said.

Still looking me up and down, he set his drink on his desk.

“Let’s have a look at you, then.”

“Sir?”

“Put your hands on the table there.” He pointed at the small coffee table in front of the fireplace across from the seat. It was below my knees. “It’s time for an inspection. I have to compare notes with my wife, make sure that you’re dressed how she remembers. We wouldn’t want you cheating, after all.” He stopped. “Or don’t you still want this job?”

Oh god. They all knew, didn’t they? They all knew what kind of a woman they had working under them. They all knew she would just keep doing what she was told, again and again, her hot little body getting hotter and hotter...

Trembling, I put my hands on the desk as he ordered.

“Spread your legs out, now.”

Moaning slightly, I did.

“Wider. Give me a good look.”

Still trembling, I did so.

He placed his hands upon my legs then. His rough fingertips slid over the soft flesh of my thighs, feeling higher and higher still. I felt certain he was going to stick his fingers inside of my pussy...but he stopped, then. He stopped before he even felt my tiny, flimsy panties.

“Stand up.”

I let out a sigh of relief—and my breath was so quick that my nipple popped from my top. Quickly I adjusted it, but in doing so, I had to rub the offending nipple around...exciting me even more than his touch had. My nipples were soon rock hard, and when I turned, he could see them.

“I see. You are a good girl, aren’t you?”

I turned my head down and gulped. “Yes, Sir. I try, Sir.”

“Do you know what we do with good girls around here, Claudette?”

“No, Sir.”

“Whatever we want, my dear. Whatever we want.”

More and more, I was finding out how true that was.

Suddenly, a knock came at the door. I opened it, of course, obediently his servant.

It was Lilah.

“Darling! Welcome home.”

She swept immediately past me, attending to her husband. Her arms were around him almost instantly—whatever their dispute had been, it had been buried, I suppose. Or forgotten. Or waylaid, somehow, via recent circumstances.

I left them to their business.

* * * * *

By now of course, I am sure you are pulling your hair out in frustration.

Get out of there! Take all your things and leave immediately! Gather evidence, file a grievance, make sure they all pay for doing this to you!

But I just...I couldn’t. I just couldn’t.

Here is why:

After I slipped outside the office, I heard very quickly Lilah moaning—lovemaking sounds, calling out Castle’s name in absolute ecstasy. Glee. Joy.

Do you see? Do you see, now?

They needed me there. I can’t explain it, but I truly felt like since I had arrived, some of the gloom had been lifted from the house. Spoons would crack jokes to Terrance and Elliot. Lilah kept commenting about how happy
 she was, and how she wasn’t drinking as much as she used to. And Mister Castle...well, when I saw him at first, you would think a smile would have broken his face in half. But in that office, when he was feeling me up, he was positively glowing
.

So I know. I know that I shouldn’t have encouraged such lewd, offensive behavior.

But it wasn’t like we were having sex
 or anything. They were just...enjoying my body. Feeling me. Dressing me. That wasn’t strictly traditional, but it wasn’t terrible either. And if it made them happier—if some joy had returned to their home as a result—why, wouldn’t I be a terrible person if I didn’t keep it up?

I am sure the astute reader will have some wild theory about me loving all of this, about me needing and craving their attention desperately, the same sort of completely devoted and adoring attention that I had been deprived of my whole life. Here I was, entering a new household with a mother and father and brother type figures, and all of them can’t stop talking about me or complimenting me or calling me their good girl. Oh yes, I’m sure all kinds of wild theories abound in your devious little head.

I’ll have you know I’m rather above all of that, and I resent the implication.

As far as I can resent such things, anyway. I try to avoid resentment. A good girl can’t very well resent things for very long, after all, otherwise I wouldn’t be good for much longer.

I made my way downstairs and into the kitchen. After that little run-in with the boss and his wife, I wanted a little release of my own. I had chocolate in mind. What I got, though, was giving Terrance an eyeful as my breasts nearly popped out of my tiny dress once more.

He was in the kitchen, sitting down over a bowl of soup. His eyes widened as he saw what I had on—no doubt made more sexual by the way my hair was all mussed from my hands slipping through it in my confused lust from the episode in the study, and my nipples still completely erect after Castle’s exciting hands slid all over me.

“Wow,” said Terrance. “You put on all that for me?”

“This?” In my head rush of lust after leaving the study, I had forgotten how ludicrously oversexed I appeared. “No. No, I’m sorry. This was...no. This was what Lilah put me in.”

“She put you in it? You mean she dressed you?”

My pussy jolted heatedly from the memory. “Yes.”

“That’s pretty sexy. Did you like it?”

I crossed my arms under my chest, only dimly aware of how that displayed my tits even more. “That’s none of your business!”

Terrance stood up and came closer.

“I think it is. What else happened? You seem...agitated.”

“Nothing.”

He shook his head. “Something. Tell me.”

There was no way he was going to leave me alone until I told him something. I figured I may as well tell him the truth. I didn’t think this house had many secrets.

“I don’t know...lots of things. Lilah, she...she really enjoyed the way I had dressed for her. And then Mister Castle...”

“Castle too, huh?”

“Yes. He was...he was putting his hands on me.”

“Oh yeah?”

He wasn’t that upset. I was upset that he wasn’t more upset.

“Yes. He was touching me...”

“Where?”

He stood up and came close to me—and then closer. His hands on my hips.

“On my...” It was getting hard to breath for some reason. Hard to think. His hands were like the hands of Castle—thick and strong. But rougher, too. The tips calloused over with hard work. “On my, um...”

He slid his hands on my thighs. “Here?”

I nodded, breasts heaving against my tight blouse.

His hands moved upward. “Here?”

Whimpering now, I nodded, my hands sliding up his body. I wanted to kiss him. I wanted him to hold me, to tell me it would be all right. I felt so small
 compared to him, so tiny and breakable.

His hands rested on my panties, pushing up against my clit. “Here?”

Moaning softly, I shook my head. “N-not there. He stopped before...”

I didn’t get to finish. Terrance pulled away, smiling.

“I see. He rather likes you, then.”

“You...” I was so, so
 hot. “You...why did you stop?”

“Is that what you want? You want me to touch you?”

I shuddered with heat. I didn’t know how to answer. Only seconds before, it was all I wanted. But now that he had pulled away, cold reality began to set in. The refrigerator thrummed on next to me, and I started up, bouncing in fright. My nerves were shot.

“You want me to fuck you? You want to fuck that pretty body of yours?”

Now, I was definitely turned off.

“You’re so crude,” I sneered, walking off to the other end of the room. “Sex is for marriage. Only. Not for...not however you
 look at it.”

I hated language like that when it came to coupling. All those dirty words: fucking, screwing, hammering, nailing. They were uncouth. I wanted lovemaking to be something special. I wanted candles to be lit, to be waiting for a husband when I came home, wearing something just for him, my legs opened just the right way...

Terrance clearly wanted just furious, animalistic banging and nothing else.

I had to keep thinking about that as he looked at me. Furious. Animalistic. Banging.

God, but he could really do it if he wanted to. He could just take me and I wouldn’t have anything really to say about it...

“What are you looking at me like that for?” he asked. “I thought I was crude
.”

I turned away, flushing. “Nothing!”

“Nothing what? Come on. What do you want from me?”

He tried to step near me again, but again I circled away.

“Nothing. I don’t want anything from any of you. But I know all of you want
 me. You want me to—to—to—”

“—You don’t have to sound so mad about it.”

“Well, I am
 mad about it! Mister Castle is married, and he wants me for something crude
, like you do. I know he wants to be with me, Terrance. In a...in a husbandly way. I don’t know what to do about that.”

“In a husbandly way.” He snorted. “Is that really how you want to put it? He wants to fuck you. Just like I do.”

Terrance wanted
 me. He wanted to fuck
 me. I let that information wash over my nerve-wracked mind for a moment.

“A-and that’s not all. It’s...Lilah. She’s the same way, I think. I think she wants me, too.”

“So? Goddamn. Wish I was that lucky. As far as I know, she’s only got eyes for Castle.”

“It’s sick
,” I insisted, trying to maintain composure. “They’re supposed to be married. I don’t want to be a part of their weird...sex triumvirate thing.”

Terrance leaned over on the counter. I could see how his thick muscles flexed. His tattoos coursing on his tanned skin.

“Listen, just do what he says. Do what both of them say. How bad could it be? You need the money, and they need the release. You’re not betraying anyone. You’re not with anyone. If you ever get married, later on, you can lie to the person about it. Besides...” he shrugged. “When it comes to Castle, probably he just wants you to suck his cock. And that’s not even really sex.”

I hadn’t thought of it like that. It rang hollow, but at the same time, I could feel the seeds of rationalization sprouting in my mind.

Like I was for another very potent type of seed, it found me rather fertile ground.

“It’s not sex at all.” He stroked my hair now. “And so, if you ever need some practice...you just let me know, girl.”

* * * * *

Over the course of the next several weeks, this routine continued. Lilah would dress me up in the mornings, whenever she was home and not away at one of her increasingly lavish holidays (skiing in the alps, tanning in Hawaii, sight-seeing in China). When Mister Castle was home, he would frequently call me into his office late at night for no real reason—often using me as a fetching service for some small item, most frequently drinks—and then proceed to feel me up. And still, I did not fight it. He even kissed me one night, and though I did not kiss him back, I wanted to desperately.

Often, as Castle finished up, Lilah would suddenly interject herself into our improper situation and take care of her husband’s rising lusts. Stopping him from fucking me by begging him to fuck her.

Literally begging, by the way. I could hear them from outside the door—she worshiped him, it sounded like. Though, I must admit it was hard to hear sometimes with my fingers buried so deep in my pussy.

I clung to my morals, like I was in a cartoon and my quickly-becoming-outdated beliefs were the flower on the edge of the cliff. I knew that they wouldn’t last in the face of the hot, perfect drop of my desire...but I would try. Sex wasn’t part of the job unless Castle or Lilah said it was.

Terrance continued to encourage me to stick with it. But he also began to be more aggressive. Kissing me on the back of my neck during our late-night kitchen encounters. Sneaking up behind me and goosing me in the hall. Touching my tits when I had conversations with him. I felt worse and worse about telling him “no” when it was clear how badly I wanted him, wanted the sex he could give me. But for now, I was just their toy, to be used at their leisure.

Something else began happening that was strange. I began a rather late-stage growth spurt. At the age of twenty, I had thought I was beyond such things for the most part. But over the series of weeks since my stay began, my hips became wider, my hair thicker and more voluminous, growing at record rates. And my breasts...

My already large breasts became much, much larger. In less than two weeks, I had increased a cup size. Then in another two weeks, I had grown again. I was easily at a 36E cup now, even though my frame remained as trim and tight as ever.

And there was something else about my breasts. It’s a little hard to say. But they were...well. They had started to fill with milk.

Clearly, I was becoming more fertile. I had no idea why. But I wasn’t against
 it. I just didn’t understand
 it.

Because of my increased bust, I had to throw out all of my bras—and all that I had left was the lingerie provided to me by Lilah. More and more, I managed to match her busty, voluptuous frame.

There was no denying my fertility. Lilah commented on it as she continually reformed my outfits.

“I bet you could hold lots of babies,” she said appreciatively, dressing me up in the morning. “Look at you. You’re practically the model of motherhood now, aren’t you? You could hold triplets. Quintuplets. You’d be a natural.”

For whatever reason, the thought of being pregnant, being bred, had really started to turn me on, like hormones were affecting my brain. I started to daydream often about Castle filling me up with his babymaking batter, getting me to be his preggo servant.

But I tried to stifle those feelings.

“It’s just...I don’t get it. I thought I was done with...well. All of this.”

“Nonsense. I went through a similar spurt myself, shortly after marriage. The human body continues to grow well past the age of twenty. I wouldn’t spend another thought on it, dear. You’re just becoming what you were supposed to become.”

If that was true, what I was supposed to become was a boob-lover’s wet dream.

The maid outfits she put me in which were, former to my transformation, somewhat respectable, became downright shameless due to the increased volume of my breasts. I couldn’t even take a breath without becoming a completely whorish display. It didn’t help that Lilah insisted I wear black six-inch platform heels, and stockings with frilly white garters. Her pretense of letting me use her “extra wardrobe” was quickly abandoned, unless of course she had gathered up three-dozen maid outfits for her personal use.

Maybe she had. That was a hot thought.

It was so incredibly hot. I walked around all day with my shaved pussy constantly wet.

Oh yes, I was shaved by that time. Lilah had done it herself one late night over a series of too-many drinks, talking the whole time about how badly she wanted to have an extra taste of what she was grooming. But I kept telling her no...even though my heart was crying out yes.

Late in the day one Wednesday, a returning Mister Castle called me up to his office. I gulped when I heard his request. Being called up to his office usually turned into a long session of being felt up by his strong, sure hands. He was so handsome, I had trouble not cumming just from the way his fingers tweaked my super-sensitive nipples. Because, oh yes, ever since my breasts had gotten bigger, the nipples were more sensitive as well.

It was incredibly hard to be anything for these people except for a sex-hungry cockstarving maid whore.

But I was determined not to let it happen.

As soon as I came in the door, though, his strong arms were around me, and he was hugging me close to his powerful frame. The musky, heady scent from his cock drifted up to my nose, and it got hard to think clearly. I hadn’t had an orgasm in such a long time...

“How do you like this job so far?”

I thought it best to lie, as you might expect.

“I like it very well, Sir. Everyone is very...forthcoming.”

“That’s terrific.” He leaned back on his desk, pulling me forward by my chin. “There’s something I would like you to do for me. Something that would make you a very, very good girl for me.”

Immediately I was interested...and anxious. “Sir?”

“I want you to suck me off.”

Just like that. No sugar-coating.

“S-sir?”

“Lilah mentioned you might be hard of hearing. Is that the case?”

“N-no Sir. It’s just—”

“Then you heard me?”

“Yes, S-sir, I just—”

“Then I expect an answer. Are you going to suck me off?”

“I...I don’t know. I hadn’t been expecting...”

Perhaps a decent woman would have spat in his face, or slapped him, or pushed him, or just stormed off. But his presence was so palpable, his power so overwhelmingly present
 in the room, that I couldn’t simply shake off the request. I felt, truly, as if someone had handed me briefcase full of drug money. Sure, you knew it might be wrong to take it...but all that money just made you drool.

I was not drooling at the prospect of his cock, but I certainly was close. I can’t describe to you well enough the smell of
 him, his musk, so strong and masculine and everything that a male was supposed to be. I let the scent of him fill my lungs. I let it fill my whole body.

I wanted to deny him. I knew his wife could come in at any moment, like she almost every evening I was alone with Castle. I felt positive that my shame would be exposed straight to her.

“You don’t have to suck me off.” He put a hand through my thick blond hair. “If you really don’t want to. But you won’t have a job tomorrow if you don’t.”

It was as simple as that, then. All my work meant nothing. All my hard labor in organizing his house. He wanted a fuckpet. A thing. An object to use.

“Y-you can’t just...fire me because...”

He tsked, holding my face. “Don’t be silly, doll. Of course I can. Now, are you going to suck me off, or am I going to have to find a new maid?”

“All right,” I said after a moment. “O-okay.”

It was such sweet, sweet bliss, giving in to him. My heart raced. I kissed his hand, but he withdrew it. I had to earn the privilege, I realized.

“On your knees, then.”

Quickly, I dropped to my knees, and my hands went to his pants.

“Not like that,” he said. “You’ll crawl if you want to suck me off.”

Obediently, then, I shuffled back a bit and crawled forward—but he stopped me.

“From the front of the room. I want to watch you work.”

My pussy was on fire! Stifling my shame, I got up and walked to the front of the room, got down on my hands and knees, and began to crawl forward toward him. His face broke out into a wide grin.

Slowly, I slid up his pants and unzipped them. Before long, I had exposed the treasure there that I had wanted for so very long.

His cock was so big
. Really, really big. I didn’t know anything on a man could be
 so big...and it was just growing bigger, right in front of my eyes. Stiffening, because of me. This powerful, enormous man...and I had this sexy, perfect effect on him.

It was an intoxicating thought.

Slowly, I let my mouth envelope its largeness. It was slow-going at first. I took him in bit by bit, the thick flesh pressing up into the roof of my mouth and then back, down into my throat. I gagged a bit, but he held me fast, not letting me back up to catch my breath. He seemed to enjoy making my gag—knowing that his cock was so huge that it was barely possible for any woman to take him.

“That’s it,” he said. “Keep going. You’re being an awfully good girl, Claudette.”

I moaned, my pussy twitching at the compliment. God, I loved being called their good girl.

I was enjoying myself so much that my work got rather sloppy. It was my first blowjob, after all. My drool layered down his thick meat, saliva and precum mixing together and landing in my bountiful cleavage. My breaths were so hard, so frequent, that my tits spilled out of my tiny sexy maid’s outfit.

From reading articles on the internet, I had learned that I was supposed to stroke his shaft when I couldn’t get it all in my mouth—so I did that too. He loved it.

“I’m gonna cum right in your throat,” he moaned. “You want that, good girl? You want to taste your Sir’s cum?”

I moaned out that I did. There was no mistaking. I wanted to feel him fill my belly up. He pushed my hands away and started fucking my mouth wholesale—fucking my face like he owned it.

He did own it.

Fucking my mouth like it was his own personal pussy, like I was nothing but an object created to suck him off.

As far as I knew, at that moment, I was.

Groaning, he exploded down my throat, layering the thick piles of goo straight into my stomach. He spasmed and shuddered, sending down more and more of the salty, delicious substance in my mouth and into my tummy.

I slid off his cock, obediently cleaning him off. He didn’t even have to threaten me with my job. I wanted to taste him.

“Good girl,” he said with a sigh, clutching at my thick hair. “What a good girl.”

* * * * *

Over the next week, Mister Castle came in and out, in more ways than one.

He continued his busy schedule of traveling for business, but whenever he was home, he made special time to have me on my knees before him. I didn’t even bother asking him if it was what he wanted after the first couple of sessions. When he got home, I simply waited in his office, under his desk, on my knees, fingering my pussy helplessly.

Whatever was making my boobs get bigger and my hips wider was making me hornier as well. I didn’t care. I didn’t care about much at all anymore except looking hot for Castle and having super-awesome blowjob sessions.

Terrance continued to be aggressive, although he seemed very surprised, one afternoon, when I dropped to my knees after he grabbed one super-sensitive tit. I ripped down his pants, blabbing coarsely about how I needed to practice for Mister Castle.

He pushed me into the pantry and fucked me in the corner. I wasn’t even on my knees—just a heap in the corner while Terrance fucked my eager, willing mouth. My good girl mouth.

I was made to do this, I thought again and again, thumbing my clit. Made to serve.

After that, Terrance took regular advantage of me. He knew what to say, now—that I wasn’t a good girl unless I was putting in practice for Castle.

One day in the pantry, after I finished obediently cleaning his cock, he made me an offer.

“We could fuck, you know.”

He let me think about it. I had to. I knew there were reasons against it, but they were so hard to grasp lately. His cum was so fucking yummy, and I was clearly made for fucking, and...

Oh right. Marriage. We weren’t married.

“Um...it’s just...like, we have to get...married, right? So I can’t.”

“We don’t have to be married. I’ll just take my dick, stick it in your cunt, and we’ll be fucking. That’s how it works.”

After a moment, I nodded. That made tons of sense.

“But...you’ll use a condom, right? I’m worried about...Lilah, she keeps telling me I’m so fertile.”

“A condom?” He scoffed. “No way.”

“Then...we can’t. I’m sorry.”

“You know...a good girl would fuck me.”

“N-no. Terrance. Come on. Don’t do that.”

“It’s true, Claudette. Good girls don’t care whether a man has a condom on or not.”

Somehow, I continued to resist...and he didn’t push it. It was like he was just trying to get me used to the idea of being fucked bareback.

Lilah continued to have me in every morning, dressing me. Still landing opportune kisses whenever she wanted. I fought less and less, protested less and less.

Enjoyed myself more and more.

One night, she invited me up for a nightcap. The weather was turning cold, but the house was nice and toasty, despite its size. It possessed a state-of-the-art central air and heating system. Going to Lilah’s room for a nightcap become a sort of regular habit, the two of us getting a little bit tipsy and flirty before bed. Of course, she dressed me up first. Putting me in lingerie or nighties.

Lilah was already quite liquidated, if you know what I mean. I’d hardly seen her more drunk than she was that night. When I walked in, she was already falling all over the bed, giggling delightedly.

“Look who decided to show!” she laughed. “What a good
 girl.”

That particular night, she wanted us to match, and so after some time in her closet, we did. My enormously busty body was decked out in tight yellow lingerie—a lace corset, thigh-high stockings, and sexy yellow platform sandals. Lilah dressed in the exact same outfit. Our tits spilled out of it—the outfits were made, apparently, for someone who was a little less busty than the two of us. Lilah could have fixed it, of course, but that wouldn’t have been very fun, would it?

“Could you imagine what Mister Castle of the house would do, coming in and seeing his two women dressed like this?” She squeezed her nipples, biting one lip. “He’d positively cream himself.”

I felt my pussy hop at the idea. If he came in and ordered me to, I’d gladly suck him off with Lilah watching. Or with Lilah helping. It wouldn’t really be cheating if she was helping. Besides, blowjobs weren’t real sex anyway. That’s why I could do them for Mister Castle whenever he wanted.

“Yes,” I said, sipping at my brandy. “He totally would, you’re right.”

There was one difference between my outfit and hers—gloves. She wore hot elbow-length yellow opera gloves. They felt amazing, so soft on my tits as she tugged and pulled gently at my outfit.

“You look so
. Fucking. Hot
. In this, Claudette. You really, really do.”

Her lips slid up to my neck. Stoically, I allowed her to, my cunt squirming.

My one rule left was that I wouldn’t partake in any affection, any delivering of any sort of kissing or touching, unless I was explicitly told to do so. But she was making it very, very hard to follow this rule of mine.

I think she could sense it, to tell you the truth. I think she was trying to play a game of erotic chicken with me

“You shall do something for me,” she whispered in my ear.

“Yes, ma’am?”

I was a little drunk at this point. Her lingerie felt so good, so light. Every movement was so supported. My breasts looked fantastic—at this point I was happily calling them my tits.

My big tits. My huge tits. My big man-pleasing titties. My lady-melting boobies. They were just fucking great.

She ran her fingers up my body, admiring me openly.

“I want you,” she said, “to lick my pussy.”

There were many ways to interpret this. But of course the way I did was that it was a direct order from my employer, and that if I refused, I would no longer have the job that I needed.

So of course, I had to give in, and said, “Yes. Oh, god, yes!”

I sank to my knees and tore her panties off.

The area around her pussy was shaved and waxed. It looked almost shiny. I sank my head into it gleefully. Very soon, my tongue was slipping up through the velvety folds of her labia, swallowing her sweet, tangy juices.

“That’s right,” Lilah moaned. “That’s so good. Keep going.”

Obedient and servile, I continued my practice. I had been reading up on the internet, just as I had with blowjobs, in preparation. Tongue searching from one end to the next, I finally found the nub of her clit. All my attention focused on that from then on, licking softly, driving Lilah crazy. “Oh my god,” she moaned.

“Oh, good girl! Oh, my good girl!”

I licked harder. My tongue swirled around her clit in small circles. She seemed to like that most of all. Again and again I spiraled around her clit, just as my morals were spiraling down, just as my will was spiraling away, just as all my lust was spiraling upward and upward. Beneath me, Lilah was making more and more excited squeaks.

“I’m gonna—I’m gonna—I’m gonna cummm—”

Hips twisting upward, my tongue licking furiously, she came, her legs squeezing hard on my head.

“Oh my,” she moaned, stroking my hair. “What a good, good girl you are. I’m just going to have to show you how good I
 can be, too.”

I didn’t understand at first...and then she pushed me back on the huge bed and dropped between my legs.

She showed me, all right.

* * * * *

The night I first licked Lilah and she licked me, I slept in her bed. When I woke up in the morning, she had already laid out a new outfit for me.

She was, despite her drinking, an early riser, and had already showered. Only a small towel covered her lovely, tanned body when she kissed me awake.

“Oh,” I shook my head. “I wish you had gotten me up. I would have...”

I was about to say how I would have gladly cleaned Lilah myself. Rubbed our soapy, wet bodies together, maybe let her corner me in the shower once more and have her order me to lick her again. But that was too much of an allowance—it would have definitely been breaking my rule.

“Would have what?” she asked, smiling.

There could be no doubt, she knew exactly what was on my mind.

I shook my head, though. “Nothing. Nevermind.”

“You can use my shower,” she slipped on the bed, kissing me again until I was more awake. “I don’t want you to have to leave and then come back, all right?”

Of course I obeyed. Twenty minutes later, I was out of the shower and drying myself off. Lilah was in front of her enormous wardrobe, brushing her hair, admiring her own reflection. I admired it as well, my fingers floating down to my cunt as I looked at her.

I don’t know that I had ever been in love with anyone. But I was dangerously close to being in love with Lilah.

And so I felt bad. I had this terrible secret—I had been sucking her husband off. I had been swallowing his cum every single night that I could, and she had no idea. It was awful of me. I had to fix it.

“Lilah,” I began, fingering the towel around my body, “there’s something I have to tell you.”

She turned, smiling. Her brilliantly sexy body was naked underneath her robe. “What is it, dear?”

“It’s a bit hard for me to say, actually. I’m not sure where to begin.”

Smiling still, she took my hands in hers. “You can tell me anything, dear. No judgments here.”

“Well, it’s just...” I swallowed, my eyes low. “Your husband and I...we’ve been...I mean to say...”

“Yes?”

Her smile had turned predatory again. Immediately I knew something was off, but I still couldn’t stop my confession now.

“He’s been fucking my...I mean. I’ve been sucking his...you know. Blowjobs. Lots of them. Whenever he’s home. Whenever he wants. However he wants.”

“You’ve been sucking the big, beautiful cock of my husband, is that what you’re saying?”

I nodded, almost crying with the guilt filling me up.

She tsked and shook her head, standing up and sliding her arms over my shoulders. “Oh my. You still don’t know, do you?”

“Know what?”

Lilah kissed the top of my head then, quite affectionately.

“Such a dear, sweet soul. You’re completely without guile, did you know that?”

I thought, at the time, that she probably wouldn’t say that if she knew what I had been up to with Terrance and all that practice for Mister Castle. But I kept my mouth shut.

“That’s what I like about you,” she purred to me, stroking my hair, slipping her hand down to my wet pussy. My whole body was wet, still, from the shower. My towel dropped, and she pushed me hard against the wall. “Everything, really. But also how sweet
 you are. You’re such a good, good
 girl for me, aren’t you, sweetheart? Aren’t you my good little girl?”

I whimpered, thighs squeezing against her hands. This had turned so suddenly. Usually, all my sexual experiences had been in the evenings, or at the very least the late afternoon with Terrance. I had time to fantasize all day and ramp up. This was happening quite fast, though...and I had no idea what to do except to let it happen.

“Yes, ma’am...your good girl.”

She kissed my neck. “That’s right. My good girl. You’re going to do just
 what I want, aren’t you?”

I nodded again. I expected her to tell me to stop fucking Mister Castle...but of course I was wrong.

“Good. I want you to fuck my husband, dear. I want you to let him drill you senseless. It’s obvious how he wants to. You’re going to have him fill up that fertile young body of yours. You’re going to let him get you nice and pregnant for me. Won’t you?”

Her fingers ran in and out of my cunt, unceasing. I couldn’t think straight. Her thumb slid easy against my little clit. All I knew was that I needed to cum. She was talking so much about how fertile I was, how sexy it would be if I was pregnant, how good it would be if Mister Castle got me all filled up with babies...

“If I get you to fuck him...if you take his seed, then I get to return to his
 bed, at last.” She let out a guttural moan of need. “He’s come and taken his privileges with me, of course, but he hasn’t allowed me to circle around his body in my sleep like I used to, taking his cock like a pacifier while I rested. He hasn’t let me suck him off while he’s at business meetings, or clean his cock in the mornings. I need
 my wifely duties back, Claudette. You’re going to help me.”

My orgasm was beginning to mount. “Oh my god, Lilah!”

“I want you to fuck my husband,” she moaned, finger fucking me harder and harder. “I want it so
, so
 bad...”

“Oh shit, oh fuck, oh god...”

“He deserves
 you, do you understand? He’s such a fucking stud. He fucks me every night. When he’s done fucking your pretty little whore mouth? He comes into my room and fucks. Me. Silly. And then he picks out whatever outfits he wants to see you in...or tells me a color scheme to work out for you, that sort of thing.”

It had been his plan all along. All this time, I thought Lilah was the one pulling so many strings on her own...but she was as much his puppet as I was his.

“You see, I can’t have his babies. I’m not enough of a woman.” She sighed. “I just...wasn’t born with the right equipment. We’re trying lots and lots of fertility treatments, so maybe it’ll work out eventually...but for now? For now...you’re our best hope.”

“I’m...I’m what?”

It was so hard to think, her fingers so blissfully hot in my cunt. I know she had said it before, but I thought I was imagining it. Surely, she didn’t really want me to have her husband’s babies
, did she?

She did.

“I want
 you to have his babies, sweetie. Twins, maybe. Triplets? That would be so
 cool.” Her fingers were pushing into my cunt harder as she imagined my belly getting bigger. “I want to raise
 them. I want you to give him children...and me, too. Won’t you do that for me? Won’t you give me your little darlings? Won’t you get nice and pregnant from my Sir’s cum?”

“Mmmph...”

I was going to cum so, so soon.

“He’ll fill you up so, so
 good, baby. And we can afford lots and lots
 of babies. We could just keep making you more and more pregnant, if you like...and with all those fertility drugs I’ve been slipping in your drinks and your food, I’m sure you’re going to give us a whole litter.”

Fertility drugs? Oh shit.

My breasts, of course. And the way my hips had been expanding...the way my body had become slowly more sexualized as I served. It all made sense now.

They had taken complete control over my whole life. Even my body.

Unable to cope anymore with how completely turned on I was, I came hard. My tight, busty body pushed hard against Lilah’s, and I couldn’t do anything except feel wave after wave of rapture as she cooed into my ears about how perfect and wonderful it would be for me to carry her husband’s seed. I bit her shoulder, cumming so hard, and held myself up by grasping her beautiful big tits.

Eventually, the bliss wore down. My thoughts began to clear, even as Lilah began to finger her own cunt next to me, lost in her little baby-fueled fantasy.

“So pregnant,” she moaned, looking at my naked body. “We’ll make you so, so pregnant...”

I slipped away, ignoring Lilah’s voice. Completely naked, I grabbed the clothes Lilah had laid out for me. Even in my rebellion, I was obedient. This should tell you quite a bit about how serious I was about denying them what they wanted.

* * * * *

I didn’t know what else to do. I put on what Lilah had chosen for the day—or what Mister Castle had, I suppose—and then started cleaning.

I was so very obedient, by then, so very used to doing everything they said. I don’t know that I understood that I could have just driven away. Castle probably would have paid me the money he owed me—no, he definitely would have. He was a man of his word.

But instead, dressed in tight white lingerie and sexy red heels, I walked around the east wing with a feather duster, doing everything I could not to bury my fingers into my hot cunt and cum all day long, thinking about Castle filling me up with his brood.

Oh yes, I was wearing tight white lingerie. That was the outfit Lilah had chosen for me. How could I not wear it?

Terrance found me in a small sitting room as I was bent forward on a chair, letting the top of its arm slide up into my crotch. It pressed so, so hard into my clit. And I thought about my body filling, swelling, getting new curves as his seed filled me.

“I heard about the trouble you were having, babe.”

“You did?”

I didn’t even get off the chair. I just turned my head, bright red lips making a little “O” of surprise at his presence.

“Sure I did. Lilah told me all about it.” He wrapped his hands around my tiny waist, apparently enjoying the way that my body was covered in lace.

“And you’re not...you’re not mad with me?”

“Of course not.”

“But it’s...you said you wanted to fuck me...”

“I do. You’re hot as hell. God, look at you. You don’t even know how hot you look, do you?”

“I...I am?” I shook my head slowly. Blond locks cascaded around my tits. “You do? But...”

“Listen, Castle is the boss. He pays me well. I do what he wants. And what he wants is to fuck you. So yeah, I want him to fuck you, Claudette.”

“W-what?”

“You should let him fuck you. Let him fill you up and get you pregnant. Then I’ll be able to fuck you as much as I want, and I won’t get you pregnant. Get it?”

“No...”

I tried slipping off the chair, but Terrance held me firm. All the pressure on my clit was fogging my thoughts.

“You were so worried about having sex with me because I won’t use protection. Well...if he gets you pregnant, then you won’t have to worry about me getting you pregnant until we want a baby of our own.”

“You...you’re that serious about me?”

I couldn’t help but feel flattered. I thought in his mind, we were just fooling around. But if he really wanted me like he was describing...

“Of course I’m serious about you. You think I let just any girl get fucked by my boss?”

He looked so sincere. But, just as I almost assented, I caught my reflection in the window.

Dolled up. Whored up. Tits everywhere.

Good lord, I thought this was decent?


I felt like I had been put under some kind of...some kind of spell
. Like all their combined lust for me had put a mist on top of my brain.

Needless to say, regardless of how sincere Terrence seemed to be, all of a sudden, I wasn’t convinced. After all this, my head was really starting to clear from the fog of all the lust and booze and sex and babymaking madness.

I needed to get out of there.

“I...I’m sorry, Terrance. I just...I don’t think I can handle all this. I think I’m just going to take my money and go. I’ve got enough to pay for a few semesters, and that’s enough. I just...yes. I’m going to go.”

Quietly, he stepped over to the door of the sitting room and closed it. Then, with a key from his pocket, he locked the door.

“I’m sorry to hear you say that, Claudette.”

“Wh-what are you doing?”

“I really, really want to fuck you how I want to fuck you, Claudette. But Mr. Castle is the boss. So he’s going to fuck you first.” He shrugged. “And while he does...I’m going to fuck your mouth.”

“No!” I screamed—though my body was screaming the exact opposite. “You can’t! I won’t let
 you—”

Terrance took me by the throat and slammed me down to the ground. The air swept out from my lungs.

“You’re going to be our good girl
,” he growled.

Soon, my tiny outfit was ripped apart by his big hands. His hands roamed all over my curvaceous body, feeling me up at his leisure.

I wanted so badly to resist. Or rather, I wanted to want
 to resist. But his hands felt so good, so right, and it was so hot how he had just manhandled me and shown me my place...

All those skimpy, sexy outfits I wore—hell, the one I was wearing now
. All those hot fishnets and little skirts. The cleavage-baring dresses and the sexy games of lingerie dress-up with Lilah—Terrance wasn’t going to be content just watching anymore.

But...but I had to save myself for marriage. I wanted to badly to be a good girl, a proper girl, even though everything about me looked like I was built for fertility and sex.

“I’m going to give it all to you, good girl,” he grunted, yanking my hair hard.

My panties were soaked with lust, torn from his rough grasping. But still...I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t resist. I slipped out from his grasp and pushed him to the ground. He stumbled down with a groan, banging his knees and head.

I turned and ran—but he had locked the door! Scrambling, I yelled and pulled at the door. Surely, someone would hear me. Terrance came after me again—and I kicked him away, tugging hard at the door.

Finally it opened—I was saved! I rushed out, and straight into the strong, sure arms of Castle himself.

“Oh, thank you!” I was breathing hard, my heavy, naked tits crushed up against his broad chest. “Thank you, thank you!”

In my relief, I hadn’t noticed that he hadn’t said anything. I hadn’t noticed that he was completely naked, either, his enormously strong body completely ripped and stacked with concrete-like slabs of incredible musculature. And only dimly, after several moments, did I notice that his hands were pushing up my wet thighs and up toward my torn, soaking panties.

I looked up, terrified...and saw that he was grinning. He’s the devil, I thought. The devil himself. I was completely in his grasp.

And it had me more turned on than I could have ever imagined.

There was still some resistance left in me, no matter how loud my submissive side cooed and moaned about how perfect and right this was.

I tried to back away—but I ran directly into Terrance, who pushed me down onto my knees before Castle. His enormous manhood was displayed before me. I could feel Terrance growing hard against the back of his head, massaging his cock with the silky smooth locks of my blond hair.

There was nothing I could do. There was nowhere I could run.

They were going to take me no matter what I said.

From behind Castle came Lilah, decked out again in gorgeous black lingerie and tall high-heeled leather boots. She stared up at Castle with reverence, like he was her God. The gloves on her hands trailed up past her elbows as she hooked her arms around one bicep and stroked his cock happily, milking him, keeping him hard.

For me. She was keeping him hard for me.

All three of them. I never stood a chance. They were going to change me, fuck me, and breed me no matter what I said.

And these two huge strong men...both of them stood over me now. Both of them dominated me. Their cocks on either side of my head.

“Please...” I moaned.

I didn’t know what I was pleading for.

Luckily, they didn’t stop to ask me. Castle bent me over, pushing my face toward Terrance. Almost right away, my mouth instinctively slipped over Terrance’s cock, just as it had a hundred times before.

I was so very, very good at sucking his cock. It was almost like instinct, now. My lips slipped over the head and I swallowed, creating more suction just for him.

Terrence was very happy with this. “God, that’s so good, Claudette!”

At the same time, Castle plunged into me from behind. His cock was enormous. He found my entrance wet, willing—waiting. In no time, he had ruined the paltry barrier of my virginity, and quickly began thrusting in and out at his leisure. The pleasure was total.

Lilah had taken to fingering her cunt while she pushed her body against Castle’s. Her hands pressed hard against his hips as he thrust inside me, urging him to fuck me ever harder and harder.

“You deserve
 this, Sir,” she moaned. “You deserve
 it. Fuck her, husband! Please, fuck her! Fill her up! Get her pregnant!”

“Yeah,” Castle grunted. “I’m going to pile my seed inside her. She’s gonna be filled with my fucking babies. Aren’t you, good girl?”

Pulling my hair, he fucked me harder and harder. Internally, I agreed with everything they said. I wanted to be filled up. I wanted to suck more cock, and have more babies, and do everything they asked. I wanted all of it. I wanted to be their filthy fuckslut whore forever.

“I’m gonna cum,” Terrence moaned. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum right in her mouth.”

His pumps increased in frequency, and so did Castle’s. As Castle thrust into me, I was fucked harder into Terrance’s cock. As Terrance fucked back, I was pushed harder into Castle’s cock. They pistoned me like this in almost perfect rhythm. My orgasm built and built, unstoppable.

As if by some mutual, mass orgasmic hysteria, we all came at once. Tugging and grasping at my hair and tits, Terrence poured his load into my mouth as he had countless times before, and just like all those other times, it was magical, feeling it fill my stomach up with its instant warmth.

Lilah, knowing all the signals of her husband’s orgasm, timed her own to match his, and shuddered against him, calling out his name in bouts of worshipful praise as her bliss overtook her senses.

“Cum in her, Sir! Cum in our good girl!”

Just as his wife begged him to do, Castle came into my fertile, needy womb, knowing just how to fill me. There was so much of his huge load, so much potent, perfect sperm shot into my needy pussy, that there could be no doubt in my mind. I was pregnant, immediately, just like a good girl ought to be. His cock and his load were too fucking powerful not to impregnate me right away.

We all collapsed onto the ground. Then, slowly, I turned and began to clean Castle’s cock. After him, I would attend to Terrance.

I was the maid, after all. I had to keep things tidy.

* * * * *

My name is Claudette. I am a good girl maid. I follow my routine.

Every morning, I attend to the Master bedroom, where Lilah dresses me. If Mister Castle is home, then both of us suck his magnificent cock. He usually cums in Lilah’s mouth, as is her right.

From then until the evening, I am cleaning and serving, dusting and delivering drinks.

Just before dinner, Terrance usually corners me and fucks my mouth. Sometimes I cry when he does it, but only because I’m so happy. Also, because he thinks it’s sort of hot how my make-up will run, and how being fucked in the mouth makes me cry with joy. He’s sort of vicious in that way. I love that about him. One day, he promises, he’ll marry me. But only when I’m done being bred by Mister Castle.

In the late evening, I serve at the pleasure of Mister Castle. He fucks me senseless. He loves how big my pregnant tits have gotten. They leak milk constantly, so ready to be used by his progeny. If he is not home, then I serve at the pleasure of Lilah. She dresses me up—but no more drinks. We hardly need them anymore, after all.

I am more than delighted to serve either. Any of them. I’m a good girl. A good girl serves at the pleasure of the household.

I’m so very pregnant, now. The fertility drugs really worked wonders on me. Just as Lilah hoped, I’m going to have triplets. Still, I do all my cleaning, and I do it in my high heels and lingerie. That’s what good girls do, after all. We must obey. We must serve. We must do whatever is asked of us.

Icing on the cake—the fertility treatments finally came through for Lilah. She’s going to have twins! We’re going to be mommies together! I’m so excited.

But mostly, I’m just so excited that I get to be Castle’s girl. I don’t even care about money anymore. He takes care of all of that for me. Soon, he says, I’ll be too pregnant to be the maid, and he’ll have to hire a new one.

The experiment with me worked out so well, he said, that he was even considering getting another sexy girl like me to use in exactly the same way. He wanted me to help him seduce the new girl, just like Lilah had helped with me. He could get her pregnant just like how he had done to me. There could be so many good girls in the world, just for Castle.

I told him that sounded perfect.

For now, though, Castle’s legacy is inside of me...and I can’t wait to deliver.

# # #


Maid Made Bare 2: Milk Maid

––––––––

It amuses me from time to time to examine the personal diaries of the servants I keep. Abbey’s, in particular, is one that has provided me much joy and erotic inspiration over the course of her term in my employ. A mutual friend informed me that you take great pleasure in such writings—here it is now, arranged in the manner I have found most pleasing.

- M. Castle


NOW:

Mister Castle has ordered me to write down my routine in my diary. I happily obey his instructions.

Every morning, I wake up and slip into my very best outfit. Mister Castle says he likes me best when I wear sexy high heels and tight, tiny lingerie, so that’s what I wear.

Sometimes my outfit consists of tight corsets with frilly garter belts and tight stockings. Sometimes it’s a sexy nightie, hanging down loose and held up purely by my big, buoyant titties. Sometimes it’s a hot little sheer lace slip that doesn’t hide in the slightest how erect and huge my nipples are all
 the time. No matter what, it's always something that makes it easy to dispense the hot, delicious milk I make every day from my big, lactating breasts.

Basically, I’m only allowed to wear lingerie because I’m just a silly, sexy maid, and I have to act that way. My job depends on it. So does cumming. I’m not allowed to cum for Mister Castle at the end of the day unless I’ve been a very
 good maid. Sometimes Claudia or Terrance or even Lilah will come and play with me, and I’m allowed to cum then, but those are special occasions, and those cums aren’t ever as good as the ones Mister Castle gives me.

I’m not pregnant yet, but when I am, he says he’ll order me some new lingerie—or better yet, he’ll let me wear the stuff that belongs to Lilah and Claudia. They’re so sweet. I love them all so much.

When I wear tall, hot heels I can walk as sexy as any woman. My hips sway from side to side. I am confident, hot, and sexy, all the time when I wear heels. There’s nothing better, says Mister Castle, than a gorgeous woman wearing gorgeous heels to constrain the way she walks and moves—they show off what an ornament she really is.

I love being an ornament for Mister Castle.

My tight, heart-shaped ass looks so firm and sculpted when I wear heels—my legs acting as a perfect line up to the entrances of either hole between my cheeks—though with how much I want to get pregnant, I bet you can guess which entrance I want Mister Castle thinking about.

After getting dressed, I go downstairs and suck off whoever’s eating breakfast. Usually it’s Terrence. If Claudia or Lilah manage to make breakfast (often they don’t, poor dears. They sleep in quite a lot with their delivery dates so soon), then as they eat, I will lick their pussies or finger them if my mouth is otherwise occupied.

After breakfast, I step outside the kitchen and bend over at the table in the middle of the entryway. This is where Terrance or Elliot or Spoons can have their way with me—or where Claudia and Lilah can spank me silly.

I am a maid. I belong to the house. Everyone here is more important than me.


THEN:

Let’s get one thing straight right off the bat, here. Nobody on this planet is more important than me, all right?

I mean, look. I get it. There are people starving, and there are big bills being passed in Washington, and like, everything is going crazy in the Middle East—I get it. I get it
. I don’t need a lecture from you. When I’m telling you nobody’s more important than me, I don’t mean like, you know, existentially, all right? I don't mean that somehow the cosmos is in motion purely because I'm around to make it happen. That's too much pressure. I don't want that.

What I mean when I say I'm the most important person around is a declaration of practicality, okay?

Because practically speaking, I’m the most important person I know. Just like you’re the most important person you
 know. That’s just how it works. You’ve gotta look after yourself first. Anything good that happens has to come after that, right?

So anyway, being a maid doesn’t come natural to me. Looking after other people’s stuff and all. But whatever, it’s good money. And this latest job? Hoo boy. It’s damn
 good money. It’s great
 money. One hundred and fifty thousand dollars for a year of work? Are you kidding? Who do I have to blow to get that kind of deal all the time?

Well, nobody, apparently. They said the position was open continuously, just so long as I could stand the work.

Uh, yeah, a hundred fifty-thousand dollars? I can stand it. Trust me.

Not that this place—Mister Castle’s Estate, as it is constantly
 referred to—doesn’t have its weirdness.

Anyway, earlier today I arrived here. Mister Castle’s Estate, like I said. It’s a big, old place. You’ve seen the type—imagine any sort of rich person’s house from any movie ever—that’s this place now. It’s an amalgam of everything rich. Beautiful ceilings, beautiful floors, art everywhere and all of it very masculine and sexist. I’m sure Castle, if he were around, would say he’s “celebrating the female form” with all his portraits of big-titted women, but in all reality he’s just perpetuating the myth that women are property to be traded around, so long as they are gorgeous first.

Oh, side note: I got a ride to Mister Castle’s place with an old man. His name was Eduardo. He looked like an Eduardo—a scraggly beard that only really seemed to occupy one side of his face, and a scar sliding from his ear to his shoulder. The whole time, he was trying to warn me away from the Castle place. He kept saying how he would never let his daughters work there, not ever. I smiled and nodded, but still, I couldn’t wait to get out of the car.

Nobody tells me where I can and can’t work. I had enough of that from my parents, thank you.

I found this job through a random encounter on the street, believe it or not. I had been idling through a bulletin board at the laundry mat, looking for easy graphic design work. I’m no expert at graphic design, mind you, but I can handle photoshop and the like better than most of the population. I had put together a few jobs for doctor’s offices, stuff like that. The problem is that nobody really wants to hire you—or not for very long—if you don’t have a degree or any formal training. Just plopping together gif files on tumblr doesn’t really cut it as a resume, most of the time.

(Also, side note: I just found out there's no internet here. What the hell, Castle?)

Anyway, this gorgeous
 Asian girl in a tight, tiny business suit asks to take me to coffee. I’m excited, right? I think she’s hitting on me—and I’m all for that because I haven’t eaten a quality pussy since Diana broke up with me like six months ago or however long it was.

Bummer news, she wasn’t hitting on me.

Awesome news—she thought I was perfect for a job her boss was putting together.

Anyway, so a week later after some interviews and blood tests, there I was, standing with my lone suitcase in front of this enormous manse.

(Mansion? Manse? Are those the same thing? Nobody ever told me and, like I said, there's no internet here. Which is just SUPER, by the way.)

I knocked on the door, and out came the most enormous set of tits I’ve ever seen.

I normally dislike using the word “tits.” It’s sort of automatically degrading. But—you know this, I’m sure—for some pairs, there’s really nothing else that works as a descriptor. The mammaries on this beautiful, blond creature were not “breasts” or even “boobs.” They were crowd-pleasing, man-melting titties, and there was really no way around saying that. They were enormous, round, shiny, bouncy, sporting the sort of hot tanned skin that contrasts so brilliantly with perfectly arranged blond hair—which she also had.

This...was Claudette.

“Hi! I’m Claudette!” she bubbled. Everything she said could be alternately described as “bubbled” or “gushed” or “giggled” or “purred.” She was like sex incarnate.

Honest to god, I’m getting sort of turned on just remembering seeing her for the first time. I thought I had stepped on the set of a porno. She had on a tight red dress that did nothing to hide the fact that she was positively exploding with fertility—the big baby bump on her body was like an extra set of curves for men to admire outside of her already generous hips and tits. Her face was completely beautiful—your poster-girl for any given bikini-blond-babe calendar.

“I’m Abbey. I’m the new—”

“—the new maid! I know! We’re so
 thrilled you’re here. Won’t you please come in?”

I followed her in, of course. Cue the images from earlier—huge, beautiful stuff and tall spaces. Lots of me making hopefully-subtle glances-of-disgust at the artwork.

“I’m the former maid,” said Claudette. “I would love to still be doing the work, but, well...”

She pointed to her fabulously pregnant belly.

“Mister Castle says it’s not proper for me to be doing Maid’s work while I’m as pregnant as I am.”

“That’s very...considerate.” I was trying to be diplomatic. “So, you’ve got maternal leave in your contract?”

“There’s no contract, per se. He just likes taking care of me, since I take such care of him, and his estate. That’s why I still have a room here.”

“You can leave, but...you’re staying?”

“Of course. I owe it to Mister Castle’s Estate to stay here. He deserves it. He’s just been too good to me for me to just up and leave!”

She laughed and grabbed my hand. My heart skipped a beat. Her touch was so soft, so inviting and friendly...like all of her. You got the feeling from looking at her that she wanted
 you to look...that she wanted
 you to touch her in all sorts of ways.

It’s terrible to write such things, I know. I’m sure plenty of sexist pigs over the years have thought the same things about her. She’s such a whore for putting those thoughts in my head.

She showed me around the house—a cursory examination of what it held. There were four different wings, each replete with enormous sitting rooms, game rooms, bed rooms, and more. If I didn’t know better, it seemed like Castle wanted enough room to host an entire army in his estate.

I was introduced to the rest of the staff: Spoons, the ornery old cook. Elliot, the ornery old groundskeeper. And then Terrence, who was something like Mister Castle's steward. Claudette wouldn't really describe his role, other than to say that he was “absolutely super duper and I'm so super duper in love with him, gosh. He's so good at everything
.”

So, coming from a bimbo like Claudette, I'm sure you can intuit what I think Terrence is actually good at.

Thing is, he sort of looks
 like the kind of guy who's good at fucking. He's got these sexy tattoos running up his arms and neck, and he's lean and muscular, like a swimmer. Anyway, he didn't have much to say to me. He and Claudette made out in the garage for a few minutes while I pretended to be interested in one of Mister Castle's many cars.

Over the course of the tour, Claudette let me know that Mister Castle was away for the next couple of months. He owned—either in part or in whole—several businesses. These all had needs that needed his regular presence to ensure that they continued to operate in the fashion he desired. Every few years, apparently, because of the way his normal visits were spaced apart, these businesses would all need his attention all one right after another.

Still, even though he was not there, I could feel his presence in every action of every other person living there; I could feel his shadow dominating every room.

“Now,” said Claudette, after we had made the circuit. “Do you have any questions?”

I didn’t know how she was still standing. My feet were getting a little sore in my tennis shoes from all the walking. She was wearing high heels—and was thoroughly pregnant, besides! Aren’t sore feet something that happened to pregnant women? Maybe she just practices healthy living? Her skin and hair are so
 shiny and vibrant and glowing, I mean. It’s not out of the question that she’s just some super-vegan or something.

“Nope,” I shook my head. “Looks pretty straightforward to me.”

“Now, just from one maid to another, there are some things you’ll come across here that are...a little hard to accept.”

“What do you mean?”

She shrugged. “You’ll know them when you see them. Just know that none of that is out of the ordinary for this place. Rich people, you know...they have their tastes. They like things their way. Just go with the flow, and you should be fine.”

“...all right.”

That’s creepy as hell, right? How was I not freaking out? I have no idea.

No, I know why. It’s because she was pressing her tits up against my shoulder when she said it, and I was having trouble doing anything outside of feeling my pussy get progressively wetter.

Fuck, she turned me on so
 much, and it wouldn’t be so bad except for the way that she clearly
 seemed to know and enjoy
 that she was doing it...

God. I really need to masturbate. I’ll do it after I’m done with this. I’m wet as a hurricane just remembering her—and Claudette made a point of saying how she wasn’t nearly
 as friendly as Lilah, Mister Castle's wife. Good lord, what’s Lilah going to do—suck my toes the second she sees me?

“Anyway,” said Claudette. “I do hope we’ll get along.”

“Sure,” I said, barely hiding my sarcasm. “We’ll be the best of friends.”

Me and this girl, we had about as much in common as a tuba and a bag of rice. But, whatever—she seemed sincere enough. I made a mental note to tone down my hostility just a little bit. And goddamn, she was so
 hot.

“I just loving making new friends,” she gushed. “I was never much good at it in school, you see, and, well, living out here in Mister Castle’s Estate is delightful, but the choice of friends can be...limited.”

Oh yeah, I thought. I’m sure you had sooooo
 much trouble getting friends in high school.

Sure, I’m a little bitter. I’m no looker myself. I seem to be, in fact, everything that Castle doesn’t want in a woman—if I can judge by Claudette and the pictures of his wife everywhere (not to mention all that artwork). His wife and his maid—who he is almost certainly fucking—are both incredibly busty, with long gorgeous shiny hair and beautiful faces. I’m skinny as a rail, myself. I can hardly pack on the pounds if I try—which I do. I know there are girls out there who would apparently kill to have that problem, but let me just say that it’s no picnic having the frame of a twelve year-old boy, all right?

Practically no guys have ever hit on me, ever
, not even at a bar. The one guy who did
 hit on me? He was gay. He thought I was a guy. Thanks, bro! My self-esteem needed that.

So, switching to ladies was almost a no-brainer...it’s just too bad I’m a bitch all the time. I’m literally never
 happy. I hate that about myself.

I hate lots of things about myself, actually.

This is getting depressing. I’m going to go masturbate to the thought of Claudette’s tits and dream about what I can do with a hundred and fifty thousand dollars.


NOW:

After my hour of bending—in which I am almost certainly fucked silly by someone
 in the Estate—I begin my circuit for cleaning. I wear my heels, still. You can hear them click-click-clicking in the spacious halls as I work.

If there is dust on the floor, I get down on my hands and knees and rub it out with a pair of panties. Any male who walks by know it is their privilege—even their duty—to fuck me as I work. Often, however, this doesn’t happen. They all have jobs to do, after all. The only people without active jobs are Lilah and Claudette, and of course, their whole existence is a sort of job, now that they are so very pregnant.

To my understanding, Claudette has triplets on the way, and Lilah has twins. Both of them have still, remarkably, kept most of their pre-pregnancy figures, just adding enormous baby bumps out in front. If anything, the pregnancy has just made them sexier—their hips are so wide now, their tits so incredibly ample and full of heavy, delicious cream.

Oh, yes, sometimes I taste the cream. They taste my own, as well. Mister Castle enjoys watching us do that. But that is later in the day! I must report my schedule.

I make my rounds through the wings. Typically, there is enough of my effort for one wing a day. I step up tiny ladders in my precarious heels, letting any passers-by look right up my incredibly short skirts and have a nice vision of my sexy panties.

It is so very good to clean for Mister Castle.


THEN:

Cleaning this place on the regular is going to suck. I work all day, and hardly anything seems to get done.

Also:

Ick. Ick. Ick, ick, ick!


You won’t believe what just happened. You really won’t.

I was hungry, okay? I get hungry. I don’t care how skinny you think I am. Sometimes a girl has to eat something in the middle of the night. I'd just finished my first day of real work, and I'd worked up an appetite, all right? Dusting and wiping and sweeping and vacuuming and dusting again—it's tiring work. Anyone would get tired from it.

So, I went downstairs to the kitchen. Claudette was there too—on her way out. She wasn’t wearing anything but a completely hot set of violet lingerie—stockings, garters, corset—the works. She had a glazed, misty-eyed look on her face. There was some sort of gel or cream on her lips—she wiped it off and licked it up eagerly as she passed me, barely noticing I was there.

“’Scuse,” she said, wobbling along.

I was still rather impressed that she was able to maintain such a sexy, flirty gait in her preposterous heels so late at night. They sparkled as she slipped off into the darkness.

So—that was hot. And weird. Right? Her just walking around in sexy, violet lingerie. Apparently, it's something I should get used to, as well, because she didn't treat it like it was any big deal at all. Earlier today, she was walking around with Lilah—who I only have seen at a distance—in a neon pink minidress that was practically an apron.

Anyway. In the kitchen, also, was Terrence. His back was turned, and he was fixing something on his pants.


No
, I still hadn’t figured it out by then what they were doing, okay? It took me a while. Besides, two hot people just engaging in nearly-public intercourse wasn't something I was used to, okay? I was hungry and I was tired, all right?

All right.

So, I didn’t really have anything to say to him. I opened the fridge and pulled out a few slices of meat, eating them plain.

“You know, Spoons will make you something if you’re hungry in the middle of the night,” said Terrence.

“That’s all right. This is good.”

He smiled, eyeing me. I have to admit, he’s a very handsome man. He’s almost as handsome as Mister Castle (his picture is all over this place)—but Mister Castle looks like some sexified combination of the type of stud on the covers of both bodybuilding and fashion magazines. Ripped, huge, and well-dressed.

Terrence was more of the type you might see on the cover of some auto shop magazine, or something advertising motorcycles. Those long barbed tattoos, sliding down his arms and up to his neck...

They were definitely cool. The ink meshed well with the dark stubble-beard on his chin and neck.

“Well...if you’re interested, I’ve got something that’ll fill up your stomach if you’re hungry in the middle of the night, too.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, totally naive. “What—”

I finally looked at him—and the look on his face. It was predatory. It was hungry.

I wasn’t dressed in anything sexy. Certainly not like how Claudette dresses. Just sweat pants and an over-sized shirt. And I know, that in that particular outfit, I don’t look anything like a sex object. My dirty blonde hair is chopped short—I cut it myself, most of the time, because I just don’t care how it ends up looking. I know my face isn’t up to snuff when it comes to like, magazine models or TV personalities. I’m just plain. My nose is sort of bent, and my teeth are too, and I've got freckles everywhere.

I am, like I said, “gifted” with the form of some sexless adolescent, even though I’m a nineteen year old woman.

I mean like, sure. Make-up is no mystery to me. Dressing up isn’t either. I know how to make myself look good, or at least, as good as I’m going to look. But I’m not a looker
, is what I’m saying.

And yet, Terrence was looking
 at me.

Yes, like that
.

“How about it?” he asked. “You still hungry...or is that all the meat you were looking for?”

He pointed at the deli slices in my hands. I cleared my throat.

“Fuck off.”

“What?”

“You heard me. I don’t want anything from you.”

“Hey,” he laughed. “You don’t gotta be so hostile. I’m just laying out a friendly offer.”

“There’s nothing friendly about it. Go screw yourself, you’re so horny.”

“Fine.” He turned and then walked to the door. Then he stopped. “You know—there’s not a lot of people here. There’s ways to be polite about this sort of thing, you know?”

I wanted to scream at him—how polite was it to tell someone they could suck your dick? What a pig.

But he was gone.

I finished my meat and then I came back up here.

And now I’m horny as hell. I can’t even believe it. I was horny the whole time
. I was horny from the second I saw Claudette walking out of the kitchen. I wanted to fall into her big, bouncing tits and lick her neck up and down...

Then, when Terrence hit on me? Oh, my god. He’s a stud, all right? Pure and simple. Of course I’d love to suck his cock. I’m completely bisexual. Men, women, I don’t really care. Everybody turns me on.

But I don’t let them
 know that. Then they would have power over me. If I’m turned on by someone and they’re not turned on by me, then I’m their slave—and I can’t live like that.

My pussy is still just blazing hot. I’m going to have to take care of it after writing this.

I’ll be imagining dropping to my knees the second that he propositioned me...demanding that he stuff my mouth full of his cock just immediately
. I would love to be that kind of girl. To have that sort of easy, breezy confidence, knowing that no matter what, I would still be intact as a person. Knowing that the entirety of my self-worth wasn’t dependent on whether he still wanted me after the act.

So, of course I turned him down. I know he was just messing with me.

That’s what men do. That’s what everyone
 does. It’s no mystery to me. There are people who are allowed to be part of the pack of society, and people who aren’t. I definitely am not allowed. I never have been—not my whole life. I've never had a circle of friends wider than three or maybe sometimes four. But I can't hold on to them. Everyone lets me down.

I thought Diane understood. I thought we were both outcasts, together. And then I found her in bed with that fucking man...

I still think about everything she said to me afterward, did you know that? I found her
, in our
 bed, fucking some guy
, and she twisted it around somehow and ended up blaming me
. How screwed is that?

It’s ringing through my ears, now. Maybe it’ll be good for me to write it down.

Okay, okay. Here we go:

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I just...I don’t find you attractive anymore. I really think it’s always been boys for me. I’m going to try being...try normal for a while, you know?”

Surely you can imagine my response. Anxiety. Depression. Gallons of ice cream every day, loaded on top of pizza sandwiches stuffed with extra cheese. Booze, too. Any old aide you could think of.

She hadn’t just replaced me, you understand? She surpassed me. She traded out her horse-and-buggy for a fucking spaceship. I hated her. I hate her.

I miss her.

She was like those girls who wouldn’t let me join the art club in school. The art club! The place in my high school explicitly for
 all the people who didn’t fit in everywhere else! And of course, when I walked out, my head hanging down in shame, I heard their prissy laughter bouncing off the walls.

So, oh yeah, I know what you’re thinking. This poor girl is so convinced no one will like her that she won’t let anyone in.

Well...prove me wrong!

And trust me, it’s going to take more than some musclebound stud with sexy tattoos to make me think that somehow my entire worldview is mistaken. I just know
 that the second I gave in, the second I let him touch me or kiss me or even have me, eventually it would all backfire. It would all come crumbling down. I’d walk into the study one day and see him and Claudette laughing. Laughing so hard they were crying, in fact. And then as soon as they’d see me, they’d clam up, straighten up, and smile bright fake little smiles.

And what would they be talking about?

“Oh, nothing!”

Of course that’s what they’d say.

I just know
 it.

So they can keep their false-friendliness, their weird little games, and whatever else. I don’t want any part of it.

I’m here to work, and work for a lot of money. That’s it.


NOW:

In the middle of the afternoon, the other ladies and I make time for exercise. It’s very important to exercise. A maid like me wouldn’t be any good to the estate without being in tip-top shape.

The preferred form of exercise is yoga. It’s gentle, and that’s very important on delicate forms like Claudette and Lilah both have. Of course, if they weren’t pregnant, they could probably do whatever pilates body-weight cross-training super workout there was. But they had to take great caution for their passengers. I’m sure you understand.

So, each of us undresses the other—as always. I do most of the work, I’m sure you can see why. I’m just more mobile, even if my figure is incredibly busty. It’s such a joy to caress the fertile, big-titted bodies of Lilah and Claudette. I forget myself sometimes, massaging their tits—and they forget too. Sometimes we have to have good, hot, sweet little cums before getting started with the workout.

After an hour of gentle touches and licks and adorations, we are dressed in tight tight spandex. We move as one—stretching forward, stretching back, stretching to the side. Twisting, rotating, undulating. Our tight, hot forms in those skintight outfits, our tits practically spilling out of the tops. Our sculpted asses looking carved and hot as we lean forward, as we kneel and squat. Our hair in thick pools beside us. Sometimes I land in Lilah's hair, and I forget to breath. She smells best of all of us.

Of course, often we only last about half an hour—at most—before falling into the arms of one another and making out madly. We try to keep stretching, even as we begin to lick the pussies of one another. Twisting and rotating, legs far out or maybe pulled up so the knee touches our forehead—arranged in a triangle with me licking Claudette, Claudette licking Lilah, and Lilah licking Claudette.

The triangle is a perfect symbol of what we represent to Mister Castle. His trifecta of perfect, fertile girls, made just for his pleasure. It’s such a joy to be a servant of the Castle Estate.


THEN:

It's really damn weird working at this estate.

A strange thing happened this morning.

Yes, stranger still than what happened a few days ago, with Terrence in the kitchen. Ever since then, he’s avoided me, sometimes casting me ugly looks. I’m beginning to think that somehow, I truly hurt his feelings by turning him down.

It’s a very odd thing to feel bad about not sucking his cock—but I do. I can’t help it. Claudette speaks often of what a perfectly nice man he is.

If he is, though, I haven’t seen it.

I mean, I've fantasized about it, sure. I've fantasized plenty. I imagine him coming up to my room, breaking the door down, completely naked. He demands that I suck his cock. I act like I'm unsure—and he tells me if I do it, then he'll make Claudette eat my pussy. Of course I agree then—I would have agreed anyway! And then I slide down toward him, purring and begging, putting on my best Claudette impression...

Stupid fantasy. Never happen in a million years, right?

In any case, I was downstairs at seven in the morning to eat breakfast. Spoons was in there in the kitchen to serve me my plate, being laconic as what I think is usual. When I first met him, I thought he was in a bad mood. As it turns out, so far at least, his mood is just constantly that way.

I can relate. I don’t know that my mood has been any good since I arrived here either.

I ate in a breakfast room adjacent to the kitchen. It was, as I’ve found out over the last couple of days, the servants’ dining room. Just like the rest of the house, the ceilings were tall, the light fixtures were grandiose, and the floors were hard and wood. The table was a long, flat slab of dark cherry wood. On the wall was an enormous painting of a Rubenesque redheaded woman holding a jug of milk against her breasts. Little cherubs floated around her.

Lilah walked in, looking glamorous as ever. Up to this point, my interactions with her had been short, but courteous. She was the kind of woman who clearly knew how gorgeous she was, and adored reveling in it. Her entire wardrobe seemed to rotate around highlighting her every feature. I contrast her with Claudette in this way—who was gorgeous, clearly—but also something of a ditz. You could easily imagine Claudette being given a seat on a train or a drink in a bar, and just marveling at how nice people were. Meanwhile, the same seat or drink offered to Lilah would be seen—by Lilah, at the very least, if not everyone drooling at her gorgeous body—as her absolute divine right.

She had on a sexy, long wrapping gown with a wide, scooping v-neck. Sheer fabric clung over her pregnant belly, and tight leather high-heeled boots adorned her legs.

My pussy twitched at the sight of her. And then, it continued to do so, slowly moistening more and more as her scent filled my nostrils.

My instant, deeply-ground anger twitched as well, though—she was the kind of babe who would never have even recognized my existence in high school. Or, if she did, it would have been to make fun of me. Or worse, it would have been to offer me a sandwich because she thought I was homeless, from the state of the clothes I was wearing.

Yes, that happened. Shut up about it.

“Hello, Abbey,” she said, gliding into the seat next to mine. “How are we this morning?”

“Good,” I said. “I mean, well. Ma’am. Madam.”

I hated that I was stuttering around her, like some lovestruck fool. But god, to be so close to her...pregnancy suited her. She was positively glowing.

“That’s wonderful.” She slid closer, eyeing me up and down. Her eyes were green and must have been of made from some kind of laser-emitting emeralds. I melted in front of her. My thighs twitched constantly, wanting to open wider and wider, as I had to suppress the need to beg her to lick my pussy.

Her voice was accented lightly—Mister Castle found her in some Eastern European country when she was just barely eighteen, and promptly swept her off her feet. Even in that country, though, she must have known she was a tremendous beauty. The kind of hot, easy arrogance she had was cultivated with years of experience, not just wealth and status.

“I notice that you’re not wearing the uniforms we laid out for you?” She put a hand on my arm. I melted a little more. A candle sent to the sun.

“Oh, those. Yes...they...” I struggled for a lie. “...they didn’t fit.”

The clothes they had assigned for me were almost obscene. I woke this morning to see them hanging on the outside of my bedroom door. The hemlines were entirely too short, and they were designed to show off cleavage that I just didn’t have. They even gave me underwear
—bras with push-up straps. I didn’t have anything to push up, dammit! The outfit was embarrassing. I refused to wear it.

“Oh, really?” Lilah raised an eyebrow. “I shall have the tailor fired, then. We supply over half of his business. I’m sure he’ll go under without us. And it will
 be hard to replace him...”

“Half his business?” I gulped.

“Oh yes. He’s got four or five children, I believe, all under the age of fifteen. No doubt they’ll go hungry. It’s a shame, really. But if he can’t make clothes that fit you
...”

Panic struck me. “I didn’t put them on!”

“What?”

“I didn’t put them on. I’m sorry. I lied. I thought it was a white lie.”

Lilah stood up. She looked physically repulsed, her face becoming something twisted and wretched, even though it was still full of beauty. Terrible beauty, though. Dominating beauty.

“My dear, in this house, there is no such thing as a 'white' lie. Lies have no color. They do have a shape, however.”

“A shape?”

“Yes. They are wedges which drive people apart. Do not test me with one again.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You shall wear the clothes we set out for you, yes? It is part of your employ.”

I gulped. “Yes, ma’am.”

I had thought the clothes were part of something Castle wanted—I was trying to will myself up to wearing them, over time, before his arrival. It had never even occurred to me that Lilah would want me objectified like that.

“Wonderful. You have perhaps an undesirable figure,” she said, clearly trying to be diplomatic, “but we shall make the best of it. I demand beauty in my household, Abbey. Beauty and health.”

“Easy for you to say,” I muttered.

“What was that?”

It would have been easy to cover for my snotty remark. But, I don't know. I just went with it. Sometimes I get angry, all right?

“I said, that’s easy for you to say. We weren’t all born like you were.”

“Yes,” she said, thinking a moment. “It’s rather worked out well for me, hasn’t it?”

She smiled—a joke. And there it was again—my desire instantly replacing all my anger. Her smile was as gorgeous as the rest of her. And then, her clear acceptance of her place as better, as hotter...that was hot all in itself.

I think maybe over time I've fetishized the “hottest girl in the world” effect on myself. Women who I want, who I really
 want, I put them on pedestals in my head higher than anyone else. They become all the beauties back home who never learned my name...only now they want me desperately. In my fantasies, I mean.

Excusing herself, Lilah left the room for a moment and then returned with a bottle of pills in her hand. She shook out four of them and placed them on the table next to my plate.

“If you’re going to work here,” she said to me, “then you need to be healthy. What if you take ill, and Claudette and I are incapacitated? Who will look after the house, one of the men? That would be entirely improper.”

“So...these are for that?”

“Yes. You must take them.”

I picked one pill up. It was heavy and wide, the size of a fingernail. “What will they...I mean, what are they for?”

“They are vitamins. They are good for a woman’s body. They help a woman achieve her natural potential much more readily.”

“I don’t know...I mean...I have my own vitamins that I take. A multi-vitamin.”

She scoffed. “You might as well be swallowing rocks. These,” she shook the bottle in her hand, “are financed by my husband. The best of the best. That is how much I care for you, despite your nasty comments and lies. Now, take them.”

She put her hands on her hips and waited.

“I really would rather not.”

“Very well,” she said, beginning to pick them up. “A pity. We shall have to find a new maid already.”

“You’re going to fire
 me if I don’t take these pills?”

She looked at me as if I was being stupid. “Of course. Didn’t I just say how important your health and beauty are to this household? And now, I assure you that these pills are what you need, forever, and you refuse. I cannot work with such stubbornness. You will have what pay you have earned so far, and—”

“No!” I took the pills from her hands.

For a moment, my hands slid over hers—they were so soft. So incredibly, deliriously warm and soft. My pussy called out again—those fingers, in here! Please, please!

I took the pills, then. Lilah seemed pleased, and left me. I went upstairs afterward, of course, and put on my uniform, feeling like a fool. The supposed-to-be-provocative clothing just looked strange on me. The strings and knobs of my body were ungainly inside of the tight clothing.

At first, I didn’t notice a difference from the pills. I merely accomplished work as usual. But then...then, I noticed that six hours had gone by—in a blaze of happy, peppy work!

I had been humming. Humming! Me!

Why would I hum? I never hum. It had to be those pills.

Lilah tried to serve them to me again, earlier tonight, at dinner. Next door, in the real dining room, I heard her and Terrence and Claudette laughing and cheering as they ate. I was left out, of course. I’m always left out.

When Lilah presented the pills to me, again, I shook my head.

“No way,” I said. “I don’t like those things. They made me...I mean, I didn’t lose time. I was really focused, actually. But I just...I don’t know. I feel like they were messing with me.”

“Nonsense,” said Lilah. “I would happily take them myself, except that I’m pregnant. Please, take the pills? It’s very important.”

“Lilah, please. Misses Castle, I mean. Madam. I really don’t want—”

“Must I remind you that your job is at stake?”

It was like that, then. I had hoped she was bluffing or stretching her will this morning—perhaps feeling hormonal from the pregnancy. But she really was that serious.

“Fine,” I said, swallowing them down. She watched me all the way—and then had me open my mouth to her.

“Good girl,” she said calmly, waiting for a response.

“I’m not a girl!”

“And neither are you good. We all say things we don’t mean, I suppose, in the quest for courtesy.”

She left the room, door swinging.

“Stuff it up your ass!” I said loudly.

Too loudly. Claudette and Terrence stopped laughing next door. The door still swinging, Lilah strutted back in. I struggled under her icy, laser gaze.

“I-I think you didn’t hear me right,” I said, fluttering. “I said—”

“I heard very well what you said.”

I waited, terrified. She made me sit down.

“You’re being quite rude, young lady. I’ve done nothing but show you respect and honor in this house—my
 house. You have a room to stay in, work to occupy your mind, and money sliding toward your bank. If you want to leave, you can do so at any time—and with the all the pay you’ve earned so far, as you well know. And now, you are upset with me because I wish for you to be as healthy as possible for the caretaking of myself and my children?”

I didn’t know what to say. I was ashamed.

She shook her head. “Mister Castle will not like to hear of this.”

I knew she was right. I had been a bitch.

“I’m...I’m really sorry.”

She kissed me on the cheek, her lips lingering there. Her bulging belly pushed against my knees. It was so warm. And I...I was turned on.

“All is forgiven, my dear. But let us try for more tact, in the future? No one enjoys a talking-to, not even the deliverer.”

I know you know what I need to do now. I've been needing to all day. All I can think about, even after that weird affair, is how fucking hot it is to look at Lilah when she talks. I want her to keep talking to me. I want her to keep smiling at me. I want to go cum, thinking about her smile.

In fact, that's just what I'm gonna do.


NOW:

After exercising, we must bathe. Bathing is so important for hygiene.

Lilah leads us to the Master bath. It is enormous. The bathtub alone is the size of my bedroom. She stands tall and proud in the center, her huge bare belly so round and full of life. Her big, heavy tits usually are lactating already from all the exertion. I take care to slurp up every last bit that I can. Her milk is so sweet, so delicious.

Claudette bathes her first. She takes her time with the sponge, lovingly caressing it over every beautiful, shiny inch of Lilah’s body.

I do the same for Claudette. Soft moans and mews pour from my mouth like wine from a bottle. She is so very beautiful. All I want to do is hold her and lick her and kiss her when I am around her. When I am not around her, I want to do the same for Terrence, or Lilah, or especially Mister Castle.

After bathing, we dress again. Lilah dresses us, of course. Like gardens in Louie XIV’s Versailles, we are to constantly change our appearance so as to please the King we all adore.

I dress most often in lingerie, as I said. As it is close to the evening after we bathe, Lilah permits me usually to wear some manner of gown on top of the lingerie—but only so that it shows off my immense tits and my gloriously long blond hair. I look so fucking good.

I could lose weeks at a time, thinking of my reflection. Thinking of how lovely I look for Mister Castle and his estate.


THEN:

Sorry, it’s been a nutty few weeks since my last update. Lots to talk about, though!

I’ve got so much energy I think I could just write for weeks and weeks and weeks, you know? It’s fun to write.

Lots of things are fun, really. I’ve been looking over some previous entries here, and I’ve been a BIG downer. Focusing on Diane, or why I thought I was gross, or why I stunk as a person, all of that. It’s not good to be so negative. Claudette talks to me all the time about the power of positive thinking.

It's definitely working for her! She's happy all the time. I couldn't imagine someone with a better life. So, I'm going to write up some of the good things happening!

First of all—all of a sudden, I’ve got tits. And an ass. And hips.

I mean, I was a skinny, string-bean pole sort of girl, like I've said before. And now, ever since I came to this place, all my body parts are getting really, really...well. Enhanced, I guess you could say.

My tits—and they are tits, like actual honest-to-god tits—are at a very
 substantial 36B cup right now. I think in a few days, they’ll be an easy C cup. I’ve been just blazing through bras—which is actually totally fine, because Lilah is super happy to just pay for any new ones that I need! She’s so much nicer than I gave her credit for. I was really acting like sort of a snob to her because of how pretty she was, and like, expecting her to be a snob—but that’s the snobbish thing you could possibly do! It's so much easier to just open your heart up and like the people around you, you know?

So yes, I completely
 fill out my uniforms now—and they’ve had to be updated almost daily. I wouldn’t mind how my tits spill out of tiny, frilly maid’s outfits Lilah wants me in, but with how my hips keep getting wider and wider, it gets a bit hard to maneuver without ripping the poor dresses in half.

I've also...this is sort of weird. But I've gotten taller? I mean, I've always been kind of on the taller side...but now I'm approaching five foot eight, I think. So, my legs are just getting longer and longer, and at the same time, without even going outside or changing my diet much, my skin is getting more bronzed and healthy.

And my hair!

My goodness, my hair.

So, it’s always been short. I chop it short, with scissors of my own. I don’t care what it looks like, really. If I thought I could still get a job and not look like a cancer patient, I would have gone bald long ago.

But, a couple of weeks ago, I noticed one of my naturally dirty blonde locks had become bright, golden blond. It slid down over my eyes—and was eerily silky soft. I chopped it right off, as soon as I saw it. I thought I had, I don't know, accidentally knocked some bleach into my hair or something.

The next morning, the lock had returned, and with company. There were three or four locks all blond, and all of them long. I chopped it all off again—and also trimmed down the rest of my hair. It had gone almost past my neck, which never happens.

This continued for a few days—with my hair steadily getting longer and blonder the whole time—until I just gave up.

Now, it’s comfortably right past my shoulders. I’m getting rather good at trimming it, I think—and Claudette even gave me a pair of real hairstyling scissors so that the cuts could be cleaner. The color is cheery, bright blond. And...I have to admit, it really makes my whole demeanor much more cheerful and vibrant.

I thought I would hate that—being forced
 to be cheery...but you know what? I sort of like it. It’s kind of like being dropped off at summer camp, you know? All of a sudden, because you’re in an environment where you can’t help
 but meet new people, you actually start to meet new people? The same deal with...whatever’s happening with me now. Because I look friendlier and sexier, I feel
 friendlier and sexier.

I smiled in the mirror just now, giggling at the ridiculous thought of comparing my changing body to a summer camp. I could hardly believe it was me. The girl in the mirror just looks so pleased
. I want to be her friend. I want to fucking go out
 with that girl...and that girl is me
.

I blame the pills for all the changes, of course. I know, I know—probably you do too. You’re not dumb. You probably caught right on—maybe you caught on even before I did!

But like...well, it’s not as if any of these changes are making me look bad
. Or feel bad. In fact, I've had nothing but good
 consequences from them. Claudette won’t stop complimenting me. Neither will Lilah.

“You just look like an angel on Earth,” Claudette said just today, kissing me on the cheek.

And Lilah, as she slid her hands down my back: “You’re an absolute knock-out, girl. Look at you.”

Stuff like that. I know it’s cheesy, but...I can’t help but like it. It feels so good
 to be noticed for a change. Can’t I enjoy it, just a little?

I feel like I deserve it.

I don't even mind that Claudette and Lilah have been touching me so much. God, who would? They're so hot. Something about the way their hormones hit them means they love touching and being touched. Lilah made it clear it was part of my job to cooperate with their desires when it came to touching, and you know what? I'm fine with it.

I get to touch Lilah's body whenever I want. The hottest babe around. And when I'm not touching her, I'm touching Claudette. And they want
 me to. It's so invigorating.

Also, they’ve gotten very strict about the dress code. It seems that—after I capitulated to Lilah when it came to the pills and the one uniform, they knew they had all the power.

It all culminated one day when Claudette cornered me as I was cleaning Mister Castle’s enormous vacant study.

I heard her before I saw her, of course. By this time, I was wearing rather elaborate three-inch heels. They had leather straps that slid across the tops of my feet and up around my ankles. But even those didn’t compete with Claudette’s awe-inspiring six-inch heel gladiator style-sandals. The heels were solid steel.

She slid down across from me on the long leather couch in front of the fire place, her long legs in the air. She stroked the leather for some time, erotically almost. I watched as she leaned over, her heavy tits pressing hard against the cushions, and took in a deep breath. I could see that her nipples were dripping small amounts of milk through the tight confines of her clothing.

“Can I help you find something?” I asked.

“Oh, no, thank you!”

She stood up, as if this was the first she had noticed me. Perhaps it was. A tight yellow minidress clung to her bodaciously busty form. Her baby bump was more than evident—it was on display. The trio of hot, round bulges protruding from her bod—two boobs and a bump—were impossible to ignore in the skin-baring cloth of the dress.

“I like to come in here and just...inhale his scent, sometimes.”

“His scent?” I asked. “The scent of...Mister Castle?”

“Of course. Can’t you smell him?”

She took in a deep breath, rotating her fingers around her incredibly erect nipples.

I really couldn’t.

I couldn’t, in fact, truly fathom the way these women talked about Mister Castle at all. She and Lilah treated him in conversations as if everything he said was the word of God. They spoke of him with enormous reverence, and anything that was contrary to even the tiniest bit of his will was not allowed.

Their incredibly high-heeled footwear was a great example of this. The last day they saw him, he had asked for six-inch heels, apparently. And, as he had not returned since that time to tell them any different, they continued to only wear six-inch heels. Again and again they stressed to me the importance of building up my tolerance for heels—they were so important for Mister Castle’s needs, they said. He loved a woman in heels. A woman in heels was really working to the best of her ability. A man couldn’t possibly be pregnant, busty, and clean and cook like a woman could, all the while wearing sexy heels to showcase her appearance. It was important
 to distinguish herself in this way, to display what power the feminine body had.

It was a crock of shit, if you asked me—but they didn’t ask me. They just told me.

And I did what they said—they were paying my bills, and...you know what? These pills are making it easier and easier to wear more and more outlandish footwear. It was fun, like they said. I enjoy it more and more every day.

Claudette stood up and guided me over to the couch. “Come now. Breath in. I know you can smell his musk.”

The top of her tits pressed hard against my naked arm. I tried to pull away.

“No, thank you.”

“Come on.” She grabbed me again. “You’ll like it, I promise.”

I shook her off. “Leave me alone, all right?”

She smiled. “I’m sorry, darling. I’m just trying to be friendly.”

“I don’t want
 to be friendly with you, okay? Get it through your head. I’m here to work.”

“I don’t believe you,” said Claudette.

“Well, believe it, all right? I’m a bitch. I don’t like you.”

I was really, really convinced of this. At this time, I just...I didn't trust them. Any of them. They were always so friendly. So happy. So welcoming. They were up to something!

She clasped her hands together. I noticed for the first time how they had little lace gloves on them—see through and yellow, the same color as her dress. Cute bows decorated with canaries topped her wrists.

“No, I don’t think you’re a bitch,” she said. “I think you’re scared.”

“Scared?” I scoffed. “What could I possibly be scared of from you?”

“You’re scared I won’t like you. I think you’re scared everyone won’t like you. So you want to control them by not giving them a choice. You act awful on purpose so that you can pretend like it’s your decision when someone doesn’t want to be your friend. You can pretend like you forced them to that. But you can’t control other people, dearie. You’re not the type.”

“...Then who is?” I had become very withdrawn. Very quiet.

“Mister Castle, of course. But don’t worry about that. He’s away for a while, yet. Listen.”

She slipped forward and took my hands into her chest—between her cleavage. It was so warm there. So inviting.

“I think you’re really smart and lovely. I wish we didn’t have to be so hostile toward one another. And you’re looking so very...scrumptious, lately.”

Her eyes had become predatory.

“Our family here could really use someone like you. Someone who has so much to learn. Lilah and I...we have much to teach.”

I gulped. She drew me in closer to her body. Her breaths were so warm on my face.

“N-no. Hey. I’m not...I don’t...”

“Of course you are. Of course you do.”

Her breasts were soft. Really, really soft. I sank my hands into them, soft little mews tumbling out from my mouth. Animal sounds, she had reduced me to.

She pulled me in for a kiss. My own tits—my new
 tits—pressed hard against hers. Bonfires of delight spread out from my nipples, setting my whole tinderbox body ablaze.

“C-Claudette...”

Shushing softly, she slipped her hands around my neck and guided me downward. I did not resist. She was so pretty.

Soon, my mouth slid over her nipple—the same milk-heavy nipple I had noticed before. I can’t tell you why—I just lapped it up. There was not much, but I took all that was there. It was so sweet, so heavy and delicious. I could have sucked on her all night long.

I wanted to go deeper, lower. I wanted to lick this pregnant woman’s pussy!

But she pulled my head up and stopped me.

Then, grinning, she slipped down to her knees before me. She pushed me back onto the couch until I lay down. And then, pushing my legs apart, she started licking my pussy instead.

Her tongue was...god, I can hardly even describe it. It was magic. Pure magic. She slipped it over the hot bud of my clit, licking me gingerly at first.

“Oh, Claudette!” I moaned. “Oh, my god!”

Encouraged now, she licked faster and faster. My legs squirmed around her beautiful head. Her long hair spilled all over my lap and thighs. I could feel milk from her nipples sliding out from her dress and onto the backs of my legs, sliding down toward my pussy.

“I'm gonna...I'm g-gonna...”

An explosion of pleasure swept over me. I squeezed my legs tight around Claudette's head, and she moaned as she licked harder and harder.

I came. Hard. I came so
 hard. Her tongue was magic, pure magic.

“There,” said Claudette, sliding up. Warm milk dripped down the front of her dress. “Now, don’t you feel friendlier
 now?”

I definitely did.

I definitely do.

I know there’s something fishy here...but god, if she keeps licking me like that, I’m not sure I’ll ever work up the will to care that much.


NOW:

There is time allotted to me to admire the perfection of my reflection. I spent twenty minutes simply looking at my hair. How long and thick it has become since I began my service for Mister Castle.

Another thirty minutes are devoted to my breasts. So big. So heavy and full of milk. They are easily 36E cups, perhaps bigger. I have stopped keeping track. Each bra has to be custom made. All I know for certain is that they are bigger even than Claudette's or Lilah's. I mash them together. If I am feeling frisky, I slide my mouth down and lick my own nipples. It's very easy for me to do. My tongue is long, pink, and always wet. My lips are similarly situated—pink and wet, almost always, just in case Mister Castle might want to enter me.. Both sets of lips, mind you, top and bottom.

The next twenty minutes, I admire my ass and legs. My legs are so very long and shiny. They look almost as if they are covered in nylons, the skin is so sleek and smooth. And my ass? A fetching bubble, made to be slapped and grabbed. A perfect handle for Mister Castle's grip.

For the last ten minutes of my beauty break, I stare deep into my eyes, admiring my own gorgeous face. My eyes are so blue, so clear. I am everything I ever wanted to be. I am popular here. I am beloved. I am beautiful. I never thought life could be so good.


THEN:

I’ve been feeling good
 for the past few weeks. Sorry for the slow updates.

There’s something really terrible and crazy I want to talk about, but first I have to explain what’s been going on.

Okay, like, first of all, Mister Castle? Still not the fuck around. Where the hell are you, bro? Get in the picture already. This is your show, isn’t it? Claudette keeps fingering my pussy and whispering how much she loves him in my ears, and that’s...I mean, you know how it is. That’s really, really hot, isn’t it? That she would love him so much that she can’t help but touch my
 body because of her affection? That’s just...fuck. I want to touch myself right now thinking about that, and I know I shouldn’t.

I know I shouldn’t because it’s getting harder and harder all the time not to touch myself.

I’m starting to want Mister Castle too. I can’t help it. I know that I shouldn’t—I mean, I haven’t even ever been laid, really! Not completely. I mean to get laid, truly, means you have to give as well as receive, I think, so like, what Claudette’s done to me doesn’t count. Right?

Anyway I definitely haven't been laid like, with a man. Terrence—he won't even offer anymore to let me suck his cock. Sometimes I'm happy about that. I don't think I'd be able to turn him down. The rest of the time, I'm trying to restrain myself

And like...god. With as much as she
 wants him, I just...whenever she mentions his name I get all googly-eyed. I just want to see
 this stud for myself, you know? I’m sort of...sort of excited by it. Claudette says I won’t be able to help myself when I'm finally in front of him. She says I won’t be able to stop myself from sucking his cock like, right away. She says I’ll see him and drop to my knees and beg to wrap my big tits around his cock and have him spray my pretty face with his cum and then suck him until he's hard again and—

Whoa.

Okay, girl. Calm down. Take a breath.

Some of that, I should probably explain, huh? The whole “big tits and pretty face” thing. I mean, that wasn’t totally true during my last update, right?

There’s been some more...changes, lately, to my body. And I don’t care how many times Lilah or Claudette tell me I look totally fucking hot, or how many times Terrance says that it’s just a late-stage growth spurt, something weird
 is happening.

My hair won't stop growing, for one. And I mean, it’s growing a lot
. Normally, I would get a haircut like maybe
 once a month to keep it as short as I like it. I thought that it had settled into a blond mess around my shoulders.

Now, though? I have to keep chopping it down. The shit is like bamboo. It's all the way down to my ass, and thick
. It takes me several seconds to slip my hand through my hot, long silky locks now. And god, I can't even talk about them any other way other
 than as hot, long silky locks! That's what they are!

I would think I was becoming some total bimbo, except that, outside of thinking about sex all the time, my intelligence seems unfazed. I can read the books I brought here with me and understand them perfectly well. I just have to, you know, take a break every half-hour or so and cum so that I can concentrate, or else I start daydreaming about something big and perfect and veiny and huge sliding up inside of my hot little cunt and fucking me so hard I’ll never walk again...

‘Scuse me.

Okay. I’m back. I’m calm again. I can think. You see? I’m perfectly smart. I just have to take care of things pretty often. “Things” meaning “cum harder than hell.” It’s not easy to write with sticky, pussy-juice covered fingers, but I make do.

God, I just came thinking about cock. Mister Castle’s cock, no less, and I haven’t even seen him in person. Claudette’s been moaning his name to me as she cums in my ear, as she fingers my pussy. Yeah, she cums when I cum. She says she can’t help it—she’s all attuned to my pheromones or something.

Fuck, she’s so fucking hot. Anyway, I think because she’s been moaning his name so much, I’ve started to just on instinct.

Anyway, tits.

(How’s that for a segue?)

And you see, it’s really my tits that I wanted to talk about to begin with. Because, yes, okay, they’re huge now. I mean, they’re not huge—not like Claudette huge, or Lilah huge, but they’re fully-fledged tits
 when they used to be fully-fledged nipples-and-not-much-else
. I have tits, now. Big, honking 36D titties, and they just seem to be growing more and more by the day.

Like, I love them. I really do. They’re just...they look amazing, and they make my body look terrific, and they feel
 great (ohmygod so good. I can’t touch them or else I’ll have to go cum again), and I honestly don’t have any complaints.

Except, well.

Earlier today, just before sitting down to write this, as a matter of fact, I found out why they were so big.

There’s milk coming out of my body. Like, fertile milk. The kind moms give out, only I’m not a mom. I’m not even pregnant. But it doesn’t matter because...my tits.

My tits are lactating.

And by that, I don't mean just a little. They are gushing out milk like crazy. Like, maybe even more than Claudette and Lilah. They're creating so much milk that I...well. I...um...

I had to take care of it myself. Understand?

God, you might not understand. I don't even know anymore.

I've had to lick some of it up myself.

It tasted...

This is embarrassing. But it tasted really, really good. Like, arousingly good. Like, I licked up a dollop of it, and I had to cum almost immediately.

Obviously, I had to do some detective work. That’s what I worked on today. And hoo boy, I found out quite a lot more than I would have thought possible!

My first thought was, obviously, that I needed to find out what the name of the pills were. They had no identifying features—on the pills themselves there was just a “44DD” on it.

Oh...Oh, I get it.


Oh, that’s gross
 if that’s what that means. Forty-four double dees indeed!

Lying in advertising too! Mine are only at 36D. You’d think the pills would at least have the decency to do what they said if they were going to put it on the pill.

Although...I’m still taking them every day. And I seem to keep growing outward. Sexier and sexier, every day.

I should
 stop. I know I should. But...it’s just...

I was never popular, okay? I was never pretty. No one ever thought anything of me. And here, in this place, they’re complimenting me all the time—and even if they weren’t? I can see
 myself. I know
 I look hot. Yesterday, I came just from looking at my body in the mirror!

I mean, how could I not
 cum from looking at myself in a mirror? I look like a fucking sex goddess. I’m like some super sexified version of a porn star. My tits are enormous, my skin is shiny and bronze (I’m not even going outside!!!)
, and my hair just keeps getting longer and sexier and more blonde...

God...I mean...look at me. Right there. In the mirror across from my desk. I’m just, like, sitting, and it’s totally the sexiest thing anyone has ever done. Nobody’s ever sat sexier than I sit. I just, sit there, and look all concentrate-y, and my lips are so plump, and my face is so sculpted and hot, and my tits are just falling out of my tiny little lingerie, and I...I....I...

—okay, I’m back. A good cum to clear my thoughts. All cleared! Also, I put a blanket over the mirror. It’s important to put this stuff to paper, you know?

Anyway.

The straw that broke the camel’s back, so to speak, was that one day, I had a spare water glass in my room. Without knowing I had emptied it already, I picked it up and drank what was inside. Only, my tits were lactating again (I was turned on. It seems to happen when I’m turned on, like now), and so...yeah. I drank my own milk.

And like I said, it was fucking magical.

It was like, the most delicious thing I could have ever possibly imagined. It was not like what I imagine regular breast milk tastes like at all. No, mine was sweet, and thick, and warm and delicious and made me just want to pass out from arousal.

Yeah...it turned me on. So like...I produce my own aphrodisiac, now.

Don’t ask me how I walk around without finger-fucking my hot blond body every second of every day. I don’t even know anymore.

But still, I knew something was off.

I searched around. I found the pills in a bathroom deep in the East Wing, where Mister Castle’s bedroom is. When I was there, I strutted by the bedroom—trying not to make my high heels click—and I overheard Claudette and Lilah talking. They were on the bed—I could see them through the crack of a door. Each wore heels—as always—and hot tight lingerie.

“Did you see her today?” Lilah asked.

Claudette nodded. “Oh yes. She looked perfect.”

“She’s really just being a doll.”

“Oh, truly. I can’t believe how well she’s conformed.”

“All women conform to Mister Castle’s will eventually.”

“Oh yes,” said Claudette, kissing Lilah fiercely on the lips. “All the good ones, anyway.”

In front of the bed was an enormous screen. Apropos of nothing, it flickered on. Displaying then was the video feed of a gorgeously handsome man—Mister Castle. I lost myself for several moments, staring into his deep dark eyes.

“Hello, girls.”

“Hello
, Sir,” they sang together.

“How are you today?”

“Perfect
, Sir.” They held hands intimately, touching bumps and breasts together.

I whispered silently along with them. Perfect, Sir.

“And the newest acquisition? How is she?”

“Wonderful, Sir,” said Lilah. “We were just saying how taken we were with her.”

“Terrific. I’ll be home tomorrow to inspect her myself. Now...”

He stood up and unzipped his pants. His cock was in front of the screen. It was so...so very huge.

“You know what I want to see. Show me.”

“Yes, Sir!” they moaned together.

And then they were making out passionately...making out while Castle stroked his cock in front of the screen. Their milk poured out from their tits, soaking their pregnant bodies. It splattered as they lunged into one another, kissing with so much fire and vigor.

Soon, Castle ordered them to switch. They sat together, in front of the screen, while Castle continued to stroke his cock. Lilah and Claudette finger-fucked one another. All three of them masturbating to what they saw on their respective screens. Their milk and precum flying out of their bodies.

Oh yes. I was too—of course. I could hardly help myself. His cock...god, his cock! It was enormous. It was so fucking big and perfect and veiny. It was everything I didn’t know I always needed to fill up my life.

“I’m going to cum, girls.”

His strokes were getting faster and faster. I felt my own orgasm approaching. To add to it, I slid up droplets of milk to my mouth, sucking it down while I fucked my pussy even harder.

“Please, Sir!” they chanted, finger fucking one another harder.. “Please!”

“Please!” I moaned under my breath, barely able to control the volume of my voice.

His cum splattered against his camera—and so against the screen. Lilah and Claudette came as it did, and I did as well. I almost collapsed from the force of my orgasm—the milk had really increased the potency. Lilah and Claudette giggled happily, saying good night to their Man as he turned off the screen.

Before they noticed me, I managed to slink away back to my room.

The bastard would be here tomorrow. Then I’d really suck him. Show him, I mean. I’ll really show him. God, I wrote that. I don’t have to write that I’ll suck him. Suck him really, really good. Suck that big beautiful cock until he can’t...

Um.

Show him. I’m going to show him who’s in charge.

Yup.


NOW:

At times, I reflect. I had such silly thoughts. Desires like being in charge, making decisions in my life. Wanting money.

I never wanted any of those things. Once you have true bliss, how can you possibly want anything else?

I do not want to be in charge.

I do not want to make decisions.

I do not want money.

I want to obey orders.

I want to be property.

I want to be a good maid for the Castle Estate.

My life is so simple and easy. All I have to do is be who I am. What could be better than that?


THEN:

Just as promised, I showed Mister Castle what I was made of.

He arrived home late in the evening. His first order of business was to fuck his wife—I could hear her moans all the way in my room, and they were fucking in the entry, and my room is in the back of the estate, so this was no small order.

An hour later, though, he ordered me to his office.

You could say I went obediently—but I wanted
 to confront him.

I didn’t think about the fact, however, until I was more than halfway there, that I was confronting him in my ridiculously sexy maid’s uniform, though.

In person, he was even more of a stud than I could have ever imagined. Everything Claudette said—that I would love his smell, that I would need to suck him off the second I saw him, that I would be blown away by how large and muscular and masculine he was in real life—that was all so fucking true.

And yet somehow, through the force of sheer will alone, I managed to defy him.

“Hello, Abbey,” he held out a hand. “It’s so very nice to finally meet you.”

Willing to appear deferential, I shook his hand. He took it though, and spun me around as if were on a ballroom, dancing. He had a good look at me. He looked at me the way you might examine a piece of meat at the butcher’s. This infuriated me; this turned me on; this infuriated me that it turned me on.

“The same,” I said. My voice was breathy and soft.

Oh yes, that's another change. My voice. It used to be sort of shrill and biting. Now, everything I say is laced with sweetness. I like it, most of the time. When I cum, it makes me want to cum again, how sweet it sounds when I scream out.

“How do you like it here?”

“How do you think
 I like it here?”

He looked genuinely surprised. “I’m sorry?”

“You’ve got some weird damn stuff happening here, Mister! Your wife is a nymphomaniac. Your old maid is just as bad. I can’t stop taking these big-booby bimbo pills, and my tits are lactating!”

At that last part, his eyes flashed. Was it...arousal, I saw?”

He sat down at his desk. “You seem upset, Abbey.”

“I am upset!”

“I’m sorry to hear that. I had very much been looking forward to meeting you.”

“I don’t—wait, what?”

“Lilah and Claudette have been calling me every night. They do that anyway—such good girls. They show me how they use their bodies to honor me. But always, they talk about you. They even moan your name sometimes when they cum.”

I knew they did this at the least on the night that I saw them do it. But I didn't know it was regular. And a part of me still suspected that it was all part of a plot. That they knew I was there—how could they have missed the clicking of my heels, after all? And so they knew to say nice things about me when I “wasn't supposed to be around.” Very likely indeed!

“They do...they what?” I asked.

“They like you. And so, I like you. You’ve become someone very close to my heart.”

“Well...I don’t care!”

I got right in his face, waving my finger under his nose. I didn't think about how my lactating tits were right under his face.

“You’ve been...you’ve been changing me! Somehow! I don’t know!

He smiled, clearly pleased with himself. “Yes. I have.”

“W-what?”

“Or, I haven’t. Not personally. But a drug funded by me has, yes. Very much so.”

I noticed, for the first time, how his gaze was glued to my lactating tits. My tight little dress was soaked through around my breasts. His bulge, already substantial between his legs, grew and grew.

“I don’t...you’re just admitting
 it?”

“I’ve got nothing to hide.”

“Nothing to hide?”

I could hardly believe my ears.

“You’ve got everything to hide! You’ve been drugging me!”

“I’m going to tell you all about it, if you’ll be quiet for a moment.”

He spoke to me as if I were a child. Well, I’d show him! I’d listen attentively while he explained!

Who’s a child now, Mister Castle?

“The drug is, at its base, a fertility drug. It’s designed to make women more...fertile. And more likely to be fertilized. And thus the larger breasts for matronly duty. The shinier hair to attract a mate. The wider hips to showcase birthing aptitude. You were a natural. Most women, even if they’re compatible, only show thirty to forty percent compatibility. Even Claudette, the very model of a compatible case with an earlier version of the drug, showed forty-five percent. You’re at ninety-seven percent compatibility, Abbey.”

I couldn’t help but feel a flutter of pride. Better than Claudette? Better than Lilah?

“What does that mean?”

“It means you were made to be this way...and I’m just correcting nature’s error in not making it so already.”

I gulped.

“Why not Claudette and Lilah? Why not experiment on them?”

“They’re pregnant, of course. I’m not risking the lives and well-being of my progeny on experimental drugs. It’s not for them.”

“But...you’ve already got them,” I protested still. “Why do this to me?”

His bulge pulsed and grew again.

“It’s simple, really. I’ve found out something about myself.” He reached up, touching my wet, milky nipples. I did nothing to stop him. “I love women are lactating. I love the feel of their milk on my body and my cock. It makes me feel alive.”

“W-what?”

“Their milk. It’s just a liquid, like any other. It’s a lubricant. Lilah and Claudette, the two of them, their sexy bodies pushing up against each other while they service my cock? Their milk-heavy tits leaking out cream on my stiff, erect penis? It’s a sight to behold. I can see you agree.”

“N-no I don’t?”

“Then why are your fingers sliding around your pussy?”

“B-because...shut up! This isn’t about me.”

“It very much is, Abbey. You’re special. We’re so glad you’re here. Do you know how many candidates we had to reject? Their bodies wouldn’t conform to the pills properly. Nothing bad, I assure you. The pills just...didn’t take. And then, there were the ones who took them, but rejected our lifestyle. They wanted to leave.”

“I
 want to leave!”

“Do you, really?”

To my surprise, he looked almost hurt. His hand drifted away from my nipples and down to my hip, trying to tug me in.

“We’ll take care of you, Abbey.”

I put my hands to my head.

“Even if you leave...we’ll pay you what you’ve earned. But without the full treatment, the effects of 44DD will dissipate. You’ll no longer have that figure.”

“I don’t care
 about this figure!”

“Truly?” He reached up and grabbed my breast, harder than he had before. I moaned, my knees buckling. “You don’t like any of what it gives you?”

“Don’t...don’t...you’re doing...oh god that feels good.”

“I’m very hard, Abbey. My cock is totally erect. Look at how it's straining my pants. That’s your doing. Have you ever made a man hard before?”

“T-Terrance. He says...”

“Mm, of course. Have you sucked his cock?”

“No...he wouldn’t let...I mean...I just didn’t want to...”

“You want to suck mine?”

Tribulation time. I gathered up every ounce of will that I had.

“No,” I said solemnly.

And then I turned and walked to the door. I couldn't believe it. I had done it. I had won! I would be out of this place!

“Abbey,” he called.

And, just like an idiot, I turned.

He had dropped his pants. His cock—his bare, unprotected cock—was there. I could see every veiny, hot inch.

I gathered up every ounce of will that I had.

And then I promptly sank to my knees. I couldn’t help myself anymore.

I crawled to him, waving my hips sexily as I did. I wanted to present to him what a good, feminine fuckpet I could be.

“Come on,” he said. “Be my good girl. Be part of the family. Take my cock.”

Moaning with need, I wrapped my lips over the edge of his meat.

It tasted.

So.

Good!

I was lost the second I let him into my mouth. Right after that, I was happily sucking him all the way down—and I mean all
 the way down, no gag reflex at all.

Yeah, apparently all those physical changes? Well, they accommodated his cock stuffing down my throat as well.

As such, he was able to fuck my throat thoroughly. My pussy got something of a preview of what it might be like to be filled—as I’m sure he was pumping into my throat with the same vigor that he would show when drilling into a hot babe’s cunt.

He grabbed me by the thick, shiny locks of my golden mass of hair, pistoning harder and harder into my mouth. He fucked me deeply, thoroughly. He violated me.

I loved it. Without even fingering my pussy, I felt like I was going to cum. Meanwhile, he was thrusting me back and forth on his cock so hard that I had ripped my tiny outfit down. My tits sprayed milk everywhere. Absolutely everywhere.

“Fuck,” he moaned. “That's so fucking hot. You're so good, Abbey. You're so good. So...s-so...”

He came deep into my belly. It was so warm and hot and good, splashing down my throat, through my mouth. It flowed outward, staining down my uniform. I came with him, staring up at him with deep, happy, soulfully loving eyes.

In that moment, I really did love him.

But then my senses returned to me.

“Thank you,” I said, wiping my mouth and getting up off the floor. “But that's really it for me.”

But I really, really am getting out of here. There’s something rotten about all this. I don’t care if I lose this fabulous body. I don’t care if I never taste Mister Castle’s cum again.

I don’t.

I don’t
, okay? Really.

I’m leaving, and I’m getting my money, and they can’t stop me.


NOW:

In the evening is dinner.

I attend to the Master and Mistress of the household, kneeling before them under the dinner table. Mostly, I begin with Lilah; over time, however, Claudette slides her fingers into Lilah’s cunt and takes over. That is my signal to switch over to Mister Castle. I take his enormity down my throat, all the while silently begging and pleading for my meal.

If I do well enough, he cums in my belly, giving me my dinner. This is so gracious of him. By letting me eat his cum for my meals, he doesn’t have to pay for my food—and so he can increase my pay!

Of course, mostly I just donate my paychecks directly back to him. I want for so little, and he pays me so much! As I said, I don't want any money from him.

I only want to serve.


THEN:

I’m not a virgin anymore.

I’m not a virgin anymore, and I’m still here.

I know. I know.


I know
, okay?

I know what I said. I know that I was leaving. And I know that I said I didn’t care about what Mister Castle said, or about this incredible body, or anything like that. I know!

But, um, well. Here’s what happened:

They convinced me.

Not Castle, no. Or at least not by himself. And not Terrence, either, though I could see he was let down when I refused to even speak with him when he swung by my room to talk. I was too busy packing, I insisted, and he had better scoot on along.

An hour after I finished my last entry about sucking Castle's cock, Claudette and Lilah appeared in my doorway.

“Knock, knock,” said Lilah.

You should have seen them. Both of them, leaning up against opposite frames—framing the doorway themselves with their busty, pregnant bodies. Their immense, milk-heavy tits just nearly touching at the nipple. They each wore tight stockings, sexy high heels, barely-there sheer panties, and gorgeous push-up bras. Lilah was in black, and Claudette was in white.

I wanted them, both, so bad. I forced myself to look away.

“Knock, knock,” Claudette said, echoing Lilah.

“Please, leave me be,” I said, trying to pack my suitcase. “I made my choice, okay? I’m going.”

“We know,” they said. “But we don’t want you to go.”

“Too bad.”

Claudette stepped inside and pressed against me, then.

“Please don’t go, Abbey.”

Lilah pressed hard against my body, too. “Yes, dear. Please? We like you so much.”

Lilah took the shoes out from my hand and placed them down on the bed. Claudette started emptying out the suitcase—I tried to grab the clothes she
 grabbed, but Lilah kept kissing my shoulder and arm, distracting me.

“N-no you don’t,” I said. “You’re just saying
 that. You’re just saying
 it because you want to keep me around to make fun of me. You’re just saying it because Mister Castle made
 you.”

“Oh, dear. He’s already given up. You said you wanted to go. He believed you. We’re here on our own accord. We’re desperate to see you stay with us. We like you, Abbey.”

“Yes,” said Claudette. “Truly. It’s so wonderful having a good friend like you here.”

“You don’t...you don’t mean that. You just want...”

“What?” said Lilah. “What is it you think we want?”

“You just want to mock me. You want someone to feel you're better than.”

Lilah and Claudette exchanged a long, sad look. “Oh, no!” they said in unison.

“We would never
—”

“—You’re far too lovely to think—”

“—really? Us? We love
 you, Abbey, and we couldn’t possibly—”

“It’s just impossible to think—”

“—Please take it back? You don’t truly
 think we dislike you that much, do you?”

I could see that I really had hurt them. That all my walls built up to keep people out had kept out these two gorgeous, wonderful women who only ever had given me their full love and support.

It was hard not to cry.

I held my head down. My golden hair puddled in my overwhelming cleavage. Looking down, I could see their big, hot, lactating tits pressing against my own.

“I’m so sorry,” I sniffed. “I just...I’ve never really had friends before.”

“You have some now,” said Lilah, putting her hand high on my ass. Her fingers floated toward the crack between my cheeks.

“Yes,” said Claudette. “Very good friends indeed.”

“You promise? Truly? You’re not just...this isn’t some big mocking plan?”

They both shook their heads, smiling slyly. Claudette came forward and kissed me on the cheek.

“I promise,” she whispered.

Lilah pushed forward as well, except she kissed me right below my ear. “I promise.”

They were both so close now. Their breasts crushing on my body.

“Girls, you are...I mean you are both...”

Claudette had started to kiss my neck. Soft moans escaped my throat. Lilah mirrored her on the other side, kissing in rhythm with the thunderously beautiful blonde. They were impossible to resist.

I wanted to believe them so bad. I wanted to believe them more than anything in the world.

Claudette’s fingers came up to my clit, rubbing down.

Lilah’s fingers, in turn, entered my sopping wet pussy. I moaned.

“Oh, fuck!”

“You won’t leave, will you, baby girl?” asked Lilah.

“We need our best friend here with us.”

“Yes,” cooed Lilah. “Our very best friend. You complete the trifecta. You wouldn’t leave us alone, would you?”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Oh fuck, oh god, oh fuck! Please! Pleaaaase!”

“You’re not answering the question,” Claudette purred. “Say you’ll stay.”

How could I possibly refuse? I didn't want to anymore. I don't know that I ever did. I was happy to be there.

“I’ll stay! I’ll stay!”

With ferocious intensity, Lilah kissed me then. She pushed me back down on the bed. Claudette found her place between my legs, licking me like she always licked me. God, her tongue! It was so, so good!

“Please, Lilah?” I asked. “Please, can I lick you?”

She nodded, of course. After she repositioned herself quickly, I was soon able to stick my tongue against her hot, soft little clit. It smelled just as good, if not better, than I had imagined. It tasted delicious. It tasted almost like the way her milk tasted.

We would have all cum like that...except then Mister Castle and Terrence arrived. Both of them naked. Those two enormous studs, looking at the three of us with clear lust. Their cocks were long and horizontal in front of them, fully erect.

Us girls moaned as one, sitting up.

“Please,” we all said collectively. “Please, fuck us?”

Castle approached me first, wrapping my head around his cock right away. He seemed to miss my lips on his meat.

“You'll stay, huh?”

I moaned an affirmative as I sucked more and more. Lilah, smiling happily, slid up next to me and licked the length of his shaft as I worked around his balls.

“The milk,” said Castle. “Let me feel your milk.”

We nodded eagerly, and soon we had his gigantic, thick cock positioned between our incredible, lactating breasts. Four milk-spurting tits pushed on his huge rod, wetting it down with perfect hot lubricant. Precum spurted out and mixed with the mess. I scooped some of the combination up, licking it down.

At Castle's behest, Claudette joined us, pushing her gushing, milk-spouting tits onto Mister Castle’s cock as well. Each of us took turns sliding our mouths around his enormous rod, licking up our milk and the milk of the other girls. As Claudette pushed her tits up down his shaft, Terrence approached her from behind and started drilling into her dripping wet pussy. I was jealous as I watched this—I still
 hadn’t been fucked.

“You like that?” Lilah asked. “You like what Terrence is doing to Claudette’s pregnant body?”

I moaned out an affirmative. Lilah kissed me across from Master’s cock—our mouths melded up and down his precious, hot cockhead for several seconds as we traded tongues. Finally, though, she pulled away.

“Won’t you fuck her, Sir?” Lilah begged. “She needs your cock so badly. And just look at her...she’ll be such a fertile fuckpet for you. Her body has changed
 for you, Sir. Won’t you fuck her?”

“Please, Sir?” I begged, finally popping my mouth off his cock. I kept stroking him though. “Please won’t you fuck me? I need your cock. I truly do. I need it inside me. I need that bareback cock filling me up!”

Finally, thankfully, he slipped his enormous cock inside of my virgin pussy. There was just a half-second of hesitation from my body as he pushed through my natural resistance, and then thankfully it was gone—and I was drowning in pleasure. He was so fucking huge! His cock filled my love canal up so deep. I didn't know anyone could feel so fucking full.

As he pounded into me, Lilah cheered him on.

“Fuck her, husband! Oh, husband! Fuck your little milkmaid cunt!”

Her lactating tits leaked out milk onto his body and mine as she shouted and cheered.

Claudette, fucked viciously from behind by Terrence, was shaking as she latched her mouth on to my milk-dripping tit. Her own bouncing tits let milk fly all over my body. Lilah, when she wasn’t urging her Man on, happily licked up whatever she could.

He fucked me so hard. There was milk everywhere. We were all covered in it completely.

“Fuck. You're so fucking tight,” moaned Castle.

“Yes!” I shouted. “Just for you! My pussy belongs to you!”

“That's right. I'm gonna cum in your fertile pussy. I'm gonna get you pregnant. You're gonna take it, cunt. You're gonna...you're gonna...”

I could feel his thick, huge balls tensing up for an enormous load. My own orgasm was in the wings, just waiting for the say-so from his body to let loose.

He did.

His glorious cock filled me up, spurting load after load into my sweet, willing, hot pussy. As he came, it was a chain reaction. Terrence came into Claudette's hot pussy. She moaned with orgasm as she swallowed more and more of my milk. Lilah, fingering herself next to us, came as well. And of course I orgasmed so hard, more full than ever.

I just can’t wait to be pregnant for him.


NOW:

At the end of the day, I attend myself to the room of the Master and Mistress of the Estate. Normally, Claudette joins us; however, as of late, Terrence has become more and more possessive of her. That is his right, after all; and it’s not as though Lilah and Mister Castle are at a deficit of attention. I take care of them very well.

Often, the night begins with Lilah’s dressing of me. She adores to put me in her newest lingerie and heels. She says I am her perfect little dress-up doll. My proportions are so perfect.

But last night, we celebrated. I was fucked all night long to commemorate the occasion.

Last night, I found out I was just as pregnant as Claudette and Lilah.

Oh yes, they are further along than me. But I shall be joining them soon, giving Mister Castle even more heirs. It is such an honor to be a maid for this glorious estate.

And, I suppose, we’ll be needing a new maid soon to take care of the rest of us while we’re busy being good mothers for Mister Castle’s heirs...

# # #


Maid Made Bare 3: Maid To Obey

––––––––

I woke in the morning with the maid, Mariana, on her knees at the side of my bed. She had already brought in breakfast—a fruit salad arranged on her incredibly buoyant tits. Grapes, orange slices, kiwi. She was feeling mischievous, then.

Most days, she arrived with breakfast on a tray. But when she was especially horny—horniness for Mariana existed on a spectrum with the high-end being “already orgasming” and the low-end being “needing cock terribly”—she would arrive in this manner, presenting herself.

I took some time as I sat up, yawning elaborately. Drawing it out for her. I could see the lust building on her gorgeous young face. She was just past twenty years old, and had never been with another man besides me in her entire life. Her hands tugged at the tiny hem of her maid’s outfit, wanting to slide into her soft, wet pussy at the sight of me. Her anticipation was palpable.

On the bed, I stretched from one side and then the other, smiling at her growing arousal. Her breathing turned in a series of mews.

“Oh, do stop teasing the poor girl,” said Jacqueline, my wife. Her lovely, brunette form turned over slowly, slipping up on one white-gloved elbow. She still wore the same lingerie I fucked her in the night before. My cum stains could be seen around the edges of her corset where I had sprayed all over her delectable breasts.

“She works so hard for you, and you’re just dangling
 it there in front of her...”

Jacqueline was trying to make sense, but her voice had started to slur. The combination of the early morning hour and the instant arousal from seeing our maid on her knees, needing my cock, had her feeling a bit lust-drunk. I could see the glazed, happy look in her eyes that came from imagining Mariana sucking me off. A bit of drool had formed at the edge of her plush, sexy lips. The same little trail of drool was much more evolved on Mariana’s face, sliding down her chin and elegantly trailing down her perfect chin and neck and into her expansive cleavage, underneath the arrangement of fruit.

“Come then,” I said, calling our maid forward. “Start the day like a good girl.”

Moaning with need, Mariana slipped forward, sliding her wet, red lips over my massively thick shaft. My wife slipped up around my broad, muscular shoulders, cooing in my ear.

“When she’s done, might I get a turn?” she asked. “You’ve left me so very hungry
, Husband...you didn't even bother
 to fuck my mouth after filling me up last night...”

Jacqueline's baby bump pressed hard into my back. As Mariana bobbed her head obediently up and down my shaft, I could feel her own baby bump—at the same stage of development as Jacqueline's—sliding over my shins. Mariana’s mouth was wet and perfectly warm around the thick rod of my cock. I rolled my head back, wondering how long I'd go before erupting in my maid's mouth for the thousandth time.

This was paradise.

But it wasn’t always this way. No. Once, it was very dark indeed.

* * * * *

This all began some months ago, when I sat down for a quick lunch with Stanford Castle at a steak restaurant he owned one Friday afternoon. Castle owned a great many things, places, and people; it seemed to be a hobby of his. If it was, it was a hobby that had started well after I had met him.

He and I were old school buddies. He was a billionaire, as far as I knew, though the exact extent of his fortune wasn’t known to me. The last time I had seen him before this was seven or eight years before, when he was still penniless and trying to strike it rich. I had offered to let him come and work for me on several occasions, but he insisted that he would be in charge of his own destiny. There was no reasoning with such fervor, as I am sure you well know.

Straight out of the blue, he invited me to lunch at his steakhouse one afternoon. I, of course, agreed, desperate for any excuse whatsoever to get away from the pile of ever-accumulating dread that my house had become.

The restaurant was small and exclusive. It apparently had a focus on catering to high-profile businessmen who enjoyed being in the company of beautiful young women as they ate: everyone from the hostess to the waitress to the bussers I saw hopping around were delectably gorgeous beauties of all shapes, sizes, and colors. The only men were either the customers or the bouncers posted at all the entrances and exits.

Stanford himself had changed quite a bit. When I last saw him, he alternated in large ways between being overweight and far too skinny, perpetuating his existence on mood swings that could last for weeks or even months. He would binge on manic ideas that he was convinced would be his fortune, and in these binges, he would either purge his body of all food and sustenance or eat everything he could. When the ideas failed to materialize, he would again purge or binge.

Now, he was calm, collected, and handsome. And large. He had apparently joined some kind of bodybuilding club, as the expensive suit he wore tugged tightly to his impressive, muscular frame. I myself was a smaller man at the time, no more than six foot tall. I had short brown hair, and I considered myself reasonably handsome—I had, after all, married a woman with the sort of beauty of my wife, Jacqueline.

Stanford and I exchanged a brief number of pleasantries—some few minutes of “oh, it’s been so long.” A few laugh-inducing sections of, “Say, don’t you remember the time.” All of that. We caught up with one another, and I learned what had been happening in his life.

Since the time I had seen him, he had gained a fortune, married a drop-dead gorgeous woman, and acquired more property and companies than I think I could have ever imagined. What’s more, he had a couple of kids on the way—several, to hear him tell it. Five beautiful daughters, he bragged, from two women, and another few babies that he hadn't learned the sex of yet from a third girl.

His wife, he intimated with a smile, did not mind in the least that he spread his seed around.

Probably, it is also rather telling of Stanford’s personality and new-found confidence that he did not mind in the least telling me all of this information with an easy, contented smile on his face—and in the presence of our buxom redheaded waitress, besides! She seemed rather excited by the revelation that his wife didn't mind if he slept around.

I didn’t hold him in judgment for all of this, however. Perhaps once upon a time, I would have, but as of late, I didn’t have the energy for something as taxing as condemnation. All I could muster was a vague sense of surprise that so many women would be willing to get pregnant for Stanford. It was a lot of responsibility for him and for them, after all.

My wife certainly never agreed to children. I tried not to hold it against her, most of the time, and failed.

Finally, though, after finishing our thoroughly delicious steaks and having a few drinks, the conversation swung back around to me.

“How’s your wife?” he asked. “I was given to understand that she was sick.”

That was, I had assumed already, the reason he had asked to see me. He was, despite his peculiarities, a good friend and a caring man.

“Oh, god.” I put my head in my hands for a moment. “Ask another question, won’t you?”

“I’m sorry. It’s that bad?”

“Terrible. She gets worse every day. I can’t tell, day by day, you know. That would be really bad. But week by week? Oh yes. So I know that it is every day.”

“Yes.” His concern was genuine.

“It’s just...she’s positively decaying. It’s hard to stay positive.”

“Can I help at all?”

“No, no. It’s fine.”

“Do you have enough money for medication? For all the medical bills? Doctor's visits, all of it?”

“Oh yes. That’s taken care of. I made sure of that. The business is doing well enough, and my insurance is the very best.”

“I would be happy to help. I have plenty to give.”

“I know, Stanford. But really, it’s all well-in-hand.”

“A good wife is one of the sublime pleasures of the world.” Stanford shook his head. “I hate to see you robbed of one like this. And so slowly.”

It struck me a bit how he referred to the nature of having a wife—as a possession. Something to be owned and, alternatively, robbed of. But I knew he was trying his best to be sympathetic.

“It’s all right. This new medication the doctors have her on, they say it will take time. That it will weaken her at first, but over time...”

“How long has she been on it?”

“Sixty-seven days.”

I knew the number exactly, of course. I knew the number of days of the medication before that as well, and the one before that, and the one before that...

So much of any sort of medicine was a waiting game. “Try this, and see if it works,” the doctors would say. They all say it. It was an awful game, yes, but it was the only one in town.

“And no improvement yet?” Castle raised an eyebrow. “I’m shocked.”

“Yes.”

My own ability to be shocked had slipped away long ago. There was too much to keep up with to be shocked.

He considered something for a moment, grasping his thick jaw with one large hand. I was quite certain that he could have split the table in two if he wanted; not that I was afraid he would do it, of course, but it was just that the size of him brought to mind only continual thoughts of violent action.

“Recently, I’ve invested in a facility that trains housekeepers. Maids. They’re all quite top of the line, I assure you.”

“Maids?” Slowly, it dawned at me. “Oh, look, Stanford, that’s very nice, but I’m not interested in buying, I mean...hiring a maid. Most of my expenses go toward medical bills already.”

“I’ll take care of all of that. The medical bills, too, as a matter of fact.”

“No, Stanford, really. Please, that’s generous, but...”

“Hear me out.”

He leaned forward put a hand on my shoulder. For me to take the same action, I would have had to bend halfway over the table. For him, it was like grabbing something on a kitchen shelf. My word, but he had gained quite
 a bit of muscle, and he had always cut an imposing figure.

“It’s a pilot program right now. You would be helping me out, actually. I need someone I know, someone I can trust, to judge it for me. I need someone I know will tell me the truth. If you want another, after the first one, well...” he smiled. “Then I’ll start to make you pay our fee. But this first one? Again, you’d be helping me out by saying yes.”

The waitress came by and took up our plates. She lingered over Stanford, clearly ogling him. I watched her lick her lips as she examined his straining biceps.

“Is there...anything else I can do, Sir?” she asked. “Anything at all? Please?”

He hardly seemed to notice her. Not up to his standard. I had seen his gorgeous wife. This poor dear was only fairly cute. But, to my surprise, after a moment he pulled out a card and pushed it down the front of her dress, taking some time to feel her up. His hand mashed against her tits. The girl didn’t seem to mind in the least. With as much testosterone as Stanford oozed, it was a bit of a wonder that he hadn’t brought one of his girls to suck him off during the meal.

Once again, I didn’t have the presence of mind or the energy to protest this behavior. When you live all your time with a sick spouse, you tend to let a lot slide.

“Call this number if you’re interested in more...hands-on work with men like me.”

She practically squealed with excitement, drifting away happily.

Stanford shrugged, casting an admiring eye on her wiggling behind. “As I said, new facility. We’re always looking for new recruits. I want to give you the top of the class; the best we have. This girl we've got, she hasn’t been used anywhere. What do you say?”

“Again, it’s so generous, but I...”

He leaned forward even more intently. Not to belabor a point, but once again, with his frame, this was an imposing gesture indeed. “My friend, sometimes, when we are in our very worst ruts, we refuse to allow improvement because it is not what we know. We stop listening to our friends because what they say is not the cycle of despair that we have installed in our heads. I am asking that you let me help you. Oblige me.”

I could not turn him down and still remain close to him, and I valued his friendship too much to hurt him, even with as odd and ornery as he could be. I missed
 talking with Stanford, and I was loathe to give that up just because I was turning down a favor he offered.

“All right,” I said. “All right. Let’s get me a maid, I guess.”

“Wonderful.” His smile was broad and strong, just like all of him. “I’ll have her shipped over immediately.”

Again, there was that usage of language that should have tipped me off. Saying, “shipped,” instead of “arrange her travel” or “tell her where to go.”

Even though I was agreeing with Stanford, I honestly expected to let this maid go within a couple of days. I knew, without a doubt, that a new maid wasn’t what I needed.

* * * * *

Monday morning, I woke up to the front doorbell ringing. It surprised me, and I rushed to the entry to see what it could be. I had to stop that ringing before Jacqueline woke. Usually, she was asleep until well past noon. The medicine hit her hard in the mornings. If she woke now, she'd be coughing all day until the evening, and she'd be even worse tomorrow.

Over the weekend, I had practically forgotten about Stanford’s offer. His statement about my thoughts getting caught in a rut were true; apparently even your memory starts remembering just the same things from the day before when your routine for every day is the same.

Here is my schedule:

I wake up and then I make breakfast for myself and the day’s meal for my wife. She can’t take in much. After that, I look after her and do whatever she needs. I bathe her, I clothe her, I administer her medicine, I change her bedding, and I oversee her evacuations. It’s like looking after a newborn. I wasn’t lying when I told Stanford that it was about as bad as it could get. There is no hope when I look at her, day after day, just the routine.

In between all of those duties, I do my best to ignore her constant hacking and coughing, and the fevered mess her brain has become, full of guilt and paranoia and accusations and insults. She is unpleasant to be around.

My wife, once upon a time, was a sweet, lovely woman. Intelligent and gentile. She could make an entire room light up with her presence. You’d feel honored just to be in front of her. No longer was that the case.

Luckily, I had enough money coming in to take care of her as well as anybody could. Many people were not so lucky. I tried to remind myself of that.

I own a chain of hardware stores in the greater metropolitan area, but as the owner, I can leave most of the decisions up to my hand-picked store managers, three of whom were cousins of mine. I trusted them explicitly, and they trusted their staff. I paid my workers good wages and offered the opportunity for bonuses at the end of the year; they were covered with health care and other benefits. As such, theft was almost unheard of and loyalty was solid.

Sometimes, I had dreams of giving away the hardware stores to my sons. But I had no sons. Jacqueline and I had big plans of being parents, but she would always put me off. Always telling me next year, next year.

It was because of my years of good treatment of my staff, and their subsequent good attitudes, that I felt comfortable taking care of my sick wife for as long as I did. Some days, I would still go out to the store nearest to me and look around or help out. I could tell that, as I hadn’t announced my visit and didn’t have any real purpose in being present, that my employees were forced to tolerate my presence a little more than they would have if there was some manner of agenda to my being there.

Sometimes, when Jacqueline was quite bad but also resting quite thoroughly, I would drive out to the store farthest away from our house. I wouldn't even go inside. I would just sit in the parking lot, hoping for anything at all to change. I just wanted to get away from it all for a time.

Little did I know, that “getting away from it all” could have an entirely new meaning—one that was embodied in the person waiting at the front door of my house that Monday morning.

My house was modest. My wife and I did not need much. It had two stories and a brief backyard. Downstairs was the kitchen, dining room, guest bedroom and my study. Upstairs was the Master bedroom and a game room, as well as another bedroom that had been made into a library of sorts. My wife and I both enjoyed reading.

I answered the door in my robe and bare feet. My chest hair peeked out meekly.

“Yes?”

On the porch, waiting with a small suitcase in her hands, was the most stunning woman I had ever seen. She was like a pin-up girl picture. She wore high heels that were tall and black, melding effortlessly into the long nylon-clad features of her irresistibly beautiful legs. A brief black dress covered her sensational curves (such a tiny waist! I could fit my hands around it and touch my thumbs and pinkies together) and pushed her outstanding rack up and out, on display. Her breasts clearly had no bra, but were positively jiggling and bouncing with their own lack of gravity, and were easily beyond a 36D cup. The tops of her breasts looked polished and shiny. She held her suitcase with both hands, pushing her tits in together with her arms. Long locks of shiny dark hair fell on her cleavage, clearly softer than any other surface on the earth.

And her face! She almost gave me a heart attack just from looking into her deep, dazzling green eyes. There was so much beauty in those that I could hardly take in the lovely curvature of her plump, full lips, or the sexy angle of her cheekbones and chin.

There had never been so beautiful a creature before me in all my life. A breeze drifted by and some hot, amazing scent wafted into my nose, filling my head with any number of impure thoughts. I felt my cock in my robe instantly begin to harden.

There was something about her—even beyond the healthy shine of her skin and hair, and the overflowing nature of her bust, and the wide expanse of her hips contrasted with the tininess of her waist—that was decidedly fertile. I saw her, and I knew that I was looking at a woman who was everything a female could aspire to be.

“Mr. Oakland?” she asked. “Is this the correct house for Mr. Oakland?”

Her voice was accented. Of course it was. I couldn’t trace it, though it seemed like some manner of Spanish, or maybe Portuguese. The expression on her face was somewhat blank, awaiting an answer.

“Y-yes,” I stumbled. “This is he. I am he. I mean, that’s me. Jonathan Oakland. Yes.”

The blank expression on her face cycled quickly through a number of expressions, like perhaps some manner of program—first registering understanding, then smiling faintly, then eyeing me up and down with a rapturously predatory gaze, biting one plump lip, and then tilting her head to one side girlishly, smiling more brightly now.

“I am Mariana,” she said softly. Her voice had gotten even sexier. I didn’t think that was possible. “Your new maid? May I please come in?”

“Oh...” It took me several moments to register just what exactly she was saying. Watching her speak was like witnessing the Sistine Chapel come to life. “Oh god yes, please. Please, do come in. Do you have any more bags?”

“There,” she pointed behind her, to a rather massive trunk with thick gold trim.

Trying to show how manly and terrific I could be, I took it upon myself to single-handedly bring the trunk inside. I pushed it about six inches before giving up in exhaustion. What in God’s name was she bringing to my house?

“Oh, Sir!”

Her face was full of alarm. Still gorgeous, of course.

“You should not trouble yourself with my feminine belongings. It is my burden. When I am in your home, there is no work that you should do but the work of the Man.”

“I just didn’t expect it to be so heavy. Did you have a driver or something, or...”

I trailed off as I watched her pick the trunk up, easily, all by herself. All of a sudden, beneath the painfully smooth, soft features of her skin, I saw hot, toned muscles activate. I had no idea a woman in high heels picking up a large object single-handedly was something I found arousing, but very quickly I was trying to hide my fully-fledged hard-on from her, my hand pressed down against my robe.

Guiding her inside, I showed her to the guest room. It was full of dust, and had not been used except as a repository for old junk like broken lamps and furniture covers for nearly the entire year that Jacqueline had been sick.

“I’m sorry for the mess,” I said, still watching her as she set down the trunk. She had not even worked up a sweat. “I can take care of it—”

She cut me off, placing a single, perfect finger on my lips. “My dear Sir, please, say no more. You wish to test me on my first day with this challenge. I shall not fail you.”

Slowly, she withdrew her finger, letting it slide off my lips and linger briefly on my chin. Instinctively, I followed it a bit.

For several moments, I just looked at her. She smiled, inviting me to—she even posed, putting a hand on one hip and tossing back her hair. And yet, her face remained inquisitive, open, passionate, as if to say, “Whatever can I do to bring you pleasure, Sir?”

Surely just my imagination. Women like this never went for guys like me. I was not a rock star or a corporate CEO or a film director or anything like that. And yet, her eyes were so sparkling and green with possibility...

Upstairs, Jacqueline began to hack and cough. Instantly, I was snapped back to reality. I had duties. I had to attend to them.

“I have to go take care of her,” I said. “I apologize. We really must get to know each other soon. In the meantime, uh...do whatever you feel is best, all right? Make yourself at home.”

“Of course, Sir,” she purred. “Anything you say.”

Her eyes fixated on me as I turned and left the room, and when I turned back to take one more glimpse at her body before going upstairs to my wife, Mariana was still looking at me, holding herself tight, licking her lips hungrily.

* * * * *

Within just a few hours, I found out that Mariana was more than just a maid. As I attended to Jacqueline’s hacking and coughing, doing my best to sooth her poor, wrecked body, Mariana worked away in the kitchen, preparing a lovely roast dinner. I came down when I smelled cooking meat; I thought something had caught fire.

“Oh, wonderful!” she said, spinning happily. “You’re just in time.”

Over her tiny black minidress, she had put on a frilly white apron, in a sort of sexy mock-up of a maid’s uniform. It was positively scorching on her body. She had a small wooden spoon in one hand, dripping with some delicious substance.

“I am?”

“Oh, yes
 Sir. Nevermind that it’s your house, and you would be on time no matter what, being as how you own everything
 in it.” She smiled indulgently, as if we were sharing some intimate secret. “Dinner is ready. Won’t you eat?”

“Ah,” I said. It smelled delicious. “I’d love to, but Jacqueline...”

“I shall take care of your Wife, of course, Sir.”

I could hear the capitalization in her accented voice. Wife. Sir.

As if on cue, Jacqueline had begun hacking away again. The sound tapped several instincts in me, almost once again completely nullifying the level of attraction I had for Mariana and the titillation I felt from staring at her massive, displayed breasts. But I had not eaten anything all day, and the display of food must have added my hunger onto my arousal, keeping me in place.

“Oh. I didn’t know...are you sure?”

“Quite certain, Sir.” She nodded slightly. “I am medically trained. She will be in very good hands, I assure you.” She slipped her hands around mine, patting them gently. They were soft, elegant, and immediately I could imagine them wrapped around the thick shaft of my cock. “We shall make everything as comfortable and good as possible for you.”

“For her, you mean.”

She smiled demurely. “Yes, Sir. As you say, of course.”

And with that, she strutted out of the kitchen, casting back shy, furtive glances at me to ensure that I was sitting down with the food. I made a show of doing so, even though I very much had no intention of eating. Since I began staying home with Jacqueline, I had lost close to thirty pounds. Sympathy weight loss, you could say. She had lost more than fifty, and she had never been a very substantial woman. Eating, like many things, had lost its appeal for me.

But I sat down with the food, and sitting down with it, I felt obliged to give it a try. It did smell rather delicious, after all.

One bite quickly led into another, led into another, led into another, which after enough of that led to me getting up to grab seconds. I was still eating when Mariana came back down, her green eyes sparkling brightly when she saw me munching away.

“Oh, wonderful,” she said. “Do you like it?”

“I love it.” The food made me absolutely sated and conversely ravenous for more. “It’s delicious. Thank you.”

Through the echoing confines of the house, Jacqueline’s coughs began once more. And, once more, on impulse, I got up. I had been trained rather well.

Mariana pressed her body into the side of my arm, though, guiding me back down. Momentarily, her thigh slid over on top of mine, the sweet plush skin there like heaven, even through the cloth of my pants.

“You needn’t worry about any of that, Sir,” she said. “I must continue to administer her medicine. Why don’t you keep eating?”

“No, really. I’m stuffed. I couldn’t possibly, and Jacqueline—”

Upstairs, my wife coughed again. The violence of the hacks always shook me to my core.

“Please, I must help her.”

“Nonsense, Sir. I am the Maid. I will take care of everything. Please, relax? For me?”

She had taken my hands again. Her grip so soft. So inviting. She drew her hand toward her chest, almost drawing me into her positively heart-melting cleavage.

“Y-yes,” I said, unsteady. “All right.”

“Certainly there’s some projects you could work on while I attend to your dear wife?”

“Right,” I said. “Yes. You are right.”

Once again I watched her leave. It was as the cliche went—I hated seeing her gone, but I did love to watch her leave. Her ass swayed perfectly.

So, I thought then, work. Occupy myself. Jacqueline was well in hand. Mariana was medically trained, after all. The bottles of medicine next to the bed were all clearly marked with days and hours.

Briefly, the thought of returning to the hardware stores flashed across my mind. But I did not think I could safely leave Jacqueline in this home with a complete stranger. Mariana had not gained quite that much trust with me yet.

More sinister was the thought—not so firmly buried down—that with Jacqueline sick, I had a perfectly good excuse to stay home from work, do whatever I pleased, and ogle Mariana’s gorgeous visage whenever I pleased.

After dinner, I compromised with myself by taking Mariana at her suggestion and beginning a few projects. I had wanted to re-organize my study for a long time now. I had too many books that I picked up at half-price sales and book fairs that I either would never read or didn’t care very much about. I love a good bloated library as much as any devoted reader, but in my opinion, it ought to at least be bloated with the things that you care about.

My strategy was this: I would place everything on the shelves in boxes, as if I were moving. That way they would be easy to move around and keep track of. What’s more, any books or other accumulated items (my shelves were natural habitats for bits of junk and knick-knacks and old receipts) would have boxes ready to go inside of. Another advantage was that, should I decide to resell the books or give them to a library or just simply toss them into the recycling, they would would already be easily transportable.

This was all, of course, a method to distract myself from the fear of leaving Jacqueline in someone else's hands. As it turned out, that was the best possible decision I could have made; at the same time, all of my fears ended up being completely justifiable. Jacqueline was headed toward irrevocable change, much as I was, and all because of Mariana.

* * * * *

Over the next several days, many aspects of my life which had become normal since Jacqueline’s sickness began started to transform. For one, I had much more time to myself.

I found I rather enjoyed all the leisure time to do as I pleased, and Mariana was completely faithful to her word, taking care of Jacqueline with an expert, caring hand. I watched her from time to time, cooing in Jacqueline’s ear softly and wiping her brow, looking after my wife with enormous concern on her face.

So, for the first time in many months, I felt somewhat...relieved. Not quite happy
, but more like I saw many less barriers to my contentment.

Something else curious started happening. Or rather, something stopped
 happening. Jacqueline’s coughs ceased, almost entirely. When they did occur, they no longer shook the house, but rather just barely lifted out of her room, like a series of weighed-down helicopters in a blizzard. Jacqueline began eating more, or so Mariana reported to me, and her body began to gain back some of its color. When I saw my wife now, she no longer looked like a living skeleton.

Her poisoned mind, full of terror and accusation, however, remained poisoned. She called me names, she called Mariana names. Everyone was horrible or stupid to Jacqueline.

It was hard to take it to heart with Mariana around. I found that Mariana’s maid outfits were not quite uniform. She wore something different every day, and though always she took care to wear the kind of frilly, sexy maid’s apron that was the maid’s custom, what she wore beneath that varied quite a bit.

Mini-dresses that bared her legs. Tiny halter tops that showed off her enormous tits. Spandex and yoga pants that clung to her  sculpted ass. High, high heels: gladiator heels, high-heeled boots, knee-high boots, thigh-high boots, even those sexy tennis shoes with the heels built inside them. Anything to make her legs and behind look better than ever.

She had a spectacular body, and she loved it. She showed it off at every opportunity, and she never, not once, left the house during those first several days.

I had to start assuming she was dressing up for me. A flattering thought indeed, given the way she looked all the time.

Of course I started jerking off to the thought of Mariana right away. Usually, it happened right after mealtime, after I had downed one of the rich, delicious, specially prepared meals that she had made just for me. It was never the same thing twice; every breakfast, lunch, and dinner was always different and always scrumptious. Steak with a slice of peach pie and whipped cream; a lamb burger served with bourbon-laced bread pudding; baked chicken spritzed with lemon and served with a tall glass of creamy, head-warming milk that I couldn't identify the source of.

After watching her, in those ridiculously hot teensy tiny outfits, serving me meal after meal, and acting so grateful
 to be serving them to me, I could not help but jerk off.

And when I jerked off, my body overheated—a brand new development—so that I had to take off my shirt and my pants or else turn into a sweating mess. And so in the bathroom, clothes off and stroking my thick, engorged cock, I could see easily every day how my own muscles had begun to harden, fat sliding off my body even with all the effortlessly filling meals that Mariana provided. She was an absolute wonder.

I blamed the work in the study for my muscles hardening, of course. I worked all day long, tirelessly, stopping only to eat. It was ludicrous to think that anything else was inspiring these changes. I was simply working hard and being turned on constantly by the supermodel-esque beauty of my new maid.

I had begun to suspect that my loads were becoming more substantial, somehow. Thicker. Smelling stronger of musk. From day to day, jerking off as I was directly into a pile of tissues, whether my cum was really changing in any way was hard to measure accurately.

But, my loads becoming more substantial was a fact indeed, proven to be a fact to me in short order.

On the fifth night, after almost a full week of her leaving out meals for me, Mariana insisted on serving me dinner herself. Normally, she would leave the food out in the kitchen or in the study and then take care of Jacqueline while I ate.

But with her asking me so directly, I could hardly refuse. Breakfast had been whole-grain pancakes with fresh strawberry crepes, and lunch had been a thick cut of salmon drizzled with almonds and lemon glaze. Dinner was a brisket that she had started the night before, slow-cooked to perfection.

She brought the meal to me in the study, the plate still steaming hot. There were still piles and piles of books in the study, not quite re-arranged how I wanted them. The bookshelves went all the way to the ceiling, and I had more than three times as many as my shelves would carry.

Mariana wore a tiny blue dress with a sheer, lacy back. When she turned, I could see the advanced muscles on her back, so toned and beautiful. The dress showed only a keyhole of cleavage, but with her massive breasts, that was more than enough to inspire wet dreams for months. Her heels, bright white (to match her apron) and more than four inches high, clicked attractively on the hardwood floor as she approached and sat down on my desk. She crossed her legs, sliding the plate into the tray over my lap.

“Please, may I give you the first bite myself?”

I gulped, nodding slowly. I was grateful for the tray over my lap, because without it, she would have easily seen the erection I had. Smiling low, as if we were lovers trading secrets, she brought the loaded fork up to my mouth, watching me with earnest, almost sexual need as I took her food into my mouth. The brisket was heaven, cooked just right and loaded with flavor. I closed my eyes and moaned, loving the taste of it. When I opened my eyes, I saw that she had closed her
 eyes, her luscious mouth parted with delight at my enjoyment.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said quietly. “I’ll leave you to your meal, now. I’ll be along in a little bit to take your plate.”

And then she made me watch as she strutted out of the room. Right at the door, she pretended to drop her serving spoon, elaborately bending over to grab it. I saw that her panties were tight, lacy, and transparent. There was just enough shadow to keep me from seeing her pussy, which I somehow knew
 was dripping wet. I had thought, disbelievingly at the time, that I could even smell it.

Immediately after she left, I stood up and began to jerk off. As always, I ripped off my clothes to do it. I had gotten used to seeing the way my muscular, hard thighs flexed as I stroked. The bulging veins in my forearm matching the veins in my thick, ever-engorged cock. I was already hard at the time, and so it only took a few seconds of imagining Mariana’s luscious form in front of me once more before I came all over the wood floor.

The door creaked open, then.

“I forgot to give you your drink,” she said, holding another glass of milk in her hands. “Is there—?”

I rushed around the side of the desk, breathing hard, my shirt off, trying to clandestinely pull up my pants.

“Oh, dear,” she said, seeing the stain on the floor. “Did you spill some of the sauce?”

Strutting forward, she said nothing of how I had my shirt off, or how fast I was breathing. I knew I was caught. A dozen explanations ran through my head, all of them ending in embarrassment.

She set the glass of milk on the desk. I took it and swallowed it down quickly, trying to cool down. It was heady and heavy, and made my thoughts float around pockets of lust. Whatever kind of milk it was, it definitely didn't come from a cow.

Mariana's tits were heavy and thick in her tiny outfit. Approaching the load on the floor—which was thick and wide, perhaps a half an inch tall and six inches in diameter, she leaned over at the waist, showing me once more her panties—and now I could definitely
 see her pussy and how sparkling wet her pussy was—and slowly licked her lips. She inhaled deeply.

“Oh yes, this is definitely my favorite sauce,” she said. “It smells so
 good.”

She took a finger and slowly rubbed it in my spilled load, and then licked her fingers clean; she stared at me the whole time, watching my reaction.

“I do love
 this sauce,” she said. “It’s my favorite
.”

“Y-yes,” I said. “That’s good. You’ll have to...clean it all up. Before there’s a stain.”

“You’re right, Sir. So, so right.”

She knelt down, staring hungrily at the mess. I tried to ignore how my cock was jerking wildly, seeing her gorgeous body kneel. Her hair cascaded downward, nearly touching the ground.

“I...I’ll go run and grab some paper towels,” I said. “To help.”

It didn’t seem like she was listening. Her gaze was focused entirely on the floor. I sprinted to the hallway, intent on helping her clean. I didn't know yet how to process her licking up my cum off her fingers like that.

I had almost closed the door, but I heard a curious sound—lapping. Like a cat at a bowl of milk.

Carefully, I pushed open the door and looked inside. Immediately, I felt my erection growing again.

She was leaning over the spilled cum on the floor, her thick, luscious hair held in one hand carefully, so as not to let it drip into the pure white goo. And she was licking it all up. All my cum.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered.

My hand was on my cock in an instant. If Jacqueline woke up and walked around, the sight of me jerking off as I peeked into my study would have been the very first thing she saw once exiting the bedroom and approaching the banister from upstairs.

Mariana gyrated her hips as she lapped eagerly at my cum, sliding her tongue around on the floor, grabbing up all the residue of manliness I had left behind.

And some part of me...some part of me knew that this was good
. This was proper
, for a beauty like that to prostrate herself and need
 to swallow every last bit of my cum.

She finished, making a disappointed sound. Her fingers withdrew from her pussy. I could see how they sparkled in the light with her juices. And she saw me—at the door still. It was too much. Her beautiful, beautiful face, so clearly on me. So filled with lust. I came again, just as hard as before, spilling all over the floor.

She approached, then. Quickly I tried to stuff my still-spasming cock into my pants, but she opened the door. It was too late—she saw my cock, covered in shiny cum, and the flush on my face.

Apparently, she didn’t mind at all. I should have expected it at that point.

“Th-there’s another mess,” I said. “More...sauce. You...must have spilled it, coming in.”

I was a bit amazed at myself. Not just for cumming twice in such quick succession, but for not running away in shame.

“Yes,” she said, her eyes full of awe at the load, at my cock. “I shall have to clean this one as well. I wish only to be my Sir’s good girl. I will happily take care of...all
 his messes. Personally.” She took a breath, moaning. “Thoroughly.”

Her accent gloved over every word. I wanted to fuck her voice.

She knelt down and I very much wanted to stay and watch, but my bed was calling my name. The two orgasms in a row had taken something out of me, and I could feel my strength fading. I wandered past her, back into the study and collapsed on the couch. The last thing I saw before falling asleep completely was Mariana’s perfect form licking up my cum in the hallway.

* * * * *

Over the weekend, shame consumed me. I couldn’t believe what I had done with Mariana. It was so scandalous, so incredibly sexual—and with my sick wife in the very same house! This would have been the mother of my children, if I actually had children, like I had wanted. Jacqueline would have never forgiven me if she found out.

And more and more, it seemed, Jacqueline would
 find out. She was improving by the day. Perhaps it was the medicine finally taking hold, or perhaps it was Mariana’s presence somehow, but either way, Jacqueline was finally regularly moving to her feet on her own. Her strength was returning to her.

I noticed for the first time when, in the middle of the night, she got up from our bed to go to the bathroom. Normally she would need my assistance, and it would be a big, coughing affair. But this time, she simply stood up, flipped on the light, coughed a few times, did her business, and returned to bed. I was so happy I didn’t even want to say anything. She didn’t seem to remember it herself in the morning, making it seem like more of a dream than ever.

But during the day, Mariana insisted on taking care of Jacqueline for me, quite sure that there were more important, more manly and masculine tasks I could be busying myself with. It was a sort of flattering diversion that I responded to very well.

Perhaps all the flattering I needed was having someone of Mariana’s exceptional beauty talking to me at all. I wasn’t very popular in high school or college with beautiful women. Jacqueline and I met in a library, studying for a chemistry exam. She was absolutely lovely, with her firm youthful figure and her stunning brunette locks, but only had interest in me because I didn’t talk to her like she was the ditz her beauty would have made her appear to be.

With Mariana, though, there was a sense of...gratitude
 to her speaking with me. She always seemed so eager to please, so happy to be hearing my voice, her ears hanging on every last word. Like a dog with her Master’s treat before her eyes, or like a rapt worshiper at a sermon, kneeling before the preacher. This willingness of hers to hear me and to gleefully go along with whatever I suggested made me, conversely, that much more willing to listen to whatever she said.

Mariana sensed her advantage, it seemed, and gently tried to press me. During the day, as I tried to organize my study, she would appear with heavily alcoholic drinks or delicious, hand-made chocolates and tarts. Or, better yet, more of that delectable milk. All of this together only seemed to make me the hornier. Her habit of serving me these delectable yummies from a tray shoved underneath her chest—with her heavy tits sliding over the edge of the metal and her cleavage a mere finger’s length away from whatever she served—did not make my troubled conscience any less troubled.

“Are there any more messes to clean, Sir?” she would ask, licking her lips.

Of course I would say no. I had to defend my dignity. Or my wife’s? Or something.

I knew dignity had something to do with the issue, but when I gazed into her endless green eyes, most of my protests seemed to lose their line of reasoning.

When she offered to clean any “messes,” I saw her eyeing my bulge hungrily, which around her was always growing. Also she eyed the newly-tight fabric of my shirts and pants. My muscles were swelling even more than my cock, somehow. I blamed it on all the lifting and moving I was doing in the study. Some of those books were quite heavy.

That wouldn't explain, though, why I seemed to be getting taller by the day. My pants no longer fit. I had taken to wearing shorts just to avoid the embarrassment of having tiny pants on my ever-more-muscular form. But the shorts, which used to stretch past my knees, were quickly reaching me at my thighs.

Roughly four days after Mariana had licked my cum up off the floor, Jacqueline came to see me in my study in the evening. She walked in wearing a long green silk robe around her skinny, still-skeletal form. I was surprised to see her; Jacqueline must have seen.

“Yes, I’m walking around. Don’t make a fuss.”

“No fuss,” I said, smiling. “I’m just glad to see you moving. How do you feel?”

“I’m okay. It comes and goes.”

“Good,” I said. “That’s good. I’m...” I waved my hand around. “I’m reorganizing in here.”

“I can see that.”

I watched her eyes float over my body—the hardness of my muscles, the absence of the gut that had started to form some two years into our marriage. Curiously, she eyed me with more suspicion than interest. I wasn't used to such glances, having taken in so much admiration from Mariana over the past several days.

“Jonathan, I need to speak with you.”

I set my papers aside. “Yes, dear?”

“I want to talk about this maid of yours.”

Oh, dear. I suppose I should have expected this.

I hadn’t ever really discussed the matter with Jacqueline. Not anything more than to tell her it was happening. Her many drugs kept her out of her mind most of the time, either in some form of catatonia or blissed out on some opiate or another. At any rate, having someone move in was definitely a matter to be discussed with a spouse, and I hadn’t bothered to do it.

I hope you’ll understand, it’s not that I don’t value my wife’s opinion. It’s just that she hadn’t had an opinion for the last ten months or so. And so, with that being the case, I didn’t bother to consult her seriously for what I assumed would just be another menial decision in the course of our lives.

I had no idea, of course, that Mariana would end up being what she was.

“Mariana?” I asked, playing the innocent. “What about her? I think she’s been doing a bang-up job.”

She crossed her arms. “I’m sure she wants to bang something
, all right.”

“Pardon?”

“Don’t give me that. Don’t act like you’re not eating
 this up. Your own personal beauty-parlor pet, gallivanting about with her tits practically falling out of her dress...”

“They don’t fall out. I’ve checked.”

Jacqueline’s face went red.

“...a joke,” I smiled, trying to laugh. “Come on. You remember jokes, right?”

“I am not in a joking mood right now. I won’t have
 it, Jonathan. She’s...she’s flaunting about in those skimpy little outfits, whoring up the place, no, no.” She shook her head violently. “I won’t have it. You’re not telling
 her to dress like that, are you?”

“Of course not, dear. She told me—”

“Yes, and I’m sure you’re not exactly protesting
 her wardrobe, are you? And to think that she’s living
 here, Jonathan! What if she brings some...some gangbang
 home or something? She’s certainly asking for it, the way she dresses.”

“Come now,” I said, reproaching. “You know that sort of attitude doesn’t fly with you, it shouldn’t fly with me. She’s not encouraging anything. That’s how she wants to express herself. If it makes her happy, why should I stop her?”

“Because it makes me
 unhappy.” Jacqueline crossed her arms and looked away. “You have to fire her.”

“Fire
 her? She’s a wonder. She takes care of this place as if it were her own. Better, in fact. And—”

Jacqueline, literally, put her foot down. “I want her fired, Jonathan.”

“And
,” I insisted, “she’s done wonders for you. You’re in my office,” I had started to laugh a bit, “arguing with me and pacing about, trying to get me to fire the very woman whose presence precipitated your recovery! You can’t be serious
, Jacqueline.”

“I am
 serious, and...”

She abruptly sat down on the chair behind her. The strength leaving her was visible. I recognized that sort of collapse. It used to happen often before she was bedridden.

“I’m sorry,” I said. My shame returned. “I’ve overexcited you. I’ll fire her. Okay? No more discussion. Tomorrow. I'll do it tomorrow.”

She nodded, smiling slightly. I had to carry her back to bed.

* * * * *

The following morning, as I promised, I prepared to fire Mariana. I assumed there was no point in delaying it—what had to happen, had to happen, and I had to be the man to do it.

Even though I didn’t particularly want
 to fire Mariana, I still felt no shame in doing so, nor any missteps in confidence. Indeed, I felt more confident than I had in a long time. My wife wanted something, and I would give it to her. What better place is there for a married man than to know that he is doing exactly what would make his wife happy? It was a powerful feeling, pleasing a woman. I felt myself immensely capable to the task.

I knocked on Mariana's door briefly and then opened it, not bothering to wait. It was my house, after all, and she would soon be moving out.

What I saw inside surprised me for several moments. Mariana knelt down in one corner, her computer screen in front of her. She had a thick pair of headphones on; she must not have heard me come in. She was dressed in sexy blue lingerie, a lace corset and bright blue stockings and red heels. Her back was turned to me entirely, apparently not noticing in the least that I was there. And her hand...

Her hand was buried in her mound, rubbing intently.

Every few moments, a moan escaped her mouth. “Master...” she said. “Masterrr...”

The carpet in the room was deep, thick, and plush. I could see on the floor the outlines around her knees and shins; she had been on the floor in that position for a long, long time.

On her computer screen was a picture of me, from the side, jerking off in the bathroom. She clearly had taken it by sneaking open the door when I wasn’t looking. Or, maybe I had just left the door open. I tended to lose a bearing for my surroundings when I jerked off, closing my eyes and focusing solely on the nymphet creature of lust that lived with me and apparently was masturbating to me.

This beauty, this queen, this goddess was on her knees as if she were at some shrine and offering up her orgasms to my image.

My cock grew harder than it ever had before. It felt like a steel rod pushing out from my crotch. It had, like much of me, appeared to be changing over the past little while. I understood the extra growth and girth as natural effects of my new diet and workout regime from all the re-organization. Long story short, my shorts were enormously uncomfortable.

I stepped backward and closed the door. Mariana had never turned her head—the thick mane of her black hair not shifting for an instant from my entrance. Had the screen been flickering? Was there some sort of program running in the background as she paid tribute? Maybe something...reinforcing what she was doing...

No. Such was the stuff of science fiction. It wasn’t possible.

Not possible like, say, a nearly middle-aged man gaining a slimmer, more muscular body and bigger cock from just eating a lot of delicious handmade meals, or a terminally ill wife making a miraculous recovery, or a drop dead gorgeous maid so desperate for cock that she would eagerly lick cum up from off the floor?

What sort of maid had Stanford given to me?

I had little time to consider it. The door opened, and Mariana was there—fully dressed.

Her blue lingerie apparently remained—she put a frilly white apron over the lacy blue corset, her incredible breasts swelling through the tight confines of the cloth. And a tiny, tight black skirt wrapped around her preciously beautiful ass. Tall heels, as always, completed the look for her. She used to tower over me; these days, she barely came up to my chin. It was an empowering feeling, having her permanently look up to me.

“Hello!” she said. “Sir! I was just
 thinking of you. It’s so wonderful to see you so early. Would you like to watch me make you your breakfast?”

“No, Mariana. I—”

“No, of course not.” She nodded sharply, as if reprimanding herself. “You have so many more important things to do. I’m so sorry for the presupposition. How might I repay you for my mistake?”

Her hand drifted up to my arm, sliding into it softly. God, but I wanted her!

“Mariana,” I said, somewhat more sternly. “You must come with me to the study. Now.”

“Yes
, Sir.”

Clearly, from her tone, she had something on her mind that I did not.

She followed me across the hall into the study. I sat down behind my desk. She remained standing, hands clutched at her waist, smiling that dazzling, knowing smile of hers.

“Mariana,” I said, “I’m afraid I have some bad news.”

“Oh no, Sir. Are you dissatisfied with my service?”

“No, Mariana. Not at all. You’ve been wonderful.”

“Oh, that’s so
 good. I love
 being yours.” She licked her lips. “Your faithful servant, I mean.”

“Yes, well,” I coughed, adjusting myself. My cock was still straining hard against my tight shorts. “I do have to cancel your employment, however.”

“It’s so
 good being your servant,” she said, strutting slowly forward with a slow model's walk. I watched her shiny, blue-stockinged legs get closer and closer. “And I would do anything
 at all for you.”

I was puzzled. Hadn’t she heard me?

“I am aware that you would. But the issue remains. You must leave. You are no longer needed here.”

“Oh, I know
, Sir. A big, strong man like you would never need
 me.”

She was very close now indeed. Leaning over on the table, her beautiful face resting on one fist, looking up at me. I could see the uncovered curve of her ass high in the air behind her.

“M-Mariana,” I said, my voice losing its stern grip. “Your employment is over here. You must go.”

“You’re such a big, strong man,” she cooed, pushing forward on my desk. “You could do anything at all to me. You hold me, lock me up. You could push me around. You could even fire me...”

“I do
 fire you. You are fired. I am firing you.”

I was steadily backing up in my chair, a bit uncertain as to why she so repeatedly refused to hear me. She was normally so obedient!

She knelt down before me, looking up at me with needy green eyes. My chair hit the wall—nowhere else to back up. Her hands slid over my thick, prominent bulge, and I shuddered deeply.

“Anything at all,” she said again. “You could take me by my hair and just...just force
 my hot, wet mouth on that big cock of yours. Couldn’t you?”

“I...I mean yes, I could
, but that doesn’t mean—”

She let out a delighted giggle. “Oh, do you mean it? You’ll take your cock out and force me on it?”

Her hands came up clapping cheerfully. Soon her fingers were slipping around my zipper.

“Now, see here...” My voice faded out as my cock sprang loose. It was clearly hard. Needing her.

It was the look in her eyes that made my voice falter. The reverence there. The worship
. She looked at my cock like it was the first Christmas gift anyone had given her in her entire life, after being inundated with myths and stories of Christmas for millenia. Her lovely, wet mouth parted open, sexy pink tongue sliding over the edges of her plush lips.

“Oh, Mister Oakland, won’t you please fuck my mouth with your cock?”

“M-Mariana...I...you don’t understand. I’m married...”

“I understand very well, Sir. You need me to stroke you off a little bit before you’re completely ready, don’t you?”

Her hand had started to stroke my shaft. Her thumb ran over the head, smearing it with the precum that had already started to spurt forward. Some got on her outfit. Every drip landing on her knees encouraged a soft, happy moan.

She was very good at stroking cock.

“Mariana, I need you to...”

I knew that if I told her to stop, she would stop. I knew if I told her to leave, she would leave. But she was so beautiful. And her mouth was right there
.

“It’s Jacqueline, do you understand? I can’t...I can’t do this to her...”

“If she loves you truly, as I do, she would want this for you.” The reverence in her eyes sparked again, green eyes blazing up at me. Her accented words made everything she said sound so right
. “Your cock deserves to be sucked. You deserve me sucking it. You deserve to fuck my face.”

Her lips were so tantalizingly close to the head of my now-fully-hard cock. I took up a fistful of her thick, incredibly soft black hair. It was like holding midnight. I didn’t know if I wanted to push her away or pull her in.

A deep satisfied purr emanating from her throat sealed the deal for me. She was so sexy. She wanted it so, so bad.

I pushed into her mouth with a guttural roar. She squealed happily, her tongue sliding up against my shaft every step of the way.

She wanted it. Oh god, how she wanted it! I plowed into her mouth, abandoning all restraint, my thick shaft pumping fast between the perfect, warm space of her lips. Her throat closed on my thick head as she swallowed and gulped, creating ever more suction for my meat.

“Oh fuck, Mariana,” I groaned. “I can't stop myself. I'm gonna cum. I'm going to cum right down your throat!”

She whimpered with need, urging me on. I fucked her mouth as hard as I could, feeling the pressure rise in my balls. And then, hot sweet release spread out from my balls and flushed through my entire system. I came, shooting hot thick strands of potent cum down her tummy.

Slowly, I let her slide off. She licked me all the way, cleaning obediently. A good maid. She continued to lick my cock, holding it gracefully with one hand, as she looked up at me inquisitively.

“Now, you don’t really want to fire me, do you, Sir?”

“No, Mariana. I don’t.”

“Then I can stay?”

“You must
 stay,” I said, gripping her hair tightly. “I command it.”

She moaned happily, sliding back onto my cock, which was already half-hard.

I had to command it. I was beginning to think I was in love with this woman, after all.

* * * * *

Two days later, I still had not fired Mariana, and Jacqueline had noticed.

I noticed that she had noticed because she stormed into my study, complaining about how she had noticed Mariana still working in my house.

I had to focus quite a bit to notice my wife at all at the time, you see. She was dressed in thick sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt that didn’t even fit her properly when she was fifty pounds heavier. She was breathing hard just from the effort of arriving in my study. She was weak, and angry, and pitiful, and mean-spirited, and no fun at all.

Beneath me, fit as a fiddle, Mariana obediently sucked my cock. She had been doing so for an entire ten minutes before Jacqueline had entered. I knew it was that long, because I was timing myself; I wanted to see how long I could keep Mariana's expect administrations from making me cum.

Mariana was everything my wife was not. Happy. Eager. Obedient.

Well. Of course I wanted her. Of course I looked at my wife coldly, when she was more of a burden than a partner.

“I d-don’t like this Mariana, do you understand?” Jacqueline’s voice had the cautious air of desperation. “She’s doing something. Something to us. Something to me
. And to you. You’re so big
 now, and so...so stern
 all the time, and—”

“And you’re up and about and looking well for one of the first times in more than six months,” I said. “If she’s doing something to you, then I ought to say it’s a good thing.”

“You know damn well what I mean! I never looked this...this healthy
 before, and—”

“You’re saying it’s a bad thing to look healthy? Oh yes, I’ll call her up right now and fire her.”

I could hear, beneath the desk, Mariana stifling a giggle. I leaned forward, shutting her up with my cock. This only elicited more deep vibrating purrs.

Jacqueline did look healthier, that much I had to admit. Her hair had grown out to extraordinarily long lengths, vibrant and shiny. Her face still had an unnatural pallor to it, but her lips were rosier than ever, and her cheeks had gained a sort of natural flush that was quite attractive. I suspected—though it was hard to tell underneath her baggy clothes—that she had even grown a few inches in her legs, and that her tits had expanded somewhat.

Mariana, slurping and moaning, made too much noise beneath me as Jacqueline continued complaining. I did not want to be found out. I wasn't scared of Jacqueline, but I didn't want to deal with her inevitable crying and sobbing and insults. I just wanted to be sucked off in peace like I deserved.

My beautiful maid had been sucking me off regularly ever since that first time a few days prior. Now she stopped to slurp down on my thick rod after every meal. I no longer jerked off. Mariana insisted on taking all the cum I had to give, and I had quite a lot to give.

I tapped on Mariana’s head to indicate that I wanted her to quiet down. The tapping to her head only seemed to encourage her, though, and she redoubled her efforts.

Very well. I would have this important meeting with my wife while getting sucked off by the woman of my dreams.

“Jonathan, I just...I don’t feel like you like me very much, lately. I feel like...I feel like Mariana is more important to you than I am. Why haven’t you fired her like I asked? I am your wife
.”

“You feel I don’t like you very much?” I asked, laughing slightly as Mariana did something very interesting with her tongue.

“Do you?”

I wouldn’t have been so bold as to answer, but Mariana’s magic tongue had relaxed my own quite a bit.

“I suppose not. I look after you all the time. What is there to like, lately? I love you, but what are you giving me to enjoy?”

That stunned her a bit.

“That...that may be true, but, that doesn’t mean you should ignore
 me.”

“Let me get this straight,” I said slowly, trying to measure my breath. Mariana was slowing down her pace to an excruciating crawl. “You’re mad because you think I’d rather fuck Mariana than you?”

“I...I wouldn’t be so crude
, but yes, that’s—”

“Well, it’s true. I would. Of course I would. She’s young, beautiful, energetic, and happy. You’re sick and mean and no fun at all.”

Several layers of sadness crossed over Jacqueline's face. “You’re being...you’re being cold, Jonathan. I don’t understand it. I don’t like it.”

“Maybe I’m just examining this situation in terms of a give and take. I’ve been taking care of you for nearly a year. And now you’re finally healthy again, and immediately you’re making demands? Your entire existence has been a demand for months
.”

I could tell this shocked her. She had never seen me be so brutally honest. Mariana’s mouth encouraged me, sucking me harder. I could hear the gentle shlick-shlick-schlick sound as she fingered her pussy. Me being this domineering with my wife was getting her off. Me brow-beating my wife made her hot, and that got me even more turned on. I leaned forward, squatting up off my chair as I spoke to Jacqueline even more sternly, and fucked Mariana’s mouth from the top down.

“Maybe,” I said, fucking my maid's mouth as hard as I knew how without giving myself away, “I’m just waking up to what I deserve. How long has it been since you’ve been a wife to me, really? A loving, doting example of a human being? And you’re mad because a little eye-candy is trotting around in sexy outfits and cleaning up after us. Well, she’s not going to be fired. And you better watch yourself before you are.”

The effect this had was like one of those inverted lines on a graph. Jacqueline’s reaction became more horrified, and Mariana’s became more intensified. She was getting me off to my wife’s despair...and god help me it was so dirty and evil that I couldn’t help but cum right in Mariana’s mouth.

My load squirted down through her mouth and splashed against her throat, no doubt filling up her belly. She told me she had stopped eating anything, to keep her stomach clear of all other nourishment but my cum. She swallowed me down happily, silently. Mariana knew her place. I disguised my orgasm by looking away—to Jacqueline, it would have been a look of reprimand.

“W-what does that
 mean?” Jacqueline asked finally.

“It means...” I scaled back a little, feeling somewhat guilty now that my orgasm had passed. “It means that a wife isn’t just a title. It’s a responsibility. Quite a lot of them, in fact.”

Her jaw worked around to the side, and she huffed and left the room, slamming the door. I exited Mariana’s mouth, and tugged her up off her knees by her hair.

Breathing hard and audibly swallowing down my load, she looked up at me with those gorgeous, innocent eyes.

“She’s going to be a problem, Mr. Oakland.” She licked her lips slowly, wiping up all the excess cum with her pink tongue.

“Yes,” I said distantly.

My mind was still processing the mind-blowing orgasm that Mariana had just given me. I noticed, after some time had passed, that she was still stroking my cock gently.

“She’s going to try to get between us more and more. I can’t allow that to happen,” she said. “I love you too much, Sir.”

I barely could focus on what she was saying, even with as touching and disturbing as it was. My eyes were fixed on her hand around my stiff, rock-hard penis.

“My god,” I said, voice soft. “My cock...it’s still hard.”

“I know
,” said Mariana. “Isn’t that great? And since you’ve already cum, you’ll be able to fuck me for even longer.”

“F-fuck you?”

She pushed me back in my chair and slipped onto my lap. Her tits bounced happily in their sexy black-and-white lace. She had on nothing but lingerie. Her heels had more than six inches to them.

“Of course, Sir. Don’t you want to fuck me? Didn’t you just
 say how you’d rather be fucking me than your wife?”

“That’s...I mean, context is an important—oh fuck
 you are so tight!”

She slid down on my cock, smiling rapturously. Her orgasm was evident, immense pleasure sliding over her face and shivering through her body. I could feel her pussy pulsing and gripping hard on my cock as her orgasm continued over several seconds.

“S-so good!” she cried. “My Sir! My Sir! So good! Oh god, Sir!”

After what appeared to be several more orgasms, with me looking on in complete abandon and arousal at the lust-puppet she had turned into, she shook her hair sexily and leveled her green gaze on me.

“Now,” she said, milking my rock-hard cock slow. “Shall we discuss how best to take care of your wife?”

“T-take care
 of her? What do you mean?”

“Oh, nothing like that
,” she giggled. “She’s a total dish. You should keep her around. But I have certain equipment with me that can expediate her...adjustment process.”

“Adjustment?”

“Yes, Sir. Like I was adjusted.”

“Like...like you
 were...”

“Yes, Sir,” she said again, smiling broadly. “You didn’t think I was born this way, did you? Heavens, no. I mean, I was rather beautiful, and busty, and leggy...but Castle Enterprises made all of that substantially better. And coded me to be your ever-loving, everlasting fertile servant. Just as I can do for your wife. I’m so happy
 they altered me for your pleasure.”

“F-fertile? You mean you’re—”

I stopped as she tugged her bra down. I could see her bare tits at last. They were beautiful, huge, and...

Leaking?

They were lactating, I realized. Milk spurted slowly out from them, running down her body in warm droplets.

“Pregnant? Oh, I hope
 so. At least I hope I will be soon.” She whispered in my ear, her hair soft against the side of my face. “Because I know you’re going to give me the biggest load in the world. You’re so perfect and good. You couldn’t do less.”

I leaned forward, unable to help myself, and licked up her milk. It was delicious. Perfect. Just like her.

“You want to change my wife,” I sucked up more of her milk, “...my Jacqueline, into...into someone like you.”

“Yes.”

“Obedient. Beautiful. Loving...”

“And fertile.” She squeezed her lactating tits, the cream spilling downward onto her tight, perfect body. “So she can give you lots
 of babies. Yes, Sir. All I need is your say-so.”

“Fuck. Mariana...”

I wanted to get Jacqueline pregnant. That was no mystery to me. And that was another one of her failures as a wife, refusing me in that account. And here was this beauty, milking my cock like a goddess, and begging
 to get my wife pregnant and to get pregnant herself.

“Please, Master? Please, Sir? Let me change her mind. Let me make her what she is supposed
 to be. Please? Let me change your wife. Tell me to break her mind, Master, please? Please, Sir?”

Her pleading picked up the more that she squeezed and milked my cock. I couldn’t hold back any more—I needed to release. And I needed, needed
 to see my wife become whatever Mariana wanted to make her into. Her milk ran down her body, and I could feel it sliding into our intersection, lubing up my cock and her pussy as we fucked even harder.

“Yes!” I cried, cumming madly into her fertile, welcoming, lactating body. “Do it! Do it all!”

“Yes Sir!” she cried, clearly orgasming from the opportunity to obey me. “Yes Master! Anything you say!”

I was so exhausted by the multiple-orgasm session that, afterward, I did not have time to change my mind before Mariana had already gotten started.

* * * * *

That night, Jacqueline was in bed, exhausted from yelling at me earlier. I watched from the hallway, hidden in the shadows, as Mariana entered the room. I was stark naked. I didn't care. This was my house, and I was a man. I had nothing to be ashamed of. My body was shredded with muscle.

Mariana wore a new outfit. Now she had on a smoky dark pair of nylons that contrasted sharply with the bright white minidress she had on. She no longer bothered to wear her apron. Wrapped around her waist was an enormous silk bow, its ends sliding down the backs of her amazing thighs.

She had taken to changing outfits twice a day. She had asked if one was enough, and I said that she needn’t ask about such matters.

She took that
 to mean that even asking if one was enough was unnecessary because more than one outfit a day was so clearly what was necessary.

She was a treasure. I wanted to fill her up with all the cum I could manage.

Jacqueline eyed Mariana coldly, with great viciousness, as the younger beauty approached. Mariana held the tray of medicine and a glass of milk on one hand, perfectly balanced on the tips of her strong, elegant fingers. In the other hand was her trunk, dragged behind her effortlessly. I tried picking it up myself—it was lighter than air, now. I was so strong these days.

“Medicine, Madam,” Mariana intoned, setting the trunk down easily.

Jacqueline stared murder at her. “Get out of here, you...you whore
. I know
 what you’ve done.”

“Of course you do, Madam. Take your medicine, if you please.”

She held the tray under Jacqueline's seated form.

“You’ve been fucking
 him, haven’t you? He’s been pounding away at the pretty body of yours, I have no doubt. And why is that trunk
 here?”

“Madam, it’s time for your medicine. Please take it.”

Grudgingly, Jacqueline took the medicine and the glass of milk. She held them in her hands, frowning at both. Mariana set the trunk down next to the bed.

I eyed the milk lasciviously. I knew where it came from now. It was Mariana's milk. Her tits had been lactating ever since she had met me—and she had been putting it all in our food. That was her secret ingredient. It was also, she had told me, why I had changed so much.

“I don’t like the way these make me feel. So...peppy and strange. 44DD.” She read off the pill. “What does that even mean? I don't remember the doctor prescribing these.”

“It’s for the best, Madam. You’re much healthier now.”

“Like you care! Answer what I asked. You’ve been fucking my husband, haven’t you?”

Mariana smiled, twirling her thick hair in one hand.

“Yes Madam, I have been. Drink your milk and take your medicine, if you please.”

Jacqueline’s jaw went slack. Clearly she hadn’t expected Mariana to just outright admit the infidelity. Neither had I. I almost rushed in right at that moment...but something stayed my hand. I think it was how calm Mariana seemed.

Besides, I was in complete control of the situation. I was the man of the house. I controlled everything and everyone I saw. That was my right.

“Wh-why?” sputtered Jacqueline.

“Because it’s important. Your health, Madam.”

“No! Not that. Sleeping with my husband. Why did you do that?”

“Because he’s a prime example of a man, madam. He is this house's Master. He is, therefore, my
 Master. He’s a testosterone-fueled super stud. I can’t even exist in the same room as him without my pussy pulsing with the need to be filled by his cock. Because I’m a sexy, good little slave, and that’s what sexy good little slaves do in front of testosterone-fueled super stud Masters.”

As Mariana spoke, Jacqueline had started to obediently take her medicine. She drank the whole cup of milk. I felt my cock stiffen at the sight. It was like she was programmed to do it; maybe the same way I was programmed to need to cum right after I ate one of Mariana’s meals.

“B-but he’s my...MY husband...”

“Yes, Madam. But you had better start acting like it now that you’re better, oughtn’t you?”

“What would you know about it?”

I could see Jacqueline trying to be vicious, but all the viciousness had left her. A soft, gentle smile had started to form on her lovely face. Mariana's milk and the magical medicine 44DD doing its work.

God, she was beautiful, my wife. Truly. I hadn’t seen it for so very long, what with the sickness and all. When you only take care of someone for such a long time, when your role is caretaker and not partner, you begin to lose that attraction. Maybe it’s biological. But she truly was beautiful when she was happy. I could see that now.

“I know,” said Mariana, sitting down on the bed with Jacqueline, “that a good wife is always happy to suck and serve her husband at any time. She begs to do it; she does not wait to be asked. She waits on him hand and foot, and advertises her willingness with the way she dresses. And I know that you didn’t do any of that even when you were well.”

“I had...I was busy
...”

Her head started to fall into Mariana’s lap. She nuzzled up against the tight, young beauty’s body, Mariana’s tits pillowing over the top of her face. Jacqueline’s breaths had become soft and measured, matching in time with Mariana’s.

“A good wife is never too busy for her Husband. Her Husband is the first priority.”

Adjusting slightly, Mariana let her top down, freeing her tits. They were large, globular, and perfect. Her nipples were like thick, hot raspberries. Gently, she stroked Jacqueline's hair. I started stroking my naked cock. This was too much.

“I’ve been wanting for you to suck on my tits for a long, long time, Madam.”

“I...oh. Oh my. Have you?”

“Oh yes. You see, I’ve been lactating for a long time. And you've had lots
 of my milk. But you haven't had it straight from the source.”

Jacqueline's voice was sleepy. “I...I don’t understand.”

“Mister Castle is always perfecting his pharmaceuticals. Before I met Master, your dear Husband, I was unable to lactate. I was not a true woman. But as soon as I saw him, Mr. Oakland, I knew my purpose, and my body reacted perfectly. I created just the right kind of milk to make Master happy. And what’s more, anyone that drinks my milk will become much more like they ought to be.”

She slid my wife’s face onto one perfect, milk-heavy tit. My wife, drawn in inexorably, began to suckle obediently. I continued to stroke my cock, watching in amazement.

“You see? Doesn’t that taste good?”

Jacqueline sounded high as she sucked more and more. “Mmmhmmm...”

“Good girl. Isn’t it nicer just to let your mind empty out a little bit? Just to be a little happier. Let go of all those silly resentments. All those petty feelings of hatred and nastiness. You’re so very smart; anybody can see that. I want you to use all that intelligence for being a hot, sexy, pretty, good girl for Mister Oakland. He’s your Husband, after all, and the Master of the House besides. We good girls must obey the Master of the House, mustn’t we?”

Another satisfied, drugged-up acquiescent moan from Jacqueline.

Mariana got up then and pulled her trunk to Jacqueline. She cleared away some clothes, setting them in neat little piles, and then pressed carefully around the inside of the trunk. A low hum began, and a blue light emanated from its interior. Soon, a series of screens and robotic arms hissed upward, forming a small half-shell. Mariana pulled out an extendable table, complete with cushion, and laid Jacqueline down on it. The top half of her torso fit entirely within the shell, flooding her barely-conscious form with blue light from the screens. The robot arms shifted her into position.

Mariana had explained all this to me the night before:

“With good girls like me, there is not so much hardware needed. I was by and large willing and happy to be a servant. Most of the work was done to code me to you, which, again, I am so
 deliriously happy about. You’re so
 strong and perfect.”

“It’s your coding that makes you say that,” I had said.

“Do you care?”

I found, after some short introspection, that I absolutely didn’t. It was, in fact, pretty hot. Her loyalty to me would never be in question. That’s what I deserved. A completely loyal, completely hot fuckpet maid. I was a real man, after all.

“With your wife, though,” Mariana continued, “so much of the energy and effects of the standard 44DD treatment went to combating—and utterly defeating—her illness, that her mind hasn’t received as much attention as it might to make her more...agreeable.”

“The drug affects her mind?” I had asked. “And yours?”

“It makes women into what they are supposed to be. Servile. Fertile. Eager. And happy. Wouldn’t you agree that’s for the best?”

Again, I couldn’t find any issue with that logic. That was what women were supposed to be. Jacqueline had been something of a disappointment in all those departments.

Now, with Jacqueline in the contraption from the trunk, my homewrecking fuckpet maid saw me watching and stroking my cock. She bite her lower lip and giggled happily, clapping her hands together. The plan was all coming together. With Jacqueline in place, Mariana stepped out in the hallway with me.

“I made a meal for you,” she said, kissing me hungrily. “It’s in the kitchen. This next stage can be quite long. And uncomfortable, for viewers. I wouldn’t want you to have second thoughts on how we must improve your wife.”

Not seeing anything better to do, and not sure how much I wanted to watch Mariana “improve” Jacqueline, I went downstairs after a few sizzling-hot kisses from my maid slave.

The meal waiting for me in the kitchen was large and incredible, just like what I deserved. It was the size of a Thanksgiving feast for a nine-person family. Turkey, dressing, pie, and of course, several tall glasses of milk. I picked up a whole turkey and tore into it with my teeth, and felt my cock bulge and harden.

I took another bite of turkey, and my cock bulged again. Another bite, and still a stronger pulse. I downed an entire leg in short order and felt my cock spurting out cum.

It was like the food was fueling my testosterone levels. Maybe...maybe Mariana had put a glaze from her milk on all the food. That would be hot.

Mariana had arranged all of this. That was clear now.

The perfect submissive, trying to craft herself the perfect environment. She was crafting me the perfect wife—and so perhaps also the perfect Mistress for herself. The perfect Wife for me certainly would be Mariana’s perfect Mistress, just as I was her perfect Master.

I didn’t care. The meal was all so damn delicious. I wanted more and more and more. I kept tossing the delicious fuel into my gullet, not subsiding in the least after wave after wave of orgasm moved through me. The floor around me soon became sticky and thick with my cum.

I remember eating half of it before my darkness set in, and I passed out.

* * * * *

I woke to a pair of female hands sliding over my hairy, muscular legs.

“Master?”

“Husband?”

I groaned, trying to wake. It was hard. Everything felt heavy.

“Oh, Madam...he ate all
 the food.” This was Mariana. I saw her first, looking over me with concerned eyes. “The poor dear. He must have such a tummy ache.”

“Yes. My poor Husband.” Jacqueline's face slid into view. “We mustn’t leave him alone like this. It’s our duty to make sure he eats in proper amounts.”

“Yes, Madam. Of course. I will make adjustments to our planner when we cook for him again. It will be such a joy to give him the food he deserves.”

I woke completely to them talking like this, already in perfect rhythm, as if they were sisters and had been looking after me for years. They lifted me up and place me sitting up on the kitchen floor, both of them kneeling before me. Waiting. Needing.

“Jacqueline?” I asked.

I could barely believe my eyes. My mousey, cute wife was nothing more than a distant hint in the sexy visage that now knelt over me. She was tall, her deep chestnut hair voluminous and long, shiny, her eyes a bright, happy blue. Sapphire blue. Deep ocean blue. Her form was comparable to Mariana’s now—busty, tiny-waisted, long-legged, with flaring child-rearing hips and sensational muscle tone. She was pale where Mariana was tan, and her features distinctly American where Mariana’s were Latin, but still I felt in ways they could have passed for sisters. Perhaps it was the look of absolute reverence in their eyes as they both admired my prone form, or perhaps it was the manner in which they were both dressed—both of them in sexy white bridal lingerie.

Elbow-length gloves. Tight lacy corsets, pushing their tits up. Diamonds around their necks and on their ears. White fishnet stockings leading into tall white heels.

“Your outfits...” I muttered slowly.

Jacqueline giggled. “I thought it appropriate, Sir. I’ve never truly been your Wife before now. Won’t it be so much better knowing I’ll be your obedient fuckpet wifeyslut from now on? And you are just as married to Mariana as you are to me...she is our partner in all things.”

Mariana clutched her hands to her overflowing chest, tears of happiness appearing in her big green eyes. Her gloves had little bows on the wrists. “Oh, thank you, Madam.”

Jacqueline leaned in and kissed Mariana slowly, passionately, and then slowly let her retreat. Mariana’s eyes were full of hot, easy lust. I recognized the look—it was the same eager, needy look that she constantly gave to me.

I realized suddenly she was as much Jacqueline’s servant as she was mine. She had been this way all along. It was just that, with Jacqueline in such a weak position, Mariana hadn’t been able to do her duty properly.

Watching the two goddesses make out was easily the hottest thing I had seen. I loved them both so much; I wanted them both so much. Their loving gaze turned to me, then, and widened with arousal and amazement.

“Do you see that, Madam? He's hard. I told
 you he would be. He's so
 strong.”

“Yes,” Jacqueline had started to drool, looking at my erect cock. “You had cum so much earlier, I didn't know if you would be able...”

I looked to one side from the overflowing of jizz had spurted from my cock beneath the kitchen table and the half-eaten feast. It was thick and solid now, like another layer on the floor. I was halfway surprised Mariana wasn't already slurping it up, and then I noticed the heavy sheen on their tits. Apparently, before they woke me up, they had spread some of my spent cum all over their cleavage and necks.

Fuck. That was hot.

I slid upward onto the nearby chair.

“You girls have been...very good,” I said, drinking in the sight of them.

“Yes,” said Mariana. “Won't you reward us? Won't you fuck your wife?”

“Yes, my darling Husband, please? Won't you?” Jacqueline purred. She slipped forward into my knees, her gloved hands moving over my naked thighs and searching out my stiff cock. “I need
 a baby from you. I need to be pregnant with your babies so bad!
”

“But...you’re well, now. Your career...”

“My career can wait. My silly little goals and projects were just that. Silly. Nothing in comparison to being what you need
. Give me a baby? Give me lots
 of them. Twins? Triplets? Quintuplets? I know you can do it. You're so strong. Put them inside me? Make me so
 pregnant, please, Husband? Let me finally be the Wife that you’ve earned.”

I couldn’t resist. I grabbed her by the thick mass of her hair and kissed her hard, with as much passion as I had kissed anyone in my life. All my fatigue slipped away the second my lips touched hers. Soon I had her on her back in the puddle of my cum, and I spread her legs open and plunged inside of her with virulent force.

Her cunt, not fucked in so very long, was as tight as it had ever been. Tight as a virgin’s. Or maybe that was because my cock had become so huge; maybe a tighter, hotter, wetter pussy was one of the side-effects of all the changes Mariana had brought about. My cock, bigger than it had ever been, shoved hard inside of her, and further than it ever had gone before. And still, she felt as if she had been crafted from the cosmos to hold my cock.

Ripping away at her lingerie, I saw almost right away that Jacqueline's tits were lactating. Her milk spilling all over her body. Her tits were so huge
 now. I wanted to fuck them, and the only reason I didn't is because her cunt felt so heavenly.

Mariana ripped her own corset down and revealed her lactating tits to me. The sweet white contrasted so sharply with her tanned skin. Smiling as I pounded into Jacqueline, she slid one tit in my mouth. Hot, warm, delicious milk quickly slid around my tongue. Both tits were lactating thoroughly—the one I wasn’t sucking on was leaking down onto my cock, lubricating it as I fucked my wife’s tight pussy.

“Oh my god, Husband!” Jacqueline cried. “Oh my god, please! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

“Yes, Master!” Mariana moaned. “You must keep going. You must! Fill her up! Take her how you deserve! Take her, take her!”

“Fuck yeah,” I grunted in between long sucks of Mariana's milk. “I'm gonna give you a baby, Wife. How do you like that? I'm gonna get you fucking pregnant
.”

“Yes please, Sir!” she moaned. “Fucking do it! Cum in me! Cum in my belly! Cum in my babymaking body, oh please! Oh please!”

Mariana's “adjustments” had been thorough indeed. The old Jacqueline would have never gone for this. Neither would the old me. I didn't care. The pressure was building and building. Mariana was shoving my hips as I slammed into my wife, cheering me on. We were all three of us covered in milk and cum.

I couldn't take any more; it was too hot. The pressure had reached its boiling point, and I released into my wife's hot cunt. Her eyes dilated with the sudden injection of sperm into her body, and from her throat came a roaring mixture of song and moans. She was overwhelmed with bliss. Mariana, watching as we both came together, came herself. There was nothing more pleasurable to her than seeing her Master and Mistress cum together.

Breathing heavily, eventually I slipped out from Jacqueline's body. I was still hard. I knew I deserved to fuck again.

“Mariana,” I said, grabbing my maid by the hair. “Lick my cum up from your Mistress's cunt. I'm going to make sure you're pregnant, slave.”

Whimpering, she obeyed. Soon, she was on all fours, ready for me to enter her.

We went all day before we finally collapsed from exhaustion.

* * * * *

These days, life is a hell of a lot more like it should have been all along.

I’m a man, you see. A real man. This is the sort of treatment a real man deserves. I built this family from the ground up, and I ought to be honored for it.

Jacqueline is completely pregnant, these days. So is Mariana. I deserve lots of children. They’ll grow up right and I’ll give them jobs in my store. Before very long, I won’t need any of those old employees at all; I’ll have people I know I can depend on entirely.

Tomorrow, Jacqueline’s sister, Eliza, is coming by. Ostensibly, she’s coming over to celebrate Jacqueline’s pregnancy, but I know for a fact—because Jacqueline has obediently reported it to me—that she is rather worried about Jacqueline’s sudden complete shift in priorities. She worries about after-effects from the drugs that saved her life, or some kind of mental breakdown. Of course, I’ll set Eliza straight. That’s what men do with women—we let them know what to fill their pretty little heads with, and then we fill up their pretty little cunts as we please. And if Eliza isn't pretty enough for me, I'll make sure Jacqueline and Mariana use their milk to make sure she is.

Jacqueline’s been cooing in my ears all week while Mariana has sucked me off, begging me to think about fucking the face of Eliza. She’s desperate to have her sister as pregnant as she is. She thinks it would be “so cool” to have her pregnant sister in the same house as her.

I think I agree. That's what I deserve as Master of the House.

# # #


Maid Made Bare 4: Servicing The Biker Gang

––––––––

The gorgeous, mind-bogglingly busty, blond maid was in the yard now, kneeling, waiting for me to enter her.

She had been begging for this for days now. Dropping hints about how many cocks she’d love to have stuffed inside of her gorgeously tight, busty body. She wanted the entire gang to empty themselves on her tight, scorching hot body. Probably, for her, the waiting had felt more like months because she needed it so bad. In her whole life as a beautiful, mouthwatering, servile maid, she had never been stuffed with as many cocks as my gang and I were about to put inside of her.

We gathered around her in the grass, all of us with our hard, strong dicks at full attention in the cool night air. And even though the night was cool, our girls on the sidelines wearing leather jackets to stay warm, the air was hot in the circle we formed. You could feel the heat pouring off from our bodies.

Vivian, the maid, knelt before us, the whole gang. My gang, now. A puddle of milk was under her body, pooling through the grass—all of it from her gorgeously huge, leaking tits. The milk was delicious. I knew that better than anybody. I had taken more than anybody, too. It had changed me; made me taller, stronger, my cock bigger than before. It had made my girls Nora and Willow sexier, more obedient—and completely in love with me.

The milk had made me more confident, more of a man. More of the kind of callous, hard stud that doesn't brook shit from anyone—not even a violent biker gang like the Scorpions. The milk had taught me how right it was for me to do whatever I wanted with Vivian. She was my maid, after all.

But she hadn’t always been.

* * * * *

Sirens coated the night. I heaved as I stumbled through brush after brush, knocking blindly into trees. Small cuts flared up on my arms, legs, and face as branches and twigs swatted into my body. The forest would have been hell to navigate in broad daylight. In the middle of the night, it was next to impossible.

Blood dripped from my body from three different wounds. My leg, my shoulder, and my stomach had all been hit, gunshot, and I was losing blood fast.

An hour before I had been about to become a rich man, robbing the central bank in the city. Thirty minutes before, I had been double-crossed by a man I called my best friend, shot, and left for dead.

I thought I was a goner. Hell, I knew
 I was a goner. I had seen men shot in places less crucial than I was and still die. If not from blood loss, then complications from the wounds. Infection, disease. Or even getting caught in a hospital, where anybody from a rival gang could team up on you and leave you with a slit throat.

I was in trouble city, population: my whole situation. Overhead, I could hear a helicopter thumping away through the air, spotlight flashing in the distance. Some stupid part of me wanted to run to the spotlight so at least then I could know where I was going.

Ahead of me, sparkling out from the darkness, was a light. A house, its backyard lit up. Like some idiot insect, I drifted toward it as quick as I could. Crawling over broken logs and branches, cutting up my hands and feet as I stumbled and fell, got up, and fell again.

Before I knew it, I was in the long back yard of the house. I climbed over the fence, not sure how.  By that, I mean I don't remember it any more. Blood loss sometimes turns into memory loss. My jeans and jacket were clumped with dirt. In front of me was the house, a long series of glass windows working as a direct entrance into a wide room with chairs and a television. There were a few lights on, but they all seemed like hall lights, the sort of night lights you left in an outlet.

I arrived inside of the house in a blur, again barely conscious of how I did it. Seconds melded into each other. I just knew that it the house was dark inside, seemingly unoccupied, and far from the sirens and flashing lights that had followed me now for miles.

Bending over a chair, I heaved and coughed. There was blood in the coughs, layering down to the floor and furniture.

Yup. Dying soon.

What the hell, I figured. I'd been in a biker gang nearly all my life. Nobody could I say I hadn't punched my ticket to die young.

Contemplating my mortality, I heard high heels—someone else inside the house. My stomach dropped, but I laughed. Fine. At least I’d have someone to watch me die.

“Are you Nathan Baron?”

I could barely see her in the shadows of the place. She seemed tall, though, with long golden hair. Her voice was soft and light, but also strangely robotic.

“No,” I said. “I’m Pace.”

Nearby where she stood was a tall lamp. She turned it on, revealing that she wore next to no clothing at all. Just a frilly white maid’s apron and tall white high heels. She was breathtakingly beautiful. Her tits were enormous, the biggest I’d ever seen on a woman in person while still being so buoyant and young, and she sported a wasp-like waist. Her face was angelic, beautiful. I thought maybe I’d already died on the way to the house, and had gone to heaven.

“I see.” Momentary confusion flitted on her face. “Are you my owner?”

Her eyes, bright and willing, were very hard to ignore. I assumed she was on drugs, and a lot of them. It was the only thing I could think of, outside of me having already died, that made any sense.

“Sure,” I said. “Yeah. Your owner. Master of the whole house. That’s me.”

Her face twitched slightly, eyes scanning my body quickly. Up and down, up and down. Her expression changed from blank to confused to ecstatic to aroused to finally, comfortably happy.

“Oh, hello!” she stepped forward. Her legs shone in the dim light, bronzed and sexy.

She smiled prettily. Everything she did was pretty, as a matter of fact.

“I’m so
 glad you’re here, Master. It’s been so
 long that I’ve been waiting for you. Are you here to stay?”

“Oh yeah, I’ll be here for the rest of my life.” I grunted, sliding down into the reclining chair beneath me. What can I say? I was feeling wry. “At least until I pass out and probably bleed to death, okay?”

“Very well. I love
 that you’re here to stay. Are you sure you have to die, though? That seems like a very unfortunate circumstance to be in.”

“Lady, if you can fix it, you go on and fix it.”

I pushed deep back into the recliner. It was nice. Leather. Quickly, my blood began to puddle up inside the pockets on the side of the cushions.

When I looked up again, the maid—I didn’t know what else to call her—was gone. I assumed again that I had died, but now I thought I was in hell. Making up gorgeous women who called me Master and then having them disappear certainly seemed like one version of hell to me.

But she reappeared moments later, the sound of her heels clicking on the hard floor preceding her arrival. In her hands was a first aid kit and a glass of milk.

“Please,” she said, handing me the milk, “drink this?”

Any strength I had was fading. I could barely hold on to the glass, letting it rest on the arm of the chair. Within seconds, she had cut off my pants and then my shirt with thick surgical scissors. I stopped her before she took the scissors to my vest—a man’s got to have some standards, after all.

Steel might have betrayed me, but I was still a Scorpion through and through, and not nobody—not even some sexy-as-fuck maid—was going to rip apart my vest. Those were my colors, my leather, and I had earned every last bit of them.

“My name is Vivian,” she said slowly. God, her voice was so fucking hot. Soft. Like a silk blanket for your brain. It would be nice to die, hearing her speak the whole time.

“I’m so glad you’re here,” she said, examining the bullet wounds. “When I showed up, there was no one at all. Did you know that you’re the first man I’ve ever seen?”

“Huh?”

“Not ever
, of course.” Her voice melodious. “But ever since I was perfected and made into a maid.”

She was just talking nonsense, now. I had no idea what to make of it. I assumed it was just the drugs talking. I didn’t know what drugs they might be, though, and back at the Hot Poker, where the Scorpions hang, I had seen just about every kind working through a person's system.

“Yes, you see, there must have been some scheduling error. Nathan Baron was supposed to have been here over a month ago. That’s when I arrived, and let myself in. I belong to the house, after all. But no one was here.”

Her fingers roamed over my wounds, careful and prodding. I decided not to look. I didn’t need that kind of fuel for my nightmares.

“Oh yes,” she said. “I will be able to fix you right up. Please, drink your milk?”

Finally, I did as she said. She helped me, holding the glass up to my mouth, and watched me take in the thick, creamy substance with a sort of zealous glee in those bright blue eyes. I could have sworn that she orgasmed
, her mouth emanating soft, almost imperceptible moans. Tricks of a dying mind, I thought.

I only meant to take a sip, but somehow I swallowed the whole damn glass. The milk hit me hard, heavy. I thought she must have drugged it somehow. It filled my chest with warmth, made everything feel sluggish and good.

There was a harsh, sharp knock at the door. That was a cop’s knock.

“Oh god.” I tried not to groan. “Don’t answer it, please.”

“I must. I must
 answer the door. I am required.”

“But I...fuck. Don’t tell them I’m here, all right?”

“Why not?”

“I’d rather not die in a cop car, okay?”

She smiled. “You are not going to die at all, Master.”

What the hell can you do against such endless enthusiasm?

“Just...don’t tell them...please.”

She got up and strutted to the door. I watched her ass as she left, so tight and shiny. But then she left my view, and I heard her open the door.

I could only hear what they said. I saw nothing.

“Hello, officers. Can I help you?”

“Yes...”

I took their silence as trying to adjust for her wardrobe, or lack thereof.

“Y-Yes, ma’am.” This cop's voice was thick, heavy. He sounded fat. “We’re looking for a bank robber. We think he may have come this way.”

“A bank robber?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“In this
 house? You must be joking.”

“I’m afraid not, ma’am. May we come in?”

“You may not
. My Owner...I mean, the owner of this was very explicit. No police on his property. He does not trust you to stay within the fourth amendment. I’m sorry, but I must abide by his wishes.”

“Ma’am, we have several
 reports of a very dangerous man being in this vicinity, and—”

“Did you see
 him come in here?”

There was a heavy silence. My freedom hung there in that silence, suspended between two worlds. I would not have been surprised if they had seen me enter; I wouldn't have been surprised if they hadn't.

“Well, no, but—”

“Then you have no grounds to be in here. Good night, gentlemen. And the best of luck to you.”

The door shut. I felt relief pour through my body. Vivian strutted back in the room, her face blissful.

“There,” she said. “All done. I took care of them just as you asked, Master. Was I good?”

“Very,” I said.

My voice was quiet, all of me so tired.

I’d die in this chair; that was all right. Like I said, I'd certainly earned it. I only wished I could have seen Nora one more time. I didn't care if she didn't love me like I loved her; I didn't care if she only wanted to be with Willow. I wanted just to tell her she was good, that I loved her, that she was everything to me.

“My poor, poor dear,” she said, stroking my hair. “It’s going to be all right, okay? I will make it all okay, Master.”

She tugged her apron off, revealing her scintillating hot body to me. Her abs were toned, her skin entirely bronzed. Did she live in the sun? And her tits, so huge and plump, they were...

They were leaking milk. Milk just like the kind I had taken from the glass.

Smiling, she plopped her thick, milk-dripping tit into my mouth. Like a babe, I couldn't help but suck down. It was so damn delicious.

I passed out, still suckling.

* * * * *

I woke slow. Pain had left my body, and only soreness remained. A trade-off I had no problem with.

Looking around, I found I was in a large, expensive-looking bedroom. The sort that rich types might have; the kind you see in magazines when you're waiting at the dentist's office. The bed had pillars—pillars!—and the sheets were silk. Ornate woodwork was engraved into the nearby bedside table. The tall window across the room was open, leading into an open balcony. Wind slipped through, curling the curtains into the room.

The wind sent a slight chill through my bones. I was naked, I realized, on top of the bed. I looked down at my body, and found no wounds present. Just faint scars—and even then, scars that indicated that the wounds had been healed for years.

I was confused. For several moments, I thought that perhaps the whole thing had been imagined. Not just arriving in the house—but the bank robbery, being chased by the police, the betrayal, hell, maybe even being part of a gang at all.

But no, the sting of Steel’s turn on me was too sharp still. That had to be real.

Maybe I should explain some.

My name is Pace. Probably you figured that out. At the time of arriving in the house with Vivian, I’d been the underboss in a gang called the Scorpions for about ten years, ever since I turned eighteen. Steel, the gang boss, was my best friend. He and I, working together, were the reason that he got to be in charge in the first place.

Steel was something of the brawn of the whole operation, and I was the brains. I had no trouble with that arrangement, and I thought Steel didn’t either. But over time, he got more and more jealous. He didn't like that every time there was a big heist, or a big weapons deal, or a big double-cross on another gang, I was the one who thought it all the way through. More and more, our boys started giving me more credit than him.

“You see all the angles, Pace,” Steel said to me a number of times, drunk off his ass. “All the angles. But you don't ever see me, do you?”

In the last couple years, he had been consumed with jealousy, with the drink, and with Duchess.

Duchess was his best girl. Lots of gangsters in the Scorpions had a best girl—I was one of the few who didn't. I only had eyes for Nora, and she only had eyes for Willow, but that was just the way.

Anyway, Duchess was a hot little brunette number who had Steel wrapped around her finger. She didn't like that I had Steel's ear, and had done a whole lot in the past few years to turn him against me. I didn't think it was anything that couldn't be reversed by a run of good fortune. So I came up with a plan—robbing the central bank at a time when it would have several million dollars floating through it.

I thought this bank deal was a way for us to make good. All the money we were gonna get? It would set us up for the next five or six years, at least. More if we invested it right.

Steel insisted that it be just me and him going in. I should have guessed his game then, but I didn't. We stormed into the place, knocking out the guards, and pacifying all the civvies. Nobody got hurt. It was going great.

And then, as soon as we got the money out of the vault, Steel turned on me.

“Sorry, Pace. But somebody’s gotta take the fall. Otherwise, the cops will never stop looking for us. They gotta have somebody to blame.”

He had a guard’s gun in his hands. He shot me three times. Just enough to keep me alive until the cops came.

Well, screw that. I wasn’t going to let him just use me.

I escaped into the street, running after Steel. He took our getaway car, though. I kept floating through the street, bleeding horrendously, and finally got some distance from the bank by hopping into the back of a garbage truck. It slowed in traffic, and I had to jump out off the highway into the forest. By that time it was getting dark, and the police were getting close and...well, that should just about catch you up.

In the bed at the house, I was still considering the situation and what to do next. Then I heard the tell-tale click of high heels approaching. Immediately, I felt my cock get hard. I remembered, with great explicitness, the way she had nursed me as I went to sleep. I hadn't expected to find it so erotic, so hot, to suck on her tit, but it really was.

Like an angel, Vivian walked in again, wearing nothing but golden lingerie and a tiny white apron. The apron was lacy, see-through, and I could see all of her incredible body right through it.

“You’re awake!” she exclaimed. “I’m so
 happy, Sir. Are you feeling better?”

I was happy to see her too, I found. This surprised me. I barely knew her, and yet, she felt like the only friend I had.

“Yes. How long...how long have I been here?”

“Oh, just a few days.”

“A few days
?”

I was stunned. How had she talked off the police for that long?

Though, you know what? Never mind. She could convince me of basically anything if she kept looking at me with those big blue eyes. I figured she’d had little trouble convincing the police to fuck off.

“Yes, Sir. You had many wounds. You had to sleep them off.”

“Sleep them off? How do you sleep off a gunshot wound?”

“With the right mixture of sleep and medicine, Sir, anything is possible.”

She had slipped up onto the bed now, sliding her tiny lingerie and apron down and revealing her plump, milk-leaking tits. The warm substance immediately dripped on my skin, filling my mind with filthy thoughts. It was like her milk was lust incarnate, capable of shaping whoever touched it or tasted it into a better vehicle for providing hot, nasty sex.

“I don’t...ahhh...believe you.”

Her hand had wrapped around my cock—already stiffening—and I found myself losing the will to resist. Fuck, she was gorgeous.

“My milk is especially
 potent, Sir,” she said slowly. “You see, I’ve had nothing to do for months now. No sexual energy to expend. So, it all went into my milk. I’ve been taking regular
 doses of my happy fun bimbo pills, but since I don’t get fucked or bred by any huge, perfect studs like my Master Pace...well. It all just...goes into the milk.”

There was just a whole lot that needed explaining from that. Bimbo pills? Fucked and bred? And what
 goes into the milk?

“You take...pills that make you this way?”

“Oh yes, Sir. 44DD. They’re rather wonderful. I’d be perfectly happy without them, and perfectly sexy too. And, in fact, I was supposed
 to curtail my dosage when I first met my Owner, but then, you took so very long to arrive here.”

“You think I’m your Owner?”

I could feel myself matching her capitalization already. Her stroking picked up on my cock, thumb pushing into the thick head of my meat.

“Of course, Sir. You said so yourself. Don’t you want to be my Owner? Aren’t you glad that I’ll do every last little thing you say?”

I lay back on the bed, breathing hard. God, she was good at stroking a cock. I could feel my orgasm already sliding up to the surface. Her thumb mixed my precum around on the head of my dick, sliding expertly from shaft to head.

“You’re a sex slave,” I realized. “An honest-to-god sex slave.”

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “I’m a servant. And I love sex, it’s true. And I give it out happily for my Master and all his women, and his guests. Why, if you brought a whole bunch of men over, I'd love to sample all their cocks and cum, one by one. And I love
 to make more women just
 as happily sexified as I am. But I’m not a slave
.”

Make other women...like her? Good lord.

“You’ll do whatever I order you to, though, right?”

She shrugged. “Pretty much.”

“Especially sexual acts?”

“Oh my, yes.” She sighed happily.

“And how does that not make you a slave?”

“Because I don’t call myself that, silly.” Her strokes on my cock so urgent, so perfected in scope. “And I’m brilliantly happy doing everything you ask.”

“But someone made
 you that way.”

“Yes,” she nodded. “And thank goodness they did! I don’t remember, but I could only have been miserable before. Did you know I cum practically every five minutes now?”

Her stroking had increased in frequency. She must have sensed my incumbent orgasm somehow. The perfect sexual servant.

“From...from what?”

“Oh, just existing. I love it so
 much. Almost as much as I love cock.”

Cumming...from existing? It didn't seem real. But god, none of this did.

“Fucking...fuck. Fuck, okay. Fuck.”

I slammed my fist down on the bed, breathing fast now. I was going to cum.

“Yes...” her hand slid up my thighs. “Shall we fuck, Master? I’d love to indulge just a little bit today.”

“I...I’m gonna...fuck, Vivian, you’re gonna make me cum!”

“Oh!”

Eagerly, she slipped her hot mouth down on my cock just at the second of my orgasm, swallowing it all down. Her milky tits leaked down on my thighs as she swallowed. I pulsed load after load down her eager throat, more than I had ever unloaded before in my life. I was almost certain it was more than a cup full of cum, which was completely unheard of for me.

How on Earth was I unleashing so much? And how was she swallowing so much of it?

Slowly, she slid off my cock, licking and sucking all the way. She stared at me with worshipful, loving bright blue eyes. She looked high or drunk; intoxicated by swallowing my cum. A little dribble ran down her sexy, elegant neck. That was, coincidentally, an intoxicating thought.

“Sir had so much
 to give me,” she purred. “I’m so happy I was here to assist
 you.”

“Y-yeah,” I said, struggling.

Fuck me. I had just cum down a sex slave’s mouth. Or a sex servant’s
 mouth. She had just jumped on my cock, before I had a chance to say anything and...and...well.

She was so...so eager
. So happy
. She wanted it so
 bad. How could I say no? I wanted
 her to suck my cock, and she seemed to want it too.

“Listen,” I said, trying to put my thoughts together. “You’re hot as hell, but let’s take this slow, okay? I guess you’ve completely thought your way around the whole servitude thing, but I’m still getting used to it, and—oh fuck, how am I still fucking hard?”

Her hand was wrapped around my cock again, tugging gently, appreciatively. My cock was a mammoth nine inches long, and quite thick. Longer and thicker, mind you, than it had been before I was shot and showed up in this house.

“You’re hard because you’re a real
 man who needs to fuck his hot maid lots of times,” she said, full of cheer. “If you want, you could fuck my pussy right now...you could even get me pregnant
.”

The way she said that last word, pregnant, was with a certain kind of reverence that was hard to ignore. She wanted
 it. It was like, holy
 to her to get pregnant, to be knocked up by a guy like me.

Or no, not a guy like me. Just me.

That was really fucking hot.

You see, I had long ago given up on the idea of having kids. Of having anyone at all, really. My heart and soul belonged to Nora, and Nora, well. She liked me fine, but she was a lesbian, so we weren’t ever exactly going to work out. I didn’t really like the situation, but the heart wants what the heart wants, and what the hell I wanted didn’t seem to matter much.

This trend continued, now, with Vivian sliding her tongue up and down my cock, encouraging me to fuck her.

Still, I tried to resist.

“Look, Vivian, you’re hot, and you know that.”

She licked harder. “Mmmhmm.”

“But look...I’m just not...totally comfortable with all of this.”

Maybe it surprises you, a biker with morals about women. But growing up with Nora as my best friend and the woman I wanted more than anything else, I’d learned a thing or two about objectifying women. I tried my honest best to not to do it. But Vivian was making it hard, and then me harder still. She slipped up next to me, her silky soft hair electric against my skin.

“If you fuck my tits,” she purred, pulling me on top of her slow, “it’s like you’re not fucking me at all. It wouldn’t count. It wouldn’t be anything to feel bad about.”

My cock ran up against the gently-perfumed, toned area of her midsection. She was so very soft. My hands landed on her breasts, completely bare now, and I felt my mind turn a switch.

It was time to give in to what she wanted.

“Okay.”

I nodded dumbly. With my rising lust, just about everything she was saying made sense.

Milk secreted from her pillowy, huge tits, sliding down their mountainous slopes and slipping over my cock. Instantly, the meat grew from hard to rock
 hard. The milk was warm, soothing, utterly perfect. The most sublimely crafted lubricant that ever could have come into existence. I slid forward, letting out a soft, gentle moan.

Fuck. It was like sliding my cock through wet, warm air.

“Is that good, Sir?” She pushed her tits together, crowding the view of my cock. “Is it good for you when you fuck my milky tits?”

I was too turned on to answer verbally, but I knew she could tell from my mouth—god, yes.

Thrusting harder now, I slid through the easy, hot valley between her tits, going faster and faster now. The pleasure built up exponentially, feeling her incredible lovepillows pushing in on my cock. I had never experienced anything like this before. I needed to cum, and soon.

“Fuck, Vivian, you're going to make me...”

I breathed hard, trying to hold it in—but I couldn't.

I couldn’t help it, I came, spurting all over her face.

Her hands retreated from her tits momentarily to scoop up the cum all around her beautiful face. She looked orgasmic as she sucked it down.

“That’s so good, Master,” she moaned. “Won’t you do it again?”

Again? Ha. It had taken everything I had not to cum immediately
 after feeling her warm titflesh against my erection, there was no way I could build up enough reserves to fuck her again right away—especially after already cumming twice in the past little while!

I started to say just that, but then I looked down at my cock.

My still-hard, still-throbbing cock.

My...my growing
 cock. Pulsing and thickening, even already as hard as I had ever felt it be in my life.

Her...milk, it must have been. Somehow, all that milk on my cock was changing it.

Fuck, and I had drunk it down, too...drunk it for days, most likely! She had nursed me to health with it! And it had been on my skin. God, she could have fucking bathed me in it while I was sleeping, made me wear a suit of while I was healing.

Her mouth wrapped around my cock now, perfectly plush lips sliding over the head as I fucked forward, pushing deep into her mouth.

I wanted more. I slid up away from her tits and began to fuck her mouth—and her throat—as completely as I could. My transformed shaft pushed down her tight, restrictive throat. Her esophagus closed hard around the cockmeat, swallowing steadily as she sucked me harder and harder.

It was unreal, like I said, but already I was thinking of cumming again. My reserves seemed endless.

“You like that, you hot cunt?” I growled. “You like that?”

She moaned, affirming she loved
 having her throat fucked by me. I was almost all the way up on my haunches, driving down into her throat. My hands sank into her hot, long silky hair, twisting her head whichever way I wanted. Those big, beautiful blue eyes of hers had glazed over, her body completely at my mercy.

There was so much power in me—so much! I could own
 her entirely. The thought was orgasmic...and my body quickly capitalized on this.

The bliss spread outward hot and quick, even more powerful than the previous two loads. I came triumphantly, emptying myself down her hot, tight throat for the third time.

All those feelings of power, of strength, fled from me finally. Three orgasms was my limit. I collapsed on top of her body, sliding my cock out of her mouth before she choked. I couldn't believe what had just happened—the furious intensity of it all.

Slowly, she slid out from under me, and then wrapped her arms around my body.

“Sir,” she said, kissing my body with reverence, “is there anyone you could call to come and...help your recovery? I’m just one woman after all...and looking after a man, a stud, like you is a job for multiple
 women.”

I knew what she meant. If her milk could change my cock how it had, if it could alter my body so that it could heal from those wounds so quickly, then surely she could change other women too. She could probably make women just like her: hot, servile, willing, and horny as hell.

And god help me, I couldn’t resist in the slightest.

* * * * *

Just a few hours after I made the call, I heard the bikes pull up outside.

Angry, loud knocks signaled Nora's arrival properly. Much angrier and louder than the way a cop knocked, and with a whole hell of a lot more force behind it.

I had spent the last couple of hours on my feet. Contrary to the draining that my balls had experienced, courtesy of Vivian’s loving administrations, I felt better and more full of energy than I had in my entire life.

I had a small glass of her milk in one hand, sipping away at it cheerfully. Vivian had filled it up straight from the source, and I didn’t mind in the least. It tasted too goddamn delicious to get hung up on where it had come from, and its effects—to make me feel strong, full of energy, and completely virile—were too terrific to walk away from.

Vivian, originally, had thought I was going to call over my whole gang. She got very
 excited. She moaned in my ear about how I could order her to be the cum-receptacle for all the bikers. She wanted them all
 to fuck her.

The house I had inadvertently become the “Owner” of was enormous. Kind of a modern-day palace. The entry way was tiled with incredible marble, and sported a number of erotic-looking statues of big-titted women pouring water on one another. In the backyard there was a garden, complete with a number of gold fountains featuring sexy winged babes pleasing each other with orgiastic enthusiasm. All through the house were more and more pictures of evidence that whoever owned the house certainly was in love with sex; I could only assume that he had the maid delivered too early because he had gotten caught in some month-long orgy in some other country.

Vivian, who had attentively filed all his records in his absence, seemed to confirm this theory. He was single, with a great many ladies that he invited over with regularity. She had been taking messages for him; though since I had arrived, she had started to think of me
 as the owner and so had started to ignore any phone calls that would have been designated for him.

I answered the door in a thick, comfortable blue bath robe, not quite yet finding the will to put on clothes when Vivian was so ready at all times to service my cock. In fact, since I had called Nora, Vivian had sucked me off three more times, with my cock easily hardening just moments after, each time. I couldn't quite yet find the will to fuck her pussy—it just didn't seem right, yet, even though she was clearly willing.

It was hard to ignore the encroaching feeling that I was something of a god to Vivian. I felt like one, anyway. I wanted to hear her beg to call me one. It was the kind of testosterone-fueled, pleasure-enhanced thought process that a man felt whenever he was turned on to a certain degree; I was at that level of arousal virtually all the time.

The tall, redheaded, beautiful Nora was at the porch in front of the house, alongside the slender, blond, ballerina-like Willow. The driver of the other bike, and Nora's long-time lover.

“Hello, Nora,” I said, smiling. “Lovely to see you.”

She was all pointing and frowns. “Shut the fuck up and get me a drink. You wipe that smile off your fucking face, if you think I’m happy you’re still alive. I’m not.
 If you want to live past the next two minutes, you better start telling me why the fuck you made me drive out to Cherry Ridge. I hate
 this fucking part of town.”

Nora was the toughest woman I knew. Check that, she was the toughest person
 I knew, woman or man. She had gotten me out of more scrapes than I even care to mention.

“Hey Pace,” said Willow. “I am
 happy you’re still alive.”

Her smile was low and shy. Willow was a lovely, friendly girl. Some of the boys at the club, they raised a stink about Nora and Willow, being lesbians and all. And then Nora jammed a pool cue halfway down one bigot’s throat.

He turned out okay after a few weeks in the hospital. Can’t talk very loud, though—or maybe he just learned his lesson and doesn’t talk much anymore.

Anyway, nobody really said shit to Nora after that, and in fact nobody even says anything bad about her sexuality ever
.

Say whatever you want about biker gangs, but we take violent lessons to heart.

I smiled at Nora. “Do you want me to shut up and get you a drink, or start talking?”

“I’ll
 get her a drink, Sir,” said Vivian, popping in from just beyond the entry. “Why don’t you all retire to the sitting room?”

Vivian wore, at my instruction, something a bit more modest than her usual fare. So, she had on a tiny, tight white dress that bared her tits and showed off her long, perfectly tanned legs. Tall blue acrylic heels were on her feet. As always, she wore a tiny apron, though this one was bright blue, to match her heels. And her eyes, I realized, admiring her with a orgasm-drunk smile.

“Yeah,” said Nora, eyeing Vivian carefully. “Why don’t we fucking do that?”

We began to move that way. As soon as Vivian left earshot, Nora grabbed my arm.

“Who the fuck
 is that and why the fuck
 is she calling you ‘Sir?’ Did you come back a fucking millionaire after returning from the dead?”

I ignored the question, not ready for that yet. “Good afternoon, Willow. Nice day for a ride?”

A cruel gesture on my part. I could see her start to answer, and then stop herself. Politeness dictated that she answer, and Willow was unfailingly polite. Something of an anomaly for our gang. A girl from a nice family who was hopelessly, desperately in love with Nora. She met Nora by chance in the hospital several years back after a particularly violent gun battle, nursing Nora back to health.

It was, in fact, something sort of like how Vivian met me, though with a little less crazy magic milk involved.

And it was Willow’s love, and obedience, to Nora that prevented her from answering. She knew Nora still had a bone to pick with me.

“Don’t fucking
 ignore me, Pace,” said Nora. “What the fuck
 are we doing here?”

We came to the sitting room and sat down. I was on one couch, the couple on the other. Nora leaned forward, her leathers creaking slightly. Fuck me, but she was a gorgeous woman when she was pissed. She was gorgeous all around, naturally, but when she was angry her cheeks flushed, and her green eyes blazed. Her breasts pushed hard against the tight white cloth of her top. Next to her, Willow crossed her long legs, her pale skin exposed in tight leather shorts and clunky, sexy boots.

I wanted Nora; I wanted both of them. My cock stirred, wanting to fill every section of their bodies that it could. I could almost feel Vivian’s breath in my ear, cheering me on while I fucked Nora and then Willow.

Impregnating them. Filling them with my cum. Pouring Vivian's milk down their throats and making them hotter and hotter as I drove harder and harder into their cunts.

I wanted that so
 bad. I loved Nora so very much. I knew I could protect her; I knew I could do everything for her that she needed.

Steel knew Nora was my friend, after all. It wouldn’t be long before he realized what a passionate loose cannon she was. She would take out her frustration—and her vengeance—on Steel when she realized everything that he had done. Now that I was alive, it was my responsibility to keep Nora, and therefore Willow, safe.

Vivian strolled in, wearing her tight, tiny uniform. I could read Nora and
 Willow’s arousal, instantly. For any admirer of the female form, Vivian was impossible to ignore.

“This drink is my own special recipe,” said Vivian, tits bouncing cheerfully. “Please do try some?”

Nora and Willow traded a suspicious glance, and then they each took a sip, out of courtesy, I suppose. And then quickly, just as I had, they each downed the glass.

“Fuck me, that’s delicious,” said Nora. “Another. For both of us.”

Vivian curtsied, smiling broadly. “Of course, madam.”

Nora watched her tight, toned ass appreciatively as she exited.

“’Madam,’ holy shit. What the fuck is happening here, Pace?”

“It’s a bit of a long story,” I began.

And so I started to explain the bank robbery, the double-cross, and winding up at that house. I left out, of course, the special properties of Vivian’s milk, and the particulars of my injuries. They each drank two more glasses as I spoke, Vivian delivering them diligently, not seeming to notice how gluttonously they sucked it down. I purposefully made my story longer than it needed to be, going off on tangents about everyone’s wardrobe and the nature of our firepower, the specific words said—or was it these other words? And so on.

By the time I was done, Nora and Willow both had a slightly dazed, glazed look on their faces. They believed everything I said—which was good. Other than what I had omitted, it was all the truth.

Nora was smart, though.

“Okay, okay,” she said roughly, trying to clear her throat. I don’t think she noticed, as I had, that her tight white top was already getting tighter, the locks of her hair becoming more vibrantly read. “Steel’s an asshole. Has been forever and ever. But what the fuck do you want us to do
 about it? We can’t really change fucking ten years of gang history all by ourselves. He’s...I mean, he fucking owns
 us. He owns the whole gang. If he wants you out, you’re out. Fuck it, I shouldn’t even be
 here, now that I think about it.”

She stood up, feet wobbling. The milk had hit her hard.

“Wait,” I said, taking a stern tone.

And she did. Obediently, she sat back down. I smiled. The milk was already taking effect.

Or maybe it was having an effect on me, too. It was hard to notice for them, I think—but my body had changed. Become stronger, even somewhat taller. I think that, now that I was healed from my gunshot wounds, all the milk I was taking in was going out of its way to improve, rather than just repair, my body. And if that was the case—if it could change the way a woman thought, the way she responded to a male's voice—why couldn't it change the commanding nature of a male's voice too?

“You’re not mad at Steel?” I asked Nora. “On my behalf?”

Her face softened. “Of course
 I am. We both are.” She put a hand on Willow’s leg. Willow moaned loudly, leaning up against Nora. It seemed her mind was a bit weaker than Nora’s, feeling the effects of the milk much more strongly already. Her body was so tiny, too—so fae and breakable. Perhaps it just needed less to feel more, like alcohol. “But, Pace, we can’t just...I mean, it’s Steel, you know? He’ll kill us if we try to expose him.”

She took another long drought of milk from the glass in her hand.

“That’s why I don’t want to expose him. I want to take him out.”

“Take out—” she coughed, trying to keep swallowing the thick milk in her mouth. “Take out Steel? Are you insane?”

“Maybe. What do you say? Will you help me?”

She stopped, considering it.

“God, I don’t fucking know. Let us talk about it, okay? Me and Willow?”

In short order, they picked up and left the room. As they left, Vivian entered, casting hot, heavy looks at them as they passed. When they were out of the room entirely, she slid down on my lap, giggling happily.

“What's so funny?” I asked.

“Oh, nothing. It's just....well.” She shrugged, raising a perfect eyebrow. “I spiked their milk with your cum, Sir.”

“You did what?”

“As I said. I ensured that your cum was the first they took in. When combined with my milk, the product should be...very rewarding for you.”

I was a bit stunned. I thought my seduction would have a little bit more deviousness behind it. Turns out, Vivian was more devious than five of me.

“How do you mean?”

“They’ll be like me,” she explained. “Eager. Busty. Happy. And completely loyal, only to you. Even more so because yours is the first cum they’ll ever have had. There will be no competition in the chemistry of their brain for the imprinting process.”

“Fuuuuck me.”

It was that word, “imprinting,” that got to me. That was a hot concept, all right.

Vivian slid off my lap and down onto her knees, spreading my legs apart. My cock, heavy and half-hard already, thickened even more.

“While they’re gone...might I have some fun, Master?”

I still had a lot of trouble denying anything to her when she was going to call me that. And besides, at that point, I had been staring for almost an hour at the woman of my dreams sucking down the substance that was going to make her my submissive sexual servant. I could hardly contain my arousal.

Within just a few seconds of Vivian’s stroking, I was rock hard and shoving my cock down the beautiful blonde's throat once more. I still hadn’t touched her cunt, but I was starting to seriously consider it, sex slave or not. She was having too much fucking fun for me to not want to give her more.

And the thought of breeding her, of giving her the honor of taking my children and filling up her womb...god, that really got me going. I could already imagine her voice as I fucked her cunt, so soft and gentle, begging for me to fill her up with twins, triplets, quintuplets. That’s what all that milk was for, wasn’t it? For her to be a sexy heir-making machine, full of my baby batter all the time.

I could hear Nora and Willow finish up their conversation outside, but Vivian had gone too far for me to stop or even finish up already.

They strolled in, both of them holding tall glasses in their hands, mostly emptied of milk. That was three—no, four?—glasses for them already. A lot, at any rate. I had only had one and a half today, and I was feeling pretty loaded.

“What the fuck, Pace?” said Nora. “You’re shacked up now with this fucking chick?”

My breath was ragged—I was close to cumming. “I wouldn’t say I’m shacked up with her.”

“She is sucking your cock, right now!”

I shrugged, winking at her. Feeling superior—and knowing that I could back it up.

Nora was used to seeing guy’s getting blown. It was a pretty common occurrence at the Hot Poker. Biker gangs had a different sense of propriety than other people, I suspect. I wouldn’t know too much about it, though, outside of what I’ve seen on television. I’d been practically raised to be in a gang my whole life. But fucking in the open was no thing at all to us—maybe the same way you would see spitting or sneezing. Something to cover up if you have the time; if not, it's not the end of the world.

Nora tapped Vivian on the shoulder, eyeing her form with increasing lust. I could see her cheeks flushed.

“Would you get off my partner’s cock? Please? We have things to discuss.”

But Vivian was just finishing up. She moaned in response, feeling my balls tense up underneath her. She instead wrapped her legs around Nora's, keeping her in place. I could see Nora's eyes widening as she eyed my cock, just a touch of saliva gathering around her lips.

Grunting, I came down Vivian's throat, spasming and pumping my hips, a sort of routine measure at this point. Vivian swallowed me down orgasmically—literally. She told me that the taste of my cum gave her instant, physical bliss.

As she drew off me, I kept cumming. Vivian wanted them to see how much I could produce. It sprayed all over her tits, and she rubbed it all into her heavy, tanned globular breasts slowly, smiling happily.

Nora and Willow drew away, like they had seen some monster. Their faces were masks of lust, of need. Willow pushed her body hard into Nora’s, her crotch motioning hard against Nora’s hands. She was rubbing her clit on Nora’s fingers, I realized.

“Oh my fuck, Nora.” Willow’s voice was quiet and loaded with arousal. “C-cock! Cock...oh, that cock. He’s so fucking big. I didn't know...I didn't know about cock
...”

“Like a fucking...cum volcano.” Nora’s voice was tinged with awe...and lust, too, just like Willow’s.

Slowly, Vivian stood up. All the cum on her was shiny and drying, now, making her sparkling hot skin look even hotter.

“I’m so sorry, Madam,” Vivian said to Nora. “I didn’t realize you would want some. He said you were a lesbian.”

“I am
 a lesbian.” Nora’s face was flushed. She grabbed Willow's hand. “We...we both
 are.”

“Then why are you so turned on?”

“I’m not
. This...this fucking air in this place, that’s all. You heated it up with your sex.”

I wasted no time, covering my still-trembling cock up with my robe. It didn't do much to hide the totem that my penis had become.

“Have you thought about my offer?” I asked Nora.

“Yeah, sure, we thought about it. We just um...”

Willow moaned, kissing Nora’s ear. She whispered something, staring intently at my tented bathrobe. Her hands sliding over her lover’s body as she watched me.

“Fuck, Willow,” Nora moaned. “Would you cut it out?”

But Willow wouldn’t cut it out. Her hands become more insistent, her hips gyrating hard against Nora's.

“Look,” said Nora. “We’ll keep talking about it, okay? But would you give us some time for some...you know. More alone business? We can’t all just do it the fucking living room like you two.”

I smiled. “Sure thing.”

Willow nodded eagerly, eyes lighting up. “And lots more of that milk, please! It's really yummy!”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “You’ll definitely get more of that.”

* * * * *

Willow and Nora took the night for themselves. I took the night with Vivian.

It was a delay in my original plan, but honestly, one that I welcomed. My body was stronger than ever, and I welcomed the opportunity to let Vivian suck me off in more and more ways. I could tell you about the changes to my body—about how all my muscles had hardened, shoulders bulging with strength, my hands thick and large, my abs a washboard made flesh, all clothes needing to be tailored by Vivian because of how tall I'd become.

But it's just as easy to tell you this: I held Vivian upside down by the ankles as she sucked my cock. I did it effortlessly, even when I shot upward into her throat. This was after she had showed me the strength of her own body, taking me down her throat while she suspended herself from a stripping pole in the bedroom.

My body was different, all right. And it was for the better. The Scorpions respected strength, and I was feeling more and more that there was no one as strong as me.

I woke up in the middle of the night, finding Vivian gone from my bed. That was fine. She was probably cleaning somewhere, or doing whatever else she did with her boundless energy. Making more bottles of milk, maybe.

I was hungry, though. Maybe thirsty. It was hard to stop drinking that milk, and what’s more, it made me more ravenous for thick, hardy food than I had ever been in my life. There was plenty of food in the kitchen, though. Vivian kept it well stocked.

A long time ago, Nora had saved my life. That was how we met, in fact. Funny how that works. Nora saved my life. Willow saved Nora's life. Vivian saved my life...now maybe I could save all of them from Steel. I knew he'd hurt them if he had the chance, just to hurt me. He was cunning, in a low way.

But yes, Nora saved me. I had crashed and burned on the side of the road after some drunk asshole drove me into a barrier. I tried to land in a way that protected my bike and hurt me—a stupid thing to do. Probably would have died straight off if Nora hadn't showed up to take me to the hospital. When I woke a few hours later, she was looking after me, practically fighting with the doctor to make sure I was okay.

Nora was always like that—making quick attachments with the ones she thought were good enough. She had liked my bike. She said anybody that drove a bike like that, and who had protected it during a crash, deserved to have his life saved.

I'd earned her loyalty a hundred times over since then, and her mine. We'd had plenty of adventures. And yet, my lust for her was so great, my love for her so deep, that now that I could finally make her know my cock using Vivian and her milk, I had lost all potential guilt.

I know it seems contradictory—to love someone so much that you want to own them. To keep them to yourself, forever. But I couldn't help the way I felt about Nora, and I had never felt this way about anyone or anything else. I needed
 her in my life. I needed
 her as my lover, needed
 her body, and I always, always would. The feeling hadn't dissipated in nearly ten years, and had only become stronger in fact. There was no reason to think that now, when I had the tool at my disposal to make her feel toward me the way I wanted, that I would want her less.

I tried to justify it by telling myself that I would treat her right—which I absolutely would. I'd protect her, keep her safe. Make her feel wanted, constantly. She'd be my perfect baby girl, just like how things ought to be. And Willow, too. Willow was welcome to come along for the ride. Nora could keep all her feelings for Willow...I just wanted her to have the same ones for me, that was all. Was that so very bad?

The kitchen was large, with several island counters and a granite counter tops. The fridge was the sort that looked like it was part of the oak wood cabinets, until you opened it up.

“Hey, Pace.”

The voice that said that was soft, eager, happy, and needy.

None of these were attributes that I would have ever applied to Nora. And yet, when I turned to source who said it—she was the one standing there, leaning against the doorway. She wore tall, sexy skintight leather boots that stopped just above her knee, her tight riding vest...and that was it. Her finger traced from her bare, juice-pulsing cunt up to her heaving, magnificent chest. A little path of pussy juice slid down from her finger.

She had changed, already. Her red hair almost sparkled with vibrancy, and it layered down her back down to her ass. Before, it had just barely touched her shoulders. Her eyes were so green, bright green, practically glowing in the darkness as she swallowed up the sight of me.

“Nora?”

“Mmmhmm,” she nodded. “I think something’s like...happened to me.” She shook her head, unable to do it any way but sexily. Her thick red locks flew in the air before resettling easily into a sexy, tangled mass. “I think you know
 what it is. I think you were behind it.”

“Now...Nora...” I began to step back.

She strutted forward, sliding her arms around my neck. “I think that’s hot
. I think you’ve made me want cock
, your cock, and I think that’s hot too.”

Fuck, but she had figured that out quick.

“Where’s Willow?”

Nora giggled for several moments. I had trouble focusing on anything but her bouncing, happy tits as they jiggled against my chest. They were full of milk, I realized. Full of milk...and leaking milk all over my hard, muscled body.

“She can’t move. I fucked her too hard. I want pussy four times as much as I used to. Her
 pussy especially. But Vivian’s, too.”

Her voice was breathy, her tits leaking milk down on the floor. Fuck. How had this happened so quickly? Whatever Vivian was putting out, it must have been incredibly potent.

“But I need cock ten
 times as much as I need pussy now. Won’t you come fuck me now? I need...I need
 cock. I need real
 cock, not just a dildo. I need a man
, Pace. Please? I’m so desperate for your cock. I have been for the longest
 time.”

“The longest time? What?”

That made my heart race. Thinking that she maybe had just repressed feelings for me. That she had wanted me all along, just as I wanted her. To think, if only...

“Well...you know, I’m not sure. But I need
 it so bad now, it must have been my whole
 life.” She reached up on her toes, kissing my chin. I was taller than her now, much taller, Just a day before, we would have been the same height.

“Nora, I just...fuck. You’re so beautiful.”

My hands slid down to her perfectly sculpted ass, squeezing tight.

“I know, Pace. I know. And it’s just for you, how beautiful I am. It’s always only been just
 for you.”

I groaned.

“I need someone strong,
 Pace. Someone courageous. Someone hardy
.” She was kissing at my neck. I offered no resistance, feeling up her ass roughly. “Someone who can stand up to what I can give out...isn’t that you? Vivian told me you were.”

“Vivian told you that? When did she do that?”

“She came and helped Willow and I while we were fucking. Gave us lots—” she hiccuped. “Lots n’ lots of that good fucking milk. And told us all about how we felt so bad, so unfulfilled, because we weren’t serving you. She used like...this chair...thing? It had pretty, pretty lights. Lights she put on our heads, filling us up with happy, good thoughts about serving you. I sat in it...and Willow sat in it...and we fucked our cunts and like, made out...”

She was babbling, and seemed to notice.

“Doesn’t matter.” She pressed her nose up against my neck, kissing gently. “Can’t I come suck your cock now? Please, baby? Or...” she gasped, as if realizing something important. “Oh god, can I fuck
 it? Will you fuck me with your cock, please?”

The morality of the situation was getting to me a bit. Sure, this is what I had wanted, but I thought it would be slower. This was sudden, though, like some sexified lightning bolt had struck Nora in the middle of the night. I could only imagine what had happened to frail, gentle Willow’s form.

“Please, Sir? Tell her to do it...please?”

Vivian had strutted into the kitchen. Quickly, she was pressed up against my backside, cooing in my ear.

“She needs a man
, Sir,” said Vivian. “Isn’t that wonderful? You’ll be the first cock in her lesbian cunt, ever. Isn’t that perfect? Isn’t that so, so
 good?”

It was such a hard proposition to ignore. I had never been in the business of ignoring my desires.

“Yeah,” I grunted finally. “Fuck yeah. Get on the floor, Nora.”

She obeyed happily, spreading her booted legs wide. I knelt down between her, admiring the perfect tone of her thighs, her abs.

I was hard already. My massive cock floated over her willing, needy cunt only for a few moments before I plunged straight in, easily pushing into the wet, wet warm confines of her loving, pulsing canal. I could feel her cunt stretching outward from the size of my meat, tugging me in deeper and deeper.

She came, immediately, crying out with joy at my entrance. I could feel her cunt pulsating and grabbing all around my massiveness, encouraging me to fuck her harder. She only got wetter as I went on. Her beautiful face, cumming like that, was a sight to behold. I wanted to cum myself, just from seeing the sight of this woman I loved being overwhelmed with bliss from my cock.

Vivian pushed on my hips, my back, her hands gripping hard on the huge rope-like structures of my thickened, strong muscles there.

“Fuck her, oh my god!” Vivian cried. “Oh my god, Master, please! Fuck her and get her fucking pregnant!”

The proposition didn’t seem to have occurred to Nora before, but now that Vivian said it, her green eyes lit up.

“Oh fuck! Yes, baby, please! Do it for me! Get me pregnant! I need
 that. I need
 it! Oh fuck yes, give me your cum! Give me that babymaking fucking cum and put your litter inside of me, please
.”

Her voice was rough, desperate. I couldn't stop jackhammering hard into Nora's beautiful pussy. My hands grasped hard at her tits, tugged at her thick hair, groped every part of her. I was going to cum.

“Oh god, yeah,” I grunted. “Gonna make you right
. Give you what you need
.”

“Please, Sir! Please, baby!”

I came, exploding into her cunt with gooey, hot seed. I spurted and spurted as I spasmed inside of her, my massive length capable of delivering so much white hot goodness. I fell down on top of her on the kitchen floor, pushing my face between her massive tits. She stroked my head and Vivian obediently wrapped around our feet, like a cat.

Maybe an hour after we fucked, Nora began to kiss me until I was awake.

“Hey,” she said.

Her voice was surprisingly lucid. Much more like the Nora I knew and fell in love with.

“Hey,” I said.

I gripped her between her ass cheeks, delighting as her green eyes lit up with lust. She still wanted me, then. That was good. That was so, so good. Relief flooded through me.

“I know that like, you’ve done something. You and Vivian.”

“Hey, listen...”

“Shush.” She pressed a finger to my lips. “Don't justify it. I don’t care. It feels good. I’m glad you did it. I love your cock.” She bit her lip, smiling wickedly. “I love it a lot
, actually.”

That was a surprise. But a welcome one.

Although, I suppose it wasn’t that
 much of a surprise. After all, Vivian had said the same thing, more or less.

“Okay.”

“It’s just...you’re not going to fuck me, are you?” She laughed, realizing what she’d said. “I mean, of course you should fuck
 me. I want you too, all the time. I just...you’re not going to fucking abuse me, are you? Ignore me, toss me out, stuff like that? Like, me or Willow, either. She’s going to feel this way too. Because...I don’t know. Whatever you did? It’s made me really, really
 attached to you, Pace. I want to be yours
. I feel stronger about you than I ever
 did about Willow, and I fucking love
 Willow. I want us...I want us both
 to be your girls, please? Can you tell me you won’t break...break...”

Emoting so strongly, she had started to tear up. She had to turn away. I understood now, of course. She wanted reassurances. She wanted to know that it was okay to submit the way that she couldn’t help but do. That, owning her like I did, I wouldn't treat her like trash.

I stroked her hair, pulling her in tight for a long, slow kiss. I loved this woman, I realized. I really did. I had wanted her all along.

She was changed now, sexier. But still Nora. Just a Nora who craved cock—my cock—and loved to hear the sound of my voice. A Nora who loved to obey.

“You’ve got nothing to worry about, baby.”

She moaned softly, cooing warmly at my touch.

“Thank you, Sir. Pace.” She giggled. “I really, really want to call you Sir. Master. Like Vivian does. Is that all right?”

Of course it was.

* * * * *

The way I woke was certainly a way I could get used to. Vivian’s plush lips were wrapped around my cock, suckling dutifully, as Nora pushed her up and down with the thick tangle of her hair. Willow’s lips were on my balls, sucking and kissing.

All of their tits leaked hot, thick cream onto my body. It dissolved not long after it landed, absorbed quickly by my skin. Making me bigger, more dominant. These perfect servants making me even more into their perfect Master.

Nora seemed to enjoy directing the traffic. As she noticed me waking, she encouraged Vivian to slip up and to the side, letting her own hand take the place of Vivian’s mouth.

My redheaded love was incredible at giving handjobs. I never would have guessed.

She smiled at me. “I’ve come to the conclusion that, even though you’re in charge, you’re not going to be able to keep track of everyone soon enough.”

“Wh...whazzat?”

I was still waking up, you see, and as it turns out, waking up is even harder when there’s a trio of beautiful women adoring your body. And doubly hard again when that very same body is more massive than it’s ever been before, and more able to deliver pleasure to the brain than ever.

“You’re going to just keep fucking and enslaving women, like you deserve,” Nora moaned. “It’s so
 hot. The more of Vivian's milk I swallow, the more of your cum that I guzzle down, the more I know how right
 it is what you've done to me and Willow...and right it is for you to do it to more women.”

“Oh...right?”

Would I do as she suggested, and take more women? I had to admit I was fairly sated with Nora and Vivian, both, and then to add Willow in the mix—a very busty, feisty Willow from the looks of it. She had changed much as Nora had—thicker hair, longer legs, brighter eyes, and of course, a much more substantial bust. She had been a ballerina before; now, she was a pin-up girl with a ballerina's grace.

“Yes
, Sir,” said Nora. “Lots and lots. And there’ll be so
 many just aching for your cock, but not many will deserve it...and you need someone to help you find out who does and doesn’t.”

She lifted Willow’s head up then, taking it up from my balls. Slowly, she slapped her lover.

“Are you good enough, bitch? Are you good enough to suck Master’s cock?”

Willow's eyes quickly turned desperate. I couldn't believe what I was seeing—Nora's love for me had boiled so hard that she was willing to do that
 to Willow.

“Oh my god, yes!” Willow cried. “I am! I am, Nora, please! I want to so bad! My tits are leaking milk just
 for him! They’ve gotten so big because you’ve been feeding
 me his cum all night from your mouth! Won’t you please let me, Nora? Please, oh god please?”

She smiled smugly. “Very well.”

Nora lowered her down onto my cock, then, and Willow took to it like a fish to water, slurping me all the way down her throat in one go. I moaned hard, resisting the urge to cum immediately. It was difficult. Willow was incredible.

“You see, Sir?” said Nora. “You need someone strong to help you make all those...hard
...decisions.”

Vivian started squeezing her tits on top of Willow's head, covering her face in milk while she slurped down my cock. So every lick, every swallow of my cock gave Willow more and more milk down her throat.

“Yeah,” I said, watching Willow’s beautiful, milk-splashed face impaled by my cock. “Yeah, you’re right.”

“Won’t you fucking cum in Willow’s throat?” Nora begged. “She’s had some from me, like she said, but she hasn’t had any from the source
.”

Unable to stop myself now—especially with Nora's pleading—I came, letting Willow taste my cum. I thought I was being generous. Magnanimous, to allow her to suck me down. Cumming had turned into, for me, a kind of decision I could make. Like maybe the way you decided to take a deep breath. Perfect orgasm control; the ability to deny or approve cum to whoever I decided.

Have I mentioned, lately, how I was feeling like a god to these women? Owning completely the ability to give them the substance that they were thoroughly addicted to.

After I had finished spurting down Willow’s throat, Vivian took her place, sort of. Nora stroked me, but Vivian kept licking my long, cum-covered shaft to clean me off.

“I’ve been thinking,” said Nora, slowly stroking my cock. “You’re like, the strongest guy I know.”

“So strong,” said Willow and Vivian, in unison.

“You survived three
 gunshots, and now you’re stronger than ever. Look at how fucking big
 you are, Pace. You’re a monster
.”

“A monster of a man,” purred Willow.

“Like a marble god,” moaned Vivian.

“Wouldn’t you agree that you should be in charge?”

I didn't know what to say. “I mean...I just want to...fuck, that’s good.” Willow and Vivian had started criss-crossing their tongues around Nora’s hand. “I just want to take out Steel.”

Nora grinned. “You’ve turned me into your perfect little fuckpet and like, I don’t even mind.”

“None of us mind, Sir,” said Willow-Vivian. “Not at all.”

“You’re the only
 cock that’s ever
 been inside me or
 Willow, and it’s not because like, you’re lucky. I mean, you are lucky. Fucking look
 at us. We’re so
 fucking hot, and so
 fucking in love with you. But it’s because you’re hot
. You're special
. You fucked us, and took us, because you deserve
 us.”

They were right, I realized. I took Vivian and Willow by the thick strands of their epically vibrant hair, and pushed them together across the massive meat of my cock. Their tits pushed together, leaking milk down all over the lower half of my body. My hands melted in their soft, incredible mass of hair. Nora pushed herself forward, her own tits pressing against those of the other girls, gazing at me with love-filled emerald eyes.

And then they started to chant at me. I couldn’t even keep track of who was saying what.

“You deserve to be in charge.”

“You deserve
 it.”

“You’re such a stronger, hotter man than any of them.”

“So strong.”

“Won’t you call them? Call them and tell them?”

They waited, licking and kissing my cock.

“What do you mean?” I asked, realizing that they wanted an answer.

Nora smiled. “I mean you shouldn’t just
 take out Steel. You should replace
 him. Have the whole gang
 at your disposal.”

All of them. An army to do my bidding. To get me more fuckslaves, just like this. To let me rule whatever I wanted.

That was
 what I deserved. I was a god, after all. A marble god, made to be worshiped by goddesses like this.

“Yeah. God. Fuck yeah.”

At will, I came again, spurting all over their gorgeous faces.

That distracted them for a bit. They used their lascivious tongues to lick one another clean. It took a while. I could cum more than ever before.

As they worked, I picked up the phone. It was time for some major changes.

* * * * *

That evening, the gang began to arrive. I let only Vivian answer the door. Nora and Willow stayed hidden upstairs—though their bodies were transformed, their faces were not.

Well, not much. Willow’s lips had become more plush and perfect for sucking cock, and Nora’s eyes had become much greener, and the both of them had skin twice as smooth as before. But they still were identifiable as who they were. I couldn’t have any of the Scorpions raising alarms, not yet. If they saw the two completely transformed, as they were, I couldn't anticipate their reactions.

Of course, there was the trouble of my own body—taller, more muscular, harder than ever before.  I covered it up as well as I could with heavy black clothing, while still wearing my vest with my colors and badges on it.

As the bikers entered, Vivian led them to the backyard, handing each a tall bottle of milk. She had put just a splash of whiskey in each, enough to convince them all it was alcoholic. They wouldn't drink anything else. These were big, burly men, hardened by years of crime and hard living. Scars covered their thick arms, their sun-burnt faces. Most of them had a gun or knife on them at the least; many had more than a couple of weapons.

After ten minutes of arrivals—and a lot of question-filled staring at me, without many greetings—a couple of men approached me—I recognized them. Mac and Pollux, old friends of mine. They had helped me out any number of times, and often voted with me when the gang came to order.

“What the hell is going on here, Pace?” asked Mac.

“Yeah,” said Pollux. “Steel said you were dead.”

I smiled. “Looks like I’m not.”

Pollux frowned. “He seemed sort of happy about it, to tell you the truth.”

“Oh yeah?”

Mac nodded. “Yeah. It didn’t sit right with us. Neither of us. Tell you what, anything goes down, you count on us, all right?”

“Both of you?”

Pollux nodded. With his long, flat nose, he could look like a grim customer whenever he wanted. “That’s right.”

That actually felt good. I wasn’t expecting any support. Maybe Steel wasn’t all that well-liked. Maybe me, trying for so long to stay as his friend, had meant that I had blinded myself to the resentment of the other bikers.

There were plenty of resentments to go around. Their shares had dropped from twenty percent to twelve over the years Steel had been in charge. Fewer and fewer guys were getting promoted. Membership had dropped more than thirty percent. Steel had said he wanted to be exclusive, but I had always thought that expansion was a sign of strength, and that anything else was weakness.

Maybe all the other guys thought that too.

I had them gather in the backyard. Most were thoroughly surprised I was alive, but as gang second-in-command, they held their tongues against me. They knew Steel was coming, and they knew when he did, all questions would be answered.

I saw them taking little sips of the milk. As I knew already—a sip was all it took. They were under the influence of Vivian, and she was under my influence.

Finally, Duchess and Steel arrived. I saw them coming in—heard the tell-tale sign of Steel's obnoxiously loud chopper—and headed off to the backyard to meet him. The gang there was in a semi-circle already, floating around the grass. They sensed what was coming.

The gang leader and his best girl stepped out into the yard, Steel looking pissed off. Duchess, of course, looked subdued—above the situation. She was used to Steel being angry.

Duchess was a beautiful bird. Her hair was a deep brown, her eyes the same luminous shade, and her body was tanned, toned, and enormously busty. She showed this off regularly, taking full advantage of the leathers that biker babes were supposed to wear. But she also wore plenty of finery—diamonds, fur coats, that sort of thing. She loved the symbols of status. Teardrop diamond earrings sparkled beneath her thick hair now, and she had on a thick mink jacket over her leathers.

She had been a biker babe ever since Steel and I formed the Scorpions. I always got the feeling that she was in Steel’s ear, whispering ideas. His own personal Lady Macbeth, except he was already king when we started this tale. His ending would be just as tragic, anyway.

I watched, with pleasure, as Vivian intentionally snubbed Steel and Duchess, not giving them any milk. Duchess would get plenty of milk, later on, but as long as she was at Steel’s side, I couldn’t allow it.

Upstairs, I saw through the windows Nora and Willow watching us. They were hidden behind the curtains, but I could see Nora's bright green eyes shining down. No doubt she and Willow were fingering each other, moaning about how hot it would be to watch me beat the shit out of Steel for her.

“What the fuck is all of this about?” Steel strode at me, fists clenching and full of rage. “Who the fuck are you to think you can just call a meeting here? You’re barely even a full member
 anymore. I’ve already started kicking you out of our logs.”

“Barely a member is still a member,” I said coolly. “Otherwise, we’d have to call you dickless, wouldn’t we?”

There was a thick silence in the yard—the only sounds being small snorts of milk as a few bikers couldn’t believe their ears. Steel and I were nose to nose—and for once, I was bigger and stronger than him.

“You're all wondering why you're here,” I said, voice booming. “Why I'm alive when Steel said I was dead.”

There was a murmur of agreement in the crowd. Steel's neck had a few veins pulsing hard.

I pointed at Steel. “It's because this asshole shot me. After ten years, ten loyal years, he shot me. Just like he's trying to kill this gang with his stupidity, he tried to kill me.”

The murmur of the crowd grew stronger. People started to crowd up, readying for a fight.

Sensing the shift of their opinions, Steel swung at me. He wanted to end this quick, before anybody had time to think.

Even with all my improvements, Steel was not to be trifled with. A large man, and quick, he had been in more fights than probably I had years. He was quick with his fists, and skilled with a blade.

But he was angry. And he underestimated me, even with the clear difference in my physique. He came at me all haymakers. I dodged one, and then the next, the next. Letting him punch himself out. By the time he noticed I was just dodging his attacks, letting him tire, it was too late. I cocked him good on the chin, my aim true.

His knees wobbled out like he was a doo-wop singer. I landed another three more and he was on the grass. I landed a few good kicks to his ribs—enjoying the crunching sounds I heard—and stripped him of his vest. I tossed it away, out past the fountains.

“You get the fuck out of here if you want to stay alive,” I snarled at him. “I'm the boss now. This is my
 gang. My Scorpions.”

He nodded, shuffling slow up to his feet. He was coughing blood already. I don't think he'd be able to survive long without medical help. If he got it...then we'd have another confrontation, maybe, unless he learned his lesson. None of the gang tried to help him out.

The beautiful Duchess helped him stay up as he walked to the door.

“Not you, Duchess,” I said.

“Wh-what?”

“You’re staying here.” I shrugged. “If you want to be with a real man, I mean.”

Duchess was no fool, even with all the finery she obsessed over. She knew that if Steel was down and out, that meant she was too. And she was just the kind of mare who shacked up with the strongest stud in the herd.

“I’ll stay with you,” she said, smiling prettily. “That’s what I wanted anyway, Pace. It’s clear I shouldn’t have ever chosen that loser. You know that, right?”

Goddamn, she moved fast.

I grinned. “That’s a good girl. Vivian?” The blond maid hopped to eagerly. “Give her some milk, yeah?”

Vivian smiled, a bottle already in her hands. Just like everyone else, Duchess took some down slow...and then much, much quicker.

Duchess drained the whole bottle before long, giggling already. I put a hand around her hips and pressed her her body against mine slowly.

Mac and Pollux approached, holding out their hands for me to shake. I did. Duchess tried to say something, and I shushed her.

“Well, that’s great that you’re the boss, I guess,” said Mac. “But what happens now?”

“Now?” I smiled. “Now, we party.”

* * * * *

A party for an outlaw biker gang is something to behold.

Furniture breaks, laws are ignored, and chaos is embraced. I think Vivian and Duchess had to put a few fires before the night had ended. The boys all drank all the milk they could, and the babes too. Everyone was having a hell of a time—and most importantly, nobody seemed to mind that I was saying I was in charge now.

I could tell, almost preternaturally, when it was time to make my big announcement. Some of the chaos died down. The women all melded harder into their men (some of them with two men, hands sliding against their crotches with unrestrained need), and the hard, tough-as-nails bikers became more and more protective and agitated. There were a lot of potential threats around to their property—the biker babes—and the fertile wombs they possessed. I could smell
 their desire as thick, hard hands dug into the hard, sculpted flesh of their women, holding them tight, possessive.

Nearing ten o'clock, I stepped into the tall hallway where everyone had congregated, and clapped my hands together loudly. Everything and everyone stopped.

It was like the milk made them naturally gravitate toward an alpha—toward a Real Male, as Nora or Vivian might say.

Down the stairs came Willow and Nora, dressed in hot, skintight leather. Nora wore tight pants with a golden diamond belt. On top she had only her new vest—emblazoned with my new sigil for the gang, which was the same blood red scorpion, but now with a thick wheel around it. She had on a tight, rhinestone collar around her neck, signifying her as mine. Willow wore the same, her luscious, busty body covered only with tight riding shorts and her vest, which matched Nora’s. And, of course, the collar.

In their hands, they held up my new vest. On the left shoulder was a winged skull patch, signifying that I was the leader now. Everyone saw it—and again, just like when I took out Steel, no one objected.

“These are our colors, now,” I said loudly. “Wear them. Honor them. Live them.”

“Are we still the scorpions?” asked someone in the crowd.

“’Course we are!” said Mac. “Ain’t you got eyes? We’re Pace’s
 Scorpions, now!”

“That’s right,” I said. “I run things. Anybody got a problem with that, and you got a problem with me. And just like Steel, you don’t want any problems with me.” I slid my hands down into the asses of my girls. “This is Nora and Willow. Maybe you recognize them.”

They all chuckled.

“Your lives are going to change from now on,” I boomed. “Just like they’ve changed.”

Another voice from the crowd: “What the hell, man? You’re gonna give us tits?”

Everyone laughed.

I smiled. “No. You’ll all likely be something like me. Stronger. Faster. Better. And your girls, well. They’ll be more like Nora and Willow, here. You can already feel it, I bet. It’s the milk.” I took a long swig from a nearby bottle. “It’s changing you. For the better. Ain’t nobody
 gonna fuck with us, from now on.”

They all cheered. Happy to follow my lead. True beta males—they were aggressive and cranky, destructive, when they didn’t know who to follow. And just like a true alpha, I had calmed them down.

“Let me be clear, though.” I slid my hand up Nora’s ass, gripping in the crack there like it was a handle. “Nora belongs to me
.” I grabbed Willow the same way. “As does Willow. Anybody says anything to them crosswise, ever
, and I’ll make sure they’ll need a mop to get you off the floor. Is that clear?”

All my boys nodded.

“But...” I smiled. “I don’t want to take all
 the fun from you boys. You’ve earned a good time!” They cheered riotously, filling the house with their voices. Certainly, they agreed. “So, we need something to bring us together. I won’t be an unfair leader. What is had by one will by shared by all...so long as I say so.”

Vivian knew her cue. She stepped forward, tossing her hair back sexily. She had changed out from her tiny maid’s outfit into a tiny lace one-piece. Her legs, so hot and tanned, were completely bare. The lace hugged her tight, heart-shaped ass. Her tits spilled out of the top, enormous and squeezable. And, of course, leaking milk profusely.

“Boys, get ready,” I said loudly. “We’re all
 going to get a turn with her.”

In short order, we were all back outside in the yard.

Vivian had knelt down in the center of a circle of us, the grass sliding up under her knees. I was behind her, buck naked. My herculean physique on display.

My gang surrounded us, cheering and stripping down. They wanted to fuck her terribly—the only reason they hadn’t tried already was because they were scared of what I might do to them. I slapped Mac on the shoulder, calling him forward. He’d get first fuck on her mouth.

I wanted people to notice this privilege. They’d defer to Mac from now on when they couldn't talk to me. He was to be rewarded for backing me up. Pollux would be too, later on.

“Please fuck me?” Vivian moaned. She made her voice louder. “Please, all of you! Fuck me, please! I need all your cocks so bad! Master told me I did, so it must be true! I need to take every last cock from this gang into my body, please!”

Her pleas were met with cheers. Smiling, I slid up behind her, slapping her ass hard. She moaned in orgasm from her Master's touch. Once I knew that everyone was watching, I raised her tight, hot cunt right up to the turgid head of my cock. Then, I locked eyes with Nora—who clung to Willow, both of them moaning and gyrating, needing to watch their Master fuck another servant.

“Please,” Nora mouthed. “Fuck her, please.”

With relish, I pushed inside of Vivian's supremely tight pussy at long, long last. She was so warm, so eager, so perfectly wet. In and out, I thrust, facing absolutely no resistance. It was like her body had been molded to specifically take my cock.

Maybe it had been.

As I fucked her from behind, she slid her mouth slid up on the cock of Mac. He let his head hang back and moaned, his eyes rolling around in pleasure.

“Fuck, she's good.”

I fucked her harder and harder, pistoning her body into Mac's crotch. And from his end, he fucked her right back, pushing her cunt into me. We formed a rhythm like this, fucking her perfectly, expertly. She had never been full of so much cock in her life. Her tits shook milk everywhere, all over both of our legs.

“Fuck,” said Mac. “I'm gonna come. I can't fucking take this. This is too hot.”

I, of course, could cum whenever I wanted. And so, watching Mac get hotter, his face flushing redder, I waited right up until the moment that his bliss overtook him. And then, right as he did, I came in Vivian's hot, willing cunt.

She came with us, her entire body becoming a quivering mound of lust and spilled cream as she absorbed the dual shock of our cum. I knew we were filling her more than she had ever taken before. She deserved it. She was such a good maid.

In all likelihood, I had made her pregnant. And if I hadn't, then someone else tonight would. She wasn't on any kind of protection, and none of the bikers had brought any condoms. I slid my cock out of Vivian's hot, still-pulsing cunt, watching the cum ooze down into the grass. Mac stepped away too, wiping the sweat off his brow. I hadn't even broken a sweat all night, of course. I could still fuck for hours and hours.

I slipped up next to Nora—exactly the woman I wanted to fuck for hours and hours.

“Whoever else wants a turn, go right ahead!” I shouted.

“God, that was so
 hot.” Nora wrapped her hand around my naked cock, stroking happily. “I’m so happy you fucked her, Master.”

“Yes, Master,” said Willow, sliding up next to us, on her knees, licking at my ball sack. “It was so very good, Sir.”

Pollux took my place behind Vivian. He already looked like the milk had affected him, muscles hard and pulsing. As she cried out in orgasm and need, her heavy tits leaking milk down onto the grass, he started furiously ramming into her cunt, his cock fully hard.

Two bikers approached Vivian’s front at the same time. They looked they were about to fight over the right to fuck her mouth, and I started away from Nora to intervene.

But, Vivian just smiled and giggled, wrapping her hands around each of their naked cocks. Soon she was sucking one while stroking the other, perfectly ambidextrous. Every few thrusts of Pollux’s cock encouraged her to switch. Her tits leaked out easy, happy lubricant to slide onto their thick, muscular bodies.

Before long, all three began to spurt all over Vivian. She swallowed up as much as she could. Her body began to look almost white from all the milk and cum she was completely covered in.

This continued for hours. Nora stroked me urgently as I watched, speaking almost zealously about what a display of worship it was for my new power. All the bikers got a turn with Vivian, emptying their cocks on her face, her back, her tits, her cunt, her asshole. They fucked every part of her, and she just begged for more. Her body absolutely soaked in cum and milk.

Before the night was over, we had all used Vivian a number of times. Our new biker babes, transformed by Vivian's milk, could only cheer us on and finger their hot, dripping pussies while they watched us gang bang the lucky maid.

It was a night to remember.

It was the night I became the boss of everything and everyone I cared about.

* * * * *

From then on, I was the leader of the biker gang. If Steel ever tried to come back, I would be ready for him. Nora was at my side, my happy biker babe girl. Willow too. We always included her in everything we did. For whatever reason, Nathan Baron never came back to claim his home—and so it's still the headquarters of my Scorpions.

Nora and Willow both are completely pregnant. The doctor says triplets for each. They can't wait to be mommies, and then to get pregnant again.

Duchess, without much prodding, told me where all the money from the bank robbery was. So, we're set up for however long we need. Sometimes, when Duchess has been extra good, I let her taste my cock after I fuck Willow or Nora. No matter what, Vivian is there to cheer me on.

All this was thanks to Vivian and her amazing milk, of course. What a fantastic maid she is. I deserve her. I deserve everything I want. All my girls tell me so.

# # #


Maid Made Bare 5: Maid For Sale

––––––––

The limo stopped near an intersection. One opaque window rolled down, and a large, dark-haired man leaned out of it. He was, in every sense of the word, a stud. He called out to a young man crossing the street.

“Hey, bud! Come here a minute.”

The young man approached. “Yeah? What do you want?”

“This is more about what you want,” said the stud, gesturing for him to come closer.

The young man looked inside the window. A gorgeous dark-haired woman was sliding her loving, pink tongue up and down the stud's cock, working with gusto. She wore nothing but black lingerie, a tiny white fur coat, and tall, tall heels. Precum drizzled down the cock almost like a fountain, covering the beauty's face. A trail of it had slipped down to her breasts, barely contained by a tight lacy bra. Her hair was thick enough for the stud to hold a massive amount in one hand, guiding the bimbo up and down his incredibly huge meat.

Across from him was a tall, long-legged blonde beauty on her knees, fingers buried in her dripping slit as she watched the proceedings. She wore a tiny white dress, and giggled nonstop. Each giggle made her massive titties bounce hypnotically. The sexy line of her cleavage was on easy display; everything about what she wore and how she looked screamed, “Look at me! Fuck me!”

“What the...hell?” said the young man, looking closer.

He had thick glasses on his face, a tight plaid shirt on. He was of average height and weight, his jeans hanging loosely off his body. The stud in the car was a marked juxtaposition, his tight well-made suit barely able to contain the presence of his thick muscles and overwhelming machismo.

“Her. You want her?”

The stud pointed to the blonde.

“Do I want
 her?” the young man didn't understand.

“Yeah.” The stud took a firmer hold of the black-haired beauty's hair, willing her mouth all the way over his cock. The beauty skillfully swallowed him down, his bulge pushing down her throat. “She's for sale. Discount, even. You want her?”

The young man felt himself getting hard. Why was any of this happening?

* * * * *

The couple stepped out of their expensive black town car, approaching the large building. They drew together comfortably, enjoying one another’s touch.

“You’re sure about this?”

Simon was a tall man, skinny. The suit he had on fit him well. Hayley thought he looked dashing in it. She had told him so when she bought him the suit, and then made him wear it. It was a shame he had such terrible taste on his own, but Hayley didn't mind so much playing dress up with him. Men were little more than toys to her, and Simon the latest (and most successful) in a long line of such toys.

“Of course
, dear,” said Hayley. “We’ve been over this. I think this will be splendid.”

Hayley smiled bright. She just knew that getting a Castle Maid was going to shape their lives for the better.

The day was autumn cool. Leaves swirled down the drive. The building in front of them had the name “CASTLE” in big, blocky white letters over the door. It was an out of the way place, buried deep in a wheat field on the state border.

Simon was a novelist, spending all his time in droll libraries filled with books, tapping away in his under-decorated study. He was intelligent, funny, handsome, and sensitive. And it was that last part—his sensitivity, that Hayley had a bit of a problem with.

Hayley wanted him to be more dominant. She wanted him to feel like he could take charge, whenever and wherever. She wanted to see his testosterone flying through the roof. Maybe even slap her around in bed once in a while, give her a good spanking, something like that. Buy her a fur coat, and demand she put it on while he fucked her. God, she would love that. For him to just bathe
 her in luxury like that. She had dropped plenty of hints about wearing fur coats for him, but he had not yet taken the bait.

Of course, maybe he felt bad about such things, as she had all the money in the relationship. Her family, the Haus Agency, oversaw the operations of a number of security firms all across the world. Simon had never murmured a word of dissatisfaction over Hayley’s wealth, nor had he ever once asked her for money. That was well enough—though Hayley loved having power over him, loved being able to make all their collective financial decisions because she controlled such a vast portion of their money. His writing earnings were small, but enough for him to pay his own way, most of the time.

Certainly, however, he didn’t earn enough to pay for a Castle Maid. Hayley had to put up one hundred thousand dollars just to have the tour of the facilities. It would be another several hundred thousand still, before the day was done, depending on which Maid model they decided to purchase.

At any rate, her hope was that having another female around might spice up his sex drive. It was only natural, after all, for a man presented with multiple mates to feel his desires grow.

Without a doubt, Hayley didn't view herself
 as part of the problem. She was a tall, lovely woman. When she was younger, she had been a gymnast, and had kept most of that flexibility and slender form. Her hair was sandy blond, kept stylishly short with her bangs floating down around her dark hazelnut eyes. Her breasts, while not huge, were still a sumptuous B cup, and didn't detract from her legs and ass, which she felt were her best features.

She didn't like
 to think of herself in such objectifying terms, of course, but it was hard not to when she was trying to get Simon to jump her bones more often.

In her circles—those of the ultra-rich—it was was well-known that Castle Maids were the number one way to increase sexual activity in a household. With a Castle Maid in the house, women felt more confident than ever, men felt much much
 more confident than ever, and to top it off, the household had a servant who only had to be purchased one
 time, and ever after would be obediently cleaning, cooking, sucking and fucking at any old time of the day.

It sounded like the ideal arrangement for Hayley. She didn't want to have to work through the ordeal of finding some magical unicorn—a bisexual girl who was disease-free and happy to be the third wheel in a relationship. No, a Castle Maid was the way to go. Simon had his doubts, citing some strange incidents where the women in Castle Maid households were rumored to become raving nymphomaniacs and the men started fucking everything that moved, but it was Hayley's
 money, so that was that.

Hayley, having been on the shit-end of a number of horrible rumors as she grew up and suffered through her snobbish prep schools, did not put much stock in hearsay. Besides, the Castle Maid representative she had spoken with over the phone had been very reassuring.

Resolutely holding her man's arm, Hayley approached the tall double doors of the building. The outline of Hayley’s form—displayed fetchingly in a red wool jacket and tight red skirt, displaying her long legs—contrasted sharply with the deep blue of the doors.

She had always been known for her legs. They went on until next Tuesday, or so many of her suitors had said. Simon had fallen in love with her over her brains.

Maybe that was why she had allowed him to stick with her.

Definitely, though, that was why she wanted a little more from him in the bedroom. Simon was an excellent lovemaker. He did everything Hayley asked. But sometimes Hayley just wanted to be fucked
, and brutally.

With a long, creaking moan, the double doors opened. Inside was a tall, bare room the color of steel. In the middle was a circular metallic desk, manned by a gorgeous young redhead in a tiny, bright white dress.

“Hello!” she chirped. “You must be the Sandersons!”

“Simon Sanderson,” said Simon, holding out his hand. “This is Hayley Haus.”

“Oh!” the redhead took Simon’s hand. She bit her lip, as if the act of touching him had excited her somehow. Hayley wouldn’t have been surprised to find out that it did. “You’re not married?”

Simon smiled. “No.”


Not yet
, thought Hayley. But soon
. I'll make him ask
.

“It’s just...usually we get married couples coming in, if we get couples at all. Most often, it’s single men. Though, last
 month we had three single women come in! We were very surprised. Word certainly gets around!”

“Yes,” said Simon, clutching his hands together. “I actually wanted to ask about that. Is there any reason to worry? I don’t feel like this is, well...”

The redhead looked at him brightly, blankly, waiting for her turn to speak. His sentence hadn’t finished, after all.

“Not strictly legal?”

A tall brunette woman entered the room, twice as beautiful as the redhead, making Hayley feel positively clownish. This brunette's every last feature was proportional, perfect. Her breasts, displayed in a low-cut blouse, looked polished.

“Yes,” said Simon. He held out his hand again. “Hello. I’m Simon, and—”

“This is Hayley, yes. I am Svetlana.”

She slowly eyed Simon up and down, and then Hayley, taking notes on a small clipboard in her hands. Simon let his hand fall, good-naturedly.

“Is there anything else I can do for you folks?” The redhead smiled, looking with some urgency at her computer. “I...have duties...”

The redhead had taken to grabbing at her overflowing tits, desperate to sit back down. Curious, Hayley walked over to the side of her desk. On the redhead’s computer was an animated kitten bouncing about, playing with a pink ball of yarn.

“That will be all, Sally,” said Svetlana. She focused on the couple. “Will you please follow me?”

She stepped through a door, guiding the couple into a long metal corridor. Hayley was happy to have an excuse to admire Svetlana’s behind. She was a confirmed bisexual, and could not contain her excitement.

They were here! Getting a Castle Maid! Her heart raced. She wanted more than anything to have an easy, hot piece of female ass around the house to fuck and use as she saw fit. And Simon too, of course. He would be allowed to join in on the fun at any time, so long as he asked nicely.

They passed through one hallway and then another. Lasers scanned over them briefly, mirrors on the walls disguising guard posts, most likely. Security was taken seriously, it appeared.

“As you intimated, Mr. Sanderson,” said Svetlana, not looking at the couple, “this is not a legal business. Very lucrative, however. You’d be surprised how many people want a willing, eager fucktoy in their houses, obeying their every last order.” She smiled, opening the next door. “Though, perhaps not.”

“Were you...you know. Brainwashed?” Hayley asked. “Transformed?”

Svetlana stopped. “Of course I was.”

“It’s just...you don’t seem like it. You seem smart.”

Svetlana smiled. It was a small little thing, full of malice. “I am glad to seem
 that way toward you, madam.”

“Why aren’t you working in someone’s house?” asked Hayley. “Did you screw it up, somehow?”

“Excuse me?”

“You’re a fucktoy, right? One of the maids? Did you screw something up, to not work there anymore?” She noticed Svetlana’s severe look. “Oh, don’t be offended, dear girl. I just want to ensure that I’m getting my money’s worth. I mean, why would I buy something if down the line it would have to be returned here? What if you’re some reject bimbo slut, trying to sell me goods? Ludicrous. So, were you or weren’t you?”

Svetlana took a moment before answering. When she did, the reply was accompanied by a cold, angry, toothless smile. “Not all of our girls here are requisitioned. Some of us volunteer.”

“Volunteer for service? Of this kind?”

“It is a life spent in bliss, obeying a single cause.” Svetlana sighed, continuing on down the hall. “You would be surprised how many women that appeals to. Though again, perhaps not.”

Something about the way Svetlana responded gave Hayley a chill. She decided she didn't like Svetlana. No, not at all.

“Quite an attitude on her, isn't it?” she whispered to Simon.

He nodded, noncommittal. His eyes stayed transfixed on Svetlana's rear, and Hayley felt herself growing a bit spiteful.

They stopped at a security desk. There was a tall, bulky man with a gun on his hip and a thick baton in one arm.

“Bags,” he said.

Sighing, Hayley handed him her purse.

“Any other materials on you?”

Simon nodded, handing over his wallet and the car keys, but Hayley shook her head.

“No.”

Something in her tone must have given Hayley away.

“We’ll know if you do, ma’am,” said the guard. “The scanners. You may as well tell us.”

She sighed. “It’s just my inhaler. I don’t see why it matters.”

Svetlana took it, her eyes lighting up as she saw the small device. Hayley had severe asthma. She blamed it for why her gymnastics career never really held together. In her mind, it was a constant curse. She needed a good tug on the thing every few hours.

“Anything can be bugged,” Svetlana said. “Excuse us.”

They stepped into a small room behind the security desk, taking all the belongings with them.

“Isn’t that odd,” said Simon. “So much secrecy. Usually they just check it right in front of you.”

“It’s not a football stadium, is it?” Hayley snapped. “Don't be a dolt. I can't have you acting stupid here.”

Simon withdrew, his shoulders tensing up. His arms crossed, and he looked away.

Hayley's mood softened. She didn't like attacking her man like that. It might make him cross, later. “I’m sorry, darling. I don’t like them taking my inhaler.”

Simon took her hand and gave her a gentle squeeze. “I know, dear.”

When Svetlana returned, however, his hand drifted away from Hayley’s once again. Hayley watched his eyes roam up and down the statuesque brunette’s body slowly. Hayley would make him pay for that; oh yes, he would get quite
 the talking-to.

It was all well and good for Simon to be attracted to other women. That was simply an understanding in their relationship. But he was not
 allowed to deny Hayley affection in the face a woman who had been rather mean
 to her, nor show any attraction to such a woman. Wasn’t that tacit in the entire agreement they had?

It would be soon.

Svetlana led them on and they entered a cavernous hangar. At one end was a long row of women, each partitioned off by red velvet ropes. They all had little signs in front of them.

Svetlana continued to speak as they approached. “So, as far as 'legality' goes,” she made little air quotes, “you needn’t worry about prosecution, I should think. As a method of securing our position in the marketplace, we delivered maids—either factory-grown or outsourced—straight to the leaders of the local and state law enforcement community here. We are working, successfully, on more wide-ranging defenses in the federal government. If men complain, a gorgeous woman shuts them up. And if a woman complains...”

Svetlana shrugged again, somewhat sinister.

Hayley, unable to help herself, started to get aroused. Svetlana was so cold, so easily clinical about enslaving and bimbofying regular women. It was rather delicious to think about, really.

Mother had always told her that morals were for the lower classes, trying to justify why they ought to be given more when they were so unwilling to work harder. In the upper classes, morality was more like decoration for a sun room. Not strictly necessary, but rather nice when it worked out.

They finally approached the line of potential bimbos. All of them gorgeous, with long sexy hair, enormous breasts, and happy smiles plastered on their faces. More than twenty, in all, each with a card reading a different product name in front of them.

Directly in front of them was the “Basic Bimbo.” Tall, naturally standing high on her tippy-toes, ready for high heel shoes. Her blond hair was thick, draping down her back like some golden blanket. Her tits were enormous, her grin vapid and permanent.

“Mommy?” the bimbo asked, quizzically. “Daddy? Baby wanna suck.” Her thighs pushed together, hot lust juices leaking suddenly from her cunt. The smell flooded their nostrils—sweet, like bubblegum. Hayley felt her arousal levels increase just from inhaling the scent.

“Oh my,” said Hayley. “I thought she was a statue. A replica, or something.”

“No, these floor models are all quite real,” said Svetlana. “If you see one you like, we can package her together for you today, complete with wardrobe.”

Hayley had to admit that she didn’t know all the maids would be quite so...proportioned. Their figures such obviously perfect hourglasses. Svetlana had similar proportions, as a matter of fact, though her legs were longer, and her tits just slightly smaller in her tight business suit.

“You mentioned something about outsourcing,” said Simon. “What does that mean?”

Svetlana nodded sharply. “Factory grown girls as the sort you see here. Completely wiped clean, and then made docile, obedient, and gorgeous by careful supervision. But, many of our girls are what we call ‘Milk Maids.’”

“Milk Maids?”

“Yes. Their bodies libido systems operate at such high capacity, after being delivered to their appropriate location, that they become practical mini-factories of 44DD. That’s the drug we use to create the effects you see here.” She slapped the metal tip of a pointer against the Basic Bimbo’s tits, and then abdomen. “This
 model doesn’t feature Milk Maid functionality, thus the low cost. But for all those with the “Milk Maid” content, they are able to deliver highly potent forms of 44DD through their lactation. Which, of course, is daily. As you can see.”

Hayley followed Svetlana’s pointing. The next maid down was a practical copy of the Basic Bimbo, but her tits were leaking thick, heavy milk. She stood in a puddle of it, her toes just barely visible in the tiny transparent plastic circle she stood in. At the bottom of the circle was a drain. Hayley assumed the milk went somewhere else—perhaps to be bottled and then fed to other girls they took in here.

“Shall we continue?” asked Svetlana. “There are several more models.”

“I, uh...need just a moment,” said Simon, sliding next to a stanchion holding up the velvet ropes in front of the displays.

Hayley was puzzled. “What’s the matter, dear?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Svetlana nudged past her. She put a hand on Simon’s shoulder, coming close. “You know, Sir...test drives are part of the tour. For any one of the models. They’d all be happy to relieve you.”

“N-no.” His face was red. “I’d be mortified.”

“Cocks are celebrated here, Sir. Hard cocks, doubly so. I’d be delighted to see it...so long as your wife doesn’t demand first privilege?”

Hayley couldn’t believe it took her so long to understand the problem.

“Simon,” said Hayley, slightly admonishing. “You mustn’t be ashamed of your hard-on. Not in a place like this. But I will not
 have you testing out some floozy on the floor.” She put herself between her husband and Svetlana. “I rather think that, for the money, we’d like something a little
 more exclusive, yes?”

“No!” Simon coughed. “No, really. It’s fine. I just...just needed a moment. That’s all. Show us the rest.”

“Are you certain
, Mr. Sanderson?” asked Svetlana, coolly ignoring Hayley. “I would be delighted to show you to our private viewing rooms, where you could have a girl of your choice fresh of the factory line. A virgin, even. Though no pre-factory virgins, of course. Those are for...” she raised an eyebrow Hayley. “...our most
 exclusive clients.”

“And what are we?” asked Hayley. “Chopped meat?”

“Every business has a strata of clientele, do they not, Misses Sanderson?”

“It’s Haus.
” Hayley set her jaw. “Miss
 Haus.”

“Of course, dear. My mistake. Shall we continue?” Svetlana walked down the line, pointing as she went. Small overhead lights punched on as she walked by each new girl.“As you can see, there are a variety of models we are happy to offer you. The Happy Servant. The Milking Studmaker. The Fertile Fucktoy. The Breeding Beauty—”

“What’s the difference between the Fertile Fucktoy and the Breeding Beauty?” asked Simon. He had stopped, examining the Fertile Fucktoy. Her long chestnut hair wrapped entirely around her body. She bit one lip and spread her pussy, trying to entice him forward.

Hayley started, hoping to interfere, but Svetlana went right along.

“Excellent question. The Fertile Fucktoy model is guaranteed to get pregnant only when you want her to. The Breeding Beauty, in addition to what the Fertile Fucktoy offers, will guarantee a litter of children with every pregnancy.”

“I see,” said Simon. His face had become even redder. Hayley saw the thick, hard outline of his cock in his pants press noticeably forward and slide against the khaki fabric.

“Gosh, we don’t want that
,” said Hayley. “We don’t even want children.”

Simon bristled at that. An old argument of theirs.

“Well.” Svetlana smiled. “Just so you know, all our features are chemical. So, should you decide, later on, that you would like this feature or that feature, it’s just a matter of giving us a call, giving payment, and waiting for a delivery of a new treatment. Your maid, of course, will be delighted to take the treatment dutifully, until she’s just the way you want her. She lives to serve you, after all. After she tastes your sex, you will be imprinted upon her.”

They continued down the line. There were many more options. Many seemed, to Hayley, just variations in hair color or breast size or height. Some had special skills: sexual proclivities like bondage training, domming in the bedroom, or stripping. But other skills were more germane to occupations: gardening, web design, mathematics—there was even a cage fighter!

Finally they came to the end of the line. There were two almost identical tall, supermodel-esque beauties, their breasts somewhat smaller than the others, though just as obviously full of 44DD milk. Their hair, dark and shiny, slipped down to their waists, their eyes were bright and alive with seductive intelligence. They could have been absolutely identical twins, except one’s eyes were green, the other’s violet.

“Just in, we have the Seductive Siren,” Svetlana pointed to violet eyes, “and the Homewrecking Hottie,” Svetlana pointed to green eyes.

Simon looked from one to the other. “What’s the difference?”

“Well, the Seductive Siren works best as a gift, you see. If a rich gentleman wanted to give his friend the gift of lifelong service, but the friend was reluctant to take such a thing, he might choose the Seductive Siren. She could even manage to convince a man and wife to take her in.”

“And the Homewrecking Hottie?”

“A very
 specialized model, Sir. Very exclusive. I’m sure you wouldn’t want anything to do with it. After all, you are buying together.”

“I’m interested, now” said Hayley. Exclusive indeed! What a bunch of rubbish. “What does it do?”

“It’s more of the model chosen by...disgruntled husbands or partners, who want their wives to be around, but not so much of a problem, let’s say. If a man wanted his wife to step down and let someone more beautiful take the role, someone more...appropriately tempered for a man of his station, then he might choose this model. As I said, I’m sure it’s not for you.”

Such talk was rather scary to think about. Someone replacing their chosen partner just because they had tired of them. Frightening! Hayley was glad she didn't have to worry about it.

“I think,” said Hayley finally, “that we will just be very happy with the Basic Maid model, at this time. The one who can clean, cook, all of that. None of the other special features, though. None of that...lactation, business. I don’t want to see any milk in my home.”

“Sure,” said Simon. “That sounds great.”

He was still looking, with intense lust, at the Homewrecking Hottie. She was sort of his type, Hayley knew. Those smoldering eyes, that thick dark hair. Sometimes, Hayley would wear a dark-haired wig during sex to shake things up a bit. Simon loved it.

“Of course,” said Svetlana. She turned to Simon, slipping her arm into his. “Now, Sir, I assume you are the buyer?”

Simon smiled, quite taken with her attention. “Um, yes, sure.”

Hayley rolled her eyes. He was just saying that because he had a hard-on. None of the blood was going to his head.

“Please follow me?” said Svetlana. “We just have a few final payment details to discuss.”

“Actually, it’s my
 money—” Hayley started.

But they were already gone through the door at the end of the line of bimbos, and Hayley was alone.

Fine, whatever. Simon knew what she wanted well enough. She had been talking about it for weeks now, and he was such a very good listener. One of his many good qualities.

It was very quiet in the hangar. All around Hayley were the bimbos, staring blankly ahead.

One tilted her head at her—the seductive siren.

“Giggle?” said the Siren, cocking her head.

It sounded like a request.

Hayley snorted. Most certainly not! Hayley didn’t giggle. She was a proper lady, not some bimbo slut.

“Giggle.”

This was the Homewrecking Hottie now, stepping forward to the end of her ropes. It sounded much, much more like a command. The Siren stepped forward as well, looking at Hayley expectantly.

Hayley, for a moment, thought she was in danger. A pretty woman, like herself, alone in a room like this. And Svetlana had been so cold
, so mean
. Could she have ordered something to happen?

But...no. Svetlana was a servant. She couldn’t do anything Hayley didn’t say, explicitly. That meant none of these other bimbos could, either. This was just...some display. Some show, or something.

Right?

Down the line, the rest of the bimbos stepped forward, leaning over at the waist to stare at Hayley. Their long hair dripped down to the floor. They all started to join in, all the bimbos.

“Giggle,” they said, their voices soft and breathy. “Giggle. Giggle!”

Hayley laughed nervously, backing up. She clapped a hand to her mouth. Was that a giggle? No. No, of course not.

She laughed again, nervousness really taking hold now, turning quickly to the wall. It felt like the bimbos were getting closer, all of them giggling. She could practically hear the milk in their heavy tits sloshing.

She had to get away. The door Simon and Svetlana walked through was very close. She lunged for it.

The door stuck at first. It became harder and harder to breath. Panic was really taking her.


Inhaler
, she thought.

No, no. It could wait. She just needed to see Simon, and it would be all right. Finally the door opened, and from inside came an overwhelming miasma of sex.

Inside, she saw Simon on top of a sort of examination table. His head rolling backwards. Svetlana was between his legs, moaning throatily, taking him deeper down her mouth.

Hayley’s vision began to spiral. Why was this happening? Why wouldn’t he have told her? She was okay
 with him getting head from other women. Just not this
 one. Just not this bitch
 who insulted her.

She couldn’t breath.

She couldn’t breath
. Her throat closed in on itself, and her thoughts started to spiral. Madly, she searched through her bag for her inhaler. Her vision was dimming. All she could hear were Simon's moans, Svetlana's breathy sucking, and the giggling of the bimbos just mere feet away.

Finally she reached it. Within moments, the cool spray had poured into her lungs, filling her up with breath once more.

Except...it was different, this time. Right? It was all heady, and thought-slowing, and her body felt like it was just, like, floating.

Dimly, she crawled forward, giggling again and again.


Giggle
.

That’s what all the bimbos had said to do. Why hadn’t she tried it before? It was rather fun.

Giggle. Giggle giggle. Giggle relax.

Yes, relax. That would be good. She giggled. A fun thing to do. Such a silly little sound.

Someone’s heels stepped around her, over her. Svetlana and then another. The Homewrecking Hottie. Wasn’t that fun. That Hottie was such a hottie. Hayley giggled.

She watched as Svetlana pushed the Hottie down on her knees in front of Simon. With great urgency and eagerness, the exquisite Svetlana stroked Simon off into the Hottie’s face. The Hottie waited, green eyes burning with need, licking her lips, eager to taste his seed.

Imprinting, that’s what Svetlana had called it. Wasn’t that such a funny word?

“Funny,” said Hayley, giggling helplessly. Someone was touching her cunt as she watched her man get stroked off by another woman into yet another woman’s face.

She looked down briefly. Oh. Her fingers. That’s who was doing it. Wasn’t that interesting? Fingering her cunt to her man getting serviced like that.

Simon didn’t even see her. He was so very focused on the Hottie. In love with her, it looked like. Hayley giggled. That was so silly. Simon was supposed to be in love with her
.

Svetlana kept urging in his ear, and, groaning, spasming, he came all over the Hottie’s face. His seed was thick, gooey. The Hottie licked it all up, scooping up anything she could with a long delicate finger.

In short order, the Hottie was taken out of the room, still licking away at the cum all over her face. A small metal bowl with big purple bulbs on it was placed on Simon’s head. The light bulbs flashed briefly, and Simon collapsed down on the table. Svetlana took the device and brought it over to Hayley, still giggling and fingering her cunt.

It was the inhaler, Hayley realized. Something had been put in the inhaler
...

She giggled. That was funny.

“Now, my dear,” said Svetlana, a cruel smile on her face, “Who were you saying was a reject bimbo slut, again?”

Hayley barely even recognized the threat—and then the device was on her skull, working its magic.

* * * * *

They arrived home hours later, both still in a daze. Hayley remembered nothing after choosing the Basic Maid package. She knew she was incredibly satisfied with her choice. She knew that they both were. They had made a Good Choice
. Capital G, capital C. There could be no questioning that.

It was just...something didn’t sit right. Something about the experience...

By reflex, she sucked on her inhaler. Her thoughts dissipated, all worry sinking from her. A pink cloud drifted over her brain, washing over all those pesky worries—including the worry about why her worries were going away.

Her blouse felt tight, nipples pushing erect. She was horny, suddenly. She let herself revel in the feeling.

There was a lot to be horny about. The new maid, Fiona sat in the back seat. She had a self-satisfied smile on her face. Her long, tanned legs were open, gently revealing the dynamic musculature of her inner-thighs. She wore a paisley blue minidress, her tits on display with just a teensy apron around her torso, barely covering the small area between her cleavage and her hips. It was—obviously—rather more decorative than useful. A symbol of her maidhood, like perhaps a crown might be a symbol of royalty. Fiona rather resembled the Seductive Siren or the Homewrecking Hottie maids that they had seen, but Svetlana assured Hayley that Fiona was one hundred percent Basic Maid. That was good. That was what Hayley wanted.

She trusted Svetlana implicitly. She was a really terrific woman. Hayley knew that there had been some nastiness between them at the compound, but it was gone from her head now, gone like all those pesky little worries, drifting away in the pink cloud.

Hayley wanted to slide her hands through Fiona’s thick, dark hair. She wanted to touch those legs, those breasts...god, Fiona was so
 hot. Hayley was excited already, thinking of all the ways she could just touch
 this new Maid that she owned.

Their home was in a large, incredibly well-to-do neighborhood known as Cherry Ridge. Most every house on the block technically counted as a mansion, though some were more fancy than others. Hayley’s house—given to her by her parents, of course—was one of the oldest (and therefore most prestigious, and largest) on the block.

Simon parked the car at the end of the long drive and they all got out. Fiona, right away, grabbed her enormous trunk, handling it all by herself. Very quickly they were inside, with Fiona setting her trunk down and clapping her hands together excitedly as she surveyed the lavish surroundings of the house.

It was your standard Cherry Ridge mansion. All the ceilings were tall, the walls made of old, hard wood. The floors were marble; expensive art decorated the walls. Hayley had done almost none of the decorating herself, of course, hiring a team to do all that sort of thing for her. That still hadn't stopped her for taking responsibility for how lovely it all looked. Making all those phone calls was
 a bit of a bother, after all.

“Well now,” said Fiona, her luxurious beauty looking right at home in the elegant surroundings. “How would you like me to begin, Master?”

She addressed Simon, solely. Hayley had little issue with that. She, of course, controlled Simon. Taking advantage of this fact, she looped her arm through his.

“Let’s fuck her, baby,” she moaned in his ear. “Please? Right now? I want her. Don’t you want her?”

He nodded slowly. His reluctance to show his arousal, constantly a nuisance at the showroom, was gone now. They were safe in their home, and they had a new toy to play with.

He wrapped a hand around Fiona’s tiny waist, pulling her close. Her erect nipples danced against Simon's suit jacket. “We’re going to fuck you,” he said calmly. “However we want. Whenever we want. And we want it right now.”

Fiona leaned in and kissed him, slow and deep. It was scorchingly hot, seeing their faces press against one another. Hayley had never been turned on by two people more in her life. A slow whimper exited her mouth.

Slowly, the kiss ended.

“Yes, Master,” said Fiona, green eyes sparkling. “I would love that.”

In a matter of moments, they were upstairs in the bedroom. Simon led the way, with Hayley trailing behind Fiona. Fiona's legs were so long—longer even than Hayley's—it was hard to keep up. Simon was already half undressed when they made it into the bed, and Hayley stripped the rest of his clothes off happily. He had a fine body, thin with just enough meat on it to be sexy. A small tuft of dark hair protruded proudly from his chest. His cock, already hard, already had begun to leak out precum.

Just as quickly as Hayley had stripped down Simon, he stripped her down, ripping her expensive clothes and tossing them to the floor.

Soon, Hayley and Simon were both naked, the gorgeous Fiona at the foot of the bed, awaiting instructions. Her panties were off, on the floor. Hayley moaned, staring intently at Fiona's gorgeous tits, so perfectly arranged in her tiny outfit.

“Lick my pussy, slave,” said Hayley. “Lick it for me, now.”

“Yes, Madam.”

Fiona crawled forward onto the bed, sliding her gorgeous face between Hayley's waiting thighs, and dutifully began to lick. Hayley stroked Simon off as she did. He liked watching this. Hayley liked
 that he liked watching.

Fiona, moaning, pushed her hand upward and started stroking Simon as well. For a moment, the two women worked in unison, but this was just an illusion. The second they gained a rhythm, Fiona had slid her hand all the way up and down Simon’s cock, gently pushing Hayley’s away.

Hayley didn’t care. Fiona’s tongue on her clit was magical
. It had approached peak perfection almost immediately, sending electric currents up and down Hayley's body. She writhed in ecstasy, never wanting the sensations to stop.

But, almost just as soon as Fiona started licking, she quit. The thick, heavy stroking on Simon’s cock continued though, and she quickly added her luscious mouth to the mix. Fiona's licks on Simon's cock were loving, longing, like she had needed his cock her entire, entire life. Her eyes were alive with lust, with love
. She had true, undeniable worship in her face for Simon. For Hayley's
 Simon.

Fiona was ignoring Hayley entirely, now. Ignoring Hayley for him.

It was a better blowjob that Hayley had ever given. Her mouth was structured small, and Simon’s cock was a bit on the large side, so she had always had trouble taking him in all the way. Fiona had no such trouble.

Panic entered her mind. She turned to Simon, trying to kiss his neck, his face, but he kept turning away to watch Fiona work her magic on his cock. Now Simon
 was ignoring her. This was supposed to be Hayley's idea. This was supposed to be her
 triumph, and now she was on the side, like some reject appetizer before the main course.

It was getting hard to breath. She felt anxious. She backed off the bed, thumping down hard, hands searching wildly for her purse. Soon, she found it, expecting Simon to be getting up after her to help.

“Don’t worry,” she wheezed, “I’ve got—”

He wasn’t worried at all. Fiona had climbed up on top of his lap, sinking her scintillatingly hot cunt down on his long, thick cock. She had easily ripped off her dress, revealing her toned midsection and her enormous, gravity-defying tits. Her look was purest rapture—and with that face, it was a more perfect visage than Hayley had ever given Simon during sex.

Feelings of inadequacy shook her. She couldn’t even take part in their new, fun sex act without needing her inhaler.

Her chest continued to tighten. Hating herself, she took it in, sucking down.

The pink cloud ran through her thoughts. Everything felt better immediately. Her anxiety slipped away, immediately forgotten.

Simon was having brilliant fun with Fiona. Wasn’t that the whole point of this exercise? Who cared if he fucked the gorgeous maid? Hayley wanted to fuck her too, for goodness sake!

Her lust renewed, Hayley climbed up on the bed, pushing on her lover until he was on top of the maid. Then she pushed on his hips, purring and cheering him on.

“You're fucking her so good, baby,” she moaned in his ear. “You're fucking our new property. She belongs
 to us. You're fucking owning
 her with your cock!”

Simon grunted, nodding, not responding. There was some intense, intimate connection happening between Simon and Fiona that Hayley no longer paid any attention to. His thrusts increased in frequency, starting to jackhammer hard into Fiona's preciously hot little cunt.

“Do it, baby,” Hayley purred in his ear. “Cum in the maid! Cum in her!”

“Yeah, oh fuck,” he moaned. “Yeah, you know it. I'm gonna own
 her, own
 her...”

Jerking wildly, Simon came, emptying himself completely in their new property. Hayley could feel his orgasm rippling through her own body, and for the first time in their relationship, she came at the same time as him. It was inexplicable—she wasn't even touching
 herself!—but all the same she came when he did. Her body shook with the orgasm, and soon she was on the bed next to Fiona, lost in the dark-haired beauty's thick lusty scent.

“Thank you so
 much, Master,” Fiona moaned, pulling Simon close. “Thank you so much for honoring me with your cum.”

The three of them cuddled all the rest of the evening, Fiona wrapped around Simon, and Hayley sidling up next to Simon's back, snoring softly and comfortably.

* * * * *

A week passed. Fiona cleaned, cooked, and washed for the couple as dutifully as anyone could have asked. And at night, and during the day, and sometimes right in the morning, she served Simon however he asked.

For Hayley, though...

For Hayley, Fiona had been a little more willful.

Hayley had expected some time of adjustment. It was only natural. She remembered Svetlana saying something about how the maid would be more likely to listen solely to the male in the household, at first.

And so, Hayley had something of a difficult time telling Fiona to do this or that, and reminding the maid who was really
 in charge. But Fiona gave her all these haughty, arrogant looks, acting like she didn’t need to listen unless she felt
 like it, which seemed to be never.

“You will be cleaning the oven later, I assume?” she asked last Sunday, after an enormous roast dinner.

“Oh no, Madam. I didn't know
 that ovens needed cleaning after such large dishes. Are you saying they do
?”

Little snipey, sarcastic retorts like that. Certainly not what Hayley remembered from talking with the Castle Maid representatives, or what she had heard in her elite circles of acquaintances when they met at big time galas and pool parties. But, that was well enough.


Some period of adjustment is to be expected
. Svetlana's voice in her head was so reassuring, so comforting. Hayley didn't dare question it.

But...but. The nastiness didn't seem to be dissipating, at all. If anything, it was only getting worse
.

Early Wednesday morning, Hayley was going to go out shopping. Fiona caught her at the door.

“Oh, you're wearing that
?” Fiona asked, raising an eyebrow.

The outrageously beautiful maid wore a tiny tight black dress, her shiny tits and legs on perfect display. She was a work of erotic art.

Hayley looked down at her short skirt, her tight blouse. “Yes? Is there something wrong?”

“No, it's just that...well.” Fiona smirked and looked away.

“What? 'It's just' what?” Hayley put a hand on her hips.

“I didn't think someone with your
 legs would actually wear short skirts, that's all.”

Hayley was incensed. Just because Fiona's legs were goddess-like and tanned, perfect in every possible way, didn't give her license to insult Hayley's!

“I—I don't, like, I don't—like, I mean, you know?” Words blubbered out of her, like water down a stream. “Okay? So...like! All right?”

Fiona giggled, her magical tits bouncing in her tiny black dress. “Was that a sentence?”

“You know, like!” Hayley shook her head, storming back upstairs. “You know!”

For almost an hour after that, Hayley sat in her room, fiddling with the inhaler in her hand. What in the hell was wrong with her? Why hadn't she been able to articulate her displeasure? Hayley had been rich and spoiled all her life, and she knew it. Articulating her displeasure with those below her was one of her finest skills. It was rather startling to find it just gone
 from her all of a sudden.

She made up her mind—she would discuss the matter with Simon. He was a man, and so therefore quite smart and reasonable. She would listen to his opinion on the matter and thank him, perhaps with a blowjob. Yes. That was a good, ladylike thing to do.

Five minutes later, after a short tug on her inhaler to take the edge off, she walked into his study. He was working. He hated being disturbed as he worked. Hayley didn’t much care. She was upset, and as her partner, he had to listen to her on her time.

His muscles were thick in his tiny white shirt. The biceps bulged, turning his sleeves thin. He looked positively massive in front of his tiny notebook computer. His study was one of the smaller rooms in the large house, just a few hundred square feet around. Bookshelves lined the walls. Simon's desk was large and old, an heirloom from his grandfather on his mother's side.

Simon was ready for her, holding a hand up. “Not now, dear.”

His voice was a bit muffled, an old pen in his mouth.

“I really must
 speak with you.”

She came close to his desk.

“I’m in the middle of some terrific stuff, here. Can’t it wait?”

Hayley stamped her foot. “No
. I am your partner
 and I want to talk, now
.”

Sighing deeply, he closed his notebook and turned to her.

“What is it, dear?”

She took a breath. “I’m having some misgivings about Fiona, darling.”

“Fiona?” he laughed heartily. “Don’t joke. She’s incredible.”

Simon had, of course, definitely turned the corner on his stance with Fiona. He fucked her every night. Every morning. Every afternoon. They had fucked more in the last week than he and Fiona had in almost the last year.

That bothered
 her. But she just...she couldn't quite figure out why. Every time she felt like she was getting close to figuring it out, her asthma would act up, and she'd need a long tug on her inhaler.

“Y-yes. I suppose so,” said Hayley. “But I feel like...I don’t know. I feel like there’s something sinister
 going on with her.”

Simon laughed.

“Sinister? Would you listen to yourself? She’s a maid
. She’s a mind-controlled
 maid. You have nothing to worry about. She couldn’t possibly want anything that you don’t decide for her to want.”

Hayley shook her head. “That’s not true. Just the other day, I caught her giggling as she listened to the radio.”

There had been some ad on promoting a politician’s speech on female equality. Fiona had giggled helplessly. “Female equality?” she had snickered loudly. “No such thing. What a silly idea.”

Simon was unimpressed.

“And? So she laughed. That’s nice. She has a lovely laugh.”

“No, it’s not that. It’s...dear, don’t you get it? If she has enough independent thought to find something funny, why wouldn’t she have enough to plot something against—”

“To plot
? Would you listen to yourself? She couldn’t plot her way out of a paper bag unless she had explicit instructions.”

Hayley, dejected, tugged at her dress.

“I just...also...there’s been some changes.”

“Changes?”

“Yes. Physical ones. To me.”

Now, Simon seemed more concerned. “I don’t know that I follow.”

“I’ve been...I don’t know. Empty-headed, lately. Airheaded, you could say. Giggly, sometimes.”

“So?”

“Yesterday, I watched entertainment news for six hours straight!”

“You sounded like you were enjoying yourself.”

“I was! I was—” she stopped.


I was playing with myself the whole time
, she wanted to say.

Anything could set her off these days. And looking at all those sexy celebrities in their sexy clothes, running around the world doing whatever they wanted...it didn’t take much to get her so
 excited. She was cumming almost more often than she was giggling, and she was giggling a lot
.

It was so simple to giggle. So easy. So freeing. She did it there, in front of Simon, tittering nervously, and then allowing that to rapidly progress into a carefree, gentle giggle.

But, there were other items that bothered her. “Also my hair...it’s blonder.”

“You didn’t dye it?”

“No
.” She giggled. God, why was she giggling? This was serious. “I just woke up and it looked that way! Now, explain that! How would that be happening if Fiona wasn’t making
 it happen somehow? That’s what they do to those maids, isn’t it? They make them all blonde and big-titted and dumb!”

“Don’t be silly, dear. Fiona isn’t a blonde.”

“You know that’s not what I mean.”

Her voice, which she intended to be scathing and demeaning, was high-pitched, breathy, and plaintive. It all seemed so far out of her control.

“And besides, that color looks smashing on you. Are you sure you don’t like it? I would think you’re a natural blonde.”

“I...really?”

She felt her body begin to glow warmly with the force of the compliment working through her. The Man’s
 compliment. His masculinity appreciating her femininity. That was so very
 nice. She giggled again, thinking of how nice it was to be appreciated.

Her mind wandered for a moment, her fingers floating over her engorged nipples. She hadn’t even talked to him about how her bras were having trouble fitting, how it felt like her tits were growing slowly, but god, if he thought she looked good
, then maybe she shouldn’t complain so much? He hadn’t fucked her since Fiona arrived. She had encouraged him to cum in the new maid plenty of times, though...

“Hayley? Hayley, are you listening to me?”

Simon had clearly been trying to get her attention for a few seconds now, snapping his fingers.

“I’m sorry, darling. I was miles away.”

Hayley touched her nipples, twirled with her hair. He had said she looked good
. Could she entice him?

“Listen,” Simon said sternly. “This maid was an investment.”

“I know
 that. But—”

“Do you? Do you have any idea how much she cost? You’re the one who wanted her to begin with!”

“I know!
 I’m sorry, but I just...I just...”

Wait. Why was Simon worrying about the cost? It was Hayley’s money...wasn’t it?

“I don’t...I don’t understand why you’re worried about the money, dear. It’s...the money is...”

Simon stood up to his full height. Had he gotten taller? He was so very large, so strong. Hayley felt her heart pumping fast just looking at him. She felt like she was falling in love all over again.

“The money is mine
, darling. I’ve been meaning to have this conversation with you, but it’s rather time you figured it out. I’m the man. I control the money in a household. That’s only right, isn’t it?”

A feeling of hot, easy lust struck her body as he asserted his dominance over her. Something was wrong, but it felt so nice
 to give in...

“Oh. Yes.” She giggled, thoughts in her head popping like balloons as her arousal increased. “Well, I suppose so.”

“Wonderful. Fiona thought so too. That’s why she drew up these papers for us.”

From the bottom drawer of his desk, Simon pulled out a thick folder, pulling out several paper-clipped documents and shuffling them gently before placing them in front of Hayley.

“Papers?”

Hayley was losing track. Hadn’t she come in here to make demands of him
?

Wait, had she? But, women didn't demand things of men. That was wrong. And she
 was a woman, and he
 was a man, so...

“Fiona is qualified as a paralegal,” said Simon. “Remarkable young woman. Sign here.”

He held out a pen. Confused and overwhelmed, Hayley backed away from the table.

“I think I better...lawyer. Get one. You know.”

It was getting hard to breathe. Her panic was coming back. She tugged at her blouse. Why were her breasts feeling so unwieldy and large? And her thoughts, so fuzzy all the time. What was happening to her?

“Don’t be so silly, dear. We’re lovers. You don’t need a lawyer for someone you love, do you?”

God, that made sense. Everything in that sexy, hot baritone of his made so
 much sense. She wanted to believe everything he said.

When had his voice gotten so deep and thick? Didn’t it used to be reedy? Whiny? Didn’t he
 used to be a bit of a pushover? There were so many...so many changes, such hard-to-explain occurrences...

She tried looking at the papers in front of her. The words read like mush. “But...what does it say?”

“It’s very simple, dear. It simply gives me access and control over all of your accounts and estate.”

“Access...control?” She shook her head. “I don’t...I don’t...”

Again, she tried to look at the papers. The words swam together, spiraling, sinking. If only she could watch the words on television somehow. Maybe put them on the entertainment channel. Have that nice bubbly blonde anchor lady explain them all to her...

Simon leaned forward, rapping his knuckles on the desk. “Dear, you have to trust me. Relationships are built on trust.”

She tried again to read the words, but they crashed against each other in waves, worse than before. Her mind was on fire. Something was wrong, wrong!

Standing up, she backed away from the chair, feeling the world spiral and thunder. Why didn’t anything make sense anymore? Why did she feel so stupid
 all the time? How was Simon pushing her around like this? That wasn’t how it supposed to work. This was all wrong
.

Suddenly, her inhaler was pressed against her mouth. Reflexively, she took in a long, deep breath.

Instantly, she felt better. She barely noticed at all that Fiona had entered the room; that she was the one who had placed the inhaler on her mouth.

“There you are, Madam. Won’t you sign, now? It’s for your own security.”

“Yes, dear.” Simon walked around to meet the maid, sliding his hand far up between her ass cheeks in her tiny little dress. “Listen to Fiona. I’m the man, aren’t I? That means I’m stronger than you, naturally. Doesn’t that make sense?”

“Strong...yes.”

That did
 make sense. Yesterday, Hayley saw Simon lift an entire leather couch by himself while Fiona was sitting on it, just to startle her and make her laugh. They were so cute together. Such a perfect couple.

“So, that means something is much more likely to happen to you than it is to me, all right?”

“Oh. Yes. All right.”

“You had better sign these papers, then. In case anything should ever happen.”

“I...yes. Of course.”

Finally, she obeyed. Her signature was still wet on the paper when he tugged it out from under her hands and slipped it into a folder, handing that quickly to Fiona.

“Wonderful, dear, thank you.” He straightened up. “Now, if you would please leave us? Fiona and I would like some privacy.”

“Pr...privacy?”

“Yes, dear. We have quite a lot to discuss.”

“Oh...of course. Yes.”

She left in a daze, barely noticing the sudden cheers behind her. They were happy! That was good. Hayley had been so, sooo good to make them happy. It was so very right and good to make a man and his maid happy.

Something made her stop at the door frame though, and crack the door open. The two inside did not notice. Fiona was on Simon’s lap, purring and telling him what a wonderful, good decision he had made.

“You’re so strong,” said Fiona, crushing her big tits against his thick chest. “So very strong. I can’t believe how well you handled that.”

“Yes,” he said. His large hand toyed with her sexy tall red high-heeled shoe. “And now, like you said, it will be that much easier to make the transition to marriage.”

Marriage! Hayley put a hand over her mouth, gasping with joy. He must have been talking about marrying her! That was like, totally great!

Her fingers sank to her pussy, searching for those magic points of pleasure. There were so many down there; the entire area like a live wire from an exploding transformer. Just the thought of being chronically attached to her Man
 got her hot, and that
 was hot too.

“Thank you so much for suggesting that, my dear.” He stroked Fiona's hair in admiration. “It’s rather more secure this way. She’s been so absent-minded lately. I don't trust her with any funds.”

“Of course
, Master. I live to serve you, and want you to be happy at all
 times. May I stroke you, please?”

“Yes,” he said, voice becoming distant as Fiona lowered down to her knees. “You don’t think we were too harsh on her, do you?”

“Oh, no, Sir. I think you rather could have been much
 more harsh on her if you wanted.”

Fiona had slipped her hands into his pants, tugging them down all the way. Hayley moaned, barely audible. She hadn’t seen Simon’s cock in so long. It had gotten so big—so hard!

“More harsh?”

“Oh yes, Sir. I know that, for instance, if you were to slap me around, I’d absolutely deserve it. The man is always right, after all.”

“Yes,” he said, thumbing at her cheek, and then gripping her neck. “I am.”

“Yes, Master. So right. It’s so right to choke me, like that.”

As she told him this, she stroked him harder. His hands closed around her neck, both of them together. Fiona nodded, her face pure bliss, as his grip tightened and re-tightened around her elegant throat. He relinquished the grip just for a moment to slap her face, and this only made Fiona stroke him harder.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I'm your property
. You do with me as you will. You're right
 to hit me. You're so right
 to choke me. A woman doesn't get to decide what's best. Only her Man. Only you
.”

Her strokes increased in frequency and as they did, Hayley's ministrations toward her own cunt became more and more frequent as well. Hayley found she was about to cum just from watching Fiona get slapped and choked by her man. God, god! That was so hot, so wrong!

It was almost like Simon had a million little complaints that any boyfriend might have with his girlfriend. And he wanted, he needed
 to let these complaints feel their purchase in the world. Needed a physical output for them. For Fiona to embrace this physicality, to say that she wanted
 to feel his frustrations...Simon could only be too willing to follow through.

The slapping increased, the choking became harder, and Fiona only moaned and writhed the more. Unable to control himself any longer, Simon exploded, his cum thick and hot and gooey. Fiona slipped her mouth around the head of his cock after the first spurt got her in the face. Her cum-soaked hair and gorgeous face soon adored his cock with startling alacrity. She truly was made for this. Hayley moaned with her own orgasm as she saw her man cum. Her body spasmed against the door, and she was barely able to keep quiet, her sexy lithe body writhing in ecstasy in the hallway.

She'd give anything
 if he let her taste him again. She just loved him so much!

Maybe...maybe after they were married.

Simon’s breathing slowed, eventually. He stroked Fiona with true affection in his eyes, and slid her up on his lap once more.

“I’d like to show you the ring I got for her, if I may.”

“Oh, yes!” Fiona clapped her hands together. “Please, let me see!”

He brought out the stone, contained in a small little box. Hayley struggled to hold in her breath. She could see it clearly from the angle she was at, and it was beautiful
!

“Oh, my...” said Fiona, a frown forming.

“You don’t approve?”

“I’m just...not sure. I don’t know if it would work for someone of her...qualities
.”

Her voice had taken a rather acidic tone. At the same time, while she sat on one of Simon's massive legs, her hand had begun to stroke his still-wet and still-hard cock.

“How do you mean?” he asked.

He was too busy looking at the cum gathered around Fiona's breasts to properly appreciate how earnestly she stroked his cock.

“May I wear it?”

“Of course.”

Fiona slipped on the ring. Hayley felt fury, jealous and cruel, rising up inside of her.

“You see...when it’s on a finger like mine? A figure like mine? Do you see what I mean?”

“Yes,” he muttered slowly, watching her deeply.

“I’m just so
 perfectly gorgeous all
 the time. And it’s all just
 for your enjoyment.”

He stroked her hair, adoration in every movement. “I know.”

“And that brings me to my point. This lovely, lovely
 stone isn’t even quite good enough for someone like me, is it?” She smiled. “And so...for someone like your wife. That means that it’s a little too
 good, doesn’t it? A little too glamorous
.” She paused, smiling. “Excuse me, Master. Your wife-to-be.”

“Hmm. I see your point.”

“Might I offer an alternative suggestion?”

She clicked on his computer just a few times. The page already bookmarked in his browser. It was some landmark ring in design and quality, layered with sapphires and rubies. The ring’s price could barely fit on the screen.

“Now, you see that? Isn’t that a lovely
 ring? That’s the sort of ring you deserve
 to give to someone. You’re such a strong, good man. You deserve to give the fanciest ring possible to a woman who truly
 deserves it.”

“Yes,” he said softly. His eyes lit up, seeing the page, and then his gaze drifted back over to Fiona and her work on his cock.

Fiona’s fingers were still slick from her saliva and his cum from the last load as they worked up and down Simon's incredible cock. Hayley was in disbelief that he was still so, so very hard. It made other thoughts hard to process—that cock was right there, and so fucking huge!

“Could you imagine what that would be like?” Fiona stroked dutifully, her eyes focused solely on the thick beauty of Simon's rod. “Giving a beautiful, gorgeous ring to someone who needed it? To someone who deserved it? A stone like that, it belongs in a museum, or on an earth-shatteringly gorgeous woman.”

Simon didn't have words any more. He was clearly too turned on to speak. He pushed Fiona down to the ground and ripped off her dress, exposing her beautiful tits.

In short order, he had taken both mountainous breasts and shoved his cock between their slick, sexy valley. He was so much larger
 than her. His cock reached her mouth, and she could suck him even as he fucked her big beautiful tits.

“Gonna fucking ruin
 you,” he grunted. “All this nasty talk. Trying to take me from Hayley. I'll teach you. Teach you right.”

Fiona moaned out in affirmation. She was happy to be subject to anything at all that Simon wanted.

Hayley’s own were too small to fuck. Simon couldn’t do it with her. This panicked her horribly. Her breaths came hard and fast, once more. The stress, the anxiety breaking through the pink cloud after seeing the horrible scene with the ring, with Fiona so clearly
 trying to replace her. There was no rationalization that could work. Fiona was trying to wreck their home!

“You have all her money,” Fiona moaned. “All that money. She just gave
 it to you because you’re such
 a hunk.”

“That's right,” said Simon. He slapped Fiona, and she moaned with pleasure. The pain on her cheek was exactly the same as a slow rub on her clit. “She has to do what I say. And so do you.”

Fiona nodded. “Yes, Master. Treat me however you want! Treat me like you deserve
.”

Simon slapped her again, and Fiona moaned with even more pleasure, holding her tits together for his cock to keep fucking. Simon was getting ready to cum again already.

Hayley's world was spinning. She couldn't make sense of anything. Wheezing, she had to grab the inhaler again.

And...there.

All better.

Pink cloud, floating in. All anxieties, gone. All worries, dissipated.

Replace her? How would Simon replace her? How would Fiona? Hayley was like, banging cool. She couldn't be replaced.

So what if Simon was fucking another girl's tits and slapping her around a bit? That was super hot. He was such a fucking stud. He deserved to do whatever he wanted.

Moaning now, fingering her cunt furiously, she leaned forward against the door, pushing it open with her forehead. Simon must have seen her, but if he did, he did not care.

He did care about Fiona. She was gorgeous and deserved his attention. Groaning loud, huffing out every breath, he came, covering Fiona's face once more in the thick gooey strands of his load. Fiona giggled gleefully as she licked it up.

She pushed it all around on her huge tits, sliding the ring that was supposed to be Hayley’s through the thick, hot goo. It had been marked, the ring. Marked as Simon's. And Fiona had been marked at the same time.

Hayley knew that was supposed to mean something
, that she ought to be like, worried or scared or something
...but for the life of her, she couldn't figure out how it all fit together.

* * * * *

A few weeks later, Simon still hadn’t proposed. Hayley clung to the hope that he would, and soon. She tried to drop hints, but mostly she just ended up giggling something stupid about white dresses.

“Aren’t like, white dresses fun and sexy?” she would say, trying to somehow consume food at dinner instead of drooling like a schoolgirl at every last movement of Simon's. “Like...shouldn’t like...I get one?”

He responded by buying her a cheap white minidress online. Fiona recommended it. It cost less than fifty dollars and was made of vinyl. She wore it, happily, hoping he would eventually make the association.

She would have bought her own dress, maybe, but Hayley had found out the hard way that she had no money anymore.

The incident occurred after a lot of introspection on Hayley's part, late on a Friday afternoon. Outside, the weather was turning cold at nights, and it rained regularly.

More and more, she had become sure that the inhaler she had was the problem. And not because she had painted it pink and put little silly happy faces on it. No, no that. It was the fact that every time she took a breath of it, she felt funny and placid and silly for hours at a time. And she took it several, several
 times an hour! That couldn’t be good, right?

And so, in a rather lucid moment, not taking her inhaler for more than an hour, she decided she would get on a plane and go see her sister. She started packing a suitcase. It was pink, fluffy, and looked like a giant rabbit's head.

There was a knock on the door. Simon. He must have knocked gently. If he did a proper knock, he would splinter the wood. They had to replace three bathroom doors in the past week.

He walked in, shaking his head slowly at her attempts at packing her things. He had on just a brief pair of shorts and a tiny white shirt. He didn't bother much with clothes, anymore. They got in Fiona's way.

She wore her vinyl white dress and a thick pair of clunky black heels. Her dress had fit perfectly when Simon bought it just a week ago, but already it was too tiny. Her ass had ballooned outward, becoming perfect for squeezing and touching. Her tits had grown more than two cup sizes, approaching nearly 48DDs. Her legs were long and bronze, even though Simon had not allowed her to step outside for weeks. All
 of her skin was bronzed, in fact, and toned. The only working out she did was fingering her cunt to the workout channel on television.

Her hair was thick, blonde, and reached nearly to her ass. It was a nuisance, sometimes, but it looked so
 hot. Especially with her puffy, thick cocksucking lips, and her bright, bright blue eyes.

If you had asked Hayley, she would have insisted that she always looked this way.

“What do you think you’re doing, Hayley?”

“I wanna go see my sister,” said Hayley. “I’m feeling all funny and stuff. I just...I wanna get away
. Out of this house for a little while. Okay?”

Simon examined her spilled-open suitcase. It was full of fashion magazines and make-up. A few coloring books. There were only a few pairs of clothes.

Simon picked up a coloring book about dogs. Hayley resisted the urge to grab it from him. She liked that one. She had used blue
 in it, and that was such a pretty color.

“I’m just not going to allow that, Hayley.”

“Not allow it?
” She giggled. “You don’t get to decide that. Like, I have money! I’m just gonna go.”

He shook his head sadly. Taking her by the arm, he sat her down in front of his computer in the bedroom. He and Fiona used it to watch porn while they fucked. Fiona liked to stroke his cock and tell him about all the women there he deserved to fuck. Sometimes they let Hayley sit at the foot of the bed and watch, and play with herself.

“You gave me all your money, love.” He pointed at the screen. It was full of numbers and stuff. Hayley couldn't process any of it. “Don’t you remember? You signed papers and everything. You said I deserved it more.”

Well, he did
 deserve it. So, that made perfect sense.

But, didn’t she
 deserve something? She was looking hot
, lately. Her body was rocking
. Over the last few weeks, her tits had grown and grown.

Right? Or...hadn't they...been that way?

Thinking was hard. She giggled.

“I don’t...I’m like, not happy, Simon!”

She said this in an enthusiastic voice, like she was congratulating someone for winning a sports car.

“You’re giggling and smiling all the time.”

“Yes, but something is wrong
.” She put a hand through the thick, lustrous strands of her shiny blonde hair. “I’m like...all giggly and dumb and stuff. And my titties! They keep getting bigger! I think? None of my bras even fit anymore! None of my clothes do, either!”

“Oh, sweetie.” He tsked. “That’s what you’re upset about? You want some new clothes?”

“Yes! But other things too! I wanna see my sister, okay! I want to go see her.”

She crossed her arms, stamping her heels. They barely made a sound. Oh, right—there was new, puffy carpet on the floor. The better for fucking Fiona in, Simon had explained. Wordlessly, Simon picked up her inhaler from off the bed and slipped it into Hayley’s mouth. Without a thought, she sucked it in, letting that pleasant pink cloud take over.

Just weeks ago, the inhaler's medicine would create a significant shift in thinking, a new lateral plane of being. Now, it was just slipping a few gears back, making it that much easier to relax. She felt all the tension slide out of her gorgeous blonde body.

Why had she been talking about growing titties? Her titties were plenty big. She giggled. They always had been. Simon loved them that way.

“How about this,” said Simon. “I’ll invite your sister over. She can fly in tomorrow, if that makes you feel better. I’ll even pay for the ticket myself.”

“Gee, really?” Hayley felt her heart flutter. That was so
 nice of him. “That would be great!”

“And as far as clothes go, you can just borrow Fiona’s.”

“I...but...I want new
 clothes...”

He shushed her, putting his fingers on her mouth. She felt the little quivers of an orgasm at his strong, manly touch on the pleasure centers of her lips.

“Don’t be silly, babe. You’ll look hotter in Fiona’s clothes anyway. We don’t have money to just buy a new wardrobe whenever you want.”

She nodded, smiling. He was so right. He was always so right. Why hadn’t she just talked with him to begin with?

“Now,” he said. “Don’t you owe your Man an apology?”

Slowly, she nodded, sinking her head down to his lap. Quickly, she had freed his cock and slid him down her throat.

It only happened when Fiona wasn't around, but Simon had been fucking her more and more recently. Mostly he stuck to her mouth, taking a quicky blowjob whenever he felt like it, but sometimes he would honor her by filling up her cunt. He promised he wouldn't get her preggo, though.

Somehow, that disappointed Hayley. She thought she would make a super mommy. She wanted babies in her body so bad.

Tears filled her eyes as she took his cock into her mouth. He was hard already. Hayley knew he could cum whenever he wanted. He must have enjoyed feeling her tears slide down around his crotch—they were tears of joy at being listened to, tears of happiness that he still wanted to use her in the way that she was intended.

Her lips, so thick and plump, were the perfect cocksucking devices. She slobbered up and down his cock, making him as wet as he was hard. Simon was so strong that he could just ram her up and down as quick as he liked. It was almost like he was just masturbating, using her head as his hand.

“I’m going to honor you, now, Hayley,” he said, breathing fast. “Are you ready? Are you ready for your Man’s glory?”

She moaned an affirmative. She had been born ready to take her Man's cum.

Groaning, he shot into her mouth, spraying his brilliant warm spray all down her throat. She swallowed every last bit of it, orgasming all the way. She couldn't stop
 orgasming when it came to Simon's cum. Seeing it, smelling it, hearing about it from Fiona. All of it made Hayley cum like the hot bimbo babe she had become.

And so she came, and came again, clinging hard to Simon’s body as he pulsed load after load down her throat. She continued to hold him as she drifted into sleep.

When she woke from her cum-filled daze, she saw that she had been hugging a pillow, not Simon. He must have walked away, as she could hear him and Fiona down the hall, cooing and fucking wildly. God, her man was such a stud, able to get hard so
 quickly.

The next day, he and Fiona went out on the town, leaving Hayley in the house to clean. They bought the dark-haired beauty a brand new wardrobe. Not a piece of it—not even the barely-there lace lingerie—cost less than five hundred dollars.

* * * * *

Hayley walked through the house, holding a feather duster. She giggled as it slid over the surfaces, gathering up the dust. It was like some sort of dust magnet, sucking up all the dirtiness that it touched. That was like, super
 neat. It was so cool what devices men could invent for women to do for them. Fiona had bought it for her a few days ago, saying that she wasn't doing a very good job with the rags and spray.

She wished she
 could go out and buy something for herself, but that was impossible. Leaving the house was impossible. Good maids stayed in the house at all times, cleaning and cooking and obeying. And that's what Hayley was—a very, very good maid.

Certainly, she was dressed like one. She wore nothing but tiny white lingerie, her enormous breasts just barely contained by the thin fabric. Little white gloves were tied to her wrists with pink ribbons. Her hair, fabulously long and thick, fluttered down past her ass like a golden blanket.

She teetered on her heels as she sauntered on down the expensively decorated, wood-floored hall. She was incredibly top-heavy. It was sometimes hard for her to keep her balance.

Earlier this morning, for instance, she had broken her inhaler from a fall. It was a stupid, silly, very Hayley-like thing to do. But, that was okay. Her asthma hadn't really seemed to act up in ages, now. She mostly used the inhaler because it made her feel so funny and nice.

Still cleaning, Hayley stepped into Simon’s study area. He wasn't in there. He was in the backyard, working out. He liked to lift weights in the sun where the neighbors could watch. Hayley had caught a few nearby housewives eyeing him from their windows, slowly fingering their bodies in their skimpy night robes.

In the study, Fiona lay supine on the couch, one leg casually lifted up over the back. Her body was bare but for the lacy trails of ludicrously expensive lingerie around her privates. Her terrifically large breasts seemed held up entirely by the force of her will. A thick, black sable coat covered her  incredible body. Her smile was serene, sultry. She held a glass of brandy in one perfectly manicured hand, swirling gently. With her other hand, she was letting milk drip from her tits into a large coffee cup.

“Hello, dolly,” she said, venom dripping from her voice. “I was just making a drink for Daddy. He’s supposed to come and fuck me full of his babies, soon. Would you like to help?”

“Drink? But that’s...you have...milk? Babies?”

Hayley’s thoughts spun.

“H-how long...have you been able to do that?” she asked.

“What? Milk?” Fiona shrugged. “I've been doing it this whole time. You've even caught me before, from time to time. And then we just gave you a little tug on your happy breath, and you were good to go.”

Hayley's world felt crumbly all of a sudden. In the bimbofied ozone of her thoughts, small connections started to get made. If...if Fiona had milk
, that meant that they could have been sneaking into any of their food! Into Simon! Into Hayley! They could have been doing any old thing at all! What else were they lying about?

Fiona sat up, a little concerned. “Where is
 your inhaler, dolly?”

“I broke it.”

“You broke it?”

“Yes, okay! I don't have it anymore. Just...just b-be quiet!”

She held her hands to her head, fingers trailing through the thick blonde hair there. God, was that
 supposed to be there? Had her hair always
 been blonde like this?

“You look like you’re having an attack,” said Fiona, a little concerned. “You should have a little milk. It will calm you down.”

She set down her brandy and approached Hayley calmly, the cup of milk outstretched.

“I’m not...n-not having an attack
. I’m thinking!
 Don't you get it? I'm thinking, for once!”


She pushed Fiona back onto the couch. Her cup went flying, and she was covered in her own thick milk. She giggled, somewhat delighted, immediately scooping up the thick substance and sucking it down through heavy, thick lips.

Hayley rushed behind the large desk at the end of the room. Simon kept files. Everything
 was filed. She found “C” for “Castle.”

Words were so, so
 hard for a silly little girl like her, and they kept wanting to mush around, but if she squinted her eyes and focused, they started to come together. Forming sentences and lines that she could recognize.

There. It was all there in the receipt. Her sparkling blue eyes grew wider and wider. Simon had bought the Homewrecking Hottie with Hayley's money. He had let himself
 forget that he'd done it. He'd made Hayley
 forget that he'd done it.

“You’re...” Hayley shook her head in disbelief, staring at Fiona. “You’re a Homewrecking Hottie!”

“And proud of it,” said Fiona, tossing her hair back. Her milk was already sliding right off it, as if it couldn't bear to mar such beauty. “And, might I add, doing a terrific job.”

“B-but...we wanted a maid...”

“Perhaps you
 did. But from what I understand, Simon wasn’t entirely sold on that...and then you made Miss Svetlana angry. That was a mistake.” Fiona giggled. “Or, maybe not. You’re completely hot, now.”

Fiona approached her, smiling seductively. Hayley had seen this before—it was how Fiona always convinced Simon to do something he was unsure of. The receipt fell from Hayley's hands, fluttering to the ground.

“But I just...I said...I thought...um...”

It was so hard to focus on anything when Fiona was right there, and so, so very pretty...

“Don’t you enjoy being a maid?”

Hayley whimpered. She did. But...b-but, no! She had to fight!

“You might have Simon fooled, you might have him entranced
 and hypnotized
 with your wiles, but you haven’t got me, all right? Do you understand? I-I’m in charge of you. I'm the boss!”

“You are very tiresome,” Fiona purred. She slipped her gentle arms around Hayley’s neck. Hayley didn’t understand what was happening. “Come here.”

She kissed Hayley, long and slow. Fiona's tongue tasted like warm, rich chocolate. The pink cloud was back in Hayley's mind, and stronger than ever. Her pussy felt suddenly soaked.

“Here, love,” she purred. “Have some of your medicine.”

She tugged her bra all the way down. Her tits leaked out hot, aromatic milk. It looked delicious.

Drool slowly dribbled down her chin. Oh god. She wanted to taste
 another woman’s milk!

“You...no milk. Not...not supposed to have.”

“Don’t be silly, dolly. You're supposed to have whatever I say. It's about time you had a proper taste of me.”

Fiona slid her hand through Hayley’s thick, hot hair, attaching her mouth to the leaking nipple below. Hayley sucked obediently, greedily, taking in the happy thoughts it provided. All struggle gone, all fighting gone. Her mind drifted away to another place. Fiona’s fingers were on her moist cunt, and she couldn’t help but spread her legs and let her in. She was sooo pretty.

“This is much more pure than what you’re used to,” said Fiona. “The inhaler is rather indirect. It takes so much longer. To tell you the truth, I think Simon and I have been enjoying it. We make fun of you constantly. All that fumbling about and trying to get your way. Your wits were rather crude, even before all of this.”

All Hayley could think was that Fiona was like, the most gorgeous woman Hayley had ever seen in her entire life. It was so nice to be talked about by her.

Thumping sounds indicated the massive Simon's arrival. Lips still attached to Fiona's tit, Hayley felt love and adoration for her Man fill her body, her mind, her soul. Her everything. That’s what he was. Everything.

Fiona slipped upward, greeting Simon with a long, loving kiss. They were made for each other. The one so buff and strong, and the other so very feminine and perfect. It was a perfect match. Hayley felt happy just to witness it.

Fiona cast a cold, raised eyebrow back toward Hayley. “Really, love, I think you should stop stringing her along now. I don’t think we can wipe this incident from her mind. We've already used the device on her so many times, and her inhaler’s broken.”

Simon sighed. “Oh, very well. It was just fun, watching her try to be normal still.”

Fiona, very quickly, had removed Simon's workout pants. His entire body was naked now. He was built like a brick house, every portion defined and massive.

Fiona's hand slid up and down Simon’s huge cock, slow, deliberate, getting him hard. Her milk slid down his thick abs, quickly lubricating her strokes, along with his precum.

“Tell me you don’t want her to be your wife? Will you please tell me that, at least?”

“Fuck...Fiona.”

To his credit, Simon looked somewhat regretful.

“You don’t
 want her as your wife, do you? Truly, you don’t.”

“No,” he said, nodding.

“You don’t want her in this house
, do you?”

“N-no.”

Fiona's stroking was harder now, harder and harder. Urgent. Needing to hear his answers. Needing to wreck the home apart.

“She doesn’t deserve
 this house. She doesn’t deserve
 you.”

Simon grabbed her, his hands running through Fiona's thick dark hair.

“You’re right, baby. You’re so fucking right.”

He pushed Fiona down to the ground, easily stripping her panties away. He ripped them off with such ferocity that they practically dissolved in the air. Within seconds he was thrusting inside of her eagerly waiting cunt. Hayley watched, moaning happily and fingering her pussy. It was so, so hot
 to watch her two favorite people fuck!

“Please, sir?” Fiona moaned. “Please, Daddy
? Won’t you be my husband? Won’t you be my one and only? The one who fucks me, who owns me, who breaks me in with his massive fucking studcock? Won’t you please, Daddy?”

Simon thrust into her harder, his hands sliding around Fiona's throat. That was how she liked it. She loved being choked while he fucked her. His hands holding her on one end made it that much easier for him to thrust his massive cock into her on the other. Fiona's tits dripped milk constantly, sliding it all around their bodies. Both of them were covered in the milk, fucking in it.

Hayley knelt before them, knowing exactly what to do and say.

“Yes Sir! Please take her
 as your wife! I don’t deserve you! I don’t
 deserve you! I want Fiona to be your wife! I want her to turn more fucking sluts into bimbos for you, baby! I want her to give you as many babies as you want! Please, Simon! She's so much
 better than I am, please?”

Yelling out wildly, Simon unloaded in Fiona's cunt. Fiona clearly came, announcing her orgasm with shuddering breaths, declaring that it was all for him, all for Simon.

Hayley came at the same time, just like she always did when Simon came. Good maids came when their Masters did. That only made sense.

For once, the orgasm seemed to exhaust Simon. Probably, working out just before hand had tired him some. Hayley fell on top of the pile, and Fiona allowed her to drink at her tits even more. Fiona must have really, really liked Hayley to let that happen.

Just a few minutes after they all lay in an exhausted heap, the doorbell rang.

“Hayley, you’re the maid,” said Simon. “Fix yourself up and go answer it.”

“Yes, Master,” said Hayley. “Of course, Master.”

She was so happy
 to obey. She tugged her lingerie up and wiped the milk off her face, cheerfully skipping downstairs to the cavernous entryway.

The woman at the door, tall and brunette, looked familiar, and it took a moment for it to register for Hayley.

“Hayley...is that you?” asked the woman.

Hayley didn’t understand right away.

“It’s me? It’s your sister...? You bought me a ticket to come here?”

Recognition finally hit Hayley.

“Oh! Kendra! Hi!”

Hayley giggled.

“Hayley? What’s...what’s that smell? What’s happened to you?”

Hayley dragged her inside. “I’ll explain everything. Now, you must have traveled a long way. May I get you a drink? Some milk?”

“Milk?” Kendra inhaled deeply. “Yes, that sounds lovely, actually. Thank you. But then you've got to explain everything. You look...you look like some reject bimbo slut
.”

Hayley smiled. Master would be so happy about what this.

* * * * *

There was no traffic around the limo at the intersection. No one was coming. Simon tapped the young man on the shoulder, gesturing for him to keep looking at Hayley in the limo.

“What's your name?”

“D-Darren.”

“All right, Darren. Look at Hayley, there. She's gorgeous, huh?”

“B-beautiful.” Darren sounded awestruck.

“Right! And see, me? I love her. She's great. Cleans, cooks, fucks whenever you want. She even recruited my limo driver, Kendra. The perfect maid, Hayley is. But my wife here, she's sort of programmed not to like her. And, tell you the truth, it sort of turns me on to watch her be so angry at Hayley for just no reason at all.”

Darren looked confused. “Oh.”

“But that's not healthy, right? So...we're selling her.”

“Hayley?”

“Yes. To you.”

“But I...I don't have any cash.”

“How much you have on you?”

Darren checked his wallet.

“Eight dollars.”

“Sold! To the lucky young man in the street.”

He tapped Fiona's head, still happily wrapped around his massive cock. “You hear that, dear? Wish fulfilled.”

Fiona giggled and moaned, her stomach thoroughly full of cum. Hayley watched Darren notice, for the first time, that Fiona was massively pregnant. Triplets, the doctor had said. Hayley was so happy for them. Fiona's ring—sparkling bright with a huge trio of diamonds, accompanied with a number of sapphires and rubies—glittered on her hand, wrapped around the massive base of Simon's cock.

“She's yours now, son,” said Simon. “Go to town. You hear that, Hayley? He owns you now.”

Obediently, Hayley stepped out of the limo and greeted her new Master. Her pussy pulsed with bliss, loving everything about him.

His name was Darren
. That was such a perfect
 name.

The limo skidded away, leaving them alone on the street together. The wind picked up, blowing Hayley's tiny dress upward. He could no doubt tell that she wasn't wearing any panties.

Within moments, Hayley was on the street next to Darren, on her knees. She tugged at his jeans, hand sliding around his hardening cock. His smell was so perfect, so amazing.

“Oh, Master
,” Hayley moaned. “I’m so
 glad you bought me.”

“Fuck,” he said dumbly. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I have a girlfriend. She’s gonna freak.”

A girlfriend? Hayley giggled. Somehow, she knew that would be no problem. Her heavy tits leaked out milk, puddling down to the ground. She scooped some up and slipped it into Darren’s mouth.

At first, he tried to protest. But as soon as it came close, he let her fingers in. He slid down to the ground with her, eagerly sucking at Hayley’s milk-giving tit. She arranged herself so that her hand wrapped around his cock through his pants. It got harder all the time with her milk sliding through his body.

An idea struck Hayley, seeming absolutely brilliant.

“Do you think you could get me pregnant?”

He nodded slowly, staring at her with love in his eyes. It was the happiest moment of her life.

# # #


Maid Made Bare 6: Scoring With The Football Team

––––––––

Week 16

The Tornados' W-L Record: 12 - 4

––––––––

The giggling, smiling bimbo cheerfully pirouetted into the middle of the football players who had gathered in the locker room. Her enormous breasts defied gravity, bouncing happily as she presented herself to the breeding studs who looked at her tight, tanned form, eager saliva forming in their mouths. They all wanted their turn with her. They'd fight to take her hot body, even though they knew each of them would get their chance. The beautiful blond bimbo was too eager and too full of sexual energy for any of them to leave the locker room unsatisfied. Even though the bimbo was not naked, she was close enough—wearing a teensy tiny cheerleading outfit that contrasted hotly with her brilliantly shiny skin and her deeply blond, golden hair.

Each and every last one of the football studs was a hulking, musclebound monster of a man. Every last one designed purely for running, jumping, hitting, and smashing. They were made for violence and combat, made to be celebrated by instruments of pure erotic femininity just like her.

Tiffany, the bimbo, was so very happy. They were going to take her over. They were going to do every last dirty, vile, nasty act they wanted to do to her. All the acts that they had ever
 wanted to do to her, they would do, and she would cheer them on, loving every second of it.

But she wasn’t always so enlightened. Once she was serious, reserved, and callous. Once, she would have been offended at the thought of being taken by so many hunks at once...


Week 5

The Tornados' W-L Record: 0-4

––––––––

There was no doubt about it, Tiffany simply didn’t want to sit down with Stanford Castle. He was, by and large, rather the last
 man she wanted to have any sort of extended conversation.

She was seated at his restaurant, The Castle
, deep in the middle of the Cherry Ridge suburb, waiting for the immense billionaire to show himself. So far a trio of brilliantly busty waitresses, each one wearing elaborate heels and skimpy outfits, had offered her drinks and food on the house. She had, of course, rejected all of them.

She rather resented their insistence that she try their milk or their ice cream. She resented everything about them: the little frills dancing over their incredibly huge, buoyant breasts, and their effortlessly smooth skin, and the brightness of their vapid, intelligence-drained eyes.

Tiffany was a real
 woman, thank you very much. She wore her dark hair short, and when she was in public, like now, she dressed like it—with a charcoal gray conservative pantsuit that did nothing to betray her frame beneath, which was perfectly average with an average weight and sported an average 34B cup size, thank you very
 much.

Tiffany knew very well what Castle was all about. She had no illusions about his desire to do to her all the inexcusably evil things that he did to the other women who crossed his path—like the waitresses here at this restaurant, for example.

But she had no choice, she reflected once more, drinking from the bottled water that she had bought for herself from a grocery store on the opposite side of the city. When she had bought her football team, The Tornados, she had burned bridges with practically every person with money she knew. She had done this purposefully, snatching up the championship team from the greedy paws of several other determined buyers and putting her on their collective shit list.

Of course, she knew that when her team won a championship for the second season in a row, all those idiots would come crawling back and beg to endorse the most successful team for the past twenty years.

But none of it went to plan. The Tornados capitalized on their shocking shut-out Megabowl win over The Wildcats with a loss to start the season, and then another loss, and then another loss, and another, and another. They ended the season—Tiffany's season—at 0-16; the most terrible turnaround in league history.

And everyone blamed Tiffany. Somehow, she had managed to scrape together enough cash for the next season and prevent her boys from jumping ship.

With the first picks in this season’s draft, she had chosen well indeed—picking up a new defense and a solid receiver. On the first down of the first game, however, her new receiver broke his leg. They lost that game, and afterward at a party in a casino, half her new defense were arrested for lighting a room on fire and for several rounds of indecent exposure to a number of hotel employees. They were banned from play—a measure she thought extreme, but the League Regulations Board director was a close friend of several of the men Tiffany had burned to get her team.

Tiffany sighed, taking another drink from her water. When was Castle going to show up, anyway?

As if in response to her question, a long black car drove up to the sidewalk and stopped right in front of where Tiffany’s table was positioned. A huge, hulk of a man stepped out of it, dressed impeccably in a tailored blue suit. Trailing behind him were the needy arms of three different busty, pregnant goddesses, each one more gorgeous than the last. Their long oceans of hair spilled into each other, the hair taking on vibrant hues that made Tiffany, despite herself, feel plain and inferior.

Castle took one goddess under the chin and led her up to his mouth, kissing her deeply. Her enormous breasts crushed against his chest, heaving cheerfully. Her baby bump slid against his torso, one more exquisite curve for the divine chestnut-haired beauty. Slowly, with a show of regret, he pushed her back into the car, where the other two women waiting drew her into their lingerie-clad bodies.

“My apologies,” said Castle, his voice booming. “My wife very much hates goodbyes, even more so since we’ve had so many children. The constant pregnancies make her rather emotional.”

“Yes,” said Tiffany, her voice cool. “Her life seems so very troubled.”

He held out a hand. It was easily the size of Tiffany’s head. She looked at it with an imperiously raised eyebrow, and watched as he put it back down.

“Lovely to see you too, Tiffany.” He smiled, sitting down. “I was wondering when you were going to give me a call. I’ve got all kinds of ideas on how to improve your branding.”

“I’m sure you do. Let me guess—they feature a great many busty women spilling milk all over one another?”

Castle chuckled. “You know what they say. When you’ve got a hammer like mine, everything starts looking like you can nail it.”

“And everyone too, no doubt.”

“Your tongue is just as sharp as ever. It’s a wonder you’re still single at...what is it? Forty two, now?”

Tiffany bristled slightly. Even she was not beyond jabs at her age and station in life, as much as she tried to be. “You know very well what age I am, and you know even better that has nothing to do with why we’re here.”

Castle shrugged. “Very well.”

A busty redheaded waitress approached, a shining, zealous glee in her eyes. Her red hair cascaded down past the incredibly fit buns of her ass, and her uniform was more of a collection of strands of fabric than anything appropriate for public use. Tiffany could see the edges of her nipples on either side of the threads strung tight from her shoulders to her wide hips. Castle nodded minutely, and she slid under the table, almost right away, and began to loudly slurp on his cock.

“I hope you don’t mind,” he said, smiling slyly.

Tiffany had expected this sort of thing to happen. She had tried, as much as she could, to be educated in the manner of Castle's business. What she had found surprised her, but also intrigued her to  a great extent. It was an intoxicating thing, or must have been, to have so much control over others like he boasted.

She betrayed none of her intellectual interest in the proceedings, however, turning her nose up.

“Does she have to be so loud?”

Castle tapped the redhead’s head gently. “Quiet down. There are adults talking.”

The redhead moaned out a quiet affirmative, and immediately her slurps transitioned into soft schlicks and whispered moans of adoration. Neither she nor Castle seemed to care very much that they were outside on a street where anyone could see. Her enormous tits pressed against his thick, muscular legs, milk leaking slowly from them.

Tiffany could smell the milk, the precum. The scents tickled at her body, trying to goad it into arousal. This was even with the precautions she had taken before hand, taking a few pills to clog up her sinuses.

“Would you like a real drink?” Castle asked, looking at her water. “Haven’t they served you?”

“Of course I don't want anything to drink.”

“Something to eat?”

“Stanford,” Tiffany said sternly, “just because I’m here to ask you for money doesn’t make me a complete fool.”

Castle pretended to be insulted. “I’m shocked that you think I would try anything with a lady of your stature, Tiffany.”

“And I’m shocked that you think I’d trust you enough to even drink water in your restaurant. I’m rather insulted that you even thought I would go inside and let my senses get overwhelmed with that sick scent in there.”

“It’s just a bit of people having fun.”

From inside the restaurant, as if on cue, was a cascading chorus of orgasmic moans. Someone was being called a King, and someone else a Big-Cocked God.

“Oh yes,” Tiffany said, oozing sarcasm. “I’m sure they have fun all the way to complete airheaded bimbodom and huge-cocked studness.”

Now it was Castle's turn to bristle. “They do, as a matter of fact.”

A long, long time ago, Stanford Castle and Tiffany Belmont had gone to school together. High school and then college—he had followed her to North University. He had been quite the annoyance, always following after her like some lovestruck puppy dog. Tiffany had been the head cheerleader at both her high school and her university, as well as the president of her sorority.

That was, incidentally, why she could never stand all those bimbo types she saw. It was perfectly possible to be an athlete, cheering for a sports team, and to be surrounded by a society of women, without everything devolving into some endless sex parade. It was insulting to her very core to imagine that men only thought of cheerleaders and sorority sisters as sex objects.

“Shall we get to the matter at hand?” suggested Tiffany. “You know what I’m doing here. You know I wouldn’t come here if I didn’t need to. I need money. There are a number of players on the free market that would turn my team completely around, and I need them. I need them yesterday, as a matter of fact, and that means I need the money to pay them last week.”

Castle shuddered slightly—and a fresh smell of cum attacked Tiffany's body. He could cum at will, she realized suddenly. That was...that was really something. The redhead on her knees moaned in response, taking in all that she could. The puddle of milk was spreading out on the sidewalk out toward the street.

“And you want me to provide you that money?” asked Castle.

“I’m willing to give you a share of the proceeds, of course. Even...” she swallowed, trying to hide her disgust. “Even a plaque on the stadium wall. Perhaps we could name a wing of the training facilities after you. Or your many children.”

Castle’s virility was the stuff of legend. He had sired at least twenty children in the last few years from his wife and many mistresses; curiously, all of them were girls.

“I’m not going to give you any money.”

Tiffany tried, and failed, to hide the desperation in her voice. “I’m disappointed to hear that.”

“Unless...”

“What?”

“The way I see it, this is an investment. I would feel much safer making this investment if I had a hand or two in the game.”

“What do you mean?”

“I want to make a gift of one of my maids to your quarterback.”

The redhead moaned louder, clearly pushing through another wave of blinding orgasms. Her heels kicked backwards into Tiffany's legs. Tiffany tried to back away, finding it strangely hard for some reason.

“I don’t think I like that idea.”

Castle’s Maids were the reason for his escalation from a billionaire to a multi-multi-billionaire. He provided a product that only the supremely ultra-rich could afford, and he charged top dollar for that product, even so. The Maids were hyper-obedient, hyper-sexualized young women who would do absolutely anything their Masters asked. They were, essentially, sex slaves who happened to be rather good at cooking and cleaning.

“Like it or not, that’s the only way you’re getting my money.”

Tiffany thought about this for a moment. From her research, she knew that with one of Castle's maids around, her starting quarterback, Tate Dollars, would start to produce some...changes.

“Tate,” said Tiffany. “He would begin to look more like you?”

Castle nodded. “He’ll be improved in every possible sense. Stronger, faster, smarter. Though, he might be too turned on most of the time to use his smarts. You’ll have to ensure he’s thoroughly drained before game time.” He paused, considering. “Probably at half-time, as well.”

Tiffany didn't feel as though she had much choice. Her back was against the wall. If there was any other way to a winning season—any way at all—she would have taken it. But this was her only option.

“I want your word—no, I want it in the contract
 that you won’t try to change me.”

He smiled as he drank his water. She could smell again the sudden harsh, pleasant scent of his cum as he spilled into the maid’s throat. Once again, her orgasm matched his, and her high-heeled legs slid up Tiffany's. She couldn't back away now. The maid's legs were so soft to the touch. So warm.

“Very well.”

Tiffany pressed on. “Not by direct or indirect action. No ways around it. At the end of this, I am not changed
. Do you understand me?”

“Perfectly, my dear.” Castle smiled. “Everything will be as you want it.”

* * * * *

The next day, at her office in the stadium, Tiffany sat at her desk, eyeing with great suspicion the impossibly-proportioned young woman who stood outside her office. The window in her office was tall and wide, taking up most of the wall to the right of her desk. Tiffany's office assistant, Rebecca, was chatting amiably with the bubbly-looking blonde. Over the course of a few exchanges, the new girl handed Rebecca a book from her purse.

Rebecca appeared quite skeptical, her freckled face contorting into a slight frown. She appeared to take the book purely out of politeness. Tiffany sighed—she’d have to rescue the poor girl.

She pressed a button on the intercom on her desk. “Rebecca? Send her in, please.”

“Right away, Ma’am.”

In through the door stepped the maid, her tall heels jingling softly. She had bells on her silver ankle bracelets. Like a cat, you could tell when she was coming and going. More to announce her presence; more to make men try and look at her. Tiffany got up to meet her.

“I’m Candy!” said the young maid, bright and cheerful. “Are you my new owner?”

“Hello,” said Tiffany, stretching out a hand. “My name is—”

Immediately, Candy slipped her arms around Tiffany’s neck and planted a firm, insistent kiss on her lips. Her lipstick tasted like bubblegum, and was scented with something strong and heavy. Tiffany felt repulsion and arousal dueling it out in her stomach almost immediately. She was not
 a lesbian. She wasn't even remotely bisexual.

Hell, she was barely hetero
sexual. Mostly, sexuality seemed like an excuse to not get work done.

Shocked, she pushed Candy off.

“That is...” Tiffany shook her head, trying to clear the mist that had formed. It was just the shock of it, the adrenaline. That was all. She wasn’t infected...wasn’t affected
 like those girls she had heard about. Castle had put it in a contract that he wouldn’t do anything.

But Candy didn’t, Tiffany thought suddenly.

“That was very inappropriate, Candy. All right? This is a business. I don’t want you to kiss me, ever. Do you understand?”

Candy giggled. “Of course! I’m sorry. I’m very friendly.”

“Of course you are, dear. Here...wait there.”

Tiffany retreated to her desk, getting as far away from the bimbofied beauty as possible.

For a moment, she tried to retrace the steps of the last half-minute.

She stared at the gorgeous woman in front of her. Of course
 her name was Candy. She came already dressed in a tight, tiny cheerleading outfit in The Tornados’ colors red, white, and blue colors. The uniform seemed much tinier and tighter than most of the others that Tiffany had seen, clinging so boldly to her hips and giving such an incredible view of the fleshy valley of her cleavage. But, this could have easily been attributed to Candy’s hourglass body. The high heels weren't part of the uniform, of course, but Tiffany felt they would have their intended effect on Tate—her starting quarterback.

The cheerleading uniform was an unfortunate necessity, but seeing Candy’s scandalous form in the team colors, Tiffany was already regretting this whole affair.

She knew that the plan wouldn’t work just to have the maid come in as a maid. Tiffany knew very well that she couldn’t be seen just giving a maid
 to her quarterback. It would be suspicious, and if there was one thing that Castle didn’t want, it was the building of suspicion to his brand. He could bribe and transform almost at will, but when suspicion grew to rumor, and rumor grew to widespread interest, his whole enterprise was in trouble.

So, Candy had been hired as a cheerleader. It was all official, and Castle assured Tiffany that the bimbo wouldn't embarrass herself. He suggested, even, that she might well exceed Tiffany's expectations. Tiffany rather doubted that, of course. Having been a cheerleader herself once upon a time, she knew there was much more to it than simply being a pretty face.

Tiffany had told no one about the arrangement, in fact, not even her assistant Rebecca. Even Tate wouldn’t be aware that he was getting a premium Castle Maid designed and implemented specifically for transforming him into a super stud athlete.

Letting out a sigh, Tiffany leaned forward.

“Very soon,” she said, feeling like she had regained her composure, “we’re going to have a man in here.”

“A man
?” Candy grabbed one tit, stroking a nipple lovingly. “Is he handsome
? Of course he is. He’s a man. Men are so
 handsome, you know.”

“...yes. At any rate, he’s going to be your...you know. Your master or whatever. The man you were hired for. Do you understand?”

Candy turned to her, her beautiful face almost difficult to look at. She made Tiffany feel oddly inadequate, every square inch of skin smooth and shining. There suddenly was none of the giggling girlishness that had been there previously, and left instead was a cool, mature seriousness.

“I understand very
 well, Ma’am. Don’t you worry about that.”

Then she giggled, and went back to playing with her hair and squeezing her tits. No doubt she was thinking about cocks or something else similarly vulgar.

Tiffany sighed again, reaching forward to her intercom.

“Send Tate in.”

Her assistant, Rebecca, was on the other line. “Yes, Ma’am. Right away.”

Such a devoted girl. Tiffany would have to remember to give her a nice raise, maybe even a new title. Executive Assistant instead of just Personal Assistant, maybe. Rebecca was a charming brunette with a crooked smile and a dead-serious face that reflected her all-business attitude. She was not much for conversation but was delightful as someone to have working for Tiffany as someone who could easily and quickly get things done.

Tiffany then looked at the sensational blonde, waiting blankly at the other end of her office.

“So, are you ready, Ca—” Tiffany gurgled slightly, the insipid name not even able to crawl out from her mouth, “—Miss?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Very much so!”

Tiffany loathed to call her Candy—it was such a silly, demeaning name. In fact, she loathed to call her a woman at all. Obviously, the girl was a proper adult by age, and was thoroughly
 mature in certain areas—her breasts and musculature and hair and so on—but women
 as Tiffany knew them did not carry such vapid, permanent grins on their faces simply by existing. Women did not check their reflection on every surface every few seconds and admire how pretty they looked for men. Women did not giggle so often that it might as well have been breathing; women did not have such enormously titanic tits that their tiny cheerleading outfits struggled to keep the massive amounts of titflesh inside; women did not have long, long gorgeously soft hair that stretched all the way down to their asses; and women did not
 have such aggressively bronzed skin, toned to absolute perfection, as if their entire lives had been nothing more than an excuse to perfect the way they looked.

No, no, not at all—women did not do that!

So, therefore, it was hard for Tiffany to qualify Candy as a woman, despite her obvious feminine qualities, and her clear abilities for becoming a matron at some point, what with her fertile child-rearing hips and obviously milk-ready tits.

Tiffany had told Castle she didn’t want Candy to be one of those “Milk Maids” she had heard about; clearly, if he had listened to her, he had summarily ignored her. Her top already looked like it was getting soaked in Candy’s anticipation. The heavy scent of the milk began to fill the office. Tiffany was glad she had, again, taken something to clog up her senses.

Tiffany wished she could have objected to Castle about the milk, but she needed what the Maid could do too badly to raise much of a fuss. Maybe she'd bring it up when she talked to him next. She had agreed to a few phone calls a week with him to discuss how the plan was going.

Tate entered the office.

He was a quarterback all over. Tall, handsome, with curly brown hair kept cut short and a strong jaw. Fresh from a pad-less practice, he wore a tight white shirt and a pair of red athletic shorts. His arms were as thick as his brain, or perhaps it was the other way around. Either way, Tiffany felt he was stronger than he was smart, and she had been given very little evidence to the contrary. When asked who his dependents were, he asked in return if that was that new team from Oregon.

Tate smiled as he entered. “Hey, Miss Belmont. You wanted to see...whoa.”

Immediately, Tate’s eyes were fixated on Candy. She was been posted right across from the door.

“Tate, this is our newest cheerleader, Candy. Say hello, Candy.”

The smiling blonde obediently stepped forward and wrapped her arms around Tate’s neck. As he sputtered and protested, she drew him in for a long, sizzling kiss.

“I’ve always wanted to meet a real live quarterback before,” she breathed, her lips clinging to his still.

Her voice had gained in octaves, becoming even more high-pitched and girlish, but lowered in volume. No doubt, thought Tiffany, she thought it was against regulation
 or something similarly silly to have a raised voice in front of a man.

The maid’s huge breasts were crushed against Tate’s well-developed pectorals. She dotted soft kisses against his ruggedly handsome chin.

“You’re really...um...forward,” he said.

Candy nodded. “I find it’s best to just, like, you know...” she slipped her hand through the elastic band of Tate's shorts and around his cock. “Just grab hold
 of the things that I like. You know?”

Tate gulped and nodded slowly.

“I’ve been a fan of yours for so long,” said Candy, stroking intently. “Won’t you please, please show me how you treat your best
 fans?”

“I’ve...uh, you know. I’ve got a girl...frieeeend...”

His voice trailed off as Candy pulled at a strap and her top slid down to the floor. Tate let out a low whistle, eyes wide and shining.

“Oh, really?” Candy demurred. “I guess she wouldn’t like it if you saw me like this, huh?”

But Tate wasn’t talking anymore. Suddenly, he was sliding his face down into Candy's milk-producing tits, taking a long lick of the lusciously thick cream she produced. Candy moaned with encouragement.

“Yes!” she cried. “Oh, Master!”

If the term bothered or puzzled Tate, he didn't show it. Quickly they were on the carpeted floor, Tate shoving his shorts down around his ankles and then kicking them to the wall.

“Oh, get a room,” Tiffany said.

They didn’t seem to notice her. As a matter of fact, it appeared that they had
 gotten a room—her office. The smell of lust was becoming unbearable—and quickly, Tate had slid his thick cock inside of Candy's waiting cunt, eager to test drive what was apparently his new possession.

Normally, someone might have thought twice about fucking a girl they just met in front of their boss. But Castle's maids had a way of making men forget all about what they would normally do.

Frustrated, Tiffany stepped out into the hallway, expecting at any moment that someone would swing by and demand an explanation for all the noise the two were making as they shouted out loving phrases at one another. But there was no one. Even Rebecca was gone, no doubt off on some errand, being the dutiful little lass she was.

Tiffany reproached herself for feeling surprised at the lack of attention. After all, she had planned it this way, hadn’t she? That’s why it was all taking place so late in the evening, because that way no one would be there to watch.

The sounds inside the office increased in frequency and tenor. Candy was clearly cumming over and over again as Tate drove his cock inside her tight, needy pussy.

No one...no one would watch.

Tiffany gulped, unbuttoning her top button. God, but it was hot in this stupid hallway. She’d have to talk with maintenance about that. So very hot and...and...lusty...and...god, Tate had a big cock, didn't he? That was so interesting.

Another cry signaled another orgasm from Candy.

Tiffany let her hands slide around her breasts for a moment. Maybe if she took a peak, she could tell them to keep it down. Or...or anticipate, like, scream if Candy was going to cry out, and mask the sound.

Sure. Scream over the cries of passion. That would be much less suspicious.

Guided by this suspect reasoning, Tiffany cracked open the door to her office. Inside, she saw Candy’s thick, heavy tits on top of the desk. Tiffany’s
 desk. Tate drove into Candy from behind, his incredibly developed back muscles rippling with the effort of the furious fucking.

Tiffany's fingers slipped down to her pants. Quickly, they were unbuttoned, and she was sliding her fingers against her moist cunt.

What was wrong with her?

Tate fucked Candy even harder, his thrusts spreading the blonde’s legs out wide, the bimbo's milk spurting all over the desk, and Tiffany realized she didn’t care what was wrong with her. Her fingers plunged deeper and deeper into her cunt as she re-learned how to masturbate. The motions came back quickly, and her fingers pressed down on her sensitive clit. She didn't care that the stupid bimbo was wrecking her desk, and she didn't care that Tate was a musclebound idiot who clearly only cared about his cock, and she didn't care that she was getting so incredibly turned on  by watching the two try to start a fire with the friction of their private parts.

“Oh Tate!” Candy moaned. “Oh, Master! Baby! Oh please! Cum in me! Oh god, do it! Yeah, baby, do it!”

With a crashing grunt, Tate visibly emptied himself into Candy's cunt. Tiffany came with him, and her, watching with bliss as the quarterback and maid contorted with ecstasy.

It was Tiffany's first orgasm in ten years.

She closed her eyes, biting her lip and trying to suppress the long moans she wanted to fill the hallway with. She had forgotten how fucking good
 it felt to play with herself. How right
 it felt to enjoy the act of fucking—even if it was just to watch it from a distance like she was now.

Just as she opened her eyes from the sweet little cum, she saw Candy’s face. The bimbo winked at Tiffany. Like they were sharing a secret.

Maybe they were. Tiffany ran away down the hall, horrified at herself and what she'd done.

* * * * *

The day after Candy’s arrival, after a long evening at home with a bottle of wine, Tiffany felt leagues better. No more shame, no more embarrassment, no more thoughts that she should turn in her resignation as an independent, successful woman to the League of Independent, Successful Women and bow her head in disgrace as they all—rightfully—called her a shameful slut.

Yes, all that self-pity was gone away completely, now. The incident the day before had been an anomaly. That was all there was to it.

She stepped out of the cold shower she had just given herself, drying herself off bit by bit. She reflected for probably the thousandth time how she enjoyed having short hair. It required so much less maintenance, particularly in the mornings.

Her condo was spacious, located in the upper west side of the city. It had tall windows and two stories; an appropriate amount of space for her to sometimes entertain guests. Mostly, though, it was just for her. She took pride in the Spartan nature of its decoration—almost nothing was there that did not need to be. Most of the walls were blank save for the deep red paint that covered them, and there was only one plant, deep in the corner next to the windows of the kitchen.

It was cold in her home, and colder still after the cold shower she had just prescribed herself, but that was all right. She wanted it that way. Only moments before her shower, her fingers had been firmly inside her pussy, coaxing her to her second
 orgasm in ten years—and all that was gone now.

Yes, leagues better. That’s how she felt.

There was absolutely nothing wrong with Tiffany. There was nothing affecting her, and nothing assailing her emotions. She was in complete control, now and always, and she had nothing at all to worry about in that regard, some stupid contract with Castle or no.

Last night, drinking her wine, she had checked and re-checked and re-
checked the contract she had with Castle. It absolutely forbade him to do anything at all to modify Tiffany. So, that little hint of lipstick that been applied to her lips from Candy—that just must have been what Candy did
 to others when she kissed him. Now that Tiffany had laid out how inappropriate it was for the bimbo to touch her again, she had nothing else to worry about.

That little incident right outside Candy’s offi—her
 office, Tiffany’s own office that she had earned with years and years of thankless work and a cut-throat attitude—that incident, well. It had happened. There was no denying that.

But, Tiffany merely got caught up in the moment. The way someone might tear up during a sad scene in a movie, she had simply become very, very turned on by what she had been watching. The trick, from now on, was simply to ensure she didn’t watch anything like that, and especially not right after kissing Candy’s deeply plush, hot lips (not that she wanted to do that in the first place! No, sliding her tongue into Candy’s perfect mouth and tasting that little pink dart, sucking on it needfully while stuffing fingers into her own hot cunt—no way! Tiffany did not want that at all). Clearly, seeing that public display of romance between Candy and Tate affected her deeply, and disallowed her to keep control of her normal thinking processes.

More than anything, Tiffany knew that the beginning of the arousal-soaked dream she had suffered from this morning was just a misfiring in her brain. She wasn’t even sure she remembered such the dream at all, really. In fact, who was to say that she hadn’t gotten straight up out of bed and jumped into the shower so quickly that she simply mistook her foggy, early morning recollection of the dream as something else that reminded her of the day before?

Yes. That would explain the way she thought
 she remembered her fingers buried deep in her cunt when she woke up, and the burning hot need for release she felt. It was just...how quickly she went to the shower. That was all.

It was silly to think it was anything else. And if Tiffany was anything, it was definitely not silly.

The cold shower had probably been entirely unnecessary. An early assault on a threat that didn’t even exist. That was just her personality, though. That was how she had stayed on top for so many years—striking at others before they even knew they should strike at her. That old fool James Conroy, for example; the head of the Regulations Department. She had pushed him there two years ago to get him out of the running for ownership of The Tornados, and because she had caught him by surprise, he actually thought she was helping him.

No longer, of course. He sent her a hate-filled email every month or so, disparaging her performance as an owner.

As she pondered this, she stepped in front of the mirror and abruptly dropped her towel. Her full reflection was shown there—long legs, slender body, and average bust. Not to worry, she thought idly. I don't have to worry about anything. I’m very pretty, after all, and pretty girls get what they want.

Pretty women
, she corrected, barely noticing how she called herself pretty. She couldn’t help it if her face looked a little more striking and youthful than usual, after all.

Empowered by this train of thought, she slipped into her closet and put on the tallest pair of heels she owned—a modest black pair of 2-inch pumps. That would show them. She could wear whatever she liked. It didn’t make her sex crazy just because she knew she had a rather nice set of legs.


Week 7

The Tornados' W-L Record: 2-4

––––––––

Feeling rather clandestine, Tiffany arrived at the stadium early on Monday morning, as she always did.

There was no one around. No one to say hi to, and no one to admire the way Tiffany had clearly been losing a little weight around her waist over the past couple weeks. Her steady diet of salads and nuts was paying off, particularly now that she suddenly no longer had any desires to binge. As a result, she was looking and feeling fine.

Tiffany knew
 she was a perfectly serious and business-minded person. There wasn’t any other explanation for how she had made it so far in life, after all. So, what would be the harm in dressing up a little?

None, she decided. That’s why today, her peach-colored blouse had the top few buttons undone, why she had worn a flirty knee-length skirt, and why her thick, dark hair was let down to frame her face.

Looking in the mirror as she dressed that morning, she had decided she rather liked herself above the neck. Her hair had grown out over the last couple of weeks, but that was fine. Even expected. A woman's hair ought to have a little
 length to it. Her lips were plump and full and kissable, and dark eyes were full of all manner of sexy promise. There was no reason that a man wouldn’t fall all over himself to push his cock inside of her.

She blushed with that graphic thought. She hadn’t had sex in years. She hadn’t needed
 it. Sex merely got in the way.

Probably it was all the romance novels she had started reading. Rebecca had left one on her desk a couple of weeks ago, The Wife’s Indiscretion
, and Tiffany had begun leafing through it. At first, it was out of a mocking condescension—she was certain only idiots and drama queens read that sort of tripe filth. As soon as she finished the first, however, she petitioned Rebecca for another, and then another. The Wife’s Indiscretion
 was followed by The Wife’s Tryst
, and then that had a spin-off called The Lady’s Burden
.

As she read more and more, Tiffany found herself increasingly interested in the characters and their motivations. All the women thought they had their lives just how they wanted them, but really they were just spinning plates, waiting for one to fall and tumble the whole mess down. Invariably a man showed up to fix it all for them and to stuff the women, furiously, with his stiff hard cock. Usually, he was quite fertile, and left the girl pregnant, quitting her lucrative career to support whatever it was the man was trying to do and give him a family like she was born for.

Tiffany didn’t seem to mind that the novels were so full of such graphic, erotic language. All the women in the stories were very happy to suck and please and beg for whatever the men gave them. It was such a strange mixture of erotica and romance, and despite knowing how basically awful
 it all was, Tiffany couldn’t put them down.

As she made her rounds through the early morning stadium, Tiffany was in high spirits. The plan with Tate was going swimmingly. They had won their last two games handily. He hadn’t thrown a single interception in the last two games, and in the last game alone, he ran in four touchdowns single-handedly from the option—which the coaches informed Tiffany had barely been practiced. He seemed to toss off defenders like they were flies, though if enough of them ganged together, they could bring him down. There was clear, significant muscle mass gain to his body, but despite the thorough drug testing from the league, he was totally clean.

Quietly, making sure no one was looking as she went, she slipped into the cheerleader’s locker room. It was down the hall from the football players’ locker room. Sometimes Tiffany daydreamed about all those dumb players getting lost and accidentally ending up in the cheerleader’s locker room, an unstoppable orgy ensuing. When she’d first had the thoughts, shortly after buying the team, they had been wry and cynical— “Oh sure, that’ll be the day.” And then after the sex scandal last year, the thoughts turned worrisome.

Lately, though, they had become somewhat intriguing. What would
 an orgy between those titans of manlihood and epitomes of cheerful girlishness look like? Her pussy twinged and moistened, just slightly, as she lingered on the thought.

She shook her head, batting the idea away. Didn’t matter. Tiffany was in the cheerleader’s locker room for a reason. Navigating herself around easily—she studied the map the night before with a glass of wine in one hand, and a finger lightly pressed against her nipples—she found and opened Candy’s locker.

Inside were a series of red-hot lingerie outfits, several bottles of milk (oh god, she really was
 one of the Milk Maids. Tiffany would have to complain to Castle again
), and extra pairs of footwear. There was also a veritable treasure trove of love-filled notes about Tate. It seemed rather more like the locker of a lovestruck schoolgirl than a professional cheerleader.

That was, she had to admit, sort of hot. There was something just stupidly, erotically romantic about a brilliantly sexy cheerleader like Candy falling for a big athlete hunk like Tate. Of course, it was all pre-planned for the two, but somehow...somehow that made it even sexier. Planning out the romance for them, deciding who they fell in love with; deciding how turned on they would be and how much they would change.

Tiffany could understand, suddenly, why Castle was getting blowjobs all the time. The constant power trip he was on must have been thoroughly arousing.

Even just from sneaking around like this, Tiffany felt her arousal rising. Maybe that was why she had started sweating. Absently, she grabbed the nearest thing she could find to wipe her brow—and noticed only afterward that it was a pair of Candy’s used panties. For some reason, Tiffany held the panties to her nose and inhaled—and then inhaled even deeper
.

She stepped away for a moment, giggling, her mind suddenly full of jello.

After only a few moments, the feeling began to dissipate, but that had been a powerful
 dose of lust delivered straight to her brain. She set the panties down, her steps slightly uncertain.

Tiffany straightened her jaw resolutely. What was wrong with her? Get back to the matter at hand: grabbing some new shoes. That was what was important. Candy was an idiot, obviously—just look
 at her—and Tiffany knew the stupid blonde wouldn’t notice anything missing from her locker.

Especially not a pair of heels. Candy was getting to Tiffany, just a little. It was stupid, but Tiffany felt like she was under-performing, somehow, by continuing to wear her pantsuits and other forms of conservative clothing.

On the bottom of the locker beneath a series of heart-bordered pieces of paper declaring “Tate + Candy 4everrr!”, Tiffany found what she was looking for: a pair of fashionable black pumps.

There, she thought smugly, slipping them on. These were perfectly professional, the heel no greater than three inches, and she could feel confident that she was showing off one of her finest features in her ass—and hey, her legs were there too, fellas. You don’t need to keep looking down this blouse all the time.

She giggled at the thought. Guiding men where to look, how to look. It was empowering, feeling like she had control over their eyes in that manner. There was no reason to think that she didn’t. Tiffany had splendidly sexy attributes, so it was only natural for her to show them off and establish her control over men with what nature had given her.

There was guilt and shame rolled into her feelings, of course, but the confidence was the greatest feeling, propelled by a greater and greater sense of self-importance.

All those girls in those erotica novels wore such fetching high heels, after all. The writing went on and on about how men would look at their legs because of the heels they wore. Some of the girls kept wearing the heels even after they were pregnant—they would ask their man about how high of a heel to wear, and then add an inch or two just to keep him guessing. That was smart—that was really
 devious and smart. Tiffany sighed for a moment, thinking dreamily about taking advantage of a man like that—dressing up just how he wanted and getting stuffed so full of his cock that he wouldn’t have any choice but to cum in her.

Yes, that was very devious. She’d have to find some way to do it very soon. It was fun to imitate the story. It was almost like she was living in one.

* * * * *

Later that day, feeling all business in her sexy-hot stilettos and short skirt, she made a call to Castle.

The calls had become routine. There were a number of items on today's docket, as there always were: the progress that Candy was making, whether she was actually
 creating milk, and whether anyone else was being brought into the twisted confines of Castle's control. Tiffany always asked, but Castle always had some explanation, and as the weeks went on, he only seemed to make more and more sense.

She brought up the bottles of milk she had found, and the numerous instances she had seen Candy wearing a soaked t-shirt. But, as Castle explained, unless she could verify that it was indeed lactation that Tiffany was seeing, there was no legal recourse she had. And the only way to verify the lactation was to touch it or taste it, and Tiffany certainly
 wasn’t going to be doing that any time soon. She wasn’t a fool
, for god’s sake.

She sighed, slipping her fingers past the edges of her skirt and up her bare thighs, admiring her feet in the shiny black stilettos she had borrowed. They made the turn of her calves pop so nicely.

“...Tiffany? Are you listening? I asked if there was anything else you wanted to talk about.”

“I’m sorry, dear. I was miles away.”

That was odd, wasn’t it? Calling Castle “dear.” She had to tighten down on that, really let him have it! She didn't respect him, after all. She rather loathed him.

Right?

“Okay, yes,” she continued after a moment. “Right. Listen, darling, I’d really love it if you could expand your operations here a little bit.”

“How do you mean?”

“Whatever you’re doing to Candy with Tate, I want her to do it with Karlyle as well.”

“Karlyle?”

“He keeps missing Tate’s passes,” Tiffany sat forward. There was a strange pressure happening below her navel, but she couldn’t define it. It was so important to talk to Castle, to be clear. “We nearly lost the last game because of him. If it wasn’t for Tate deciding he would run on the option, we would have been left in the cold.”

“Surely, he can keep doing that. And he’s only going to get better, dear.”

Tiffany didn’t notice Castle’s slip. She was too intent on talking, and soaking in that hot feeling that had started between her legs.

“Yes, but Ohio is next week's team, and they're known
 for their defense on the option. I don’t have a choice, here. I need Karyle to start catching the ball, darling.”

“So, you want Candy to have two
 Masters?”

“Sure! I don’t care. Yes? What’s the best plan?”

A small, hot titter fled her mouth. She bit her lip, trying to suppress the silly sound. Why was everything feeling so fucking good
 while she talked to Castle? And why had she just asked him
 for instruction? That wasn’t like her. She ground her hips forward into her fingers, and her worries slowly popped away, sliding into the abyss of approaching pleasure.

Castle harrumphed. “Probably the simplest
 thing is just to have them share the one girl, but your quarterback wouldn’t like that, sweetheart.”

Now, Tiffany did
 notice the slip.

“D-don’t call me that? Okay? J-just...mmmph. Tell me...what do we do?”

“If you would just wait, this would all take care of itself in a few weeks, babe. It’s not complicated.”

Tiffany felt her irritation rising, fighting through the tsunami of arousal pushing through her body. “I don’t have
 a few weeks, Castle! Next week practically determines the rest of the season!”

Castle harrumphed again. “Very well. I’ll take care of it. Be good, sweetling.”

“You too, love.”

He hung up before she could correct him—or herself.

Why had she called him that? Why had she let him call her so many things? And why...oh fuck, why was she finger-fucking her hot dripping pussy so hard and oh god how was she not cumming already when she was so perfectly turned on and ohhhhh...fuck.

Gasping, moaning, Tiffany soon found herself on the floor, looking up at her shiny black stiletto shoes. Before she fell, some of her pussy juices had dripped on them. They were so shiny.

That was sort of sexy, she decided dreamily. Shiny shoes. Pussy-shined shoes.

Her fingers sped up, and her orgasm was on her before she even knew fully what she was doing.

“Love,” she moaned softly, pulses of orgasms spasming her tight body. “Love, love, love...”

Slowly, she came down from the high of the sudden bliss. Her fingers tasted like pussy, but of course they did. They had been buried in there the entire time she'd been talking with Castle. She giggled, feeling thoroughly silly, and slid her fingers back into her orgasm-hot cunt.

She was the boss. She would do as she liked.

* * * * *

Castle’s solution to Tiffany’s problem was to send the team another maid. She arrived in less than twenty-four hours after Tiffany’s call. This one’s name was Bambi. She looked very much like Candy’s twin, only with lustrous midnight black hair instead of shining blond.

It was the sort of hair, Tiffany noticed idly, that she herself had. Once short and almost bowl-cut, her hair had grown out past he shoulders in thick tresses and natural curls that had never been there before. She rather liked it. The long strands gave her something to twirl when she was flirting with the players in her office. It was nice to have thick, lustrous hair. Men liked that, and Tiffany rather loved what men liked. It was so odd to her how she never thought about how nice
 it was to do what men wanted before.

Bambi swept into the office, and Tiffany, remembering the way Candy had arrived all kisses and hugs, stood directly in front of the door, ready to intercept her. Tiffany had worn one of her sexier outfits with a tiny sheer blouse and an even tinier white skirt (the heather gray jacket made it all very professional), and put on her freshest, light pink lipstick, wanting to look perfectly kissable—er, presentable. She wanted to present herself well.

Yes. Sure. That was true, in a way.

But, much to her chagrin, Bambi simply held out a hand and shook Tiffany’s.

“Don’t worry, Ma’am,” Bambi said conspiratorially. “Candy already showed me the ropes. I know about your rules.”

“Ah,” said Tiffany. Her smile was shaky, obvious disappointment hiding behind it. “G-good. That’s good. I’m so very pleased.”

Bambi's introduction to Karyle went much the same as Candy’s to Tate.

Karlyle was a tall black man, muscles chisel-cut, with short dark hair that he kept shaved close. When Karlyle walked in initially, his eyes passed over Tiffany appreciatively. Her pencil skirt was just above knee-length, her blouse opened just so. She was an attractive woman, she knew.  Tiffany enjoyed men looking at her—Karlyle’s eyes passing over her body gave her a long, distinct thrill.

But the thrill was gone the second Karyle saw Bambi. Just like Tate, he suddenly didn’t care a thing about anything Tiffany had to say.

Tiffany held her hands out. “This is our newest cheerleader, Bambi.”

Karlyle’s eyes were wide, and he approached the sensual, tight young body of Bambi with his mouth open.

“Uh huh,” said Karlyle.

“She’s going to need you to teach her the ropes.”

He nodded dumbly. “Uh huh.”

“It’s a lot of responsibility.”

“Uh huh.”

“She also needs you to wear your shoes on your head, and wear her skirt as a necklace.”

“Uh huh.”

Tiffany sighed. He wasn't going to listen to a thing she said. Without saying a word, Bambi had already let her top slide down to the floor, revealing her mountainous breasts. They were leaking thick milk.

Oh good, thought Tiffany. Maybe she and Candy will be able to talk about what's happening with that. All that lactation couldn't be...couldn't be...

Her brain seemed to blink off and on. Right before it turned off, Bambi and Karlyle had been just about to jump one another's bones. And now that it was on again, Tiffany was in the corner, one hand in her cunt and the other with that lusciously thick, yummy-smelling milk on her fingers somehow.

She gulped, wiping it quickly on her blouse. It soaked easily into the fabric, quickly drying up. Karlyle had Bambi bent over the desk, just like Tate had done to Candy, and was furiously ramming her from behind with his massive black cock. Bambi was moaning in orgasm, moaning for Karlyle's babies, and he seemed only too eager to give them to her.

Stumbling, trying to make sense of what was happening, Tiffany rushed outside. She heard Rebecca's heels clicking away down the floor, signaling her approach. Tiffany squirmed and felt a hot rush of pleasure. What was that all about?

Oh. Her fingers were still buried in her cunt.

With just enough time, she arranged herself properly, pushing thick hair past her forehead. Rebecca smiled sensuously as she saw her boss.

“That Bambi looks like a real
 good time,” said Rebecca. “Do you think you could introduce me later?”

Over the past couple of weeks, Rebecca's manner and appearance had changed considerably. She had started wearing high-heeled boots to work every day. All kinds too—ankle boots, knee-highs, calf-highs, thigh-highs. Today's were leather, skin-tight, and a deep dark brown. They went along fetchingly with her tiny brown sweater dress. A thick belt hung uselessly around her slender frame, thick breasts making the fabric swell. Rebecca was clearly advertising herself as someone to be taken advantage of.

A series of moans crashed through the office. Curious, Rebecca leaned in, trying to see. Tiffany suddenly felt very dumb. Last time, she had remembered to make this meeting take place later in the day—and to make sure that the blinds were closed. She hadn't been that smart this time.

She giggled. Gosh, she could be a real dumb-dumb.

“Oh my god,” said Rebecca. “They’re really...really fucking in there.”

“Yes,” said Tiffany. “They’re just going at it like animals.”

Rebecca leaned in, her slender body trembling. When had the little brunette become so bold?

In fact, when had she become so little
? Rebecca had been rather hefty the last time Tiffany looked. Now she looked positively delicate, her torso tiny. The perfect size for a man’s grip. And her breasts, which had at one point been flat on her chest, were now quite apparent and even...well, delicious
 to behold.

Both of the women watched, their eyes growing wider with every sweaty, grunt-filled thrust of Karlyle into Bambi's dripping wet cunt. The milk was everywhere. On everything. All over the desk, the floor, sticking papers and folders together.

“Maybe...we should...”

Tiffany let her hand slide down Rebecca’s backside, stopping just above her ass. She tried to pass off Rebecca’s moan of arousal as some strange creaking of the window frame that they both leaned on.

“Watch them?” suggested Rebecca. “It’s...just like those stories...”

It was
 just like those stories, Tiffany realized. Two people getting together and fucking the second they met. It was an absolutely ludicrous thing to have happen anywhere, let alone in a professional football organization. And yet against all good common sense and basic decency, Bambi and Karyle were going at one another like they had been made for it.

A soft shlicking sound filled the hallway. Shuddering hotly, Tiffany looked down at Rebecca’s hands.

“Are you...” Tiffany gulped, her eyes widening. “Are you touching yourself?”

“Yes,” she said absently, as if there was nothing wrong with it. “You can go ahead. Bambi sees me. She winked. If you just look at her, it’s not like I’m not even here.”

That was strangely comforting. Searching out Bambi's bliss-filled eyes, Tiffany slid her fingers into her own cunt. Immediately, waves of pleasure slid over her body.

This was perfectly fine. This was just two very, very good friends, sharing an experience. There wasn’t even anything like, lesbian-y about it. That’s why it was so totally okay for Rebecca to crawl her chin up Tiffany’s shoulder, and for Tiffany to turn down just so and slide her fresh pink lips across Rebecca’s.

They were wearing the same lipstick, she realized. That was so wonderful. That way, no would know they had been kissing.

That made everything even more okay, Tiffany realized.

Inside, Karlyle shouted out his imminent orgasm. “I'm gonna fucking fill
 you, girl.”

“Yes, Master! Do it, please!”

“Yeah,” Rebecca moaned. “Do it. Oh god, give it to her...oh fuck, Tiffany! He's not wearing a condom. That's so perfect!”

“Yes!” Tiffany urged. “Yes! Yes!”

Karlyle unloaded into Bambi's tight, unprotected bimbo body, and as he did, Rebecca and Tiffany came with him. It felt so right to watch a man cum, so very natural to feel pleasure because he was feeling pleasure. Tiffany huddled into Rebecca’s body, breathing hard, and they slowly slid down to the ground.

After a moment, Tiffany's head seemed to clear somewhat. Rebecca slid her booted legs around, giggling and moaning as she continued to finger her hot, dripping pussy. A puddle had formed on the floor beneath her.

Tiffany backed up, trying to stand. Suddenly, she was frightened. Her thoughts felt clear and open for the first time in a long time. She had just fingered herself watching her new employee fuck one of her star players, and had encouraged a subordinate to do the same.

What in the hell was coming over her, and why couldn't she think straight at any time unless it was right after she came?

Rebecca moaned, her eyes alive with lust as she looked at Tiffany. She was blowing hot little kisses at her boss, urging her to come down and attend her needs—or let Rebecca attend Tiffany's needs.

Tiffany gulped. It...probably wasn't that important, right? Nothing was coming over her. Nothing that she couldn't solve later. After...

After she sank down to her knees and crawled into Rebecca's sweet, hot grasp. They had so much to discover together.


Week 12

The Tornados' W-L Record: 7-4

––––––––

“Women know football like men know sewing, and Tiffany Belmont can’t even mend a dress. She’s good for nothing.”


That was the blurb repeated all over the news from the latest interview with Ned Howell, the head coach for the Eliminators. The Eliminators were the Tornados' competition for this week, and Tiffany was incensed—she had
 to beat them. There could be no
 room for failure.

While Karlyle and Tate made the perfect duo between themselves, with more than seventy percent of The Tornados' touchdowns happening from passes from Tate to Karlyle, it wasn't enough. The Tornados could run up the score, but they couldn't stop the opposing teams from scoring in the slightest.

“I need like, more,” Tiffany said to Castle on the phone, chewing away a thick stick of bubblegum. “A lot more. I want us to shut down next week’s team.”

She had gotten the gum from Candy. Candy from Candy. Tiffany had devolved into a bout of giggles when she first thought of that hours ago, after chewing on the gum for just about that length of time. It was still funny. Even so, the gum helped keep her mind straight. She kept thinking of stuffing her mouth for some reason—though not with food. She wanted something long and hard to glide her lips over, something steady and sure to teach her what her place was...

Wrong! No! She didn’t need that!

She guided Rebecca's head forward underneath her desk. The buxom brunette's tongue was rather magical. Tiffany had become dependent on her lingual skills to relieve her of stress during calls with Castle. That's why Tiffany had started wearing exclusively tiny skirts to work. Today's barely came down past her ass. She made up for the lack of length with extra-tall thigh-high boots. She borrowed a pair from Rebecca, who had borrowed them from Candy. It was so nice to have girlfriends.

“Next week’s team...” Castle thought for a moment. “Oh. Really? You’re going to be that petty?”

“He insulted
 me, Castle. I want him put on a fucking stake.”

“What is it that you want, exactly?”

On her knees in front of Tiffany, Rebecca moaned. Tiffany had leaned forward, letting Rebecca really go at her clit. A small, fluttery orgasm began to wrap around her brain.

“My defense. I like, want it back. I was supposed to have a top-of-the-line defense this year. I want them to start acting that way. I want
 it!”

“The entire defense?” He whistled. “That’s a far cry from one or two star players. Are you sure you need that much, my dear?”

“Yes.” She thought for a moment—struggling to build her will. “And I’m not your dear. Stop that. I’ve like, told you to stop that, okay? So...please don't? Pretty please?”

Her voice was a whine—high-pitched, a cavalcade of giggles hiding just behind it. She thought that was a rather effective way to show she was non-threatening and not serious, and therefore deserved to be listened to by strong men like Castle.

Men listened to women who they could respect, after all, and men didn’t respect women who showed off their power. They only respected women who they could see. Then, a girl could use her feminine wiles and convince him of anything she wanted.

Slowly, Tiffany slid a finger around her fully erect nipple. Her blouse was nanometers thin, and completely see-through. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra, and even more obvious that her large tits didn't even need one. If only she could show Castle
 her feminine wiles...she would be able to do so very much, then. He’d learn
...learn all about what it was to...um...to...

To fuck her? Was that it?

Surely that was it. Castle probably had an enormous cock. Her orgasm was building stronger all the time, Rebecca doing such magical little movements with her tongue.

“It’s going to mean some things you said you didn’t want.”

“I don’t care
, Castle. Make it happen, please?”

She slid her fingers through Rebecca's thick brown hair, imagining the glory of the win. They were going to raise her on their shoulders, all the players. All those men, obsessed with her, thankful for her...they were going to love her for this. They would do so much
 for her. They would guide her into the locker room and take out their cocks, and all of them would want to fuck her at once, and she would let them, two or three at a time, all those big huge muscular footballs studs unloading on her, inside her, all around her.

They'd probably get her pregnant. All those cocks filling her at once? Oh yeah. She'd get preggo for sure. No way around that. She wasn't on protection, and she had a desperate fear—for some reason she couldn't define—of ever going on birth control.

Candy was pregnant from Tate, after all, and Bambi wasn't too far behind. The blond bimbo's baby bump was already showing, but nobody seemed to mind. Tiffany had even gotten a few calls about what a good role model Candy was for working in such an active environment while pregnant. Her luscious front curve worked so splendidly well in her tiny cheerleading outfits.

Her breathing was become moan-heavy and wet. She had started to drool a little. Her orgasm was right beyond her reach. She pushed her hips forward more, urging Rebecca to lick her harder. The brunette assistant was only to happy to comply.

“All right,” said Castle, apparently paying no mind to Tiffany's obvious complications. “I’ll send over a contract. But read it very, very
 carefully, okay? There’s a lot in there I think you wouldn’t like, sweetling.”

“But it’ll like, guarantee the rest of the team will be changed, right?”

“Yes, dearie. Of course it will.”

She was rushing now. “Then I’m not sure what else it needs to say. Thank you, baby!”

Tiffany let the phone clamber down on her desk, not even bothering to hang it up properly. Within moments, her orgasm had started to tumble through her body. Her brilliantly tanned thighs squeezed around Rebecca's beautiful face.

“Oh Castle, yes!” she moaned. “Oh Stanny! Stanford, yes! Thank you! Thank you for my teaaam!”


Week 16

The Tornados' W-L Record: 11-4

––––––––

“Rebecca, here’s that book back.”

Tiffany held the book out, standing in front of Rebecca's small desk. Rebecca wore a tiny business suit, the lapels spread wide, and her cleavage was displayed atop a bright pink bra. The sight of those huge, pale, freckled breasts along with the neon coloring the bra was mouth-watering to say the least.

The buxom assistant was slowly and erotically sucking on a lollipop. Thick dollops of sugar coated the tops of her monumental mammaries. She didn't seem to mind. Letting go of a yard-long strand of chestnut hair, she took the book.

“Oh,” she said slowly. “Neat.”

“Are there any others?”

“Not really,” said Rebecca. “There’s just these.”

She handed Tiffany a copy of the pamphlet she had been reading. They were piled high on her desk. Tiffany had seen Rebecca handing them out to women all day long.

They all featured women in tiny, erotic outfits with daring skirts and high heels. Many of the pictures—surprisingly lifelike—featured the women with huge smiles on their gorgeous faces, performing all manner of sexual acts.

“Oh wow,” said Tiffany, tittering softly. “That's like...really
 serious reading.”

Rebecca nodded. “I've been studying it at night after you go to sleep.”

Tiffany giggled, sliding into her office. Rebecca did seem to have more energy than her, but it wasn't Tiffany's fault. The little brunette tired her right out. Rebecca was perfectly content to lick Tiffany's pussy for several hours every night, and afterward, all Tiffany could do was suck on some of Candy's candy and wonder off to dreamland.

Tiffany walked into her office, feeling a bit confused. She was certain there was something important going on today, but she couldn’t put her fingers on it. It was a Friday, late in the evening. She usually came to the stadium around this time, right? Why was that?

Bending over at the waist, she set down her luxury purse on the floor. She set it there in case there was a man who came by later who she could then bend over once more and pick it up, flashing him her complete lack of panties. The purse just large enough to hold a pair of candy bars set on top of each other. She would never dare eat a candy bar, of course. It might do something to her smashing figure.

It was difficult to bend over in her knee-high leather boots. She felt rather proud of herself for negotiating the difficulty so easily. Her long, trim legs led fetchingly into a tight, tiny red-and-white minidress, the colors of her team. The fabric of the dress clung to her expansive hips and had a low, scooping neckline that showed off the substantial nature of her breasts.

There was something she was responsible for...something...something like, really important.

God, why were words so giggly hard?

If she could remember some more giggling words, she might be able to get some giggling work done around here! Giggle! Wasn’t that what they giggly paid her for?

The little mental tirade was supposed to be angry and incendiary, but with so many giggles interposed in her thoughts, it was hard to keep anything serious. Her hands pressed hard against her thick breasts, rotating against the nipples.

“Giggle,” she said, sliding one hand down her luscious curves and then up her soft thighs into her dress. “Can’t a girl catch a giggling break?”

Realizing the absurdity of what she said, she giggled softly. What a silly thing to have come out of her mouth.

“Tiffany?” Rebecca peeked her head in the door. “I wish you'd let me take care of that.” She tsked softly. “I have
 to earn my keep somehow, you know.”

Obediently, the brunette dropped to the floor and began to slide her lips up Tiffany's legs. The stunning dark-haired beauty wanted to stop Rebecca and tell her to slow down, that she was only trying to think, but Rebecca was rather good at turning her on.

“You shouldn't be so stressed,” said Rebecca. “It's only the first quarter and we're already winning handily. I don't think you've got anything to worry about.”

Oh god, she thought. The game!

She had completely forgotten. Her shopping expedition to find the perfect pair of boots to go along with her tight new dress had completely eaten up her attention and her mind.

Since when had she become such a giggling ditz?

Pushing away from Rebecca's careful attentions, she strutted out into the hall and toward her seat. How could she have not heard the crowd
? They had been getting thoroughly rowdy as of late. If it wasn't enough to watch The Tornados absolutely decimate the opposing teams, often leaving them with multiple injuries, then the completely bimbofied cheerleading team was there to pick up the slack. It was so strange—Tiffany recalled, dimly, asking for a new defense, but Castle hadn't sent more maids. Rather, the cheerleaders that were there seemed to change almost over night. They had gone out on a weekend team-building exercise with Candy and Bambi, and the remaining twelve girls came back with a brand new outlook on life and thoroughly lactating tits. After that, it was a short time before the rest of her players were thoroughly fucked and thoroughly transformed, just like Tate and Karlyle.

Tiffany, sliding into her owner's box high above the action of the game below, mused that she wouldn't mind some lactating tits. Wasn't she pretty enough to lactate? She'd love to be able to feed a man with the product of her big, milky titties. The thought of all that cream sliding everywhere, getting on everything...

She collapsed into her leather seat, her fingers quickly affixed to her cunt once more. Rebecca had really worked her up. Below her, she watched as the Tornados scored another sack. It was ten minutes into the first quarter, and they already had eight sacks. That seemed like some sort of record.

From behind her came Candy and Bambi. The twin bimbos were dolled up in their tiny cheerleader outfits. Their tiny skirts did nothing at all to hide the expansive ranges of their tanned asses, and their sculpted, fetching torsos were displayed nicely by the tops. Of course, the biggest feature of each—even more than their gorgeous, almost identical faces and luxurious manes of thick hair—were their huge milk-producing tits. Small trails of milk pushed out past their tops down onto their hugely pregnant bellies. Each were still tiny-waisted and utterly trim, and looked like they had swallowed a large melon whole.

“Whazz...what are you doing up here?” Tiffany giggled. “You gotta be on the sideline. Like, helping n’stuff.”

Speech had suddenly become suddenly hard as her eyes zeroed in on Candy and Bambi's beautifully lactating breasts. God, but she wanted to suck on those so bad!

“Don’t worry about it. Sandra’s in charge down there.”

“Sandra? But she’s...all...she’s like...she was gonna quit.”

The stolid young cheerleader was only working for The Tornados to fund her eventual law degree. Tiffany had fully supported this venture—that's why she made her captain. A few weeks ago, frustrated and more than a little terrified with all the changes to the players and to Tiffany, the lovely Asian had threatened to walk out. Tiffany remembered it clearly because Rebecca had been sliding a dildo up her cunt at the time.

“I talked her out of it, remember?” Candy giggled, sliding her hands around Tiffany's shoulders. It was very simple, suddenly, to only look directly down Candy's cleavage. “She had a sit down with me, and I gave her plenty of milk and transformed her body and mind just for the team, and she decided to stay after I made her do just that.”

Bambi had gotten on her knees, crawling very easily in her tall, platform heels. The two bimbos did everything easily in platform heels. It was all they wore these days. Bambi pushed Tiffany's fingers aside, and applied her tongue to her boss's cunt, soft and sweet. Tiffany moaned. Bambi's baby bump pressed against her calves, her tits leaking milk all over her legs and feet.

“O-oh...” said Tiffany. Candy was being awfully direct. It was unlike her. “You’re...I thought...you were dumb?”

“Oh.” Candy giggled. She took Tiffany's hand and slid it over her large, swollen belly. “Yes, most people do. But I’m not dumb at all. I just love having fun. I don’t really bother to think too often, but Mister Castle,” she let out a very pleased sigh, “ordered me to do some very specific thinking. So I just had
 to make him happy. No one can turn him down, you know. Not on any issue.”

Tiffany giggled. She felt so helplessly turned on. Bambi was doing spectacular things with her tongue. Tiffany felt like her legs were numb. Idly she watched the little sparkles on her booted heels shine in the bright light of her box. Her brain felt like those sparkles. Shiny, bright, and temporary.

“You aren’t...making sense,” said Tiffany.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Candy.

Tiffany nodded. Yes, of course. Don't worry. Good girls didn't worry. That made sense. The blonde bimbo took a firm grip on Bambi's head, guiding her up and down Tiffany's legs and crotch. Bambi’s tongue was pure magic.

“You worry so much,” said Candy. “So many responsibilities. I think you’ll do so much better if you just forget them.”

“F-forget them?”

“Sure. You don’t need so many responsibilities. So many thoughts. All that thinking and doing is so much better for men, after all.”

Tiffany let out a happy sigh at that. Men were very strong and responsible. That’s why they always knew what was right and what was wrong. That’s why it felt so very good to have their approval—and the best way for a sexy babe like her to have their approval was to dress sexy and show off her body.

Candy was really quite smart. Why hadn't she noticed that before?

“It really would be much simpler if we could have just changed you the same way that I changed the other cheerleaders and the players. With my milk, I mean. But Master thought it would be more fun to leave all those little novels around, and the candy, and then let our pheromones do the rest of the work.”

“N-novels? C-candy?”

“The ink was full of his chemicals. So were all those sugary treats we fed you. It’s a slower form of his naturalization process. Not as direct as his milk, but still effective.”

“Natura...what?”

Bambi was moaning now, and fingering herself as she worked. Licking Tiffany was getting her aroused. That was so cool.

“Naturalization!” Candy giggled. “By which he makes girls into what they are naturally supposed to be, duh. Gosh, you don’t know anything, you big silly.”

Tiffany had trouble wrapping her mind around all of that. She was on the edge now, so close to cumming, and Bambi was going to bring her there...

“Now,” said Candy, “Aren’t you thirsty, baby?”

Tiffany nodded intently. Candy slid her top down, and leaned her chest forward into Tiffany's mouth.

“Good. Castle said it was finally time for you to have a drink. So, have a good, long drink for Candy, okay?”

Candy slipped her nipple over Tiffany’s mouth. For just a moment, Tiffany tried to protest, but then the taste of Candy’s milk hit her lips. It was so fucking delicious! She couldn’t resist. She didn’t want to. She couldn’t imagine anyone protesting such deliciousness.

Slowly, like a tide of water ebbing over a wall, her orgasms started to flood through her body. There was one, and then another, and then another, and then there were so many for so long that she did not know where one stopped and the other started.

* * * * *

Tiffany woke some two hours later in a puddle of milk and pussy juices. Slowly, she got up to her feet, and then giggled at the outline on the floor. There was milk all around everywhere except in a small six inch radius from where she had been on the ground. Like almost as if she had been sucking up and absorbing the milk that was around her.

She giggled. That was silly. Everything was silly.

For example—she was dressed in a cheerleader's outfit. Wasn't that silly? She wasn't a cheerleader at all. Or, she had been
, once upon a time, but that was ages ago.

On the field below, she could tell the game was all but over. Her team was winning. The score was something ridiculous—all she could tell was the the other team had zero points, and her team's points were much more than that. Numbers were so very hard.

Celebratory, she lifted up one leg and raised her hands to the air. Rah!

Oh, my, she thought. That was rather fun. She had done it all in these sexy little six-inch acrylic heels, too. Like, that was pretty hard.

Tiffany walked down the halls of the stadium in a daze, giggling and touching herself all the while. Every so often she would pass a railing affixed to the wall to help people stand, and that would look all cylindrical and long and hard, like a cock, and Tiffany would have to stop and finger herself to a quick little orgasm because she had thought about her favorite thing in the world.

There were a lot of railings in The Tornados’ Stadium.

Cocks, cocks, cocks.

God, why hadn't she had a cock in forever? She loved them so fucking much. This stadium was full of cocks, and her body was made for fucking. If she wanted, she could probably stroll right out into the crowd and get fucked by every last man in the stadium...and there were like, more than fifteen thousand people in the stadium.

Fascinated now, she tried wandering at random through the back hallways to get out to the stadium seats. Her giggly little mind couldn't remember at all those manly things like direction or location, but she felt like she could follow the source of the sound well enough. She started opening doors at random.

In one, she ran into the janitor fucking a very ample-proportioned catering woman. In another, she found a pair of accountants from the third floor eating each other's pussies.

Through another door, she found the janitor's closet. On the door was a picture of Tiffany's face affixed to a pin-up girl’s body. Tiffany faced the door in such a way that a window down the hall was just beyond it, and she could see her own reflection and the pin-up mockery at the same time.

Her body was so much better
 than that silly pin-up girl’s, she realized with a bit of pride. She took in a deep breath, sucking in her tiny tummy, and letting her thick tits stick out proudly. Her legs looked smashing in her heels. Bambi and Candy did her such a favor by putting them on.

And then, slowly, the longer she admired her reflection, shame and shock began to weasel their way into her mind. Somehow, Tiffany's mind was clearing.

She hated
 pin-up girls. She hated
 bimbos. She hated
 women who defined themselves exclusively by their looks and their ability to turn men on. It was monstrous
 to let someone live that way.

And...

A-and...that was her. That was...she was a pin-up girl. She was a walking wet dream. She was a bimbo beyond all bimbos. She could see herself right there, in that reflection.

Terrified of what she had become, she fled from the poster, strutting out effortlessly in her high high heels, unable to stop herself from adding a sexy sway to her walk. Candy had changed her. Bambi had changed her. Rebecca
 had changed her, and she was changed too! And Castle! He was at the root of it all!

How had she let it get to this?

Somehow, through the seeming labyrinthine corridors of the stadium, she found her way back to her office. The one place where she felt safe. Breathing hard, her tits pushing boldly against her tiny uniform, she rushed inside.

Inside was Castle, talking with a contractor in a blue jacket.

“I’ll want this wall taken out completely,” said Castle, pointing. “And a pair of fountains over there. I’ll want them fueled with—”

He stopped, eyeing Tiffany up and down critically.

“Oh, hello, dear. So good of you to join us.”

“Y-y-you monster!
” She pointed at him, gesticulating wildly. “You did this! You did all of this!”

Castle whispered something to the contractor, who nodded and stepped out, though not before landing a slap on Tiffany's ass. She decided she would strangle him for the indiscretion. Instead, she giggled happily, his touch flooding her ultra-sensitive ass with a heavy dose of dopamine.

“Now,” said Castle, sitting on the edge of Tiffany's desk, “what's this all about, babe?”

Tiffany was shaking. “Y-you-you...y-you know
 what it's all about!”

Her voice wouldn't turn into the furious crescendo of rage that she wanted. All she could manage was a thoroughly giggly chirp.

“Whatever do you mean?”

“You just want me barefoot and pregnant, don’t you! That's what this whole thing has been about, hasn't it!”

“Don’t be ridiculous. You look terrific in heels. Look at you. You're walking dynamite. What on earth would I want you barefoot for?”

Tiffany hadn’t considered that. That made so, so much sense.

She did
 look terrific in heels, after all.

And the the knowledge that Castle thought
 she looked terrific in heels made everything all better, somehow. Suspicious thoughts fled her mind for a final time. Some part of her tried desperately to hold onto them, but it was just so much nicer
 to think about how Castle thought she looked “terrific.”

Terrifically sexy, probably. Titanous terrific titties titillating this tanned trillionaire. Something something.

She giggled again, stepping forward and pushing her tight busty body into Castle's. Her soft face nuzzled into his arm, bright eyes looking up into his devilishly handsome face. There was
 something wrong with all of this, but thinking was so very hard when he was such
 a fucking stud.

“I-I just don’t understand,” said Tiffany, her voice high and needy. “What are you doing here?”

“I own this team now, love.” He stroked her beautiful face. Tiffany tried—and failed—to suppress a deep, longing moan. Her breasts swelled against her tiny top. His touch was like God’s. She felt full of love for him, full of desire. “I own this stadium. I own everything here. Didn’t you read all those contracts I sent over?”

“I...I had...like...” she frowned and stamped her feet. “Reading is hard.
”

“It really is, for girls like you. Isn’t it?”

She nodded. “So won’t you like, give me a pass?”

“A pass?” He looked bemused.

“Y-yeah! Can’t you, um, like, just give me the things I want? I mean...” she slipped her hand against his cock. “I know you like how pretty I am, Stanny baby. I know you’ve always
 liked that. It could be just like old times.”

For the first time since they had started interacting again, she saw weakness on Castle’s face. His attraction to her predated all his other accomplishments. He took a step back, breathing hard.

No one ever forgot their high school crush. Not even Castle.

“Wh-what? No, I...” he shook his head, clearly affected.

Tiffany pounced on the apparent weakness, her hand sliding up and down on his massive cock through his pants.

“I’m so
 sorry, Stanny,” she moaned. “I’m so, so
 sorry. I should have been sucking your cock all through high school. I should have been like, begging
 to do it. I should have been asking every day if I could round up more girls to serve you like you deserve
. Please
, Stanny...Please?”

His sternness seemed to have some chinks in its armor. His hands were gripping and re-gripping her backside, and thick puddles of cum had started to leak through his thin suit pants.

“I want your babies, please? Won’t you let me have them? I want to fucking be bred
 by you, Sir. You’re the one who deserves to fuck my fertile little cunny. No one else. I only
 want you.”

He was wavering.

“Please...I...”

Her salivating had progressed straight into drooling, now. She needed the thick hunk of manflesh that hung between his legs. It sang to her, like a choir in church overpowering whatever the pastor might have been saying. She wanted to kneel at the temple of his body and worship with her mouth, to give up everything in herself to slide her plush, bimbotastic lips over the incredibly hard surface of his gargantuan dick.

Castle was relentless—he pushed her slowly down. “What are you trying to say, sweetling?”

“I wanna...w-wanna...wanna
...”

She dropped to her knees, pawing at his pants. Her intelligence regressed so immediately in the face of his monstrous cock that she couldn’t even figure out zippers anymore. Castle took pity on her and dropped his pants—a very practiced motion for him—and slipped her mouth forward over his cum-covered cock.

Soon, he was deep down her throat, unleashing load after load of precum into her belly. Tiffany's first blowjob—ever in her life—was a sloppy thing. She used far too much tongue, but made up for her sloppy form with orgasm-fueled cheer and enthusiasm. Her lips slopped happily around the turgid head of his dick, her tiny hands gently caressing his massive balls.

“I'm going to gift you, Tiffany,” he grunted. “I'm going to gift you with a full load.”

Moaning with need, she slurped her lips up his shaft and ran her nose all the way up to his crotch. She could feel his massive length stretching out her esophagus. Just as promised, Castle unleashed inside her, exploding his load straight down her throat and into her stomach. She could feel the gooey, white warmth spreading through her body, taking her over.

There was so much of it. She had to slide off his cock, being too filled, and Castle continued to cum all over her gorgeous face. Eagerly, she licked down everything she could, sliding her hands through the thick goop and nomming it all down.

Then, still horny despite the several orgasms the blowjob had given her, she stared up at her God with needy eyes. She didn't know it, but the overdose of his cum had started to turn her midnight black hair into a gorgeous, shining gold color. The blond strands puddled around her legs, looping through her heels.

“Please, won’t you fill me up? Won’t you give me your babies, Sir? I need them so bad...I need to be filled...”

But this time, Castle was resolute.

“You don’t get my cum in your cunt. Not today. Maybe tomorrow I’ll come back and give it to you. But first you have to earn it.”

She was desperate, looking up at him with wild eyes.

“Anything!” she moaned. “Anything you say! Please!”

He smiled. “We'll see.”

* * * * *

They were all waiting for her in the locker room. Each player knew who she was and who she had been. They wanted her. They wanted to fuck their old boss. They wanted to teach her a lesson. Women weren't supposed to be in charge of men. Women were just made to be silly, obedient fucktoys for the men strong enough to own them.

They all looked at with greedy, hungry eyes as she entered the locker room and walked past. They wanted her bimbofied body. They all wanted to fuck her, and her alone. She was that hot. She could feel their eyes coating her bare torso, her hot tits, her long long newly golden hair. The football studs were all over six foot five, each one positively packed with enormous amounts of muscle. If they wanted to, they could hold her up by one foot and fuck her upside down against the wall.

Where the after-game drinks and food were usually laid out was instead just a bare platform.  Knowing exactly what it was for, Tiffany got up on top of it and got on her hands and knees.

Tate stepped forward, a smile on his face. “What are you doing up there, Belmont?”

“Call me Tiffie, please?”

“All right.” All the men laughed, a strangely arousing thunder sound. “What are you doing up there, Tiffie?”

“I’m doing my duty. All you guys like, get a turn. That’s just how it works now.”

Tate wanted her to be explicit. “Get a turn how?”

“All of you are gonna fuck my hot little pussy. It belongs to all of you. I’m the team’s cum dump, now. It’s what I was born to be. You’ve taken so much
 guff from me. Now I want you to give it all back.”

“Really?”

She nodded, smiling blissfully. “Really. And you’re getting my salary, too. It’s split up evenly all among you.”

Castle promised he would take care of her, that she didn't have to worry about silly things like money anymore. That made her feel so secure and lucky. He was so good to her.

“Now,” said Tiffie, giggling. “Are you gonna come fuck my unprotected cunt, or what?”

With ease, Tate ripped off his tight white pants. His football pads were still on. Some of the studs had their helmets on still. He slipped up behind Tiffie, pushing his arms around her tiny waist. She was so slender now, and Tate so huge, that his hands wrapped completely around her waist with ease. Right away, not waiting for anyone else, he started fucking her from behind.

“Oh my god!” Tiffie moaned.

She didn't know it anymore, but she hadn't actually been fucked by a man in years. Her cunt was almost virgin-tight, and Tate filled her sopping wet entrance completely. She tried to stay on her hands and knees, to thrust backward into Tate's thrusts, but he was too strong for that. Tate lifted her up and shoved into her from behind. His cock was enormous, more than a foot of solid hot flesh sliding into her hot, needy cunt.

The other players started to gather around. Karlyle, his mountainous black form naked except for his shoulder pads, stuffed her mouth full of his thick dark cock. She slobbered all over it and sucked it down. Tate continued to power her body upward with the force of his incredible thrusts, and Karlyle continued to fuck her downward into her mouth.

She could take it all, like a proper bimbo slut. Her mind was full of orgasms and giggles, her cunt drooling out all over Tate's cock the same way that her mouth drooled all over Karlyle's. It was so hot, how the holes were so similar. That's all she was, really, just three wet needy holes for men to use and abuse.

At some point in their hot fuck session, Candy and Bambi had arrived.

“Oh god, yeah Tate,” moaned Candy. “Fuck her. Fuck your old boss. Fuck her hard
, Master. Please?”

“Yeah, Karl,” moaned Bambi. “Get her! Get her good. Oh fuck, she's taking you so deep
, oh fuck. Fucking cum in her, please!”

Both men nodded, clearly having great control over their loads at this point. Each one let out a shivering moan and unloaded inside of Tiffie's body, filling her already-cum-filled body with even more cum. Her mind blissed out, blinking from one dimension to another, and the two men continued to empty out their cum all over her body.

Tiffie thought for a moment that it was over, but it wasn't even close. The rest of the studs began to close in. She couldn't differentiate between them anymore. They were all so big and dark and strong and muscled. Her hands slid over six packs and down to cocks, jerking happily. Another cock slapped against her pretty face and slid into her mouth. She giggled with affirmation, and a chirping little moan of orgasm fled her lips as the immense cock slid into the ultra-sensitive entrance of her mouth. Another cock slipped into her cum-soaked cunt, and they were off to the races again, each cock she felt needing to empty itself into and onto her body.

As she was fucked harder and harder, a miraculous event started to occur. Her huge tits—long ago exposed, her tight top torn away by Tate—started to lactate. Her milk spread everywhere on the platform where they fucked her, and a few men slid up underneath her, gathering up the thick cream of her body with their hot hunk tongues.

They fucked her furiously, relentlessly, with no thought of her as a woman or a person, just a happily sexed-up object for their use. They came all over her hot tanned skin, into her thick hair—even using the hair as a sort of lasso to hold onto her body as they plowed into her tight hot holes.

There was no protection to speak of. Every load of cum was unprotected. And Tiffany could feel
 how fertile she was. She knew she would get pregnant. Every orgasm she had was fueled by that furiously happy thought. And every time, for the rest of the night, she came when they did, and many more times beside.

After some time, the rest of the cheerleaders came down. All the sexy little bimbos were dressed in their hot cheerleading outfits, and immediately attached themselves to the nearest cock they could find. There was so much sex in the air that no one had any trouble staying hard.

Soon, a full-on orgy had started—all the cheerleaders doing everything they could to fuck everyone they could. The football studs were only too happy to comply with the oversexed needs of the cheerleaders. Their milk-filled tits spilled everywhere, and soon every surface—walls and ceilings and floors—were covered in thick white cum and milk.

Several hours later, after the lusty madness had ended, Candy crawled her heavily pregnant body over a few groaning men and women and snuggled up next to the cum-dazed Tiffie.

“You’re going to be OUR mascot, now,” she giggled. “Anytime we need these special guys to get a special fuck, it’ll be from our cheerleading mascot, Tiffie. That's what Mister Castle wants.”

Tiffany cuddled into Candy, so happy. It was so perfect to do what men wanted.

# # #


Heir Salon

She looked in the mirror, turning this way and that in her scarlet lingerie, rather amazed at what she saw.

Not that long ago, she hadn't looked like this. Her legs had not been monuments of sexuality, reaching down effortless to the floor onto her tippy-toes. Even barefoot, she could no longer press her heels all the way to the floor—she had to walk as if she wore high heels at all times.

This was only right. This was only proper. She was a Wife
. Wives had responsibilities.

Not that long ago, her tits hadn't been so big. She wouldn't have been able to say they were tits. They were more like breasts, or maybe
 boobs if she had the right bra on. But now they were tits. Grade-A man-melting tits that fixed a man's attention on the most important part of her.

Not that long ago, her tits hadn't leaked milk. Hot, luscious, yummy milk that seemed made to emit amazing sexual scents and to encourage every type of rutting and fucking known to man, especially the kind that demanded entering her hot, fertile cunt completely bareback.

Not that long ago, she'd had a real brain, with real thoughts, and real concerns and ideas. Now she just a good wife's brain. Made for serving men. Made for serving her Man
, her Husband.


This was only right. This was only proper.

But it hadn't always been this way.

* * * * *

They were in the car, just two minutes away from their new house. The mood was bad.

Betty clenched her jaw. “I am not
 wearing a dress.”

“Sweetheart,” said Lane, “it’s a classy affair. Dresses are pretty much mandatory for ladies. I don’t want to wear a suit, but I’ll be wearing a suit.”

Betty was not a fan of diminutives in general. Still, being in a relationship meant they were bound to happen—even it was just a simple shortening to “Bets” for her. Lane, in various moods, would call her “honey,” “love,” “baby,” and “doll.”

But she knew that “sweetheart” was reserved for when his annoyance had begun to reach a threshold of anger. That was fine by her—let him be angry. She just wouldn’t go if he wouldn’t budge.

She sighed, staring out the window. The weather looked nice outside. Somewhere, some place, there was a way to actually enjoy the window without being mad at her husband.

Gathering her composure, she realized that she couldn't not
 go to the event. That would leave him out in the cold, and she didn't want to do that to him.

“I’ll go to this thing. This stupid thing of yours. That I do not like doing. But don’t expect me to dress up and show off for all your big time male buddies just because I have a ring
 on my finger, Lane.”

He sighed. “I’m not expecting you to dress up because you’re married to me, Betty. I’m expecting you to dress up because every single one of these guys knows who you are, and what you did. They look into that sort of stuff. It’s their job. And unless we start rehabbing your image—our
 image, by the way—then I’m dead in the water here. And that means we’re dead in the water.”

Betty sighed. He was right. Her bad reputation would no doubt have followed her here.

“Fine. But, I’m not wearing a slutty dress.”

“You have slutty dresses?” He laughed.

“I have...I have one
 good, hot cocktail dress.”

Betty was in fairly good shape. They had a rowing machine that she used four times a week, keeping her arms and legs trim with firm, lean muscle. Her hair was a mousy brown color, the color of wild rabbits that hopped around neighborhoods, hoping not to be snatched up by stray dogs. Her face, rather pretty with her elegant nose and heightened cheekbones, put her out of the league of someone like Lane—if she were to be
 so shallow, which she wasn't. Lane was perfectly cute. He wasn't necessarily handsome
, and Betty's mother was always telling her she could “do better,” but that was such an insufferably arrogant, elitist way of viewing the world. Sexist, too—which probably was why Betty had married him. To prove beyond a doubt that she was beyond such notions.

His eyebrows rose.“News to me.”

“It can stay that way. I’m not wearing it.”

“That’s fine.” He smiled flirtatiously. “Can you just wear it in the bedroom?”

“Lane...”

“You wouldn't have to wear it for very long. I'd get you out of it in no time.”

“No time, huh?”

“Maybe a minute and half, if we're really trying.”

She snorted, laughing in a very unladylike fashion.

The neighborhood around them was so idyllic it hurt Betty’s eyes. Every street was practically a tunnel, covered over by huge beautiful maple trees, expertly manicured to provide an exacting curvature over the concrete. It was spring, and so every flower bloomed—the houses traded off between red roses, blue hydrangeas, yellow daffodils, orange tulips, and then back to roses again. It was staggered like this all down the street, so that no two houses with similar colors were next to or across from one another. Outside, several women gardened at their lawns. Small white picket fences—white picket fences!—denoted the lines between house territories, and a few women had congregated at one, waving with pearl-white smiles at Lane as he drove by.

Betty intuited, somehow, that the smiles were all for Lane and not for her. The women wore tiny, flower-patterned dresses that just barely approached their knees. And heels. Very tall, expensive looking heels. The women were all beautiful.

“Who gardens in heels?” she asked, mostly to herself.

Lane answered anyway. “They have a way here, that’s for sure.”

Their new house was a benefit from his new job as a copywriter for Castle Industries. Passion Heights—their new town—was a company town, with every dollar moving in and out of it centering solely around Castle Industries. Their neighborhood, Service Oaks, was entirely owned by Castle Industries, with every bill and every house paid for entirely on their dime. It hurt Betty’s brain just to think of how much money was being used in this awful place.

What Castle Industries stood for was exactly in opposition to everything Betty stood for. Or, tried to stand for. Or, had stood for. Castle Industries was known for its regular sexual harassment cases, somehow always quietly tied up after just a few weeks of starting. Its heavy promotion of “family values” seemed to be entirely wrapped around some warped view of women stuck at home being nothing but homemakers. They practically funded the whole of one or maybe even both
 political parties; their money stretched everywhere.

And there was the way all their female employees always seemed so...so...so picture-perfect. There was something strange
 going on there, but it was always beyond the surface of investigation. To investigate, you needed sources, and nobody from the company was ever willing to talk.

And now, her husband was working
 for them. The same awful, horrible company that had cost Betty her reputation, that had—

Stop. Calm.

Struggling, she pushed the thoughts of their many injustices aside.

After what had happened in Alder City, she wasn’t sure she would ever be allowed to stand up for anyone’s cause ever again. It was a depressing thought, and as best she could she tried to ignore it.

Thinking of the past—her
 past—wouldn’t help her now.

Lane guided them up the drive into their new house. Stepping out, the first thing Betty noticed was how large
 it was. The pictures made it seem small—the painted shutters on the windows, the cobblestone walkway, the brick lining the porch, the little peaked roof—all of that had made it somehow look tinier in photograph form than it was in real life. It surprised Betty, because usually such misconceptions worked the other way, with pictures of homes looking bigger than they were in real life.

But this place was enormous
. The porch all by itself, raised off the ground a good two feet and sporting a new sturdy, shiny oak boards, was about the size of Betty’s first apartment back in college.

She opened the door inside, snatching the keys from Lane, and was stunned to see the massive open ceilings, the wide hallways, the endless amounts of closets up and down every room. Everything was so wide and spread out.

There was no furniture yet—that was coming—but there was a radio, strangely. It was playing already, some weird static emitting from it. It sat on the bar in the kitchen—which itself was twice
 the size of Betty’s first apartment—next to the immense refrigerator that came with the house. She moved to turn the radio off, and hesitated. The static continued. What if someone was there in the house, working? The place was new, after all. What if they wanted it on?

Frowning, she flipped it off. If someone wanted it back on, they would put it back on.

Still, though, she felt oddly guilty right away, and perhaps would have flipped it back on if Lane hadn’t come in carrying stuff from the car. 

“Right,” Betty said to herself. “Help out. Come on, Bets.”

For several minutes, she and Lane moved the few items they had stuffed in the car into the house.

“I think,” said Lane, setting down his laptop in one corner, “that now that we have a bigger place for all our stuff, we are going to need new stuff to fill up our new, bigger place.”

Betty laughed. As they walked outside again for another trip, they saw their next door neighbor outside, waving.

She was the first woman Betty had seen outside who wasn’t wearing some strange Stepford-style get-up. She was curvy and had creamy brown skin, the color of coffee with a dash of milk mixed in. She wore tight jean shorts and an over-sized t-shirt, a short bandana wrapped around her head.

Some pig, Betty thought acidly, might think Jasmine was “pear-shaped.” Especially with how strangely flat her chest was compared to the overall curviness of her body. Luckily, Betty herself was empty of such notions.

“Hi!” said the woman. She stepped around the picket fence and walked right up Betty’s lawn. She had a beautiful smile, and hooked her thumbs into her shorts. “I'm Jasmine,” she said with a smile.

“Betty.” They shook her hands. “I like your shirt.”

She pointed at Jasmine's tee—advertising for The Womaniac Podcast. It was a social justice warrior slanted podcast with—naturally—a heavily feminist bent. The episodes came out twice a week, and Betty had started listening to them about a year ago, three years after they had started. She had been, lately, cycling through all the old episodes in an effort to catch up. Every episode had a different focus—sometimes current events, sometimes history, sometimes sports or entertainment. At her current rate of listening, she'd catch up in about three years. She had been, in fact, using her ear buds to listen to the show's host—Lisa Bangor—as she ferried boxes between the car and the house.

“Oh, yeah!” Jasmine nodded, enthused. “I've been a fan for ages. It's weird, though. I haven't seen any new episodes since we moved in.”

“Really?” Betty asked. “A new one came out just yesterday. I'll share it with you.”

“That would be great. I've been just re-listening to the old stuff, some favorites, you know?”

Jasmine's husband, a stocky fellow with red hair and freckles, followed her up to meet Betty, though he used the drive way and cast a disapproving glance at his wife’s path.

Men and their lawns. Betty struggled not to roll her eyes.

“This is my husband, Gregory.”

Lane approached, smiling warmly. They all took turns shaking hands and introducing one another. After a few moments, they had shared the essentials of their stories—Lane had a job with Castle Industries. Jasmine and Gregory Powell were both scholars, staying in a house bequeathed to them by a rather wealthy (and totally dead) uncle. Jasmine studied Assyrian history, and Gregory studied the Ottoman Empire. Twice a week, though, Gregory worked at a temp job at the Castle Industries main office to help pay the bills.

“And what do you do, Betty?” Gregory asked.

“I’m a bit...between employment ideas at the moment,” she said, smiling nervously. She realized suddenly she’d have to come up with something substantial to say. “Lane’s new job makes more than mine did. A very nice salary. So I’m along for the ride. I thought I would work on my novel.”

“You’re a writer!” Jasmine’s eyes lit up. “What’s it about?”

Luckily, Betty was spared the embarrassment of detailing her procrastination, her writer’s block, and her lack of creativity all in a few fumbling, inane sentences when someone interrupted the gathering.

“Hello!” called a clear, shining voice.

Across the street, an incredibly gorgeous young blonde waved to the chatting couples. She approached slowly but confidently, strutting in her red platform heels first across the street, then up the drive, and then across the narrow stone walkway. Never once did she allow her trail to wander into the grass. It was strangely purposeful, as if perhaps she would be committing some horrible sin by letting her feet taint the growth of another person’s property. Betty noticed the glimmers of a snide, reproachful glance at Jasmine’s feet on the grass. Jasmine, for her part, merely backed up further into the grass to allow their circle to grow properly.

The blonde’s dress scooped low around her cleavage, showing off buoyant breasts and a brilliant valley between her globes of jammed titflesh. Long, blond hair was arranged spectacularly in formal locks and curls, as if she were being married later that day.

Jasmine's smile was slight, but it was there. “Hello, Cora. This is—”

But Cora seemed to have her own ideas about introductions. “I’m Mrs. Hank Vance,” said the knockout. “You must be Mrs. Lane Pritchard? And you
 must be Mister Pritchard.”

Lane bravely tried to avert his eyes from her overflowing cleavage. Gregory, apparently, was less brave—or more bold, depending on your viewpoint. Cora seemed to love the attention, which Betty supposed was the point of her dress.

Betty took her hand. It was soft and even a bit sticky-slick, some manner of substance present. Gardening chemicals? But they smelled so nice
...

“Betty Kincaid, actually,” she said.

Cora raised an eyebrow. “Oh? I was so sure
 you two were married.”

“We are.” Lane smiled. “We have different last names, that's all.”

At this, Cora seemed flummoxed. “That's quite unorthodox! Was there trouble at the registrar? Mister Castle could take of it, I'm sure, and—”

“I'm very happy with my name, thank you. You can call me Betty. What was your name?”

She knew it, of course, having heard Jasmine. But she wanted Cora to feel comfortable saying it.

“Oh, it’s...” her voice dropped to a whisper, bending over to Betty's ear. “Cora.”

Then she pulled up, smiling again. Her breasts had been soft on Betty's shoulder. Warm.

“They don’t like the ‘menfolk’ to hear them say their names,” said Jasmine, plenty of grit behind her smile. “It’s...improper.”

“Is it?” asked Lane. “How...very proper.”

Betty thoughtfully elbowed her husband in the midsection.

“I like it,” said Gregory. “Propriety is in high demand these days. Why not follow it for a while?”

There were glimmers of real, honest intelligence in Cora’s eyes. For a few moments, Betty thought perhaps Cora was simply epitomizing the third-wave of feminism, putting on her uniform and dressing for herself, creating an appearance that she wanted to be known by.

And then the ditzy blonde began to talk at length.

“Oh yes. Really, a woman’s name should only ever be spoken, if we're talking about a man, by her husband. It’s so much more intimate
 that way, and isn’t that what marriage is all about? I’ve only been here for a month, but really, ever since Mister Vance and I started on the traditions here, we haven’t looked back. It’s like, totally better.”

“Like, for sure,” sniped Betty. “It totally sounds that way.”

Cora nodded brightly, clearly too dim to catch the sarcasm.

Rumbling slowly, the moving truck arrived behind them. The movers piled out from the car. Each one was tall and layered with hulking muscle. Sweat clung to their bodies like second skins, even though the day wasn't that hot.

“Oh, good,” said Lane. He walked over to hail the drivers, but they didn't seem too concerned with his presence.

A wind picked up and Betty caught their scent—hard, masculine, and overpowering. Words failed her for several moments. All three women stood with their mouths slack. Gregory gathered Jasmine to his side, and Lane did the same to Betty. Betty didn’t even know how to protest. For the time being, all she could think of was how good it felt to be held by her Man.

Her Man. Not her man. Not her beau. Her Man
, capital M.

Sudden, slick arousal hit her. Thighs loosening, knees spreading apart—and then the wind died down.

“I’m sorry,” said Betty. “I have to, um...we have to supervise.”

What she really wanted, inwardly, was to see if that masculine man smell was still on the movers. And maybe to try out their new bed with Lane. She could yell at him later and tell him what a pig he was for staring down Cora’s dress. But after he gave her a proper fuck like she had earned for being his wife.

She blinked rapidly, noticing Jasmine doing the same.

God, that was a lot of thoughts all at once. Where was it coming from?

“It’s no problem,” said Cora. “Jasmine and I have a few things to discuss anyway before the party tonight.” She took Jasmine's hand. “Don’t we, dear?”

“We...do?”

But Cora pulled Jasmine away, brooking no objections. Lane and Gregory shook hands—a strange man-off of handshake chicken that Gregory clearly won—and then Gregory walked back to his house whistling merrily. He took Cora’s path off the lawn, not once touching the grass.

* * * * *

Very soon, Cora had Jasmine arranged neatly on a paisley blue couch in the drawing room of her house. There was no television there, and probably not one in the entire, warm-color saturated abode. Jasmine, indeed, had not seen one in the entire town; they weren’t even sold at the local electronics store. She knew that because her own television had been broken by the movers—they repaid the full, original cost of the television, of course, which was actually probably more than the six year-old device was worth—and hadn't been able to find a replacement anywhere. She also couldn't find stores that would deliver a television to her door, citing obscure inter-county trade agreements.

There was a radio in the drawing room, however, and Cora had it turned on to a low, almost indecipherably low volume. The static-like white noise was at least pleasant, and filled the space between Jasmine's thoughts. It was the same model that Jasmine had in her own home.

Come to think of it, wasn’t the radio at her own house always on? She had tried to turn it off once or twice, she recalled now, but every time she had, there suddenly was something important to do. Clean off the kitchen table, or dust the bookshelves. The bookshelves were always getting dusty, and the books too. Earlier that morning she had given serious consideration to just getting rid of the books altogether, until she realized that would mean she had no way to research the Assyrians.

It was easier to turn off the radio when she was listening to a podcast—particularly the Womaniac—but that was more and more difficult lately without any new material. She felt like she was just retreading the same ground.

At least, Jasmine considered quietly, she still had internet access, even if none of her streaming shows worked properly. Some sort of plug-in problem. The Passion Heights digital newsletter, featuring all of those delightful little cat videos, worked just fine, however.

“It’s been too long since you’ve moved here for us not to have a good talk with one another.” Cora sat down neatly, at the edge of her paisley blue chair with her long, luscious legs crossed. “We’re the new
 girls here, after all, you and me and Betty, and I do truly hope we can get along. Can’t we?”

Jasmine smiled. “Of course, Cora. I’d love to get along. I’m afraid I’m not...” her smile wavered. “I think I’m still learning how to fit in.”

Cora nodded gravely. “It’s certainly a bit clique-ish here, isn’t it? These ladies really have their friends sorted out. I’ve been wondering if I would ever be able to become close to anyone.”

A sudden, mad wave of relief rushed through Jasmine. Ever since arriving at Passion Heights, she had felt like an outsider.

She thought Cora was “one of them.” A beautiful babe. A lovely lady. An “it” girl, like any number of cheerleaders that had snubbed Jasmine when she was younger, mocking all her nerdish interests and her full figure. What she had never stopped to consider was that Cora had been acting
 like “one of them” just to have a social circle. In a town full of gorgeous, appearance-obsessed women, how else was one supposed to cultivate friendship?

It was important for an upstanding lady to have pretty friends, after all. Without pretty friends, a man might never want to keep you as a wife.

Wait, that was—

“I’m just so thrilled
 to be going to the party tonight,” said Cora, speaking clearly over a sudden burst of static from the radio. “Aren’t you?”

Jasmine nodded. “Oh yes. Isn’t that strange, though?”

“What's strange about being thrilled?”

“No,” Jasmine smiled. “I meant that Gregory and I were invited at all. I mean, at least your and Betty’s husband work at Castle Systems. Gregory and I are just scholars. Even if Gregory does temp there.”

“Oh, Passion Heights is just inclusive, dear. We want everyone involved. Isn’t that why you moved here?”

Jasmine had to give her that. Working on a doctorate in the middle of a city had been a great way to get a lot done in coffee shops and also to never have to interact with other people. The isolation was hellish on her psyche after a few years. The allure of a small community like this, where everyone knew each other’s names and would check up on one another, was hard to deny. It may have taken a village to raise a child, but Jasmine still felt like it took a village still to make an adult whole.

“So.” Cora clapped her hands excitedly, clearly arriving at the subject she most wanted to talk about. The motion made her tits bounce invitingly. “Who’s doing your hair? Raquel? She’s lovely.”

“Raquel?”

Cora smiled and then giggled. “I mean, you did
 get your appointment, didn’t you?”

“I was just going to wear my hair like this, more or less. My appointment where?”

In the past, Jasmine had talked with beautiful women like Cora who had scoffed or rolled their eyes when Jasmine said she wasn’t going to do much to get ready for a party. Instead, though, Cora looked at Jasmine with true pity in her eyes. Somehow, that was even worse.

“The Happy Hair Salon, of course. You really didn’t schedule an appointment?”

“Well.” Jasmine felt defensive now. “No, of course I didn’t. I only just got here...” she stopped to consider. The time, for some reason, was a little fuzzy.”...like a week ago. Was there some packet I was supposed to get, telling me where to go?”

“Yes, dear. You didn’t...oh my.” Cora put a hand to her mouth. Her lips were permanently glossy and wet. “You didn’t get it. This is embarrassing.” Rather than embarrassed, though, she just looked turned on and beautiful. It seemed to be her natural state. “I’ll let Evelyn know right away. She'll take care of you.”

Cora placed her hands around Jasmine's. The feeling was warm, but not unwelcome. With the touch brought the sight of Cora's expansive cleavage, the golden locks of her hair framing her breast flesh just so. Smiling nervously, Jasmine withdrew.

“So what’s this salon? Just a place to get your hair done? Is it really that necessary?”

“Oh yes, my dear. You simply must
 go. Here.” She reached into her purse and pulled out a card. “They owe me a favor. Call them and tell them Cora's cashing in, won't you? And they'll see you today.”

* * * * *

After Jasmine left the house, it was still early in the afternoon, and so Cora turned up the radio and began fluttering about the house, dusting and wiping. In only a few minutes, Hank would be home from work—as an electrician, his shift began early in the morning and ended in the early afternoon—and he liked having the house look perfect for him. She already had a roast cooking in the oven, and in the freezer was a special ice cream dessert from Evelyn’s Delicatessen.

Evelyn was really something. So independent and strong, and so incredibly capable as a chef and baker. And so beautiful, too. A real classic beauty, with long blond hair—much like Cora's—and a brilliantly busty body. Her tits were perhaps the biggest, most rapturously perfect set in the entire town of Passion Heights. Cora herself possessed quite a hefty pair, but they were dwarfed in comparison to the mammoth mammaries that Evelyn sported.

What was a bit strange was that she was, as far as Cora could tell, the only single woman in the entirety of Passion Heights even with
 all that sumptuous tit flesh (and an otherwise knock-out body to boot). That didn't seem to stop her fervor for serving men, though. Every time Cora visited the Delicatessen with Hank, she took Hank aside for some private tastings of her latest recipes. Hank would walk out, milk dripping down his face, a blank happy look on his face.

What a lovely
 woman.

Evelyn promised earlier that day, when Cora had been shopping, that she gave the spirited young blonde her very
 best dessert. She had even let Cora sample a cup of the ice cream—it tasted like strawberries and cream—and didn’t mind in the slightest when, moments after finishing off the delicious treat, Cora had to run to the bathroom and finger herself to a loud, whimpering orgasmic frenzy. The ice cream may have been cold, but all it inspired in Cora was pure, primal heat. Evelyn waited just outside the door until Cora exited, licking up a spoon from a bowl of her special cream.

“Was it good, honey? You’d tell me if it wasn’t, wouldn’t you? It’s so important for a woman to tell another woman if she’s not pleasing correctly.”

Every thought dim, every sensation doubled, Cora could do nothing but agree. It was so nice
 for a woman to agree. Of course she would have told Evelyn if something was wrong with the ice cream. Nothing was. She bought four quarts, and asked for sixteen more as soon as she could get them, using her husband’s hard-earned cash.

Cora had no money of her own anymore. She was just a wife, after all. It wasn’t proper for a wife to have her own money.

A thought struck her. Perhaps she should take some of the ice cream over to Betty? A nice little welcoming gift. They would love it, she knew already. God, it must have been so difficult, moving like that across the country like they had.

A pang of empathy struck Cora. Hadn’t she moved from across the country to get here? Hadn't she had some...some job?
 She stopped for a moment, leaning against the doorway into the kitchen, her forehead pressing into her perfectly manicured fingertips. That she had moved to Passion Heights from somewhere
 was a certainty. But from where...
it was lost.

The garage was almost as clean as the rest of the house. That bit of “almost” nagged at Cora. She wanted to fix it as soon as possible. Hank might start to think she didn’t love him if she left a part of the house unkempt. And so, as she tidied, she worked her way into the practically spotless garage. The concrete was polished, clean enough to eat off of. Every tool was neatly arranged and polished to shine. Nearly every box—all of them located in one corner—was absolutely sorted.

There was one box in particular that she hadn’t yet sorted. Something kept her away from touching it. Hadn’t Hank told her he would straighten it out for her? But that didn’t make sense. Hank was a man. It wasn’t his job to straighten anything in the house.

The click of her heels echoed as she approached the box. She took a few moments to look inside, carefully pulling open the tape and peering within.

Right on top was a framed picture. It depicted Cora in a gown of some kind. A very unwomanly gown, in fact. It was blue, and she wore a strange little square blue cap with a tassel to one side. She had some sort of document in her hand.

She looked...different. Her hair was short and dark. Her lips not the glossy, hot pink that she favored, but seemingly untouched by any lipstick at all. No make up. And she was holding some manner of law degree in her hands. Did she have a law degree? When had that happened?

Why would she need to know anything about law? The only degrees she was really interested in were the ones on her oven.

She struggled to think back, but her earliest memory was of her pretty, perfect, pouty pink lips wrapped around her husband’s cock in his car. He was calling her a good girl, and that was how she had learned that she could cum just from the taste of a good man’s cock and the right words.

Outside, she heard Hank’s car as he rolled up the drive. Her thoughts felt fuzzy and blank. She closed her eyes, trying to think, trying to remember
...

Deep inside the house, the radio blared static as loud as it ever had, the sounds drifting hard into the garage.

Opening her eyes, she found that somehow, she was in the entry way. The picture was still in her hands. She hadn’t remembered coming here. Why was she...?

The door opened—Hank strolled in, smiling amiably.

Of course. Because she was a good wife, and she was supposed to greet her Man at the door.

“Hey babe.”

He handed her his suitcase and jacket, and she dutifully put them away in the hallway closet, carefully keeping the picture in her hands.

“What’s that?” he pointed.

“I was just...I found this. In the garage.” She struggled, feeling like she had disobeyed him wildly. Her heart thumped with panic. “I...I think it’s me?”

“Let me see it.”

Something told her to stop. No—no! Don’t give it to him! Don’t give it away!


But he was a man. He was her
 Man. She had to submit. That was what was right. That was simply what a Wife did for her Husband.

Hank looked at the picture and frowned intently.

“I told you I'd take care of that box,” he said, tone full of reproach.

Her heart sank. She had displeased
 him. Displeased her man.
 In a few moments, he had tossed the picture into the trash, where she knew she couldn’t touch it ever again, and then dragged her into the kitchen in front of the oven where his dinner waited.

“I-I-I’m sorry
, Husband, I really am, I—”

“Shush.”

Immediately, Cora quieted. He took out his cock. Right away, Cora dropped to her knees. Instinct. This was where a woman belonged when her Man had his cock out. Saliva coated her tongue and then her lips, a soft dollop of drool coming to rest on her chin.

“Why don’t you just suck me off, dear?”

“Oh. It’s just...I would
, but, I feel...rather confused right now? May I...”

His cock rubbed against one smooth, lovely cheek. Cora’s body melted. There were pieces of resistance she didn’t even know she had, aware of them now only because they melted away.

“We’ve talked about you talking like that, haven’t we, dear?”

His cock floated against her cheek again. Thick, heavy precum slid down her neck and into her dress. It was so warm. The scent so incredibly compelling. His excretions were thick and dense, like syrup.

“Y-yes, Husband. I’m sorry. It’s just...”

“I think I’m hurt by that sentiment, Cora.” He shook his head. “I think you've done me a great disservice by speaking that way to me.”

“Oh. Oh dear.” She wrung her hands. “P-please, let me make it up to you?”

His cock spurted against her hair, weighing it down with a shot of his intense goo.

“I'm going to teach you how to obey me, Cora,” he said solemnly. The back of her head was against the cabinet.

She nodded urgently. She needed to be taught. She knew that she did. His voice was choked now, stifled with arousal. She had done that to him. Her big, proud titties. Her banging body. Her pouty, soft lips and angel face. Pride and sympathy rose up in her at the same time. Proud of her effects; sympathy for leaving her Man with such a big, big problem.

Finally, mercifully, he allowed her lips to slip over the head of his cock. She took him in with urgent need, loving the feel of his magnificent cock sliding down into her wet, warm throat. Right away, she came, like a good girl—letting her know that she was forgiven after all. She knew for a fact that no wife could ever come without her husband's expressed approval. So he must
 have forgiven her.

Her head bounced gently against the cabinet behind her as their roles shifted—she sucked less and he fucked her face more. She became docile and willing, allowing herself to operate as simply a moist, living hole for her darling husband to fuck at will.

He wasn't going to last very long. The poor dear almost never did after a long day at work. Other men took liberties with the many Castle Maids employed at the offices; Hank bragged that Cora was so smoking hot he only fucked one in the morning. Her heart swelled with pride.

Hank's cock swelled in her mouth. He was going to cum soon. She moaned with encouragement, aching to feel the hot spray fill her tummy. Grunting, balls slapping against her chin, Hank was only too happy to oblige her. He spasmed and thrust a final time, shoving Cora's head hard against the cabinet. She felt no pain. Only pleasure, the truest pleasure a woman could know—that of a job well done.

His cock slipped out from her mouth with a gentle pop. His heavy strands of cum dripped down her chin as she gasped and moaned, staring worshipfully up at her Man.

The oven dinged. She coughed, swallowing everything she could.

“D-dinner is ready, Sir. Whenever you are. May I make your plate?”

* * * * *

Right from the start, the party felt like Betty’s own personal fiasco. It was held at a lavish ballroom at the top of a hill; it was encased with a large multi-paneled glass dome. Elegant flowers framed every entrance, every table and wall. There was no real purpose to the party; Betty found this out only once she was already dressed. It was just a regular monthly affair.

This kind of expense and extravagance—the ballroom, the flowers, the several (several
) bottles of champagne, the live band—all for a monthly affair. It was intimidating.

She and Lane arrived in their dependable-but-dumpy sedan. All the other couples arrived in expensive sports cars and luxury, hand-made town cars.

Betty had on a plain black dress she had bought on sale from a department store. She didn't even have on heels. She wasn't even sure she owned
 any heels. Very quickly, she met up with Gregory and Jasmine—Jasmine, who dressed rather like Betty in a plain white dress, contrasting neatly with the smooth darkness of her skin.

“Thank god,” said Jasmine. “You're dressed like a real person. Cora gave me this card for the Happy Hair Salon, but I couldn't call it. I was too embarrassed. And...oh.”

A tall, powerfully constructed man walked by in a suit, momentarily rendering Jasmine and Betty both speechless. This trend only continued—the men of the party were large, handsome, built, and looked both physically and financially powerful, dressed in tight, form-fitting thousand dollar suits, bought new for the occasion. Lane’s was the same one he’d worn at the rehearsal dinner before their wedding four years past. Gregory's looked old, as well.

And the women...

These women made Betty feel like nothing.

It wasn’t just their extravagant gowns or their immaculately fashionable high heels or their jaw-dropping jewelry, the combination of which on just a single woman was probably worth as much as Betty had earned in gross pay the previous fiscal year.

More than that, it was that every woman at the party besides Betty and Jasmine was...well...gorgeous.

This wasn’t to say Betty thought Jasmine was unattractive. Or to say that Betty thought that about herself, for that matter. But these women at the party...

One walked by—no, strutted by—no, glided
 by—somehow, on her five inch heels. The bottoms had little narrow platforms to make walking even more difficult, and yet she handled it as if she walked on air. Her legs stretched straight down from lusciously wide, clearly child-bearing hips, which somehow snapped back up into a minuscule waist, making the width of her hips all the more flagrantly alluring. She sported breasts so immense and gravity-defying that they could hardly be imagined, let alone seen. Her chestnut hair was arranged in a delicate collection of braids and knots on her head, somehow looking both imperious and disastrously submissive at the same time. Not a single feature had a flaw. She would have made supermodels on runways across the world cry from the ease with which she walked through the party, smiled, shot “fuck-me” glances at her husband, and retrieved drinks for her peers without a single misstep.

And every woman, in some way or another, looked like this. They weren’t in another league, or even in another sport. Betty felt deeply self-conscious for the first time since...since...well, she couldn’t remember when she felt this self-conscious. These women were intergalactic travelers, spanning across light years and zooming out beyond the pull of suns and planets; Betty was a baby taking her first steps and trying and failing to stand upright.

And speaking of babies—even with probably three-fourths of the room being clearly
 pregnant, they still were in better shape, walking with greater grace, and glowing with more radiance than Betty ever thought she would. She and Lane had agreed to no children, ever. It had been a mutual arrangement, after she convinced Lane that her way of thinking was best. But the sight of all that fertility, all in the same place, was...disconcerting.

After barely two minutes inside the grand ballroom, clutching for dear life at Lane's arm, she felt bad
 about herself. She couldn’t even remember the last time the reason for her self-pity and the self-pity itself had been so clearly aligned in her mind. Usually it was all mashed together in some terrible mess—she used to become angry, for example, because someone had removed funding from her foundation (the foundation she didn't have
 anymore), but really that just made her scared, and her fear was born out of her own insecurities and her ability to fend for herself in a world run by men.

But there was no need for any such emotional tracking here. These women were goddesses, each one deserving epic poems dedicated to every last curve of their breasts and stretch of their limbs; Betty felt ugly, overweight, and strangely old. She was thirty-three.

Fuck them, she decided.

It was the only thing she could think and keep her sanity. Jasmine leaned over and squeezed her hand—from one look in her eyes, Betty could tell they clearly were feeling the same way.

She and Lane talked with many men and women, Betty putting on a brave face. Or, in actuality, Lane
 talked to many men, and the women—including Betty—stayed relatively silent. Everyone already seemed to know who Lane was—he chatted first with the few men who had interviewed him, and they introduced him to others, who right away were intimately glad of his presence on the “team.”

Lots of talk like that. “The team,” “the band,” “the group,” “soldier up,” “bro-ing around,” etc. Betty hid all her dislike behind a forced smile. No one so much as began to ask about her life, her interests. She was barely even there to them. Occasionally another man might make a reference to the bimbo trophy on his arm, but only in terms of her attractiveness or child-bearing ability. The trophy would then simper and coo out a thank you, but insisted it was all his
 doing.


Really?
 Betty wanted to scream. Bearing a child in your body—that was a man's doing? Really?


But she controlled herself. For Lane. Because she loved him.

Eventually, Lane and Gregory went off with the rest of the men, retreating to some manner of cigar room. Betty only caught a slight glimpse into the room—and thought, suspiciously, that she saw a scantily clad woman adorned only in high heels and one of those carrier trays that wrapped around the neck full of cigars and the like.

The women were left alone, then, and grouped up immediately. It was like some synchronized dance maneuver—there was no hesitation, all exacting motion. It was hard to tell exactly what the groupings were, but they seemed intently purposeful. It couldn't have been so simple as by coloring—but then, every group's colors—their gowns and jewelry—melded perfectly, dazzling the eyes. Each group seemed to have some sort of ringleader, someone taller, bustier, and more gorgeous than the others, directing the flow of conversation.

Jasmine and Betty were left alone, then, each rather amazed at the display.

“It's like birds,” said Jasmine. “Like birds flocking.”

Betty nodded, unable to quite form her own words. In one such flock, she saw Cora, finally—dressed in a tight red gown, her figure devastating and luscious, with black diamonds hanging from her ears in tight spiral patterns. Betty's heart fluttered at the sight of her. God, she was fucking pretty. She spoke with an enormously busty blonde wearing a bright pink gown. Betty thought there were wet stains around her nipples, but it must have just been the light.

From another flock—where all the girls wore green dresses and bright, shining white diamonds—a devastatingly beautiful redhead was detached and sent over. Her dress was tight and strapless, backless, apparently held in place by her overwhelmingly huge breasts. A long slit was in the front, revealing the tanned expanse of her legs.

“I know it's overwhelming, dears,” the redhead said warmly, shuffling Betty and Jasmine over near the arrangement of buttery treats on an ornate cherry wood table. “But we'll find a place for you soon enough.”

Very quickly, she revealed her name to be Deanna Paulson. She was one of the matrons of Passion Heights, she explained—an older woman in the community, getting close to thirty-six years of age.

Her words, certainly not Betty's. As if thirty-six was anywhere near “old.” And...it wasn't as if, either, Deanna looked a day over twenty-two. She looked younger than Betty or
 Jasmine. Her skin shone with youth.

At any rate, Deanna was an expert at conversation, and very quickly was able to slide Betty and Jasmine into the gentle rhythm of talking about themselves. They each held a tall flute of champagne. The drink made Betty's head swim just slightly, enough to be pleasant. Jasmine was arranged right next to the long table full of treats, and she seemed to be having a hard time not picking any up.

“And you have a job?” Deanna asked.

Betty shrugged awkwardly. “Oh, not...I mean sort of.”

“She’s a writer,” said Jasmine.

“A writer!
” Deanna smiled. “Mrs. Kaltun is a writer, you know. She writes recipes for our weekly newsletter. They’re always so
 yummy.”

“Oh. No. I write...”

Now came the struggle. It was hard to talk about what you were writing when you hadn't actually written anything yet. There was something
 banging around in her head, a fictionalized account, perhaps, of her struggles for equality, maybe with her actually winning
 a few battles and not forever disgracing herself in the eyes of all her peers for a series of idiot mistakes and corporate sabotage, but looking at Deanna's expectant smile, everything she imagined she might say felt hollow and stupid.

“It’s more fiction, right?” Jasmine encouraged. “Stories about characters.”

“Oh. What was that called? Faction?” Deanna waved a hand. “I’m not too familiar, I’m afraid. My man takes up so
 much of my time. He’s a randy one, girls! That’s why he’s given me so much to do.”

“He gives you...tasks?” asked Betty.

“If you want to call five beautiful children that, I suppose so.”

Jasmine stuttered wildly. “You’ve had...you’ve had five
 children?”

Betty saw Jasmine struggling to pay attention. Mostly, her eyes kept darting back to all the pastries and chocolates sitting right next to them. Betty had to admit the smell was heavenly, but she didn't partake in such frivolous practices like treat-munching.

“Yes, I know.” She shook her head sadly. “Carlton has to travel so often, he can’t knock me up as regular as I’d love. I’m so jealous of Lilah. She has triplets every time. Twelve in total, the last I heard.” Her voice took on deep, reverential tone. “Mr. Castle really knows how to pick them.”

“You’re upset that you haven’t had more children?” Betty was in disbelief. “I just...I can’t believe it. With your figure.”

Deanna put a hand on Betty’s forearm. “Thank you. You know, so many women here just aren’t honest enough.”

“Yes, well—”

“I know I should lose a few pounds. I’ve been telling the girls for ages. Really finally drop that nagging belly fat, you know?” She patted the hard, fit muscles of her torso. Her stomach was as flat as a highway. “It’s so refreshing
 to have someone who will tell me what I really need to hear to get motivated.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“God, what if Mister Castle is here tonight? He might kick me and Mr. Paulson out of the town altogether if he thought I was slacking. Or what if—” she gasped slightly. “You don’t think Lilah
 will be here tonight, do you? She’s much more unforgiving than Mister Castle.”

“Lilah?” This was the first conversation in which Betty had heard any native use a woman’s first name so willingly since she had arrived in the town. “Who’s that?”

Next to Betty, Jasmine's attention suddenly focused very purposefully on the arrangement of treats—they all looked so delicious, she said. As if unable to control herself any longer, Jasmine soon was munching away, trying every last kind. Soon, her lips were glazed with sugar and butter—and her eyes looked glazed as well. Small dollops of cream hung on her lips, spreading slightly onto her cheeks.

Deanna took Betty by the arm lightly, turning her from the strangely erotic display.

“Lilah is Mrs. Castle, of course,” Deanna explained finally. “She...she prefers to be known as Lilah. Even by men.” Deanna leaned forward. “The exclusivity, and all that. Her status is rather above ours, so I suppose it’s well-deserved. She does so much
 for the town. But she...she rather frowns
 upon women not meeting her husband’s standards of excellence.”

“He...Castle grades you on how attractive you are?”

Deanna simpered. “Oh my, yes. And how good a home you make, of course. Whether you meet fertility expectations. Passion Heights has to grow and grow.”

She looked Betty up and down. As if looking at meat in a butcher shop, maybe, or apples on a cart.

“Don’t worry, dear. You’ll fit in eventually. I think you’ve got a lot of potential for growth.”

“Growth? What does that mean? Do you mean—”

“I saw you looking at my tits.”

The sudden change in topic caught Betty by surprise. She had
 been looking at Deanna’s tits. They were terrific. So shiny and smooth. How did they fit into that preposterously tight dress?

“It’s...they’re...it’s difficult not to.”

Deanna leaned in closer, her lips almost brushing against Betty’s. The feeling was equal parts erotic and shameful. Betty didn't know how to turn away. The champagne was really getting to her head, and Deanna was quite
 entrancing.

“Would you like me to give you a drink from them later?” Deanna asked, her whisper conspiratorial.

What that meant, Betty didn’t even want to consider.

“I...no, thank you.”

Deanna giggled. “Just let me know if you change your mind.”

Perhaps sensing the trouble, Jasmine returned, her mouth full of some manner of vanilla cream and flakes of bread, and tugged at Betty’s arm, insisting they had to go the bathroom. Soon, they were huddled in a corner together, far outside of the main ballroom, each laughing nervously. They stood next to a tall exit door framed by even more purple flowers. The hallway was warm and tiled.

“Did she ask you if you wanted to see her tits?” Jasmine asked. “Is that what I heard?”

Betty, eyes still wide, heart still fluttering, shook her head. “She asked me if I wanted to drink
 from her tits.”

“Oh.” Jasmine’s face became distant. She licked her lips softly without seeming to realize. Little scraps of remaining chocolate slipped inside. “What did you say?”

“I said 'no!' What’s wrong with you?”

“No. Of course you didn’t. Of course. It’s just...” She shook her head. “I need some air. There's...there's something in the air here. I want to step outside.”

“Of course.”

Jasmine pushed through the exit. Betty knelt down and placed a doorstop there, keeping it open. She seemed so distracted. Was it all the treats she had stuffed in her mouth? Were they...maybe they had alcohol in them?

She didn't get to think about it very much. From behind her, she heard tall, heavy footsteps on the tile. The hallway was shadowy—all the light was coming from the ballroom two rooms over—and it was hard to make out who was there.

“Hey, doll.”

Okay. That was enough. No more. “No one calls me doll
, asshole.” Betty put her hands on her hips. “Who the hell do you think you are?”

He approached her slowly. An enormity of a man. A mountain. A behemoth, a god. Every second he left the shadows made Betty sorry she had spoken out of turn. Betty saw him coming and thought that perhaps somehow she was dreaming. No one that big could actually move
 so languidly, with such easy, panther-like grace. And yet this hunk did. His head was probably almost the size of her entire torso. He neared seven feet tall, maybe three or even four hundred pounds, but all of it was clearly muscle. He had on a suit, but it was held loosely, his shirt unbuttoned at his chest to reveal the marble-like hardness of his muscles underneath.

She had started drooling before he even touched her. But then his hands came across her lips, and all she could manage was soft, unintelligible babble. Baby sounds. Cooing. Gahhing. It wasn’t so much that he was attractive
, even though he clearly was. It was also just that he rendered Betty somehow into the mental state of less than an animal, perhaps some primordial ooze stunned by a cell’s ability to replicate itself. It was that primal, the reaction. That basic. His musk lit her cunt on fire.

“You’re such a pretty woman,” he said, stroking her face.

His voice was a deep bass. A cascade of giggles emptied out from Betty, unable to stop herself from needing to please this giant.

“If you had a better attitude, you’d enjoy yourself a whole lot more. Smile sometime. Wear a skirt. Maybe some heels. And have the food. It’s good for you.”

He reached into his pocket, pulled out a small, dark chocolate truffle, and placed it in her mouth.

“My wife spent hours on these. Her own special recipe. Milk she made herself. Eat.”

Gulping, she chewed and obeyed, and did so still when he fed her another, and another. The milk chocolate core splashed against her mouth, coating her tongue and gums with sticky, unstoppable gooey warmth. She started to feel high. Her lust exponentiated. His fingers tickled against her pussy for a moment, reaching up her dress, and her excitement almost shut her brain down—but he only ripped her panties off. Like he was tearing through tissue. She was sure she was cumming, somehow, without actually orgasming. It didn't make sense. None of this did.

“You’re going to be a good girl from now on, all right?” He waited for her to nod. Her mouth was too sticky to talk. She could hear her cunt's juices dripping to the floor in between his words. “A good girl for Master, okay? And I’ll give you a lot more of these.”

His hand closed on her wet, pulsing cunt. Orgasm shook her body. And then another. She moaned helplessly.

“Good girl. No more of that stupid bullshit like you tried to pull in Alder City. No investigations. No email digging. No press conferences. I'll just have my people embarrass you again. No, you're going to be my little good girl.”

Betty was only too happy to agree. Anything. She'd do anything
 for him.

And then he disappeared.

Dazed, drifting, she wandered back into the ballroom. The men were all drifting back inside as well, every wife sidling up close to her man. That seemed so nice. She ought to do the same.

Forgetting Jasmine altogether, Betty found Lane and quickly pulled him back to the exit, barely able to speak. Her pussy needed him. Needed his manly length, his husbandly knowledge. He seemed to understand innately what she wanted—all the men casting him knowing glances and slapping him on the shoulder. In less than a minute they were back inside the car with Lane driving home. She didn’t talk for the entire car ride home, wantonly splaying her face on his crotch and licking at his exposed cock, getting it hard.

Once they made it back home, she pulled Lane on top of her in a lusty embrace on the entryway floor. His hips thrust wildly into her, unpracticed. That was her fault. She would make up for it. She would let him cum in her whenever he wanted. He deserved it. He was her husband.
 That meant
 something. That was important
.

She lasted for all of three minutes before succumbing to a hard, furious frenzy of orgasms that peaked with Lane forgetting to empty himself on her belly like usual. He came right inside her, his incredible warmth filling her insides. All she could do in response was giggle and moan. When he tried to pull out halfway through, she wrapped her legs around him tighter, making sure she got all of his happy goo in her body.

Betty was allergic to most kinds of birth control, and she hadn't been able, yet, to find one that really suited her. It hadn't seemed important. Sex was infrequent and planned for them. He apologized for several minutes, but Betty didn’t care.

“'S'okay,” she moaned, falling into slumber. “'S'nothing can happen the first time.”

That didn’t stop her semi-conscious fingers from taking what cum remained on his cock and around her thighs and stuffing it back into her needy, empty cunt before finally, finally drifting into sleep with her mouth still sucking hungrily on her husband's amazing rod.

* * * * *

“Thank you for meeting with me, Betty. I know we don’t know each other all that well. I’d love to change that.”

“Of course, Cora. You said you wanted to talk. That you needed help. So, here I am. I want to be a good...” she cleared her throat, troubled about something. “A good neighbor.”

It was Saturday morning, and Betty and Cora had gathered on Cora’s back porch. It was brunch time, and as such Cora had prepared a modest array of snacks, consisting of waffles, pancakes, eggs, and little truffles for dessert. From a distance, chatting with the hyper-busty Evelyn and other very well-to-do ladies, she had seen the chocolate on Betty’s face last night. From the look of it, she’d had seven or eight of Lilah’s finest batch—and decided she would treat her dear new friend with some of her own recipe.

And so, she was slightly disappointed when she noticed Betty carefully avoid even touching
 the truffles. Perhaps she didn’t think Cora’s recipe would live up to Lilah’s?

That would almost certainly be true—Cora was such a novice, after all—but she had
 worked very hard, and dearly wanted her friend to taste her milk.

Her...cooking. Yes. Her cooking. But there was her milk, she admitted, in all the available treats. She couldn’t resist squeezing out at least a cup’s worth from her heavy, beautiful breasts into every recipe. Her husband had plenty at every meal—and regularly licked up her bounty during their intense rutting sessions. Using the milk was instinct as she made the food. Evelyn had chatted all night at the party about how wonderful it was, and all the women around her nodded and agreed—and so of course, Cora, being the best good girl she could be, nodded and agreed as well.

Betty might have avoided the truffles, but she went after the tiny waffles and pancakes with relish, like a sorority girl with a hangover.

“Is it all right to take so much?” she asked, a little glob of Cora’s homemade butter shiny on her lips. “I don’t want to ruin it for anyone.”

“Oh my, yes.” Cora nodded eagerly. “Please!”

“It’s...who else is coming, though?”

“Why, it’s all for you, dear. I thought we would get some girl time in. You know, away from our men. We wouldn’t want to bore them.”

Betty shrugged and wolfed down, slathering her already-buttery waffles with even more of Cora’s butter.

“This is really, truly delicious,” moaned Betty. Each bite seemed to be heavenly for her. Cora’s heart sang at the compliment. A good girl always loved to be complimented, even if it was just by another woman.

Better still was a compliment from a man. And better than that
 was a compliment from her own Man, her Husband.

And best of all were words from Mr. Castle.

Cora had never once spoken with Mr. Castle, she realized suddenly. So, how had she known that?

The thought was pushed aside as she continued to watch Betty gorge herself. She was so thin. Rail skinny, really. She could use some fattening up. Though it seemed as though she had some engorgement action happening around her nipples in her tight, child-sized tee shirt.

Already, Cora felt herself adoring her new neighbor. Her new friend
. Neighbors ought to be friends, after all, and good neighbors being good friends was one of life’s greatest blessings. What could be better than living next to someone you adored?

Other than servicing your man’s cock all day and night, of course. Oh, if only
 Hank didn’t have a job...

Her thoughts were moving surprisingly fast. Usually, they were almost distantly slow, working through a maple syrup miasma of arousal. Perhaps it was Betty’s presence.

“So, what did you bring me over here for?” Betty finished the waffle she was working on, looking with some surprise at her empty plate. “Was it just to sample your cooking? Because I mean,” she laughed, “if so, well done. I’m a customer for life.”

Again, Cora’s soul sang from the happy words. But then she pushed them away.

“No, it wasn’t just that. Though I am so very glad you enjoy it. I wanted to talk to you about something...um, something like, very serious?”

Suddenly, she had Betty’s complete attention. Cora frowned just slightly, and only for a moment, as Betty put her plate away.


You see what happens when you try to be serious? Women stop caring about what you do best. Men will, too
.

But she had started down this path, and she had to pursue it.

Betty grabbed Cora’s hands. “Tell me. Is it about this town? Is it about Castle Industries?”

“Castle Industries?”

“Yes. What they’re doing here. It all seems so nefarious, doesn’t it? Isn’t that what you want to talk about?”

Betty was so intent on this matter that Cora was inclined to agree with her just to be pleasant. But, first and foremost, she had to be honest.

“No, I’m sorry.” She shook her head. “It’s just...I have all these...thoughts.”

“Thoughts?”

Cora nodded. Even saying
 that she was thinking was difficult for her. “Disobedient thoughts. And then he—Mister Vance, I mean—has to fuck me until I don’t think them anymore. I’m afraid it’s a terrible strain for him. He works so hard for us, Betty. I don’t want him to leave me.”

“You think he would leave
 you?” Betty chortled. “Cora, look at you.”

Cora shook her head sadly. “I know. I’ve been terribly lax about going to the gym, and—”

“Cora, no. You’re gorgeous. You think...I mean, you don’t think he would somehow find another
 woman to sleep with besides you, do you? Not really?”

“Oh, I hope that he does.” Cora smiled at the image suddenly in her head, of her big strong Man filling some hot honey with his hulking cock. “That’s what The Association is, after all. That doesn’t bother me. I just want him to come home
 to me. I need to be taken care of. You understand. We’re just women, after all.”

Betty put a hand to her forehead. She looked troubled. Immediately, Cora felt guilty. She knew
 she should have kept her thoughts to herself.

“That’s what the Association is? What Association?”

“The Business Association, of course. They meet, oh...once or twice a week, depending. They have their own girls there. They’re all very beautiful, don’t worry. And Hank assures me he only uses one or two favorites, just like he does at work. The other men make fun of him, but he says he’s got all the blonde he needs in me. But, try as I might, I’m not redheaded or black or Asian...”

Gosh, wouldn’t it be nice if she could be? Just for a day or two, to please Hank. Or to have her will fill up multiple bodies at once, seven or eight girls all doing their best to give her Man a good time, stroke his cock and coo in his ear and rub his back and massage his feet, and all with the same mind and timing...

“Cora!”

She shook her head. “Yes, love? I’m sorry. I was miles away.”

“You’re...” Betty’s face was pained and flushed. Her hands clambered out to the serving tray and she stuffed a truffle into her mouth, seemingly not knowing what she was doing. “You’re talking craziness. You’re like, the hottest thing I’ve ever seen on two legs. You’ve got this killer bod, and you’re just rocking
 it, and you’re so,
 so pretty, and you’re worried your husband is cheating
 on you? And like, you’re telling me he is
 already? I mean, god, if your man is cheating on you, then what will...I mean, Lane, he could...um....Cora?”

“Yes, love?” Cora’s voice was full of heated pleasure.

“You’re playing with yourself.”

Cora looked down. Her fingers were jammed right inside her hot, warm little cunny. Warm juices spilled down into the plastic cushion of the chair.

“Oh.” She giggled and sucked her fingers dry. “How terribly unladylike of me. Would you like me to give you a turn to make up for it?”

“Give me a turn?”

“With my fingers.” She eyed Betty’s body hungrily. “To make up for it.”

“No. That’s not...that’s not necessary.”

Betty was tempted, she could tell.

“Hank says a good hostess will always finger other men’s wives if they want. But only if they want.”

“You do everything he says?” Betty downed another truffle, and then immediately began nibbling a new one. A thin, attractive layer of raspberry chocolate stained her lips. “Without question?”

“Of course, dear. He’s my Husband.”

“But...but he’s your partner
, he’s not God. He’s...he’s just a man. I mean, for god's sake, if he wanted you to get, I don't know, pregnant
 tomorrow, you wouldn't do that, would you?”

From the phrasing of the question, Cora could tell that she was supposed to say no. But she absolutely wanted to say yes. “I...”

“Cora. Listen to me. You're in charge of you. Not him. You don't...you don't have to get pregnant. Not if you don't want to. You don't have to do anything
 you don't want to. Hank isn't the boss of you.”

Cora considered this carefully, suckling on the juices remaining on her fingers. “I think I understand what you’re saying. He feels like he’s not important enough. He needs to be shown how he's the boss. I should really up my game. Do you think I would look good in leather?”

“Christ, you’d look good in anything, but that’s not the poi—stop that!”

Cora, flush with Betty’s compliment, had started twisting her nipples. Her dress had been pushed down, and Betty was given a complete eyeful of her neighbor’s healthy, luscious body.

Betty stood up, munching yet another truffle. Her eyes were wide and glazed. She squirmed, her hips rotating this way and that. “I...I have to go.”

“The bathroom is the first door on the right, love.”

She stumbled, chocolate-heavy fingers fumbling uselessly with the sliding glass door back inside. “I have to go home!
”

But her knees were knocking, her breaths heated on the glass. Finally, she got the door open and rushed inside. Cora, smiling and peeking in, noticed that Betty only made it halfway to the bathroom door before collapsing and fingering herself. Her orgasm was almost immediate, her cries filling the home.

Cora wanted to help, but something told her to give Betty time. The radio blared its hot, white static. She herself had needed time when she first moved in, after all.

But she was so much happier now. Just like she knew Betty would be.

There was some chocolate on the tiled floor, and butter spilled on the patio. She took a long moment, watching her new friend finger her brains out—allowing herself several seconds of orgasm-laden fingering herself—and then, shuddering blissfully, trotted to the kitchen to retrieve her cleaning supplies.

* * * * *

Later that afternoon, Betty walked over to Jasmine's house, feeling a bit frantic. Jasmine answered the door, dressed in a light teal summer dress that showed quite a bit of leg and a tight dark hoodie. She had on her ear buds, listening to the Womaniac podcast.

“Hi,” said Betty. “Can we talk?”

“Of course.” Jasmine smiled. “Inside? Or—”

Inside, Betty could hear Jasmine's radio playing. The strange, discordant static-filled sound. It made her want to investigate the radio, to see what that sound was
 so that she could justifiably turn it off. The feeling the sound created was like a soft blanket being rubbed over her thoughts. It was alien, and instinctively Betty knew it was wrong.

She tugged at Jasmine's arm and pulled her outside. Soon they were in Jasmine's expansive backyard,  in a sort of alley of grass on the side of the house. Outside of the view of the street, out of earshot of the radio.

Jasmine straightened herself, lightly pulling her arm free of Betty's grip. “I guess it's outside, then.”

“Something really fucked up is going on here,” said Betty, getting straight to it. “And I think that they prey on our inhibitions, on us not saying anything about it because we're embarrassed. So I'm just going to come right out and say it. I'm fucking turned on.”

Jasmine gulped. “Okay...?”

“I'm turned on all the time. It's hard to think straight. I was just at Cora's and I ate her food and I came on the floor. I wasn't able to do anything until I had a good, hard cum right in the middle of her hallway. And last night I fucked Lane until he came in my belly. He came in
 me, Jasmine. He could have gotten me pregnant! I'm not on the pill!”

She left out the strangest part—the weird waking dream she'd had with the giant hulk last night. Betty wasn't entirely sure that really happened. As she recalled it, it felt like just some hot fucking waking fever dream. But, she was reluctant to bring it up and couldn't explain why. When she woke that morning, Lane was already gone—off to the “Business Association meeting” for the day. The note he left said he would be back 'late.' She didn't know what the hell kind of meeting lasted for an entire Saturday, but with him gone already, it wasn't as if she could argue.

Strangely, her biggest regret was that he left before she could make him a proper breakfast.

“Oh.” Jasmine tugged at the neck of her dress. Little beads of sweat had collected around her forehead. “My. That's, um...that's certainly—”

“I'm sorry,” said Betty, shaking her head. “I know we met just like, yesterday, but you're the only one around who seems normal
. Are you telling me that nothing like that has been happening to you?”

“I...no.” She shook her head. “I'm not. That has
 been happening to me. I mean I haven't been cumming on people's floors, or whatever, but Alan and I have been having sex like crazy. Just crazy. Before we moved here, it was like once or twice a week. Now? More like twice in the morning before getting up, and then right when he gets home from work, and maybe a blowjob or two when he's reading, and I'm sucking that beautiful big cock of his, and...what?”

“You're touching your breasts, Jasmine.”

“Oh.” She moved her hands, and then pointed. “Your...your nipples are erect.”

Betty nodded. “I know
. But what can we do about it? It's like some fucking lust spell over everyone. Everything.”

To tell the truth, Betty felt pretty relieved. It was all out in the open now. Not just in her head. She and Jasmine could come to Lane together—or Lane and Alan—and let them know what it was that was on their minds. Or...could they? They would need proof. It wasn't like a man was going to walk away from sudden and plentiful sex. They would need some kind of evidence, something concrete.

Right? But how would they find such evidence? Whoever was in charge—obviously, Betty guessed Castle Industries, as they were in charge of everything
 around here—clearly didn't want to be found out.

It was just...somehow, she knew deep in her bones that she couldn't tell Lane about what was happening. Not yet, anyway. Committing herself to that belief was a comfort, like a nice warm sheet over her brain.

But, wait, wasn't that—

“And also,” said Jasmine, “I've been losing weight.”

This derailed Betty's train of thought immediately.  “Losing weight?”

She nodded. “I can't seem to stop.”

“How do you mean?”

“I put myself on a scale this morning. I’ve lost fifteen pounds since I moved here last week.”

“Fifteen
 pounds in a week? Is that healthy?”

“I don’t know,” Jasmine shrugged. She pulled a truffle from the pocket in her hoodie and popped it into her mouth. “I feel perfectly healthy, and I’ve been eating nonstop. I don’t get it.”

Betty frowned. Those truffles were really something. They were...well, delicious, really. Her mouth watered slightly as she saw Jasmine eat one. All that hot, heavy milk chocolate sliding in her mouth. Jasmine gobbed slightly, thick lips smacking.

“Are those the ones Cora made?”

“Oh yes.” Jasmine nodded. “I mean, she seems like a total ditz, like everyone else in this town, but she's a hell of a baker. Or cook. Is chocolate baking or cooking?”

“I don't know.” Betty licked her lips, trying to focus. “Cora. Cora, yes. We should watch her.”

“Watch her? What do you mean, 'watch' her?”

“She was the last one to move here besides us, right? And she's fairly well in
 to their group, or whatever, but not totally, right? So what if, like...whatever they're doing. Making girls lust crazy. Making men fuck like mad. And breed. God, they're all so fucking pregnant...”

Jasmine touched her shoulder. “Focus.”

Her grip was firm, but warm. Betty's nipples, if it was possible, tented in her shirt even more.

“Right,” said Betty. “Okay. So they're making women...different.”

“Hotter.”

“Yes. Hotter. And they're doing it to us, maybe.”

Jasmine sighed. Hands on her slimmed-down hips. “Yeah.”

“And they've done it to Cora. But they're not all the way done with her, yet.”

“How do you know?”

“Because she was expressing some doubts to me earlier. She was like, weird about it. Really weird. But they were doubts, nonetheless. And none of those other women have even heard of doubt. Or not anymore, at least. Right?”

Jasmine nodded. “Okay. And you want to watch her? Like a stakeout?”

“Yeah. We can...I don't know. We can just sit in my car and watch them. The boys, they have the Business Association meeting tonight, right? So they won't be home until late. So, we just...watch Cora. For tonight. See if anything happens.”

Jasmine considered for a moment. “Can I bring the truffles Cora made? They're really good. And I don't want her to think I'm rude and not finish them if we see her and have to like, talk to her or something.”

“Of course you can.” Betty's response was automatic. “If I get some.”

They both laughed, though Betty was perfectly serious. She thought her mouth might mutiny if it didn't get one of those truffles soon.

But even more than that, Betty felt empowered, finally having a plan. She and Jasmine were smart, independent women. They would be able to figure this out. She would be able to strike a blow right at the heart of Castle Industries—the same terrible corporation that had ruined Betty's activism career.

Maybe this move wasn't such a bad thing after all.

* * * * *

That night, Evelyn arrived at Cora’s house. The older, magnificently bust-heavy blonde looked stunning when Cora opened the door, as she always did, and was dressed in a tight red dress with a lacy apron around her front. Delicate white gloves adorned her hands, cut off at the wrists. Her neckline scooped deep down to just above her strawberry-sized nipples, the bottom end hugging tight to her lusciously curved ass. With the way her hair was coiffed and prepared, she looked like one of those old-time movie starlets, except much fitter and sexier.

“You’ll have to come with me, dearest.” Evelyn held out a hand. “All right?”

Somehow, Cora already knew that she was supposed to be leaving that evening. That’s why she wasn’t wearing a proper outfit—no tiny dress, no little skirt or sexy big boots. Just a long, warm fleece robe, violet lingerie, and tall pink heels. Hank was at the Business Association meeting that night, and so Cora had cleaned merrily, waiting for him to come home. About thirty minutes before Evelyn arrived, the radio seemed to switch stations on its own, and a compulsion arrived in her head:

Husband loves violet. It’s so important that I wear my sexiest violet lingerie tonight.

And she changed, and now here was Evelyn, and it was time to go.

Evelyn led her into the back of a luxury sedan, their driver rolling up the screen dividing the front and back of the car. Evelyn dropped between Cora’s legs and pushed her panties aside, licking her pussy thoughtfully. She acted as if this was merely a way to pass the time, a manner of conversation. Cora barely had time to inquire about why Evelyn was doing such a thing, let alone protest somehow. Instead, she merely let her head hang back and loll to one side, gently orgasming while Evelyn did her gloriously hot tongue work.

In a few short minutes of driving through Passion Heights, the pair arrived at the Happy Hair Salon, where Cora somehow knew already they would be. It was like the knowledge had been planted in her somehow. Fertilized, even.

It was dark inside, but a small mattress was arranged in the center of the enormous space. When Cora had been there before, it had been a bustling, wonderful place for women to talk and chat about how darling and perfect their husbands and children were. But now, tonight, it had an even better meaning. Something erotic and dark, something perfectly wicked. Cora stepped inside, pussy dripping wet from Evelyn's efforts. She strutted easily on her tall heels, and let her robe fall to the ground. Her hot violet lingerie was revealed to the air, ready for consumption.

And of course, her consuming audience was there, waiting for her. Hank waited there, wearing only a robe himself. It was shiny, for some reason. Maybe with water. Cora moaned at the sight of him, his huge, muscled body. Her Husband
.

“It’s time, Cora.”

“Time?”

“To get you pregnant. Like you’re supposed to be.”

He took off his robe. His cock was beneath, already half-hard. Thick precum dripped down. She could see now that the towel hadn’t been coated with some shiny water. It was coated with his product
. Drool filled her mouth. Lust filled her cunt.

“You have to ask for it, though. Castle’s orders.”

“Ask...ask for it?” She didn't understand.

“You’ve been subjected to the process. It’s been perfected. The radio. The food. But it requires your will. Your consent. You have to give up everything to me from now on, Cora. Everything. All your freedom. All your wants, needs, thoughts, hopes, and dreams. They belong to me. They’re mine to shape. Mine to allow.”

That sounded so, so very right. She nodded slowly, following along with his words. He took her hand and, together, they stepped onto the mattress in the middle of the salon.

“You’ve been influenced as far as they could take you. To tell you the truth,” he chuckled, “you put up less of a fight than I thought you would. You used to be pretty damn smart.” He stroked her chin, gripping it easily with strong, manly fingers. “Not anymore though, huh?”

Her lack of intelligence had
 become a bit of a point of pride for her. It was so nice, knowing she would never be a bother for her Man. She swallowed. He was using so many words, and all at once, and his cock was right there
 and so hard
. What was he asking for? For her to give up some stuff?

God, if it meant just feeling
 his cock again...

“I’m not...I don’t know.” She squirmed, lusting after him even as he placed her down on the mattress. His cock dripped down onto her legs. The heat was palpable. “Betty said...she said that I'm in charge of me. That...she said something about...being pregnant wasn't...like...something...”

God, why were words so fucking hard? They were almost as hard as that monster fucking dick floating above her. Oh god, she wanted it so bad...

“Really?” said Hank. “Betty's putting ideas into your head, huh?”

Precum spurted down onto her thigh. There was so much of it. Like a river. God, she was so hungry
. She needed to taste it, but...but...“...Betty said...”

“Who’s your husband? Who’s your Man?”

“You are, baby. Of course you are.”

“Haven’t I always known what’s best?”

“Y-yes. Of course you have. B-but—”

“Then do as I say, all right?”

Suddenly, Evelyn was above her, holding a sort of white helmet in her hands—the sort that they used for perms. Only it looked different. More wires and orbs. More high-tech.

“Put it on, dear. We can’t do it for you.” Evelyn held it out, smiling brilliantly. Her milk dripped from her tits down over the top of the orb. If Cora put it on, the milk would run down across her face, into her mouth...she could lick so much of it up...

Evelyn's voice dripped sweet sin. “I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

“I promise,” said Hank, rubbing his huge hands over his wife’s tiny shoulders, “that we’ll take care of you. I’ll take care of you. And you’ll be a terrific mother for our daughters.”


Daughters
. He wanted daughters.
 Oh god, yes. Yes!

With no more hesitation, she put the helmet on.

Time seemed to slow down. Hank was saying something. Evelyn's tits slid on top of his shoulders, and she urged him downward. But Cora couldn't hear them. All she could hear was  the thrum from the helmet. All she could hear was—

Obey.

On the mattress, she let her legs slide up and out. He was going to enter her. He was going to get her pregnant. She would—


Serve
.

His cock slipped against her folds. And then, amazing her tinified brain, he was inside her again. His cock moved in and out, thrusting easily in her incredibly wet pussy. Evelyn's milk slipped past her lips finally, entering deep into her throat, warming every part of her. And she was going to—

Please.

Immediately biology began to take over. Her legs spread out wider, her nipples releasing slow, steady streams of milk. It was almost as blissfully warm as his precum. It was like her own body was trying to transform her, to get her hornier than she would have been otherwise. And his cock kept thrusting. His cock kept—

Obey.

Cora knew she was screaming from pleasure. Evelyn was smiling almost maniacally, appearing to take orgasmic pleasure in guiding Hank's body, covering his ripped, rugged body with her transformative milk. They were both dripping in white liquid. And Cora had to—


Serve
.

There was nothing else but to—

Please.

She was—

Obey.

Serve.

Please.

Obey. Obey. Obey.

Her mind knew only these thoughts. They were all that was left. They were all that she wanted. And as her mind filled of these hot, perfect wonderful thoughts—these amazing thoughts that were the only pieces of reality she ever wanted to have cobbling together the tapestry of her consciousness—her hot cunt was filled with her Husband's beautifully big cock. She could see him getting close. In the distance, she could herself chanting for his cum, chanting to get her pregnant, chanting in tune with Evelyn, both of them singing Hank's praises and begging for his cum, begging to get Cora pregnant, worshiping him like he deserved, begging
 for it, begging
, begging...


Her mind must have off from pleasure somehow during the moment. Because when she returned to conscious thought, her husband was gasping on top of her, his cock emptying its final throes of hot, spurting cum into her willing womb. Even these final spurts, though, were twice the volume of what Hank would have cum in his entirety just two months ago. Evelyn cooed in her ear, removing the helmet, telling Cora how well she had done.

Her belly felt bulged already from the volume he’d dumped inside her. She felt so full of life.

There was no mistaking it. She was already pregnant.

* * * * *

There was no point in trying to stop her, thought Jasmine. Clearly Betty had a mind of her own.

The pretty young brunette rang the doorbell furiously. Fury was etched on her face. They both were dressed modestly in tight jeans and t-shirts. Jasmine wore a pair that she hadn't been able to fit inside of for six years. She felt rather proud of the way her ass looked in them.

Betty's flat chest had started to grow tits. She looked pleasurably uncomfortable in her shirt, suddenly too tight for her.

“You saw
 what they did, Jasmine.” Betty slammed on the door with one fist. “They had her in there all night long. All night
 long. Then they brought her back,” she jammed her finger down on the doorbell again, “this morning, completely unconscious. Just hung like laundry over her Man...her Husba...over that asshole
’s shoulder.”

She shuddered softly. Some trouble with her correction of Mister Vance’s titles, Jasmine surmised. She herself would have the same issues if she tried to say “Hank Vance” out loud. It was just nicer, easier, to say Man or Husband. They were such beautiful, wonderful words. She popped another little truffle in her mouth. She couldn't stop eating them. She hoped Cora had made more.

“You think they drugged her?” Jasmine asked.

“I know
 they did something. Something horrible. Why else be in that stupid salon all night?”

They might have talked about this last night, but by the time they had finished their little stakeout, eating those delicious truffles the entire time, both of them had been too horny to do anything but run back home and cum.  Jasmine knew Betty had done it because Betty insisted on telling her that was what was going to happen. They had to be open
 about their experiences, Betty said. It was the only way to fight what was happening.

In all truth, half of Jasmine's six orgasms after their little adventure were dedicated entirely to thinking about Betty cumming just next door. So, she wasn't sure how much being open would help.

They had tried, during the stake out, to listen to the Womaniac podcast to keep themselves awake, but the car radio's static kept blaring on. It was hard to focus. So hard. They were just women.

Betty jammed the doorbell again, but Cora had opened the door. The blonde calmly grabbed Betty’s wrist, smiling gently.

“I’ve heard you, dear. You can stop now.”

Betty gulped slowly.

Before them was not the forced, drugged, destroyed image of a victim that Betty had been going on about ever since dragging Jasmine from her house that morning (and right in the middle of a very satisfying pre-wake handjob with Gregory, to boot!). Jasmine herself had imagined Cora perhaps something like the damsel in a horror movie—her hair frizzled and wild, make-up streaming down her face, her skin pale, her body layered with bruises or worse.

Instead, Cora looked pristine. Angelic, even. Better than ever. She positively glowed
, like a young mother-to-be some three or four months pregnant. She wore a tight, form-fitting white silk robe, the globes of her breasts not even remotely concealed. Only her nipples weren’t showing, though they were clearly erect and pushing through the thin fabric. Her face had never looked more youthful or energetic, all hints of lines of worry or sleeplessness totally disappeared. And her skin! Her skin was healthy and tan, like she had grown up on the coast instead of in the arctic northern Midwest.

She looked sort of someone who might be mistaken as the sister of that lady who ran the deli in town—Evelyn. Or her daughter, even though Evelyn barely looked old enough to have children herself.

None of the women in this town did, though.

But the strange, wicked thought of imagining Evelyn and Cora being related somehow sent a hot little thrill down Jasmine’s spine. Cora having to be nursed by Evelyn...oh, yes. Now, there was a thought.

“Cora?” Betty asked. “Are you okay?”

Delicate fingers rose to her face, and Cora took a long moment to think about that, as if it were a difficult and important question.

“Why, yes, dear. I’m wonderful.” She smiled brightly. Jasmine felt her knees go a little weak at the beautiful sight. She slipped another truffle into her mouth, letting the warm chocolate glow fill her mouth. “Why do you ask?”

“It’s just...last night.” Betty cleared her throat. She looked embarrassed, now, and confused. “At the salon. I saw you go in, and then...you were drug out.”

“Oh yes. Evelyn told
 me you two were being so
 good-girl detective! Snooping around and what not.” She shook her head sadly. “You’re going to have to stop now.”

Shifting, Cora dropped the shoulders down of her robe, revealing her enormous uncovered breasts. No bra. No lingerie. Just huge, buoyant tits held up by what appeared to be magic.

“Come here, girls. Have a good suck.”

And just like that, Cora was pulling Jasmine and Betty into her tits on her front doorstep, where anyone could see.

Cora’s hands were soft, warm against the back of Jasmine’s head. She felt herself giving in totally without understanding why or how. It just felt natural to suck at this lovely matron’s milk. It felt like the most wonderfully regular action to take for Jasmine to guide her mouth forward and wrap her luscious, glossy lips over Cora’s nipple.

That she didn’t do just that, straightaway, stunned her more than the fact that she was asked to do it at all. Her head swam in arousal. Hot lusty scents emanated from the drips leaking out from Cora’s heavy breasts.

The milk dangled tantalizingly over Jasmine’s tongue. She couldn’t help herself. Her lick was quick and effortless. The taste was so good. It warmed her to her core. Immediately she wanted more, but a deep, masculine voice sounded from inside the house, and she moved away.

“Duty calls!” Cora giggled. “Husband? Duty? Get it? It’s a joke, my dears. Try and keep up.” She sighed softly. “You can have another lick whenever you like. And, oh.” She grabbed a bag waiting next to the door and handed them to Jasmine. “You two can share these. I'll talk to you later, okay? We have so much
 to discuss!”

Inside the bag was an entirely new batch of truffles. Jasmine felt heated, chocolaty saliva fill up her mouth.

“Unnh,” she said softly, only realizing that she was moaning audibly after a moment.

Betty took her by the arm and guided her away from the door. Soon they were in the street, alone.

“This is insane,” said Betty. “You didn’t lick any of it, did you?” Betty huffed. “I kept my eyes closed the whole time. I didn’t know how I would deal with seeing those tits that close up.”

“No. No...no licking.”

The truth was Jasmine felt sort of high, like the first few moments of dropping acid. Her stomach rumbled, and she knew instinctively she would be snacking on the bag of truffles all morning.

“There’s only one way we’re really going to figure out what’s happening here,” said Betty.

“Oh yeah?”

She nodded. “We have to get into that Happy Hair Salon.”

# # #


Heir Salon 2

––––––––

Jasmine looked at herself in the mirror. Her weight seemed to be fading by the day. Before moving to Passion Heights, she was lucky if she fit into a size 18. Now she was probably down to a size 8.

She sighed, smoothing the lime green dress against her still-voluptuous frame. Her tits didn't seem to be losing any weight at all—in fact, they had only gained
 in cup size. She was sporting close to a C now, she was pretty sure. At least she was getting rather good at seamstress work.

Then, she snorted. Yes, Jasmine—that’s
 the upshot of miraculously losing close to forty pounds without any real work.

God, girl. Get your priorities straight! Think of how happy Alan is to have a hot, eager Wife waiting for him...

The thought made her drift, hands attending her ultra-sensitive nipples, until Betty knocked at the front door. Betty was, stubborn as ever, dressed in over-sized jeans and a thick blue sweater that couldn’t quite hide the swell of her young, perky breasts.

She looked fabulous. Her hair had grown to near her shoulders, and it looked thicker and shinier than ever. Darker, too. No longer mousy brown, it was approaching a deep, alluring midnight black.

“Are you ready?” Betty asked.

Jasmine nodded. “Yes, I think so. All the treats have been made up. Cora brought them over again. She’s such a dear, and—”

“I meant to talk, Jasmine. Are you ready to plan today, before your appointment? I think we can make real headway. I have a lot on my mind.”

“Yes.” Jasmine straightened. “The basement is all clean.”

She picked up the plate of chocolate truffles that their neighbor, Cora, had made for the two.

They couldn't stop eating them.

Something in their delicious milky texture was addictive.

They weren't quite sure why eating the heavy, clearly fatty treats didn't make them gain ten pounds a day. Whenever they stopped to talk about it, the radio blared its static-filled cry, and their minds skipped several seconds.

“Good.” Betty eyed the tempting pile of chocolates from Cora’s kitchen. “Don’t forget the truffles.”

Five days passed after Jasmine and Betty made the decision to go to the Happy Hair Salon. They had not yet gone, even though both had decided to go and were set in their decision. But, all the same, they were scared.

Or at least, Jasmine was scared. Betty seemed fearless, her jaw always resolute. But Jasmine knew real fear—she knew she was changing. She couldn't deny it anymore: the two of them were changing, becoming sexier day by day, and they both knew it, but they just couldn't figure out how or why.

And what scared her the most was those little points in the afternoon where she forgot that she was changing, or worse yet, forgot that she was scared of it.

Those hot, happy little moments when she saw her swelling 36B breasts, so much larger than her formerly flat chest, and her posture straightened with a pleasant warm feeling that almost took her straight to the bedroom with the need to cum.

They had to plan, Betty said. And so, Jasmine and Betty would traverse down to her basement, well out of the range of that infernally static-filled radio that just wouldn’t turn off, and they would try to make a plan and fail miserably every time.

It was sort of uncanny. Their failures were becoming more and more spectacular. Yesterday, the failure had involved the two of them making out urgently with thick swabs of Cora’s milky chocolate sliding across one another’s tongues.

Always they would start the same way. Betty laid the blueprints out on the table between them. She had taken them from city hall.

“There must be something in the plans,” Betty had said when she originally pulled the files. “Something we can use. That’s what they do in movies, right?”

Jasmine then would place the stack of truffles on one side of the table, for snacks as they looked over everything and thought.

“She just delivers them,” Jasmine had said on the first day, with a gentle shrug. “I don’t know what else to do with them.”

And she would feel bad not to at least try
 them. They both would.

And so, their planning today worked like those other days. Betty began grandly, pointing at various places on the blue print.

“Okay. Let’s talk this out. You’re going to go into the salon, here. And then they'll probably take you somewhere over here.” She pointed again.

Jasmine lightly nibbled on a truffle. It was her third. She had popped two into her mouth on the way down into the basement. Her chest felt warm, and Betty’s close presence made it hard to think all the way straight.

Betty was so very pretty. Her hair was so thick and dark, and Jasmine could imagine herself sliding her lips over her friend’s ear, and nibbling softly, licking like she did with the truffle...licking like she had done yesterday...

“Hey.” Betty snapped her fingers. “Listen, okay? You’re going to go into the salon. You’re going to keep your phone on you. A text already ready to send—one saying, ‘help.’ That’s it. If I get that text, I burst in and come grab you, all right?

Jasmine nodded distantly. Betty’s lips were rather pretty when they moved. They were prettier still when they had the little chocolate stains on them. They were prettiest when Jasmine was kissing them and holding her tight.

“So you’ll...you’ll go today, right?” Betty asked. “You made the appointment?”

Now Betty nibbled a truffle of her own. Her eyes closed in luxurious enjoyment, like she was taking a ride in a Ferrari on a highway in Europe that stood on the back of a thousand diamond-plated elephants. The truffles were that good. Cora was a dream in the kitchen.

Jasmine nodded. “Yes. It’s at one-thirty. It’s supposed to last for an hour, or so they tell me.”

Betty huffed slightly, shaking her head. She had already expressed displeasure, earlier in the week, that Jasmine couldn’t get an appointment earlier. Betty’s own appointment was for the following day—Jasmine recalled—sometime in the late afternoon.

What was the point, Betty went on and on, of everyone telling us to go there if we can’t get an appointment in any quick amount of time?

A draft of wind must have spiked through the house, because the door to the basement slid open slightly—enough so that the radio's static starting peeping in.

Suddenly, Jasmine's pussy felt amazingly, incredibly hot. She dropped to the ground to her knees, tugging at her dress.

“Ohh,” she moaned. “Oh god...”

Betty had done the same thing. Her chocolate squished in her hand, the gooey white insides spilling all over her wrist and forearm.

“Fuck,” she moaned, urgently licking up the spilled cream. “Fuck, oh...oh fuck...”

Betty moved back onto her back, sliding in next to Jasmine.

“I'm so turned on,” she said, her voice distant. “We said we would tell each other if we were. You are, right? You're feeling it? What is it? Why is it happening now?”

Jasmine's cunt was in control, and she was too horny to answer. It started so spontaneously. Betty had a thick layer of chocolate on one side of her face. Jasmine leaned in to wipe it off, and for some reason used her tongue.

Betty giggled in response, and soon the two were sliding around on the floor, kissing madly while licking the hot, milky chocolate from one another’s tongues.

Again.

For the fourth time that week.

Jasmine’s fingers pushed down to Betty’s furnace-like cunt, and Betty’s did the same. All the clothing that might have been in the way was quickly discarded. They moaned and kicked, sliding closer and closer into one another.

God, Jasmine was so lucky to have a friend like Betty.

The hot, gentle kissing session lasted only for a few moments before Jasmine pulled away.

“We...we have husbands.” Jasmine bit one lip, trying to restore some sanity into her brain. “We can't.”

“We didn’t cum,” Betty huffed, tugging at her shirt. She was clearly feeling the same as Jasmine. “It can’t be cheating if we didn’t cum.”

Jasmine could only agree. If she didn’t, then she might have been cheating on her Man
, and that was absolutely intolerable. If that had happened, she might have had to give herself up for a nice, solid, three or four hours of spanking from Alan.

The thought only made her hornier.

“But I think,” Betty continued, “it’s totally fine if we still make ourselves
 cum, right?”

With a moan, Jasmine agreed.

As if in some specialized synchronous sport, they sank their fingers down into their pussies at the same time, rubbing their clits in the same circling motion with their thumbs.

Whatever was in the truffles heated their bodies beyond capacity, and they could not take much of the excitement. With sexy, painted lips pressing up and down against the other's on the basement floor, after only a few moments of playing with their pussies, the two beauties shook in helpless, heated orgasm.

After a moment, they stirred, moaning and stretching languidly.

“Now,” said Betty, grabbing a truffle off the tray on the table. “Finally, we can think properly.”

Jasmine nodded, grabbing a truffle of her own. They sat and munched for a moment, trying futilely to think as they gobbed and smacked their way to a few more popped brain cells. Betty began pointing at locations on the blue print on the table.

They repeated this circuit another two times before Jasmine had to leave for her appointment.

* * * * *

Across the street, Cora hummed along, working in her house merrily with a spoon in one hand and a bag of flour in another. She wore a tiny, frilly apron that wrapped tight around her braless tits. Luxurious silk thong panties wrapped around her fuck-happy pelvis, and tall flirty heels perfected the look she was going for—a perfect, ready-to-bang wife.

Her baby bump wasn’t showing yet, but it would be soon. Pregnancies didn’t last long in Passion Heights. A woman had to have so many of them. It simply didn’t make sense for a good girl to have those long, drawn-out nine month affairs. Three months was much more reasonable.

Cora hoped for twins. That would really show her Man how much she adored him. Twins would be such a testament to his virility—and Cora knew
 her Husband was virile.

Her place that afternoon was in the kitchen, as it was most afternoons, as indeed it was much of the time for any respectable woman. She was experimenting with new recipes. Betty and Jasmine seemed to adore her little truffles, and her Husband loved them as well, but at the same time, Cora rather hoped that she could formulate something lovely on her own.

The truffles were delicious, and a hit, but Evelyn and Lilah's were already so good. Cora’s fondest hope—outside of giving her husband a beautiful blowjob every morning and providing him with as many children as he’d like—was to let him brag to the other men at the Business Club about his Wife’s unique, tasty treat that he had tasted before anyone else.

She had the radio turned up loud. It was mostly static, but after listening for a while she could start to hear a tune. It was soft, incoherent, and pleasant—just like most of her thoughts when she really
 started to think about something worthy of her time, like her Husband’s cock or what the best way was to get even more pregnant for her Man.

The new treat was something she had found—with difficulty—reading through an old cooking magazine hidden deep in the garage. It was a small raspberry and chocolate tart called a Lover's Kiss.

Bending over the counter, she pushed her dress aside and unloaded the most important ingredient. Squeezing her tit gently, she pushed out a few hot tablespoons of her luscious, warm milk. And then, just for balance, she used the other tit as well.

The leftover milk rested nicely on her finger tip as she scooped it up, liquid and steady, and she slurped down the thick, hot substance. Lustful, spreading heat pushed through her tight curves, and Cora lost her sense of time for a few moments. The static from the radio filled her.

Be a Good Wife. Be the Best Wife You Can Be.

Obey Your Husband.

Obey Mister Castle.

Obey...

The oven dinged merrily, requiring her attention.

She instantly forgot every thought that was in her mind—all the gentle pushes to obey and be a perfect, sexy good girl—pushing them deep down into her subconscious like some bad memory that stuck with you for ages even though you didn’t want it.

The way, perhaps, that every time you asked a friend for help, you have to fight past the recollection of the first time you ever asked for help and you were laughed away.

In this way, the thoughts became wrapped to the core of her being, influencing every last decision she made, or would ever make again.

Indeed, these obedient, happy thoughts even shadowed her memory so that they became the lens through which she saw every decision she had ever made in the past, and anything that wouldn’t conform with her new servile, sex-heavy priorities was slowly and steadily erased, minute by minute, as she listened to the beautiful static-filled sounds of the radio and made her home perfect for her Husband.

* * * * *

Jasmine strolled into the Happy Hair Salon, a brave look on her face.

The first thing that she noticed was how positively clean
 everything was. Most hair salons had, well, hair on the floor. There was hair-cutting going on, after all, even at a place like this where so many women seemed to be receiving pedicures and manicures. One wall for either, she noticed, and then another lined with mirrors for women to have their hair cut. Every woman there, employees included, was positively gorgeous, each of them easily belonging on a magazine cover.

All the women were smiling. They waved excitedly at Jasmine.

“We’re so happy
 you’re here, finally,” said one plastic-perfect blond.

“Yes!” said another redhead—Deanna! Someone Jasmine recognized. “It’s so lovely you could join us today.”

“Gosh,” said a voluptuous Latina. “Are you sure you need to come at all? You already
 look so
 lovely...”

“Oh, thank you,” said Jasmine. “I’m not sure that—”

“I’m serious! Look at your hair!” The Latina didn’t just look, she touched, sliding her fingers happily into her short, thick locks. “Gosh. So lush.”

Her touch excited Jasmine intimately. She wished, absently, that she had a little truffle. They had become her go-to anxiety food.

“Come now, Henrietta,” said a voice from the shadows. “You’ll put me out of business if you keep telling all the new girls that.”

The owner of the voice—a woman—stepped forward.

Jaws were not supposed to drop. They did not hit the floor, smack downward, hang open, or clank ajar like swinging doors. All the same, if someone were to describe Jasmine that way in that first moment of seeing the positively gorgeous goddess who stepped out from the shadows at that moment, she would not have been able to offer any argument.

The woman was tall—taller than most women—and leggy, and busty. Her waist was incredibly thin and muscled—visible through the sheer black fabric of her tight, form-fitting dress. Her tits were positioned for maximum engagement, enormous globes of flesh that floated effortlessly, the perfect fit on her terrifically built body. Her long, devilish legs were themselves highlighted by hot black stockings and blood-red, tall high heels. Her hair, a heartbreaking chestnut color, was elegantly styled down to one side of her head.

“Y-yes, Lilah,” Henrietta gulped, suddenly bashful. “Of course, Lilah. I didn’t mean to offend.”

Lilah stopped next to Henrietta, who as a result of the sudden comparison looked positively dog-like, even though moments before she had been incredibly pretty. She kissed Henrietta on the lips warmly, causing the Latina to shake with lust, and then turned away slow.

“Nonsense, my dear,” said Lilah, all warmth. “You were just being playful. As was I. You know that I do love a good tit-for-tat.”

Henrietta’s face broke out into an eager, happy smile, and she laughed merrily. “Oh yes! Very funny, Lilah! You’re such a charmer.”

The rest of the salon, held in silence as the chestnut-haired goddess made her entrance, burst out into merry laughter with Henrietta.

After a time, Lilah held out one hand, like a dancer perhaps, and slowly circled it and made a line, indicating for everyone to stop. They did, the tones of their laughter quieting and ebbing in tune with the composing motions from Lilah.

She turned her jade eyes entirely on Jasmine. It was suddenly a miracle that Jasmine could stand up straight at all.

“Do you know who I am?”


A goddess?
 she wanted to answer.

But that would be...impolite. Completely out of the bounds of propriety. So instead, she shook her head.

“I’m sorry. I don’t.”

“I’m Lilah Castle. The wife of Mister Castle. His first
 wife. Does that help?”

“Y-yes. He...he is important.” Suddenly, words started to fall out of her mouth. “Mister Castle is so
 important to this town. He’s really a genius. A masterful man. You must be incredible to be worthy of him. I’m so jealous of you, Lilah. You’re incredible. It’s so obvious. I wish—”

Lilah hushed her strange tirade with two fingers pressed against her lips. Jasmine's body tingled with lustful electricity. She hadn’t known where all those words came from. But just from saying them she knew that she meant them implicitly. It was just that she hadn’t known
 that was what she believed until she was inspired to say it.

“You’re a very sweet girl.” Lilah looked her up and down. “I can see you’ve been working very hard to fit in. You must have noticed that all the women here are held to a certain...standard
.”

Jasmine gulped and nodded. She wasn’t as pretty as Lilah, it was true. No one was. But Jasmine wasn’t even as pretty as Henrietta, or Cora, or Deanna, or Evelyn, or any of the other dozens of women she had seen in this town.

“Never fear, my dear. You’re absolutely lovely. You just don’t quite know it. Your body doesn’t know it. But soon, we’ll let you bloom. Would you like that?”

“To...to bloom?”

Lilah nodded. Did she ever blink? Her gaze, so green and perfect, seemed like it was without end.

“Yes, please,” said Jasmine. To say anything else seemed impolite, and to be impolite to this goddess was unfathomable to Jasmine. It would have been like drawing with crayon on the Hagia Sophia.

“You’re going to receive our special
 treatment, all right, my love? On the house.”

“The...house?”

It was still hard to comprehend that this beauty found Jasmine worthy enough to talk to. Beautiful women were so important. So special. There was hardly anything in the world as exciting or wonderful as a gorgeous woman talking to you. And Jasmine knew that because she herself was a beautiful woman—it was something she had a certainty of now that she didn’t even know she lacked in the past, before moving to Passion Heights.

And now, talking with Lilah, this certainty was affixed in stone, or perhaps even steel, because there was no way on earth someone of the magnitude of gorgeousness of Lilah would bother to talk to Jasmine at all if Jasmine wasn’t first on a certain level of status. And status for a woman was, of course, entirely a matter of beauty. There was little else that mattered for the female. Only being gorgeous was important. Only impressing and pleasing this absolutely perfect female form, this Lilah Castle, was important anymore.

How bad could it possibly be?

In moments, she had followed Lilah into the back room of the Salon. She was placed on a chair that looked something like you might see at a dentist, except that the leg rest was split in two, so that her legs had to be spread wide for her to sit in it. The surface underneath her ass was springy, like foam, and had a lot of give. Why, if someone wanted to fuck her, it would be the easiest thing in the world.

Lilah spoke gently—in words that Jasmine was too turned on to understand—and her train of thought was derailed.

Two tall, statuesque blondes walked in with a helmet-like device in their hands. They placed it over Jasmine’s head. She had no time to complain or protest—she had already given Lilah her consent.

“All right dear,” said Lilah. “Here we are.”

She flicked a few switched on the helmet, and hot, heavy thoughts began floating in her brain.

“Now,” said Lilah. “Usually we would give you a few more treatments before escalating to this degree. But,” she licked her lips, “My Husband is always experimenting. And he's somewhat annoyed
 with you and your friend, Betty.”

Regret and shame filled Jasmine, though she didn't know why. Thoughts of Betty had faded far, far to the background. She hadn't even noticed when Henrietta took away her cell phone.

“So,” said Lilah. “For this really to take hold, we have to relieve you of some of the chemical burden you’ve been feeling. So you’re about to face some rather unpleasant thoughts, dear. I’m sorry. But it will all be sorted in a moment.”

Unpleasant thoughts? It seemed so unlikely. Her euphoria felt endless. She was in front of Lilah.


But then the helmet hummed brightly, and with incredible suddenness, all that clarity of bliss was gone.

Stark, cold reality set in. They had changed her. They had...had filled her mind with something. Filled her body! The haze that had slowly crept in over her notions and feelings was gone. Betty was right! Betty was so right. They had some evil plan. Where was her phone? Why hadn't she texted Betty? She was waiting outside!

She struggled, but only to find that her limbs were safely strapped to the chair.

No, she thought. This was wrong. This was all wrong!

And then, Gregory appeared in the room.

“G-Gregory?”

He looked different too. She hadn’t noticed it until now. But when they moved there some weeks before, he had been rather chubby. He hid it well enough, having a bulky frame, but all the same he had possessed the build of a man who exercised too little and binged on pizza too often.

But now...now he was looking rather lean. His shoulders had remained broad, but the rest of his torso tapered down effortlessly into a much thinner waist, his upper body forming an attractive v-shape beneath his tight collared shirt. She could see the shape of his butt in his pants—an actual shape
 in form-fitting slacks, not just some blobby mess beneath over-large denim jeans. She felt her lips pushing against one another, struggling to keep her sudden excess of saliva inside. She wanted him.

She wanted her Husband
.

New thoughts and chemicals flooded into her body—more subtle ones. Processing her for transformation, the kind her Man deserved.

“It’s time for a change, Jasmine,” said Gregory, stepping close to her. He ran his hand up and down her torso. “It’s been time for a while, now.”

“A...a change?” She shook her head. Thoughts were becoming hard again. “W-what’s going to happen?”

He shook his head. “You know what’s going to happen. You’re going to fit in from now on. And I will too. I deserve a beautiful wife.”

She gulped, feeling guilty. She knew
 she had never been pretty enough for him. That she wasn’t gorgeous enough to be a good girl wifeydoll for her manly man Husband, a-and—


No!
 Betty's voice shouted inside of her. That’s wrong! You're a strong, independent woman!


“That’s this place talking, Gregory!” She was desperate. “Please. Let me out of here!”

“I’m sorry, Jasmine. But this really is for the best. You shouldn’t have backtalked so much.”

“Backtalked? I...all we ever did was discuss history.”

“I know.” He shook his head. “And you had way too many ideas. A girl should only have seven or eight, tops, and six of those about a man.”

Lilah wrapped an arm around Gregory’s bicep. The muscle bulged in intimidating fashion. He was showing off for her. Jasmine couldn’t blame him.

“He’s going to fuck you now, Jasmine. And you won’t have to worry then about any more silly, stupid thoughts like your independence or your studies bother you ever again. Won’t that be nice?”

With Lilah saying it, it did
 sound nice. Her knees shook. Instinct pulled them apart, with Gregory’s cock so near, but her mind pulled them back together. The struggle was for nothing, though—the chair meant her legs were spread.

“Come on, Jasmine. I’m your husband. Don’t you want to be fucked by your husband?”

She squirmed, nodding and breathing, “Yes.”

“I don’t know that I heard you,” said Gregory, letting his cockhead circle around her entrance. His precum flowed freely, warming and lubricating her slit even more.

She didn’t want to have her thoughts fucked away; she didn’t want to end up some terrible, vicious airhead like Evelyn or Lilah seemed to be; she didn’t want to get so deliciously pregnant or have yummy-yum milky tits like all the women in the town did; and yet...

Jasmine’s lip quivered.

And yet she needed
 her husband’s cock.

Marriage, she decided, was all about compromise. So long as she could have that cock inside
 of her, she could deal with most any sort of inconvenience.

“Yes,” she moaned again. “Please, yes!”

Gregory, smiling wickedly, pulled himself up to her hips, and entered her slow.

The helmet thrummed loudly. Gregory's cock entered her in tune with the soft, urgent pulsing sounds of the helmet as it rearranged her thoughts. Jasmine's mind blinked on and off, on and off—and all she knew for sure was that she was a terrific Wife for doing this for her Man. When she came, it lasted for ages—and when Gregory came, her eternity compounded on itself, a pleasure lasting forever.

His cock entered her over and over, filling her body with Lilah cheering him on. Urging him to fuck her stupid wife mind away into nothingness.

And the whole time, Jasmine knew, she was being his perfect girl. His amazing doll.

His wonderful, wonderful wife.

* * * * *

After waiting for a text all night from Jasmine, constantly getting up and checking her phone, Betty was a little exhausted in the morning when she finally walked over to her friend’s house and knocked on the door.

Lane had, thankfully, put up with her erratic behavior with good humor. He did not seem to know what to make of Betty’s sudden sex drive, but he was keeping up. She had sucked him off four times last night just to stay calm, each hot shot of his load down her throat making her entire body thrum with perfect, happy serenity for at least an hour.

The last few hours before dawn she spent making Lane’s breakfast and lunch. He had stopped eating anything she didn't make. He worked so terribly hard, Betty knew. It was her responsibility to make food for him. It wasn't like she had a real job.

Thoughts of her novel writing had faded far, far into the background. First, she had to figure out what was going on with this town. Somewhere in the glazed back burner of her mind, she thought maybe there was material here for a novel.

Jasmine smiled broadly at the sight of Betty. “Oh, hello dear!”

It took Betty several moments to say anything in response. Jasmine looked...different.

No, Jasmine was
 different. Gone was the slightly-overweight, studious looking young woman who appeared as though she could easily go toe-to-toe on every historical subject from Aristotle to Shaka Zulu.

The person in front of Betty now was a voluptuous knockout. Her long, dark hair fell in waves down her back. She wore a tight purple dress and monumentally tall boots that wrapped lovingly around her calves. Her cleavage, hot and inviting, was displayed with exuberance in the long v-neck of her dress.

“Step inside, dear. And close your mouth. You’ll let flies in.”

Betty followed her in. They strolled into the kitchen.

The radio blared its static. Some of Betty's anxiety automatically went away. A woman belonged in the kitchen. Two women were even better, so long as they wanted the same things.

“Now,” said Jasmine, her voice pleasant and cool. “Whatever did you want? You were making quite a fuss at the door, dear.”

“I wanted...”

The radio blared. Betty wanted her
. She wanted to slide her face against Jasmine's sweet, perfect dark tits, rubbing her pink tongue over those nipples and—

“N-no!”

Jasmine's smile grew. “No what, darling?”

“No.” Betty shook her head. “Just no. I'm sorry. This is all wrong.”

“What's wrong?”

“You!
 You're wrong. Your hair. Let's start there.”

“Oh, lovely.” Jasmine swept the thick locks all to one side, holding them up for examination. “Should I die it, do you think? Mister Powell wasn't convinced, and he is
 a Man, but also, I wondered if my womanly expertise might be able to be used to surprise him. Perhaps if we both
 thought about it—”

“No. That's not what I meant. I mean it's different. Changed. You went to the salon. Did you get...extensions?”

The question was absurd, given the clear change to the rest of Jasmine's body. But it was all that Betty could come up with. Heat crawled up from her needy cunt, spreading outward all over her body. Every moment she had to hold in a moan, knowing that she had kissed Jasmine before.

Knowing she could kiss Jasmine again.

“Extensions?”

“F-for your hair.”

“Of course not, dear. Does it look longer? It must be how I’m wearing it.”

“That can’t be. That doesn’t make any—”

The radio blared suddenly, hot static seeping into Betty’s thoughts. She paused, waiting for the cacophony to end, but as she did, she listened. There was a voice in the static, or a tune. Something hot and juicy, waiting for her to uncover it...

“I’d like to...look over the plans, again.” She gulped. “I mean...no.” She was caught in a thought cycle. “I want to know what happened
 to you last night.”

Her knees knocked together slightly. Hot, spreading juices began to leak from her pussy. God
, but she needed to fuck!

“Oh, I’m sorry, dear,” said Jasmine, coolly ignoring the second question. “But I don’t have any truffles from Cora today. She must be preoccupied. I walked by earlier, and I think Mister Vance is trying to put twins in her.”

“That’s...that’s not how that works. You can’t just fuck someone pregnant until they’re pregnant with more.” Her voice became small. “Can you?”

She felt more aroused than scared. Could
 someone? Could Lane do that? To her?

No. She didn't want kids. She tried to remember how she didn't want kids. It was hard to remember why. A woman's pregnant body was so beautiful...

“I wouldn’t know, dear. I’m not a scientist or anything smart like that.”

“I...you’re a scholar
, Jasmine! It’s your job to study! To question!” She shook her head. “And anyway I just wanted to talk about what happened. Not eat truffles.”

“Is that why you looked so disappointed when I said I didn’t have any?”

“They are
 very good.” She huffed. “Can we talk about how your appointment went anyway?”

“I’m sorry, love. But I am really busy making food.”

For the first time, Betty noticed all the cooking utensils and pans out. She was baking. Some sort of chocolate. It smelled heavenly. She hadn't noticed earlier because her eyes had been glued to Jasmine's sumptuous tits.

“I actually did
 want to speak with you about that,” said Jasmine, putting her hands on her hips. “However did you make all of your Husband's already?”

“My husband's what?”

She noticed her own voice lacked the inherent capitalization of Jasmine's.

“His food
, dear. You did
 make him meals for today, didn't you?”

“Well...no. I was too tired. I was up all night. Waiting for a text from you.”

Jasmine was shocked. “Really? Are you trying to get a divorce
?”

“I...of course not.” The thought harmed her, physically. She felts stabs of pain constricting around her heart at the notion. Anger filled her, trying to fight the bad feeling away. “I don't see what the big deal is. Most of the time I make him food. Today I didn't. What are you making that’s so great?”

“Fudge, dear.” She held up a chocolate-covered spoon. “Want a lick?”

Betty truly did.

“And there’s that, too! You keep calling me ‘dear!’ You never used to call me that. You’re starting to sound like one of...one of them
. One of the bimbos in this town?”

“I’m so sorry, dear. What should I call you?” She caught herself, licking minutely at the chocolate spoon in her hands. “There I go again. So sorry, de—love.”

Betty felt her anger rising. A furious argument welled up inside of her, prepared entirely to put Jasmine in her place and sort out this whole mess. But as soon as she raised her voice to speak, the radio blared wildly.

And then, there was nothing for a while.

When her thoughts returned, she and Betty were in the kitchen, arranging food.

She stopped suddenly, right in the middle of chopping up a strawberry. Her hands felt guided by some other force. A little scared, she dropped the knife down.

“Wh-what are we doing?”

“You’re helping me make a fruit salad for your husband later tonight, dear. And I’m chatting with you happily.” Jasmine shot her a winning smile, utterly sincere.

“Oh.”

“Now, you were just telling me about how you were thinking about committing yourself to being a housewife?”

“I...” Betty shook her head. She set the knife down and held her palm to her forehead. “I was?”

“Yes, dear, of course you were.” Jasmine nodded, enthused. “I heard you.”

Betty could tell Jasmine was being completely honest. Whatever had changed about her, adding layers of guile was not one of them.

“But why would I say that? I don’t want that.” Betty held her head for a moment. The thought, whether she wanted it or not, made her body crawl with arousal. Be a housewife. Do your Husband right
. “D-do you think I should do that?”

Jasmine stopped, placing a delicately manicured finger to her mouth. “Well, let’s see. What would you be doing instead?”

“Writing, of course.” Betty struggled to sound sincere. “I mean I’d love to be protesting, social justice warrior, raaah.” She laughed, and then the laugh turned into a fit of strangely happy giggles.

“But you’re not writing right now?”

“No,” she admitted.

“And you’re taking care of Lane?”

“Well, yes. He’s forgetting to eat. I have to.”

“Then doesn’t that make you something of a housewife? And if you’re something
 of a housewife, doesn’t that just make you a housewife, full stop?”

Betty didn’t like this conversation. So, she changed it to something she felt she had the moral high ground on. She came her to check in on Jasmine—to communicate that Jasmine had changed
. Why was it so damn hard to keep talking about how gorgeous her friend had become?

“I’m worried about you, Jasmine.”

“Oh?” Jasmine raised a lovely eyebrow. “Whatever for, darling?”

“Jasmine, it’s just that, you look...”

“Yes?” she waited, expectant. Then, suddenly, a frown formed on her face. “Oh dear. Do these heels clash with the rest of my outfit?”

The heels did not clash. They magnified.

Jasmine looked as if she had dropped close to twenty pounds around her waist since yesterday. The resulting weight had been re-arranged, thickening her ass and plumping her tits, with firm, toned musculature to match. She was positively gorgeous.

There was so much to focus on. Betty mentioned the first thing she could manage to say.

“Your tits. They look like they’re...like they’re growing.”

“Do you think so? Here, feel them.”

Unceremoniously, she placed her tits right into Betty’s hands. They were warm. Plump. Firm. And just beyond those nipples, somehow Betty already knew, there was just a reservoir of milk to be used. Drunk up. Slurped down.

It was in the chocolate, she realized dimly. Somehow—even without evidence—she knew that was true. There was milk in the chocolate. Hot, lactated delicious milk straight from the breasts of goddesses in all the food she'd had since she'd come to this town.

Her body felt weak, hot. The sensation was familiar and heavy.

It was sort of like what she felt when she had a mouthful of cum—like Lane’s cum. God, if only Lane would let her slurp on his cock all day long, giggling and moaning in little lingerie outfits, maybe pop a kiddo inside her belly if she was extra good...

“Betty?” Jasmine stepped back. “You were...you were rubbing my nipples.”

“Oh.” Betty cleared her throat. “Sorry.”

The radio blared once again, the static filling the air. Jasmine didn’t seem to notice, humming beautifully as she went back to work.

Betty was terribly turned on. She had to get out of there.

Fingeryourselfintosubmissionintolovingobediencefingerfingerfingerthatcuntsogoodsowetsoeasyjustfingeritfingerthatcuntdoitdoit

Arms waving, trying to touch anything but her own roiling hot body, she fled the house.

* * * * *

Something strange was happening in this town, that was for certain. But Lane wasn't entirely sure he minded.

He had an assistant, Ashley. She was begging for his cock.

Tall, blond, empty-headed, and totally obedient, she was everything Betty was not. It felt like that was done on purpose. Her skirts got higher every day. She seemed more comfortable the less clothes she wore.

Every time he saw her, her thighs were wet. She always seemed to need something from the lowest cabinets in his office, down on her hands and knees, flashing her neon panties to him as she spent minutes and minutes searching.

There were other things. Not every man in the world was supposed to have some gorgeous, submissive breeding bimbo waiting for him hand and foot. And yet...that's how this town was run.

And Betty was more and more obsessed with sex by the day. She was so nervous last night that she had stroked him off six times. He was only conscious for three of those, but she had told him. There was desire in her voice. Awe.

He asked a co-worker, Jenkins, about it—but he was just told that he would find out soon enough what it was all for. How good it was.

Six times he had cum last night—and yet he watched his secretary Ashley, and he felt like he could cum six more. Was that right?

He couldn't remember what was right. Was it right that he kept eating and eating, and only gained muscle mass? All his baby fat and paunch had turned into hard, sculpted muscle without even a single workout.

Yesterday, he caught Ashley drooling as he did a few impromptu push-ups in his office. She had to excuse herself to the bathroom. The whole floor heard her orgasmic screams.

Though, in this office, orgasmic screams were pretty regular. Lane, right away, got used to walking in on eager blowjob sessions, hot mating ruts, and disastrously hot facefucking sessions with all the spare office tail that floated through this place.

Jenkins had told him that new girls rotated in every forty days. That he should live it up with Ashley while he could. Afterward, the girls got sent out to new clients. Broken in fully as the service creatures they were.

Lane knew, dimly, that all of this was not right. This wasn't how the world was.

But looking at Ashley's dripping hot cunt, on display as she fruitlessly searched for a file that he made up for her to “find,” he couldn't help but start to wonder if this was how the world ought
 to be.

In the late afternoon, he was called to a meeting in Castle's office. He was surprised—almost no one got to meet Castle, and certainly not this early in the stages of employment.

When he arrived in the office, it was dark, a single spotlight on a chair in the middle. Ashley had followed him in. She pushed him down on the chair, and unzipped his pants.

Lane didn't fight it. He'd wanted this for far too long now. Days. He assumed that she had arranged this somehow, that her lust had overtaken her.

Her mouth on his already-hard, precum-dripping cock was warm, soft, and wet. Not as good as Betty's, but still good.

Then, a light clicked on at the other end of the office. There was a woman beneath it—the most gorgeous woman Lane had ever seen.

“My name is Lilah,” she purred. Everything she said was a purr. Long chestnut hair. Gorgeous breasts encased brilliantly in a tight mockery of a business suit, complete with tall, tall shining red heels and flashing sparkly nylons.

“Guh,” said Lane.

Ashley was doing a number on his cock. Between her efforts and Lilah's beauty, his cognition had basically shut down. Well, all of that, plus the massive overdose of testosterone and pheromones that his system had been subjected to for the last several days.

Lilah smiled. It was like watching a master painting in action. He felt weak in the knees. If he wasn't sitting, he would have collapsed. 

“I know, darling.” She approached slow. Every strut forward was like watching the universe begin. “It's so hard to think about anything else, isn't it? Anything but my words. My wants. My thoughts. Isn't that right?”

“Y-yes, Lilah.” His voice was weak.

Ashley was doing a terrific job. He had come twice, already. Once when he saw Lilah, and once when she called him “darling.”

Somehow, he was still hard.

Not somehow
. No. That was wrong. He knew why he was still hard. He was looking at a goddess. Of course he was hard as a rock. He would be forever, so long as she kept unleashing that hot glare at him.

She came very close, stroking his face. “I need you to listen to me, Lane.”

Uncontrollably, he came again—the combination of his name being spoken by this beauty and the touch of her on his face was too much. Ashley gleefully moaned as she took it all down.

Yes. Listen. He should listen.

“Yes,” he breathed.

“Wonderful. Here's what you deserve, Lane darling.” She unbuttoned her jacket and blouse, ripping them open and revealing the full gorgeousness of her exposed breasts. “Here's what you deserve.”


His orgasm began, looking with wide eyes at those perfect, exposed breasts.

And she spoke to him for hours, detailing everything that he had earned as a Man—as a Husband. And Lane drank it all in eagerly.

He knew no one as beautiful as Lilah would say anything but the truth.

* * * * *

Lane arrived home in the late afternoon, near four o'clock. Castle believed in giving his employees plenty of time at home.

After the blistering hot session with Jasmine, Betty had finished fingering her pussy, the first time, only about thirty seconds after re-entering her house.

The second, third, fourth, and fifth times finished up in half-hour successions after that. After each time, she promised herself it was the last, but then she would remember the soft shape of Jasmine’s nipples through her apron, and the luscious turn of her breasts, and her body would go insane
 with lust, and the radio blared its static...

At any rate, she had finished up cumming about a half-hour before Lane arrived home. More important than her own orgasms, she knew, was that he know that dinner was coming soon. She popped in her ear buds and started in on another episode of the Womaniac podcast. She hadn't been able to download any new ones lately—so weird—so she had resigned herself to listening to old episodes.

Betty did her honest best to listen to the host, Lisa Bangor, with sincerity. But somehow, everything she was saying about equal rights, fair pay, and all of that rang false to her.

When Lane arrived, they exchanged quick pleasantries—Lane’s hands crawling possessively all over Betty—before she pulled away. His touch was...rough. Mean, even. She supposed she deserved it some—she was dressed hot, in a tiny blue dress that she didn't even know she had. Her heels were modest, just three inches high, but still did an admirable job of showing off her behind and the length of her legs. The dress scooped down low to display her cleavage—which was becoming more and more substantial lately.

He just needed to calm down. She could do that for him. Drool lingered in her mouth as she eyed his thick bulge through his pants, imagining taking the whole evening to calm her man down. 

“I’ve got something for you,” he said, searching through his pockets.

As he did, he mindlessly turned the radio back on. Then, on the island counter, he placed a card from the Happy Hair Salon with an appointment time written on it.

“They sent it to me today as a reminder for you.”

She scoffed. “I’m not
 going there. I’ve already canceled my appointment.”

“Yeah,” he nodded. “They don’t really take cancellations. Especially since it’s Mrs. Castle who runs the place, and we’re going to dinner at their house later this week.”

“We’re doing what
?” She shook her head. “I’m not
 doing that.”

Lane straightened.

“It’s very, very important, Betty. Do you know how many men get asked to go to Mister Castle’s house? Directly to his house? Hell, he doesn’t even come to the office anymore. He leaves that to his underlings. All the real stuff, all the good
 shit goes on at his house
. It's like a...a what-do-you-call-it.” Lane was good with words, normally. He had to be, given his job as a copywriter. “It's a celebration thing, because of this new employee retreat they're sending me on tomorrow. When it's complete, the last step is eating with Mister Castle and his wives.”

He was throwing so much information at her at once. It was so fucking hard to keep up. Why couldn't her little precious good girl mind keep up with all his big man words? Fuck.

And why did it turn her on so much to imagine his intellect and his entire being as so much more powerful than anything she could ever manage?

Wait—did he say wives?


But Lane kept talking. “You can’t just let me go alone. He’ll know something is up. Family is so important to him..”

His eyes had taken a zealous shine.

Betty, summoning all her strength, pulled what she could recall from the Womaniac podcast. “I can’t help it if I don’t care about family like that.”

“Maybe you should. I do.”

“What does that mean?”

His face darkened. “It means that I’m doing all the work around here, Betty, and you’re not pulling your fucking weight that much, are you?”

“Lane!”

She wanted to argue. She'd been making him food!

But that was what a wife was supposed
 to do, she thought instantly, and so she couldn't really count that. The radio crackled static.

“No, shut up.” Lane held up a hand. “I’m serious. Listen to me. All the money we have is mine. All the prestige, all the respectability? It comes from me. My work. Not from what you do. You won’t even make me a baby
, Betty.”

“We agreed that wasn't important! I’m working on my career
.”

“Your career.” His minute head-shake was crushing. So dismissive. “What a career. Humiliations for all. And now you’re writing.
”

“That’s right. I’m writing.”

“So, where’s your fucking novel? Have you even written a word?”

“Writing...takes time, and I haven’t been inspired, and there’s something happening
 with this town...”

“Something happening? What?” He was impatient. “What the hell are you talking about?”

Almost she told him. Almost she revealed everything. But it sounded so ludicrous in her head. The radio poured out another long, low wave of static. Something pressed
 into her thoughts, letting her know how stupid it was to even begin saying it.


He won’t believe you. No one will believe you. It’s no use talking about it
.

But he had
 to believe her, didn’t he? There were all these changes. Cora’s brains had emptied out from her like they were liquid and she had been turned on one ear. Jasmine had lost probably close to one hundred pounds in less than a month and was suddenly a tall, caramel-skinned bombshell fit to wear lingerie down a runway. And Betty herself...

Her hair was growing. Her boobs were more sensitive, and felt indeed like they were swelling as well. Her thoughts were fuzzy all the time, and there was all this delicious food that she couldn’t stop eating no matter how hard she tried, and yet all the same she only seemed to be getting into better
 shape.

And Lane
. Fuck, he was a stud
 these days. So ripped and strong. He had been average of body before, but now he could be on the cover of a magazine with his ripped, hot abs and big biceps. She'd had to fix his suit soon so he could keep wearing it. Tailoring was such an important skill for a Wife.

Start small, she thought. Lead him into it. Build up a storm of logic so undeniable that even this man, this stubborn beautiful man in all his wonderful masculine glory, would have to cede just for an instant his enormity of authority to his Wife.

If such a thing were even possible. Was it?

But before she fully processed those doubts, she spoke anyway. “It’s...my hair,” she started weakly. God, she sounded so dumb and ditzy. “It’s all...longer now.”

He rolled his eyes. “Hair grows, Betty. You’ll remember that from all the other times it’s happened in your life since you were born.”

She shook her head, trying to be firm. “No, this is different
. It’s thicker than it usually is. And it’s growing fast
. I’ve grown two inches since yesterday
.” She pulled out the locks, trying to let him feel.

He did, but soon his touch progressed down her ear, and then her neck. She moaned at the intimate touching. How long since they had fucked? At least a day. Too long. They were young and in love and were a married couple and ought to be fucking nonstop, shouldn’t they?

“It does
 feel nice,” he said. His hand pushed around her neck, grasping there softly. “Your skin feels soft, too.”

“I...yes.” She nodded, excited now, though she couldn’t say for sure that it was only because he was agreeing. His hands were so warm and strong. “It’s too
 soft. And my thinking is all...fuzzy and stuff...”

Her words trailed away as his fingers traveled down the notches of her spine. “Fuzzy, hmm? Are you sure you’re not just drunk?”

“No!” She stamped her foot in frustration, though she breathed more than exclaimed the word. God, his touch had an effect
. “It’s...you’re...this isn’t fair.”

“I’ll tell you what’s not fair, Betty. Your body isn’t fair. I want it. And I want you to give it to me. I want you to use your body to give me a baby. And this hard-on I’ve got isn’t fair. How about that?”

“You have a hard-on?” Her voice was tinged with heavy, dosed arousal.

Her concerns and arguments suddenly spirited away, like a sandcastle built in the rising tide. Her Man had a hard cock. That was a responsibility of hers. She had to take care of him.

“I do.” He nodded. “But you’re fucking pissing me off with all this talk about problems. Concerns. Hair too long. Skin too soft.”

He tsked, increasing the pressure on her throat.

“You’re bitching about being prettier for me. About being a nice little trophy like I should have once in a while. Why the fuck should I let you touch my cock?” He shook his head. “We're going on this retreat. Gregory and I. It's for new hires. I was going to let you fuck me tonight before I left. But I guess you don't want that.”

A soft, angry little howl rose in her throat. That wasn’t fair
. She was his Wife
. She was the one who got
 his cock.

The radio blared.

Unless you make him find someone else for the job by not being a good girl.

Good girls never make a man stray.


Good girls never complain
.

The rightness of the thoughts in her head—how totally correct their assessment was of her—couldn’t be pushed away

“P-please. Lane. I’m sorry. I am. Just...don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t have a hard cock just...just right there
 and not let me help it for you. Please? It’s not fair. It’s cruel. Please? Let me stroke it, baby? Suck it? Just give you a little handjob, at least? You know how bad I want to suck you off. So please just let me stroke it and give you a nice cum, please? Just so you can cum? You’ll still be...still be punishing me. Like I deserve.”

His smile was slight. “By not
 letting you suck my cock, I’m punishing you?”

She nodded, her hand unimpeded now on his bulge, stroking its thickness through his pants.

The softness of her hand had the desired effect. Slowly, his hand retreated from her neck. She missed it already—that hot choking presence controlling her like that, dominating her breathing.“Go on, stroke me.”

With a long, feverish moan, soon, his cock was out of his pants and in her hands.

God, he was so big.
 When had he gotten so big? Her eyes filled with awe. Drool dripped down her puffy lips, landing in soft, warm, lubricating droplets on the massive shaft.

She stroked eagerly, her big eyes staring up at him. She could make him happy—so, so happy. Couldn't he see that? So happy.

“You’re going to that appointment,” he said. “You’re going if you want to lick up my cum.”

She whimpered. There was something wrong
 about doing that...so, so wrong...but his cock...oh god, his cock!

“Okay. O-okay!”

He pushed her down then, some relief entering his face. She had relieved
 him. Oh, goody!

“Take it then,” he grunted, bumping the head against her cheeks. Long precum trails smeared across her face. “Take my cum, you cunt. Take it all.”

She squealed with delight. Now with his permission, she jacked his cock off right into her face, stroking with all the ferocity and frequency she could manage.

His breathing became shallow, his grunts more guttural. The heavy balls he possessed—so proud and thick—retracted ever-so-slightly as his eruption was loaded all the way.

And then finally—mercifully—all of Betty's dreams came true at once. He came directly into her face, the spray going everywhere. It landed over her nose, her forehead. Her cheeks and her lips. She caught every last spurt of cum that she could with her lips and tongue, much of it shooting directly into the back of her throat. Thick, heavy goo ran down her chin and neck and into her tits.

“T-thank you, Husband,” she moaned. Soft feelings of bliss ran over her body.

She meant it—she was truly thankful he had sprayed his load all over her face and tits. But now, she had to keep her word. She had to go to the Happy Hair Salon.

* * * * *

The following day, Betty waited in a chair at the Happy Hair Salon.

“Drink your milk, dear.”

Henrietta stood over Betty, hands patiently gathered in front of her incredible bosom. Betty had been miles away, thinking of Lane and his blow up yesterday. He’d always been such a mild-mannered man. Now he yelled and raged like some barbarian.

It was kind of hot, even if it scared her. All that passion. She licked her lips.

Maybe Jasmine was right. Maybe it was her fault. Maybe she really wasn’t being much of a wife to him lately. She couldn’t really point to any particular action or habit that proved that she was actually trying
.

The milk in her hands had been there for more than ten minutes. Henrietta stood over her, like an angel clothed all in white, looking down with some pity in her sparkling dark eyes. Betty hadn’t known it, but she’d been in breathing in deep the heady scent of the milk, placing the cup just beneath her nose.

“S-sorry?” Betty asked, looking at Henrietta now.

“Your milk, love. You should drink it. All of it. It will help. It's from Lilah and Evelyn's special stock. A special
 mixture.”

Betty nodded. Henrietta’s voice carried such authority
 with her. Those huge, massive tits she had. She was such a symbol of fertile, hot maternity. It was impossible to deny her.

She drank the milk down, and the glass dropped to the floor.

“O-oh...” Betty said, lamely clutching after it, far too late.

Her fingers felt weak. Her entire body
 felt weak, as a matter of fact. Another girl, a beautiful redhead, picked it up.

Henrietta stroked her hair, smiling gently. “Don’t you worry about that, love. It will all be taken care of. Don’t you worry for a single second. You shouldn’t ever have to worry at all. You’re a woman, after all. Women don’t worry. We leave all that heavy lifting for men.”

“M...men?”

“Yes, dear. You’re just a girl. Just a silly, sexy little girl. You don’t have to think at all.”

Betty tried to protest. “But...but I want
 to think.”

“Whatever for? Where has that gotten you? Can you honestly say you’re happy, Betty? Silly Betty. Sexy Betty. Seductive Betty.”

There was no time to answer. Henrietta leaned in and kissed her on the lips, lingering there for several moments. Maybe several minutes. Telling time was becoming something of a difficult prospect. She knew that for the longest time she felt a tongue in her mouth. When her eyes peaked open one time, it was clearly Henrietta’s face pressed against hers. All that gorgeous dark, smoky hair. But then she opened her eyes again, and it was the redhead, so cute and eager. Close eyes, open again, and Henrietta was there, and there were magical fingers dancing along Betty’s nipples and clit, encouraging hot feelings of ecstasy to develop in her electric body. A helmet of some kind fit down over her head.

“Shall we strap her in?” the redhead asked, kissing at Henrietta's neck.

“I don’t think that will be necessary.” Henrietta shook her head. “Will it, Betty?”

Betty moaned in response, trying to clear her head. She shook her head one way, slowly, and then the other.  She saw the redhead and Henrietta begin to kiss wildly, seemingly forgetting about their “client.”

Strange thoughts began to fill her. That she should just—

—obey—

—not do anything but obey and serve—

—and love and please—

—and be pretty and sexy—

—empty head for a full life—

—empty head—

—for a full life—

—a full life needs—

—an empty head—

—empty—

Empty...

“N-no...” she squirmed in the seat. “No!”

With a sudden burst of strength, she stood up, tossing the helmet off, and rushed away. Henrietta and the redhead remained behind, only stopping their intense make out session when they noticed the door slamming upon Betty's exit.

* * * * *

Cora shopped happily at a sexy little lingerie store on Main Street.

Passion Heights was a sight indeed. There were no men about—at least, none simply walking from place to place on errands. There were one or two police officers who were men, but they were flanked by other “police officers” in tight dark-blue shorts and cleavage-baring button-ups with badges hung upside down or sideways. Still more men manned the shops, shamelessly flirting and touching the women who arrived, who in turn shamelessly flirted and touched right back. Cora loved it there.

She was going to a dinner tonight with her Husband, and dinners were so important. It was where a Wife got to show off to other men and women what a perfectly darling trophy she was.

There just had
 to be something lovely for her to wear underneath her new gown. She was lovely—and her man, her preciously perfect Man—deserved to see her in hot new underthings all the time. She couldn’t afford to bore him, ever.

The store had bright, open windows, allowing anyone to look right in and see the sexy denizens of Passion Heights as they shopped for lingerie. And Cora could look out onto the street, too.

Was that...Betty?

It sort
 of looked like Betty. If Betty had bigger tits, longer legs, shinier skin, and a dumb-as-nails empty-eyed look on her face. She wore a tiny blue silk robe, walking up on her tip-toes, swaying this way and that on the concrete.

Hendrick, the town drunk, approached her. Cora wasn’t sure why a place like Passion Heights even tolerated a drunk like Hendrick, but she supposed that every town had to have its sordid side. If Hendrick was as bad as that sordid side got, then they weren’t too poorly off.

He was a drunk, and an enormous one, never spending a single day sober. But he dressed well—always walking through town in a fine suit (and a dark trench coat, if it were cold outside)—and he was rather complimentary of the women he saw.

Why, earlier that day, he had even told Cora that she had a killer pair of tits. She smiled and thanked him, and he said that her smile was nearly as gorgeous as her rack. So yes, a perfectly polite man, with perfect manners, just without a job or a woman of his own.

A bit sad, really.

She watched as Hendrick approached Betty, probably saying something about the size of her tits.

Betty stopped when he spoke, her head tilting, like a dog who was hearing the voice of its owner. Her eyes were totally blank. Several drips of drool splashed down to her half-naked tits.

Hendrick grabbed her tit. Cora gasped. It was unheard of for a man to touch another man’s woman—and Betty most certainly
 was someone’s woman. She was a Wife
.

But Betty didn’t draw away. Instead, her eyes seemed to roll back up in her head, and she shook in a spasming, seizure-like fashion.

She was orgasming, Cora realized. Her own panties felt wet. Damp trails gathered at the bottom edge of the lace, little droplets of feminine lust spreading down her shiny thighs.

Cora watched as Betty dropped to her knees. It was impossible to tell if she did so on her own or if Hendrick pushed her there.

What was clear, however, was that Hendrick was the one to take his cock out. It was already hard. He was an older man, his length looked gnarled but thick from Cora’s distance. She felt her lips glistening softly as she continued to lick her lips.

A few other girls in the store had gathered at other positions in the window, watching. Licking their own lips. Their own soft trails of lust sliding down their thighs.


We're all such good girls here in Passion Heights,
 thought Cora.

Hendrick didn’t force himself on Betty, though. He just showed her kneeling form his cock. It was Betty, eyes still empty and dazed, who grabbed Hendrick's cock and shoved his full length into her throat. She stared up at him with that empty, vacant gaze, nothing in her head but lust.

Cora had to...had to do something. Betty was her friend. What if Hendrick got it in his head to take her home? That wouldn’t do. No, not at all.

She took out her cell phone from her purse. It was tiny and framed inside of a pink plastic kitten.

“Hello, Henrietta?” she paused, enjoying the silky thrill of the gorgeous woman’s voice. “Yes, it’s Cora. It’s so lovely to speak with you as well. Listen, I was curious if you were looking for Betty? Yes, the new Betty. Well, it’s just that I’ve seen her here on the street in front of Lydia’s Love Palace...oh yes, the sale is
 terrific. Spend two hundred dollars and get a free hair pin? Lovely.”

She waited, listening to Henrietta drone for a moment.

“Yes, I’ll make sure she doesn’t go anywhere. She seems rather attached to Mister Hendrick’s cock at the moment. Yes, that Mister Hendrick. Oh, I’m sure he doesn’t know she’s married. She looks rather out of it. I think she may be drunk
.”

Henrietta hung up on her, thanking her for the call.

Yes, perhaps that was what happened. Betty had gotten drunk. Perhaps dismayed that she wasn’t being a very good Wife to her Husband.

Cora knew about that, of course. Everyone knew about it. Jasmine had told Cora, and Cora told others. That’s just how it was. It took a village to ensure that a Wife was properly obedient, happy, servile, and loving like she ought to be, after all. There had to be accountability, even if every Wife in town had to gather around a girl and give her advice as she went down on her Man’s thick, perfect rod.

That was just called being a good neighbor, wasn’t it?

Betty still had her throat full of Hendrick's cock. When he came, it was visible—spraying all over Betty's face and down her hot throat.

Oh, dear. Lane wouldn't like that. Not at all
.

Cora walked outside, about to call on Betty herself—but then a small black hatchback rolled up and two men in suits gathered up Betty and rushed her inside the car. The driver—someone Cora had never seen anymore—waved merrily to her.

“You made the call to Henrietta?”

“Yes. I'm Cora. Is she all right?” Cora simpered. “She's my neighbor.”

The driver smiled. “Don’t you worry, Cora. You’ve been a good girl. A good friend. You’ve done everything a good girl should. Go back in and shop. Buy something pretty for your man.”

Cora turned then with a smile on her face. She had been a good girl
. Her friend was fine. She knew it was all true because a man had said so. Now, Cora was going to buy something pretty. Something pretty for her Man.

She was a good girl. The words rang merrily in her head for the rest of the day until her husband fucked them—and every other word she had thought of during the day—directly out of her mind.

* * * * *

When Betty answered the door, Jasmine’s face lit up. She was so thrilled—her friend was alive! She was moving! She was conscious and able to perform actions!

That was so brilliant. Betty looked, in a word, fabulous. Her tall (when had Betty become tall?), busty (when had Betty become busty?) body was poured into a fabulously sexy orange minidress. Little peach-colored gloves were tied on her wrists with tiny silk bows.

Somehow, it was lost on Jasmine that she wore the same outfit, complete with the gloves and the tall, sexy platform heels, only in a subtler yellow shade.

“Hello!” Betty said brightly. “Welcome to the home of Mister Pritchard! I’m Mrs. Pritchard. May I take your coat?”

Jasmine, of course, wasn’t wearing a coat. Her outfit was
 rather skimpy for the weather, but she was trying to look like a beautiful young Wife for her perfectly wonderful Husband, after all.

“I...I don’t have a coat, Betty.”

Her head cocked strangely. “Betty?”

Jasmine studied her friend. It was hard, thinking critically about Betty—she was so fucking pretty. All Jasmine really wanted to do was snuggle up against those huge, new tits and fall asleep for days, minutely sucking a nipple from time to time and feeding on what surely was incredibly delicious milk.

Betty didn't appear to be lactating yet. Jasmine was only doing so slightly—enough for a dose here and there, but nothing serious like Cora. Perhaps neither of them had become pregnant just yet—not like Cora almost certainly was.

Betty’s smile was perfectly crafted. Molded to her face. She stared straight ahead at Jasmine, but also stared through
 her, not recognizing, like some mental patient who had gone through one too many treatments of electroshock therapy.

Before, her friend had always been full of thought. Demands. Accusations. Apologies.

But...no, not now. Now, Betty’s face was empty.

“Betty,” Jasmine tried again. “I—”

“Betty?” The same empty, vacuous tone used, lilting upwards. “Who’s that?”

Jasmine gulped. “Mrs. Pritchard,” she tried. “It’s me, Jasmine. Your neighbor.”

Her eyes latched slowly onto Jasmine’s form, like Velcro slowly adhering itself.

“Oh, Jasmine.” She nodded mechanically. “Of course. Yes. Please come inside.”

Jasmine bit a lip, worried.

The second she entered the house, she heard the radio blaring loud—louder than Betty had ever kept it before. Jasmine had to take a moment, her thoughts stuttering.

She was—

—here to find out what—

—here to help Betty—


—
here to help Betty feel good.

Yes. She nodded slowly. That was the idea. Betty had to feel good. She had been through an ordeal, and her man was still away at that strange retreat for the next day or so. Jasmine's own husband was there. Betty deserved a break.

Wives each other fucked all the time. It was something Jasmine understood intuitively. It was perfectly natural. Perfectly acceptable.

Betty was so hot now. Jasmine could barely contain herself, following Betty's luscious form into the kitchen.

As Betty walked to the fridge, Jasmine slid her hands up Betty’s back and then around her waist. Betty waited, calmly, allowing herself to be touched. When Jasmine’s grip slid over Betty’s tits, Betty moaned and turned. The radio blared, and the two friends kissed hungrily. When Jasmine pulled away after a few moments of intimate, loving tongue-licking and lip-locking, Betty stared back at her with lust alive on her face. It was the first real fire that Jasmine had seen in her friend’s eyes since she had opened the door.

The radio crackled happily.

Then...yes, she was helping, wasn’t she? If that brought Betty’s fire back, then she had
 to kiss her. It was necessary. She couldn’t let her dearest neighbor friend remain some braindead half-animate trophy forever. She had to be fully animate, fully aflame with desire and thoughts and needs and argument, like the old Betty had been!

Jasmine wasn’t very good at encouraging flame, she knew. She simply wasn’t pretty enough to be class-A beauty like Lilah or Cora, no matter how she made Gregory drool at home. But she could do her best. She could act like Betty.

They embraced once more, kissing and moaning against each other's mouths. Jasmine's hands slid up and down the amazing, firm curves of Betty's hot body, loving every second of touching her.

After several minutes of this, mussing one another's hair and make-up, Betty disentangled herself from Jasmine’s grip. Jasmine hid the sound of her disappointment in a tiny mew that was barely audible.

Oh, very well, she thought. That was enough. That was enough for today. A nice, gentle experiment.

Tomorrow, she would come back and try again, maybe talk it over with her Husband if he had returned, see if the two of them could figure out...

“Fuck me?” Betty asked, sliding down to the floor.

Her thighs were sopping wet. She spread out her legs, revealing her tiny lace panties to her friend. Her bare, smooth pussy was easily visible through the wet surface of the panties.

“Oh, dear,” said Jasmine. “I don’t know if we should, Betty. I mean, that’s a lot. That’s a big step, and...”

Betty moaned, hips gyrating upward. “Fuck me? Wanna cum. Fuck, please?”

Her eyes glimmered with low, animal cunning, knowing only that Jasmine had something she wanted.

Jasmine gulped.

It was tempting. On the counter, the radio buzzed and thrummed.


No one would have to know
.

And that thought was combined, with extreme potency, with another:

It’s perfectly acceptable for wives to be friendly and intimate with one another.

And then another thought, striking down on the previous two like a hammer at a forge:

Intimate relations between wives tie a neighborhood together.

“I...I...”

“Fuck me?” Betty asked again, her voice heavier this time. “Fuck me, Jasmine, please? I need you. I truly do, my love. Please...please fuck me...”

That was Betty’s
 voice. Not this pretend “Betty” automaton that Jasmine had been dealing with up until that point. No, that was the real deal, true blue Betty writhing on the floor, needing Jasmine’s attention like she would die without it.

“Oh fuck. Oh god, Betty!” she fell on the floor, and soon the two bimbofied beauties were firmly intertwined on the tile.

The time for making out was long past. They shifted on the floor, their big tits rubbing hot against one another. Jasmine nearly came from that little touch alone. After a moment, her legs wrapped around Betty's head. And at the same time, Betty wrapped her own legs around Jasmine's head. They each were able to push their lacy panties aside with ease—the same kind of panties, just different shades—and slowly started to lick.

They came at the same time. They came right
 away, at the very first knowing lick of their clits. And having started licking and cumming at the same time, their minds quickly emptied of any knowledge of how to do anything but to lick and lick and cum and cum and cum
.

Their bodies vibrated with pleasure against each other, rolling across the expansive kitchen. Jasmine would take several minutes on top, grinding her cunt down onto Betty's face. And then they would switch, and Betty ground down onto Jasmine's face. It was all automatic, just on the edge of consciousness—the only tiny space left for any independent thought before the tsunami of pleasure both women experienced.

After a time, they exhausted themselves. Betty seemed to have gotten it worse than Jasmine. Jasmine, at least, was able to slide upward and take stock.

She didn't quite remember getting up, or placing Betty in her bed, or disrobing her and gently washing her beautiful naked body with a damp washcloth. High from the intense cum session, Jasmine drifted away, the radio crackling and guiding her back home.

She was a good girl, now, and good girls always did the right thing.

* * * * *

Slowly, Betty woke. She was in the bedroom of her house: her man's castle, her private pleasure dungeon. The silk of the sheets there was soft against her skin, but for some reason, she felt like her skin was even softer. Her head was groggy, but strangely clear too, like a long, heavy fog had broken in half from some rather stubborn rays of sunshine.

After a moment, she noticed there was someone else in the room with her. Someone devastatingly gorgeous. Her pussy pulsed slightly just catching a glimpse of her from across the room. Betty slipped off the bed and approached her, slow, and the woman approached too.

She had long, long dark hair. Almost to her ass. It was bright and shiny, thick. A thousand tumbles and locks framed her tiny, perfectly formed frame. The kind of hair a woman could pile up over one shoulder and strike a long, disastrously sexy pose with. It looked heavy
.

Her breasts were large, buoyant. Easily D cups, probably E cups. A tiny, muscular waist leading into wide dancer’s hips. Child-rearing hips. Pregnancy-ready hips. Betty felt her mouth water slightly. The curve of those hips was tantalizing. She wanted this woman. Right away, she wanted her.

She reached up a hand to wave hello, and the woman did as well—mirroring Betty's actions exactly.

The realization approached her slowly. Like some tidal wave of molasses, ready to cover her entirely in the sugary, sweet truth that would taste so delicious as it drowned her.

It was her. The woman wasn't across the room. She was in the mirror against the wall. The woman, that beautiful woman that Betty would do anything to fuck...it was her. She could recognize her face beneath the heavy glamour. Her eyes, their natural color intensified. The shape of lips puffy and glistening wet.

Fear throttled her body. Someone had changed her. They had changed all
 of her, and quickly too. There was no escaping the truth anymore.

She had to leave. Get out of here. Get out of this house. This town. This entire fucking state,
 holy shit, look
 at her! She was a fucking...a fucking...

“Bimbo,” she said quietly.

Just saying the word made her pulse quicken. Her own voice, so soft and velvet-smooth, was impossible to deny. It was impossible even to just keep it inside of herself. “I’m a bimbo,” she said again.

The force of those words, combined with her own devastatingly hot reflection, and the silky-smooth tones she used, made her pussy leak hot arousal.

“Bimbo, bimbo,” she said, biting one lip. “They turned me into a bimbo girl. A hot bimbo babe. A magnificent little bimbo...bimbo slut...”

Her fingers slid up one thigh. The texture of her skin so impossibly smooth. She didn’t think she would ever have to shave again, or even wax. How was that possible? How could they do all this? What were they using
?

As she considered, her fingers drifted higher up on her body. Pulse quickening more. The more blood that pumped through her body, the more her nipples became erect—and the more erect they were, the more the air in the house shifted against them. They were like little horny-radar antennas, picking up anything at all to ping deep, heavy desire back to Betty's brain.

Her fingers drifted right above her clit. All she needed was just one...just one good cum. Just one hot little good girl bimbo cum and then she could concentrate and get out of there...

No!

No. She couldn’t. She grabbed a sheet from the bed and tossed against the mirror, taking care not to brush her erect nipples against the surface. That would be too much for her. Almost anything was too much now.

As quickly as she could, she got dressed. What she wanted to wear was pants and a tee shirt. But pants were...complicated. She picked up a pair from her closet and suddenly could not remember how to put them on. She tried one way and then the other, taking five minutes just to realize she had them on only over one arm.

How had they gotten so difficult?

It was the same problem when she tried instead to start with a tee-shirt. The neck-hole just wasn’t thick enough to go over her newly-endowed hips without stretching it. Stretching a piece of clothing on purpose seemed suddenly obscene to her.

And you did put on tight tee-shirts starting from the feet, right?

Right?

Her brain felt fuzzy. God, she was a girl
, she was supposed to be good
 at clothes.

So. She had to wear a dress.

She managed to find a relatively sterile white dress with large, happy yellow buttons running down the front. It wasn't hers—none of the clothes in the closet were clothes she remembered having. It didn't matter. She didn't know why, but it didn't. All the clothes were so pretty. On the dress she had now, the line of buttons stopped midway across her hefty cleavage, exposing a daring line of globular flesh, and the hemline stopped at her knees, but at least it was clothing. And, even better, she didn’t need to cum just from seeing herself in the pale reflection in the window. That was something.

Control. She had it. No one could take it from her.

Next, she packed. She did it blindly, on autopilot. It had to be quick. When was Lane coming back from his retreat? How long had her brain been on vacation? God, she didn't even know what day
 it was.

Her mind drifted, thinking to what Lane might think of her being gone.

Oh, Lane. He wouldn’t understand. He was a good man. A really
, really good man. A good Man
. She was lucky to have him. The thought of his body, his hard hands, his rugged jaw, his large shoulders just made her tremble with desire.

Had a woman ever had a more perfect Husband than Betty?

Her thoughts drifted for several minutes—maybe an hour. Finally, though, she became aware of her surroundings again.

She was in the kitchen. Looking down, she saw that she stood over the cutting board. Her slightly-distorted reflection in the LCD screen on the fridge showed a blissed-out smile. The radio crackled in a friendly manner, like fire burning on a log.

On the counter were sandwiches. Instead of a bug-out bag to leave the city, she had made expertly crafted bite-sized club sandwiches on a fanciful dinner plate, complete with multi-colored toothpicks.

What the fuck was she going to do with sandwiches?

Terrified and frustrated, she tried to upend the plate and toss it against the wall. The radio suddenly blared loudly, and she stumbled in place, strange little jazz-feet kicking out in her preposterous heels.

When her brain came back to herself, she noticed that instead of tossing the plate against the wall, she had finished carefully manicuring the last sandwich with a bit of mustard and arranged all twelve little snacks in a spiral fashion.

They were on a tray, ready to serve Lane when he arrived home.

Her Man would be so happy when he saw how hard she was trying, she thought slowly. He would fill right up. His tummy so full. She would be the one to make sure he would get so big and strong. Muscles as dense as iron would grow on his arms and chest and legs, and she would run her hot little tongue over all of them as her pregnant belly dragged behind her...

The front door opened. It was Lane.

“Babe? They told me they'd finished with you...you home?”

Panic struck again. If she saw Lane even for an instant, if she saw her handsome, devilishly perfect Man, she would lose all composure. She ran for the key dish, grabbed her keys, and skipped out to the garage.

Or, she tried
 to. While she had
 grabbed her keys, she also had picked up the tray of sandwiches, walked happily to the entry way, and smiled merrily as she greeted her Husband.

“Welcome home
, darling.” She held up the tray. “Are you hungry?”

“Oh, hey love.” He smiled. “What’s happening?”

There was a thick, heavy silence between them, a pause that was as pregnant as she knew Lane wanted to make her. His eyes focused on the keys in her hand. “Are you going somewhere, sweetie?”

“Y-yes...” she said softly. Her voice wouldn’t dare to go above a breathy whisper. He was her Husband. She had to show respect
. “I wanted to see...to see my sister...in Florida.”

“Florida?” he laughed. “That’s on the other side of the country, love. And you don’t even like it down there.”

Yes she did. Yes, she did!
 She loved it there. She loved the hot, messy swamps, the humidity that clung to your body like a desperate lover, the strange locals and the old tales and the falling down buildings and—

“You’re right,” she said. Her hand came down, keys dangling. “I’m sorry, Husband. I don’t know what’s come over me.”

She really didn’t.  He stepped forward and grabbed a sandwich.

“Hey now.” He munched happily. His forearms throbbed with strength. “These are yummy. Good job, doll.”

Her heart sang from the praise. She had made
 something—made something for her Man
. For even with as incredibly attractive as she was, even though in a normal city, she would be hounded by the richest and most well-connected men for years just to give them a smile, in her home at that moment she was utterly and totally dependent on his approval.

He took the tray and set it down on the entry table. “We can finish these later, okay? We've got something to do.”

“We do?”

He dropped his pants slowly. “It's time to really make sure you're in this marriage, Betty. Married people are supposed to do one thing above all. Mister Castle says so.” His voice took on a low, thuggish ring. He had graduated top in his class at an ivy league school. “So I'm gonna get you pregnant.”

That both panicked and excited Betty terribly. She struggled, her feet sliding this way and that on the tile. A thought, random and hopeful, occurred to her suddenly.

“Lane, wait.” She licked her lips. “I...you promised. You said...”

It was hard to talk. There was too much drool her in her mouth. Hot, ready saliva formulated specifically to wrap around her husband’s needy cock. She could see
 it now. So hard and ready—just from the sight of her. The sight of his wife
. The saliva was thick and warm, spreading down her chin and resting in her newly-minted cleavage.

“What did I say, Betty?”

“If I was...if I didn’t like it here, you would...” it was hard to form words. Her saliva was so thick and ready. “...cock.”

“What’s that, love?”

She gave up. She gave in. It was no use fighting anymore. Her desire was too great. All she wanted to be was his good little fuckwifeslave. His sexy good girl servant who adored his cock all day and made him the happiest, luckiest man in the world.

“C-cock. I need your cock. P-please...”

“Okay,” he stroked her face. Betty shuddered in arousal. “But you have to behave from now on. Can you be my good girl, Betty? Can you be my little princess?”

His little princess.

“Oh fuck. Yes. Please, just...”

He didn't need to hear any more words from her. In quick succession, he picked her up, dumped her on the couch, and ripped her tiny dress off her body. Her knees were trapped underneath his weight as he powered on top of her—framing the enormity of his tits for him.

Almost, he entered her. But seeing that mouthwatering expanse of titflesh, he seemed to change his mind. In moments, he was all the way on top of her chest, and shoved his precum-lubed cock through the hot valley of her huge tits.

The tip of his cock was so huge now, so incredibly vast, that he could fuck all the way past her tits and into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around the head, moaning loudly as he fucked her tits completely.

His toy. His little fuckdoll. Was there any doubt left? She had never let him fuck her like this before. It was too demeaning.

What a stupid, silly thought that was. This was amazing
. His hands so hard on her nipples send wave after wave of hot, intense pleasure through her body.

Her nipples were like little orgasm-coordinators, and even her lips
 were sending spikes of hot bliss down to her cunt. Her moans only intensified as she felt his cock trembling, ready to orgasm.

“I'm gonna spill all over your body, Betty. Your new hot body. You want that?”

She nodded intently.

“You're all changed now.” He smiled, huffing. “Changed for me. Changed to be my
 perfect girl. The way it's supposed to be.”

As he fucked her mouth harder through her tits, she could only agree. Reluctantly, she slid her mouth off the head of his cock and spoke to him.

“Yes
 Sir. I know
 they changed me. I'm glad
 they did.” She wasn't just saying it. Seeing the pleasure it gave Lane, she believed every word. “I'm so lucky
 they made me your perfect woman. Cum on my face Lane. Please? Cum in my face
!”

“Beg for it, Betty! Beg to have my cum all over your body!”

“Please, Sir! Please, Lane! I want it! I want your cum all over me! I want to drown in it baby, please! Please, Sir! Please, Husband
! Oh, my Husband Man
, I need your fucking cum all over my face, my titties, please god please!”

Lane's thrusts were out of control now. If Betty's tits weren't so large and soft, his cock would have been pulsing everywhere. But the enormous valley of her cleavage kept him in line as he tit-fucked right into an orgasm.

He came first. That was his right. He was the man
. But the second his first hot, gooey strand hit her face, Betty came too.

The touch alone of her man's cum was enough to drive her little bimbo body straight into a series of mind-emptying orgasms. The taste took her to entirely new galaxies of lust-fevered pleasure, unable to stop. Her eyes were wild as she lapped up all of his cum that she could, rubbing it thick and heavy into her body.

“I run your life,” said Lane, sliding a hand through his cum and letting her suck it off his fingers. “All of it. No more complaining.”

He was still hard. God, he had cum so much—so much—
and he was still
 hard. He did
 run her life. His cock did.

With a grin, he lowered himself down, taking that brilliant, impregnating cock, and shoving it into her fertile cunt.

He was going to get her pregnant. Forever. She wouldn't ever not be pregnant again, and his cock would rule her life that whole time.

And despite how hard she tried, she could barely find fault with that.

# # #


Heir Salon 3

––––––––

Betty wore a paisley blue sun dress as she strolled through the grocery store. Her smile was bright, vapid, and permanent. There was not a thought in her head outside of pleasing her Man, looking pretty, and hoping-and-hoping-beyond-hope that she was as pregnant as could be.

The tiles of the store were hard marble. Her heels, tall and blue, clicked with the carefree authority of a woman who knew exactly how to step in such otherwise preposterous footwear. Hips swayed with seductive exaggeration, her bubbly ass perfectly formed for the grip of a tall, strong man.

Boxes of pasta, cans of sauce, jars of olives, containers of cereal, bags of grain and flours, and every other grocery option rested on glass shelves held up firmly by tall chrome poles. The floors were marble. A fountain sloshed merrily in the produce section. Not a luxury was spared in Castle’s Food & Goods. The money spent there was deducted straight from the paychecks of the men who worked for Castle.

All the men in the town, invariably, worked for Castle one way or another. The money he gave to them was considered a gift more than actual payment, and they all felt lucky to get as much as they did.

The wives were regularly encouraged to purchase as much as possible from every store in the town, all of which operated with the same company money principles.

The quality of the food, as was the case with the quality of everything in the town—including the women—was supreme. Castle may have owned them completely, but he apparently didn't want them to have a bad time for it. It took a true ruler to keep his people utterly owned and in complete comfort.

Other women dressed similarly to Betty strolled through the grocery store with their carts in front of them. Their tits bounced happily in tight, form-fitting dresses that were made for male attention.

At the front of the store, the thirty year-old manager received a handjob from his eagerly young and obviously pregnant wife. She was joined by another girl, presumably a clerk, who remained on her knees to catch any cum that might shoot her way.

The men who worked in town had to have at least a few single, unclaimed women waiting on them hand-and-foot. Otherwise, they might get intentions about the many wives walking around unattended. And that was, without exceptions, not allowed.

Mister Castle had very
 strict repercussions for any man who was found guilty of making designs on another man’s property—and that included wives.

Tonight was very special for Betty. It was hard for a good girl to have any real conception of time when her body was so thoroughly stuffed full of cock all the time. But, she had a dim understanding that tonight, Lane and Gregory were taking Betty and Jasmine to Mister Castle’s house for dinner. It was to be a small, intimate dinner—which Mister Castle almost never allowed.

It was an honor, and Betty felt appropriately awed to be attending something at the house of her Man’s Boss. The Man who told her
 Man what to do.

His cock must have been...mind-boggling. Balls the size of avocados. What must it be like to be able to suck them...

Betty saw her friends Cora and Jasmine in the fruit section. She stopped with her half-full cart adjacent to theirs. Cora was amazingly busty, with long blonde shining hair that draped all the way to her ass—like most women in the town. Hair was a natural decoration for good girls, and so it only made sense that there was as much of it as possible to play with and dress up.

Jasmine was black with a tight, fabulous hourglass figure. The two chatted amiably about sucking their husband’s cock.

“He really likes it when I wake him up with a nice blowjob around three, four in the morning,” said Cora. “I’ve found sometimes he doesn’t even remember I’m doing it.”

Jasmine nodded, enthused. “The other night, I did the same thing. He was really out of it from our fuck session earlier. He called out some other girl’s name.” She tittered with glee. “I really like knowing I can suck cock like other girls. I feel so out of practice. I’m lucky he was thinking of a girl at all.”

Jasmine fit into a size 2 dress. Her bust was a substantial 36E, and her mocha-colored skin was smooth and seemingly without pores. Her face could have been on magazines advertising to other, lesser women that they needed to get in shape.

She had lost more than one hundred pounds in the last few weeks of living in Passion Heights. If you asked here when she had moved in, she would dimly say “the past” and try to change the subject to something she knew better, like how terrific her Husband was.

“I’m sure you’ll be able to make him moan your
 name when he’s face-fucking some gal at work,” said Cora. She tweaked a nipple, heavy with milk-laden arousal. Small drips of it ran down the front of her dress, which was conveniently cream-colored already. Cora had especially hyper-active lactation. “You get the most access to his cock, after all. They’re all competing for the same eight hour window. You get him at nights, mornings, and
 weekends.”

It was a well-known fact in Passion Heights that every man who worked at Castle Industries had his pick from the litter of piping hot bimbos waiting in the office. All the men in Passion Heights had startlingly high libidos in addition to their rock hard bodies, and just a fuck or two a day from their wives wouldn’t keep them sated. To keep them on task, they were provided with regular, fresh, hot pussy.

A new cycle of women arrived every few months, once the last round had been properly broken in. Those old girls were then sent on Mister Castle’s diplomatic tours to other countries, encouraging high-ranking officials and wealthy businessmen to invest in more of his “products.”

Castle could always make more of his girls for high-volume buyers.

Betty cleared her throat just slightly. Jasmine and Cora’s face lit up as they noticed her. She was easily more beautiful than either of the stunners, and did it with an effortless ease as befit her newfound gorgeousness. They would openly admit their enviousness of her spectacular looks, and the luckiness of her Husband for owning her.

But never would they ever admit or even feel jealousy.

Passion Heights girls were all thrillingly self-confident in their own, happy, mindlessly blissful beings. None of them felt a whit of shame for their otherwise scandalously short outfits. Their bodies were for
 admiration. It only made sense to admire the prettiest one around as the best of the bunch.

“My Man fucked me right against the door this morning,” Betty dished, hoping to join their conversation. “While he was eating
 the scones I made for him.”

She wanted desperately to talk with them, though it wasn't for that reason. But Betty had a hard time coming right out and saying what she meant sometimes. It was so hard
 to be assertive when so much of her wanted to just be a silly little fuckpuddle for her Husband's pleasure.

Cora nodded sagely. “I adore a good door fuck, I really do.”

“You should give me that scone recipe,” said Jasmine, voice tinted with urgency. “I’ve never been fucked against a door
 before. Did you hold the knob for leverage?”

“No, dear.” Cora shook her head. “You might break it. You just use your arms. That way, you can push back when he really gets going and—”

“I think I may be pregnant,” Betty blurted out.

Cora and Jasmine’s eyes lit up. “Oh, really
, darling?” they said in unison.

“Yes.” Betty’s face twisted ever-so-slightly. “Or at least, I-I think so. I’m not sure.”

“I was sure right away,” said Cora. “I knew it from the moment he spilled in me. And I definitely
 could feel my body working in overdrive the next morning.”

Jasmine nodded sagely. “Me too.”

Both women had elaborately sexy baby bumps beneath their slender dresses. The fabric of their outfits was tight and nearly sheer, and so Betty could see, with her tongue wetting her glistening lips, their enhanced navels sticking out like sexy melons.

“O-oh.” Betty’s gaze went down.

When Lane had emptied into her, she had been sure
 she would be pregnant. And then he did it again, and again, and again as the days went on. All the other girls in town described the same thing, the quickening their bodies felt when the process began. Being pregnant was utterly unmistakable for a Passion Heights Wife.

And yet Betty had felt nothing of the kind. This surprised her. Wasn't she pretty enough to be pregnant like a real Wife?

And as it turned out, the day was to be full of surprises for Betty.

Indeed, Betty had no idea that her little door-foray with Lane that morning would be the last time his cock would enter her body.

The last time she would ever have sex with her Husband.

* * * * *

Betty was in a large blank, white space. The floor was solid, and yet at the same time, there wasn't a floor at all. For several moments, she thought she was dead.

She had not woken up. Not exactly. It was more like she was suddenly aware that she was there.

Then she heard a giggle. The voice sounded something like her own. She turned to see an amplified, bimbofied version of herself staring back at her. The white space of the area, the room, the whatever-it-was, was shades of pink behind the beauty. She was naked, her tits drizzling warm milk.

With great struggle, Betty ignored the heavy, hot arousal tinging her pussy at the sight of her flawless, perfected body. Great waves of “fuck-me” scent drifted forward from her dripping pussy.

“What...what is this?”

“This is your head, silly,”said the Other-Betty.

“My head?”

“Your little mindscape.” The beauty let out a purr and tossed her hair to one side. She posed dramatically. Sexily. One hip thrust outward, one long leg touching down just barely on her toes. She obviously loved herself. “This is where we’ve stored all those naughty parts of you that are still trying to resist.”

“‘We?’ Who is ‘we?’ Who are you?”

“I’m you. And you’re me. We’ve been working together for a while now, whether you know it or not. All your subconscious and conscious parts. I’m the newer, better version of your psyche. Carefree. Self-confident. Gorgeous. Never a worry in the world.”

“And I’m...”

“Self-indulgent in all the wrong ways. Careless with friends and relations. Ambitious. Anxious. Depressive.”

Betty stamped her feet.“I’m smart, independent, and have the drive to succeed in the world!”


“And yet, whenever I suck on my MasterHusband’s cock, I’m succeeding. I’m complete. I’m doing everything I was ever meant to do. Who’s
 really winning here? The one with ‘bigger’ dreams, or the one with dreams that come true every day?”


“But I...” Betty shook her head. “If you’re the bimboized me, how can you talk so well?”

“I’m in your head. I can do whatever I want with the information buried here. It’s like, totally fun!” she mocked. “It’s fun to be better than you. I like it. I’m going to rub it in your face for keeping me buried for so long. I’m kind of pissed at you, Betty. I’m going to make you feel bad for not letting me come out and play earlier.”

“But you’re...you’re not what I want to be.”

“It’s not about what you want anymore, honey. And it’s not about what I want either. It’s about what HE wants.”

* * * * *

Some time after going to the grocery store, Cora sat patiently in the doctor’s office. Perfect posture with her chest out, her sitz bones easily supporting her weight, her spine a long straight line, her chin tilted down just so. Like a long string carried her from above. Her cream dress skated above her thighs, and her tits threatened to slide from their barely-there restraints at any moment.

Naturally, she did not wear a bra.

Her hair, an immense golden waterfall with an erotically hot thickness, swept down to just above the cheeks of her impeccably hard ass. She barely did anything with it outside of a quick comb, and really that was just to luxuriate in its silken softness.

Pregnancies were rapid events in Passion Heights. Most of the bimbo babes populating the town only took a couple of months to bring their children to term, complete and healthy. Everyone was just so fertile.

Cora's baby bump had only just started to show over the last couple of days. That meant it was time to go to the doctor and find out the sex...and the number.

Cora hoped so dearly she would have twins for her Husband. That was what he deserved. A real litter to show off what a fertile fuckwife he had.

Her Husband wasn’t there today, of course. He was a Man. He had much better things to do with his time than go to his wife’s doctor’s appointment. He would be paying for the child, or children—all the rest of the work would be Cora’s. Raising for the child, caring for the child, doting on the child.

That was the way things were supposed to be.

The doctor walked into the office, followed by an immensely busty nurse with gorgeous dark skin and long, shiny blond hair. Her outfit was a sex parody of a normal nurse’s uniform—with her body, it was a sexy parody even of a sexy nurse costume.

Great big pink buttons held together skimpy panels of latex, just barely stretching over the bubbly, delicious form of her ass. Of course, the front of her cleavage was on full display, a valley wide enough to get lost in, with only her nipples hidden. Even so, the nipples were
 visible, erect and tenting the vinyl with ease.

Doctor Curell was an older man, balding in the back of his head. He wore a white coat and khaki slacks that were already unzipped. His cock was half-hard, clearly hardening at the sight of Cora. She felt a little thrill of satisfaction at the sight.

In Passion Heights, doctors received a whole staff of fertile, eager vixens to calm them throughout the day. It was their payment for the important work they did to boost the town's population.

The nurses themselves were paid in the doctors’ cum.

He pulled out a clipboard, and seemed to pay very little notice as the dark nurse slipped to her knees and began attending his cock. He did not say anything to Cora as made marks on his sheet; there was little need for small talk. He knew Cora was a good girl, and would wait for the Man to let her know that her voice was needed.

Cora hardly noticed herself. She was thrumming with excitement. Every breath was heated. Every thought layered with lust.

She might
 be pregnant with her Husband’s seed. How exciting was that?

Of course, Cora had already been assured—and reassured—by her Husband that she was. And what her Husband said was basically law. And Cora herself—just as she had told Betty—was already quite certain that she was pregnant. She could positively feel
 new life thrumming inside of her.

But even a good girl bimbo like her knew that to really
 confirm things, and to make sure that your girls were raised to perfection inside you, you had to see a doctor.

And Doctor Curell was really one of the best in the world. Mister Castle had recruited him personally.

Finally, he set the clipboard aside. “Let’s get to it, shall we?”

He pressed a button on the table Cora sat on, and she began to recline as the seat lifted and retracted. She lifted her dress up, baring her lingerie-clad pussy. It quivered with excitement, hot juices leaking down her thighs. There was a pan and a drain installed into the table for that very purpose, collecting the pussy juices.

They would be sent back to Castle Industries to research and duplicate—what man wouldn’t want his wife constantly as excited and eager-to-please as a Passion Heights bimbo was when she was about to find out the sex of her child?

Then he began the normal routine of ultrasound—rubbing down her bare distended belly with the thick jelly and sliding his instruments across her flesh. All the while, his nurse administered his cock with thick, eager slurps.

After a moment, there was a flash on the screen nearby—blue-and-black images of something marvelous.

“Well now, Cora, I have some lovely news for you.”

“Oh yes?”

“You’re definitely pregnant.”

Cora moaned with hot, sudden orgasm at the news. The tray beneath her crotch tinked softly as she leaked her happy bliss down into it. Wet stains showed on her dress where her nipples poked out. Were she naked, and with her man, there would be plenty to lubricate his cock with. That’s what she was for. To be bred and owned.

She thought again that it was so delicious
 that it excited her so much to hear what she already knew. But to hear it from a doctor’s
 mouth...a doctor, with all that authority...

Was there anything better? Was there anything possibly better in the whole wide world than knowing beyond a shadow of a doubt that you were pregnant with your Man’s
 seed? With the seed of your Husband
?

Doctor Curell seemed quite used to this reaction. He did not show any real emotion, though he did give an encouraging nod to the thoroughly busty, blond nurse who was now administering a handjob at his feet, as if preparing her.

“Not just that, my dear.” His smile was wide. “You’re going to have triplets.”

Cora came again.

* * * * *

Betty and Other-Betty, the Bimbo Betty, were in a strange, circular, purple bedroom. The white had faded away. Other-Betty's strength was evident in this mindscape, where Betty felt like a prisoner. The bed was a circle too, with an enormous mattress that looked softer than a cloud.

Other-Betty lounged on the bed, her legs long, her hair draping down to one side. It shined like the dark midnight sky above an open field, blackness and sparkles. Her pussy and nipples glistened in the soft light.

“Come and fuck me,” she purred.

Betty crossed her arms. “No.”

“Because you’re scared of me?”

“Because I’m not a lesbian.”

Of course, there were all those thoughts about Cora...and Jasmine. Oh, Jasmine...

“Because you’re scared of me,” Other-Betty concluded, as if Betty hadn’t said anything at all. “You don’t have to be scared of me.”

“I’m not scared of you.”

“I know you think I’m hot.”

That was unequivocally true, and Betty couldn’t deny it.

“How...h-how do you know that?”

“This is your head, silly girl. You can’t hide anything from me. I know you love the way Lane gets you horny now. The way he makes you cum. I know you love to suck cock. I know you love how it makes you hot to feel pressure on your knees, even when you're standing, because it reminds you of kneeling.”

“N-no I don’t! You do! That’s what you love!”

“You love it too, though. It feels soooo good. It’s only natural to want it.”

“Go away!”

Betty turned her back on Other-Betty. There was the whiteness again, the blank slate of the mindscape.

But Other-Betty was still there...beckoning. Cooing.

Waiting.

* * * * *


Jasmine happily buzzed about in the kitchen. There were only a few minutes left on the timer for the pie. She suspected it would take a little longer time to brown just the right way. Pie crusts could be tricky, but luckily, baking was one of her specialties as a Good Girl Wife.

Her Man was in the bedroom, getting dressed. He was to wear a suit and it took him a little time to get it on. Suit pants were so tight when you had a cock the size of a lesser man's forearm.

She herself was already dressed for the luxurious evening, wearing a tiny white lace gown and tall, sexy black leather boots. Because she was baking, she wore her frilly apron, though she was confident as ever that even her apron wouldn't get a drop or dollop of ingredients on it. Jasmine's hands were quite sure in the kitchen.

Gregory grunted, entering the kitchen from the end near the sink. Jasmine was bent over and he could see how she wore no panties, just as he requested.

He had only gotten her pregnant a few days ago and her belly was already swollen like she was three months pregnant. She would go to the doctor tomorrow to find out how many children she would bear him.

God, her Husband was so
 virile to get her that pregnant like that.

And Jasmine...

Jasmine was a good girl slavewife. And good girl slavewives were so
 fertile for their men. It was impossible to do anything when a Husband filled you up with his seed except get pregnant right
 away. She would have daughters, she hoped. Some day, they would grow up to serve Men of their own.

The thought filled her with an easy, pleasant warmth.

Still bending over, her shiny ass cheeks rotated high toward the sky, Jasmine heard her husband's suit pants fall to the floor.

“Stay there,” he said.

She barely had time to say anything before he rammed his cock forward, pressing her face against the heated door of the oven. The door was well-constructed and the heat was pleasant. Everything was pleasant, as a matter of fact. Her Husband fucked her.

His cock pushed in and out hard, soft groans exiting his lips. Clearly he enjoyed the way her cunt, so tight and ready, eagerly accepted him. The folds and walls grasping, clenching, eagerly needing more and more of his mighty rod in her fertile body. Hot drips of milk began sliding down her tits, landing in a puddle on the ground before them.

Hands, big like baseball mitts, groped her massive breasts and used her upper-torso like his own personal fuck-handle.

Once, Jasmine had been a prestigious scholar. If you asked her about academia now, she would marvel at your knowledge of spices, and ask what recipes you put academia in.

The timer dinged on the oven, indicating the pie was ready.

“Sh-shall I turn the oven down, Sir?” she asked.

“No,” he huffed. “Just...just deal with it.”

His cock thrust into her wildly, and she opened the over door, moaning. Her tits, lubricated from an endless stream of lactation, emptied onto the oven door. The seared milk smelled pleasant and lusty, just like Jasmine.

Her husband still fucked her perfectly, using her entire fertile body as his own personal fuckglove, as Jasmine reached into the nearby drawer and pulled out a long pair of oven gloves. They went up to her elbows, covering the shiny dangling jewelry on her wrists and fingers.

Her Man's orgasm was imminent. She could feel it. That meant her own was. Her skyscraper heels clacked on the marble flooring as she scrambled, trying to prepare herself. Her hands came against the frame of the oven, steadying herself...and he unleashed completely.

Bliss, warm and familiar, took charge of Jasmine's mind. Nothing mattered, nothing harmed. Nothing was important except feeling the beautiful feeling of her Husband's impregnating cock filling up her womb again with his baptismal cum. Her head had slid forward into the oven just slightly, and yet still she did not start to sweat, not a hair out of place.

A Bimbo Wife was perfect at all times.

Slowly, he receded from her cunt and slapped her ass. Jasmine moaned in appreciation.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Get all that ready. I'll be in the car. You've got three minutes before I get mad.”

He was so nice to give her a time window. She allotted herself a careful twenty seconds to admire his firm, muscular buttocks as he walked outside. He did not remember to pull his pants up until he got to the car. Jasmine was confident the neighbors wouldn't mind.

She smiled, looking into the oven and pulling out her prize.

The pie looked absolutely perfect.

* * * * *

She ran and ran away from Other-Betty until finally her sultry purrs quieted and Betty found herself alone in a blank, white space yet again. Nothing in front of her. Nothing behind. 

She wondered, dimly, if ever woman in Passion Heights had their very own mind prison, with their very own other-selves keeping them prisoner while their ids went insane with bodies supercharged for sex.

“I can go back,” she said. “I can go back to how it was.”

Could she?

There was some dim awareness that she—this part of her consciousness—was trapped in the strange mindscape. But there was awareness too of the way her body looked now. She could look down and see it at any time.

The giant tits. The long, perfect legs. The flawless face. The shimmering cascade of effortlessly perfect dark hair. The dark, smoky gazes she made whenever she thought about cooking or cleaning for her man—let alone doing something dirty like sucking or fucking...

How would she return to normal life with a body like that? There wasn’t an outfit in the world she could wear without making it look erotic. Lane must have been in heaven.

Betty, back in reality, in the physical realm, was in heaven too. She loved having this done to her. She loved getting fucked all the time, serving like a pretty lady.

Like it or not, Betty’s life was erotic now. Her entire body was an erogenous zone.

What if, she thought, just for the sake of argument, we thought about the best possible outcomes with keeping this body and staying in this place?

It would be serving Lane, no doubt. Fucking him constantly. Sucking him on command. Cooking him food every night. Adoring him constantly. Being attentive to his every last need.

His cock was huge now, and pleasurable. And her body clearly loved it. And as her brain was a part of her body, there was definitely distinct parts of her mind that loved it too...evidenced by the Other-Betty, if nothing else.


“It
 does make sense, doesn’t it? Serving?”


Betty turned to see Other-Betty waiting there. She wore a hot French maid outfit. All frills and cleavage-baring thrills. She had another such outfit in her hand—clearly waiting for Betty to put it on.

“You could do it so well,” she said. “You’re so smart. All you have to be smart about from now on is serving, and cleaning, and cooking, and fucking, and sucking. Isn’t that nice? You had to be smart about so much before. Accounting. Budgeting. Driving to and fro. Scheduling. Remembering. Lying. Crafting. Writing. Plotting. Hoping. Dreaming. Waiting. All those little minutia of every part of your life can just fade away...and you really need is to be your Master’s good girl. Don’t you?”

Betty whimpered. Her pussy tingled with relief at the forbidden, taboo truth exposed by the Other-Betty...and she rejected it as quickly as she could.

“N-no! I don't want that! Go away!”

But the Other-Betty just smiled and licked the lace of the maid outfit in her hands.

* * * * *

Mister Castle’s house was a massive structure built on top of a hill overlooking the town of Passion Heights. It dominated the landscape, larger than the next three largest houses in the town combined. It was rumored that he had a wing of his mansion devoted to each of his wives, and ordered a new one constructed for each new beauty added to his harem.

His nearest neighbor was more than a mile down the road. They could still hear the throaty cries of pleasure from Castle's women when he made them cum, which was often. His luxurious estate boasted tall ivory gates that contained lush greenery and cobblestone trails sliding through one botanical wonder after another.

Tall trees and flowers competed for attention with vibrant colors in every shade of the rainbow, bursting with life. Long-legged, busty, smiling servants dressed in tiny green dresses toiled away in the yard even as the sun set. Some knelt, digging at holes and pulling up weeds. There were rumors that Castle liked to see different flowers planted every day, even though he barely spent any time in the garden at all.

The real answer behind the constant gardening was complete in its simple truth: women, if not put to work, would rapidly forget their place.

In the car, Betty tugged obediently at Lane’s thick, hard cock. When he saw these lovely women, little dollops of precum began to emerge. She wanted to lick them up, but he had forbidden her from taking him in her mouth that night—her mind had to be sharp to keep up with the Castles, and when she’d had his cock in her, she was no good for actual talking for at least a few hours.

For a Passion Heights girl, cock and cum were better than opium.

“You’re prettier than all of them,” he said, voice proud as he looked over at the gardeners. “Every last one.”

Her heart sang with the praise. And as she looked at them, a certain arrogance struck her, making her tilt her chin upward just slightly, turning her nose just so. She was
 better than those other women.

Her Man had said so. He had no reason to lie.

Her outfit certainly spoke to that notion. She wore a sparkling violet gown that was held up entirely by the buoyant force of her majestic breasts. Her nipples, permanently erect due to her permanent arousal, stuck out through the sheer fabric and were the zenith of an elaborately scooping neckline that draped down almost to her navel. Skin the shade of sleek bronze shone brilliantly in the car, appearing almost wet even though she was not perspiring in the least.

Her waist, impeccably tiny, led into wide, child-rearing hips which themselves eased into effortlessly long, sexy legs adorned with black gladiator heels with six-inch stilettos. The footwear was preposterous on another woman—on Betty, it was positively scandalous to imagine her wearing anything else. A beauty like her, living in Passion Heights, belonged in tall heels.

Finally the car rolled to a stop and they walked into the large estate. Betty strolled on Lane’s arm, admiring her gorgeous reflection in every reflective surface—of which there were many. Dozens of mirrors littered the halls of the immense house—no doubt Mrs. Castle was utterly in love with her own reflection.

Which, if half the rumors Betty had heard about her were true, she had every right to be.

Well-endowed maids wearing little more than fluff and lace led Lane and Betty through the house on towering heels, leading them eventually to a wooden-walled dining room with an expansive glass-and-steel table. The heads of animals hung on the walls—deer, boar, lions, and bears.

Jasmine and Gregory were already there. Jasmine’s hand was on Gregory’s cock, stroking him obediently. There was not a hint of shame in either of their faces. This was simply what was done between Husband and Wife, no matter the place.

“So wonderful
 to see you, Jasmine,” said Betty.

She leaned in for a moment and gave her best friend a long, sensuous kiss right in front of his husband. A sneaky thrill ran over Betty’s mind—certainly Gregory would be thinking about that
 later.

Betty was hotter than Jasmine, after all. Lane was lucky to have her.

Jasmine just moaned in response, clearly too turned on by touching her husband’s cock to form any real sentences. Lane and Gregory simply issued one another a cursory nod and grunt, their testosterone levels too worked up from all the pussy in this estate to actually do something useless like thinking. Thinking got in the way of fucking, and with all the hot cunt scent in the air, fucking had become the new imperative in their minds. Thoughts of meeting with Castle, of advancing their employment, began to take considerable backseats to bending over the next available woman.

In contrast, Betty's thinking felt much clearer than it had in a long time. Her own satisfaction of her beauty in contrast to Jasmine's, for instance, felt like a firm conviction, not something held up by a pink cloud of lust like so much of her thinking.

And her thoughts about Lane and Gregory began to widen as well. Of course they were both hunks. Heavily muscled and brutishly strong, each had a cock that was made for drilling hot babes like Betty. But also, distant thoughts began to coalesce into a sort of vague opinion—Lane was rather dull, wasn't he? 

Betty thought for a time that it might be a pleasant, happy affair. It was nice
 to be the prettiest girl in the room at any event. Gregory’s eyes were all over Betty's tits, wrapped so tight in her lusciously shaped gown, even as Jasmine obediently pressed her milk-heavy, dark breasts against his arm and stroked his cock openly beneath the table. Betty wondered how long it would be before her own Man asked her to do the same for him.

Men deserved eager, happy handjobs whenever they asked, after all, and good girl Wives were obligated to give them on command. And while Betty may have been having some awfully strange thoughts about Lane, she was still his Wife, and he her Husband.

And then Mister Castle and his wife entered the room.

First was Castle. He was immense. Betty's breath cunt, and her cunt moistened fast enough to leave a soft kiss of juices on the chair from her instant impression at his visage. Large enough to make any normal woman drop to her knees and completely submit—even the most ardent of militant feminist lesbians would be hard-pressed to stay on her feet in his presence. His cock was monumental and easily visible in his tight black suit pants. His frame a redundancy of muscle, every inch layered with heavy, mouth-wateringly hard tissue beneath a plain white button-up shirt. He had not seen fit to button it up past the upper levels of his pecs, and so his thick, sexy chest hair was visible and alluring.

Any thought of touching Lane’s cock quickly withered in her mind. Somehow, it would have been obscene to touch him now. Like looking at a child’s drawing of the sky when you could take a rocket into outer space.

Strangely, the opposite happened to Jasmine—she stroked Gregory even harder
. Betty could smell—and see—his cum spilling out over his pants from her attentions. His cock stayed hard, though. It was like being in Castle’s presence has inspired Jasmine to worship cock even more than before.

Betty understood the inclination to worship cock. It was just that...were she to touch Lane...it felt so...wrong
, now.

And then Lilah entered.

She had forgone a traditional outfit, wearing a ruby-and-diamond encrusted bra like the sort you might see on some fashion runway show. The diamonds sparkled with inky darkness. A soft, satin gown of red and black clung to her every last irresistible inch of skin, parting wide at the hips and, to allow for the delicious bra, existing completely without a front.

Betty, somehow, came without cumming. Her mind felt like it was being licked by fire, and all she wanted to do was melt with the feeling.

Lilah was a living succubus. There was no other explanation for her appearance, for the instant effect she had. There wasn’t a man or woman alive who could be in her presence without thinking of succumbing to her every charm and doing every last thing she wished. Her chestnut hair sparkled as it moved, like it was fading in and out between universes.

Except Castle had her
 attending him
. She doted on him with a subservience not matched by any slave in the history of any known world. Her adoration was complete; forged by chemicals and reinforced by thousands of hours of brainwashing and hard fucking.

Lilah  knew two truths above all—she was better than everyone, even Castle's other wives, and Castle was the only one better than her.

They sat down. The only sounds in the room were the soft schlicks as Jasmine’s hand tirelessly worked up and down Gregory’s cock. That sound subsided as Lilah pulled out Castle’s cock and began her own
 handjob.

That was enough to make Jasmine forget all about her own man’s pleasure. She was lost, as almost anyone would be lost, in the mesmerizing sight of the perfect beauty adoring the perfect male specimen’s incredibly huge cock. It took Lilah's hand several seconds to stroke all the way to the tip top of Castle’s cockhead back down to the thick, strong base.

“I’ve asked you to come here for a special reason,” said Castle. His voice was deep and rumbled through the lowest, most private parts of Betty.

“Yeah,” said Lane, gripping Betty’s thigh hard. “It’s ‘cause we’ve got such hot wives, huh?”

“In a way.” Castle leaned forward, allowing Lilah better access to his cock. His elbows rested on the table. “Be quiet from now on, Lane.”

The response was immediate. Lane deflated and let his eyes fall to the ground. “Yes, Sir.”

A flash of heat and disappointment filled Betty. That Castle could push a strong, big man like Lane around so easy made her hot. And that the man who got pushed around was her Husband made her feel strangely sick.

There was an understanding, deep inside Betty, that she wanted her Man to be a bully. The kind who pushed others around, did whatever he wanted, made other people his playthings, and made them thank him for all of it. That was the sort of Man who turned her on...the sort of Man some part of her felt she truly deserved.

It was an awful, ugly truth about herself...and yet Betty heard it resounding in her ears and saw that she did not care. She wanted someone with power, someone who didn’t mind being cruel or brutal to his subordinates. Just so long as she herself was treasured. Just so long as she got to cheer him on while he abused, berated, mocked, and manipulated.

That excited her very much.

“I wanted you to be here.” Castle looked directly at Betty. Unconsciously, she licked her lips, making herself more of an erotic display than she already was. “More than the others. They are all...decorations. But you are the gift.”

Betty’s heart thumped wildly. “Me, Sir?”

“Naturally. Lane, move away from Betty. Go into the corner. Don’t touch her again. Ever.”

Lane stood up and obeyed. His gaze remained on his wife for several moments, before Castle said, “Look into the corner until I tell you otherwise.”

Lane obeyed again. His erection was evident and appeared quite painful in his tight pants.

“What...” Betty gulped. “Whatever do you want with me, Sir?”

He smiled. He knew already that she knew what he wanted. A Man like him could hardly look at Betty and want something else.

“You’re special, Betty. Too special for Lane. You need to have a man who can truly appreciate you. A man who really knows what it is to own you like you need. I’ve been following your progress for some time now, and I must say, you’ve come further along than I ever thought possible. And you’re only just beginning. Why, within a few pregnancies, you might look better than even Lilah.”

Lilah raised an eyebrow, stroking her Husband smugly. Her look was both one of satisfaction—she knew
 no one would surpass her—and anticipation—oh, wouldn’t it be fun
 for her Master if someone did better for him?

“I...I don’t...progress?” Betty looked down at herself. “You mean, like, in my body? Because...I don’t...I mean, I know it’s kinda different lately, but I don’t really know...”

It was so hard to talk for long when such a fucking stud was looking at her. She didn’t know it, but her voice was perfectly attuned to the frequencies that got Castle hard. Soft, pliant, eager, and submissive. That was her voice, now.

“You were so eager to find out how I was doing it all before. Aren't you still curious?”

Mostly she was curious about what it would feel like for Lilah to slide her cock-filled fist against Betty's face while jerking off her husband down Betty's throat.

“I don’t...I know you want me to understand, to...to think
 something...” The thought felt almost sacrilegious. “...but I just...I don’t. All I can think of is your cock. And her.” She glanced at Lilah, whose beauty was hard to even look at directly for long.

Castle smiled and picked up his smart phone from off the table. He pressed a few buttons, and something began to happen. There was a sudden clarity of sound in the house—or rather, a lack of it. A soft static that just disappeared, not noticeable until it was gone, like a laundry dryer shutting off.

Betty noticed the change first in Lilah, who was made for looking at. Her green eyes seemed to clear somewhat, a slight haze dissipating—so slight you would barely know it was there. She turned to her Husband, kissing him on the neck.

“Turn it back on soon, won’t you, darling?”

Castle nodded, precum pushing out from his cock again, covering Lilah's satin-gloved hand.

Betty realized what the difference was slowly. Her thoughts seemed clearer than ever. Her old self—her old memories were sprouting upward in the bimbo soil of her brain. Great pangs of indignation hit her.

Castle had done this to her. Had transformed her. Made her into...into this steam-bodied succubus.

Lane, for his part, seemed dumber than ever. His cock, steel hard and undeniable, had ripped through the tight confines of his pants. The cloth was in tatters. He stroked it hard, looking with frustrated lust at the corner.

Betty wondered if he was thinking of Lilah or her. A vain part of her—which was quite a lot of her mind now—hoped it was her.

Her mind, for the moment, was free of the little dreamscape with the Other-Betty. But how far deep was that Other-Betty? And how different were they, really?

“How...” Betty marveled at the soft, needy sound of her voice. Hearing it even turned her
 on. “How did you do it, Castle? How have you done all
 of this?”

“It’s all rather simple, really,” explained Mister Castle. “Or, not simple. But straightforward enough. The milk is the catalyst. Milk from Cora's little chocolates, yes? Or any other woman in town. Without that, there’s no change. One taste, though, and you’re hooked. It’s a nice, pleasant addiction. It's also a veritable warhead of chemicals. It makes men stronger, and increases their levels of testosterone. And it makes women more submissive, more lovely, and more...receptive.”

“But...the salon...”

She had focused all her attention there.

“Yes, that.” He smiled. “This is my town. I have certain standards. I want to be surrounded by the absolute paragons of beauty at all times. And so the salon is for my more...extreme methods of change. For those who need them, or for those who volunteer. Or if I just feel like it.” He grinned. “It’s where all the resistance goes away for good. Smart women tend to need it more often. Like yourself. And like Jasmine. Though the two of you have been quite
 resilient even with a session there. I have chemicals that would wipe away your intelligence completely, but both of your husbands stated that they rather enjoyed
 speaking with you about important matters, like I do with my own wife.”

Betty felt, then, that she should feel some rush of gratitude. But in truth, she really felt another wave of contempt for Lane. He had ultimate power in his grasp, and he walked away from it?

What a loser. Castle wouldn't have done that.

“And he is...he's changed too, isn't he? Like you said. Dumber. But strong.”

“Yes,” said Castle. “Apparently, most men don’t take as well to the process as I do. That leads us to the third part of the puzzle—all that radio static. I've found I can ignore it most of the time. It provides a special frequency that enhances their thought processes and turns down those of women.”

Lilah, leaning over heavily on her chair, had taken to sliding her tongue up and down her Husband's fat, furiously dense cock as he stroked. Betty was certain he was cumming—had been cumming for a long
 time—and yet his expression didn't change, and the cum didn't seem to be slowing down.

“Clever.” Betty didn’t know what else to say to that.

Her voice was different, too. Velvet on fur, soft and luxurious. Made for adoring strong men in power with never a hint of backtalk. Subservient. Acquiescent. Whispering darkness in the most private parts of the night. 

Gregory, meanwhile, was exhausted from Jasmine's attentions. Mostly collapsed in his chair now after a measly five orgasms or so, Jasmine was forced instead to slid her thumbs across her clit as she watched Lilah work.

“Why isn't Jasmine...stopping? If you've turned down the radio.”

Castle shrugged. “She can't stop her body from turning her on. I'm sure her thoughts would be rather clear if she stopped masturbating. But she's in an orgasm loop now...and I don't see any reason to stop her.”

Jasmine, knowing Castle was talking about her, appeared to get more excited. She was whispering something softly, her thick lips shiny and slippery.

“Take me.” That was what she was whispering to Castle. “Take me.”

Betty felt a rush of heat to her breasts. They were so huge now. Her nipples felt like raspberries. Castle may have been cumming from Lilah's attentions, but he was looking only at Betty.

It was...sort of terrific, really, enthralling a man like him so much.

“I don’t understand,” she said. “Why even have a wife?”

“I don’t have a
 wife. I have several wives.”

“You know what I mean. Why pretend to have a partner at all?”

“My process perfects women,” said Castle. “But not all perfection is created equal. Look at Lilah, for example.” Of course Betty did. Any excuse to watch perfection in action. Her lips were thick and coated with his precum. Lilah moaned softly at her name's mention. “Even as a normal woman, she was better looking than almost all of them. Perfected, then, it only stands to reason that her beauty has more than grown, it has...” he searched for the word.

“Evolved,” suggested Lilah, sliding her licking mouth up from her Husband’s rod.

“Yes. Evolved. You see? I listen to her. I’m not a misogynist.”

Betty scoffed. “You turn women into things
.”

“I turn some
 women into things. I turn some
 men into things. Some men I still need for their brains. Some women I still need for...companionship.”

His hand ran up the back of Lilah's thigh, grabbing one ass cheek hard. She groaned with need, eyes flashing at her Husband. With a nod, he sent her mouth fully over the rim of his cock. Betty watched, cheeks flushing, the most erotically perfect blowjob she had ever seen in her life.

Castle's cock was enormous. Long. Perfect. Lilah took it down her throat in one go.

“C-companionship?” she managed.

“Lilah and I debate often on any number of subjects. Once I’ve finished filling her throat with my cum, you can ask her about them.”

Betty did not think she would.

“And that brings us to you, my dear. You’re a special case, Betty. A very special case indeed. A special case like Lilah.”

Betty gulped. Lilah, slurping down her Husband’s cock, gulped also, though for a different reason.

“W-why is Jasmine here, then?”

“Lilah gets excited when I talk about owning someone new. She wanted to...”

Lilah slid upward, clearly still swallowing down her Master’s cum. Some ran down her elegant neck and pooled into the heavily jeweled valley of her cleavage. Castle drifted off, gazing admiringly at the lovely creature’s erotic visage.

She swallowed fully, and then purred, “I started stroking his cock and whispering dirty things in his ear about all the women he could own. He could own the whole town
. They could worship him
 exclusively.” She was stroking Castle’s still-hard, still-streaming-precum cock now. “He could do anything he likes. He’s a God
. He is
 God...”

“And that sort of talk excites me, especially from a mouth like hers.” It must have. Castle was still perfectly hard. Betty had lost count of his orgasms. And god, every layer of cum was so thick
... “We compromised down to simply fucking Jasmine so completely that every time she fucks her husband from now on, she’ll only think of me.”

“But...b-but their marriage...”

Marriage was so very important. It was a bond
. Women should pay attention to bonds.

Fuck! That's him talking.

It was so hard to get away from the brainwashed craziness.

“Their marriage will be all the better for it,” said Castle. “I’m better in every respect than that hulking clown of a husband.” Gregory was drooling, appearing mostly brain dead and sliding off the chair. “He can barely read anymore. All he knows is his job and fucking. I’m better off for him knowing his job, of course. But now, I’ve made his marriage better. Jasmine treating him like she would treat me means he’ll get likely a thousand times more attention when he’s at home.”

Jasmine dropped to her knees the second her Man got home and sucked him beautifully for hours. More attention might drain him completely.

Betty’s heart raced. For some reason, she found the thought of a man expending himself totally on a woman—a woman who could clearly outpace him—somewhat...exciting.

Thrilling, really. Like a succubus with unending lust...

Except Castle was like the Devil himself, able to corral and own every succubus in his plane.

“And normally,” said Castle, “even with special cases like you—and there are ones in every few thousand who we modify—I stay out of it. But what makes yours an exceptional
 case is that your husband is, unfortunately, sterile.”

The news hit Betty hard, like a sack of lead.

That was...that was good, right? She didn't want kids. She had always said she didn't.

But...

But...

But she really, truly did, now. The thought of raising children, being a proper mother, that felt so very exciting. Her nipples felt even more
 erect at the notion, her pussy lips salivating with the mere hint of impregnation.

“I thought you said you had a perfect process?” said Betty.

“My process has been perfected,” said Castle. “But that perfection—to pursue it to its zenith—had to make some sacrifices for certain DNA types. Lane’s own natural infertility is a one-in-a-million case. I can do nothing for it. But you, Betty.” His voice became a low, wanton growl. “You are fertile indeed. And I have a number of wives who can attest to my own virility.”

“Mmmhmm,” Lilah moaned, biting his shoulder. “I've given him so many darling daughters. They'll grow up to be such perfect Wives for whatever Man they choose.”

Her tits, buoyant and enormous, rubbed his bicep. It was like her breasts were giving his arm a titjob.

“Why not offer that to everyone?” asked Betty. “Why not offer it to Jasmine?”

“Most other women in this town, even with as gorgeous as I’ve made them, are simply not as pretty as you. Jasmine isn’t. Are you as pretty as Betty, little girl?”

Jasmine, still rapturously fingering her pussy, shook her head. She was sweating profusely, her clothes in tatters. “No, Master. Not even close.”

“You see?”

Lilah seemed to be getting off on her status of exclusivity. She showed this by continuing to masterfully stroke her Husband’s cock, her heavy tits leaking down the front of his suit. Castle acted like this was completely normal, his face barely registering the nonstop pleasure he must have been feeling.

“And...Lane? What happens to him?”

Castle raised an eyebrow. “Do you really care?”

Lilah scoffed. She
 clearly didn’t. A sterile man was barely human to her—compared to the uber-virile hunkgod she spent all day worshiping.

But, Betty nodded. “He...he is not a bad man. Even if he can’t do what he must.”

Her absorption of the language, the philosophy, was essentially complete. Even with her mind at its complete faculties, she could not deny the overwhelming amount of sense that Castle made. It felt right
 to be a gorgeous women adhering only to his
 rule, and no one else's.

“We occasionally have women who need extra breaking in from a young, happy stud. He’ll be able to fuck his way through them to his heart’s content for the rest of his days, and never get a single one pregnant.” He spread his hands. “You'll forget all about him, I promise. I'll fuck away every memory you've ever had of him, good or ill. You'll only ever remember my cock in you.”

Betty shuddered. That much arousal flooding through her body at once had shocked her nervous system.

A large breasted woman wearing a latex french maid’s outfit stumbled into the room. There was milk all over her puffy lips and running down her shoulders. Apparently Castle’s staff were allowed to keep themselves busy.

“Phone call for you, Sir.”

Castle stood and exited. He called Jasmine and Gregory out with him, and Lane. Their part of this discussion was done. They could not refuse.

Then Betty was alone in the room with Lilah—the paragon of seduction.

* * * * *

Other-Betty was in front of Betty now. Their nipples were touching. Their bodies sharing erotic heat, both of them clearly ready to breed. Lips parted, tongues moist, pussies dripping softly in the pink-tinged white space.

“We have to obey Him,” said Other-Betty.

Betty whimpered. Her knees knocked together. She needed to fuck so badly.

Outside this space, she was still somewhat in control. The parts of her conscious and subconscious still divided and at least partially at war. But outside, in the real world, her real self was slowly submitting from all that hot, uncontrolled attraction to Lilah and Castle, and it was so perfect and hot that Betty felt it even in here.

In here, with the Other-Betty, who was so fucking pretty.

There was something there. Something on her lips. Something so pretty and shiny.

“L-listen to me. We have to get out of here. For good. It’s...we have to.”

Other-Betty just took a step forward. Her lips right there. So pretty.

“...have to...”

Her lips were so shiny. So pretty. They looked yummy. What would happen if she tasted her?

She licked Other-Betty’s lips.

And that, as they say, was that.

Soon they were on the ground in a tangle of long legs, high heels, super-sized breasts, and warm milk. Betty lost herself in the sweet exultation of submission to the overwhelming pleasures that her body and mind so desperately wanted to fill her with. Why not give in?

She licked Other-Betty's pussy madly, her tongue flicking at hyper-speed, her moans emptying into the sweet juicy folds of her counterpart. Cunterpart?

And Other-Betty loved Betty in turn. Slip-sliding her tongue along Betty's clit, those puffy shiny lips kissing her most private place with the love and tender care of an immortal lover.

It was no use, was it? Resisting.

They were going to do whatever they wanted to her. She may as well be happy about it. She was hot now, hotter than she’d ever been...and she’d have a hot Husband. The hottest ever.

She'd be a Castle Wife.

He would fuck her and use her and fuck her and abuse her and fuck her like the good girl cunt she was. It would be heavenly.

That was certainly what Other-Betty wanted her to think.

But there was no Other-Betty, not really.

There was only Betty. There had only been Betty.

The lesbian episode, suddenly and abruptly, ended...Betty was on a pile of soft pillows, staring up at a mirror of herself. Her fingers were buried in her cunt. She could see her nipples, leaking milk that covered her entire torso. She was shiny and wet, her slender busty frame an erotic tableau.

“I’m so fucking hot,” she moaned, blowing herself a kiss. “I'm such a fucking hot Wife for Master.”

* * * * *

Shortly after Castle left, Lilah pulled out a small file from a large, ornate wooden cabinet. They were arranged in a neat pile in front of Betty. She was having trouble with how many lowercase “l”s there were on the paper. They sort of looked like cocks.

“Are these...are these divorce papers?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Divorce is illegal in Passion Heights. These,” Lilah tapped the paper, “are annulment papers. Sign them.”

Betty let out a low whine. Some latent, repressed part of her wanted to say no, still. And yet...

Yet this was Master Castle’s will. And that meant it was her
 will.

And he was such a glorious fucking stud, and he had promised to fuck away all memory of Lane ever
 being her husband.

In truth, the whine was not a plea to stop. It was a low, aching needy sound—Betty was turned on more than anything else in the world by the single, cruel act of dissolving the relationship with the infertile man more than any other thing she could think of.

Lilah stood up and strutted across the room and adjusted the radio, turning it back on. Betty felt the soft static begin to fill up her mind again. She found herself wanting it...loving it.

Castle's first Wife returned to where Betty sat, just as sexily as before. Hips swaying. One foot dancing across the other. She was made to be observed in her every motion. Made to be adored. Betty felt severe pangs of want and need—she wanted that station for herself.

She was good enough for it, she realized. If Castle wanted her there, that meant she was good enough to be there.

Lilah slid down on the same chair as Betty, their buoyant, firm ass-cheeks meeting. Lilah's hand quickly slid up Betty's cunt, toying idly with the clitoris there.

“He likes you,” said Lilah. “A lot.”

“He...h-he does?”

Lilah nodded. “He’d even let you live in a room without a radio, if you wanted. Though,” she shrugged. “You tend to miss it after awhile. It makes everything so pleasantly fuzzy. Like wine, without all the calories.”

“I see.”

But what she really saw was the sumptuous, heady line of Lilah’s cleavage. It was so hard to look away, and there was all that jewelry catching her eyes...

“Wouldn’t you like that, dearie? To be my sisterwife? We’d be married to one another, just like we’d be married to him. Wouldn’t that be fun? Doesn’t he deserve us...together?”

Betty did not have time to formulate an answer. With how aroused she felt—Lilah was very
 good at slipping her thumb across Betty's clit—a proper answer might have taken hours.

Castle had re-entered the room. He was naked now. His body a monument of masculine muscle. Every inch layered and stacked with heavy, dense tissue. He lifted the dinner table easily with one arm—the fifteen foot long, five feet wide table—and set it against the wall. Like it was a bottle of water or a lamp.

Betty moaned. He was so fucking strong
.

“What do you say, Betty?” said Lilah. “Will you join us? Will you help us? We could use someone like you. Someone smart. Someone capable. Master loves
 a smart girl on his staff. So long as she’s pretty enough.”

His cock was close now. Precum drooled from it, layering thick on the ground. It was enormous, but Betty felt confident her bimbo-perfect body could take it in.

“And I am pretty enough?” Nothing seemed nearly as important as that in that moment. “Really I am?”

Lilah laughed softly. An indulgent, heavenly sound. “Girl, after a few months of Master’s cum training you right, you’ll give me
 a run for my money.”

Betty knelt down slowly. Her eyes were big and dilated. This much precum, so close to her nose and mouth, had a literally intoxicating effect on her. Her thoughts came in long waves, and all of them were about serving, sucking, and fucking.

She began to lean forward to take him in, but Lilah grabbed her by the hair, tsking softly.

“No, darling. You ask permission, always. Do that again without asking, and I’ll slap the taste from your mouth. Understand?”

“Yes, Lilah.”

Deference was the name of the game now. Lilah deserved Betty’s deference. She was the First Wife, after all.

“Go on,” said Castle, smiling at his wife's antics. “Ask me.”

Betty felt like she were riding on the razor's edge of destiny. In her mind, this was not all thought-out, not pre-planned. This was not the climax of an intricate series of events that Castle had orchestrated the second he saw Betty for the first time. She had little idea that Castle would be fucking her no matter what happened.

No, this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. She had to do this all absolutely correctly, or her dream of being a gorgeously fertile wife to a massive billionaire stud would never come true.

“Please,” she whispered softly, her voice made for turning men on. “Please, Master. Please, oh please, let me have your cock? Please, Sir? Let me be your Wife. Your pretty, pretty wife. Let me have your cock however I can, oh please?”

He answered with a small tilting of his head at Lilah. His Wife was well-trained, having done this at least five other times before. She grabbed the back of Betty's head and held it steady while Castle shoved his hips forward and thrust his enormous cock through her open, panting lips.

There was no gentle administration, no feeling-out period. Castle had designed Betty to his specifications exactly and knew her limits better than she did herself. She took the entirety of his massive cock in one gulp, cutting off her air. Her body immediately fell into its fight-or-flight system, choked and invaded, and only Lilah was able to keep her in place as she twitched and shook.

The jerking fear lasted only for seconds before it was replaced with the sweet, warm, overwhelming sense of bliss as his first loads of precum landed in her stomach. Then it was orgasm—an unending orgasm that lasted until she passed out hours later at the end of their fuck-session.

Lilah guided Betty's body then, almost ragdoll-like in her state of rapture, up and down her Husband's cock. As Betty's body regained its muscle control, her hands and tits caught up with her mind, showering her Man with all the pleasure he deserved. Hot nimble fingers slid up and down his shaft when her lips were not hilted to his hips, and her enormous breasts rubbed hot against his thighs.

After several minutes of enjoying the feel of his cum periodically shooting down Betty's tummy, Castle gestured again, and Lilah and Betty both instinctively began to make out over the head of his enormity. They moaned, tongues wagging, as their mouths slid up and down the surface of his head and shaft, loving one another almost as much as they loved Him. Their lips, so plush and soft, adored his manhood, his godhood, with absolute service.

Lilah's tits spread milk openly, covering all three of their bodies with the warm lubricating surface. It revitalized them, keeping pussies wet, libidos supernova hot, and Castle's cock hard. Every scent was designed and delivered for more sex.

But Castle wanted so much more. He wanted his new girl pregnant. That was all just the warm-up.

“Spread her legs,” he told Lilah.

His First Wife was only too happy to comply. She guided Betty down to her back and ripped her gown off her body, revealing the shiny, tight, busty naked form of the bimbo beauty. Betty's thick hair was like a blanket for Lilah's knees. Lilah knelt above Betty's face, and spread her high-heeled legs out wide, lifting her hips so that Castle could enter easily.

“Fuck, yes!” Betty moaned. “Please. Oh God. Oh, my God! Please, baby! Please, Master! Please, please please be my Husband, please!”

Later on, there would be a ceremony. Everyone in town would be invited. Castle had half-thoughts about making Lane a bartender at the affair, or a driver for their honeymoon car while he drilled Betty in the backseat.

But this was the real consummation of their marriage, and all the contract Castle truly needed. He shoved his cock hard into Betty just as Lilah slipped her dripping cunt down on the dark-haired beauty's face.

Lilah pushed forward, meeting her Husband in a loving, tit-crushing embrace as he fucked his newest acquisition.

“Fuck her, baby,” Lilah moaned. “Fuck her good
.”

“Of course, doll,” he said, barely breaking a sweat, even though the temperature in the room was well over ninety degrees from their heat. “Of course.”

Lilah knew he would. It was simply fun to encourage him.

Castle pounded Betty's pussy harder than anyone else ever could have. Harder than any other pussy had ever been pounded, maybe, with the exception of Lilah. Her walls squeezed down on his cock, every inch and atom begging for more of his shaft inside of her.

Betty could not do more than moan, groan, and lick with Lilah's pussy on top of her.

But if she could have spoken, an unending stream of praise and worship would have been flowing from her mouth.

“Oh fuck!” she would have cried. “Oh fuck, Master! You’re so much bigger than him, oh god! Oh god, my god! Please! Please cum in me! Oh please, baby, Master, God, yes!”

Luckily, Lilah was right there to watch as he utterly fucked Betty's pussy, cheering him on with her milky tits leaking down onto the exact point of their joining.

“You want her pregnant for me, baby?” he asked Lilah. “You want this cunt to give us some new daughters to raise?”

Lilah nodded elegantly, fiercely.

“Fuck her, Husband. Get her pregnant. Make her yours forever. I want another sisterwife so badly. I want her to be your slave like me. Please, Master? Please? Please, my love?”

Castle had been hard and cumming since the dinner had started, practically; without his special physiology, he never could have survived being the Husband of a woman like Lilah, who could encourage orgasm with a mere glance. But he was special, and he did deserve her and even more, and even though he could not resist his wife's words, his incredible body only meant that when she begged him to get hard again, he would do so immediately.

He unleashed his load inside Betty at Lilah's insistence, flooding the dark-haired bimbo with his impregnating cum. Lilah, watching her Husband cum, shook with her own orgasm as she always did at seeing his pleasure.

And Betty was long-lost in rapture, feeling Lilah's blissful pussy vibrations coincide with her new Master's cock emptying inside of her.

There was not much left in Betty's brain at that moment. Most had been forcibly expelled, and she loved every second of it. But there was one thing left, one piece of certainty that would not ever go away.

Betty knew, without a doubt, that she was pregnant.

* * * * *

It was a beautiful day outside. Betty felt thrilled to be alive, thrilled to be as gloriously sexy and fertile as she was for her man.

She walked in the park with her best girlfriends Cora and Jasmine. The two of them had conspired together to wear matching yellow outfits, frilly mini dresses great scooping necklines showing off their incredibly huge breasts. Their tits bounced happily as they strutted after Betty, tall platform sandals clacking friendlily on the path through the lusciously landscaped park. Their hair was long, thick, and perfect.

Betty, naturally, looked better than either of them. She had
 to—because of her new Husband. Her tight blue minidress clung tight to her pregnant form, displaying her pregnant belly so masterfully that the happy, watermelon-like bulge looked almost like a third breast. Her actual breasts were decorated with sapphires and black diamonds in a bra that cost close to the price tag on the house of Cora’s Husband. Shiny and sparkly, begging for attention on her hot body, just like a good bimbo wife ought to do.

Cora and Jasmine walked just a few steps behind her. Close enough to hear everything she said and nod enthusiastically in open, worshipful agreement—but not so close that they might accidentally tread past Betty.

They couldn’t ever allow themselves to infringe upon her status. She wasn’t a Wife of just any man—she was a Wife of the
 Man, the Master of the whole town. One of seven lucky brides to carry his impeccable, holy seed.

“I’m so lucky to be pregnant with Master Castle’s girls,” said Betty dreamily. Just thinking of him brought her close to orgasm.

The quadruplets—all girls—were coming along nicely. Her slender, busty frame looked as though she had swallowed a basketball whole. Aside from her monumental baby bump, her form was as slender and tight as ever. After the pregnancy, she would be back to her old form in less than a week.

Castle had expectations, after all.

She was barely a month pregnant. The doctors said she was due in just a few days. Her body was entirely reformatted for carrying her Man’s babies. There was no discomfort, no aches and pains, no constant pressure to eat unhealthily or go to the bathroom.

She was a living, breathing, bimbo breeding machine. Just like she was born to be. There had never been clearer knowledge in her head than that.

Jasmine nodded, ever the confidant. “Oh yes. You really are. Your Husband is such a terrific man.”

“So terrific,” Cora nodded.

Master Castle was the one man they could all agree deserved their love and attention the most. It was only natural—he was the manliest, most perfect stud in the world. Oh sure, Cora and Jasmine had their own Husbands, and they were totally devoted to them. But only so long as their Husbands’ will didn’t contradict Castle’s.

He was supreme.

He was supreme, and he wanted Betty so much he had taken her for a wife of his own. She was so very, very lucky to be born hot enough to deserve such a living god adoring her nightly. Some nights, he wanted to fuck his other wives—or just other women entirely—but Betty had been getting a lot of attention, along with Lilah. Lilah assured her that this was both because she was new—“Master loves novelty, love,”—and because she was just that fucking hot for her Sir.

Sometimes Betty had strange thoughts—distant thoughts—of actually being married to someone else.

But this was nonsense, of course. No other man was good enough for her. How could they be, when she was the property of Castle? No other man could come close
 to him.

The imposing, amazing form of her Husband showed on the green lawn of the park. Even without his size, his handsomeness, she would have known it was him immediately—no one else would dare to step across the carefully manicured grass. But he owned it, of course, as he did everything in the town.

“I thought you would be at home,” said Castle. His erection looked painfully large in his pants.

“Oh, darling.” Betty’s voice was a passionate purr. “I’m so sorry. I should have been there for you.”

She had left a note, however—no doubt how he had found her.

“Here you are, dear.” Cora pulled out a soft rubber mat from her large handbag and handed it to Betty.

The startlingly gorgeous brunette rolled the mat out in front of a nearby bench. She knelt down and looked entreatingly up at her Husband. “Please, Daddy. Won’t you let me suck you off?”

“Yes, Sir...” Jasmine and Cora spoke in unison. “We can just watch. We don’t mind at all.”

Their heavy breasts rubbed against one another, leaking milk from arousal. Jasmine’s hand floated down to her pussy. Since Betty had become Castle’s wife, their arousal levels had shot through the roof from being around her—and therefore Him—
so often. Their first five or six orgasms every night with their Husbands were thinking of Castle’s scent, his cock, his touch, his muscles.

Sometimes he let them clean up after Betty. Both of them salivated at the notion that, once Betty was done sucking off her God-like Husband, they might be able to suckle down any remaining precum left on the grass or bench. Or maybe, maybe
, if they were supremely lucky, even his cock itself.

They were all out there in the open. No one minded. Several women walked by and congratulated Betty on her form, simpering and curtsying when Castle noticed them.

Across the street was the Happy Hair Salon. Castle watched as a pair of women walked out. They were dazed, cum sliding from puffy lips, milk dripping down their dresses. Desperately they clung to the arm of a tall man in a suit. That was one of Castle’s lawyers. He’d just given the man a promotion—which meant, in his world, the allowance for another couple of wives from out of town. His two new wives would be pregnant within the week, if they weren't already.

Castle shifted, feeling his balls tighten. Betty was doing something delightful with her tongue.

“Good girl,” he said, sighing. “That’s my good girl.”

# # #

* * * * *

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.


And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


* * * * *


What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––


Gang Heat: The Librarian


Lilah has a big, submissive secret—one that she would only ever indulge in while she explores her erotic dream world of fantasies. But those fantasies crash with reality when her library is taken over by a gang of hardened, brutal, criminal alpha-stud thugs...each eager to take her and teach her how to REALLY submit.

––––––––


Gang Heat: The Stewardess


One gorgeous bimbo babe is trapped on a private flight with a plane full of virile tattooed hunks who don't take “no” for an answer...and she's too hot for them to think about ANYTHING but all of them taking her at the same time.

––––––––


Gang Heat: The Cheerleader


Stella is desperate to lose her v-card to the biggest football stud she can find, but they keep turning her down. Turns out, the supreme stud on campus has claimed her as his...and he'll fill her fertile body himself before letting his teammates get a ride.

––––––––


Lust Party 2


Morgan's sexy adventures continue as the Lust Party leaves her with the body of a sexual goddess. Can she discover how to return to normal...or will she even want to when the power of sexual bliss is so strong?

––––––––


Lust Party 3


Morgan Malls completes her journey to becoming a total sex vixen...or does she? One last temptation is in the works, and it will take everything she has to keep her will for herself...if she really wants it at all.

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty

No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more.

Boobalicious Bimbo Bundle

9 startlingly sexy stories of tantalizingly terrific tit-heavy perfect “tens” doing whatever they can to please the magnificent alpha male studs in their lives with their mindblowing bodies and completely transformed, bimboized selves!

Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can.

Heir Salon: The Series

Stalwart feminist Betty has always abhorred her own good looks, preferring to be judged by her values and accomplishments. But in the fertile town of Passion Heights, a woman is only good for her ability to breed and look perfect for her Man. Betty vows to get to the bottom of this bimbofying tale, but will she avoid becoming a bimbo herself?

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.

Nadia Nightside's Best of 2015

SIX of the most erotic, sensational tales from 2015 are now available in one convenient bundle! Mind control, breeding, barely legal babes, taboo relations—this bundle has it all and then some!


Owned: The Series


Robert is a regular guy except for one thing...his nigh-omnipotent power to change others with merely a touch. He tries to hide this power, but the gorgeous Maria finds it sexier than anything else she's ever seen—and she's dying to make Robert realize the God he should be, just so long as she can be his submissive Goddess.

Revenge By Trance Bundle

The entire sexy saga is contained in one convenient volume! Warren, a down-on-his-luck stage hypnotist, finds a magic watch that lets him hypnotize any gorgeous, fertile woman he wants for real. Soon, he's reminded the snobby women in his life of their proper place—on their knees before him in slavish worship.

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!


Virgin Heat Bundle


Three smoking hot tales of helplessly sexy virgins and the alpha male studs who know exactly what they need—a big heaping helping of their massive cocks full of baby breeding seed.

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––


Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Bimbo Servant Bundle
? Then you should read Gang Heat: The Cheerleader
 by Nadia Nightside!
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Stella is the hottest cheerleader around, and she’s ready to finally lose her v-card. The problem is that she’s more than just a little vain. She doesn’t want to lose it to just anyone—oh no, she wants her fantasies to come to life, and is desperate to pop her cherry to the biggest, baddest football stud she can find. She uses every seductive tactic she knows to delight and titillate one hunky stud after another, but they all turn her down, and she can’t figure out why.

Soon, she discovers that the supreme alpha on campus has her marked as his property already, which means he’s got first dibs on claiming her fertile body. But, he’s a team player, and after he’s done, he wants his entire gang of alpha studs to take out the sexual frustration Stella’s built up on Stella herself…with all of them filling her beautiful body at once. 

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.



Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:



http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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