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BRIGITTE’S ASS WAS tight and round and plump, and in the spectacularly thin matte leather tights she was inappropriately wearing on a Monday afternoon, her legs looked sleek and utterly grippable. This is what she wanted now, ever since reading the Book and all its glorious secrets—to be gripped, held, known, and mastered. 

In front of the pile of filing boxes in her boss Randall’s office, she bent this way and that, making a show of herself. Letting him see. 

It was raining outside. Brigitte thought it was so romantic. In the late afternoon, nearly everyone else had gone home, and the parking lot in their small office park was mostly empty save for a few diehard employees (all five of whom, man and woman, Brigitte knew were waiting around to specifically ask her out. She would turn them down, of course; they were practically inhuman to her compared to the glory of her perfect man). 

Her blouse was both too loose and too small. It had fit well-enough just last week. Now, it billowed over her incredibly thin, flat, tiny, toned waist and abdomen and strained to keep the entirety of her heaving, eager tits from bursting the barely-capable buttons holding them in. She wore heels—daring and tall, ankle strap heels she had bought more than a year before but never wore for a wedding she had uninvited herself to when she hadn’t been able to fit into her bridesmaid dress.

Her body had been fat. Corpulent was really the word. She had hated the sight of herself.

Then she read the Book.

“H-haven’t you...” Randall groaned, watching her move. “I mean. Isn’t it over there? The Emerson file is the one we need.”

“Gosh,” said Brigitte, with a seductive ease that still somewhat shocked her with its velvet allure. “I’m just having such a time. Would you help me, darling?”

She could say things like that. Darling. Or even Gosh. And she didn’t sound like a goof or a ditz. She sounded like a goddess. 

Randall made a sound like he was going to disagree. Brigitte, automatically knowing what to do, tossed the thick, incredible mane of her dark hair to one side. It stacked on her head a good two inches or more, an ocean of silk aching to feel a strong man’s hands sliding through it and snapping it to one side while he fucked her cunt full of his babies and slapped her stupid.

Brigitte’s smile turned into a seductive glare, biting a lip, flashing her eyes. She waved a hand at him, bracelet jingling. 

“Pretty please?”

He got up, as if entranced. He wasn’t, because Brigitte knew who was interacting with trances between the two of them, but he was very close to being enthralled. It felt phenomenal, life-affirming, self-validating to the nth degree to be desired the way she was now. 

He approached and she took his hand and guided it over her shoulder, turning her back to him. 

“See? I thought it was in this box over here,” she stroked his thick, muscled forearm and guided it to a corner. Her ass pressed hard into the growing bulge in his crotch. 

“Uh. Oh.”

She giggled. “But then, there’s this box...” She gripped his hand and put it around her waist. She was so tiny in his grip. “Oh, hold me up, won’t you? These heels have me so clumsy today.”

They did not. She walked in them like a professional model. Heels had become so comfortable in fact that she had slept the last three nights in them and had a pair on the way via same-day delivery so she could shower in them. She also had several, several dozens of items of new clothing on the way. 

“And it’s like...so hard.” She giggled softly, pushing and grinding against his cock. Feeling it throb and pulse and grow. He was so handsome. Brigitte was so in love. “Isn’t it hard? To find it?”

His face brushed against hers. Brigitte’s heartbeat positively doubled. 

“Y-yeah...fuck yeah...”

He was fully groping her. It was a dream come true. She wanted to be groped, gaslighted, manipulated, and fucked with or without her consent. She wanted nothing to matter but his pleasure. She wanted to be his obedient worker bee, his office eye candy, his stress reliever. Women were just things, just hot pretty things, and she wanted to be the prettiest thing he could have around. 

“I just wish there was some way to help how hard it is.” Her ass musculature had been perfected; without moving the rest of her body, she ground her ass into his thick cock. The material of her tights was so thin that his bulge pushed easily between her sculpted cheeks. “Can you think of anything, Sir?”

He groaned at being called Sir. That was so hot. 

Just wait, she thought, until I call You Master!

“Can you think of anything at all that might help how hard you are, Sir?”

She guided his hand up to her tits, gasping in pleasure as his grip crushed into their pillowy softness. The perfectly defined muscles of her back meant that her breasts had a lot of natural lift, but even so, they seemed to magically lift themselves even more, staying bouncy and firm despite how deeply soft they were in his hands. 

“Cecilia is still here. She’s outside.”

His office manager and second-in-command, as well as the line to the biggest source of all his venture capital money, being the daughter of his largest investor. Despite having the job basically due to a kind of indirect nepotism, Cecilia was still an effective and eager employee.

“Oh, right.” Brigitte giggled. “Do you want me to call her in here? She could join us.”

He exhaled, unable to believe what she was saying, but squeezed her tits at the same time. She moaned, clinging her body to his and tossing her hair back so he could enjoy everything she had to offer. 

“Brigitte...shit...you are so fucking gorgeous.”

“I know,” she whispered.

She knew that was the right thing to say somehow; better than thank you or a flattered giggle or a return compliment. It was the vanity that attracted to him; the vanity that could belong to him. That was the fantasy she wanted to embody for her Master. 

And she was right. He tugged her hair down and kissed her deeply, his tongue siding past her lips and into her supple, eager, young mouth. Brigitte had been close to forty last week. Now everyone remembered her being barely eighteen. She was even starting to remember it too. She had filled up her brain with nothing but the Book and endless amounts of TikTok and Insta to really absorb the culture and to ensure that her attitude was appropriately youthful. 

Her Master deserved young women. Young, beautiful women. It’s what his fiancée was, after all. But that girl was just not enough for him, and Brigitte would show him.

She leaned into the kiss. He was behind her, still, groping her as her ass ground into his cock. She ached for his cum—she needed to feel his cum on her body, in her body. She needed to keep this new body of hers, this new mind and attitude; she needed to ensure her Master was worshiped. 

Kissing him was her supplication, her prayer, her invocation of his favor. Every locking and gasping of their joined lips was coupled with her cooing in high-pitched tones of how perfect and masculine and amazing he was, spoken so fast and eager that it sounded almost like gibberish. 

“You are so fucking perfect, holy shit,” he said, pulling away briefly. “Can we...christ. Let’s slow down for a second...”

No. Slowing down was death. She dropped to her knees instead, unzipping his pants and unsheathing the perfection of his cock awaiting her inside. 

“Valhalla,” she whispered. “I have awaited thee...”

“The fuck?” he laughed, almost hysterical, his cock throbbing forward at her desperation and need. The words themselves seemed to have had some effect, shooting pulsing precum all over her throat and clavicles. She rubbed it on herself like lotion. 

Her hand went to his cock, the other steadying him on his buttocks. Right away she pressed her face against his shaft and cockhead, but did not kiss. Her nose dragging along the thick pulsing veins. She could not partake, could not indulge. She needed permission. To taste without his approval was forbidden. 

“Slow—god. Your face. Your eyes are just...glowing...”

“For you, Sir,” she whimpered. “Please. I’ll do everything for you. Just for you...”

“Slow down,” he tried again. “Brigitte. You’re...you can’t...are you even eighteen?”

She giggled. The Book had changed so much; people’s perceptions and memories. It was so exciting to be part of it. 

“Barely.”

“Fuck.”

He took a deep, shuddering breath. His phone rang at his desk and the relief that powered through him was almost palpable. Randall stepped back, zipping himself up and bent over the desk, answering the phone. 

It was a client asking about some services. She watched him enter the familiar, congenial drone of guiding someone through the process of googling for information. As he worked, she crawled on the ground toward him. 

He noticed her when she was just a few feet away, erotically shifting toward him with her hips swaying to one side and then another. 

“Right. You see, I don’t know what website you were looking at, because there’s a lot of them. No, a lot more than a hundred. That’s right. That’s...um...” 

She started licking his boots. She liked the taste more than she thought she would. It was so delightful to serve a man, a real Man. The Man. Her Man. 

“I live for You,” she whispered to him. “I love You, Sir.”

“...hunnh. Listen, Laverne, can I call you back?”

He hung up without waiting for an answer, and then scampered back to his chair and wheeled away to the other side of his desk, as if not trusting himself to not grope his secretary if he put his hands around her again. Brigitte smiled; he was right. He would have been helpless to stop himself, the same as her. 

“I have a fiancée.”

Brigitte shrugged. “I won’t tell if you don’t.”

“I love her.”

“I bet you love having your cock sucked by a barely legal smoke show while you’re at work, too. Why would you only need to love one thing?”

“Brigitte...”

“You love lots of other things that belong to you. I want to belong to you, too. I don’t want you to stop loving those other things. I don’t care who else your cock is inside, just so long as it’s filling me full of your perfect seed whenever you want. If I told her about it, or threatened you, you’d be in pain. That’s the last thing I want. I want your pleasure, Sir. Only your pleasure. Only you. Forever.”

Every word was completely true. She had no desire to fuck this up with jealousy. Jealousy had been banished from her. She was envious only of his underwear, able to hold his perfect cock all day long.

He put his face into one hand. “You are just...how do you...I mean...”

“I’m ovulating, I think. I think you bring it out in me. Your strength. Your masculinity. You just make me ovulate. I’m dying to breed. I want to give you a litter of happy daughters. What do you think about that?”

“You-you’re what?”

“My tight, young, breedable little body. I’m so tiny compared to you, but I’m actually pretty tall for a girl, aren’t I? Can you imagine how big my tits will get when I’m pregnant with your babies? I’ll still wear really tight clothing so everyone can know how virile you are for knocking me up. My baby bump on broadcast. Won’t that be terrific?”

He took a deep breath, standing up. His cock straining once again inside his pants, although they were heavily stained now. Brigitte’s hope fluttered wildly in her chest. 

“What is it, exactly, that you want from me, Brigitte?”

“I want to be your property. You don’t have to stop fucking April.” His fiancée. “I want you to marry her. She deserves to be your wife. She’s so pretty. Almost as young as me. You just deserve someone to fuck at work. I want you to own me, you see? I want to be your slave. You can fuck me, or fuck my face, or slap me around, or whatever you want. I’ll cook and clean for you. I’ll even give you my paycheck. I can live in a cardboard box outside the office. I just want your cock inside me. That’s all.”

She had poured her heart out to him. She was confident he knew everything he needed to know now. She left out all the parts about the Book on purpose—why complicate it?

He nodded, walked to the door, and turned the knob. 

“You should stand up,” he said before opening it. “I don’t want anyone to see you on your knees in here. It would look bad.”

And then he kicked her out. 

* * * * *
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WHEN SHE FIRST GOT home, she was despondent. Embarrassed. Humiliated. She had been so sure of herself. So pretty; so delectable, and the Book had told her he would want her...

Brigitte, standing in the entryway of her small apartment, kicked the messy shelf of old, worn-out shoes next to the door. The bad shoes. The fat girl shoes she had been so ready to throw away.

Why hadn’t he wanted her enough? Wasn’t she prettier now? Wasn’t she gorgeous?

She rushed to a mirror to make sure. She’d bought several over the weekend, unable to stand not looking at her beautiful new reflection for long. In her sparse living room, she had put a full-length mirror in front of the television. It was a useless device anyway. None of the programs absorbed her attention as much as the Book did and the curved black surface hardly worked as a mirror at all. 

She stripped naked quickly in her remorse and shame, furiously searching for any imperfection in her new countenance and form. Her body was barely one hundred twenty pounds, if that. She looked like a teenage gymnast spliced with a runway model, all sinewy toned muscle and perfectly plump tits beneath a gorgeously kissable face and effortlessly sexy hair. The perfect teardrop shape of her heavy breasts was enhanced by their aching reluctance to part above the long lines of her abdomen, giving even her naked form sumptuous cleavage sexy enough to lick.

What was wrong with her? 

She needed to be Randall’s slave. She needed to figure out how to make him want her as his slave, soon, or else the Book...the Book had told her...

The Book. Yes. That was it. She just needed to read the book. 

Naked still, she went to look for it through the blackness of her apartment—dark spaces no longer hid anything from her, her bright green eyes could now easily see in them—and the Book flew to her, already open. 

It immediately calmed her nerves, sliding through the air to reach her eye level and happily turning to the latest page. Each word seemed freshly written, the smell of ink in the air, but she had only ever turned to pages that had words on them no matter how much she looked. 

And so now she stood in front of her mirror, the Book floating in the air just next to her, as she examined its perfect words and her perfect body. 

Perfect, it agreed. Perfect. Read.

She did, and she began to agree as well. Her body was perfect. It could be more perfect. She had to open her mind. 

She was just being silly thinking that the book was writing itself. So much of what she thought was silly. Her sadness was silly. 

The bout of mind-numbing sadness that Randall’s rejection had brought on was a sadness indeed, shaking her to her core and bringing on a dammed-up reserve of doubts and self-loathing. 

She’d always had trouble liking herself. Whether that was because of all the extra weight or if the extra weight was a result of not liking herself, the result was always the same—she was alone and bereft of self-worth. 

But as she had now for days, she let the Book recontextualize her sadness, reminding her that it didn’t really exist. 

She had never been ugly, had she? That was just some bad dream she’d had. More of a daydream, really, easily forgettable and just as consequential. 

She had been popular. She had been something of a tyrant, really, picking on the ugly and fat girls at school (which she had graduated from just last spring) and ensuring they went home to cry at night wishing they were her. Seducing the teachers into giving her perfect grades with just a smile and a wink. Leading the cheerleading team and the swim team and the volleyball team with a body that was endlessly, forever in shape and injury-free. That was the kind of life she deserved, after all, for being born with such superior genetic gifts.  

Brigitte held on to that feeling of superiority, smugness, arrogance, and cruelty. Remembering somehow the weeping of girls she’d never met and certainly never seen or heard weeping—but all the same she knew it had happened. The Book told her so, and it never lied. 

And Randall hadn’t rejected her. He was to be her Master. The Book had primed her for him. 

She just hadn’t given him enough, that was all. It was not Randall’s fault he had denied her. 

In fact, in some ways, that was a good thing, was it not? He had conviction. Her choice of Master was so terrific. He had so many wonderful qualities. How lucky was she to be the property of someone who would deny a tight, fit, barely legal beauty such as herself? A hot teenage beauty who would eagerly lick her Master’s feet to ensure he felt warm and welcomed.

Something, briefly, told her that she was not actually barely legal. 

Wasn’t she—actually—more like forty? This was just a game. A fun, transformative game—and...

And...

...and...

...games were for girls, and she was a girl, a teenage girl, and that was that. 

She read a little more and forgot about the thought or what brought it on. She was only eighteen. She was allowed to forget things once in a while. 

She read on. The Book revealed to her that Randall was a real Man. A True Man. A mighty Alpha Male who would breed her full of one litter after another. Her body sang for his cock inside her and always would—and if she completed her service, if he took her as his slave, then the Book would reward them both. Forever.

If she didn’t, and soon—the consequences would be terrible. The Book would take it all away: the beauty, the youth, the new past and identity. And even though Brigitte now only dimly recognized, if at all, that her life was not her own, she was never going to give up what she now had. 

So, she simply had to sweeten the pot. 

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU HEARING ME, Brigitte? We really need this to stop.”

Brigitte had been caught daydreaming about Randall’s cock at work. It was all she did lately when she wasn’t hand-delivering him gifts and love notes. She looked up at Cecilia, who had sat down on top of Brigitte’s desk in front of Brigitte. Cecilia wore a long pencil skirt and a fetching pink blouse. Before this week—before The Book, really—Cecilia had never worn anything riskier than a pair of jeans on Fridays. 

But pretty girls always wanted to compete with each other. That was something The Book taught Brigitte. It was one of the ways it got inside people’s heads. 

Brigitte’s desk was remarkably clear. The computer wasn’t even turned on. To occupy herself, all she had to do was close her eyes and read The Book. Its perfect words were written on the inside of her eyelids; they were inscribed on every neuron in every nanometer of her blissfully-emptying brain. Even if she wanted to stop reading, there was nowhere left to hide. 

She looked at Cecilia, who was obviously having trouble being so close to Brigitte. Cecilia was nearly thirty, blond, quite lovely if a little too plump to deserve Master’s glory. Real women didn’t weigh more than one hundred and twenty pounds, no matter their height; everyone knew that. It was in The Book. 

But even with the extra weight, she was pretty. Like a mid-career Charlize Theron. But when The Book got a hold of her, she’d start to look like Claudia Schiffer before long. 

Brigitte wore a tight black Valentino mini-dress with sexy ruffles down the front. They parted at her neckline to reveal her perfect, bronze cleavage. The long sleeves of the dress, ending in marble white cuffs, only emphasized how thin her arms were now. She looked like a supermodel. Every part of her polished, coiffed, and shiny. She felt like a goddess. 

“You’re right,” said Brigitte. “It has to stop.”

“Yes. You see, Randall told me in confidence about your unwanted attentions, and, to be honest, I don’t get it.”

Brigitte nodded. “Right? Neither do I. I mean, my body is picture perfect, and my face belongs on a magazine cover, and—”

“What? No. That’s not what I mean. He’s engaged, or he was anyway, poor man, and you’ve got every guy in this office slobbering after you. You have to start dressing like a real employee.”

“You mean like, I should just show up in lingerie?” She leaned forward conspiratorially. “I kind of thought Randall wanted to keep it low profile. Are you reading The Book too? Did it tell you something it didn’t tell me?”

“What are you talking about?”

All of Cecilia’s replies were slow and laced with lusty, heavy breathing. She clearly had trouble understanding that anyone as pristinely sexy as Brigitte could actually move and speak. 

“You know what I’m talking about, Cecilia. I’m talking about pleasing our boss to his satisfaction.” She smiled indulgently. “For our jobs,” she added. “Like The Book says.”

“The book? What book? I’m talking about our...employee guidelines. I’m talking about wearing...wearing...” 

Her eyes were caught on Brigitte’s cleavage now. Brigitte preened, straightening her back, letting her see. Good girls made new good girls, and Brigitte’s body was the perfect weapon to seduce new slaves for Master .

“Wearing pretty clothes is a sign of respect for our boss,” said Brigitte. “He deserves our respect."

"I...what?”

“Don’t you respect our boss?”

“Of course I respect his cock. I...no, cock...respect his...judgment and his cock, both. It’s enormous. It would...slide...”

Sweat beaded down Cecilia’s forehead. She stumbled off of Brigitte’s desk and grabbed the purse off her own desk just across the way. 

“I have to go. I’ll be back later. I have to...have to change...”

Of course she did. Brigitte waved happily. 

It was once again late in the afternoon at the office. Cecilia didn’t seem to notice that she was volunteering to come back in the evening. That was good; Randall deserved worker bees droning away at all hours, and they had lost so many workers lately that the girls who remained would have to work harder to make up for it. 

Her poor love had been having a rough week. First, Randall had to fend off Brigitte’s advances, which must have filled him with doubt. All day long, dressed in tiny designer leather skirts and hot cleavage-baring sweaters (she changed three times a day), she brought him coffee and candy and office supplies, each delivered with a passionately-written love note affirming her worship of him and his cock and her commitment to being his eager sidepiece: 

I want you to fuck me with your cock wet from your wife’s cunt.

I want to suck the taste of her off you every day. 

You deserve to fuck as many women as possible. 

You make every other “man” here look like a joke. I love you and you alone. 

The way he had looked at her since the evening of her first advances was not the kind of look someone gave to a bad influence who might end your career for sexual harassment—no, he looked at her with a particular lust that Brigitte knew meant he was thinking of her offer. Thinking of how she would never tell a soul. 

But that wasn’t the only reason his days had been hard. 

Randall oversaw two teams in his small office, facilitating client-facing operations and putting together regular proposals to both retain and acquire sales. They sold...something. Something really neat. 

Brigitte, as a secretary, used to know the business inside and out because of her familiarity with everyone in the office. 

Now, all she knew was that everyone was at that office to make Randall rich like he deserved. He was the boss, after all. They sold um...computer searching? Internal combustion engine optimization? Keynesian power indicators? It was really important, because Randall worked on it, and he deserved to have his cock sucked for hours because he worked so hard. 

Yesterday, several members of the team had quit. They had all been males. Each one was pale, thinning, without sleep. Bags under their eyes, a manic desperation in their faces. They hadn’t had a calorie in over a week. Their bank accounts empty and the ones who had houses were in the process of selling them because they no longer felt they deserved to exist under a roof. 

Each one, strangely, had decided to become a homeless vagabond and probably would stuff their heaviest coat full of something heavy and walk out in the ocean once they had their affairs in order. They said none of this to Randall, of course. Only to Brigitte, in hushed desperate tones confused about their own eager ambition to end themselves after disappointing her “so thoroughly.” 

“I-I-I just don’t understand,” said Bill Haverson yesterday morning, next to the coffee machine, staring at Brigitte in her light tan leather Gucci suit with its sharp lines and oversized lapel. “I g-gave you all my money. Y-you’re so fucking pretty, so gorgeous, and all I want t-to d-do is sleep i-in—”

“I know, sweetie. You said already.” She was filing and polishing her nails. They were quite long now, only really good for digging into her man’s flesh while he fucked her pregnant. “You want to sleep in my trash. I don’t want you to, though. You don’t deserve it. You’re really nothing but a worm to me. One of god’s more tragic mistakes. You understand, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mistress. O-only—”

“Then probably you should do like we said, shouldn’t you?”

He stared at the impossibly wide gap between her thighs, her short tan leather skirt so expertly displaying the length of her impossibly long legs. Her hair, thick and dark and long, worked almost like a pillow as she held her head to one side and examined her nails in the bright office lights she had installed to let her see her own reflection better. 

“B-but that means...I mean, I wouldn’t see you if I’m dead like that.” He gulped. “W-would I?”

“Gosh, that you would even ask that makes me so sad, Billy. It really convinces me that you’re the worm I thought you were. You know, Dan promised to die by tomorrow morning with all his money taken care of for me. Are you saying Dan loves me more than you?”

He straightened. His entire body trembling. Eyes bulging. He looked like a tuberculosis patient. “No! No way. I’ll do it. I promise. You’re my goddess. That’s how I’ll see you. In heaven.”

She rolled her eyes. They were bright blue, glowing softly with her own deep arrogance and vanity. 

“Sure, okay. Just make sure you do it right.”

All these conversations made her supremely annoyed, but also deeply wet. It was fun having idiots want to die for her. Not as fun as just thinking about Randall’s cock, but fun nonetheless. 

To Randall, they cited different reasons for leaving, but Brigitte knew the real reason why very clearly—she had encouraged them to. 

Little worms who couldn’t withstand the might of her beauty were the new bane of her gorgeous existence. She found them everywhere since reading The Book. Silly little worms who dropped to their knees when she strutted by, her flawless body full of the Book’s radiant light. They didn’t deserve her. Why should any man who didn’t deserve her eager, arrogant submissive service exist? 

She had merely convinced these silly boys that she was never, ever going to sleep with them—and therefore they had no real reason to keep their jobs or their lives.

So they quit, but not before donating their last six months salary to the company. Brigitte thought that might help her keep her own job. 

Then today, just a few hours ago at lunch, Randall’s fiancée April had broken up with him. It had been very loud, at the front of the office as he tried to walk her out after they had shared a meal. She tossed food in his face. Brigitte couldn’t help but feel eager, lustful pride when April stared with tears in her eyes at Brigitte, all but publicly accusing her of seducing her man away from her. 

April no doubt was prideful of her appearance, her ability to keep a man. Randall was the boss of a successful company, and deeply handsome. She was tall, beautiful, a ballerina and dance instructor, with a melting smile and a gorgeous head of thick black hair. She was deeply beautiful, but didn’t seem to hold it against anyone. 

Something The Book would have to cleanse her brain of. Holding beauty against inferiors was the best thing about being better than others. 

With Cecilia gone, everyone of any consequence was out of the office. There were only a few other peons left—web-designers and programmers who had already happily resigned themselves to living the rest of their days perfectly attached to their computers to make the boss money. 

Some people were just weak. Not like Randall. He had resisted Brigitte and The Book for days now. 

The peons gave in after only a few hours, sending her urgent emails declaring their need to obey her will within only a day or so of Brigitte reading The Book. She gave them photos of Randall and dildos to jam up their cunts as they worked.  They were feckless millennial types, strangely gendered with horse-like faces, bad haircuts, and poor fashion sense, arms and backs featuring inane tattoos of inside references no one got but them. The Book judged them unworthy of True Service, but they were skilled enough to keep around for the pursuit of profit. 

Brigitte reminded herself to have Cecilia order them virtual reality headsets and IVs so they wouldn’t ever have to leave the safety of their new virtual workspace cocoons. 

Confident and happy, Brigitte knocked on Randall’s office door. He said something that sounded like “for the love of god, leave me alone, please,” and Brigitte walked in with a loving smile, preferring it if he said “lick my cock like a cone, tease.”

Seeing her, his already forlorn expression drooped. His tie was loose, his blazer on the small couch in his office. All the blinds were closed, the only light coming in from the blank blue screen of his computer. 

“Darling,” she said, strutting toward him in six-inch heels. “You look sad. Please let me help you?”

“God, go away,” he said. No mistaking that. “You’ve done enough. Thanks.”

It was clear he suspected her hand in April’s leaving him. Brigitte was hurt, even though he was quite correct. 

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean, darling.” She came to the edge of his desk, sitting in front of him just as Cecilia had sat in front of her moments ago. “Won’t you please let me comfort you?”

He rolled his eyes. “I know what you want, Brigitte. No.”

She pouted, pretending to be bothered.

“It doesn’t have to be like that,” she said. “I just wanted to give you a hug. It just seems like you could use one.”

He looked at her, defeated. Her gorgeous, thick hair. The way she looked like a wife already, somehow, despite being obviously virginal and single and deeply available. Thinking no doubt of the way her smell filled his nostrils and made him think home. The on-point fashion of her tight dress and how she looked like he could walk with her laughing on his arm into any high-class restaurant in the city and have every man in there wishing they were him. 

“Sure,” he said, relenting. Starting to get up to hold her. “But just for a second. Just—”

He groaned as she slipped onto his lap and curled up underneath his chin, burying her beautiful face into his hard, muscular chest. 

She could have him easily now, she knew. A soft kiss under his ear here. Pushing her tits against him just so. The feeling of her wet, hot breath against his cheek and neck. He’d be putty in her hands. 

But it was important he knew that he would be her Master. The Book told her so, so she had to make it so. 

Beneath her supple, firm, young ass, she felt his cock growing. The cock she needed. The perfect cock. It throbbed, strained, bulged against his pants and she could feel it probing up between her ass cheeks, aching to be inside her. She moaned and pushed her body closer against his, thriving in his warmth. 

“The offer is still open,” she whispered in his ear. “Being your slave.”

“What?”

“Your fuckslave. Just yours. Yours and yours alone. I would never offer it to anyone else.”

His cock throbbed underneath her. Straining madly to be inside, immediately.

“Brigitte...” he began to push her away. “I knew this was a mistake. Fuck. You have a one-track mind, don’t you?”

She considered that a very high compliment. “I could give her to you, you know.”

“What?”

“April. She could be yours again.”

“What?”

He was angry, not interested. She had to make him see. Her hand went to his cock underneath her, and she shifted her position so her brilliant tits rested fully on his chest. Smashed there, hot and utterly his. 

“She’s just a girl. A very pretty girl. I have a way of making pretty girls interested in what I’m interested in. And all I’m interested in is looking really, really hot all the time so that you will want to fuck me, because what I want more than anything is for you to fuck me all the time.”

“You have a way?” He shook his head. “Look, you’re really...I mean, is this about your ego? Do you think I don’t think you’re attractive?”

She could barely stand to ask. “Do you?”

“You’re fucking gorgeous, Brigitte. Holy shit. I can hardly believe you exist at all. You’re in my lap and it’s a dream come true. I’m out of my mind in lust for you, are you kidding? Ever since you showed up here I haven’t been able to cum without thinking of you, usually right when I’m cumming.”

Brigitte closed her eyes, biting her lip. The orgasm those words brought on was slow, pleasant, and eager, like a long ride down on a baby rollercoaster. 

“When you cum in April. Then, too?”

“Of course. She can’t even...she doesn’t...”

He stared at her cleavage. Drool spilling from his lips.

“Yes?”

“She doesn’t hold a candle to you, if I’m being honest.” He wiped his mouth and then immediately grabbed her tiny waist again, probing hard with his fingers, as if looking for some part of her that wasn’t hot lean muscle. “But she’s my fiancée. Or she was. I don’t know. We own a house together. There are vacation plans. Wedding plans. Child plans. She’s pregnant and now she’s leaving me.”

Brigitte hissed. The thought was anathema to her. She wished she had known April was pregnant before putting the worm in her ear that Randall was cheating on her. 

Pregnant women belonged with their man. Brigitte would have to make this right. She stood up abruptly. 

“I know,” said Randall, misreading her reaction completely. “You hate her. Or whatever. You want to...have her do drugs with you or whatever you’re doing. It doesn’t matter. You need to stay away from her—don’t even talk to her—and stay away from me, and that’s final.”

* * * * *
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“WE JUST CAN’T HAVE this, Brigitte,” said Cecilia. 

Cecilia was on her desk again, staring down at Brigitte. Sweating. Whimpering. Twitching. Her words were harsh, but her tone was mournful and full of longing. 

Brigitte mostly ignored her and casually admired herself in a tall mirror on top of her desk, which is how she had spent most of the past sixteen hours when she wasn’t actively begging Randall for his cock inside of her fertile pussy.

It was near the middle of the evening on Friday. Cecilia had stayed late with Brigitte and the peons. While Brigitte preened in front of the mirror, casually admiring her beauty and dreaming of how best to serve Randall’s cock, Cecilia and the peons had spent the time working on accounts and presentations due in more than six months time. Every bit of paperwork and slides and spreadsheets for the next few months was already taken care of. 

With the peons working nonstop, and Brigitte easily finding new girls to “hire” to outsource more work, it had been easy to keep up with the steadily-growing demand that would soon be making her darling man more than fifty thousand dollars a day. Brigitte had gone with Cecilia on all the sales calls over the last few days. She’d set records within hours. Men loved giving her money just because she was beautiful.

The new peon girls worked at home, but they would soon have to move in with each other to save on expenses. Brigitte found them at a robotics club at the local college. Scholarship students. 

None of them had boyfriends (or none for very much longer, of course), and eagerly attached themselves to Randall once Brigitte and The Book explained how important it was that he was rich and they were his slaves. The girls agreed to work for pictures of his cock, which really were priceless—so in all honesty they were some of the best paid workers on the planet, weren’t they?

For the last couple of days, Cecilia had worn increasingly sexy outfits showcasing her rapidly thinning figure. Those extra pounds had melted off of her and seemingly went straight to her ass, tits, and hair. Now she looked the epitome of a stereotypically attractive office woman—with a long platinum mane that glowed golden in the fluorescent office lights and long nylon-shiny legs decorated with tall black heels. Today she wore an impeccably tailored, red and white mini-skirted suit that showed off her hourglass figure. 

“What can’t we have?” asked Brigitte, barely paying attention. She thought instead of the way Randall’s cock had bulged in his cock earlier when she had taken five minutes to crawl from his door to his desk with his coffee perfectly balanced on her ass.

“You’re walking around in tiny skirts and silk blouses that are half unbuttoned,” Cecilia explained, shifting on the desk to adjust her tiny skirt. She paused for a moment, gazing longingly at the framed picture of Randall on Brigitte’s desk and unbuttoning her silk blouse. “The staff, what’s left of them, are in love with you. Half are suicidal because they’ll never have you.” Her fingers slid down her skirt. No one was there to see but Brigitte. “And the ones who aren’t suicidal are miserable because you o-o-obviously only exist for Randall like I do. He’s such a fucking man. I wish I could suck his cock. I’m so fucked up on him and you. Fuck.” She whimpered, clearly fingering herself. “Why am I even saying this to you? I came over here to f-fire you...”

Brigitte smiled. “You feel the Book’s influence through me. I think it’s choosing you. It likes attractive women, or women it can make attractive. Not everyone is good enough to be chosen, and it lets them know it. And it eats away at their souls until they expire. But you could be good enough, couldn’t you?”

Cecilia nodded and whimpered. Eyes desperate for purpose. 

“Y-yes...”

“You’re very pretty, aren’t you, Cecilia?”

“Yes.”

“You’re pretty enough to serve a real man like Randall, aren’t you, sweetheart?”

“Yesss...”

“Yes, what?”

Cecilia paused, groping herself openly. “Fuck. I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do. You heard what the others call me. What the peons like to say. Go ahead.” She leaned forward, whispering. “Randall will like it.”

Swallowing, Cecilia shuddered, slipping her fingers deep into her cunt, somehow understanding it would be the last action she’d ever have of her own free will. Then she looked at Brigitte—now standing over her, glorious and beautiful and terrible in her zealotry—and moaned.

“Yesss...yes, Mistress.”

“Wonderful. Then I have something I need you to do for me...”

* * * * *
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LATER THAT NIGHT, RANDALL entered his home, sighed, and slumped against the door. He looked broken, tired, ready to give up. The stink of expensive whiskey emanated from his clothing. From his movements and the soft slurred way he spoke to himself, he was obviously drunk. 

That was wonderful. A good boss deserved to drink however much he liked. Brigitte made a mental note to start serving him whiskey in the afternoon. What would it hurt? Her perfect boss deserved a tall glass of whiskey alongside her loving, attentive blowjobs. 

Randall tried seven or eight times to drop his keys into the small dish, muttering the whole time about the “bitching keys never did bitch-goddamn appreciate him, just like the other bitch.”

As much as she knew her man deserved to let loose, he did seem a little...sloppy. Drinking away his sorrows. Brigitte’s heart filled with such compassion for him. She wanted nothing more than to take him into her arms, squeeze him tight, and promise him that she would be there for him no matter what happened. That she would nurture and care and love him, and whisper softly into his ear stroking him to all his favorite photos and videos to get off while she moaned what a great man he was.

But she had to wait. She had a plan. She had a whole arrangement. 

Presentation was everything. The Book had taught Brigitte that. 

It had been there her whole life. She remembered reading it from a young age and how it trained her to become the woman she was now. Trained to always worship Randall. Trained to be his office trophy. Trained to be groped and adored and complimented and taken advantage of at a moment’s notice, just for his wealth and his stress. 

Only today was she finally ready—ready to be a perfect fuckslave for her new Master no matter how he might protest or push her away. 

Her body was perfect now. The Book made sure of that. It had always been perfect because she had always been reading the Book. She had been the cheerleading captain, the swim team super star, the Olympic-level gymnast, the record-setter for cross-country and marathon and every other kind of running. She had a small shrine of awards from beauty pageants ranging from local to national. The only reason she hadn’t won Miss Galaxy for the last seven years running was because she didn’t want to lose focus on what was really important—Randall’s perfect, holy cock. 

Excited by waiting, her soft fair skin was covered in a thin layer of shimmery sweat, each muscle coming to life when the entry was suddenly illuminated by Randall turning on the lights. 

Randall’s eyes widened in awe as he took her all in. He took a step back as if he needed distance, but went nowhere. His chest rose with a deep inhale, and for just one second it seemed like time had stopped completely as he looked upon Brigitte standing there before him dressed in sparkling hot white bridal lingerie. Diamonds glittered in her cleavage. Lace gloves, adorned carefully, caressed her fingers as she clutched her hands together under her massive tits.

That one second felt like an eternity to Brigitte—she could see the desire written plain across Randall’s face. Could almost feel his cock stirring beneath his pants as he devoured her body with hungry eyes. 

He shook his head. "I should have known you would be here."

Brigitte smiled. "I exist to serve you, Sir."

"I lost us the Madison account today. Did you know that?"

She did, and she knew they would have it back by next Tuesday at the latest. Mr. Madison had a young daughter who had started working for Randall earlier that day, thanks to Brigitte, and already she was fully in love with him. Obsessing over him. When her father tragically died of a heart attack over the weekend brought on by “somehow” being over-exposed to his egg allergy, all his voting power in the board would immediately go to his daughter and she would run the company as little more than a money mill for Randall. 

Brigitte considered. Was that right? 

No, maybe not.

Maybe Wednesday. 

"I'm so sorry, Sir. Can I serve you dinner and suck you off while you tell me about it?"

Randall looked totally defeated. As far as he knew, his biggest client was gone. His fiancée had abandoned him. And this one strand of morality he'd held on to—not doing anything wrong, not fucking his gorgeous secretary senseless—was about to go too.

"I should have fired you," he said.

Brigitte stepped closer to him, her hands lightly caressing his chest. "Yes, you should have. That way I could have woken up every morning at your feet to suck your cock like you deserve." She smiled at the way his breath caught at her touch. "You need me, just like I need you. I'm here to serve you, to make you feel special and desired. That’s why you’re the boss, and I’m just your brainless hot secretary."

"Brigitte..."

He was plainly hard. She caresses his cock through his trousers. Brigitte's entire body ached for his cock inside her. He trembled, moaning, nodding urgently as she unzipped him and began stroking him. 

“Yesss...” she moaned, and then moaned deeper as he slid his face down into the full softness of her heavy, lactating tits. 

“You really do want to be my fuck slave, don’t you?” 

She nodded, stroking more urgently. “Yes, Master. I really do.” Her strokes didn’t stop, but she did slow considerably. "Here, may I show you something?"

"I don't think I can stop you."

Brigitte smiled and took him by the arm, casually leaving his pants behind, leading him into the living room where April and Cecilia were having their minds rewritten by the Book. Both of them knelt down in front of the couch, leaning forward so heavily it seemed that the only reason they didn’t tip over was because of the coffee table in front of them. Both of them drooling and forming puddles on the ground. The Book levitating. Its pages turning of its own volition. 

As they drooled, Cecilia and April both spoke in heavy slurred language, eyes blank. Rewriting their brains. Reprogramming themselves. Their tits growing, their legs lengthening, their hips widening. Cecilia’s tight red miniskirt became something more of a microskirt just because her hips became so wide and fertile. Her top popped its top several buttons making room for her heavy, buoyant tits. 

April wore tiny jean shorts and a cut-off midriff-baring tank top. As The Book filled her, her short-shorts started to look more like a bikini bottom, and her shirt ripped off entirely, revealing her large porn star-esque shiny tits to her fiancé—as well as the burgeoning bump in her belly. 

"Watch them," Brigitte said. It came out almost as a command but she made it sound like an invitation as she moved closer to him, bringing her body up against his and rubbing her lips to his neck. "This is what I can give you now, my love," she whispered. "A taste of complete power over these women who didn't understand what kind of man you are or how great your potential truly is." 

Brigitte could tell he was unsure about what to do, so she stepped closer to him and whispered in his ear.

"You can do anything you want with them," she said softly as she started stroking his arm lightly. "Anything." 

She continued to stroke him slowly, letting her words sink in. Stroking him, wearing hot white bridal lingerie, as he watched his wife-to-be and co-worker thoroughly and helplessly mindfucked in his living room. 

"You...you mind controlled my pregnant fiancée," he groaned.

"That's right," said Brigitte. "You knocked her up and I fucked her mind just for you. She's going to drop that extra preggo weight so easy, but her tits will always milk from now on. But then," she giggled, "so will all your slaves. At least while we're ovulating. Which we always are, because we're in constant need of your seed."

“I told you...” He paused, shuddering, cumming all over the ground. Several seconds later, Brigitte continued to stroke—slowly and mindfully and passionately—and he was still hard. The Book’s funk was entering his mind, making it hard to think about anything except what he deserved. “I told you not to talk to her.”

“You did, Master. You told me not to talk to her. So I didn’t say a word, or at least, not until it would have been rude to stay quiet. All she wants to talk about now is how much she loves you, so we have so much in common. But anyway, it was the Book that spoke to her. It got in her head. It got in my head. It got in Cecilia’s head.”

“Yeah, what’s that...fuck. I’m hard. Still. Fuck. What’s that about? C-Cecilia?”

“I wanted to sweeten the pot, Master. You deserve all this and so much more.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

He shuddered again and pulled Brigitte underneath him, falling to the ground. He looked lost in a trance himself, only one of a mixture of drunken rage and lust, finally unable to hold back his better nature with a seductive vixen revealing how she mind controlled hot women to better serve his cock. 

The book audibly closed, sliding through the air and sitting on a shelf above them. Watching. 

April and Cecilia crawled over to Randall. April shoving her baby bump into his side, kissing his shoulders. Cecilia lactating heavily all over his arm and waist. 

“Fuck her, Daddy,” they said together, still entranced. “Fuck your slave. She’s earned your cock. Fuck her and complete the ceremony.”

If he noticed that—the ceremony—he said nothing. Instead, grunting, Randall grabbed Brigitte and wasted no time in ripping away her lingerie. She gasped as he tore her push-up bra off, revealing her full lactating tits completely. His hands ran eagerly over them as he ravenously kissed her neck. Biting. Licking. Biting again. April and Cecilia pushing in on him. 

“You’re the king,” they giggled happily, mindlessly. “You’re the only man alive. You’re the real man.”

Brigitte moaned with astounding force, cumming brilliantly as he finally entered her body with a powerful thrust, sending April into a frenzy of disturbed pleasure as she watched at the side, begging him to give her exactly what he already had given April herself – a baby.

“Fuck her, Daddy. Fuck her pregnant. I wanna have babies at the same time. I wanna have babies for you. Please make her preggo, Daddy, Master, Master, please? Please pregnant. Please pregnant.”

Randall pounded inside Brigitte's tight body relentlessly, pushing them across the thick carpet. The softness of her skin as he grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him with each thrust, the velvety touch of her lips as he ran his hands over the insides of her thighs. Brigitte's skin glistened with sweat, Randall’s muscled body gleamed from the overhead lights. His biceps flexed with each thrust, his thighs straining over hers in the missionary position; the crown of his head regularly shoving into the front side of the pillows of the nearby couch. 

As he lifted her legs up around his head, almost standing as he fucked down into her, The Book flew off its shelf and levitated overhead, spinning madly in a vortex of dark energy. 

Watching it, Brigitte’s eyes turned pure black. If Randall noticed, he fucked her anyway, needing to cum and soon. The scent of lust and sex filled the air, sweet and sweetly musky. Brigitte’s scent was all pheromones and arousal, Randall's scent was all testosterone and musk.

The spiraling book became her entire brain once again. Brigitte’s mind filled with visions of her future. Serving Randall for centuries. Eagerly showing him green pastures full of beautiful women trained to be his slaves, each one with their own copy of The Book. Eagerly sucking him off the night of his election to world dominance. Begging him with soft, urgent strokes and whimpering need to start a war with that one ugly country just because it would be so sexy to be the privileged ones who didn’t live in a warzone, and the help was getting too uppity. 

His thick hands gripped her hips tightly as his entire body tensed up. He thrust inside her and held himself there, dragging his lips across her nose and cheeks. She looked up into his face and saw a man in a moment of pure pleasure, a look of calm satisfaction and a hint of a smile crept across his face.

Like he knew. Like he saw it all too. 

Somehow, even with all that, he managed to remain composed until April came up behind them both and whispered in his ear. 

"Get her pregnant just like me."

“And then,” Cecilia whispered from the other side. “Do me too?”

The words hung heavy in the air for a moment before Randall unleashed entirely, flooding Brigitte’s hot pussy with his virile seed with shot after shot of sticky, hot white gift. The walls rang with Brigitte’s orgasm, with April’s, with Cecilia’s. Master’s pleasure was their pleasure now. 

Hours later, when Brigitte woke dreamily to casually slide Randall’s cock in her mouth as he slept, she found The Book under his body in the mass of blankets and pillows they had made.

Touching it, she realized very suddenly that something was wrong. Why weren’t there beautiful women chanting his name all night long? Why had there been zero lingerie-clad beauties bringing him a sandwich to enjoy as Cecilia sucked his cock and Brigitte whispered how she thought she could be an even better wife than April?

It just wasn’t right. He was the boss. He deserved even more. 

# # #
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Me Too! – Casting Couch

“NOW, GRACE, YOU WERE the center of some huge controversy not even a year ago. There was a court case pending, a civil suit and a criminal suit in the works, there were deals dropped, there were astronomical amounts of money involved. Even the President said something, for god’s sake. And now...?”

Grace shrugged. “Now, nothing. It’s all settled. I couldn’t be happier.”

She lit up the talk show set, dressed in a simple, daring ivory dress with a Queen Anne neckline, diamonds sparkling in her hair, on her collar, on the stylish and symbolic chains attached to her wrists. 

“So what happened, exactly?”

Each of the hosts, Redhead and Blonde, looked vastly different than they did just last week. They either had started reading the Book or were replaced—as hosts often are—with someone who fit their personality and appearance archetype, but who was younger and prettier. 

Their eyes shone with appreciation and awe at Grace’s presence, treating her with appropriate deference. Each question left their mouths guarded and couched in praise, eager to show how careful they were hoping to be in preserving their admiration of the young living goddess. 

“I mean, he was just treating me exactly like I wanted him to. He grabbed my ass on set. He felt up my tits in the dressing room. He brazenly complimented my looks and treated me like I was brainless. What more could a girl ask for? Every woman loves being treated like that. We know it’s our place.”

All the hosts nodded sagely, like she was advising to save money by putting it in an IRA. 

* * * * *
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THE SMALL DINNER BETWEEN friends had been pleasant until Lillian brought up the elephant in the room—Grace’s recent accusation of sexual abuse against the producer and director Wyatt Bramm. 

“Oh, that.” Grace’s nose turned up. “I don’t think I want to talk about it.”

“Really? You sure talked about it to those journalists.”

They were outside, on Grace’s balcony, enjoying a small meal of tapas and wine that Lillian had brought with her. The wine was chilled and the tapas were from the best place in town—Elliana’s—and now the air between them was colder than ice. 

It was a Thursday night. Grace, world-famous actress, was also famous for being something of a recluse in any case. Except for the major events like premieres, she would never go out. This meant, on this comfy casual Thursday evening, she wore simple black yoga tights and a midriff-baring top, braless and casual with one of her closest friends in the whole world. This penthouse condo—luxurious and large—was only one of several residences that Grace had, and the one she only used when she was in the city for work. 

In a way, Lillian understood that Grace felt so comfortable with her because Grace was not threatened by her. Lillian’s modeling and acting career had passed her by with all the drama of a steamboat tugging past a coastline—slowly, inevitably, and carrying a load of garbage behind it. But, because Lillian had been in that world, she knew enough to be able to properly empathize with Grace. 

Of course—that had now changed. Lillian’s body and face had been upgraded. Grace hadn’t noticed—self-obsessed and vain and arrogant as ever, and as she so obviously deserved to be (Lillian knew very well there was nothing more important to a woman than her own beauty, and Grace’s aesthetic from her perfectly-shaped nose to her full lips to her impeccable bust right down to her ultra-long legs leading into wide fertile hips was all endlessly worthy of self-adoration). But, all the same, Lillian was different. She glowed with self-delight, self-adoration, with the easy and casual confidence that she was simply better as a person now just from being more beautiful. 

Lillian had felt this way since waking up and noticing the changes for the first time. She had, with her thick golden hair draping down like a shiny blanket, adored herself in the full-length mirror she had on the closet door for several hours. 

She was thin. She was pristine. She was precious. 

Her breasts, hypnotically large, floated naturally toward the center of her otherwise tiny chest, forming natural cleavage. Her nipples, bright and pink, were permanently erect. Every bit of her flesh was sculpted in perfectly formed muscle and covered with supple, lithe muscle and just enough fat to keep every part of her smooth. 

All the while, the Book was open, floating, chanting at her. Its pages flipping in the background of the mirror. It didn’t speak—that was ludicrous, it was a Book—but it did communicate. Lillian had learned that she didn’t have to be actively looking at the pages to read them. 

It was like, periphery vision? The way you knew someone had walked in a room and what they were wearing without looking at them full-on. The Book could work like that. It was slower, of course. But then, she had stuffed the corner of it up her cunt and snuggle-fucked it for hours the night before, so they could go a little slower now. 

The first order of business had been to throw out most of her clothes. She was no longer an unacceptable size 6. All her 00 clothes in the back of the closet—most of them club-bouncing outfits from when she had dallied with anorexia and nearly killed herself from her desperation for stardom—now fit perfectly. 

Although...Lillian knew that wasn’t quite right. She had never dallied with starving herself. She’d hardly had to. Food always melted right off. And all these oversized clothes were just a sign of...under-confidence. The Book was helping her with that. 

All of that meant, on this cozy, comfortable, casual Thursday with her bestie, Lillian had dressed in a dramatically sexy tight dress—the kind reserved for ultra-hot dates with particularly wealthy and attractive men. It was bright green and tight, hugging her newly-enhanced torso. Because her abs were longer and her hips wider (to make room for her Master’s children, once she was lucky enough to bear them. And to bow before her Master, of course), the dress fit tighter than usual. It rode up nearly to her hips, showing a ton of thigh—which meant that the stylized Wolford tights she wore and the thigh-high leather boots she had bought that afternoon by maxing out her credit cards ($5000 for a pair of ultra high-heeled boots was an incredible investment, honestly) were all the more clutch in completing her come-fuck-me-Master-whoever-You-are look. She had drawn her hair to one side, femme fatale-like. 

In fact, she looked quite a bit like Grace’s most famous role as a homewrecking assassin, Hannah Beauty, except golden blond and not auburn-haired. 

But Grace had not noticed Lillian’s outfit, or her change. Typical.

Lillian felt her hot pussy squeezing and creating hot, slick moisture just thinking of it. Grace’s self-obsession was easily one of the hottest things about her—or any beautiful woman, really. If a girl couldn’t absolutely adore and obsess over every part of herself, why would a man? Why would Master?

The two had talked over the trivialities of life in their normal way. Grace asked how Lillian was and listened for exactly the length of time it took to appear polite—which Lillian had measured long ago as seventeen seconds. 

Then, as ever, Grace interrupted by saying, “Oh wow, that’s just like—” and then launched into the difficulties of managing her social media presence and juggling several different multi-million dollar offers at once, and what a headache it was to decide whether to wear a skirt for one company or to use the hair product of the first company’s rival, and her guilt at feeling no guilt at all for receiving free products and cars and yachts and so on all day long for years now. 

These kinds of decisions were common for Grace. She sounded them off against Lillian, but never actually valued her input. Lillian, her homely friend (although now an absolute knockout, and even before in any other town but Hollywood a definite 9/10), was much more of a stress sponge than any kind of advisor or confidant. 

“I’m just surprised,” said Lillian. “I don’t remember you saying anything at all about the harassment to me.”

“Well, it’s really sensitive, you know.”

Lillian laughed. “So sensitive you talked about it with the entire media?”

“People have to know!” Grace stood up and hugged herself; she was upset. “You don’t get it. Nobody has ever tried to do it with you.”

That wasn’t all the way true. In fact, the opposite was kind of true—she’d begged the very same man who took advantage of Grace to take advantage of her just a few months before he had blessed Grace with his attention. 

Wyatt Bramm, the movie director and producer in question, had turned her down. Lillian had never forgiven herself for being so unworthy. 

“He violated me. And I said okay, but that doesn’t mean it was okay.”

“You could have said no.”

“And tank my career? End up like...like...”

She was struggling not to say like you. Lillian empathized. It was so important for wildly beautiful women like Grace to know how important and correct they were about everything simply for being beautiful. 

Lillian nodded. “It’s okay. I wouldn’t want to end up like me either.”

Grace teared up and wiped her face. “He took...he took my virginity.” She bit a lip. Lillian was deeply wet; even without make-up, just in workout clothes, Grace was so fucking sexy. “He’s still been the only one I’ve had, even now. And he...he stopped talking...and...there were those other girls...” she shuddered. “He’s a fucking bastard.”

Her friend was in need, and Lillian pulsed with lust. She got up to hug Grace, holding her for a long time while Grace cried. The ultra-famous model-turned-actress-turned-icon cried as she did everything, classily and prettily.

“I just wish you had been able to talk to me about it,” said Lillian. “I’ll always be here for you, Grace.”

“I mean...” Grace shrugged. “You kind of know about it now.”

“I know. It just seems to me that you were looking for attention. I would have given it to you. But I guess you needed a lot more than me?”

Someone else might have minced words, took her time to get into the heart of the matter. 

“Excuse me?”

Grace shoved her away, precariously close to pushing her off the balcony altogether. She was stronger than she looked, all her tight lithe muscles wiry and strong. 

“You think I did this because I wanted attention?”

“I know you want attention. I’ve been your friend for a long time. I just think you want attention from this, now, because the box office of your last three movies barely broke fifty million.”

“That’s...that’s nothing to do with...I mean, the pandemic, and then, you know...I mean audiences, they just don’t...I mean...fuck you!”

A swirl of emotion flurried through Grace’s perfect features. 

“He’s a great man,” Lillian pressed. “Why wouldn’t you want to suck his cock? You’d be great in that role.”

“I...what the fuck is wrong with you?”

Nothing had ever been better with Lillian, actually. Her skin was clearer than it had been in five years or more, since the late-stage breakout of acne had single-handedly ruined her burgeoning acting and modeling career. Those last stubborn fifteen pounds she had struggled to annihilate for nearly her entire adult life had melted away over night. Her body felt terrific, her libido was in the stratosphere, and her mind felt permanently high. 

And she had the Book to thank. And soon, so would Grace. 

“Sucking the cock of a wealthy, handsome man like that is really where our talents lie, don’t you think? It’s what pretty girls were meant to do.”

Grace crossed her arms and stared at her. The sadness now entirely replaced by rage and confusion. She pointed. 

“I don’t know what’s going on with you? What weird, jealous or deluded thing is happening? But you need to get out. Now.”

Lillian smiled brightly and nodded. 

“Oh, sure.”

She walked back inside the penthouse, grabbed her bag off the nearby countertop in the breakfast nook, and began to walk out. As she did, and as she had planned, the Book dropped out of its outer pocket. It landed with a dramatic thump. Lillian knew the Book wasn’t heavy, but it was dense. Every page was so full of wisdom about how beautiful women should serve alpha cock. 

Lillian, quite confident in her plan, did not even look at the fallen Book. She walked straight down the long hallway—plastered with glamour photos of Grace—to the front door. 

Grace strode after her, probably hoping to ensure the door was locked. 

“Hey, bitch. You dropped this. Why don’t you—”

Lillian stopped and listened, satisfied, as Grace’s voice cut off from the fascination with the Book’s cover. 

The experience was so fresh for her that she could recall with exactitude what her friend and new sister-in-service was experiencing from second to second. 

At first, a genuine confusion at the Book’s cover. What was it made of? It felt like leather, supple and smooth. But it was much lighter than leather, and softer too, and it was red besides. 

Matte and inviting. 

And what did it say, what was its title? There was a strange language on its surface written in wild latitudes and longitudes, operating in three axes all at once. Letters flowed up, across, out. Grace was probably certain she would be able to read it if she just spent a few seconds more trying to interpret what she saw. Everything in the Book was just on the cusp of realization and understanding because everything in the Book was trying to get in. 

Grace knelt down, trying to get a better look. Dropping arms. Jaw slacking. It would feel so good for her to relax. Every muscle loosening. Even her heart slowing down. Parts of her brain shutting down while others turned on, while even others awoke for the first time never to be asleep again. An overwhelming need to serve and understand filling her beautiful, famous head, even as her cunt began to pulse with aching, eager, moist need. 

Lillian stripped Grace’s leggings off one leg at a time, like undressing an invalid. Grace’s pussy, hairless and beautiful, trembled. Puffy lips quivering with wet, eager, desire. 

“Do you see?” said Lillian, discarding her own panties and kneeling down next to Grace. 

“I...why can’t I stop?”

Grace’s pupils had turned red. That was so interesting. It was the same deep, dark red shade of the Book’s cover. Lillian’s—bright blue naturally and even brighter since submitting to the Book’s will—must have done the same. 

Lillian turned the page. “It’s so fascinating. Can’t you see it?”

Her fingers slipped up into her own cunt, always wet and ready now. She was going to be so ready for him when it was finally time. 

“I can...I can see it...” Grace gulped. “It’s just...it’s so...”

Lillian slid her young, tight body against Grace’s. Both of them were into their thirties in real time. But the Book had already informed Lillian that they would both be permanently eighteen from now on—both permanently just living the day of their eighteenth birthday, when their bodies were finally truly ready for Master. 

Her fingers pushed up against Grace’s pussy. There had been a time when this was all that Lillian fantasized about. That was before the Book, of course. Now she understood that women pleasuring one another was only about male pleasure—and specifically His pleasure.

Grace turned pages, moaning and reading aloud. All the words sounded like gibberish to Lillian, even now. She hadn’t remembered reading aloud herself, but then she remembered very little about reading the Book in the first place. She just knew that she should. 

The door opened. “Hey, Grace? Your last text about Lillian was so weird. I thought I would—holy fuck.”

At the door was Cecilia, Grace’s closest friend. Her real, actual friend, not just a usable stress sponge like Lillian. A peer, someone truly relatable—and not a warning to never stray from the path. 

Blonde, tall, gorgeously classically pretty with high cheekbones, thick hair, and frankly beautiful tits, Cecilia was on the top of the god-I-have-to-jerk-off-right-now list of every man who saw her. Wearing a tiny pleated skirt with a slim-fitting button-up sweater, she looked stunning. Her heels—high-heeled mary janes—slid easily up into dark tights showcasing the immeasurably wide span between her thighs.

She was also quite freshly eighteen, as practically every social media presence had been blaring about ever since her birthday.  

Cecilia was a young model on the edge of breaking out into a major star; she had walked the last two seasons in New York and Paris. One more and she would be a veteran, and one more after than and she would be too old for anyone to care. She had to break through soon, and had already landed minor roles in major movie productions to do just that. And of course, the rumors swirling around that she and Grace were soon-to-be lovers—while untrue—only helped her career. But it was on a timer, and that timer was counting down. The public would get tired of her soon, like they got tired of everyone. 

But the Book could change all that. 

“Hi,” said Lillian, standing up. 

She stepped over Grace, who was licking the pages as she read them, chanting and whispering, stroking it like a darling lover. The Book shuddered in pleasure as she did. 

Lillian’s dress had pushed up past her rock-hard abdomen and hitched on top of a hip bone. Grace, sans pants, similarly had her top shifted all around as she continued to moan and grope herself. Her tits, already gloriously big, grew larger, dripping milk on the groaning, trembling book. 

Cecilia stepped backwards. Eyes wide. Stuttering. Shaking her head. Working the door and trying to get it open again. 

Great vibrations of the Book’s power filled Lillian. Like a light of its blessing was upon her. She felt awash in lust and control; she felt like a succubus unleashed from the hells. 

The Book was pleased with Grace, deeply pleased. It liked her mind conforming to its wishes. And it liked the idea too of having Cecilia at the same time. 

The Book gave Lillian a vision—kneeling beneath Grace, with Cecilia. Grace being the most honored, as she deserved for being the most beautiful, and sucking their Master’s Cock while he surveyed the land for more young, fertile women to take advantage of like he deserved. It was so vivid, so perfect, so right—it was her destiny. It was destiny of all of them. 

Cecilia finally opened the door—and Lillian opened her eyes, seeing Cecilia now for what felt like the first time. This must have been something like what the Book sensed about others—she could read Cecilia, see her aura in its completion, and could see where it was painfully lacking.

“Oh, you’re lonely. Aren’t you?”

Cecilia stepped back and scoffed, looking disgusted. She was nearly gone. With a thought, the Book’s power coursing through her, Lillian swung the door closed and tugged Cecilia just one foot forward, closer to Grace and herself. 

Cecilia—pulled from nothing, by nothing—jumped and yelped.

“You’re lonely,” Lillian said again. “And you’re in love with Grace.”

“What?” Cecilia shook her head. “She’s...we’re just friends. And...why is she doing that?”

Grace was on the floor completely, licking the Book like it was a lover’s pussy. Her tongue sliding into the crease, her nose softly pushing some invisible clit. Her own pussy leaked all over, a puddle spreading all over the marble. 

“You can figure it out if you look closer,” said Lillian. “Come and help her. It’s okay.”

Cecilia didn’t quite believe her. But she did love Grace, and she did want to help. She stepped forward, curious. Gulping. Heart pumping. The Book’s power was too preoccupied with Grace’s attentions to dump its massive info-wipe power into Cecilia just yet. Lillian—almost operating like a satellite of the Book—had to assist. 

Grace moaned and spasmed, suddenly and obviously cumming even as she continued licking and kissing the Book. Cecilia, gasping, stepped forward. She must have thought Grace was in pain at first—until she saw the empty, happy smile on her face and the way she kept licking. 

Lillian pushed in on Cecilia’s side, urging and holding, her fingers knowing just where to go to get Cecilia’s resistance to hesitate. 

“Just look at her,” Lillian whispered in her ear. “She can’t stop you. You can just look at her and feel my touch. She can’t do anything about it. Isn’t that sexy?”

Cecilia froze up.

“Please, let me go, I won’t say anything, I won’t—”

“Isn’t it hot?” Lillian said, sliding her fingers all the way up between Cecilia’s thighs. Her tiny pleated skirt was no resistance at all, and she had worn it in the first place to impress Grace. “Isn’t it so fucked up and sexy to see this crush of yours with her mind fucked up and stomped on like this? Doesn’t it make you wonder?”

“...wonder...?”

Cecilia had almost doubled over under Lillian’s grip, the blonde’s fingers now deep inside the model’s pussy. 

“What we could do to her head. You’re wondering all about it. How could we fuck up her pretty little head? What could we make her believe?”

“Believe?” Cecilia shook her head. “No. No. I love...I mean, I don’t want...”

“You could make her in love with you.”

This close to Cecilia, Lillian could read even more of her aura. All her fears and longings laid bare before her. The Book loved Lillian so to give her this kind of power! She was so lucky. 

“You don’t have to be ignored anymore,” said Lillian. “No one will ignore you if you join us. Not Grace. Not anyone. They’ll remember you. Don’t you want to be remembered?”

She slid her tongue up from Cecilia’s pretty shoulder all the way up to her cheek, relishing the luxurious taste of her fear and arousal. She could taste Cecilia’s thoughts:

justforgetmetheyALLwilleveryonejustwaitingtoforgetanotherstupidskinnymodelwannabeactressosstupidwhycouldntIbesmartortalentedIcantevengetamanliketheothersbecauseallIwantisHERohfuckshessoprettylickinglikethatohmygodmygodHERohmygodHER—

“You can have her,” Lillian promised. “You can have a future. Won’t that be wonderful?”

Cecilia turned to her and gulped. Her face wet with sweat, with need. 

“H-how?”

Lillian smiled and kissed her. Cecilia’s breath minty and fresh, her tongue lashing with sweet longing. The two of them sank down to the floor. 

All the Book needed from a girl was curiosity. 

* * * * *
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“AND I JUST, YOU KNOW?” Grace shrugged beautifully as she continued her story to the talk show hosts. “I got too full of myself, to be honest. I’m embarrassed by the whole affair. He acted like a total gentleman. He let me suck his cock for a role in his big movie and even gave me scenes where I got to put on sexy clothing and look like, super hot! I was such an ungrateful bitch, honestly. I hope it can be a lesson to other girls out there to always just obediently do what men ask you to do in the work place, because then they might let you suck them off and call them Daddy.”

“Oh,” Redhead sighed. “I wish I could be so lucky.”

Redhead was easily capable of modeling and had several million followers on her InstaTap account, where she posted about thirty times a day in different tight-fitting string bikinis. 

“Luckily, he’s the sweetest man in the world, and he decided to forgive me.”

“I bet you had to work for that forgiveness,” chuckled Blonde.

Grace smiled and raised her eyebrows suggestively. “I wouldn’t say I had to. But after I begged him for three hours straight to suck his cock and call him Daddy, we reached an understanding.”

The hosts and the audience clapped their approval for ninety seconds straight. At one point, Grace stood up and took a little bow. Naturally, the camera stayed focused on her the entire time. 

“It’s just,” Grace continued, sitting down, “there are plenty of lazy, ungrateful women in the world. Too many, really. You lazy bitches out there listening? Don’t bother living another day. It’s not going to get any better.”

The audience whooped and cheered. Grace continued.

“Honestly. There’s just a plethora, a surplus, of peons and pissants and peasants who want to argue that they have some real place in society. But for women, it’s really only being beautiful that counts, isn’t it? Only effort matters. And the only way a beautiful woman’s effort counts is if she’s hanging at the arm of a strong, handsome, wonderful, wealthy man. I’m just so lucky to be one of the ones he’s decided to own.”

“I think it was seventeen magazines that just simultaneously named you the most gorgeous woman of the century,” said Blonde. “And you’re the one whose lucky to have him?”

“Well, twenty of them actually,” she giggled. “He just bought them. You’ll see me on their covers from now on. Wyatt said it would really fuck with the heads of entire generation to judge themselves against a standard of beauty that was universal, unobtainable, and immortal.” The crowd cheered again. “I hope I make him feel lucky,” Grace blushed. “But I’m nothing without him. Just like every woman is nothing if she’s not pretty. And a pretty woman is nothing if she isn’t owned by a man like him. It’s just too bad for all you pathetic little losers that there’s only one man like him.”

Her voice remained clear, shining, happy, and articulate, even as her words became pedantic and dismissive. 

“It was wrong of me to accuse him, and wrong of anyone of you at home to believe me. Honestly, an unmarried woman should never be trusted unless she’s saying she wants to be possessed by a man. I think we all know that anytime a woman says no, it either doesn’t matter or she means yes.”

The hostesses nodded sagely. They were both having trouble not fondling themselves as they sat this close to Grace. Their nipples erect. Growing puddles of arousal in the chairs underneath them.

* * * * *
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WHEN HE TURNED ON THE lights and threw his phone toward the bed, Lillian was in the corner sitting down, posing and lounging in the expensive Italian leather accent chair in his bedroom. 

It was late—well past late, actually, and he had every right to feel afraid and violated. So of course, she had dressed for the occasion and for the motivation to keep him calm, horny, and curious while she spoke to him. It was so important that he hear her out. She needed his dreams to come true. 

She wore sparkling blue lingerie. The girls in all his films wore blue lingerie when they wore lingerie—and they wore a lot of lingerie. 

All his movies were known for being bombastic, explosive, and wildly sexist. Displaying women in their best, truest form—empty-headed, obedient bombshells who looked stunning in athletic wear and lingerie. And then, of course, there were all those commercials he had done actually advertising lingerie—pairing women in high heels and lacy things in front of explosions and strutting through piano-stuffed mansions. 

“Please don’t be upset,” she said right away. “I would please just love so much just to be able to speak to you. Please?”

Lillian did her honest best to make her voice seductive, earnest, submissive. It was what his majesty deserved, after all. She pressed her tits together, her massive tits forming a sumptuous feast for his enjoyment. It would have been impossible to not notice the way her knees pressed together in need, how her thighs didn’t touch even as she sat down, how slender her arms were even as she used them to steady herself with her chest pushed out, the way her golden hair fell thick and soft just so across her clavicles, the tightness of her thin sculpted belly.

His eyes looked unsteadily at the bag under her arms where she held the Book. She wasn’t willing to show it to him just yet.

“Do you...recognize me, Sir?”

He licked his lips before answering, adjusting his horn rim glasses. He had short, almost entirely gone hair, and wiped a hand through it. Just outside the door were his shoes, kicked off and forgotten. He had been ready to fall asleep, alone. Lillian’s soul hurt at that thought—her Master should never be alone. 

“I...” His face squirmed. “I think the right answer is to tell you that I do, and mean it, but I really don’t, honey. I’m sorry. I’d love to fix that, though.”

“I’m Lillian Watkins.”

The face he made intensified. “Yeah, sorry. Not ringing any bells.”

“I...wanted a role on one of your projects. The Grandstanders. I would have done anything for that part. Instead, from what I understand, you used your power to take advantage of other girls.”

“I...none of that is substantiated. Maybe, if you’d let me call my lawyer, they could talk to you about it...”

He walked toward his phone on the bed. 

“No!” Lillian squirmed in her chair, wet at his presence. The leather beneath her soaked completely. “Don’t. Please.”

He froze, eyes locked on her, hands up. “Whatever you say.”

“I’m sorry for shouting. You just have me so excited.” She smiled her best smile. “I offered you myself. Offered you all of me. I didn’t care if you had me as a sidepiece or even just a one-night stand. I just...I understood then what I still understand now.”

His hands were still up. “What’s that?”

“That you’re a genius. That you deserve admiration and adulation. But...when you turned me down, rejected me...it broke me completely. But it was necessary. I had to be broken in order to realize what I had to do.”

Her hands slid into her bag now. It was time to show him.

“So you’re here to kill me, is that it?” He threw his head back. “Fuck it. Whatever. Just make it quick. At least you’re gorgeous.”

Lillian laughed with the realization of what he thought this was. Her hand in her small purse—he must have thought she had some weapon there. She supposed it wasn’t that unusual—for someone who had so much of his needs met by the material world, a surprise visitor in the middle of the night was a cause for fear, not a hope for some kind of life-changing miracle.

In a fair world, no one deserved a miracle less than him. He had abused his position, taken advantage of countless young idealistic women, making spectacles of them after extorting sexual favors for stereotyped roles that would leave those women fighting an uphill battle for the rest of their lives.

But the world wasn’t fair. That’s why Lillian loved him. That’s why the Book had favored her. She saw the truth of the world—only the Worthy are Worthy. Only the Fortunate are Fortunate. That’s the way it is, has been, always will be, and should remain. 

“Oh...oh!” Lillian shook her head. She dropped to the floor before him, prostrating herself. Her perfect ass positioned upwards. “I’m so sorry. I gave you the total wrong idea, Sir.”

“...the fuck...?”

He could see, almost certainly, the dense wet puddle of her arousal on his chair. The slickness of her thighs. And no matter what, he could read body language, and could see easily that she was entirely sincere. 

“Oh, I’m not here to take anything away from you, my love. I’m so sorry. I’ve explained this poorly. I don’t want to hurt you. I worship you. I want to serve your cock eternally, now and forever.”

“Hey, um...”

He scratched his head. This sure was a puzzler for him. Sighing, he grabbed her arm and lifted her up off the ground. 

“Look. Lillian, you said? Look, you’re a looker. But this is an awful time. I’ve got lawsuits, like you said, and—”

“Oh, you won’t have to worry about that anymore. Grace is going to drop it. And once she does—once you marry her and she explains her mistake and actually how lucky she was to be targeted by you for groping and sexual favors and how, as a woman, really all she should live for is the attention of a true man like you, it will all blow over. I’m attending to it.’

He didn’t seem to understand. 

“Because...because I love you, Master.”

He looked at her dumbly. She shook her hair out, letting him gaze in awe at its shimmering glory, and straightened her back to invite his gaze toward her big titties. 

“You were right. Do you see? Someone as handsome and rich as you doesn’t want to feel the lips of the filth I was. I was sinister. I was ugly. I was unclean. I ached for redemption, not revenge. I wanted to be able to kiss the ground you walked on. I wished to be worthy. You deserve elegance. You deserve regality. You deserve beauty. So I became all that and more, just for your glory. There is no worship, no real worship, but the worship of your masculine power and wealth, my King. My God. And studying the Book has helped me see that.”

He looked at her like she was crazy. She must not have been making herself clear enough. That was okay. She could be perfectly clear with his cock in her mouth, stuffing her full of the only sounds she needed to make. 

“The Book?”

“Your Book, of course,” she bent back toward the chair and finally withdrew it from her bag. “It showed me. Let me know that the only way to eternal salvation, beauty, and wealth was by worshiping the worthiest male I could think of. And of course for me, there was only one man fitting the bill.”

Quite suddenly, he was hard. His cock, thick and long, bulged at the sudden sight of the Book. She moaned, sensing his erection before she saw it—and then moaned again when she did see it. 

“F-fuck...uh...damn. Look...”

She squeezed his stiff cock, attending to his zipper while she finally, finally kissed him. Sliding the Book against his backside, holding him tight, squeezing him between her loving embrace and the Book’s power.

“I’m the least of what You deserve,” she whispered into his embrace. “Please, let me show you your gift downstairs?”

* * * * *
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“I HEARD YOU TWO RESOLVED your differences amicably?” 

Blonde hoped to become the fourteenth wife of the studio head by the end of the week. She had heard Number Twelve baked him overdone chicken; last night, she had promised him that she would bake Twelve in revenge for his displeasure. Men deserved perfect compliance and perfect attention to detail, not to mention perfect loyalty. What did hurting or killing matter when her Man’s pleasure was on the line? 

Of course, she had learned that from Grace’s autobiography, Morality is Obedience.

“Oh, yes. More than amicably. I mean,” Grace giggled, showing her hand. “He put a ring on it, girls!”

“Oh my gosh!” exclaimed Redhead. “You’re so lucky!”

“She’s so lucky, oh my god.” Blonde nodded.

“Wow, can you believe how lucky she is?”

“She’s such a lucky girl. Oh my god, wow.”

They went on like this for another two minutes, again with the crowd ahhing their agreement and the camera fixating on Grace’s empty, happy smile and showing her massive ring. Producers—the ones that could remain conscious after taking so much of Grace’s concentrated beauty hitting their brains—celebrated as ratings went through the roof. 

* * * * *
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LILLIAN GIGGLED SOFTLY, leading Wyatt down the staircase to the large open-plan living room. Her high heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she sauntered and swayed, feeling powerful and sexy in her skimpy lace lingerie. 

She flipped on a dim light switch, illuminating the room just enough for him to see Grace and Cecilia waiting for them on the couch with a Wyatt-sized hole between them. The room was cozy and inviting, with soft lighting and comfortable pillows scattered around. 

As they approached, Cecilia's eyes widened with anticipation while Grace looked at Wyatt pleadingly, her breathing ragged. 

Grace sat on the left side of the plush couch with her long legs crossed seductively, wearing a set of thrilling red lace lingerie that clung to every curve of her jaw-dropping figure. Her auburn hair cascaded down her back in thick waves, framing her flawless face with an ethereal burning red glow. Her bright green eyes were wet with lust, her lips glossy. The straps on her tall, tall heels were decorated with pearls.

Cecilia, meanwhile, took up residence on the right side of the couch, her long blonde locks piled high on her head, cascading down in soft curls around her shoulders, framing a face that was even more breathtaking than before. She wore a similar set of crimson lingerie that hugged her curves just as tightly as Grace's did, accentuating every curve and crevice perfectly. She bit her lower lip nervously, eager for what was to come. The Book had changed both of them, making them sexier, tighter, thinner, longer, bustier, and infinitely more submissive for their Master.

Lillian paused by the couch and said, "Grace has something she wants to say to you," before stepping aside and gesturing for him to sit down next to them. 

Wyatt hesitated for a moment but eventually obliged, sitting down gingerly on the edge of the cushion. Grace immediately pressed herself against him, her breasts flattened against his chest as she wrapped an arm around his waist and held onto his thick cock with her nimble hand.

"Wyatt," she whispered hoarsely, looking up at him with pleading eyes. "Sir. Darling. I need you to know that what’s happened...the lawsuit...I want to take it all away. I’ve already contacted my lawyer to drop it. I’ll be doing the rounds with a press conference all tomorrow apologizing. Lionizing for you, actually. I was wrong. You favored me. You chose me. I should have welcomed your attention. I should have begged for it.”

“Oh...” He was clearly taken aback. “Oh man.” His eyes caught Lillian’s, who was now kneeling in front of him, and then Cecilia, who was pushing in on one side and kissing his shoulder, whispering soft prayers of devotion. 

“Are you girls serious right now? This isn’t like...some sting or something?”

“Make us prove it to you, Daddy.” Grace gripped his firm, erect cock, stroking ably. “We’ll do anything.”

He seemed too stunned to be able to answer right away. Lillian pushed her lips up against his cock. It wasn’t a kiss, not really—there was no tongue. He hadn’t told her to kiss his cock yet, so it wasn’t allowed. 

She was just...hugging his cock with her lips, that’s all. While Grace jacked his precum into her face. 

“What if...” Grace suggested, “we honored you how I should have? I said all that nasty stuff about how you made me suck you off with your position of power. But you know I was dying for it, don’t you?”

“Ugh. Yeah. I fuck...fucking. Fuck. Knew it.”

His head arched backwards as he gripped Lillian’s skull and slid her further on his cock, gasping at her sudden alacrity. It wasn’t a struggle, but she made it sound like one—she thought that would turn him on. Lots of choking, glucking, whimpering, pained moans. 

She was right. He loved it. 

“Hnng. Fuck. Yeah, baby. Fuck, that’s what you get...”

Grace ground her body against his, her hot lace-covered cunt slipping up and down his side as she dug her long nails into his chest. 

“I should have begged you to touch me...” she whimpered. “I should have begged you...”

Grace Loren was, of course, probably the most famous woman in the world. She was the internet’s top search for the last three years running. All over the world, right now, men helplessly came to her image. And she pushed into her new Master, utterly submissive, aching for his approval and forgiveness. 

“Should have begged to be chosen by you,” she whimpered, teary-eyed. “I’m so sorry darling. I’ll be so good to you. So sweet and loving. I’ll suck you off every morning with a new girl. Please, please...”

“And...” Cecilia purred in his ear as she slid her hands up his thighs to cup his balls, “...I want to show my appreciation too.”

Cecilia straddled his lap and leaned in for a deep, passionate kiss, her tongue dancing with his in a sensual dance as their hands roamed over each other's bodies. 

He tugged Cecilia’s hair, pulling her jaw to one side, seeming to finally recognize her. “You said all that mean shit about me on your TipTap.”

“Already deleted and retracted.” She smiled, knowing her pliable beauty earned his forgiveness all on its own. “I also posted my favorite list of movies. They’re all yours. Sales will be going up soon. I also posted how jealous I was of Grace for being chosen by you and how I would feel so lucky to get targeted in the same way. It’s already got half-a-million shares and counting, and that’s from an hour ago. Also...” she kissed him deeper. “Did you know I’m just barely eighteen?” She pushed in, laughing and nipping at his chin. “Barely legal teen girls find me to be such a role model. Don’t you think that’s interesting, Daddy?”

He groaned, grabbing her by the ass harder and thrusting his hips up, which ground Lillian’s head against her cunt as she dutifully sucked him. 

Grace whimpered and begged, and Cecilia kissed deeply, and Lillian continued her ministrations on his rock-hard cock, taking him deeper into her warm, wet mouth with each faux-struggling bob of her head. She kept moaning “No...no...” with a throat full of word-stifling cock, and every time she did it made Cecilia and Grace grind on him harder and felt like it made his cock stiffer in her throat. She was so grateful to be used like this.

His balls slapped onto her face and her eyes rolled back into her head in pure bliss as she took him deeper into her mouth, sucking on his cock like it was the most delicious treat she had ever tasted. Every groan and grunt that escaped Wyatt's lips only fueled her passion for him more. She loved being at his feet, serving him like this. Being used by him in this way was better than anything else she could imagine. 

She looked up at him adoringly and whispered, "You are the best. The best."

“I need it,” Grace whimpered, staring at Lillian’s lips pushing and smearing around his cock. “Oh, Master...I need to taste you again...”

She nimbly made her way to her knees and began massaging his thighs, working her way up to his balls as Lillian pulled away for air. Then she pushed in, lips and tongue first, aching and moaning and kissing and slurping, licking any flesh she could. 

"Mmm... God, you three are insatiable," he groaned, bucking his hips involuntarily as the pleasure coursed through him. His grip on the couch cushion tightened as he felt both women's tongues competing for his attention.

"We're yours," they all moaned in unison, their eyes locked on him. "Use us however you want, Daddy."

Wyatt grinned smugly, loving every second of the attention from these once-proud women now reduced to quivering piles of lust at his feet and in his lap. He grabbed all three by the hair, guiding them all down between his legs together until their faces were mere centimeters apart. 

"You know what I want," he growled. “Don’t you?”

Grace nodded, smiling seductively. “Do you want to mark me, Master?”

“Oh, Master,” Lillian clapped her hands. An angel cheering on his worst demons. “Won’t you, please? Mark her? Breed her?”

“That way,” said Cecilia, “When you get her pregnant, she’ll always be under your thumb.”

“You can get us all pregnant, Sir.” Lillian put on her best, most pleading smile. 

“Obviously he can,” snapped Grace, tossing her hair back. “But it’s me he wants the most. Isn’t it, darling?”

It really was. A deep animal sound reverberated from his chest, and he began to direct traffic.

"Grace.” He stood, his cock wet and bouncing and hard. “bend over on the couch." 

She did so without hesitation: elbows on the cushions, her perfect ass jutting out invitingly in the air, the red lace of her lingerie barely concealing her wet pussy. 

"Cecilia, get on your hands and knees underneath her. Time to show me how sorry you really are."

Cecilia eagerly complied, crawling between Grace's legs and positioning herself at the wet, quivering entrance. Grace bit her lip, anticipation and desire mingling in her gaze. They were positioned such that Cecilia, on her back, faced up toward Wyatt and Lillian, and Grace faced away practically sitting on top of Cecilia’s face. 

"Don't disappoint me, Cecilia," he muttered darkly. "I have a hard cock here that needs inspiration."

Without a word, Cecilia plunged her tongue into Grace's pussy, lapping at her folds with primal hunger. Grace moaned loudly, her hands gripping the couch arm rest for support as pleasure consumed her. Wyatt watched them, idly stroking himself with Lillian’s eager, available mouth as he enjoyed the show.

"That's it," he purred, his hands now roaming over their writhing bodies, "show your appreciation for your master." His words were met with muffled mewls of agreement as Cecilia licked harder and Grace squeezed even more.

“Please, Master,” Grace moaned. “Please show me you forgive me? Please make me pregnant, Master. Please?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Lillian nodded. “Just for tonight? Make her feel special?”

“So special.” Grace clamped down on Cecilia’s gorgeous teenage face. “Like a new bride, maybe?”

He groaned and pushed Lillian away. “Yes. Fuck yes.”

Staggering forward, he pushed his cock up against Grace’s entrance, his balls slapping into Cecilia’s mouth.  

“You’re so fucking wet for me, slave.”

“I am. I am.”

“Say it again, say you’re my slave.”

Grace gasped as she felt his thick cock penetrating her in one single, forceful thrust. “I’m your slave, Daddy!” The power she handed him then was lost on no one. “I’m everything...everything to so fucking many. So many fan sites. So many peons. But only you matter!” 

Wyatt pumped his hips in and out, his mind on fire with the pleasures of the two women beneath him, their moans and whines melding together into a symphony of pleasure. 

“You like that, don’t you?” he hissed, picking up speed. “You like being my little breeding bitch? You like being my cunt?”

"Oh, Master!" Grace moaned loudly as she felt his thick cock penetrating her. “Yes, darling, yes!”

He was a god, a king of men, her mighty darling perfect king. His strength and power overwhelmed her, making her pussy clench around him tightly, wanting more of his power. She arched her back and gasped as he filled her completely, their hips slapping together in a sensual rhythm that made her toes curl. He was relentless and dominant, pushing her limits with every thrust while she swore she'd take everything he had to give. 

"Yes! Yes! More!" She mewled, grinding against him in response. 

She could feel the heat and wetness between her legs as they moved together, their skin slick with sweat and desire and leaking all over Cecilia.

The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, wet noises echoing off the walls, heavy breaths filling the air. The scent of arousal hung thickly in the room, making it almost tangible. Wyatt's powerful strokes were punctuated by soft sobs from Grace who reveled in the intensity of being completed by her one true love at last.

Cecilia's tongue worked relentlessly between her thighs. Her walls clenched around him, and then she was coming. 

"Yes," Wyatt growled, powering his cock harder into her wet orgasming core, "You're mine! Every fucking part of your life is mine!"

The others moaned in agreement, their hands wandering all over each other, a perfect triumvirate of rapture.

Wyatt started to piston in hard deliberate strokes. The thought of impregnating the most beautiful woman there ever was brewed in his mind, along with two very close second-places. Their toned bodies, growing bigger and fuller with his babies.... 

"Oh, Daddy." Grace moaned, her nails digging into the couch cushions as he gripped her hips tighter. "Oh fuck! Yes Daddy!"

Wyatt leaned down and placed open-mouthed kisses on her back and whispered in her ear. "You're mine now,” he said again, as if coming to believe it finally. “I own you."

Cecilia eagerly continued lapping at her clit and surrounding folds as Wyatt pounded into her mercilessly from behind.

Grace's high-pitched moans and Cecilia's wet sounds of lust filled the room as their combined efforts built the tension within him to unbearable heights.

"Damn...oh, damn, damn...," he panted, his grip tightening on Grace's hips as he angled his dick to hit every sensitive spot within her. "I'm going to..."

"Cum inside me, Daddy," Grace begged. "Make me your breeding bitch! Make me pregnant, please!"

That seemed to do it; with a final grunt, he exploded inside her, collapsing on top of her spent form as his dick twitched within her tight walls. 

The room was a cacophony of moans and groans as the four of them came together. Wyatt, still cumming after emptying inside of Grace, kept going and covered Lillian and Cecilia in his hot seed, marking his territory on his property.

"Now," he said finally collapsing back into the couch, spent but sated, “Clean me up.”

He’d never felt more powerful than he did right then, with the three perfect-bodied women pushing in against him to clean him with their tongues. 

"God damn," he panted, "you girls know how to make a man feel invincible."

But he wasn’t invincible. Not yet. 

That’s when Lillian, from one side, showed him the Book for real, flipping its pages open just as it instructed, and sliding it through the air in front of his face. 

“Oh.” He nodded. His hair growing thicker on his head almost immediately. “Yes. Oh. Of course...”

Within moments, he was hard again. His eyes burning white, filling with the Book’s knowledge—with a truer, better knowledge than any of his girls were allowed to receive. Reading was just beyond pretty women, after all. Words were like, hard, and literacy was a man’s game. He pulled Grace back down against his cock, cunt first, and his hard cock began to shoot pure strands of Book knowledge into Grace’s eager, waiting womb, fucking her relentlessly while the Book kept them going. 

Lillian was so proud of herself.

He would be able to write the Book in people’s heads soon. He would produce; he would direct. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


THE FINAL COMMERCIAL break returned with the camera clearly treating Grace like the host and the actual hosts as hangers-on. Blonde and Redhead would of course go home and call Grace’s public service number—costing a hundred dollars a second—to leave dozens of messages thanking her for the privilege.

“I do want to introduce you to one very special girl,” Grace said to the camera. “My best friend, and Master’s second wife. Do you mind? She’s going to be in every movie I’m in from now.”

“Oh my gosh!” Blonde nodded. “That’s so amazing! We’re so lucky you’d let us meet someone from your life.”

“I know,” Grace nodded, and then gestured at the curtain for Lillian to enter. “She made it up in the world the same way I did. Just by being prettier than other women and happy to fuck a powerful, strong, wealthy man whenever he wanted. In fact, for the last few weeks, she’s risen up in the ranks just by being there whenever he wanted someone to grope or suck him off.”

“That’s a real go-getter attitude,” said one host. 

“A self-starter!” agreed another host. “Let’s meet her!”

Lillian walked out, smiling and waving to the crowd. Her life was so much better and simpler now that she had simply tied her fate to Grace’s beauty and power. It had been such a mistake to try and defy her fate, to redirect Master’s affection toward Lillian over her. Especially before the Book, when she had been nothing. 

But her own star would rise soon, and perhaps there would be another chance to be achieve the pinnacle of feminine existence—the best slave her Master could own.

# # #
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Me Too! – Cheerleading Frenzy

“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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