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“This is a disaster,” said Mallory, looking at the wall of snow. “There’s no way we get to the game in time now.”

“The game?” said Sloane. She swept a hand through her shoulder-length blond hair. “Dude, we might not even make it out of this alive.”

Mallory thought of Sloane as her second-in-command, though maybe that was just the military brat in her speaking. 

Mallory was the cheerleading captain at Dunwich University, a spot she had earned through hard work and determination. She was especially proud of the leadership role after her high school years had left her at the bottom of the cheerleading pack due to either leaving or arriving partway through a school year because of her mother’s military service moving her from base to base.

They arrived in a bus that they’d had to drive themselves. Sloane had been the one driving when twenty minutes ago, they pulled into the small Summer Hills Cabin Resort parking lot as the snow began. There was an advisory on the radio to pull over and seek shelter; the wind had already started picking up the bus’s wheels on sharp turns. 

The radio was saying blizzard. There was no one at the resort front desk but there were keys; Mallory took one and left a note.

A few minutes after that, they drove up to a cabin and stopped entirely because they couldn’t see further than about twenty feet.

The inside of the cabin was warm for now and the heat worked, but Mallory was scared that wouldn’t last. Each of the dozen scantily-clad girls were dressed for early fall weather, which for cheerleaders like them meant wearing thin cloth hoodies over their revealing uniforms.

They were a small university and the coaching of the team basically came down to Mallory and Sloane. Their coach had gone on leave—and everyone knew who to blame for that—and that left the team to fend for themselves, except for their sole trainer, Erin.

Mallory had just recently instituted a more provocative cheering uniform for their visiting games; she hoped to drive up attendance from the home crowd. There were never enough people cheering on their guys. The eyes on her hot young body didn’t really matter to her one way or another, she just didn’t want to be a failure. Men and women had always been looking at her; she had the kind of easy starlet beauty that made everyone stare. Cheekbones, lips, thick glossy dark hair, sculpted lines, and a smoldering gaze. 

Her own internal bias toward pretty girls—the secret indulgence of every beautiful woman in charge—meant that her whole team was on her level, beauty-wise. Their looks were a strategic asset, so why not take advantage? She put it to a vote to the whole squad and, with Sloane’s support, easily obtained a unanimous decision.

The secret to maintaining control was a good second-in-command; Sloane was certainly that. As the only girl Mallory had ever met who was nearly as pretty as her, she commanded almost as much authority as Mallory did. If it weren't for her obsessive crush on Mallory—nurtured only gently by Mallory occasionally sending her an outfit of the day or going clothes shopping with her bestie—she might have been Mallory's rival. s

At any rate, where before they may have worn tights and skorts and tight sweaters, they now had white-and-red pleated skirts and low-cut, mid-riff baring white tops with red trim and little keyholes of cleavage. The gaggle of them shivered in the cabin even outside of the brewing blizzard.

Not exactly winter weather clothing. 

It was late September, there wasn’t supposed to be snow like this!

The cheerleaders huddled together inside the cabin, the temperature dropping noticeably as the freshly-started fire in the fireplace flickered and wavered under the assault of the blistering wind outside. The girls huddled together around the fire, their cheeks flushed and teeth chattering from the cold that snuck in through the cracks around the door. 

The cabin was snug, but it wasn't big enough to fit all of them comfortably. It had been designed for a family of four, maybe five if they were close, but not a dozen provocatively-clad cheerleaders. They shivered as they took off their shoes, their feet squishing slightly in the thin wet socks they wore underneath. The floorboards creaked beneath their combined weight.

Mallory's eyes scanned the room, taking in every detail—from the stone fireplace to the wooden beams supporting the ceiling, to the patchwork quilt on the couch that smelled faintly of cinnamon.  Knotted pine walls were streaked with the odd reflection of the interior lights bouncing off the white snow outside. It was already getting close to knee deep out there. 

The fire crackled and popped, casting flickering shadows on the log walls and making the already surreal scene even more dreamlike.

Mallory, holding herself, looked out the window at the blanket of snow covering everything. Her breath fogged up the glass. She tried to remain calm. First, she had to do a head count. She knew the quarterback Tyler was still out in his SUV behind the bus, where he could fucking freeze to death for all she cared, but that still meant she had plenty of people to look after.

She began inventorying what they had to account for: ten girls— twelve including herself and Sloane—a portable propane stove that the team usually used for tailgating, two small tanks of propane, a couple of pillows and blankets each girl had stashed in their bags, half-empty water bottles...

In their faces, she could see the girls clearly knew the score just the same as her. Panic in their eyes at the cold and the isolation, not knowing when the storm would end. She had to start giving orders to keep people calm. Scared people liked nothing better than something to do.

“Angie? Babe, would you see if you have cell service? Don’t everyone call, we don’t want to block the signal. Leave it to Angie. If you think you have service, talk to her and let her make the call.”

What she said popped out of her mouth automatically. She knew that the substance of the order wasn’t as important as saying it with authority and confidence; so long as nobody was humiliated or hurt, following orders improved morale.

Her mouth twisted to one side as she thought.

“Gloria? Would you see if that hot tub works or if it’s all gunked up? Let's get some warm water going.? Okay, thanks.” She pointed. “Hannah, and O’Toole? Check to see if there’s any firewood like right outside before we can’t open the door anymore? Great. The rest of you, look for blankets, jackets, coats, anything that could keep us warm as the temperature drops. Sloane," she turned to her friend, a bit blindsided by the open hero-worship in her bright blue eyes, "can you crank up the thermostat? It might get hot in here at first but I want as much heat as possible built up here if the power fails, okay?” She clapped her hands. “I know this is scary, but we’re in shelter and we’re going to be fine. If anybody has any bright ideas, please just let me know and we’ll get right on it, all right?”

“What about Tyler?” asked Jennifer in the back.

Jennifer was the team's newest join. She wasn’t used to that awful creep yet; still somewhat taken in by his chauvinistic arrogance. He probably had only felt her up a few times, unlike the rest of the girls on the team. It must have been great having a millionaire for a daddy who could threaten to sue into permanent bankruptcy any girl you wanted to squeeze the ass or tits of.

“I asked him if he wanted to come inside.” Mallory kept her voice emotionless. “You all saw me. He wanted to stay in the car with the heat on. He thought we were overreacting.”

“Well, now we know we weren’t,” said Jennifer, pointing out the window. “So shouldn’t we go get him?”

Sloane stepped up. “Nobody goes outside looking for anyone or anything. It’s a white out. You can get lost in a second and freeze to death. When the snow stops, we can look for him. Until then, it’s safer for everyone if we stay here.”

Jennifer retreated into a corner, clearly dissatisfied with this answer. Mallory saw a lot of wry smiles and shade thrown her way. Most of the girls knew what was up and they had no issue leaving him to freeze. Just like Mallory, they probably could remember too easily his voice in their ears, his fingers between their legs, just wanting “to know what there is to taste.”

Such a creep. She shuddered, and saw other girls do the same. It wasn’t the cold.

Something troubled her, though. She did another headcount, looking through the milling crowd before her as they went to work following her directions and then realized the problem.

“Hey guys!” she used her leader voice, clear and commanding. Everyone stopped what they were doing. “Where’s Erin?”

Silence filled the tall living room as everyone looked around. Then, as if on cue, a moan filled the air. Everyone’s neck twisted this way and that. Then, another moan—harder this time, and even more obviously sexual.

“Ohhhh...” The voice dripping with wanton sensuality. “Oh fuck...”

The cabin’s living room connected to two bedrooms with a single bathroom downstairs next to a large kitchen. The moans came from a bedroom. Everyone gathered in front of it with Mallory leading the way.

Erin knelt in a corner, huddled over and naked. Her body glistening with sweat. Her dark, thick hair stretched down to her back—Mallory didn’t remember it being so long—and her skin shone with incredible vibrancy.

“Yessss.” Again, Erin moaned. Her arms clutched to her body, one clearly snaking down between her legs. “Yes, of course. Of course...”

Mallory didn’t know what to do. What to say. This had her more flummoxed then the blizzard. She turned back to Sloane who made a face and shrugged. Other girls behind her started to laugh. A couple rolled their eyes and walked away.

“So gross,” she heard Jennifer say. “Stuck with a bunch of weirdos...”

“Erin...?” ventured Mallory. “Honey, are you all right?”

“I’m incredible.” Her voice was a throaty, delighted purr that belonged on some kind of silver screen femme fatale. She turned, her profile striking and beautiful in the dim light of the bedroom.  “Would you like to join me?”

That was too much. The entire group erupted in a fit of laughter, Mallory loudest of all. She didn’t know what the hell was going on but it was too funny to be believed. Maybe Erin had gotten high on the trip and taken the wrong drug? Similar things had happened at different times with other groups and other girls; they were in college after all.

Their laughter cut short when Erin turned to one side, revealing the expanse of her naked flesh. Every muscle toned. Her face seductive and inviting. Her proud, big tits majestic and perfect. Even though that was unexpected—her body had been so skinny and flat, where had pin-up girl come from?—it wasn’t why they stopped laughing.

She held up a book. The cover beautiful red leather. The pages...what was going on with the pages? They were lovely, there was something in them...

But then Mallory realized it wasn’t Erin holding the book. Her arm was just on top of it, and her kneeling body was six inches off the ground.

The Book was holding her.

* * * * *
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“I JUST THINK WE SHOULD, I don’t know, check and see what’s going on,” said Jennifer. 

The pretty, thin blonde had a thin sheen of sweat over her well-defined features, but then, they all did. The heat befitted a sauna more than a cabin stuck in a blizzard. It was wet and clingy, sweaty and tight. Their tops were tugged at, their heavy tits easily visible through the white cloth gone sheer from being soaked through. Their long legs slippery, and so deeply slick especially between their thighs. Everyone's nipples were hard, like it was thirty degrees colder. 

Their hair—everyone had such thick, long hair suddenly—was slick and wet like it had been gelled. Only none of them had gelled; it was just looking that way, silky smooth and soft somehow despite being wet. Not a single tangle among them. 

Mallory didn't understand the heat or the hair or the sweat or the big yummy titties with sexy-as-fuck hard nips, but it was low on her list of priorities when it came to things she didn't understand right now. 

She didn't understand why she was so fucking horny. She didn't understand why she couldn't stop thinking about being drilled by a strong, capable stud who would breed her full of his seed. She was only nineteen, which meant she could conceivably be pregnant for like twenty years in a row—maybe more with fertility drugs. Why couldn’t she stop thinking of her hot teenage body, pregnant and desperate, fingering herself as she sucked cock in front of a television set? Why was it turning her on so much to imagine being ignored by a super stud while he watched porn and she obediently sucked his cock with her puffy lips and her preggo bulge pushing against his legs?

She didn't understand why all of her memories were slowly being replaced with fantasies of dressing up like a fuckdoll and being bred in a kitchen, or a movie theater, or a classroom. She didn't remember going to high school anymore—she just remembered staring at a mirror and noting how utterly devastating her smile was and how she hoped to catch a strong man's attention with it. 

The moans of eight girls filled the cabin. Mallory’s remaining squad had managed to close the door on them, but the bedroom was awfully crowded now and the interior walls were paper thin. All seven of the newly transformed girls were like Erin now, kneeling in front of the floating Book and fingering their cunts as they read and read to each other. 

Their hair growing. Their bodies getting tighter and longer, bustier—all of their changes evident from their half-naked bodies and shimmering sweaty skin. 

Mallory and her tiny little squad of survivors were lucky. Their tits maxed out at 36D cups; that was totally normal. Mallory's hair had only grown about a foot in the last few hours, which was a perfectly acceptable amount. Her nimbly maneuvering fingers, deep inside her cunt, made it easy to calmly accept these rational thoughts. 

“You know what’s going on." Sloane's voice was tinged with the same lusty ache that Jennifer's was. “You can hear what’s going on. You don’t need to check.”

Jennifer bit her lip. Another orgasmic chorus filled the air. Ten minutes ago she had pulled off her cheerleading top and now wore only a zip-up sports bra that was mostly unzipped. Her heaving cleavage was shiny and spectacular. 

She absently toyed with a nipple, but they were all doing that—or playing with their hair, or stroking their necks, or gyrating their hips and flexing their buttocks, or fingering themselves like Mallory was. It was just something to do to remain calm during this stressful situation. Anyone would do the same.

“I just...” Jennifer gulped. Sloane wore no sports bra beneath her top because before the trip started, her tits had been non-existent. Now Jennifer stared at her heaving, hot globes as they softly bounced in time with Sloane's deep breaths. “It just seems like, interesting, that’s all. If we checked it out, maybe we could...we could help...”

“Help what?” Mallory snapped. “Help them finger themselves? Help them lick each other’s cunts and read the Book and hold one another down and fingerfuck each other to one mind-blistering orgasm after another while we cum and cum and cum and moan his name over and over again and—”

Mallory sat down, holding her mouth, eyes wide. Her hips pushed insistently into her fingers; her mind was still racing with the thought of cumming, cumming, cumming for him... 

The other girls didn’t judge. They had all had similar outbursts. 

In any other situation, talking uncontrollably like that and being stuck in this strange circumstance would have made Mallory cry. Instead, her barely legal teenage body convulsed with pleasure, her cunt aching as it pulsed towards the bedroom door. Wanting to join the others. Sloane put her hand on Mallory’s bare thigh and it lingered there well after she calmed. Sloane's head came down on Mallory's shoulder. They snugged right in to one another. 

Mallory welcomed Sloane's presence, her intimate touch. She knew Sloane was in love with her, had been for the longest time. At some other time, she might have found it distasteful or overwhelming. 

But now she just thought it was...appropriate. Even helpful. She could rely on Sloane’s assistance, if for no other reason than Sloane hated disappointing her. 

Besides, it wasn’t like Sloane was ugly. Mallory took solace in how pretty her second-in-command was. Girls, and especially barely legal girls, and especially cheerleader girls, were supposed to be pretty. They were supposed to be the prettiest, actually—role models for everyone around them to liven up school spirit and influence others to believe in something greater than themselves. No one wanted to follow some ugly old hag around. 

In fact, being so pretty was part of why she had recruited Sloane in the first place. Wasn’t it? Mallory was sure it was now that Sloane’s pretty-fingered hand slid further up her thigh and rested so very close to her pulsing, yearning pussy. 

Yes. 

Sloane was pretty—her slender but defined jawline, her high cheekbones, the thick malleable mass of her golden hair, her sensual bust that she was always showing off in those tiny sports bras and cheerleading outfits...

Mallory was staring at Sloane’s cleavage. Sloane caught her gaze and smiled, squeezing her thigh harder. Maybe...maybe it wasn’t so bad to be caught in this storm after all?

A wild chorus of sudden orgasmic screaming—shrieking, really—broke her concentration. All the girls from the bedroom sounded like they were cumming all at once, and as hard as they possibly could.

The sexual energy hit the remaining girls in the living room like a wave. One girl, Josefina, fell over with her fingers in her pussy and her top completely torn away. Sloane’s fingers gripped up even tighter on Mallory’s thigh—brushing so gently against her folds—as Mallory leaned into Sloane and moaned into her shoulder. 

Thank god she was holding herself together! It would have been awful to think about this squad full of cheerleading virgins somehow losing control over themselves. 

Luckily, thought Mallory, softly nipping at the nape of Sloane’s neck, she was only a little turned on. It was very simple for her to keep it under control and just grind her thumb into Sloane’s hipbone and that was all. 

Her thoughts were just running away from her a little, that was all. She felt constantly like she was waking up from an incredibly sexy dream. The kind she always had, every day that she could now remember—the reoccurring dream she’d had for what felt like her whole life. 

The dream where she was the living embodiment of sexual service for a massively hung alpha male, worshiping him with every part of her mind and body and soul. The dream she wished was real, the dream she would do anything to accomplish, where every single atomic element of her beauty was put on display to honor his strength and dignity and power and she was nothing but a trophy to stand at and grind into his side.

“Dreamy...” Sloane whimpered into Mallory’s neck, kissing her back. 

Yes. It was dreamy. How could they possibly not be in their right minds when they were being so accurate about the situation? It was a dreamy little fuck time, a time where fingers and lips got to play with each other, where pussy juices could slide over your hot friend’s legs and you could whisper how badly you wanted to be a slave to big bad misogynist cock. 

Mallory remembered a very brief episode just outside the cabin when the white out hit. They had all been piled just outside the door, shivering and trying to get in. Sloane gave the door a shove, and then Selena and Gloria. Panic built.

Then Erin walked up and it popped right open.

“Just had to nudge it a little,” she said with a shrug. 

Erin had been putting on muscle mass lately. Before, she had been painfully, sickly thin—almost anorexic-looking. Now that thinness carried with it a wiry strength. It made sense to Mallory that Erin may have found a way to get it open. Trainers were handy. 

It only occurred to her now that something amiss might have occurred. Something—and she hated to even think the word—something supernatural. 

It wasn’t like there was anything necessarily supernatural about what was happening now. There was just a freak blizzard in September in an area that hadn’t seen snow in more than a hundred years, and now a cabin full of barely legal beauties was stripping naked and touching one another constantly and yearning for big, monstrous, misogynist cock to fuck them pregnant. 

That was normal. Happened all the time! She oughtn’t to worry. 

Misogynists were so sexy, after all. They knew a woman's place was at her knees. She wanted to feel small, wanted, claimed. She pictured herself on her knees, looking up at him. The memory of the dream was too vivid, too real. Was it really just a dream?

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath to try and calm herself down, but it was no use. The air around them was thick with desire and lust. She could almost see the pheromones floating in the air, making her dizzy with want. 

Still. Maybe she had been too precautionary before. The cabin was awfully hot now. All the girls, including Mallory, dripped with sweat—along with everything else they dripped, of course.

“Sloane...” she put her hand to her head. “I can’t stand this heat anymore. Would you turn down the thermostat?”

“Oh, that?” Sloane giggled. Her voice just a whisper in Mallory’s ear. “That broke like, five minutes after I started messing with it. I would have told you but then...everything started happening.”

They were both dripping with sweat. Sloane’s cunt rode on Mallory’s thigh and hip. She was such a good friend.

“It’s been off for two hours?”

“Yeah. Everything is busted. None of the light switches work or anything.”

“But then...”

Mallory trailed off. It was useless to ask how they could see, how there was light in the middle of the room, how it was so warm.

It was useless.

None of this should be happening. None of this seemed real. But it took real strength to accept the truth of her situation.

Something supernatural was happening. Something terrible—in the old sense of the word, something old and majestic that she should revere and fear in equal measure. If she stepped wrong, she could end up torn apart in some mystic tornado or something.

But if she showed that she could cooperate, if she could somehow not be useless to it...

Useless.

The word bounced across her brain, became all her thoughts for several seconds. Her pussy pulsed with heated, eager pleasure, almost like the word itself was sliding across her needy young teenaged g-spot.

Useless.

“Useless,” she said aloud.

It was like she was testing the word. Sloane nodded into her shoulder, kissing her clavicles and jaw.

“Totally useless,” said the pretty blonde. Her cunt juiced all over Mallory’s thigh.

“Useless to think.”

“It would be better just to...just to find out for ourselves.”

They clutched hands even tighter. Mallory brought Sloane’s over to her own pussy and let feel the heat there.

“Oh my god,” said Sloane. “You’re so wet for him...”

Mallory was. Sloane was so fucking right. She was a hot-bodied mega-fit ultra-sexy fertile barely legal teenage beauty and she needed to be knocked up like the extra-fertile fuckqueen she was. She wanted to hold down the rest of the team for his hot jock cock no matter how much they protested or cried or said “no.” 

No was such a useless word; it really meant yes whenever a pretty girl like Mallory said it to a real man. 

“Would you cum for him?” Sloane whispered, holding her tighter. Fingering her openly. 

“Would you, please?” Jennifer asked. 

She was on her knees in front of Mallory, half bent-over. One hand on the ground propping her up, the other deep inside her own virgin pussy. Josefina just behind her, but bent over all the way. 

“Would you cum for him for all of us?” asked Sloane.

“If you cum for him, we’ll all have to,” said Jennifer. “You’re our leader. You’re in charge.”

“You’re the one he really wants to knock up. We’re just treats.”

“Just hot little extras. You’re the trophy.”

Trophy. Yes! She was a trophy. So much fucking hotter than that bitch Erin. Who the fuck did she think she was, assuming command over her man’s cheerleading slaves like that? 

“Cum cum cum.” Sloane ground her entire body into Mallory’s. “Cum, cum, cum please?”

Everything was going so fucking mad and it felt so good. 

Mallory nodded, and she felt it surge through her, building and building. She pictured him standing there, in his perfect football uniform, his cruel evil cock huge and proud. She pictured him fucking the entire team but stopping to jerk off on her tits alone, the warm sticky cum splattering over their D-cups as they cheered for the team and his marvelous trophy fuckdoll.

It had been so long since she had cum. She was so fucking wet. So juicy. So...

“Yes,” she whispered, her eyes squeezing shut with lust. “I’ll cum for him. I’ll cum for him to show him how much we all want his cock.” 

“Trophy cum for Daddy,” Jennifer hissed, rubbing her hot clit even harder. “Prove to him you’re his favorite fuckqueen.”

“Make him cum a lot inside you. Make him make you prove it.”

Mallory squirmed against Sloane, rubbing her pussy and clit like her life depended on it. His cock—his big, hard, misogynist cock—was right there, somewhere in the room with them pushing against the hot slick folds of her brain—and she needed it inside her. She needed to be fucked raw and impregnated and a-and and!—

The collective orgasms cooked their brains until there was nothing left but desperate wet obedience. 

* * * * *
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EVERYONE WAS IN THE main living room now with their clothes off. They had moved the furniture—or had the furniture just moved for them?—to be able to gather in a big intertwined pile of barely legal teenage flesh on the plush carpet. 

The Book was open, somehow attached to the screen of the unplugged television set, turning its own pages and whispering its words to them. Erin, who had been reading the Book the longest, knelt directly underneath it and softly kissed and slurped at its ribbon bookmark. 

It was too thin, being just a ribbon, to make such bulging shapes in her cheeks and throat—but they were there all the same, like some force of lustful magic incarnate had decided to fuck Erin’s skull after days of fucking with Erin’s mind.

Mallory was in the front row, of course, and Sloane was right next to her. They were the hottest and got priority readings. It didn’t matter that other girls had been reading longer than them or even had transformed already to have larger tits or longer hair than they currently had. Mallory and Sloane were transforming steadily and soon would surpass all of them.

Selfishly, proudly, vainly, Mallory wanted to take up all the Book’s attention. It wasn’t like the other cheerleaders were worth that much when she was around, was it?

Tyler would want her. He would want her at the top.

And just to make sure, she would offer him Sloane at the same time. Sloane, easily the second-hottest girl in the room of rapidly transforming sex goddesses, was already deeply in love with Mallory. 

It was time they were open and honest about it. It wasn’t like Mallory had any reservations about fucking a deeply gorgeous girl like Sloane anyway. She had just been saving herself for a man, for THE Man...for Tyler. 

She fingered her cunt now, reading the Book's pretty words, thinking only the Book's pretty thoughts, imagining only the Book's pretty images, thinking of all the times he had slid his hand up her tiny, asking-for-it skirts when she had protested. 

She wished she had protested more. She wished she had begged him to stop. And she wished that when she had, he kept going. She wished he had fucked her silent and threatened her to not tell anyone or that somehow he would ruin her life, and she wished that once all that had happened, she had showed up to his house on her hands and knees and begged to thank his force-fucking cock with her gentle, loving mouth and then showed him the tied-up cheerleaders she had in her trunk for him to force too. 

She had been rejecting him, making him mad. What was wrong with her? He was a man. A real man, too—not some girly beta cuck who wanted to buy her flowers or (puke!) ‘make love’ to her. Gross. 

He wanted to fuck her. Breed her, probably, and he’d probably want to keep breeding her until he had a house full of her daughter-servants waiting on him hand and foot.  That was all a girl could wish for.

The Book agreed. The Book knew all of this. The Book knew everything. 

It knew how much she wanted to be owned and controlled by a real man.

Her body was young, tight, hot, and perfect. She was graceful and elegant and beautiful. Who wouldn’t want to feel her up? It was a compliment, really, and she should have taken it as such. 

The next time he grabbed her ass, she would lean into it. She would moan just so, her wet puffy lips parting, and turn to him and smile. She would say something hedonistic but demure. Hi Handsome or the like. Just enough to let him know that his strength was appreciated, wanted, needed. Strong alpha men like him had to know their rightful position at the top of the social pyramid. 

And Mallory—being a gorgeous young woman with a great rack and a breedable body—was the perfect status symbol to be at his side. Like a diamond ring on her finger, say. The bigger the rock, the more important and wealthy her husband was. And so the more beautiful a real man’s girlfriend was, the higher his status—and if he put a big sexy fucking sparkly rock on his property’s finger, it meant his status was even higher. 

Women were just status symbols. That was all. 

Mallory was the cheerleading captain. And that meant she had to show this male, this real man, that she was eager to be his property and fulfill her destiny. Otherwise, he might only want to fuck her once or twice before throwing her away and fucking some other girl! And while Mallory was perfectly happy if her Man fucked as many women as he wanted, the thought of him doing so without her there to cheer him on was anathema.

Besides, if she didn’t go along with it, he could easily fuck her up. Beat her or restrain her or hold her down and do whatever he wanted anyway. It was better to just smile and enjoy herself; there were less bruises that way. It was a woman’s responsibility, if she was beautiful, to let a man know that he didn’t need to tarnish the objective appeal of her real estate to enjoy perusing her lawn however he wanted. 

The door swung open and a blast of cold air entered the room. Snowflakes swirled in with it, but only for a moment as they melted on the heated crotch-scented air.

Tyler stumbled in, shirtless and covered in snow. Behind him, a ten-foot tall tunnel of snowmelt and ice from his SUV to the cabin manifested from his body heat alone. His eyes glistened with lust and dominance, homing in on the group of naked, needy cheerleaders. His thick cock bulged in his sweat pants, straining to be free and claim the pussies that belonged to him.

“Oh my god, hiiii,” Mallory cooed, happily strutting toward him. “Are you really here? What a dream. We’re so lucky.”

For a moment, he was stunned. She wrapped her arms around his neck and stared lovingly into his eyes, dabbing little eager kisses on his chin. Sloane was right behind her, smiling adoringly at both of them. Her nipples were perky, hard.

“It’s okay, baby. We’re all here for you, and we won’t tell a soul about the things you've done.” Mallory stroked his chin with a manicured nail. “In fact, we were just practicing what we might do to repay you for showing us so much of your valuable attention...” she said, leading him over to the half-naked, writhing pile of barely legal hyper-fit tits and asses.

His body was so hot—literally and metaphorically. Mallory pushed her thick, milk-heavy tits into him with a loving moan, snatching Sloane into his other side. Showing her worth as a trophy girlfriend, eager to help him fuck as many hotties as possible. 

Everything about Tyler was hard, ready. A twenty-something stud full of sperm to give her triplets. Her elegant fingers danced on his cheese-grater abs. Eager, desperate whimpers filled the air—the other girls were so jealous. They stared up at him with open, eager worship wishing they were Mallory or Sloane, needing his massive hard cock filling their grip instead of the Captain and her lieutenant. 

"I thought..." he groaned as Mallory's grip shifted inside his sweatpants, holding his cock expertly as she stroked it. 

It was the first cock she had ever held. He was so fucking huge, so hard, so ready to fuck. Hot lightning-strike orgasms danced across what little was left of her roasted, toasted obedient brain. She needed him hard so bad.

"I thought," he continued, "you bitches were going to sue me for sure."

Sloane giggled. "For what? Showing us our place?" 

Mallory laughed with her. What a silly idea! A woman complaining to a man! Absurd. 

“Oh, you should be able to grope and fuck whoever you want, baby." Mallory kissed his chest. Hairy and muscular. "You’re a real man, after all.”

“That’s right,” Sloane nodded. “We exist for you.”

His hands went down to their asses, gripping tightly. Mallory came again. She could feel and see Sloane cumming too. Milk spurted from their tits, quickly flowing across his body and down to his crotch and their legs. They used their shifting, gripping thighs to slide his pants down and reveal his massive erect cock to the entire cheerleading team. 

Oh fuck. 

Oh god, really?

Oh my god, is he real?

Can we...can we please?

Please sir, show us our place?

Fuck me up, fuck me up, fuckmeupfuckmeupfuckmeup—

He tugged at Mallory and Sloane in equal measure, their feet lifting off the ground and simpering into his calves, like he was swinging a keg around. Smiling smugly. 

“You two fought me. You said you would report me.”

Mallory snapped her fingers and Jennifer crawled forward, whimpering and hot. Her pin-up girl looks polished and clean and shimmering with sweaty, eager need. 

“We’ll report all the ugly girls now." Mallory stroked his cock into Jennifer's face, battering it lightly even as she pushed his cock against her lips. “The ones you don’t want to fuck. We’ll say they’ve been spreading rumors about you and cheating on tests and selling drugs.”

“We’ll get them kicked out of school." His cock was so huge that there was plenty of room for Sloane's nimble, small, long-fingered hand. "Off their scholarships. Ugly girls always have scholarships. It’s the only reason they can even be here.”

“You just deserve a bunch of rich snobby bitches fucking up other people’s lives to make you happy and giving you an unending supply of unwilling virgins to fuck as you see fit." Mallory nodded toward the team of kneeling cheerleaders fingering themselves before him. “That's why I gathered them for you. Why I chose them exactly for how hot they are. You’re a man, after all, and should be treated as such. We’re sorry we ever thought you were anything less.”

Tyler grinned. “Well, that might work.”

Mallory shivered as she came again. What a basic thing to say. He wasn't smooth, wasn't suave, wasn't clever or charismatic. Just a handsome, dumb, rich brute who deserved to fuck them for being such an alpha jock stud. He squeezed their asses, harder this time, harder than he had ever done before. They both came again, moaning into each other’s necks.

“We’re yours,” they breathed in unison. “Our bodies, our minds, everything.””

He nodded. “Well, shit yeah. That’s all I’ve been saying this whole time.”

“I think it’s so sexy you’ve groped so many girls,” said Mallory. “I just think it's so cool how you know what we want no matter what we say."

“Me too,” moaned Sloane. Both of them stroking his enormous girth nonstop. “How many of them said no? I bet it was a lot of them. How many of them told you to stop?”

He grunted, hips pumping with their strokes now. “So...so many. Usually they stopped. Or they were so drunk...”

“It’s not any girl really could be unwilling for you anyway, Sir. You’re such a man. They were just teasing.”

Sloane nodded. “And even if they weren’t, girls don’t really have a say, do we? We should just do what men want.”

“Just do what men want...”

Mallory repeated Sloane, locking eyes with the blonde, her mind blanking out. Like a chant. She felt the pull of the Book swiping away parts of her will again.

Do what men want. 

Do what Man wants.

Do what THE Man wants.

Do what HE wants.

DO what he WANTS...

She couldn’t repeat the words because her mouth was full of Tyler’s cock, slipping and sliding over one side of the thick, beautiful shaft and slurping up against Sloane’s lips and tongue doing the same on the other side. They were kneeling. When had she gotten on her knees? They were on top of Jennifer, using her like a yoga mat. 

Other girls pushed up behind Mallory and Sloane, begging for the taste that they shared. They moaned and writhed, all of them moving as one enormous ball of orgasm-addicted female flesh on fire from the presence of their one true master. 

"M-Master!" Mallory moaned into his cock, the first to say it. She was always first. "Our Master..."

"Fuck us, Master?" Sloane spoke directly to his crotch. "Please fuck us both?"

He did not have to be asked much. His own virile fuck-centered mind was on overdrive, surrounded by a host of more-than-willing model-hot beauties begging to be bred. He took a thick sheaf of Mallory's hair and snapped her down to the ground, knocking her senseless for a moment. 

When she came to, he was pushing up inside her just how she needed him to do, with Mallory just cognizant enough to wrap her long tanned legs around his waist and guide him in. 

Her orgasm was immediate, passionate, and all-encompassing as his cock shoved up deep inside her ultra-fertile cunt. 

Mallory's mind was a whirlwind of lust as Tyler's cock invaded her core. Sloane leaned over and kissed Mallory, her eyes locked onto their shared master, putting on a show for him and him alone. Women were objects and were supposed to please their Master at all times, especially during fuck sessions where he impregnated fertile barely legal virgins. The room was filled with the sounds of wet slapping, tongues lapping, and heavy breathing as Tyler began his furious, hot, fast, deep thrusts inside Mallory. His hips pounded against her with a possessive rhythm that made her walls clench around him in delight. Every time he pushed in deeper, she felt herself moan louder, lost in the moment.

Mallory watched in a haze as Tyler thrust with increasing force, his heavy balls slapping against her ass cheeks with each powerful hammering of his body into hers. 

“Please cum,” she whimpered. Truly desperate to be a trophy mother for her new MasterDaddy. “Please cum, please cum, please cum...”

Sloane whimpered it back into her mouth as they continued to kiss, both of them shivering with orgasm after orgasm at the fact of their Master’s incumbent pleasure. He exploded into her womb, his seed filling her up as she came again and again, her mind whited out. 

The only thing that mattered was pleasing him, making him cum in her. Making sure he would want to keep her around for the next time he needed his cock serviced, or the next time he wanted a breeding session with two hot, lovely cheerleader babes on their knees, ready to breed at a moment's notice.

Mallory felt his warm, seed-heated cum fill her womb, and she shrieked through her orgasm as well, her entire being on fire. Tyler tensed and moaned as he kept pumping inside her, claiming her with his seed, marking her as his breeding stock for all eternity. 

Finally spent, he smiled down at them both before pulling out with a wet slurp and a smack. His cock was hard again in seconds. Sloane looked at him adoringly. 

“Do you want me to clean that for you, Master?”

So hard! Such a fucking stud. Love swelled in Mallory’s chest, mixing with the happy thought of his cum obviously impregnating her. She thought of later, arriving at the game. Tyler immediately entering the locker room and proceeding to break the legs and arms of the opposing team. 

It would be easy for him. Mallory and Sloane with fingers deep inside each other’s cunts. Gasping and cumming at every broken bone, every new display of hot masculine violence. Their Man in total control. They were so lucky to be his property. 

"Fuck yes.” His voice broke Mallory’s fantasy, returning her to the one she lived in. “You’ll clean it with your cunt.”

“N-no!”

Mallory and Sloane sneered in the direction of the voice. Who the fuck would say no to their Master?

It was Erin. Kneeling in front of the book. Its bookmark ribbon tied tight around her neck, clearly choking her. 

“Please,” said Erin. “P-please. I wanted him first. I made all this happen. I w-was the first...”

She had transformed completely from the sickly tiny girl with the greasy hair. She was a stunner; any man would have felt lucky to take her home to Mom for dinner. 

She would have easily won some regional beauty pageant. 

But Mallory’s own beauty had now enhanced to the point where she would easily earn millions a day just from smiling at a camera. Sloane wasn’t far behind. Jennifer was nearly as pretty as Mallory as well; she would probably be Mallory’s new second-in-command in front of Sloane. 

“What the fuck does that have to do with anything?” Tyler asked. 

“I...I put it together. I never cared that you abused the other girls. I wanted your attention so bad. I made it—”

“Yeah, yeah, you made it happen.” Tyler shrugged. “So what? You gave me a billion dollars and you’re asking me to only spend ten thousand. Who the fuck would do that, stupid?” He looked at Mallory. “Tell her why you’re number one, babe.”

“It has nothing to do with my personality, not really.” She giggled, sitting up on her arms. Her belly full of Tyler. She could feel herself getting pregnant. She hoped she showed soon. “Except that my personality is the hottest girl alive, and that’s all he wants. If I wasn’t the hottest girl at all, I wouldn’t have a personality, because I wouldn’t even bother existing. There’s no point to the rest of you except as set decorations. All that matters is being the prettiest for Daddy’s Cock. There’s nothing else.”

As she spoke, he had already entered Sloane. Mallory, noticing, slipped on top of Sloane’s face. Making the sexy blond lick her cum-soaked clit. Master could look at Sloane’s body or Mallory’s body and face; the choice was clear and Mallory was over the moon with his eyes locked onto hers.

He looked only at her as he fucked Sloane pregnant. The book floated over to Mallory, purring into her side. Erin tipped over and choking from the ribbon around her neck. Turning blue. Mallory casually and forcefully slapping Erin's rapidly-bruising face even as she ground her sexy young cunt into Sloane’s mouth. 

For as long as she could, Mallory would keep his focus solely on her no matter how many other girls his cock thrust inside. The object of all his orgasmic thoughts. 

It felt so good to be objectified by her Man.

# # #
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