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This hot story and series was written as a commission for a wonderful fan. Thank you! 

– N.N.

Despite her best efforts, Blaire once again had to breath. As she did, her heaving bosom stretched against the confines of her tight sweater. Her nipples, seemingly permanently erect, dragged across the soft fabric and jolts of intrusive sexual electricity powered from her moist pussy up and down her entire body.

“G-god...!”

She squirmed, breath catching, crossing her long thin legs together behind her desk. She crossed them tight, aching for the muscles of her thighs to push against her clit. She was thin, though—deeply slender and toned—and the only real way to put pressure against her slippery wet folds was to touch it with her hands or something she held.

Not for the first time today, she wished she hadn’t been wearing a skirt. It made it painfully tempting to slip her fingers up to her puffy, pristine pussy, to explore what the fuss was all about...

She breathed again, and again her crystal-hard nipples slid across her sweater, her thick tits shaking as she rolled her head back and groaned.

What the heck was going on with her?

She had been horny all morning, pretty much since arriving at Beauville High where she worked as an English teacher.

The arousal had started slow. She had noticed some of the girls in class staring at her legs and her rear in her tight pencil skirt. She had worn the tight, flirty skirt on a lark, mostly because tonight was a date night with her fiancé, Michael, whom she would be meeting directly after her office hours that evening.

Her students were mostly girls. Today, all the boys were out sick. Blaire hadn't thought much of it at first, but she did start to think a lot about all those barely legal girls watching her every move. 

Feeling the eyes of her students on her, Blaire had loosened her thick blond hair down from its bun and let it fall down in its natural layered, bombshell-part down across her shoulders and back.

The girls stared more, naturally. Blaire had been a gymnast for several years even before she became a cheerleading champion and a regional beauty queen. Her body was tight; she had been structuring her appearance as far back as she could remember. 

She only didn’t go national on the beauty circuit because she wanted to prove she was more than just a dynamite body and an angelic face, earning her teaching certificate in record time.

Now she was barely twenty-one, teaching teenagers just three years younger than her. Everyone at the college prep school where she worked was eighteen—a special facility for physically and mentally gifted students who were being fast-tracked to success at their universities of choice. They would enter higher education with a bevy of transferable credits and would be able to graduate or even earn their Master’s degrees early.

Blaire’s body—leggy, busty, fit, and youthful—could have taken her far in any aesthetics-based profession. But she had convinced herself, somewhere along the line, that it simply wasn’t noble enough to make money from being pretty.

The bottom line for today, though, was that there was plenty for the girls in class to look at. She was fairly certain that even if most of them were straight that seeing her every day was slowly turning them on to bisexuality. Not that she wanted such things...but she had heard this before, on the pageant circuit and elsewhere.

You’re just so hard not to look at.

Oh my god, what do you mean you’re a virgin?

Do you ever...feel into girls? I didn’t, before I met you...

The invitations she'd had to sapphic trysts was a mile long list. But, she would be married soon. She had always wondered if she had the makings of a trophy wife, with her hourglass figure and full DD breasts. Standing at five foot nine with a body that simply would not quit, Blaire had to admit she fit the look of an arm ornament.

There was a rush of pride in thinking of how she was a perfect 10. Thinking of how any man would feel good with her dangling on his arm, giggling at his tasteless jokes and cumming hard just from the thought of his cock filling her womb with a litter of babies. 

She was sure, though, that her worth was more than just looks. Somehow. 

And yet, here she was, on her lunch break, desperately aroused and daydreaming about sex, in her tight skirt and tight sweater and high heels.

She should be grading papers.

She should be less...hungry.

She moaned, again, unable to help it. Her pussy—her brain, it felt like—was so wet.

What in the world was happening to her?

Her pussy pulsed, happy and insistent, as she looked down at the heels gracing her long, long legs. They were so trendy and hip. And high. Fuck, were they high.

After first period ended, she had taken this pair from out of her bag and slipped them on. They were for the date that evening. She was deeply comfortable in high heels, and walked in them with unnatural grace and poise that most women would kill for.

In second period, more of the girls in class stared. And Blaire felt hornier. She had put a little sex in her step, and then a lot. She had an unnatural impulse to teach the girls a thing or two—to learn how to attract men. She put on her best beauty queen smile and spoke at length about how important it was that men think there was nothing going on behind your eyes.

“Really,” she had said, almost fellating a thick dry-erase marker, “it doesn’t matter if you’re smart or stupid. The smartest thing you can do with a man is make him not care about what’s on your mind. Just smile, and agree, and nod, and make him feel important. And so long as you do that, you’ll get what you want.”

“Like,” one smart young hottie raised a hand. “Like, his money?”

“Sure,” said Blaire. “Why not?”

She also meant getting fucked stupid and being an actually brainless hot pregnant tradwife who sucked cock for a hobby.

But you weren’t supposed to say that kind of thing as a teacher. Even if it's what all pretty girls should aspire to be. 

Anyway, being fucked to be a greedy trophy wife who spent all her man’s money on hot outfits was really cool.

Now, it was her break period. She was supposed to be lesson planning and answering emails, contacting parents, grading papers and that kind of thing. Instead, her fingers hovered in a pinching movement just above her hard nipples, sweat beading on her forehead.

She was experiencing incredible sexual heat just from breathing. Did she really dare to touch her nipples on purpose? To pinch them? Massage her breasts just to explore her tight, sexually-charged body?

The time was five minutes to noon. At noon, she had a meeting with Mark, a rather unpleasant young man who Blaire was going to try to convince to drop out. He was, frankly, lazy and uninspired and from the work he had turned in appeared to be wildly stupid. There wasn’t an athletic bone in his body, either. In fact, Blaire would have been surprised to find out he truly had bones and not some strange half-sturdy collection of ultra-fatty cartilage as a substitute for a human skeleton. He was gross.

Thinking of him—of a man, a real man—made her body spasm with need. Fuck, she needed some release.

She recalled once more that none of the boys had shown up to school today. Or if they had, she hadn't seen any. 

Odd.

There had been more girls here than boys to begin with, but now the only one she was sure was there was Mark. She had seen him in the morning, chatting with about seven girls at once. They all looked bright-eyed, shiny-lipped, cooing and ahhing and doting. They looked in love.

Silly girls. He was ugly. Pretty girls could do so much better than him.

They had done their best to look pretty for him, though. A for effort. A lot of girls had run home to change. Or, really, had run "home." They ran off to the nearest trendy clothing store, bought some really nifty-hot tiny skirts, and came back to parade their tight hot young bodies in front of them in the desperate hopes of being his girl. 

Blaire didn't get it. But it did seem like fun. Like, if the goal was to suck Mark's perfect big cock, to really have it stretch out your throat, to slurp on it like there was no tomorrow and be a good, good girl, shouldn't you wear tiny skirts all the time? It was just too bad for those poor dumb girlies that Blaire was way hotter than them without even trying, and she had already put on a miniskirt to start the day. 

Not to mention she had put on high heels, after all. Check and mate, barely legal teenagers. Let's see you try to get yourself stuffed full of Mark's brilliant world-ending cock while he's fucking me instead. 

Right?

She giggled. What a strange thought. As if she would ever...ever...

Which was the part she wouldn't do again? Certainly she'd fuck her attractive students, if there was an occasion for it. That was just cool.   

Four minutes now. Was there really time to cum? She had never actually masturbated before, and certainly not at school. Her only orgasms had been in dreams, and she had never slept with Michael, even though they were getting married next month. 

She was excited about sex the same way she might be about acquiring a new car, wondering what the fuss was all about with a different sort of ride, but both of them agreed they would never have children.

“So stupid.” Her voice carried a little vocal fry with it. She looked at her reflection in the nearby window. “I’d be such a hot mommy...”

Three minutes. Maybe she could do it really quick? She was so turned on. Her legs squeezing together, the folds of her pussy sopping and ready. She wouldn’t even have to push her skirt down; the fabric was stretchy enough that she could slip under the waistline and—oh.

Oh.

OH.

Her fingers squeezed down instinctively on her sensitive nipple as the same time as her other hand found her clit and slippery entrance. Her brain turned into a field of electric white, pleasure powering her into another dimension. She came and came and came again, an endless self-directed orgy of pleasure obsessing only over how good it was to cum. Hours passed. Days. Weeks. Nothing but cumming, forever.

When she opened her eyes again, years later, it was still just a minute shy of noon.

“Hey, you okay?”

At the door was Cassandra Elizabeth, another teacher. She coached the cheerleaders with Blaire.

“Y-yeah.” Blaire was incredibly fair-skinned—her skin like porcelain—and the flush attending her skin now made her seem almost ethereal. “Yes. Thank you.”

She should feel embarrassed, her body tingling with post-orgasmic pleasure and the deep, heady, sleepy-brained feeling of a good solid cum. But instead, she melted into her desk, crossing her legs and sitting her pretty face atop her delicate hands, admiring the way Cassandra’s yoga tights sculpted her ass.

Cassandra was so fucking pretty. She’d be a hot Mommy too. That would be so cool. To be Mommies, together. They would look so hot all knocked up.

“I’ve been feeling weird all day, almost.” Cassandra shook her head. “I was fine until second period when I came into the building.”

Cassandra’s office was in a temporary unit located between the main school and the gym facility. Blaire had seen her this morning. At that time, Cassandra had been wearing a colorful, if conservatively cut, sun dress. Now, in her tights and sports bra, she looked like she was ready to hit the gym for hours. Her body—absurdly tight to begin with—looked extra hard as it glistened with sweat from some kind of exertion.

Honestly, more than the gym—with Cassandra’s bust-heavy body—she looked ready for a porno.

Blaire stared at her tits, thinking about milk and Mommies.

She would watch a porn with Cassandra in it. That would be so hot. She could be in the porn. They could suck Cassandra's titties. Or like, Cassandra could suck Blaire's titties, and Blaire could suck Cassandra's, and together they would be able to love one another for hours and hours and it would be like, very chill. 

Then, after they fucked for days or months or whatever, they could come back to work with the whole mess out of their system. Then they could be friends again and she wouldn't ever have to think about her stinky, stupid fiancé ever again. What was his name? Jake or John or something? Probably. 

That was such a stupid name for a person. She wanted to fuck Cassandra, that name was so stupid. 

Drool, hot and liquid, dripped down Blaire's chin onto her blouse and hands. Quite a lot got all over her tits. She had to rub it. She had to make sure it was...it was clean...

"Are you feeling weird too, babe?" 

Cassandra bit her lip. Blaire got the distinct feeling they should be living inside each other's legs. 

“I guess?” Blaire was having trouble thinking. Cassandra was very pretty. Would she like to kiss, maybe?

No, no. That would be wrong. Wrong. Blaire shouldn’t kiss Cassandra or be in a porno with her or any other thing. They were just friends.

Just...very very pretty friends.

Blaire noticed she herself was sweating too. Something in the air smelled terrific. Was it all her juices from cumming so hard? They dried slowly against her thin, sculpted legs. The heat of her body kept her thighs moist as she kept minutely rubbing them together.

“...yeah...” said Cassandra.

She was staring at Blaire. She probably knew Blaire had just cum. Why didn’t Blaire mind? Why didn’t she mind at all? That bothered her more than not minding—the not knowing why she didn’t.

Cassandra’s elongated, hot body positively dripped in the doorway, one arm crawling up around the top of the frame. Posing was the word. Her thick dark hair sliding to one side, plush lips glistening, white teeth showing as she bit her bottom lip. Her legs crossed on in front of the other, rubbing her thighs together in a clutching, urgently turned on motion just like Blaire was behind her desk.

Drool dripped down Cassandra's lips onto her own tits, and she rubbed them absently. Her nipples hard. Making them nice and clean. Like a normal person, just cleaning up titties while another really good, really pretty friend was watching. 

“...yeah...” said Blaire.

Cassandra was so deeply pretty, and looked even prettier today for some reason.

“Um,” said Blaire. Heart beating fast. Was she just making this up? Was she falling in love for real or was she losing her mind?

Did she even care?

“Would you like—”

No more had Blaire begun the sentence than did Cassandra’s face light up. At first, Blaire’s heart thumped even faster, thinking that Cassandra had intuited her question and was eagerly wanting to say yes.

As in, yes, I’d love to come in and lock the door and find a dark corner under that blanket you have and just see what it feels like to kiss a girl for like, twenty or thirty minutes, and maybe see how big and soft your boobies are and maybe also feel what it’s like to have long soft girl fingers touch my cunt and to use mine to touch your cunt and it wouldn’t be like, gross lesbians or anything just normal hot kissing girl stuff between really, really good pretty friends who maybe one day could be Mommies together after getting knocked up at the same exact time.

This hope was dashed when Mark arrived in the door frame. Like an ugly, greasy cloud. Cassandra reacted like he was a movie star, simpering immediately, her hands clutched beneath her hefty bosom to both display utter supplication and eager awe but also to position her gorgeous gleaming tits up and out.

“Oh my god, hiiiii.” Cassandra patted his arm. “You look so good today, hunky. Are you having a good day?”

He smirked. “It’s going all right, thanks.”

“You’re just like, the most important person on campus right now, you know? I haven’t even seen any other men here. And it’s so important to make sure men are taken care of.”

“They’re not really men anyway.”

Cassandra reacted like she had been slapped—which is to say, she quickly turned her eyes down, huddled her shoulders together, and nodded with tears immediately sparkling in her bright green eyes.

“Yes. Of course. So sorry. Not at all. Not compared to the best student at this school. Not men at all. No, sir.”

His hands reached to her hips, and Cassandra melted again, tossing her hair back and softly daring to slide her fingers along his arms once more.

“I was just like, hoping...I mean...” she bit her lip. It was a really, really sexy look for her. “It’s not like...allowed? But we can keep it between us. If you want um...” she cast a furtive look in Blaire’s direction. “Some private tutoring? Really, really private.”

Blaire, watching this, was slightly aghast.

Cassandra was a total bombshell.

And Mark was...well. Not someone who got bombshells. He wouldn’t get bullets. He wouldn’t even get rocks for a fucking sling.

“I’ll see if I can find time,” he said. “I’ve had a lot of offers today.”

Cassandra nodded with perfect understanding and zero humiliation, like she was barely a 1 asking for the attention of a 10—instead of the complete opposite real situation, where she was a scorching hot perfect 11 out of 10 clearly begging to be the sexual plaything of a subzero.

“Totally,” she nodded, smiling. “I totally get it.”

She leaned in to his ear, whispering and—was she licking it too? Biting his lobe?

“Maybe...” Her voice, even whispering, was loud enough for Blaire to hear. “...maybe though, those other offers need a little tutoring too? Like, they could be steadied by a guiding hand? To really, really help you out? You deserve all the assistance we can give you, after all. And, if there’s a few girls there, well...”

Her voice dropped several octaves, and Blaire could no longer hear what Cassandra said despite hanging on every syllable of their conversation.

Whatever she said made Mark look at Blaire and then grab Cassandra by the ass. She giggled delightedly and slid her thin thigh up between his fat legs, gasping with more delight as she felt the immense hardness he had waiting there.

“Oh, honey...” she laughed. “Where have you been hiding that?”

None of this was appropriate, that was more than clear. None of this was even legal, as far as Blaire knew. It would easily get them both fired—Cassandra for openly flirting and groping with a teenage student, and Blaire for allowing it to happen without saying anything.

Blaire, in fact, was simply watching as she mindlessly flicked a nipple, drool gathering around one side of her mouth.

But these facts were all distant from Blaire’s mind. She simply watched, impressed with Cassandra and Mark both, as the two flirted and grabbed shamelessly right in front of her.

Finally, Mark whispered something in Cassandra’s ear that made her pout and start to walk away. He slapped her hard on the ass, instigating a happy squeal and more giggles from the dynamite brunette, before closing the door behind him and turning to look at Blaire.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said, like he hadn’t just been treating an ultra-hot teacher like a disposable fucktoy. “It’s been a weird day. But everything I do is completely cool with you.”

Blaire nodded. “Totally. No problem.”

He pulled off his pants and approached her desk, slowly stroking himself as he looked her up and down. That was fine, though. Everything he did was completely cool with her.

God, he had a big cock. That was so neat of him. So generous.

Why had she asked for this meeting, again?

“So,” she said to Mark. “Thank you for coming. I need to just check my notes to make sure I’m on target for this meeting. I seem to have forgotten, uh...”

He smirked. “You must forget a lot. Thinking is hard for you. You’re just a girl, after all.”

She heard those words. Words about thinking. About being just a girl. And he had said them. She saw his mouth move.

But in another way, he hadn’t said them at all. It was as if hearing them had created an epiphany for her, a self-actualizing axiomatic realization about the nature of the universe.

Thinking was hard for her. It was true. It had always been true. She was just a girl, after all.

“Oh. Yes.” She nodded. Giggled. When thinking was too hard, she just wanted to giggle, so she giggled a lot. “So...why are we here?”

“You want to flirt with me. You want to seduce me. I’m the sexiest man you’ve ever seen.”

Mark was everything she found unattractive in a man. Unkempt, wearing baggy clothing to (unsuccessfully) hide his dense belly and skinny arms. His nose was bent, his skin greasy and littered with acne, his hair thinning to the point of appearing near balding even though he was still just eighteen. He wore large coke-bottle thick glasses and had a severe overbite.

And yet...none of that seemed to matter, suddenly.

No, in fact, he was attractive.

Her nipples somehow became stiffer at this realization. She felt almost like her tits were growing just from being in his presence.

He was more than attractive. He was sexy. He was...

He sat down in front of her desk with his legs spread open. His cock, immense, pushed almost all the way to his knee. Blaire instinctively stood up and slid on top of her desk, half-crawling across it before swinging around with her legs crossed. She simpered, giggled, mussed her hair and bit her lip just like Cassandra had.

He was irresistible.

He smiled. “You’re married, right?”

God, that was right. What a drag.

“No,” she said. “Engaged. The wedding isn’t until next month, though.”

“Is he rich?”

He was well-off, that was for sure, and his parents were too. She nodded.

“But you’re in love with me, so you can’t marry him. In fact, you hate his guts and just want to take his money. You never liked him. You’ve been in love with me since the moment you saw me.”

Blaire, hearing all this, could feel her brain melting. Parts of her synapses and neurons hard-wired to the thought of Michael, all the pleasurable endorphins and dopamine attached to memories of snuggling with him in front of the television became nigh-unbearable trials accomplished only for her dedication to Mark.

Drool dripped from her lips. Her body went limp and she collapsed forward onto Mark’s lap, her cheek slapping against his iron-hard cock.

“That was a big one,” he chuckled. “Sorry.” He didn’t sound sorry. “I’m still working out how much a girl can take at a time, you know?”

She turned her face toward his cock, toward the center of her entire existence. Her body burned.

“S-sure...” she nodded. “Yes. Of course. Anything you say, my love...”

“Why haven’t you fucked yet? I can smell that you’re a virgin.”

“It’s. Um. Wrong. Outside of marriage. And I don’t want to be pregnant, so I wanted to wait and—”

“You’re dying to be bred. You were just waiting for me, your whole life. You want to give me twins, triplets, quintuplets. You exist to be my breeding bitch.”

Oh.

Oh, shit.

He was so right. God, how would he ever let her suck his incredible cock when she was so perfectly built for breeding? She would never be able to taste him now. She would only ever be used for gifting him one litter of twins after another like God intended.

“Suck me off for a minute. I want to think.”

Blaire, more grateful than she could have ever imagined, moaned and slid him into her eager, needy lips. She was such a lucky girl. Just a girl, just a lucky lucky breeding bitch girl.

Mark’s steel shaft slid down her throat like the most delicious dessert ever, every inch of her throat aching for more, more, more. She was wet, so wet, close to cumming from the thought of being with him. From the sensation of his cock stretching out her throat. 

A real man, a real man like Mark. Someone like Michael was just a far-off fiction—a tragedy, really. A pathetic, worthless wretch. A waste of flesh who she cared nothing about.

Mark was real. Mark was everything she had ever wanted and needed, even before she had known she wanted or needed it.

She was so wrapped up in her own thoughts, so lost in the bliss of sucking on Mark’s cock that she didn’t even notice him stroking her hair, or the way his other hand wandered down to his phone. It wasn’t until the camera started clicking that she looked up at him, precum still dripping down her chin.

“A souvenir,” he said, smiling. “You’re a real piece of work, Blaire. And I mean that in the best way possible. I’m gonna enjoy you so damn much.”

She smiled, giggled, pouting.

“I-I...th-thought...I mean...please...”

She was going to ask him not to share the picture. Not to take it.

You love having your picture taken for me. You love being shown off at my side. You love being a trophy for me. Nothing is more important than showing off how hot you are for me.

Oh.

Yes. Yes, of course.

And then—time skipped, her brain a mess of logic and sensation—she was pressed down against her desk. Mark behind her, her skirt hiked up, high heels spread wide. He spanked her again and again.

Blaire looked up, and Cassandra was there, fingering herself and filming it all on Mark’s phone.

“Cassandra...?” Blaire’s voice was a half-moan. She could feel Mark’s thick cockhead pushing against her virgin pussy.

“This is so cool,” Cassandra said, her voice erotically flat. “I love that he fucks other hot women. I want to help him. I want to him to show off how many hot women he fucks.”

Her sports-bra was covered in his cum. How much time had Blaire lost? She could taste his cum deep down her mouth, making her throat sticky and nearly clogged up. He was so virile; she was such a lucky girl.

“I am the luckiest girl in the world,” she panted, grinding herself against the desk. “Please, my love. Please fuck me. I want to feel—”

“Shut up, bitch.”

And then he did just that—he fucked her.

Hard.

Hard, and so, so deep. The first thrust of his massive cock had her ripping in half, gasping, crying out in ecstasy and pleasure as she finally, finally felt whole.

Cassandra looked on, stroking her pussy, biting her lip, and Blaire moaning as Mark's cock pistoned in and out of her, fucking her, rearranging her insides, making her a better, more perfect breeding vessel.

This was...bliss.

Mark shoved his entire rod into her in one go, tearing her hymen. He grunted, a satisfied sound. Blaire screamed in pain.

“Cassandra, hold her still,” he said, and Cassandra immediately dropped to her knees, grabbing Blaire’s hips.

“Fuck, you’re a tight little virgin, aren’t you?” He panted, fucking her hard. “Good thing I have a big cock.”

God, did he ever. 

Blaire was sobbing now, but it felt so good. It felt so damn good. He was right. Of course, he was right, as handsome, godlike specimens like him always were.

“I love you,” she moaned. “I love you, I love you, I love you. I always, always—”

“Yeah, yeah. Now shut up,” he said, fucking her even harder.

Cassandra, to her credit, was a great friend. She didn’t say anything else, just held Blaire down and filmed and filmed as the man of both their dreams, the man they both lived for, took Blaire's virginity.

Cassandra lived vicariously through her. Breathing sharply with every thrust. Rubbing her tits as she watched. Humping the air. Clearly close to cumming. And she, Blaire, was so filled up with cock she could barely breathe.

“Cum inside me,” she wailed, as the world went blurry. “Please, Mark. I want your cum inside me. Impregnate me, please.”

Mark was so big. So, so big. Blaire had never known a man could be so big, so perfect, so completely manly. There was nothing else in the world except for him, his cock, and the room.

“Oh, fuck!” he shouted, spilling his load deep inside her.

Mark’s hot cum filled her up like nothing else ever could. He defiled her womb, impregnating her with his perfect seed and she couldn’t have been more grateful. She was complete, at last. At long last. Her real husband. Her Number One Man.

His hot, sticky seed filled her womb. Blaire and Cassandra looked at each other, knowing this was the start of something beautiful. Both of them happy, orgasmic, close to tears.

The three of them lay there, panting, sweating, breathing heavily.

“Oh, fuck,” Mark said again, slipping out of her. “That was...”

Blaire looked back at him, her eyes glassy, cum dripping down her thighs.

“...not bad,” he finished. He slapped her ass. "Time to get the girls ready for practice, yeah?"

* * * * *
[image: image]


CASSANDRA AND BLAIRE were in full agreement, they had too many uggos on the team.

It had been part of an inclusivity directive that they both had blindly followed at the time, but they didn’t need to be so stupid anymore. Governments and school boards and all of that had too many masters, and the two cheerleading coaching hotties needed only one. 

Mark made them smart; he let them know they could make their own decisions. And their decisions always matched up with his preferences, because they were smart and knew that would earn them more of his majestic cock filling up their minds, pussies, throats, and souls.

There were fifteen cheerleaders on the squad right now. Of those, really only five qualified as pretty, lithe, and thin enough to be real cheerleaders. The others were too unathletic or—even worse—too ugly.

Was there anything more pathetic than an ugly cheerleader?

Cassandra and Blaire had put on the spare cheerleading outfits they kept in their office. They both had put on an XS, which fit, but the bust of both young women was far oversized for it and so their heavy, gorgeous globes spilled out of the top.  

“I can’t believe I’m so hot in this,” said Blaire, admiring herself in the mirror. 

Cassandra took video of her as she posed, uploading it straight to Mark’s private servers like he showed her. 

“Totally,” Cassandra nodded. “You’re so hot for him. We both are.”

“Like, what is it with those worms who we let on the team?”

“Totally. You’d think they would quit from embarrassment.” Cassandra giggled. “The team. Or school. Or just, like, life.”

It was fun thinking of ugly girls hating themselves for not being good enough for Mark. 

“I know, right?” Blaire posed, flexing her ass and pushing out her tits. “Like, how can they even look at themselves in the mirror in the morning?”

“I know, right?” Cassandra said, her voice a fried drawl. “It’s not even that they’re ugly, it’s like, they don’t even try. Do you think I just woke up like this, looking like this?” She gestured to her immaculate uniform, her perfect hair, her flawless makeup.

“Ugh, no,” Blaire agreed. “Like, do they even care? Like, do they not have mirrors in their house?”

She knew she was repeating herself. But it felt good to sound so dumb.

“Or, like, do they think they deserve to be on the same team as us?”

“Or, God forbid, anywhere in front of Mark?”

Both girls shared a delicious shudder.

He was so cute, so perfect, so manly. It was a privilege they could even breathe the same air as him.

The two of them laughed, their bodies perfectly in sync, their thoughts on the same wavelength. They were meant to be, after all. They were both Mark’s girls. His trophy women. His perfect specimens of womanhood.

“I mean, can they even really be called girls at all, if they’re ugly? Like if Mark doesn’t want to fuck them, they’re like, subhuman or something.”

Cassandra nodded sagely. “Totally, oh my god. “

And then, an idea hit them both at once.

“We should—”

“Talk to—”

“Mark—”

“—about it?”

Their faces were flushed, heated with the thought of their brilliant plan. Purge the squad of uggos, troglodytes, and fat slobs. Leave only the best, most beautiful, most worthy cheerleaders as his trophies. The ones who deserved to wear the uniform and live in his divine image.

“He’ll love it,” Blaire said, smirking.

“His own harem of cheerleading trophies,” Cassandra agreed.

Mark was, at that moment, going from locker to locker, taking all their clothes and rubbing his scent into them. The prettiest ones got the most—his actual precum into their spare workout shorts and panties

He was still doing this—stroking himself with a pair of panties and an entire uniform belonging to Bianca, one of their absolute hottest cheerleaders—when cheerleading captain Clara walked in at precisely two PM, as they had scheduled earlier. 

A stunning young dark-haired beauty, she was easily the most beautiful girl at school, in town, and probably the state. Blaire, with her beauty queen experience, had often thought that Clara would have easily crushed every competition she graced with her presence. 

Now, she thought that Clara would make the perfect top girlfriend trophy for Mark. 

Mark, of course, had no real interest in any romantic relationship. That was stupid. He was a man, and he just deserved to fuck whoever he wanted. But Clara was so hot that she would make his status grow, his power greater, and everything about his control hotter. 

She wore a tight beige sweater with big cuffs and large, funky buttons going all the way up to her neck. Her skirt, a suede brown A-line number, was short enough to make up for her lack of cleavage, showing off a considerable amount of her long legs. Even in the sweater’s confines, her large breasts were visible, showing off her tantalizing frame and decidedly thin waist and flat abdomen. 

She wore rather disappointing shoes—simple black flats—but Cassandra had spare high heels so they could fix it. 

“What are you doing?” Clara asked him. 

He looked at Clara and stroked himself faster. Clara, this being her very first exposure to any kind of male sexuality, didn't know how to react. Plus, there was his heavy, god-messaging, mind-fucking scent in the air. 

Blaire and Cassandra immediately ran interference, slipping their arms around Clara's and guiding her away. Blaire winked at Mark, who kept stroking.

“Don’t worry about him just yet,” Blaire said to Clara, tugging her into the office. 

“He’ll be on your mind plenty later,” Cassandra nodded. 

"And in it."

"Anywhere he wants, really."

Clara took in a deep breath, and looked for a moment like she might protest. But then, slowly, her pupils dilated. Her entire body got incredibly warm, and she visibly relaxed in her coaches’ arms. 

Soon, they had her sitting down in the office. Mark was right outside, watching her through the window, stroking himself and filling the locker air with even more of his scent.  

“Do you smell...that?” said Clara, biting her lip. “It smells...”

Blaire ignored the line of questioning; it wasn’t important. 

“You’re the prettiest girl in the whole school,” said Blaire. “Don’t you agree?”

Clara blushed. She obviously knew she was, but also knew that it was impolite to admit it.

“You don’t have to be shy,” said Cassandra. “Or humble. You’re a cheerleader.”

Blaire sat down on top of her desk across from Clara, crossing her legs. “You’re the cheerleading captain. You can’t be humble at all. You have to be vain.”

“Or arrogant, even. Haughty. Self-obsessed. It’s a good thing.” Cassandra smirked. “For pretty girls, I mean. You get to feel as good about yourself as you want. Isn’t it great?”

Clara traded glances with them both—Blaire staring right at her, and Cassandra circling around. Twin cheerleading uniform-clad beauties parading around their hot young student. 

“What’s going on?”

“We’re tired of the useless girls on this team holding you back. You’re special, Clara. You’re distinguished. The squad lost the championship last month, but you didn’t lose. Did you?”

Clara’s big green eyes flashed with more than a little anger. 

“If we had been running a smaller, better squad...I tried to tell you this.”

“You did! You’re very intelligent. I should have listened to you.”

This surprised Clara, her anger clearly mollified for the moment. 

“Oh.” She nodded. “Yes. Thank you. You should have.”

“Honestly, babe? You’re way more intelligent than either of us.” 

Cassandra bent over in front of Clara and undid the top button of her sweater, pretending to grab some dust. Clara’s hand went up to fix it and then, breathing deep, she instead drew the sweater more open, revealing her substantial cleavage pushed up by a white bra. Cassandra sat on the desk next to Blaire and winked at Mark standing outside. His attention was solely on Clara’s perfect profile.

Clara shook her head, giggling. “I...I am?”

His smell was really starting to get to her now. A sheen of glistening hot sweat covered her body, amplifying all her youthful, shiny beauty. Hard nipples protruded from her tiny sports bra, which suddenly seemed two sizes too small for the surging wealth of ample titflesh flowing out from her utterly stacked young frame.

“So much smarter,” Blaire nodded. “Really? We should be cheerleaders on your team.”

“Oh my god, totally,” said Cassandra, voice lilting upward. “You can tell how much smarter you are because you’re so much prettier than either of us?”

“Yeah. God.” Blaire bit her lip, eyeing Clara up and down.

Her chin had tilted up now and slightly to one side, her perfect nose angled just so. Arrogance filling her. Good.

“You’re really pretty, Clara. And like, it’s not even close. You’re prettier than either of us, and we’ve had like a solid three or four years between us more than you at being pretty.”

From his hiding spot, Mark groaned loudly. Their combined youth excited him quite a bit; Blaire was proud to have sussed that out for herself.

“You could be like, the coach. The real coach, I mean,” said Cassandra. “And we could be like, your enforcers.”

Blaire nodded as if this was some random, terrific idea, like she and Cassandra had not discussed this already.

“Oh my god, yes! You be the coach because you’re the prettiest and the sexiest and the bestest and he wants to fuck you the most and breed you full of babies.” She spoke fast, so Clara barely had time to register that she had mentioned a he. “And we get rid of the uggos and fatties on the team for you so your hot perfection is never tainted by anyone who is less than like, a 9?”

“I mean, for starters.” Cassandra nodded. “But we’re both 10s. So like, really, anyone less than us who isn’t begging to get on your good side, honey? Is really just a piece of shit who is asking to be put in its place.”

Clara was breathing hard. Her massive, gorgeous tits shining and straining in her nearly-faltering sports bra.

“I...” She smiled at them. “I mean...um. Wow. This is a lot.”

Blaire nodded. “I know. But it makes sense, doesn’t it? You deserve more, for being beautiful. You know it’s true.”

Clara glanced at herself in the mirror. She did. Oh, she knew.

“And hey, don’t worry about anyone squealing. We’ll have some fun with them, too.” The coaches winked at each other. “We can have fun, together. The three of us. The cheerleading triumvirate. The hottest, most popular, most powerful group of women on campus.”

“Possibly in the entire state.”

Clara bit her lip. She continued to look in the mirror. Admiring what she saw. Letting vanity fill her brain.

“I...” she licked her lips. “I mean...”

That’s a yes... thought Blaire, smirking to herself.

“You deserve it. You do. We’ll just make it so the rest of them know it, too. We fuck up anyone who fucks you with you. Deal?” 

Clara looked close to cumming. Mark, staring at her from outside, seemed to be directly influencing her level of arousal. 

“...deal...” she said. “I mean, I think so. It’s so hard to think right now. And you two are like...are you hitting on me? Am I getting the vibe right? Because um...” 

“That depends, sweetie.” Blaire walked forward and bent over her desk. “Do you want us to hit on you?”

Cassandra joined her on the other side. “Are you like, open to that? Fucking your hot coaches and being their bosses from now on, getting eaten out whenever you want?”

“Oh.” Clara nodded. "Yes. Very. I, um, I’m...”

Blaire cut her off with a long kiss.  She was so young, so impressionable. It felt so good to be shaping her mind like this. 

"We know," she purred, “you’re the hottest, sexiest, smartest cheerleader in the world, Clara. And we’re gonna make sure everyone else knows it, too.”

They tugged Clara up out of the chair, the three of them making out madly as they pushed against the office desk. After a few minutes of swirling their tongues around and re-arranging clothing, Mark swung the door open, his cock clearly hard underneath his sweat shorts. Precum and cum dripping down his legs. 

“Hey babe,” he said. “We’ve got to talk."

On Clara’s face, Blaire saw the same confusion she must have felt earlier. It was only hours ago, and yet it felt like years. Her love was that deep and life-changing.

Who was this nerd? Clara was probably wondering. Slight alterations to her response slowly signifying his growing control over her hormones. The dilation in her eyes expanding to the point where her pupils were entirely black. Her cheeks flushing. Sweat beading on her forehead. 

Her posture slowly changing as her hips cocked open, one leg shuttling forward while her tits raised up with her back straight. Gathering up a long lock of her hair in one twirling finger, biting her lip and then smiling.

“H..hi...” she said. “Um. Do we know each other? Do you go to school here?”

“You know my name is Mark because you have a huge crush on me.” His words carried the hard, steel-like glint of using his special voice. “In fact, you’re close to orgasming just being this close to me. You can’t believe how lucky you are that I’m talking to you. You’re incredibly grateful that I would favor you with my attention.”

Clara’s entire demeanor—already intimate and earnest and fascinated—turned into a portrait of toxic, codependent obsession. Her arms, straightened, squeezed her tits together as she shuffled forward, breathing hard. Eyes wet with tears of happiness. Her entire body flushed, every part of her writhing like a junkie looking for a fix.

“You know,” he said, with his normal tone, “you’re pretty cute, Clara.”

“Really?” Clara’s voice was a near squeal. She sounded like she had won the lottery for a hundred billion dollars. “You think so?”

He reached up and took her by the chin, shifting her face this way and that.

“It’s all in your skin, I think. Yours is flawless. Look at those pores. Or I mean, the lack of them, really. Every part of your smooth and warm. Have you ever even had a zit?”

Clara’s tits surged in her tiny top. She appeared close to hyperventilating. Even as he gripped her chin, her face was painted with a happy idiot smile like she was in the final podium of a beauty pageant.

“No. Like, ew.” She giggled. “That’s for uggos. You wouldn’t even pay attention to me if I was some kind of uggo, would you?”

“I really, really wouldn’t. I only care about you because you’re so stupidly hot, Clara.”

She came. Her body, so coiled and tense, collapsed into him as she shook with pleasure.

“Oh fuck.” She was close to sobbing, her tight crotch helplessly grinding into his body. “Oh my god. I’m so-so sorry. I’m so sorry. I didn’t...oh my god.”

He grinned, and Blaire watched—nipples erect, her own cunt juicing and aching for his cock inside her again—as he made her cum again. Her picture-perfect eighteen year-old body thrashed in his arms, all concepts of her sexual identity being tied irrevocably and entirely to him.

At a certain point, she calmed, whimpering in his arms. Then, grinning, he made her cum again—the third time in a row, and the hardest. But her body was already clearly worn out, and even though her hips ground into him helplessly, her eyes were blank. Her mind must have been a bright, white, empty canvas. Ready to absorb anything he said.

“You going to be one of my girlfriends from now on, Clara.”

“That’s...that’s so cool...” she slowly pushed her head up to look him in the eyes. “One...one of...?”

“I’ll have a lot.” His voice activated. “You like that I have a lot of women in love with me. You love it, in fact. You get off on it.”

Blaire certainly did. That’s why she was orgasming as she watched her man fuck the mind of this teenage beauty.

Mark continued in his voice. “You’re massively, deeply in love with me and only me and have been for as long as you can remember.”

Clara smiled a heart-stopping, winning smile and slid her arms around his neck. She was languid, relaxed, delighted.

Mark kept going. “You’re in love with yourself. With your appearance. The only thing you care more about than your appearance and looking gorgeous is me and obeying everything I say. You know only sexy women matter to me, so you have to be the sexiest woman of all.”

She nodded like he had mentioned that he wanted to watch a movie later, and softly kissed his cheek and then his chin while her bare, sweaty thigh pushed up into his crotch. Soon his massive, hefty cock was trapped between her thighs as she ground her entire lithe body against his.

Cassandra got on her knees and starting licking his cockhead from the other side of Clara's thighs. He was enormous and Clara was thin, so Cassandra was able to take quite a bit of him into her mouth. Mark, gripping Clara's ass, began to fuck her hot, sopping wet teenage cheerleader thighs as simultaneously fucked Cassandra's mouth.

“I want to talk to you about the team,” he said.

“R-right.” She nodded, close to cumming from feeling his cock between her legs. “The team.”

“What are your thoughts on your squad?” His voice activated again. “Always tell me the truth.”

She shared a quick glance with Blaire.

“Too many uggos,” she said with finality. “Too many fatties.”

"Fuck." He groaned. "God, that's how you really feel. You're so hot."

"I know," she said, kissing his chin. Wrapping her arms tighter around him. "You love how hot I am. It's the only part of me that's worth anything. I love that about you. You know my worth."

He thrust harder between her legs, into Cassandra's mouth. Gripping Clara tight and sliding her back and forth. Using her body as the set-piece it was for his pleasure. Her thighs so supple and shiny and wet, gripping his massivity with all her earnest, hot young crush energy. 

"You need just the prettiest girls," said Clara. "We'll get rid of all the rest. I'll make sure they do what I say. They're in love with me. All the girls are. They should be. I'm so fucking pretty and I belong to you. I'm the luckiest, luckiest girl on earth. Please show me how lucky I am, sir? Please, won't you let me see you cum?"

It was too much for Mark, whose creation suddenly had a mind of its own. Blaire pushed Cassandra from behind, driving her skull forward to take in as much of his cock as possible while they squeezed Clara between his bulk and Blaire's forceful pushing of Cassandra. 

Clara, watching her man cum, came herself—gasping and moaning and whimpering as she witnessed this new divine glory in her life. Blaire knew this what she felt because she felt it too, as well as endless jealousy for Clara to be so favored and for Cassandra to feel their god's seed down her throat. 

Huffing, Mark slowly withdrew himself from the crowd of girls. He took some of his seed off of Cassandra's lips and sloppily pushed it against Clara's face. 

"Fucking take it, dummy." He turned to Blaire. "Start prepping for practice." 

* * * * *
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CLARA’S YOUNG, HOT, tight body fit perfectly on Mark’s cock. She rode him with fervent, doting, loving angst. She rode him with all the heated, obsessive love of a teenager getting to enact all her wildest dreams on her biggest celebrity crush of all time. 

"You're so fucking good. I love you. I love everything about you. You're the best. The best. Oh my god, the best ever. Oh my god..."

She was doting, submissive, worshipful, and pliant. Her voice little more than a whisper, her every last look full of wet adoration and love. Every single part of her countenance spoke to how badly she needed him. 

And Mark, of course, simply enjoyed fucking her how he wanted. 

After Clara accepted her new coaching position, they had an hour before practice started. Blaire had spent it with Cassandra gathering up all the remaining clean practice clothes from the girls’ lockers.

While Mark and Clara sat on the couch in Blaire’s office, enjoying a long sensuous make-out session as Mark slowly fucked Clara and continued to cum in her fertile teenage body at will, Cassandra and Blaire took turns stroking his body and Clara’s with all the clothes from all the girls in the locker room, as Mark himself had started doing before Clara arrived. The clothes quickly soaked up his precum, his cum, his scent. This ensured that, when they arrived and got dressed, they would almost immediately fall under his complete influence.

That any of this might have been strange never occurred to Blaire. She was following Mark’s will. What could have possibly been strange about that?

Yes, his power meant that those who heard him had to obey. But continuing to coat their clothes would be their failsafe to ensure that any stragglers or highly-resistant girls would still succumb to their fate.

After about forty-five minutes of this, Mark came in Clara one more time—promising he would get her pregnant—and let her get dressed and ready for practice. 

At four PM, the girls began to file in to the locker room and put on their uniforms, now marked with Mark’s scent and seed. Clara, Cassandra, and Blaire—dolled up in their tight uniforms and high heels—watched closely as they got dressed while Mark waited in the office with the lights off and the blinds closed so they could not see him as he watched them. He stroked slowly, smiling smugly, living out a dozen fantasies all at once of owning a cheerleading harem for himself. 

Blaire had no way of knowing this—no way of knowing anything without Mark’s permission to receive knowledge, actually—but Mark had started the day resigned to just jerking off once more thinking about all the hot cheerleaders and teachers at his school. He was an outcast, gossiped about and bullied constantly. Left to eat lunch by himself, to do group work all on his own, to walk home every day because the other students wouldn’t even let him on the bus. 

If Mark was being honest, he would know they were right to ostracize him. 

He was a creep. 

He had no empathy for others whatsoever. All he cared about was his own satisfaction. For him to receive this kind of power on the way to school today, from a magical being who had been attempting to show him empathy to teach him the wonders of humanity, was the height of irony. He had immediately used the power available to him to corrupt and destroy everyone he felt like, and today was just the very first day. 

But Blaire knew none of this, naturally. She knew only that Mark was perfect and that she needed to be his perfect, doting, loving cheerleading-harem-coach pet.

At first, upon entered the locker room, the girls looked strangely at the gathered trio of Blaire, Cassandra, and Clara in their tall heels. The tiny tops they had on, ensuring their massive tits were on display. 

The way their skirts barely reached their mid-thigh.

The way they held hands, sweating, their faces flushed as Mark inspired them with his power to silently cum and cum and cum again. 

Each girl slowly became more perfect under his influence—their bodies not necessarily transforming, but sharpening. Becoming thinner, bustier, hotter. Their hair thicker and more lustrous and just a tad longer. His cum doing its work to make them more of his objects and to erase any memories in their heads of any other man or any other life.  

Besides Clara, there were four other cheerleaders who were truly worthy of Mark’s attention.

There was Nathalie and Emilie, best friends so close in age and appearance they could have been twins. 

They were tall, busty, redheaded, and had alabaster-white skin that looked like they bathed in milk. They were also inseparable and had a distinctive habit of always wearing their uniforms a size smaller than regulation—which made them look like they were about to burst out of their tiny cheerleading outfits at any moment.

Then there was Demi, who was the only Asian chick on the team. She had beaten out forty other girls for the spot back when she had joined and it was easy to see why.

Demi’s tan skin, almond eyes, and jet-black hair was offset by her D-cup tits, which she displayed to maximum effect during every routine. Blaire used to chastise her for how much of her boobs she put on display. 

The memory of that confused Blaire a great deal; boobies were for display. 

And finally there was Bianca, who was so deeply pretty that for as much as Mark had fixated on Clara so far, she might be actually able to convince him that there was someone else in the room worth his attention when she stood next to Clara. Bianca was a cool-toned blonde with a body that defied the laws of physics. Blaire was yet to see a single ounce of fat on the girl, yet she still had the most amazing D-cup tits and a firm butt that was the envy of every girl who laid their eyes on it.

Slowly, as the team got dressed, Mark’s overwhelming scent began to affect them. They took longer to do the simplest actions, somehow understanding that they existed for being ogled by him. Combing their hair with baited, eager breaths. Slipping on their skirts slowly and carefully, taking care to pose as they did so. 

The prettiest girls looked even prettier, as the ugly girls became even uglier somehow. Nathalie, Emilie, Demi, and especially Bianca—the only ones worthy of him besides Clara, Blaire, and Cassandra—began to sneer at the uglier ones. Shooting rude comments. 

God, you look so bloated. What did you have for lunch?

Is it hard walking around in such shitty shoes all the time?

How do you even get your homework done without a private tutor? Oh, sorry. I forgot how poor you are.

When they were all dressed, Clara and Blaire and Cassandra shared a happy, knowing smile. Soon, they would have their entire team as sex-crazed, beauty-obsessed, athletic, dumb bimbos in the palm of Mark’s hand. And only the pretty ones would actually receive his affection. 

Somewhere in Blaire’s brain, she knew that even the term “ugly” was wrong for the girls besides the hottest four girls. Even the "lowliest" of them were more than perfectly average and quite fit. But, for her darling Mark, anything less than a 10 or at the very least a 9 might as well have been a -3000.

Women were things, trophies, eye-candy, fuckdolls. Only appearances mattered.

“Ready?” Clara asked Blaire and Cassandra. 

“Yes, Coach,” they purred in unison.

“Girls,” said Clara. “A little change today. We’re going to do our warm-up stretches in here.”

Her voice brooked no dispute. All the same, one forgettable girl raised her hand. 

Blaire snapped. “Did she say she was taking questions?”

The girl gulped and shook her head. 

“Then get in line, freak.”

Mark made her cum after saying that, instantly. Blaire, flushed and quietly writhing as she watched the fear on the girl’s face, knew she had done the right thing. It was good, so good, to treat lesser girls as the disposable trash they were.

They all began to stretch. There were two aisles of lockers with a small partition in between—one quite large and the other dwarfish in comparison. Naturally, the prettiest girls got the most room. 

Blaire and Cassandra and Clara all spent extra special time with the hottest girls, the ones most deserving of Mark’s attention, ensuring that they knew how pretty they looked and what perfect examples of hot femininity they were. 

You’re so pretty today.

You look fantastic.

I love your ass in that.

Good job stretching, dear. 

Leaning on their bodies as they bent over. Gripping them tight as they stretched upward and leaned to one side and then another. Holding them tight and upright while they positioned their legs up and out. In addition to the constant, wet heat every girl felt, their bodies were also deeply more flexible. 

Bianca, for instance, was suddenly able to do the splits with ease despite having struggled with it for ages. But it seemed normal for her, as did Cassandra’s effusive praise. 

You’re such a catch, babe. Oh my god. He’s going to love you. 

The coaches, if they paid attention to the uglier girls at all, handed out only negative feedback. 

Why aren’t you trying harder? 

You call that a stretch?

You should really try a salad.

God, your thighs! 

Do you even work out?

Ugg. Those stretch marks.

To Blaire’s flawlessly critical eye, empowered by the knowledge Mark had given her of what a real woman actually was, the others were so horrendously ugly—weighing anywhere from 130-140 pounds like horrendous pigs and actually needing to exercise to maintain their figures as opposed to just naturally being metabolically superior to those around them—that Blaire was already forgetting their stupid, worthless names and faces despite looking directly at them from time to time. 

They all had unforgivable flaws—split ends, imperfect gaits, short legs, too-wide knees, not-thick-enough lips. 

She had nothing but bright, shining, purifying hatred for them; it was the fire in the hearth for the home that was her love for Mark, burning with deep unending pussy-melting warmth at the knowledge of their impending and righteous doom of living a life without the knowledge of Mark's cock.

The more they stretched, the more they warmed up, the more they saw their own bodies as the only thing that mattered, the more they hated themselves for not being pretty like Clara or her chosen girls so effortlessly were.

By the time practice officially started, all the girls were in their uniforms, sweaty and aching and desperate for more attention from their gorgeous coaches. Any of them who had started the day heterosexual were now firmly, permanently bisexual at the least—and Bianca, Nathalie, Emilie, and Demi were all exclusively lesbians except for their overwhelming need for the cock of one perfect man they hadn't met yet. 

Mark watched from the office, his cock hard as steel and leaking precum and cum as he stroked and came. Every time he spilled his seed onto the floor, his influence over their minds and bodies expanded, the atmosphere getting thick with his desire. Overpowering their thoughts and identities.

Together, with the help of his slaves, they were slowly, methodically, remaking these girls. Molding them into the perfect cheerleaders, the perfect women, for his disposable ultra-hot harem.

It was time to shatter their lives and remake them totally to his liking.

When Mark finally came out, the girls were so full of his scent that his appearance was no longer a surprise. Their eyes dilated with pleasure, worship, with intimate knowledge of their need for him. He was naked, his awkwardly bulky body plain to see with all its folds and acne. His huge cock almost obscene in its length and width.

Obediently, without even needing to be told, the cheerleaders lined up in the narrow path between the lockers outside the office that led to the practice field outside. All their bodies shining with sweat. Their thighs slick with honey, anticipating his cock inside them. The prettiest of them posed dramatically, tossing their hair back, putting hands on their hips and inviting his gaze. The lesser girls stooped, hunched over, holding themselves, wishing they were anywhere or anyone else. 

He spoke first to the gorgeous girls, casually jerking off as he did. Blaire recognized the sound of his special voice.

“Everything about you is better than these girls.” His voice shone like stainless steel in their empty, blank, needy minds. “You’re hotter. That makes you better. You’re more than them. In fact, their ugliness makes them inhuman. You have no respect for them. No compassion. No love. No kindness. No niceness. They deserve only your hatred and your contempt. You want them to be your slaves for life, and you want their lives to be miserable and short of full of hardship and suffering. Being prettier than them, hotter than them, thinner and taller and sexier than them makes you superior in every single way, and they should live every second of their lives knowing the misery of their inferiority.”

Blaire already believed all of this, of course. These words were written on her soul.

But watching the attitudes of these four teen queen stunners change right before her eyes was absolutely thrilling to see.

Their countenances changed from that of restrained empathy—holding back the sorrow on their faces as they watched their friends openly humiliated and shamed for simply being alive—into self-indulgent blissful contempt. Their only friends were the pretty girls in the room; it was as simple as that.

“They don’t deserve your respect.” He said it again, and again, and again, and again. Stroking himself as he did. “They don’t deserve anything. They’re trash. They deserve to be nothing more than slaves to the hotter, better, thinner, prettier, more sexually attractive girls in front of them.”

And then, as one, they all nodded in agreement.

“Yes, Sir,” they said. 

“Master. Call me Master.”

"Yes, Master.”

He made them cum as they said it, Blaire and Clara and Cassandra included. In unison, all seven hotties of his new harem orgasmed, forever hard-wiring their pleasure to him and to the superior, snotty feeling of being chosen as special over insignificant, ugly girls. 

“So much better. Now, Clara?”

Clara nodded eagerly, hands thrust up between her heavy tits in prayer position, juices slick on her thighs and threatening to drip onto the floor. 

“Yes, Master?”

"Tell me... are you ready to be captain and coach of the cheerleading squad?"

“Oh yes, Master!” She nodded delightedly. "I want nothing else!"

“Why do you deserve it?”

She smiled haughtily, and Mark shook, stroking himself and cumming all over her feet. Blaire thought he would fuck her then and there. 

“Because I’m the prettiest, obviously. Oh, I mean,” she pointed at the girls just behind her. “Some of them are super hot. Don’t get me wrong. They’re perfect breeding material. But I’m the hottest. I’m thinner, hotter, taller, sexier, smarter, and best of all, I don’t have any empathy for the uggos or any of their pathetic struggles. I think it’s good when they’re sad. I think it’s hot. It turns me on knowing I’ll never have to deal with anything like their pathetic, stupid problems, just because I make you happy by being pretty.” 

“And...” he prompted, always one step ahead.

“And, Master, I won’t ever do anything to jeopardize having you in my life. I’d throw every single one of those other girls under the bus in a heartbeat if they ever even just looked at me funny.”

“Excellent.” He smirked and Blaire could have sworn his cock grew even harder. “As Captain, I want you to tell the girls to ready themselves for me. I want them to taste me.”

Clara raised an eyebrow at the gathered worthy girls nearby. 

“Well? You heard him, dummies. Drop to your knees, or face the life of an uggo. Get to it.”

The chosen four, the beautiful, superior cheerleaders, obeyed without hesitation. They fell to their knees in front of Mark, their faces gleaming with anticipation and disdain for their former "friends." Their minds had been thoroughly rewired to crave his approval and revel in the degradation of those deemed uglier or lesser than them.

Mark, feeling supreme in every sense of the word, looked down at the line of kneeling girls, their perfect faces eagerly awaiting their turn to taste his godly cock. He grabbed the first in line, Emilie, by her thick red hair, yanking her face closer to his crotch. "You all exist for me now, got it?"

"Yes, Master," the girls chanted in unison, as Georgia began to lick and suck on his engorged shaft.

Blaire moaned in delightful worship at her god's work. He was incredible to watch, able to cum and be hard again at will. He fucked Emilie’s face furiously for several hard pumps, came in her, exited still impossibly hard and huge, and immediately shoved his cock down Nathalie’s waiting throat just down the line. 

He continued like this, easily and swiftly skullfucking, and then cumming down the throats of Nathalie, Demi, and then Bianca. They gagged, coughed, swallowed, thanked him and begged for more. 

Each girl, whether waiting or already having been facefucked, stared at him with open vulnerable love that reeked of reckless abandon while still contemptuously sneering at the sniveling inferiors in their periphery.

Finally, though, he arrived at Clara. Without words, she rose up to kiss him—signifying her place as his current favorite—and stroked him off while he kissed her back.

It was clear that she meant little to him. That her place at the top was simply because she was the hottest, and that was all. The love and affection and devotion was entirely one way—she was nothing but a toy for him, a trophy or a prize to laud around to stroke his own ego.

And so when he put her down on the ground on all fours, his back to the new inferior slaves, facing the crowd of worshipful young cheerleaders chanting his name and begging him to fuck Clara, he fucked the idea of Clara almost as much as he fucked her obscenely tight body and supremely clingy virgin cunt.

Clara moaned in absolute ecstasy. Blaire, who knew exactly how it felt to have him inside her, couldn’t help but moan out in empathy. It was like her body, too, was responding to him fucking the hottest, wettest pussy in the entire state. 

A few girls were even crying, not because they were sad, but because they were so happy for her. Of course the hottest, prettiest, most popular girl among them all was getting fucked by their new King.

"Fuck her, Master," Bianca begged, her fingers deep inside Demi's cunt, who knelt at her side. "Fuck her so good. Oh my god, please keep fucking her..."

"You are god. You are god..." Demi writhed, cumming constantly as Mark powered into Clara from behind.

It was an honor for all of them to watch.

Blaire knew she’d never be able to compete with Clara. Perhaps that was why she couldn’t help but finger herself silly as Mark fucked Clara in front of them, knowing that her Master was receiving what he deserved.

Beside her, Cassandra did the same, their moans of pleasure blended with Clara’s as she received the purifying, purging, cleansing cock of their new master.

And as the rest of the team watched, not allowed to even touch themselves despite going mad with the desire to do just that. They knew that they, too—inferiors that they were—would never know this pleasure.

“Fuck yeah!” Mark shouted. “Fuck yeah! Fuck you, cheerleaders!”

He exploded into Clara’s womb, and she screamed in pleasure as the cheerleaders praised his name.

Their new lives, as his fucktoys, concubines, cum receptacles, and maids, were also just beginning. 

He was their everything now.

They all orgasmed together, their cunts clenching and clamping in on nothing but memory and lust, as Clara’s skinny body spasmed with a final violent orgasm.

Mark pulled out, his cock still hard, and came once more on her back—marking her as his. 

"Fuck," he groaned, slapping her ass. "I might keep you around for a few days if you keep that up."

Blaire quivered with envy. Clara was so lucky. 

* * * * *
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A MONTH LATER, MARK woke besides the pool of his latest house. He had acquired seventeen over the last few weeks, and some of them were even his legally. The rest were given to him by owners eager to do what he said (like everyone else) and awaiting transfer of title and rights. 

Soon, he'd own all the property in the town, including the factories and businesses. The workers would keep working, his loyal drones who existed purely to funnel him wealth and labor. 

Servicing his cock were Blaire and Cassandra, their mouths interlocking in a mad make-out session around his engorged member. 

The sun was shining brightly overhead, casting a warm glow on the luxurious villa, reflecting off of the crystal clear blue water of the pool. Cassandra's skin glistened with sweat as she bobbed her head up and down on his cock, taking him deep into her throat while Blaire made out passionately with her. 

With each bob of Cassandra's head, her huge breasts swayed from side to side, their perky nipples hard and erect against her tank top. 

She was pregnant, of course. So was Blaire. So was Clara—walking out now holding a tray with a drink for him—and so was Nathalie, Emilie, Demi, and Bianca. Twins, twins, triplets, quintuplets, twins, triplets, triplets. 

They seemed to be developing much faster than normal, which suited all of them just fine. They were eager to be mommies, eager to be impregnated once again by the man who had taken control of their lives and minds. 

His phone dinged. A notification informing him that one of his girls had paid her dues. All the uggos he had sent out in the world to whore their bodies out for him and him alone had to pay him twice weekly. He had a little trouble with some of the local “talent” until he spoke to them, now they paid him rent too. 

“Oh, Master,” said Clara, taking up a perch next to the two gorgeously sexy women sucking him off. “I’m so glad we’ll be together forever. I can’t tell you how lucky I feel all the time.”

Mark snorted. He’d replace her as soon as he found someone hotter. 

Clara spread her legs for him, taking his hand and dragging it across her heavy tits and pregnant belly. Her legs were still thin and as smooth as ever. Between them, her cunt was as hot as an oven. She needed to be fucked, and only ever by him.

He’d replace her, all right. 

Just not today. 

# # #
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! The Patreon is the best way.

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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