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Overhead, the fluorescent light flickered. The city had needed renovations in the courthouse for years now. It was an old building, and the air in the conference room smelled faintly of mildew and stale coffee. Ceiling panels sagged from some long-ago leak, the remains of which had left a large brown patch across the otherwise beige surface.

Lara Kraig sat at the small meeting table, her legs crossed at the ankle, the crisp lines of her navy blue pencil skirt hugging her hips just enough to make it clear she knew exactly what she was doing. Her white blouse was buttoned all the way up to the throat, doing little to hide the obviously thin, narrow stretch of her neck. Her hair, the color of sun-bleached honey, was swept back into a sleek ponytail, not a strand out of place. She looked every bit the ice queen that she was.

She tapped her pen against her notepad, sharp blue eyes narrowing slightly as she listened.

Vicky was across from her, perched on the edge of her seat like an overexcited puppy. Their one witness besides Lara’s client, Madeline. Vicky’s voice was high-pitched and breathy, almost giddy, as she went on and on about how “necessary” it had been for the accused, Brent, to... well, do what he’d done. 

“He saw me in the office, bending over how I did,” said Vicky, smiling brightly, “and he just couldn’t help himself. I mean, why would he? I’m really sexy, right?”

Lara tried not to shake the girl into talking sense. Today was already hard enough. 

After this meeting, she had to speak with Brent’s lawyer Barbara—his mother, for god’s sake—about the sexual harassment charges. Barbara would invariably try to talk down the charges even though Lara knew she had this case on lock. 

And after that, Lara would have to speak to Judge Harper about the terms she and Barbara came to, which would invariably be altered or exaggerated to the Judge’s satisfaction. 

Barbara was a good lawyer—or had been, up until a few months ago when she had stopped coming to court altogether. Several of her clients went to prison or had jail time extended due to Barbara’s absence. This was her first case back, and it was deeply unusual for her to defend her own son in a sexual harassment case—not to mention awkward for Lara to go talk to her about it. 

And as for Judge Harper—sympathetic though she may be to Lara’s side in this proceeding, she was still an old harpy who loved to rant about what misogynist pigs and pricks all men were, no matter the subject of conversation. 

It just got old after awhile. Lara was quite the feminist herself, very proud of how she had ages ago decoded the systemic oppression of the patriarchy, and had even flirted with being a lesbian just to stick it to the man. (At the end of the day, though, she just liked cock too much to give it up all the way.) And even Lara could only handle so much of Harper’s...harping.

So the rest of the day was going to be tiresome—and Lara was already feeling exhausted, listening to the bubbly, perky, deeply-vapid Vicky effuse about how little rights she deserved as a truly pretty, hot, “fuckpiece-fuckable” girl. 

Lara was just glad she had taken her medicine before coming in today; it really took the edge off. 

They had been talking—Lara and Vicky, with Lara’s client Madeline next to Lara watching quietly for the most part—for nearly twenty minutes now and hadn’t gotten anywhere. For the first twenty minutes, Vicky had just wanted to talk about the difference between dick and cock and how her alleged sexual harasser, Brent, had a cock which made him more of a man than anyone and therefore immune to charges of “sexual harassment” (she used very large air quotes with her fingers) because cock was so important to keep hard and happy all the time.

Lara leaned forward. “And that’s when he forced you.”

“No,” Vicky giggled. The room was cold, and her nipples tented in her tiny halter top. “Well, I suppose he did a little. But if there’s no force, where’s the romance? I’m glad he did, so it doesn’t count, does it? If he makes you love it, and makes you love that you didn’t want it to begin with but then makes your mind change because he’s so fucking good, and then he makes you wish you could deny him again just so he could force you again even though he can’t because you want him to so bad...?”

Lara’s jaw tightened, but she kept her expression neutral. Outwardly, at least. Inside, her stomach was doing somersaults, and she could feel a flush creeping up her neck. She crossed her legs tighter, the movement deliberate, as if it might help her focus.

She had a more-than-passing interest in consent, even and perhaps even especially for a legal prosecutor with her specialty in sexual harassment. Something she had picked up long ago when her sexuality was still forming—catching the wrong (or right, depending on how you look at it) movie or TV show or story when her plastic brain was taking in everything it could about how men and women were supposed to behave.

She couldn’t remember the exact piece of media. She just recalled a woman being pushed against a desk, her skirt hiked up (Lara to this day always wore skirts, even if they were conservative in length)—her pink lips gasping open, her hands caught behind her back as she gasped and whimpered, helpless as the pleasure overwhelmed her...

It was portrayed, Lara recalled, as a deep violation. But she had found it formative. Right. To be made to want was deeply hot, intense, sexy. 

As a result, most of her sexual fantasies revolved around some nonconsent, or non-consensual intercourse that turned into consensual contact. 

Or, put another way—at home, at night, alone, Lara fingered herself silly thinking about being force-fucked so hard she fell in love. She remembered almost every single fantasy like they had been formed that very morning.

That was fantasy, though. And private. And Lara had always—always—known the firm difference between reality and fantasy. In truth, the reality of anything approaching her fantasies disgusted and enraged her, and she was glad to have them stay hidden behind her the locked door of her composed, perfect countenance where they belonged. 

Which was why, of course, Vicky’s gushing advertisement of exactly that—being force-fucked into deep loving service—was so appalling. 

And...captivating.

Nearby, Madeline sat with her arms folded over her chest. She was stunning—like, stop-you-in-your-tracks stunning—with platinum curls that cascaded over her shoulders and a figure that even Lara couldn’t help but admire. Madeline’s full lips were pressed into a line, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes that made Lara wonder if she was feeling the same unsettling mix of frustration and... something else.

“So you’re saying,” Lara interrupted Vicky finally, leaning forward slightly, “that you don’t feel any desire to press charges? That you believe this was... consensual?”

Vicky giggled—actually giggled—and nodded enthusiastically. “Oh, absolutely! I mean, before Brent... well, my life was so boring. I didn’t even know what I was missing! Now I feel like... like I’m living my purpose!”

Lara blinked slowly, resisting the urge to rub her temples. This case was a nightmare. And yet, as much as she wanted to shut Vicky up and move on, there was this gnawing tension in the air that had nothing to do with the legal headache in front of her. She glanced at Madeline again and caught the younger woman looking at her—just for a second—before Madeline quickly averted her gaze. 

Had she been biting her lip? 

“Right,” Lara said slowly, forcing herself back into lawyer mode. “Well, that’s certainly... an interesting perspective.”

Vicky beamed at her like she’d just given some profound compliment. Despite the absurdity, Lara felt a flush of sexual heat. Vicky was an intensely beautiful, sexy young woman. 

Lara Kraig, a classically hot five foot ten inches tall even without the lift from her stylish black heels, one-hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet from her regular night time swims, with eye-catching 34D breasts that demanded attention even hidden behind her supple silk blouse, felt insignificant and even plain across from the young hot nymph that was Vicky.

Lara didn’t want to think such lewd thoughts. She had even felt herself beyond such comparisons, which was—she knew—a trait earned purely from being so effortlessly pretty that she had never had to put much time in to earn men’s attention.

But Vicky was so obscenely pretty—like a pin-up girl come to life, complete with magazine-cover ethereal glow—that in her presence it was impossible not to have every thought slathered in a hot sheen of lusty, baby-making, cock-slobbering sex.

And even that kind of lurid thought was purely a result of being in the presence of Vicky’s puffy lips, her pristinely buoyant perpetually-jiggling cleavage, her thick feathered blond hair that shimmered constantly like she was sitting in a meadow.

Lara couldn’t help but wonder if Madeline felt the same way. Probably not. If Vicky made Lara feel plain, then Madeline made Lara feel almost ugly.

Madeline, an eighteen-year-old former-intern at Brent’s office, was a once-in-a-lifetime beauty. Even taller than Lara, she towered over most women and even some men. Her hourglass figure was toned and tight, with a small waist that cinched effortlessly into fertile hips and a heart-shaped ass. Her long, golden hair fell down her back in waves, reaching the small of her back in a thick pony tail. Flawless Scandinavian bone structure and features: high cheekbones, a regal jawline, a button nose, and bright green eyes. 

Perhaps her most striking feature was her tits. Two perfect orbs of perky, dewy goodness that defied gravity and physics alike. They were the kind of breasts that men wrote sonnets about and women envied for days on end.

Lara was, no doubt about it, one of the hottest lawyers in the courthouse—perhaps even the entire state—and she knew it. And yet next to Madeline, she felt as basic as tap water at a champagne party.

She could see why Brent would be enamored by her. Madeline, despite her incredible beauty, had tried to "dress down" in an oversized hoodie and baggy jeans that were a size too big for her. However, no amount of fabric could hide the fact that she had the body of a goddess. Her legs were longer than Lara's, and her ass—wow. Even hidden under those loose-fitted pants, the shape of it was enough to make Lara's panties dampen.

It was no wonder Brent hadn’t controlled himself around her, really. She would have felt sympathy for him if he weren’t such an obvious serial abuser, probably addicted to turning women into his helpless cock-addicted playthings. 

Lara could vividly imagine Madeline naked on his desk, those long legs wrapped around his waist as he pounded into her relentlessly. And Madeline, despite her claims of duress and harassment, would probably have secretly loved every single second of it.

...would have turned her into...into a good girl...just needs to fuck her brain straight...

Lara had, after two weeks on this case, lots of practice not staring at Madeline's pouty lips or the way her breasts strained against the fabric of her oversized sweater. Lara only had eyes for men, Real Men—capitalization and emphasis on purpose, thank you—it was just that Madeline held such incredible beauty, it was hard not to notice.

But...wasn’t it strange how hard it hit now? 

It hadn’t been hard to ignore or look past Madeline’s beauty in the days leading up to this meeting—but Lara was having a hard time recalling that at the moment. She didn’t remember her total disgust with Brent, her complete alliance with Madeline and thinking of her almost like a sister, her determination to get Vicky on their side. 

No, in this closed room with the intoxicatingly exuberant Vicky, she just felt...

...she felt...

...warm.

Yes. She was warm. Her hand went to her blouse, unbuttoning it a bit. Madeline did the same, catching Lara’s eye and smiling. 

A secret between girls. Lara’s heart fluttered. Pretty girls. Pretty secrets. Pretty forcefuck in a closet from...

“...Daddy?”

Lara’s attention snapped back to Vicky. 

“Sorry, what?”

“Where’s Daddy?” Vicky asked again. “You said he would be here? He like, hasn’t called. I keep trying to cum but I can’t do it if he’s not fucking me.”

Lara looked at Madeline, who shrugged, blushing. 

“Uh.” Lara was a little taken aback. “You mean Brent?”

“Daddy, that’s right. Can he fuck me now and later? I need it so bad. Why won’t he call me?”

Brent had fucked this gorgeous young woman and then abandoned her?

Another shot of heat struck hard into Lara’s brain. 

God. What must his love life be like to not pay attention to someone like this?

Vicky's words drifted back into focus, her sex-drenched voice making the air itself seem thicker. "I mean, I really think I’m super pretty. I mean, I hope I am. For him.” She made a pout that could have easily shown up on the cover of Vogue. “He’s just so perfect. I hope I’m pretty enough for him."

She sounded deranged. Or she would have, if Lara was not so completely turned on by everything she was saying.

"I mean, look at us," Vicky continued, gesturing at herself, Lara, and Madeline, whose cheeks were now a flaming shade of red. "We're just begging for it. He’s a man, and men have needs. I don't blame him for not being able to resist my tits...they’re so big and yummy..."

Lara shifted uncomfortably in her seat as Vicky continued to gush about herself. Wet heat splashed between her legs at the thought of being taken by a man like Brent—to be so desired that he couldn’t control himself...

“...anyway...,” said Vicky, breaking Lara’s reverie again. “I just think it’s so great what you’re doing.”

“Wh-what?” Madeline and Lara said simultaneously.

They were trying to sue Brent for flagrantly forcing Vicky in front of Madeline; trying to take every dime of his so he wouldn’t be able to sexually harass any more women. Didn’t Vicky know the situation?

“He’s just so important. Every step you’re taking is so worth it. So valuable.”

Madeline and Lara looked at each other and then back at Vicky.

“That’s why you guys are here, right? To learn how terrific it is to be forced by him before you submit? I think it’s so great what you’re doing, hearing it first hand from me. I wish he could take me again. Fuck. I wish I could tell him no and mean it, instead of just saying it to make him hard.”

Madeline reached over and grabbed Lara’s hand. Looking for support? Guidance?

Sisterhood?

“We’re not here to submit to him,” said Lara, in disbelief that she had to say such a thing. “To anyone. He’s...we’re trying to take his money.”

Vicky snorted suddenly, a decisively un-ladylike gesture. “Oh sure. And you’re going to rob the clouds from the sky too, right? You guys are funny. I’m gonna love sleepovers with you when we get to chat about how big Daddy’s cock is for hours while we fingerfuck each other thinking about his big fat yummy cock fucking us up for days and days and—”

Her voice became progressively higher and breathier. Lara’s breath hitched as Vicky’s fingers slipped beneath the hem of her skirt, her movements quick and deliberate. Madeline’s hand tightened around Lara’s, their palms slick with sweat as they both sat frozen, watching Vicky’s shameless display. 

“Oh God, Daddy,” Vicky moaned, her head tilting back as she worked herself with practiced ease. “I miss you so much. I need your cock... I need you to ruin me again. Please, Daddy, come back and claim me.”

Lara’s chest heaved, the heat in the room becoming almost unbearable. She could feel Madeline trembling beside her, their shared arousal palpable in the air. Vicky’s words were a siren song, pulling at something deep within them, something primal and forbidden.

“You’ll see,” Vicky gasped between moans, her eyes half-lidded as she stared at them. “You’ll belong to him soon too. You won’t be able to resist him. No one can. We’ll all...all fuck him...fuck him together...”

Lara’s heart pounded in her chest, her body screaming at her to stay, to watch, to give in to the growing desire that threatened to consume her. But somewhere in the back of her mind, a small voice urged her to resist, to leave before it was too late.

“We have to go,” Lara whispered, her voice barely audible over Vicky’s ecstatic cries.

Madeline nodded silently, her grip on Lara’s hand tightening as they backed away from the scene. They moved in unison, their steps shaky but determined as they made their way to the door.

“Byeeee!” Vicky sang. “I love you!”

* * * * *
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THE EVENING BEFORE, Madeline and Lara had met in Lara’s downtown office. It was dimly lit, the glow of the city skyline casting faint shadows across the room. Madeline sat on the edge of the leather-cushioned seat in front of Lara’s desk, her hands clasped tightly in her lap, her nails digging into her palms. She glanced around nervously, as if expecting Brent to materialize from the walls. Lara, behind her desk, watched Madeline with studious compassion.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” Madeline said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “Every time I think about seeing him—or even just being near someone who knows him—it’s like... I can feel him. In my head. It’s like he’s still in my head, whispering things... things that make me feel things I shouldn’t.” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing as she looked down at her hands.

She was so beautiful and vulnerable. When this case was done, Lara had more than half a mind to seduce her herself. She was a staunch lesbian, and always had been. Dark-haired and stoutly built, Lara had a reputation for being a butch bulldog in the courthouses of the city. She wore bulky pants and a turtleneck sweater, the same thing she wore pretty much every day in the winter and indeed what she would wear tomorrow in the court room. 

Madeline was the kind of woman who made heads turn not just because of her beauty, but because of the aura of wealth and privilege that seemed to radiate from her. 

Her long, platinum-blonde hair cascaded down her back in perfect waves, its shimmering strands catching the light like spun gold. Her skin was flawless, a creamy porcelain that looked like it had never seen a single blemish or scar. She was dressed impeccably in a tailored white blouse and dark pencil skirt, the luxurious fabric whispering with every moment. Her heels were designer, her jewelry understated but undeniably expensive—a diamond bracelet that caught the light with every flick of her wrist, a Cartier watch that spoke of timeless elegance.

But it wasn’t just her looks or her wealth that made her captivating. There was something about Madeline that felt... untouchable. She was the heiress to the CEO of one of the largest tech companies in the world, a woman who had grown up with every privilege imaginable—private jets, sprawling estates, a life most people could only dream of. And yet, here she was, sitting on Lara’s leather couch, looking more vulnerable than anyone should ever look. 

Lara leaned back in her chair, her fingers steepled as she studied Madeline. As one of the top sexual harassment lawyers in the region—if not the country—she had seen it all. She’d taken on CEOs, celebrities, politicians... and she’d won every time. Judge Harper, the presiding judge in this case, was notorious for being on the woman’s side in these matters, with a reputation for being ruthless when it came to taking down predatory men.

With Judge Harper on their side and Madeline’s wealth and influence backing them up, Lara was confident this case would be a slam dunk.

But confidence didn’t mean she wasn’t paying attention. Madeline’s fear—her discomfort—was palpable, and Lara could see it in the way she fidgeted with the hem of her skirt, in the way her voice trembled when she spoke about Brent.

“He’s not here,” Lara said firmly, her voice cutting through the tension like a knife. “He can’t touch you here. You’re safe with me.”

Madeline looked up at her then, those piercing green eyes filled with a mix of gratitude and something else... something darker. “I know,” she whispered. “But it’s not just him I’m afraid of. It’s... me.”

Lara leaned forward, her expression soft. “I get it. Trust me, I do. But that’s exactly why we have to do this. He’s messed with too many people for too long. If we let him get away with it, he’ll keep doing it. We can’t let that happen.”

Madeline bit her lip, her gaze flicking up to meet Lara’s. “But what if he gets to me again? What if I can’t fight it? It’s like... it’s like he knows exactly what to say, exactly what to do to make me lose control.” She shivered slightly, wrapping her arms around herself.

Lara reached across the desk, placing a reassuring hand on Madeline’s arm. “You’re stronger than you think. And you’re not alone in this. We’re going to take him down together. He won’t get away with this—not anymore.”

She had zero sympathy for Brent—or, for that matter, any man. Actions like his were inexcusable, no matter how much a girl tried to dress it up as “consensual” after the fact. A boss taking advantage of his interns like he had deserved to be punished. 

Lara had even heard of—god forbid the thought—some women who even fantasized about cases like this. Who fantasized about sexual harassment, or nonconsensual sex that “became” consensual (as if such a thing was even possible!). 

Inexcusable and sick in the head.

Wrong was wrong, and Lara knew exactly where to draw the line. 

Madeline hesitated for a moment before nodding slowly. “Okay. Okay, I’ll try.”

“That’s all I’m asking,” Lara said with a small smile. “We’ll start gathering everything we need tomorrow. For now, just... try to get some rest. You don't have to face this alone.”

Madeline gave a weak smile in return, though the fear still lingered in her eyes as she stood up to leave. As she stood up to leave, in her nervousness, she knocked over her purse.

“Oh, damn...”

Pens and paper and make-up scattered all over the floor. Lara stood to help, gathering up what she could next to Madeline. 

“What’s this?” she asked.

She picked up a small baggie of bright pink pills, about seven of them.

“Hmm?”

Upon seeing what Lara held, Madeline’s eyes lit up in recognition and—was that embarrassment? Lara’s warning alarms blared in her brain. 

“You’re not on anything, are you?” Lara asked. “Defense attorneys, you know...they’re ruthless. If they ask for some kind of drug test and find something, they’ll—”

“No!” Madeline shook her head. “God, no. It’s just...birth control. I got it from the office. His office. They had a doctor working there.”

There was a hunger in her eyes at the sight of the pills. And was that...had she licked her lips?"

“To be honest,” said Madeline. “I thought I had run out. I must have forgotten about them at the bottom of my bag.” She waved a hand at the giant thing. “You can see the state of it. Sorry.”

“So you won’t mind,” said Lara, “if I throw them away?”

She couldn’t read the expression that crossed Madeline’s face. Desire? Regret? Relief?

“It’s...fine,” said Madeline. “That’s for the best. I have a different script now anyway.”

Lara opened the bag and tossed them in the trash. The smell of them—pleasantly strong, stuck in her nostrils. 

“Good night, then. I’ll pick you up tomorrow early.”

Madeline’s eyes flickered one last time at the pills on top of the trash. They had landed on a piece of crumpled paper. 

“G-great,” she said. “Good. See you then.”

Lara watched her go, the weight of what they were about to do settling heavily on her shoulders. She knew Brent wasn’t going to make this easy—but she also knew they couldn’t back down now.

Outside the window, she watched Madeline enter her car. Everything about her so fresh and beautiful. Something deep between her legs getting uncomfortably warm at the sight of her young, gorgeous client. 

The smell of those pills stuck to her olfactory senses. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw pink.

Somewhere, the thought began—maybe I should try out one of those pills just to make sure she’s telling the truth?

* * * * *
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OUTSIDE THE CONFERENCE room with Vicky—whose orgasmic moans could be heard through the wall, Lara and Madeline walked still hand-in-hand to get away. 

Several men and women looked at them as they walked. Lara, despite herself, took a moment to love being pretty. She had always been deeply, profoundly pretty. 

Lara ran her fingers through her hair, feeling the silky strands catch the light as they passed a window. She couldn’t stop herself from glancing at her reflection, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. 

She looked good. 

No, she looked perfect. 

Her skin glowed, her tits bounced in her tight blouse, and her posture—god, her posture screamed confidence. She could feel eyes on her everywhere she went, and she loved it. The way men tripped over themselves when she walked by, the way women glanced at her with a mix of envy and admiration. It was intoxicating.

Some uglier, more trollish woman (and weren’t almost all of them, compared to her?) would have felt out of place walking next to a goddess like Madeline, but Lara felt right at home. It was easy for Lara to belong in the status of such rarefied royalty like Madeline where some ugly lump might have struggled and failed; she simply had to exist. 

Lara tilted her head slightly, letting her perfect blonde hair cascade over her shoulder in a move so practiced it felt natural. Of course it felt natural. She’d always been this way. 

Hadn’t she?

The men they passed looked like toys to her now, their eyes wide and dumb, their jaws slack. Pathetic. She’d always known she was too good for them. 

Even the women stared, some with envy, others with something darker, something that made Lara’s stomach tighten in a way she didn’t quite understand but couldn’t ignore. She smirked, letting her lips curve into a slow, deliberate smile that sent one man stumbling into a wall.

She squeezed Madeline’s hand, pulling her closer as they navigated the maze of hallways out toward the lobby. 

“You’re doing great,” Lara murmured, brushing a strand of hair from Madeline’s face. “Just keep your head high. You’re untouchable right now. You’re so pretty, Madeline.”

Pretty, pretty, pretty for Daddy...

Madeline nodded, but there was a flicker of something in her eyes—hesitation? Desire? Lara couldn’t quite place it. 

Madeline squeezed her hand gently, pulling her attention back. “You seem... different,” she murmured, her voice soft but curious.

“How do you mean, sweetie?” 

“Were you...blond? Yesterday? Or...ever? I thought you were...something else. But when we met this morning, and you hugged me, the way you smelled...I just forgot. And I just...” She bit her lip slightly, absurdly sexy as she did. “...Did you put on some kind of perfume, or...?”

Lara laughed, a rich sound. “Oh, sweetheart! You poor thing. This whole affair really has you twisted up inside, huh?”

Madeline didn’t answer, just looking at her expectantly. 

The scent of strong, fresh coffee filled Lara’s nose. Something tugged in her; she didn’t want to talk about how she might have looked different yesterday. Considering it was as much of an option as climbing up a ladder to the sun. Better to think of other things. 

“Let’s grab a quick cup, okay? I need something to wet my throat.”

Something that isn’t Daddy’s hot load spraying me down, skullfucking me with abandon, something hot and sticky and—

Lara blinked, and they were sitting down at the café in the courthouse lobby. Lara was flushed, still holding Madeline’s hands. Madeline, looking at her, was flushed too. The collar of her thick sweater was all tugged, the fabric looking tired. The café was in the same complex as the courthouse, technically its own business but sharing the lobby with the government building.

Lara didn’t remember walking to the café, or Madeline starting to look so hot and bothered. What was going on with her silly brain?

It’s just hard for girls to think sometimes, that’s all. It’s really no big deal.

Well, that was certainly true. Best not to think about things that were too hard for girls.

Lara discreetly slipped one hand into her blazer pocket, feeling the small baggie nestled there. Her fingers brushed against it lightly before pulling out one of the two remaining pink pills. She palmed it expertly, lifting her hand to tuck an imaginary strand of hair behind her ear as she popped it into her mouth.

The taste was faintly sweet but with an undercurrent of something sharp and chemical that made her shiver in anticipation. She swallowed it dry.

She saw her reflection in the window facing the cold, busy winter street outside. 

Tall, statuesque, radiant. Her lips pursed in a self-satisfied smile as she took her image in.

God, she was stunning. How had she ever doubted that? She felt a warmth spreading through her body, a tingling sensation that started low in her belly and radiated outward until every nerve felt alive and electrified. It felt so good to be a woman. 

So good to be a good girl.

Lara’s gaze swept back inside over the café, her eyes lingering on the glittering marble countertops, the golden accents catching the light. The air was thick with the scent of fresh coffee and something sweet and heady.

The baristas behind the counter were beautiful and cheery, their curves accentuated by tight, low-cut uniforms. They moved with a practiced ease, their laughter light and airy. One of them caught Lara’s eye and smiled, a dazzling, vacant smile that made Lara’s chest swell with a strange sense of camaraderie. She smiled back, her own expression matching the other woman’s—bright, effortless, perfect. 

Vapid.

The café itself was a stark contrast to the rest of the courthouse, renovated quite recently. Gone were the drab linoleum floors and flickering fluorescent lights. Instead, marble tiles gleamed underfoot, their veins of gold catching the light in a way that made the entire space feel alive. High-end espresso machines hummed softly on the countertops.

One of the cafe staff approached—a woman with long platinum blonde hair and a figure that could only be described as jaw-dropping. The name tag read Darla. Her uniform hugged every curve, the fabric so tight it seemed painted on.

“What can I get for you ladies?” she asked, her voice high-pitched and bubbly.

“Two lattes,” Lara said without missing a beat. “Extra foam.”

“Oh, I wanted—” Madeline started, but Darla had already bounced away. 

Lara hadn’t meant to get a latte. She only drank coffee black—she remembered she and Madeline the night before bonding over that very fact. 

But being here, now, the smell filling her nostrils...only a latte would do. 

“Lara. I’m not sure about this. It’s...these women...this place...”

Lara chuckled softly, leaning back in the booth and crossing her legs elegantly. “Isn’t it wonderful? It’s about time this dreary old place got a makeover.” Her gaze drifted over the cafe again, taking in every detail with a sense of pride that felt inexplicably personal.

Madeline opened her mouth as if to say something but then seemed to think better of it. Instead, she just nodded again, clearly uneasy.

Lara reached across the table, placing her hand over Madeline’s in what she hoped was a reassuring gesture. Maybe something more. Lara wasn’t a lesbian, but fucking Madeline would hardly be against anyone’s sexuality. Girls like her were everyone’s type. 

“Relax,” she said. “Everything’s going to be fine. You’re safe here.” She paused for a moment before adding with a sly smile, “And you look absolutely stunning today.”

Madeline beamed, and then shook her head. “I dressed down, like you said.”

“And yet, you still look so good.” Lara nodded. “It’s no wonder you were a target.”

Madeline looked at her quizzically. “It’s not my fault, though. You’re not saying that.”

“No way!” Lara shook her head. “Of course not. It’s just that, you know. Thinking about it. It’s kind of understandable why he would pick you. In a way, it’s like a compliment, isn’t it? You turned him on so much he had to fuck Vicky.”

Lara was surprised at herself, the vulgarity of what she said. She was more surprised when Madeline nodded thoughtfully, cheeks flushing.

“Fuck her...full of babies...” Madeline whispered. “That’s what Vicky said, right? Fuck her full of babies. He would have fucked me...fucked me full of babies...”

Her hips gyrated. Lara watched her young, teenage body, feeling her own heat grow. She was so fucking horny today.

It was no wonder at all Brent targeted Madeline. It was kind of her fault, really. What did she think was going to happen, being so fucking hot around a man like that? God. 

Lara wondered what would have happened if Madeline hadn’t gotten out of there when she did. Would Brent have held her down? Would he have forced her to become his good girl, like he had done to Vicky?

She was so caught up in considering this that she didn’t notice Madeline’s expression was as vapid, lusty, and placid as her own.

Darla returned with a tray balanced effortlessly in one hand, her hips swaying with each step as if she were on a runway. She placed the lattes in front of them with a flourish, the frothy foam spilling slightly over the rims of the mugs. The scent was intoxicating—sweet and creamy, with a hint of vanilla that made Lara’s mouth water despite herself.

“Here you go, gorgeous,” Darla purred, winking at Lara before turning her attention to Madeline. “And for you, sweetheart. Drink up, you deserve it.”

Lara hesitated for just a moment before wrapping her fingers around the warm mug. The foam was so thick it felt like a cloud against her lips as she took a sip. The flavor exploded on her tongue—rich, decadent, and utterly irresistible. She couldn’t help but let out a soft moan of pleasure.

Madeline followed suit, her eyes widening as she tasted her latte. “This is... amazing,” she murmured between sips, her hesitance melting away.

They both sipped their drinks in silence, each lost in their own thoughts. After a few sips, however, Lara frowned sightly. This wasn’t a latte. It was more like a milkshake. 

She took another sip. There was milk in it, right? But it was so sweet. And thick. And...what was that taste?

Another sip, then another to really figure it out. She was so close to getting it together. Her body heated up from the sudden influx of the coffee’s warmth, but there was something else too.

“Another?”

Lara, feeling dazed, turned to see the smiling, beautiful Darla (god, was she single?) holding out another very full cup.

Drinking without looking, Lara again noticed the strange intoxicating taste. But this time, it was even stronger than before.

She looked down at the drink—nearly gone already—and giggled helplessly. God, how had she missed it? The lattes were so thick and frothy they looked more like dessert than coffee. The whipped cream on top was piled high, dotted with sprinkles that sparkled like tiny jewels.

So much...so much milk...

Darla stood right there, posing and smiling.

Lara shook her head, pointing at the two drained drinks. 

“This um...” She giggled, helpless. She was just a pretty girl talking to another pretty girl. “This like...isn’t what I asked for.”

“Oh.” Darla simpered and giggled, and handed her another dessert-style foam-lathered drink, already prepared. “Sorry. I’ll fix it. You go ahead and drink that on the house.”

That was a brilliant idea. Darla was quite smart and had absolutely terrific breasts. Wasn’t there another Darla who had worked at the cafe previously? But she was old and fat and covered in moles. This Darla couldn’t have been older than nineteen, if that, and looked like she belonged modeling on car hoods at an auto show.

She drank the milk-laden treat quickly, thinking of how sexy Darla was. It was so cool to be a waitress. Such a good job for a hot woman. So much better than being a stinky old boring lawyer, god. 

Across from her, Madeline somehow had five empty glasses filling up space on the table. 

“..when...?” 

Lara gave up on the question. It didn’t matter. Facts were totally boring. 

Madeline’s hair—which already been thick and long—glowed with almost radioactive luminescence, pooling in a thick blanket on the seat around and behind her ultra-thin, taller-than-tall superhuman body. The oversized-sweater she had picked out was straining from Madeline’s gorgeous, huge tits. Lara, feeling drunk, giggled at her bestie. Madeline giggled back, perfect and composed, and Lara’s pussy clenched with eager reckless need. They were so cute together, hot babes drinking too much sugar and milk and coffee. They were totally going to fuck later. Lara would lick Madeline’s pussy for hours just to be one of her girlfriends; she needed Madeline in her life.

“Here you are, honey.”

Darla returned, smiling. Vapid. Perfect. 

Lara giggled. The other Darla had called people honey too. Only it had seemed gross and shameful, instead of deeply seductive and hot. This Darla—pretty, pretty Darla with her big yummy titties spilling out of her tiny uniform—handed her a large cup with nothing but milk in it.

“Oh.” Lara tittered. “I...um...”

“You said you wanted it straight, right? No sugar or coffee. Just milk.”

She did like her milk without coffee in it, that was true. She nodded, every movement of her head feeling like a thirty-day marathon. Darla smiled and handed a matching dose to Madeline. 

“Right. Of course.”

It was hard to keep up with all these thoughts when she was just a silly, deeply pretty girl.

Madeline drank it fast. Rivulets of hot, frothy milk slid down her chin and down her neck. Her oversized sweater was plastered to her tight young body, her tits looking like they were growing right there as they sat. 

Lara giggled again and sipped her milk. it tasted like the essence of springtime and freedom and Brent’s luscious seed all at once.

A wave of arousal swept over her, so strong it forced her to place a hand between her thighs under the table.

In front of her, Madeline was breathing hard and biting her lip. Lara could smell her hot young pussy. She could practically hear it spasming as Madeline’s legs squirmed under the table.

“Can I like, tell you something?”

Lara nodded. She would do anything to listen to Madeline talk. She was so fucking pretty, and watching her lips move was like moving art.

“I’m a little pissed he didn’t force me. That he took Vicky instead of me. Like, aren’t I good enough to be fucked like her?” Madeline hugged her tight, gorgeously tall body. “She’s probably pregnant by now. And I could be too.”

Lara’s own arousal spiked higher. Brent's seed was in Vicky, and there was nothing they could do about it. A part of her hated the fact that she was turned on by the thought; another, more primal part of her wanted to get on all fours right then and there and ask Brent—no, beg him—to take her next.

Lara reached out and squeezed her sexy friend’s perfect, perfectly manicured hand. Not a single gorgeous nail out of place. It was so cool being a hot young teenage babe with such a cool teenage babe for a bestie. 

“I know,” she soothed, taking another sip of her delicious milk. The cup never seemed to get any less full, and Darla never even left the table; she just turned out for a moment, moaning and bending slightly over the cup, and turned back around and the cup was full again. “I mean, I’m glad he didn’t force himself on you—I mean...” Lara trailed off, blushing. It wasn’t politically correct to say she was jealous, but damn it, she was. “You deserved it, though. He was totally wrong not to fuck you first. You’re so much prettier than Vicky, really. I think he should have fucked you stupid. I think he should have forced you. I think he should have made you beg for it like a good girl.”

Madeline smiled at her brightly, grateful for the compliment. Madeline always liked it when Lara took her cues and complimented her on demand, like a good friend. Lara was such a codependent whimpering fuckdoll for Madeline, but Madeline was a goddess, so it totally made sense. 

Lara whimpered, looking at Madeline continue to smile. She was so fucking sexy. They were both so fuckable, it hurt. Madeline was the prettiest girl alive. Lara wanted so fucking bad to be liked by Madeline. It was like, more important than anything in the whole world. Lara wanted to talk more about how they could suck Brent’s cock until he agreed to force-fuck them like they so clearly needed. It was so cool talking with another hot barely legal beauty like herself, someone who understood what women were really for.

Lara’s watch beeped. Some part of the hot, pink mist in her mind parted—the growing fantasy split by a lifelong obsession with punctuality.

“God, damn.” She shook her head. “I have to meet with the opposing counsel. I mean, we do.”

“Right,” said Madeline. “But I have to go shopping.”

“Oh.”

Their conversation was as thick as the milk they had just imbibed. Lara took a long time to process what Madeline was saying.

Madeline...had to go shopping...?

“Oh. Right.” She nodded. “Because your outfit sucks, right?”

Madeline nodded. “There’s like, a clothing store right next to here?”

Lara nodded happily. “It’s new!”

It had opened around the same time that Brent had fucked Vicky. And when the café got its renovations.

“Right,” Madeline nodded. “I like...really wanna wear a skirt for him. I mean, for this. For his cock. Like, when his cock sees me. When we meet, I mean. I want to be pretty for real. So he fucks me this time and I get pregnant and then we know he’s in charge. Because if he fucks me, then I get his money, because then I’m his property, right? So I just like...am property with his money? So it like...works?”

Lara beamed. Her bestie was so smart. They were going to win this lawsuit for sure. Watching Madeline stand, Lara felt her heart sing. She was so fucking pretty.

“Madeline...”

Something was so right about the way that Madeline looked down at her.

“Yes?”

“Can I please come with you?”

* * * * *
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THE CLICK OF THEIR heels echoed through the marble hallway like a symphony of feminine power. Madeline strode ahead, her new outfit transforming her from victim to goddess. 

The black Balenciaga mini dress hugged every curve, the fabric so tight it looked painted on, riding up dangerously high on her endless legs with each step. Her new Yves Saint Laurent heels—five inches of matte black patent leather—made her tower even more impressively, her ass swaying hypnotically as she walked. The dress's plunging neckline barely contained her breasts, bouncing seductively with each confident stride.

Behind her, Lara struggled with an armful of shopping bags—Chanel, Dior, Versace—her own transformation no less dramatic. The white Hervé Léger bandage dress she'd chosen wrapped around her body like a second skin, every band of fabric accentuating her curves. Her own heels, strappy Jimmy Choos in white, made her legs look impossibly long. Her hair, now perfectly styled in loose waves, cascaded down her back like liquid gold.

"Hurry up," Madeline snapped without looking back, her voice dripping with casual disdain. "I don't want to keep him waiting."

"Of course, Maddie!" Lara giggled, quickening her pace despite the weight of the bags. 

Her heart fluttered at being acknowledged at all. She was so lucky that Madeline even let her carry her things. They were best friends—no, more than that. They were secretly in love, she was sure of it. The way Madeline had let her watch while she tried on lingerie, the way she'd asked Lara's opinion (even if she'd ignored it completely)—it all meant something special.

Madeline paused at a mirror in the hallway, admiring her reflection. 

"God, I'm so fucking perfect for him," she murmured, running her hands down her sides. "He's going to lose his mind when he sees me."

Lara nodded eagerly from behind the shopping bags. 

"You look amazing! He won't be able to resist you!"

"Obviously." Madeline didn't even glance at her, too absorbed in her own image. She adjusted her breasts in the dress, making sure they were displayed to maximum effect. "I was born for this. Born to be his."

They'd always been like this, hadn't they? Madeline, the goddess, and Lara, grateful just to breathe the same air. It was natural. Right. The way things should be. Growing up together, Lara had bent over backwards just to see Madeline smile, and was deliriously happy even for Madeline to let her try. It just felt so right to be subservient and loyal to a goddess like Madeline.

The door to Barbara's office was slightly ajar, and the sounds coming from within made Lara's already-wet pussy clench with need. Moaning. Wet, slapping sounds. The clink of something against porcelain.

Madeline pushed the door open without knocking, and the scene that greeted them was pure decadence.

The office was nothing like the disheveled space Lara remembered from... when? Months ago? Even yesterday felt like ancient history to a silly girl like her. Thinking was so difficult sometimes. It didn't matter. 

Now it was a temple to luxury—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, Italian marble floors, furniture that looked like it belonged in a penthouse suite rather than a law office.

Barbara stood behind her massive mahogany desk wearing a tight beige mini-skirted suit, her fingers buried deep in a gorgeous redhead who was bent over the polished surface, her face buried in a crystal bowl filled with creamy white liquid. The redhead's ass was high in the air, her designer pencil skirt bunched around her waist, lapping at the milk like a desperate kitten while Barbara's fingers worked her mercilessly.

"That's it, pet," Barbara cooed, her free hand tangled in the redhead's hair. "Drink it all up. Every last drop."

Across from them, sprawled in a leather chair like a king on his throne, sat Brent. His cock was out, thick and magnificent, his hand stroking it lazily as he watched his mother work. He looked up as they entered, his eyes immediately locking onto Madeline.

"...oh...Daddy..." 

Madeline's sigh was pure teenage infatuation, her entire body vibrating with need. She practically flew across the room, the shopping bags forgotten as Lara stumbled to keep up. Madeline dropped to her knees beside Brent's chair, her hands reaching out reverently toward his cock before stopping just short, looking up at him with worshipful eyes.

"Please," she breathed, her voice trembling with desperation. "Please let me help. I want to make you feel good while you watch. I've been thinking about you every second, dreaming about this. I got all dressed up just for you, Daddy. Don't I look pretty? Don't I look good enough to touch you now?"

Madeline was so gorgeous that she had warped Lara’s entire transformation just by existing nearby, and yet even so, she begged for Brent’s affection and attention. She knew her place; she was a good girl. 

Her hands hovered near his thighs, not daring to make contact without permission, her whole body quivering with barely-contained need. The expensive dress rode up even higher as she knelt, revealing the lacy edge of her new La Perla panties.

"I'll be so good," Madeline continued, her green eyes wide and pleading. "I'll do anything you want. I just need to please you. It's all I can think about. Please, Daddy, please let me worship your perfect cock while you enjoy the show."

Barbara chuckled, never breaking rhythm with her fingers. The redhead moaned into the milk, her body shuddering.

"Well, well," Barbara purred, glancing at the two new arrivals. "Look at you both.” Her eyes flickered to Lara. “Tell me, Ms. Kraig. Did you have any pills recently? Little pink capsules, smell like heaven?”

Madeline was right there. Lara was afraid to expose herself, reveal what she had done. But it felt so important to tell Barbara the truth. 

“Y-yes,” she said. “Maddie said they were b-birth control. I wanted...I wanted...” She struggled. What had it been that she wanted? “I wanted...Brent to...control my womb...”

It was hard to concentrate. Brent had allowed Madeline to climb onto his cock. She clung to him rapturously, kissing and biting his massively muscular neck and shoulders. Her body climbing his like a rock wall, hot wet orgasm-spasming pussy sliding down onto his throbbing, precum-spurting cock. 

Brent was only going to pay attention to Madeline while she was present. That only made sense. Madeline was so much more than Lara could ever be.

“Oh, good.” Barbara smiled. “I would love to have another woman join my firm. And if you took the pills, you won’t be a silly ditz like Judge Harper here.”

Lara blinked rapidly, trying to process what Barbara had just said through the thick fog of arousal clouding her mind. The redhead... Judge Harper? But Judge Harper was seventy-three years old with steel-gray hair and a face like weathered leather. This creature lapping milk from a bowl looked barely twenty-five, with flowing auburn curls and a body that belonged on a Victoria's Secret runway.

"I... I don't understand," Lara said, her voice breathy and uncertain. She clutched the shopping bags tighter, using them almost like an anchor as the room seemed to spin. "Judge Harper is... she's old. This can't be..."

The redhead lifted her head from the bowl, milk dripping from her chin, and giggled—a high, tinkling sound that sent shivers down Lara's spine. 

"Hi Lara!" she said, waving with sticky fingers. "Isn't this like, so much better? Being old was super gross. Now I'm pretty and young and I get to drink yummy milk all day!" She licked her lips. "Barbara says I'm gonna be her secretary. Isn't that neat?"

Barbara's fingers never stopped their relentless pace as she smiled indulgently. 

"Poor thing couldn't help herself when she came to discuss the case. One sip of my special milk without the pills to protect her mind, and..." She shrugged elegantly. "Well, you can see the results. Permanent, I'm afraid. But she's much happier this way, aren't you, pet?"

Harper nodded enthusiastically before diving back into the bowl.

"The pills," Lara whispered, understanding dawning even through her lusty haze. "They... they protect us? Make us like you instead of..." She gestured weakly at Harper.

"Clever girl. Even drowning in need, that sharp legal mind still works." Barbara's smile turned predatory. "Yes, dearie. The pills ensure you keep your intelligence, your cunning, your ability to manipulate and seduce. Without them, my milk would turn you into a giggling fucktoy like our former judge here. With them..." Her eyes gleamed. "You become something far more useful."

She turned her attention to where Madeline was writhing on Brent's cock, her expensive dress bunched around her waist. 

"Of course, some are born to it more than others. Madeline, for instance, barely needed the enhancement. Generations of breeding for beauty and ruthlessness—she was always going to be spectacular. The doctors told us that girls like her, really spectacular genetic specimens, would have a special effect on some others. Do you feel it?”

Lara did.

Lara's knees trembled as the realization washed over her. The toxic need she felt for Madeline, the desperate yearning to serve her, to worship her—it wasn't just natural attraction. It was engineered, amplified by whatever cocktail of chemicals now coursed through her system. And yet knowing this changed nothing about how she felt. If anything, it made the compulsion stronger.

"The doctors tell me that genetic predispositions toward aesthetic beauty," Barbara continued, her voice taking on an almost academic tone even as she drove Harper toward another orgasm, "creates a pheromonal response in those exposed to the enhanced subject. You're quite literally addicted to her presence now. And, is it even any wonder? She’s so sexy. So perfect. Look at how she fucks my son. So...so perfect...she’s...you could just...do what she says. Think what she tells you to think. You could be...be a good Mommy for her, sweet and doting, and spoil her, and...”

Barbara, for a moment, seemed almost ready to crawl over to Madeline and worship. Lara had the same inclination, all the time. For as long as she could remember. Maddie was such a true friend to let Lara be in agony over her all the time. Her stomach was in knots over how bad she loved Madeline, how much she needed Brent’s cock to breed her.

“Speaking of spoiling those who deserve it..." Barbara took a breath, composing herself. "Her parents' Gulfstream will experience tragic mechanical failure in approximately two weeks. All that lovely money will flow directly to their grieving daughter and, by extension, to my son and myself. I’ll use some of those funds for my own firm and finally get out of this dreary courthouse."

The effect on Madeline was electric. Her back arched as a violent orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around Brent's cock as she screamed in ecstasy. 

"Oh god, oh fuck, YES! Daddy, you're going to be so rich! We're going to be so rich! Thank you, thank you, thank you!" She bounced harder, her perfect tits spilling out of her dress as she rode him with abandon. "Kill them, kill them for us, I don't care, I just want you to have everything!"

Lara's knees nearly buckled at the display. The casual discussion of murder, Madeline's orgasmic response to her parents' planned deaths, the wet sounds of Harper still lapping at her bowl—it was all so wrong, so twisted, and yet her pussy was absolutely drenched.

"I want to work for you," Lara heard herself saying, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. "At your firm. I want to be part of this."

Barbara's fingers finally stilled, pulling out of Harper with a wet pop that made the former judge whimper. 

"Do you now? And what exactly do you think you could offer us, Miss Kraig?"

Through the haze of her arousal, Lara's legal mind sparked to life. Even drowning in lust, even desperate to drop to her knees and worship before Madeline, she could still think. Still strategize.

"You're going to have Brent win the harassment case," she said slowly, working through the logic. "Make it go away, probably. But that's... that's thinking too small."

Brent's hand tangled in Madeline's hair, forcing her head back as he thrust up into her. His eyes fixed on Lara with predatory interest.

"Go on," he commanded, his voice rough with pleasure.

"What if..." Lara licked her lips, watching Madeline's face contort in bliss as Brent used her. "What if Madeline wins instead? Publicly. Loudly. Make her a symbol for victims everywhere."

Barbara raised an eyebrow. "You want us to let you win? That seems counterproductive."

"No, no," Lara shook her head frantically, desperate to make them understand. The shopping bags slipped from her trembling fingers as she stepped closer. "Not me winning. Madeline winning. Make her a hero, a beacon for every woman who's been wronged. They'll flock to her, trust her, want to be just like her."

Brent's grip tightened in Madeline's hair, his thrusts becoming more forceful as interest sparked in his eyes. Madeline moaned helplessly, lost in the sensation of being used while her Daddy paid attention to someone else's ideas.

"And then," Lara continued, her voice gaining strength despite her whole body trembling with need, "she brings them to me. Every broken, desperate woman looking for justice. I'll be their lawyer, their confidante. I'll know exactly which ones are perfect for—"

"For me," Brent finished, his voice a dangerous growl. The idea was clearly affecting him, his cock swelling even larger inside Madeline's spasming pussy. "A pipeline of victims delivered straight to my door, already vulnerable, already trusting."

"Yes!" Lara gasped, her hands unconsciously moving to her breasts, squeezing them through the tight fabric of her dress. "Madeline becomes the face of the victorious victim, I become the crusading lawyer who helps them, and together we—"

Brent roared as he came, his cock erupting inside Madeline with such force that she screamed in ecstasy. His hips bucked upward, driving himself deeper as rope after rope of hot cum flooded her womb. Madeline's entire body convulsed, her pussy milking him desperately as she sobbed with pleasure.

"Daddy, yes, breed me, fill me, make me yours forever!" she babbled, her mind completely gone as she felt his seed claiming her. "I'll bring you so many girls, I'll make them trust me, make them love me, and then give them all to you!"

Everyone in the room climaxed with visceral empathic sensation. Harper squealed into her milk bowl, her body shuddering as Barbara resumed fingering her. Barbara herself moaned softly, her free hand disappearing beneath her skirt. And Lara—Lara came just from watching, her pussy clenching on nothing as she imagined being one of those trusting women, delivered to Brent's office by her best friend Madeline, slowly realizing she'd been betrayed but by then it would be too late...

"Brilliant," Barbara purred as the waves of pleasure began to subside. "Absolutely brilliant. You see? This is why the pills are so important. You keep that delicious legal mind even as you become one of us."

Madeline slumped against Brent's chest, panting and whimpering, occasionally shuddering as aftershocks rolled through her. Her lips moved against his neck, whispering endless declarations of love and devotion that only Brent could hear.

"Actually, Daddy," Madeline whispered, her voice sweet as honey but loud enough for everyone to catch. "That was my idea. I told Lara about it while we were shopping." She lifted her head, green eyes wide and innocent as she looked at Brent. "She must have forgotten. Sometimes she gets confused when she's around you."

Brent's eyes narrowed, shifting from Lara to Madeline and back again. 

"Is that so?"

Barbara leaned forward, Harper temporarily forgotten as she whimpered at the loss of attention. 

"Miss Kraig, surely you weren't attempting to take credit for Madeline's brilliance?"

The accusation hit Lara like a physical blow. She opened her mouth to protest, to explain that the idea had just come to her, but then she caught sight of Madeline's face. Those perfect features arranged in an expression of hurt betrayal that was completely fabricated and utterly convincing.

"I mean, she was talking so much at the boutique," Madeline continued, her lower lip trembling just slightly. "Going on and on about all her other ideas. I guess I shouldn't be surprised she'd try to impress you with one of mine." She turned to Barbara, and Lara could see the older woman melting under that guileless gaze. "It's okay though. Lara's always been a little... eager. Haven't you, bestie?"

Barbara's expression hardened as she looked at Lara. 

"How disappointing. And here I thought you might be worth recruiting." She stroked Harper's hair absently, the redhead giggling vacantly. "Beauty like Madeline's doesn't lie, dear. Perhaps you should apologize."

Lara's heart hammered in her chest. She knew—she knew—the idea had been hers. But looking at Madeline, so perfect and pristine even with Brent's cum leaking down her thighs, she felt that familiar warm confusion flooding through her. 

Maybe... maybe Madeline had mentioned something? Maybe in her silly girl brain she'd just forgotten?

"I..." Lara's voice cracked.

Madeline shifted on Brent's lap, his softening cock still buried inside her. "If you just admit you took my idea," she said magnanimously, "I'll ask Daddy to fuck you. I know how badly you want it. You've been staring at his cock this whole time."

The offer sent lightning through Lara's body. She had been staring. She wanted it so desperately she could taste it. And Madeline was being so generous, so kind to even consider sharing...

"I'm sorry," Lara whispered, the words spilling out in a rush. "I did steal your idea, Maddie. I just... I wanted to impress everyone so badly. You're so smart and perfect and I just wanted to seem smart too."

Every word became the truth as she said it. Madeline won. Madeline always won. Lara’s insides melted as she sank further into this web of hot, easy, sexy abuse; gaslit and manipulated so sweetly that her pussy clenched with desperate need. God, the way Madeline could twist reality with just a pout of those perfect lips—it was intoxicating. She loved her so fucking bad. She always, always had.

"See?" Madeline beamed at Brent and Barbara. "I knew she'd tell the truth eventually. She's actually very honest when you get past all her silly attempts to seem important." She slid off Brent's cock with a wet pop, his cum immediately beginning to drip down her inner thighs. "Daddy, would you please fuck her now? She's been such a good girl admitting what she did."

Brent stood, his massive frame towering over Lara as Madeline gracefully moved aside. His cock, still slick with his and Madeline's combined fluids, was already beginning to harden again.

"You've never had a man before, have you?" he asked, though it wasn't really a question. 

His hand reached out, fingers tangling in Lara's expensively styled hair. Nearby, Barbara roughly pushed Harper to the floor, who collapsed with a helpless laugh.

"N-no," Lara admitted, her whole body trembling. "I thought I was... I always said I was a lesbian, but..."

"But you were just waiting for the right cock," Madeline said, moving behind Lara. Her hands were gentle as they unzipped the white bandage dress, letting it pool at Lara's feet. "Don't worry, bestie. Daddy's going to fix you."

Lara stood there in just her La Perla lingerie and Jimmy Choos, feeling more exposed than she'd ever been in her life. Brent's eyes raked over her body appraisingly.

"On the desk," he commanded.

Lara scrambled to obey, her heels clicking against the marble as she positioned herself on the edge of Barbara's massive desk. Harper giggled and clapped from her position on the floor, milk dripping from her chin.

"Spread your legs," Madeline said, her hands guiding Lara's thighs apart. "Wider. Show Daddy how wet you are for him."

Lara's face burned with humiliation and arousal as she displayed herself. Her panties were absolutely soaked through, the evidence of her need impossible to hide.

Brent moved between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance through the thin fabric. "Beg," he said simply.

"Please," Lara gasped immediately, all pride abandoned. "Please fuck me. I need it so badly. I need you to make me yours, to fix me, to—"

He tore her panties aside and thrust into her in one brutal stroke. 

The pain of her virginity being taken mixed with pleasure so intense it whited out her vision. She screamed, her back arching off the desk as he filled her completely.

"You know," Madeline whispered, her breath hot against Lara's ear as Brent's massive cock stretched her virgin pussy, "I'm so glad you took those pills.”

Lara's eyes widened even as another thrust made her whole body jolt with pleasure. Only she could hear Madeline's confession; Barbara was too busy stroking her son's chest, murmuring encouragements about what a good boy he was, how proud she was of him claiming another woman.

"Because here's the thing, bestie," Madeline continued, her voice dripping with false sweetness. "Those pills might make you smart like Barbara, but around me? You're still just a dumb little puppy. Always have been. Remember in high school when you'd do my homework? When you'd lie to teachers for me? You thought we were friends, but really..." She giggled. "You were already my pet."

"Oh god," Lara whimpered, the truth of it crashing over her like a wave. 

Every memory reshaping itself—Madeline had always owned her, hadn't she? Even before the pills, before the milk, before any of this.

"That's right," Madeline purred, one manicured hand sliding down to pinch Lara's nipple through her bra. "And now that you're smart and dumb at the same time? God, it's perfect. I have a brilliant legal mind completely devoted to me, too stupid with love to ever realize how I use her."

Brent's pace increased, his cock driving deeper with each thrust. Lara's legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, pulling him closer even as Madeline's words destroyed and rebuilt her.

"Every clever idea that pretty head of yours comes up with? Mine now. I'll present them to Daddy and Barbara, and you'll just nod along like the good girl you are." Madeline's lips brushed against Lara's ear. "Every case you win, every woman you bring to us, everyone will know it's because of me. Madeline Ashford, the brilliant victim turned advocate. And you? You'll just be my assistant. My helper. My little nothing."

"Yes," Lara gasped, her pussy clenching around Brent's cock. The humiliation, the degradation, the complete erasure of her accomplishments—it was everything she'd never known she needed.

"Oh, and when you have Daddy's babies?" Madeline's voice turned even sweeter, more poisonous. "They'll call me Mommy. I'll raise them while you work yourself to death at the firm, bringing us more victims. You'll come home exhausted to find me teaching your daughters how to be perfect, and they'll love me more than you."

Lara's back arched off the desk, a sob of pure need escaping her throat. The image was so perfect, so cruel, so exactly what she deserved. Her daughters looking at Madeline with the same worshipful adoration Lara felt, calling this goddess 'Mommy' while barely acknowledging their birth mother's existence.

"I'll redecorate your apartment," Madeline continued conversationally, as if Brent wasn't fucking the thoughts straight out of Lara's head. "Replace all your law books with fashion magazines. Throw out those ugly suits you used to wear. You'll dress how I tell you, think what I tell you, be what I tell you."

"Please," Lara whimpered, though she wasn't sure what she was begging for anymore. For Madeline to stop? To keep going? For Brent to fuck her harder? All of it, none of it, everything at once.

"I'll take credit for every win in court. When journalists interview us about your success rate, I'll talk over you, correct you, make you look foolish. And you'll smile and nod because you're my bestie, aren't you? My sweet, stupid, brilliant bestie who exists just to make me look better."

Brent's hands gripped Lara's hips bruisingly tight, his cock swelling even larger inside her. She could feel him getting close, and the thought of his cum filling her virgin womb made her whole body seize with anticipation.

"Say it," Madeline demanded, her voice suddenly sharp. "Tell everyone what you are."

"I'm yours!" Lara screamed, her orgasm building like a tidal wave. "I'm your stupid smart pet! Your nothing! I love you so much, I love being your toy, your assistant, your—"

"Gender traitor," Madeline supplied helpfully. "Say it. You’ll betrayed every woman who trusts you just to worship at Brent’s feet for me."

"Gender traitor!" Lara sobbed. "I'm a gender traitor whore who helps enslave women for cock and I love it, I love you, I love—"

The orgasm hit her like a lightning strike. Her vision went white, then black, every nerve in her body firing at once as Brent's cum flooded her unprotected womb. She heard herself screaming, felt herself convulsing, knew dimly that everyone in the room was watching her complete destruction and transformation.

"Mine," Madeline whispered, the last thing Lara heard before the pleasure became too much. "My perfect little nothing. Forever."

The world went dark, and Lara's last coherent thought was a prayer of gratitude that Madeline had chosen her, used her, destroyed her so completely. She'd never been happier in her entire life.
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