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

– N.N.

Veronica loved her job.

She knew very little else, lately. Her brain had been frustratingly foggy for the last few days, and her face hurt from smiling so much (the other girls assured her the soreness would fade soon), and she hadn’t quite yet adjusted to constantly wearing her ultra-skimpy tight uniform and having her fit, tight, teenage body constantly on display.

But she loved her job. She knew this was true because it was all she dreamed about, all she thought about, all she knew was possible to dream about.

She loved working in a restaurant, displaying herself next to a sparkling clean table on a pristinely clean floor. There were no messes, no old smells, and no customers to really speak of for longer than a few minutes at a time. There was no food or service to be done; all she had to do in this perfectly normal restaurant was smile, pose, and wait for her Man to boss her around or for a pretend "man" to take money from.

All her life, she thought being a waitress would be an arduous job. Certainly too difficult for someone like her to consider—the wealthy daughter of an even wealthier owner of the region’s most successful landlord company.

Her mother owned thousands of properties, running a monopoly that crossed several state boundaries and funneled money directly into her many bank accounts with none of it ever going back to the peasants and plebes that so constantly harangued her on social media. She was a reviled figure, despite or perhaps even because of her youthful good looks and constant successes on the stock market.

Veronica, though, was a media darling—mostly entirely because she was gorgeous. It was easy to be loved when all she had to do was deliberately block anyone on Insta who said anything negative about her inheritance and wear a tight bikini and smile for the camera.

And be single, of course. You couldn’t show up on social media and be a pretty young woman and be liked unless you were single. Everyone knew that.

You had to never show romantic interest in any specific person until you were in your late twenties, which was ancient anyway. Veronica would never be that old; she refused. Ever since coming to work here at Knockers, she'd decided she would be nineteen forever. It just made her so much more attractive, y'know?

So a few days ago, she had shown up to a job interview here at the insistence of her friend Caitlyn, a deeply pretty Asian girl who had nearly as many followers as Veronica. The pay was great, the hours were easy, and the benefits were spectacular—or that’s what Caitlyn had said.

Veronica was skeptical, but her evenings were usually free and her mother had been hounding her to "get serious" and "find a job, any job at all."

Knockers was, of course, a breastaurant, and it pleased Veronica knowing that her mother would be mortified that she was working there. 

Upon entering the building, she remembered thinking the restaurant smelled strange. Something they were cooking? But then, no one was eating.

The smell was nice, but strange. Kind of intoxicating. It made her feel sort of high.

And then...

Then, she remembered very little else for the next three days.  

Now, she smiled her heart out wearing the tight little sexy Knockers uniform.

The tight hot pants she wore were sheer white and ultra thin; her utterly waxed, constantly wet pussy folds could be seen easily from almost any angle. Her top—essentially just a spandex push-up bra—showed off her incredibly built midriff and the mouthwatering globes of her massive tits. Her hair, thick and dark brown, flowed down halfway to her pert ass.

She was aggressively thin, her thigh gap easily able to accommodate most large fruit, and the preposterous proportions of her incredibly long legs in the skimpy short-shorts were set off even more by the tall platform heels she stood in. Even with her knees locked together—as they always were—there was plenty of room between her legs for a strong, perfect man to walk over from behind and easily shove his thick, eager hand between her thighs and grip her by the cunt.

Or, even better, he could slide his cock between her thighs from behind and she could show him how slippery and nimble her skin could feel while she warmed him up for a long, soulful hard fuck with her head slammed against the wall as he filled her up with litter after litter of babies. And then...

“Veronica? You there?”

Her supervisor, Miranda, snapped her fingers, smiling brilliantly as she did. Every girl who worked here was always smiling; they were all pretty girls, and pretty girls always had a smile on their face. Miranda was blonde and busty, and quite senior at the ripe old age of twenty-two.

“Sorry.” Veronica simpered. “I was daydreaming about...his hands on me...”

She didn’t have to explain whose hands. Miranda understood.

“I know, sweetie. But, we’ve got a customer. You handle him, okay?”

Miranda pointed him out—a man in a dark trench coat with the collar up, hiding his face. Men often came to Knockers not wanting others to see them, Veronica had found. They approached like spies in the night, hoping to pass without notice.

Veronica approached him with a predatory smile. She strutted easily in her tall heels. She was beautiful, smooth, thin, and taut, and her big tits jiggled with every step. He was already in love with Veronica by the time she had introduced herself.

“I’ve never really been to a place like this before,” he stammered after a moment. Staring at Veronica's tits. “My wife would kill me.”

She didn't like that he stared at her tits, but then, she didn't like anything about him. She just wanted his money, because she was a good girl for her man.

Sometimes she wondered who her man was. She had never met him; she had only dreamed of him. But she knew he was real and that he deserved all the money in the world.

“That’s because she doesn’t understand you like I do,” said Veronica, gripping his arm through his coat.

She made extra sure during all her movements not to actually touch his skin. That was forbidden. Pretty girls like Veronica didn’t touch maggots like him.

“She doesn’t. Oh...oh god. You’re so pretty...”

“Yeah,” Veronica nodded. Eyes full of empathy. “I know. Want to give me some money about it?”

He gulped. “So...so much. Yes.”

She took him by the arm, careful not to let her hair touch the exposed skin around his collar, and led him to an ATM.

“H-how much is enough? Your tits. You have...your tits, my god...”

She smiled. Little maggots like this were so easy to manipulate and control for her real Man.

“Oh, I get gifts all the time. How much can you give?”

“I called my bank a-and told them...I said...man. Milk. M-Mommy...”

Veronica was at least thirty years younger than him. Her nipples were hard, excited. She thought of all the dollars she could give to Him.

“I know, sweetie. What did you tell the bank?”

“To forego the restriction on ATM withdrawals. I have...so much with them. They bend over backwards for me and...oh god.”

Veronica had flexed her abs; it usually drove men wild. Her torso, so long and fit, was constantly on display in her tiny outfit.

“Let’s keep it simple for this first time,” said Veronica. “Just give me everything you have.”

“Oh.” He nodded. “Right.”

He started pressing buttons. Veronica casually memorized his pin code; usually, they had found, people use the same one for everything. She would write it down for other girls to use, girls whose only job was stealing the identities of others in order to give their Man as much wealth as possible.

After a moment, he paused. “But if...if I give...if it’s everything...”

“Yes?”

She clutched his arm harder, pushing his sleeved bicep into her tits. No doubt he could feel their hefty, hearth-like warmth.

“H-how do I...come back? It was so expensive just to get in here, and now you...you want...”

“You’ll just have to keep earning money for me, silly. Duh.”

He nodded. “Oh. Right. Duh. Yes.”

Other people’s money didn’t really belong to them. It all belonged to Master.

That was one of the first lessons she had learned when she’d started here.

“Knockers,” Miranda had said on her first day, in a sweet Southern accent that had made Veronica feel so safe and at home, “is all about the fair distribution of wealth. Certainly, you’ve heard of that from a person named....ah...staring me in the face...likes communities or socials, something like that...”

“Marx?”

“That’s the one. Well, as you can imagine, the idea of the proletariat taking what’s owed them is a lovely little fantasy. But in reality, what we’ve found is that those people, they just squander it. Buy drugs, fancy shoes, lottery tickets. Waste it on dinners they couldn’t possibly appreciate. So, we here at Knockers, we do that for them. We redistribute the money from those who don’t need it to those who do. Hot, sexy, patriotic American trophy wives like yourself, Veronica.”

“Really?”

“Really. That’s the fairest distribution, for all the wealth to belong directly to the most important man in the world.”

The memory, one of Veronica's only memories, was a pleasant one. It ended with her licking Miranda's pussy as they both thought about their man.

But, in the present, after the customer had initiated his withdrawal, the ATM bled money. They couldn't even gather it all up. It spilled all over their feet, the customer just whimpering as he looked at Veronica and felt all of his hard-earned cash piling up on their feet.

"So do you think...uh..." the customer began. Moaning again as Veronica breathed and her tits seemed to double in size in her tiny top. "Do...you...do you...titties..."

Someone stepped up behind them.

Veronica turned and saw one of the least attractive men she had ever laid eyes on. Fat, 5 o’clock shadow, a pot belly straining his shirt, double-chin, skinny arms, crooked nose and teeth.  

He was...

Veronica inhaled deeply.

He was spectacular. Had the word unattractive entered her brain? No, he was magnificent. A true alpha, a real man.

The john she had been pumping for money—broad-shouldered, thick in his waist and arms, clearly used to manual labor of some kind—reacted like he stood in front of a ten foot tall giant instead of an obese computer nerd.

“Fuck. I’m sorry. Is she...is she yours? My money...I already gave it to her. You can have it, of course, a-and—”

The new man thumbed at the exit. “Get out of here, dickwad.”

“Right. Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.”

The john scrambled away, muffling a scream as he powered out past the other girls gathering around and ran out into the parking lot.

The newcomer watched him go and made sure he was all the way gone.

Then, finally, he turned to Veronica.

“You’re really hot.”

Veronica’s empty, beautiful smile broadened. “I know.”

“I’m Mark.”

Veronica was confused for a moment. “Mark? Like...the Mark? As in...”

You’re in love with me, he said. His voice made sounds, but she only heard them deep in her mind, in her core, in her soul. You need to fuck me as soon as possible or you’ll kill yourself.

Veronica nearly fell over, stumbling forward and pushing her young, plush, hard body against his. She was close to death. She'd die today if she couldn't ride this cock. Holy fuck, she needed him. Her entire body felt wet, flushed, soaking, needy.

He tugged her hair, her ass, her tits. “We met once before, but I did sort of a rush job on you. I’d say sorry, but I don’t really care.”

Veronica smiled and nodded like she understood. Good girls knew the importance of agreeing with real men.

“Of course.”

He pushed her down on top of the table in front of the ATM, now covered in money. Her shorts pushed down easily. Bent over at the waist, her back facing him. His cock, enormous, slid up to hot dog between her tight, slick ass cheeks.

"You know the drill, right?"

"Good girls s-say y-yes..." she stuttered, her voice trembling with lust and fear. She needed to please him so terribly.

"Right. And?"

"B-beauty...is...is my...my...s-s-service, sir."

As Mark slammed into her, Veronica felt her world dissolve into white-hot bliss.

"Make sure you don't get cum on the money."

Veronica nodded, grinding back against him. "Yes, sir. I'll be a good girl."

Mark's hips bucked violently, driving his massive girth deeper into Veronica's tight little pussy. She moaned feebly, trying to adjust to the incredible size of him, trying to take every inch as it stretched her walls. He grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto his cock, burying himself as far as he could into her wet, trembling insides. She felt herself being claimed, owned, fucked hard and possessed. The table under them creaked ominously but held, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing off the restaurant walls. Her tits smashed into the table, bouncing and jiggling, begging for attention as he slammed into her pussy, her round ass cheeks smacking together with every powerful thrust.

"Fuck, you feel so good," he grunted, his breath hot on her neck as he nipped at the soft skin there. She gasped, shuddering under the sting. His scent filled her lungs, a mix of sweat and musk and pure, unadulterated masculinity that made her toes curl with desire. His hands left her hips, moving up to grab her tits, and Veronica came again from his rough handling.

The cold hardness of the table pressed into her tits and belly, and she arched to meet his thrusts. He was overpowering, forcing his hips to smack into hers roughly, breaching her womb with every stroke. She felt him grow inside of her, filling her up, claiming her.

Veronica loved this, loved knowing that he owned her completely. It was as if her body was made for this exact purpose, no other man could compare. His sweat dripped down her spine, sending shivers of pleasure coursing through her. She tasted it as he went deeper, pushing against her limits. She couldn't believe how much she loved this feeling of being used and taken. The table rocked under their fervor, and the money crinkled and rustled as they moved.

He pulled out forcefully, groaning, and slapped her ass cheeks before plunging back in, his fat cockhead dragging against her G-spot, sending her into an orgasm she hadn't known was possible. He slammed into her again and again, her moans rising with each entry.

Veronica cried out as he impaled her once more, clawing at his back and begging, "Please! Fill me up! Fill me!"

She felt like she could take anything he had to give. His monstrous cock stretched and filled her to bursting, sinking deep into her cervix, making her sob with need. The floor beneath them creaked in protest, but it seemed to add to the sensation, like they were fucking against the world.

She loved the feel of his rough hands gripping her ample breasts, her hardened nipples stabbing into his palms, causing a sting that only made her crave more of his dominance. Her head tilted back, her eyes rolled back in her head, and she let out a groan of pure lust.

"Yesss... oh God, yessss..." she moaned, begging for more of his possession, his dominance.

"Fucking...christ..." he groaned. "Fuck yeah."

He came, his seed hot and thick inside her, filling her womb to the brim, marking her as his own. As his cock throbbed inside her, spurting her with his hot cum, Veronica felt complete. This was what she was meant for, to be used and discarded by a real man like him.

Mark pulled out, his cock covered in her juices, and she could see a hint of her pink slit glistening in the ATM's fluorescent light. He stepped back, admiring her, covered in their combined juices, her legs shaking, her chest heaving, her eyes filled with lust and adoration.

"You're a natural, slut." He smirked, admiring his handiwork before buttoning up his pants. He gripped her ass and then slapped her tight abdomen. “God, you’re in fine shape.”

“Thank you, Master.” Veronica was still recovering. “I work out every day. I’m a member of Ultrafem.”

He looked at her blankly.

“It’s a gym.”

“Oh yeah? Lots of girls like you there?”

“It’s only girls.”

Now he was really interested. “Where?”

* * * * *
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CECILIA ARRIVED BACK at work at four-thirty in the morning, finished with her three-week vacation in just three days.

She had always been able to crush all her tasks, even relaxation. Completing all her vacation in such a short time filled her with pride; she had fucking nailed it.

Pride was fleeting, however, and based entirely on regular accomplishments. She had to work, and to work, she had to be at her job.

But the state of her gym had her unsteady as she entered through the back office.

The lights were off, first of all. That was a problem.

Ultrafem was supposed to open at five AM, which meant the full coterie of its staff was supposed to be there and be fully prepared to cater to the whims and needs of its high-status clientele.

Some of Cecilia’s previous employees had complained, from time to time, about the long hours and negligible benefits, the almost non-existent paid time-off, and the low pay. They were quickly and summarily fired “without cause” (although of course she had plenty; she merely hadn’t been required to state one) and their reputations tarnished should any of their potential future employers ask for a recommendation. This only needed to happen a few times, to well-liked individuals, for the rest to get the message.

Cecilia walked the rounds, slowly turning on the lights and then using the panel in the storage depot behind the gym to power up the machines, televisions, speakers, air-conditioning, and so on. The gym was well-sized and had three floors—an entry level with cardio machines and a yoga studio and several other such classrooms, a second floor with a completely outfitted weight room, and a third floor that was mostly Cecilia's considerably luxurious office and the tiny cubicles she allotted for her peons.

She continued to see no one. Very odd. Someone would have to be fired. At least one staffer should have been on schedule to be there already, pre-cleaning the various weight benches and yoga mats and exercise bikes.

They should have been cleaned at the end of their shifts the day before, of course, but double-clean equipment was one of many such high standards that set Ultrafem apart from its competition.

And, besides that, there was a lot of cleaning that needed to be done, if the smell assaulting her nostrils and infiltrating her lungs was anything to go off.

Ultrafem was in its third year of business, and it was doing the best it had ever done.

96% Belp rating; 4.5 out of 5 stars on Goggles (all reviews lower than three stars, Cecilia had personally accompanied with biting remarks from a retinue of burner accounts saying that the reviewer wasn't to be trusted); five out of 5 on GymSource; 9.8 on GymAdvisor from the international lesbian community. She was well on her way to having the hottest gym in the city, and the hottest clientele to match.

Ultrafem boasted 90% occupancy during peak hours, and that was just in its first year. Its second had seen its clientele base explode as word-of-mouth spread. Cecilia had mined her network of elite high-society contacts from her days as an up-and-coming tennis star, before an injury had left her unable to compete (and had also left her with a tidy severance package, a settlement from the company responsible for the faulty racket string, and a newfound hatred for anything testosterone-related) to build the clientele base from day one, and maintained it with a two-pronged approach: utter exclusivity and relentless quality control.

Membership was by invitation only, and invitations were only extended to people Cecilia or her hand-picked staff of trainers and front-desk girls found attractive, socially connected, and rich enough.

Opened as a lesbian gym, Ultrafem had quickly found itself attracting a devout following of heterosexual housewives, trophy wives, and the like—as well as single heiresses, models, and socialites who simply didn't want to be bothered by horny men as they worked out. Cecilia didn’t mind the cash influx, but she did insist that the gym maintain its all-female, all-femme-presenting identity.

The result was, of course, the best of all worlds—a gym full of gorgeous, toned, beautiful women, mostly of the rich and blond variety. Anybody else was politely turned away.

Cecilia wore, as she always wore, tight white spandex while she patrolled the expansive gym looking for her employees. Her body was tight, sculpted, and perfect. Her workout clothes felt like a suit of armor; her sports bra covering up her substantial cleavage even as it displayed the tremendous shape of her bust on her tiny built body. She wore white because it impossible to hide flaws for women who wore white. Not just stains or sweat, but flaws. You had to be ultra-fit to even consider wearing anything close to skintight if it was white, otherwise you looked like a lumpy bag of laundry.

Cecilia, naturally, looked spectacular in it.

Her leggings were skintight, and even just a tad loose around her waist even though they were the smallest size available. These things mattered to women who noticed, and all the clientele of Ultrafem always noticed. Cecilia was showcasing the kind of relentless dedication and determination she had to looking spectacular.

She worked out daily, just before bed, sliding into sleep at eight in the evening every night to wake up at four-fifteen every morning. Her skin shone with healthy, deep, moisturized shine; her lips puffy, glossy, kissable, and clearly off-limits to anyone she didn’t approve (which itself was clearly everyone).

Cecilia loved looking incredible, fuckable, incredibly fuckable. But she absolutely didn't want to be fucked, ever.

Maybe with Nora, she mused, powering up the second floor's weight machines. But even then, Cecilia would be the one doing the fucking.

She continued her search. No one in the spin room. Nothing in the locker rooms. The entire weight room, empty. The yoga studio, empty. What was going on? There was nothing except that awful stench.

It wasn’t that bad. Just intrusive. She wondered if there had been some kind of chemical spill. She felt a little light-headed. Surely, even her idiot employees would have called her. Nora would have let her know, wouldn’t she? She could trust Nora at least.

Her second-in-command, and a sensationally sexy young woman, Cecilia didn't know if she liked Nora more because of how good she was at her job being Cecilia's lieutenant, or because of how hard Cecilia came when she fingered herself stupid watching high-def security camera footage of Nora doing hot yoga.

The stench wasn’t the only issue. There were clothes everywhere, often clothes covered in sticky stains that also carried the same stench. Women’s clothing—sports bras and lingerie and tights and short-shorts. Weights had been knocked off trees and benches and machines and were left in odd piles all around.

The televisions, once turned on, all displayed aggressively hardcore pornography.

What was going on?

She should have been angrier, she realized. Furious, really. Her gym? Her ultra-exclusive, female-led, female-safe gym showing porno on every screen?

She took a deep breath. She took several. That hot, pleasant scent filling her brain.

It must have been the vacation, she thought. She relaxed too hard. Yes, that was it. Any minute now, and her fury would fill her, and she'd take care of business with a flurry of phone calls to her seven lawyers.

Cecilia took five minutes and opened the front doors, activating the automated check-in system, and positioned some large box fans to try and drive out the smell. She barely noticed the way that continuing to breath it in had her nipples hard and peeking through the fabric of her sports bra.

Finally, she gathered up the many discarded clothes she found and put them in a trash bag, creating an impromptu lost-and-found. She could throw them away at the end of the week if no one claimed them; in the meantime, she’d put them in her office where none of her valued customers could see them out. 

She believed a big part of Ultrafem’s success was her blind commitment to its mission—Hot Women Can Run The World.

Cecilia didn’t believe that combating sexism head on. It was useless, why bother? Men already owned all the capital and wrote all the checks, so why bother trying to negotiate with them?

Men were evil, not stupid, and they wouldn’t just give away their leverage because someone had earned a spot higher than them. Believing that was naivety.

The only solution, really, was to take everything away from them. And the only way to do that was by blindsiding them with their own stupid hormones, to make them so flustered and forgetful from powerful hard-ons and fantasies of office sexpets that they didn’t realize they were the ones being fucked.

Naturally, she had to disguise this mission a bit. She had to deliver the message piecemeal to her gym’s members. The public mission statement was Women Can Run The World.

To draw in the right sort of crowd, she held regular seminars. She equipped her facilities with the finest equipment in a seven-state area, and she had incredibly exclusive body requirements for the women who joined.

Hot women already had a bias for hot women, after all. Whiny losers who couldn’t eat a salad need not apply to the most exclusive luxury gym in the Western World.

With the fans set up to drive off the smell, the clothes gathered in her office, and the automatic check-in system enabled, she had a little time to do more investigation. It was five-fifteen. The gym was technically open, but most women wouldn't start filing in until six-thirty at the earliest. In her office was her computer, and on her computer she could access the digital security footage over the last three days to figure out what had happened.

Her assumption was something had happened to Nora, or perhaps that she hadn’t shown up at all. Nora was gorgeous, smart, attentive, and responsible. She ran the gym in Cecilia's absence, or she was supposed to, at any rate.

The scent was stronger in her office, now. It was all the clothes. Cecilia thought about moving them out, but then she thought about Nora again and touched her tits, and that was sooo much better.

She giggled a little bit. Thinking of Nora. Sexy, sexy Nora. So hot and silly and sexy, was Sexy Nora.

Nora was also the reason that Cecilia had purchased security cameras that created footage which Cecilia could enjoy in ultra high-definition. So—not for the first time—she locked her office door and began to search through the footage, one hand on the mouse and the other attending the most sensitive parts of her body.

She quickly found Nora on Noray morning, the first day of Cecilia's vacation. Minding the entrance, doing her duties supervising the many employees. The gorgeous young blonde, thin and tight and busty, was so terrifically delicious that she could have been the beautiful Cecilia's younger sister.

Scandinavian in origin, elegant, Nora looked right at home in her pale pink tights and cleavage-baring sports bra with her hair drawn back in a high pony. She held a tablet in one hand, looking authoritative and like another species compared to the merely-pretty women who walked in. Then, someone else arrived, and everything changed...

* * * * *
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NORA TURNED TO LOOK at the—frankly, quite ugly—man who had entered with Veronica and another gorgeous woman on his arm. He wore sweatpants and an old, ratty t-shirt; the three of them couldn’t have been more mismatched.
The first thing she noticed was that he hadn’t just entered the same time as Veronica and this other girl. Nor was he simply with them. No, instead, Veronica hung on his arm, her long legs crossing over in front of his so that her every high-heeled step meant that her thighs, hips, and crotch rubbed all over his crotch and obscenely large bulge.
Nora focused on Veronica, because she knew her, had worked out with her in the past. But the other girl mirrored Veronica exactly, except for being somehow twice as hot. Where Veronica was beautiful, she was ethereal. Where Veronica was young, she was younger. Where Veronica was thin and busty, she was thinner and bustier. She looked almost like some kind of real-life wet dream cartoon. Her hair was deep and dark, and her eyes were bright green.

Veronica looked like she was in love. She looked like she was obsessed. It looked good on her; Veronica was wildly gorgeous, a brunette with startling blue eyes, and her intense, evident heat and happiness turned Nora on within moments of seeing her. And then, there was the smell...

It smelled like...sex? But a really nice sex. Like good, cummy yummy, comfy sex that made your thoughts drift while you sucked the cock of a real man and...

She blinked rapidly, exorcising the thoughts. She had a job to do, and if she messed it up, she’d have to deal with Cecilia.

Happy Cecilia was a good mentor. Patient, firm, exacting, and knowledgeable. Angry Cecilia was an eldritch terror from another dimension.

“Excuse me, sorry.” Nora put on her best fuck-you smile. “There’s no men allowed in this gym. It’s our most important rule. You can wait for your...friends...outside.”

She was careful not to say “girlfriends.” That clearly wasn’t the case. Veronica was absurdly out of this ugly wretch’s league, even if he happened to smell nice and even if Veronica and the other girl looked wildly in love with him.

Maybe he was paying them or something? Or maybe he was rich, and the two lovely girls had decided to give him the full “girlfriend experience.” That must have been it. The one super-hot girl recruited Veronica somehow, and now they were both working this ugly slob for all the money he had.

Even if he smelled...really nice.

Like, so nice.

But, so what? So what if he had showered recently? Did that mean she would break down everything about herself and suck his cock like a good girl just because he said so? Did that mean she was going to be his fertile fuckdoll and breed for him for the rest of her life just because he might have idly preferred it? Did it mean...

...wait. Once again, Nora tried to clear her thoughts and blinked rapidly. What?

You don’t mind that I’m here, he said.

She heard the words, she knew she did. She saw his mouth moving, but it was hard to actually understand that he had spoken when she just didn’t mind that he was here.

In fact, you’re excited I’m here. You’re devastated by me. You can’t believe how lucky you are to be in my presence. You want to be one of my girlfriends more than anything else you’ve ever wanted in your whole life.

Nora’s brain skipped like a bad VHS tape. Scratchy images filled her memory suddenly, becoming her entire life. Waking up that morning and dreaming of this man. His name was Mark. She was in love with him. Devastated by him. He devastated her. She thought of him and had nothing left for anything else.

“Welcome, Sir,” she purred. “Thank you so much for being here. I want to make every moment of yours incredible...” she trailed off, blushing.

Somewhere in her mind she knew that she was a virgin when it came to guys, that men had given her incredibly expensive gifts for the opportunity to date her, that she had driven a few girls into psychiatric care after dating them because they were so upset that they would never have anyone as hot as her ever again licking their pussies.

She didn’t care. He could treat her like trash and she would love it, so long as he noticed her at all.

He smiled at her. Fuck, that smile. If the smell of him alone had been enough to make her want to give up her career, her dreams, her entire life’s mission, why, that smile could have convinced her to hand over her soul.

“Thanks.” He grabbed her by the pussy, and Nora came, suddenly soaking her tiny tights. “I’m here for a tour.”

Nothing compared to him. Nora was convinced. Perfect, perfect, Mark. Mark who smelled so good. Mark who was so handsome, so smart, so rich... Mark whose cock she knew, deep down, would split her in half any time he wanted.

Her heart, her brain, her soul was a wasteland, and he was the one who had laid waste to her. And she was so fucking grateful. Her smile turned from snide and superior to supplicative and inviting. The sudden orgasm felt like it had infected her mind, left her deeply vulnerable to cumming again and again. She positioned her long, long arms against the sides of her heavy breasts, pushing her gathered titflesh up and out, and then pushed her hands up underneath her knockers as well to continue to enhance the effect of her tiny sports bra.

“I’m...I’m Nora?”

She was suddenly unsure. She was so lucky to be in front of him. It was unreal. Was anything certain, now? She had to do everything she could according to his approval.

“Sure you are, babe. You’re a little sexier than this one." He nodded at Veronica. "Come here and do what Clara does.”

She found herself attached to his other arm, the opposite of the dark-haired stunner Clara. Veronica had been unceremoniously dumped to one side, tripping as he pushed her away, and was now on the floor staring up at Nora with open jealousy. Nora winked at her, arrogant in how she deserved this god’s presence.

This lasted only a minute before she looked at Clara—who clearly was hotter than her, and who still captured more of her love’s attention. Nora couldn't help but start staring at Clara jealously, feeling catty for his attention.

“Darling,” Nora kissed his ear and grabbed his thick torso. “Don’t you think it would be better if you and I—”

Cut that shit out. You love each other. But more importantly, you’re all my property and you know I like peace and quiet. Shut up and be good girls.

She shared long, knowing looks with Veronica and Clara that lasted a thousand years, the kind of special bond that only hot good girls for their Man could have. She kissed his neck, his chin, rubbed his hard bulge through his pants, each and every hot action made hotter by the knowledge that Clara mirrored her on the other side and that Veronica would do the same if she could.

Mark's smile made her heart skip a beat. Nora was convinced that he could do no wrong. She felt her entire being drawn towards him, like a planet circling the sun. The scent of his body and the heat radiating off of him were intoxicating. She couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like to have him fuck her, to be under his total control.

"Now," he said, gripping Nora again by the ass. "I want a tour."

"Yes, Mark. Anything for you." She breathed, her voice shaking with excitement.

Nora couldn't believe she was here, in front of him, and he wanted something from her. Her mind was aflame with possibilities, her body thrumming with anticipation.

As they walked through the gym, they passed by several other women—some members, some staff, all of them graceful and regal in their movements. Each one caught sight of Mark and their faces lit up with desire and submission. They knew who they were dealing with — the most powerful man in the world. The air crackled with electricity every time he passed by.

The instant Mark's presence filled the room, the gathered women all looked up, their faces flushed and a whimper escaping their lips. One by one, they started to unbutton or unzip their outfits, revealing themselves to him without hesitation. Their bodies, hard and beautiful from years of fitness and upkeep, suddenly became little more than places where these once-independent women needed his eyes. 

The soft lighting cast an ethereal glow over the women exercising or stretching, all of them looking up at the trio with admiration and desire as they passed by. Every woman's eyes were immediately drawn to Mark, their faces flushed with excitement and need. He was like a magnet for their pussies, and they couldn't help but instinctively spread their legs wider or wet their lips or toss their hair in his presence, offering him access to their most intimate places.

Nora led them through their state-of-the-art cardio workout area, filled with treadmills and stair machines and ellipticals. One young woman was on a treadmill, her eyes trained on Mark as he passed by, a look of pure devotion on her face as she ran harder and harder, trying to catch his eye. He did not return her gaze, but she didn't seem to care — the mere sight of him was enough to drive her harder. If Nora was her, she would have worked out until she collapsed from exhaustion.

Clara looked around the gym, snuggling in tighter to Mark.

“None of them are as pretty as me,” she said smugly. “I’m sorry, darling. I think we may have already gotten the pick of the litter.”

He kissed her for a long time, rewarding her arrogance by grabbing her pussy and making her cum. Hot young women on the nearby stair machines—trophy wives for local businessmen, if Nora recalled correctly—whimpered and touched their tits in appreciation.

After a moment, Mark turned away from Clara and pushed his Clara-juice soaked fingers into Nora’s mouth, enjoying toying with his pets.

“What do you think, doll? Did we get all the good ones? Should I even bother with being here?”

Nora thought very hard. Good girls weren’t really supposed to use their brains, so it was quite important to do it right when asked. 

“There are some really pretty ones we can call in for like, a prize of some kind?” Nora suggested. “To get them here so you can have them. And then there’s my boss, Cecilia. She’s out of town but she’ll be back soon. You’ll want to breed her for certain, though.”

She required no encouragement to suggest this outside of the love she had for him and the total commitment she had to his control. 

Already, the memory of her life was slowly being completely altered to form nothing but lifelong worship of her one god’s glory. She believed totally in his divinity, and everything else was rearranged to support this fact. She had no parents, no friends, no aspirations or desires. Only blind, fervent worship of this living god and the desire to make him happy and hard.

“Do it. I’ll play with these girls some more while I wait.”

He pushed Nora away to make his will complete, and immediately Veronica lifted up from her crawling position behind him and slid into his grip to ensure he always had his hands where he wanted—snugging tight up against fertile barely legal teenage pussy. His fingers slid deep inside her ass crack, holding her there tight—the same way he held Clara on the other side.

Nora snapped at the nearest staff girl—some forgettable blonde she’d have to whore out soon for not being thin and busty enough—and ordered her to call a list of names of the hottest women who went to the gym. 

It was, now that she had been ordered to do so by Mark, easy for her to remember such things, for as far as she was now concerned, she had spent her whole life preparing for this exact moment. 

She also had the girl rush and raid pairs of high heels from the locker room and, failing that, the nearby luxury clothing store—enough for all the truly hot girls to wear as they worked out. Buying the heels outright would cost Nora thousands, perhaps tens of thousands, but she hardly cared. 

Money existed solely to please Master.

That done, she returned her grateful gaze to her Master with a loving, aching, needy smile. He was staring at a hot young Latina with a rock-hard body named Selita. She was a fitness influencer with close to seventy thousand followers.

He was watching do deadlifts in a corner with Clara urgently stroking him through his shorts while Veronica whispered in his ear. Very quickly Nora joined them, she and Clara giggling while they adored his body.

“Yeah...lift it. Fuck yeah. This is great.”

He spoke like he was watching porn. His eyes fixated on Selita’s well-muscled back and bright orange spandex hot pants. 

“Keep going, that’s right...whoa!”

Selita racked her weight and turned to look at Mark. She smiled with deep, wild, crushing abandon, filled with a furious need to please this incredible man. His scent no doubt filled her nose, her lungs, her brain, and had now for several minutes. Mark let out a sharp breath as she saw Selita—her crooked nose and other slightly asymmetrical features.

Nora, who had never found anything wrong with how Selita looked before, suddenly saw how lowly she seemed in relationship to Clara, Veronica, or herself. The time that Selita had spent learning ju-jitsu meant she had broken her nose a few times, and it showed. 

“Oh, her face is kind of busted, huh?” Mark shook his head. 

Clara tsked. “A waste of a perfectly fine body, that.”

Nora prickled. You weren’t supposed to judge women like that.

“Oh, she’s really fit actually,” she began. “And if you just—“

She’s really ugly, and you can’t stand ugly women. They don’t belong here, or anywhere. She’s slime compared to you, because you’re really fucking hot.

Nora was.

So.

Fucking.

Hot. 
What the fuck was up with this Selita bitch thinking she actually belonged in this gym?
They should just throw her out for being so conceited as to lift in front of real women!

“You are so right, Master. She’s hideous.” Nora spat, and meant every word of it. Selita’s face flushed with humiliation as she stared at the ground.

“There’s a good girl.”

He patted her ass, and Nora moaned with delight, her pussy clenching in anticipation of maybe, one day, feeling his cock inside her if she was good enough.

Her brain had skipped through a few moments again. That was so sexy and fun. Thinking all the time really wasn’t for good girls like her. She was so lucky that her Man knew what to do. 

When her brain turned back on, her vision slowly losing its fast-forward blur, her hand was covered in hot, beautiful precum from his cock and saliva from where Veronica kept leaning down to lick it off and her throat was bulging with his shaft and cockhead.

She heard him using his special voice to talk to someone else. She could tell he was using his voice—something about the tone—but because it wasn’t directed at her, she heard it as a voice and not as a deep internal Godlike command.

“You’re nothing but a servant from now on. You don’t deserve any better because of how busted your face is, ugly. Go around,” he pointed to the crowd of women in the gym that had gathered behind him, sweaty and constantly running in place or stretching, “and gather up everyone’s credit cards, social security info, ID cards, and pin numbers. I guess their cash too. Make sure they give up any extra saving accounts as well. Got that?”

“Yes, Sir. I’m so sorry, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

Nora, because it was hot and so was she, sneered at the nameless, ugly girl while she walked away—even as she sucked Mark’s cock. It was easy to look arrogant and superior when you had a cock in your mouth, because there was nothing more superior than sucking her Man’s cock.

He came just moments later, watching Selita walk away, painting Nora’s throat and then her lips and face with his hot, salty seed. She cleaned herself slowly, Veronica helping out with several long loving licky kisses, while she tried valiantly to keep up with her Master’s desires. 

Down the line of the squat rack there was one more girl who had not yet become part of the crowd. There was an air vent next to her, perhaps limiting the amount of Mark’s scent and presence she absorbed.

Regardless, as they came closer, this dissipated entirely. The girl stared at him, posing her hot body against the weight rack, clearly needing him like every good girl should.

Nora recognized her, as she recognized everyone in the gym. Her name was Maya Ling. She was a young Asian influencer, who regularly tried to combat gender roles and assumptions with her content.

As his gaze fell upon her, Maya’s cheeks flushed and her breasts heaved gently with anticipation. Her gym outfit stretched tightly across her full chest, showcasing the perky flesh in her tight sports bra, nipples fully erect. Her toned arms flexed from years of working out, making her muscles pop under her skin. A thin sheen of sweat already began to form on her slim frame, accentuating her curves and drawing attention to how fit she really was.

Nearby on a weight bench, she had a small journal, as well as a bag full of books. Mark kicked the bag open, shoving it with his foot like a pile of leaves. Clara scoffed, tugging her body closer to his. She loved even his casual displays of dominance.  

“What the fuck is this shit?”

Maya was clearly flustered.

“I’m trying...I mean...you smell nice.”

“Answer me. What are you doing with all this?”

“I...um...” she gulped. “I challenge gender stereotypes by objectifying my body in various ways. I’ve been hitting the gym more so that I can maximally address the—“

“And all these books?” he chuckled, looking through her bag without permission. “What the fuck is this shit?”

Liberal girls like this disgusted Nora, Clara, and Veronica. Conservative women knew their place in the world. They knew they belonged supporting their man at all times, getting pregnant and raising good little girls for him to be his servants down the line. Liberal sluts who thought they could beat biology disgusted her.

“I’m an autodidact. I need to learn on my own about 3D printing and coding and web design. It’s the future of—”

Girls can’t code. Everyone knows that.

Maya’s eyes filled with tears. Nora smirked. Master was using his voice again, this time on all of them.

Girls couldn’t code. Men could, because men were superior to women in every way, of course. It was in their nature. Women like her were just a vulgar, slutty joke—a bad taste joke at that. She’d been so blind before, thinking she could ever amount to anything more than a cum receptacle.

“Oh.” She gulped and nodded. “Right. I shouldn’t have...bought those textbooks. They’re hundreds of dollars, and—“

“You can’t read at all, actually.”

More glint to his voice, this time directed entirely at Maya. Maya’s eyes went fuzzy.

“I...I can’t...”

“You’re the stupidest girl in the world, actually.”

She squirmed, struggling to stand, like it was too much brainpower for her to both be upright and breathe at the same time.

“So...so stupid...”

Maya giggled, a silly smile on her face.

“Why are you pretending to be smart? You’re just a fucktoy, fucktoy.”

His voice had the special glint again.

“But...”

“No buts, slut. Strip.”

Maya hesitated.

“Strip, you slutty little whore, or I’ll do it for you.”

She trembled, but he was in control and they both knew it.

Slowly, she stripped completely, revealing an athletic but still feminine body. Her bare breasts were perky and firm with all the work she’d done, and her abs were well defined from hours upon hours of cardio and a strict diet—all, in the end, just to be used by Mark.

“You know why you’re here, right?”

Maya nodded, and, wordless, she dropped to her knees, her body trembling. “You’re here to be a cumslut for a real man, aren’t you?”

Veronica let out a soft moan, her hands running through her own long, luscious hair. She loved watching this happen to Maya. 

Mark's words sent shivers down Maya's spine as she knelt before him, offering herself for his manhood. She felt the weight of his gaze on her body, taking in every inch of her fit form; the sweat now dripping profusely from her skin, making it glisten in the dim light of the room. Veronica, Nora, and Clara watched eagerly from the sidelines, their eyes gleaming with anticipation and lust.

He pulled down his pants, revealing his thick, meaty cock, already fully hard again at the thought of using this pathetic fucktoy. It throbbed in front of her face as she leaned forward, her long dark hair falling over her shoulders. She reached out tentatively, her slender fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of his shaft before taking it into her mouth and then began to suck. Quickly, his precum filled her mouth as she bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper with each downward stroke.

"That's it, dummy,” said Clara. “You're nothing but a cumslut now. You're here to service real men like Mark, aren't you?"

Maya whimpered, her mind awhirl with pleasure-filled submission, and nodded eagerly as she sucked.

Mark's grip on her head tightened as he thrust deeper into her waiting mouth, his breathing becoming ragged.

“That’s it,” he growled, slapping her face. "Suck me off, you worthless whore!"

Maya yelped with pain, but the stinging sensation only spurred her on further. She moaned around his cock, her pussy throbbing with anticipation as she felt him growing harder and harder inside her mouth. With each passing moment, all she could think about was pleasing him, making him cum inside her unworthy mouth.

Nora, watching the scene unravel before her, let out a low growl of arousal. She loved seeing other women debase themselves for their man's pleasure.

"That's right, slut," Mark growled, grabbing Maya's hair and guiding her mouth further onto his shaft. "Suck it like you mean it, you fucking whore."

Maya's cheeks flushed with shame and arousal, her eyes watering slightly as she struggled to breathe around his thick member. She took more of him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his head, coaxing even more precum from his rock-hard cock. 

"God, I love a submissive bitch," Clara purred, running her manicured nails down her inner thigh. "Look at her just beg for it."

"Oh, fuck!" Mark groaned, bucking his hips into Maya's mouth. "That's it, you worthless cunt. You're nothing but a cumslut, aren't you? You live to swallow my load, don't you?"

Maya nodded.

Mark pulled himself out of her pretty mouth.

“I want to hear you say it.” He chuckled for a moment. “In fact, I don’t want to hear you say anything else.” His voice suddenly carried that special glint once more. “You don’t say anything from now on except that you’re a stupid slut who does what I say.”

Maya’s eyes glazed. 

“I’m a stupid slut who does what you say,” said Maya. “I’m a stupid—”

She squealed as he turned her over on all fours. Already naked, he was able to grab her tits with abandon, his heavy belly resting on her back. Soon, Clara and Veronica and Nora were all pushing their hot young tight bodies up against him as he shoved inside of Maya.

“Keep going, slut!” Clara barked.

“I’m a stupid slut. I do what you say!” Maya moaned. She came immediately from his forceful entrance into her tight pussy, and continued to cum as he kept thrusting inside her. “I’m a stupid slut. I do what you say!”

“Atta girl!” Veronica cheered.

Their bodies rocked together, merged in their special, intimate way, as Maya bawled her eyes out, finally free from the shackles of her cursed freedom.

“Louder, whore!” Clara slapped her ass.

“I’M A STUPID SLUT WHO DOES WHAT YOU SAY!”

“Good. Fucktoy. Just a stupid fucktoy,” Mark grunted, pounding her.

The room filled with the sounds of their ruthless lovemaking, the smacking of their bodies and Maya's muffled moans as she called herself a stupid slut, a cum receptacle, a worthless fucktoy. The humiliation only heightened her arousal, her pussy clenching around Mark's thick cock, which plunged relentlessly in and out of her wet folds.

"You're a fucking cumslut, aren't you? A stupid, worthless fucktoy!" he grunted, spanking her ass again.

"I’m a stupid slut. I do what you say!" Maya moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Veronica, Nora, and Clara circled them, their hands roaming over their own bodies, moaning in delight at the sight of Maya's degradation. They were living out their wildest fantasies watching Mark enjoy this stupid slut like this.

Finally he looked ready to cum.

“Whore, I’m going to cum. Where do you think my cum belongs?”

"I’m a stupid slut. I do what you say!" Maya panted, her voice a desperate whimper.

Clara, Veronica, and Nora all laughed with lustful glee as Maya clenched her cunt tight around his cock, squeezing him to urge his cum inside her. She shivered in pleasure, her eyes glazed over in a haze of submission and complete abandon.

"That's it, slut," Mark said, panting. "You're nothing but a cumslut. A worthless fucktoy, born to service real men like me. You don’t deserve to breed like these real women.”

And with that, he pulled out of her and shoved her around. Clara and Nora held her in place while he came all over her face. His hot, sticky seed shot all over her back and then her tits and face as he pulled out of her young fertile body.

“I’m a stupid slut who does what you say.” Maya said, cum dripping down her face.

Veronica leaned in and licked a dollop off the corner of her mouth. “Mmm.”

“You’re a worthless cumslut, aren’t you?” Clara asked.

She only had eyes for Mark. “I’m a stupid slut. I do what you say.”

With that, the three of them left a sobbing Maya on the floor, cum dripping down her face and onto her heaving chest. She was mere feet away, but the distance between her and Mark might as well have been light years. Nora understood why. Maya was plenty cute, but barely an 8 when it came right down to it. Master fucked her to make her stupid, and now that he had ruined her life, there was no real point in continuing.

He grabbed Nora and Clara and put them down in front of him, using his power to make both girls cum simultaneously as they began to make out. He was still hard. What a man. Always hard. He nodded at Veronica and gestured to Maya.

“Send her off to some city somewhere to become a whore. Make her charge a nickel a fuck.”

“Yes, Master.” Veronica nodded, her wicked mind already clearly full of bad intentions. “Of course, Master.”

“You,” he pointed to Nora. “Whatever your name is. Get on your knees. I want to breed you for a while.”

Nora came. It was the happiest she had been in her entire life. She didn’t stop cumming, in fact, for the rest of the day. 

—————
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“HUHH...” CECILIA MOANED. “Huhhhhh...holy shit. Holy shit. So powerful...so much power...” 

Cecilia watched Nora’s transformation, Mark’s domination of the entire gym, and the orgy that followed with sick, horny fascination.

She was so fucking turned on. Why was she so turned on? She saw depictions of mind control, body transformation, the ruination of dozens of women.

And yet it made her wet as fuck. She watched and fingered herself, breathing in the gloriously sexy scents in the air, twisting her nipples like radio knobs to dial in on one cum after another.

It was...it was the scent, she realized. Fucking with her head. All those clothes. All those clothes full of his cum. Drool coated her lips, slipped down her chin. 

She had to get rid of the clothes, somehow. Maybe if she...if she sucked them? Sucked and licked and kissed them enough, then the properties of erosion would eventually get rid of her mind. 

She gulped. 

No, that was wrong. Not her mind. The problem. 

The problem was her mind. She minded her mind so much, and it was so tiring trying to mind. It was better just to give in, kneel, lick him...

Someone knocked at the door.

“G-go away,” said Cecilia, not really caring. Her legs splayed out and her tits exposed. “I don’t want...don’t want any...”

It was Nora who entered, only...it wasn’t. She wore a tight jean jacket, a pair of black high heels, and a bikini. That was it. 

She looked incredible. 

She was still obviously Nora. Her body hadn’t changed that much. But in the ways that it had, it was obscenely sexy. Everything about her had tightened. Tight belly becoming tighter. Tight hot cleavage becoming a little bit more full. Gorgeous thick hair losing all split ends and perfectly running down her back in an apparently-divinely-managed waterfall of silk. Her skin shining and perfect.

She looked like someone had made a picture-perfect Nora in a video game, and then adjusted all the sliders to the max. Maximum Nora, that’s what this was.

“Hi, boss. Would you open the safe for me? It was the only real piece of money we weren’t able to get, and Master deserves everything.”

“I...I...” Cecilia gulped. “I...”

Nora slid down into her lap and stroked her hair.

“Come on, boss. Master deserves everything.”

Cecilia was frozen in place. “I...I...”

Nora kissed her neck, sliding her fingers inside her soaked slit.

“Oh...oh, fuck!” Cecilia moaned.

Nora smiled, looking up at her boss with lust-crazed eyes. "You like that, boss? Mmm, I’ll eat you out every day if you just open the safe for me. Master wants everything, and he deserves it."

Cecilia gripped the edge of her desk, her nails digging into the wood as she struggled to maintain any semblance of control.  

“I know I’m really sexy. I was sexy before, but I’m incredible now. Do you want to lick my pussy?”

“I...” Cecilia gulped. “No. Look, Nora. I watched the tapes. You’re clearly not yourself. You should...you should come with me and—“

“That’s what I’m saying!” Nora grinned and got down on her knees.

In her bikini, slowly grinding into Cecilia’s body as she moved, she was an incredible sight.

“We should cum together. Here, I’ll go first.”

She came, obviously. Her face flushing. Body gyrating, even as she knelt.

“Master likes me. I’m just a fucktoy to him. But he likes me a lot because I’m so pretty and because being mean to ugly bitches looks so good on me. I look like I’m supposed to be as smart as I am, he says, which means that I’m really dumb, like way way dumber than him, but I don’t look like a complete fucking moron about it? Which annoys him, you know?”

Cecilia merely nodded, breath ragged, as Nora continued to talk and pulled Cecilia’s skimpy panties and shorts down.

“So he lets me cum whenever I want. Isn’t he the best? I can’t wait to suck his cock with you.”

Cecilia wanted this so bad. Everything smelled so good. The smell from the clothes felt like it had doubled and re-doubled when Nora entered. 

“No. Please...stop. I’ve got to watch...watch these tapes. I’ve got to...got to...stop...please. Please. Oh fuck. Don’t stop.”

Nora had started licking her. 

“I don’t get it,” said Nora, somehow still speaking with perfect annunciation. “Didn’t you start this place because you love your body?”

She did. She did love her body. Nora was right. And her tongue was...

Her tongue was so right...

“The only real way to love your body is to be fucked by Master. He’s the only reason for a woman to have a body. We need to be bred by him. It’s biological. There’s no other excuse for us to exist at all other than to be really, really sexy and to be fucked stupid by him.”

Fucked stupid.

That was Cecilia right now. Fucked. Stupid. Nora’s tongue had her mind or whatever was left of it doing backflips. 

She groaned, cumming and wrapping her long thin legs around Nora’s face.

“Oh fuck. Oh my god. Oh my god, Nora, oh my gooodd!”

White-hot sensation eclipsed the totality of her brain’s surface. She blinked away for what felt like days. 

It was only moments later, when Nora didn’t stop licking, when Cecilia didn’t stop being incredibly horny, that she realized that she was truly lost. 

“You have to be a real woman. You have to go fuck him.”

“Just...fuck him...” Cecilia repeated dumbly. 

She giggled. Nora was changing her. That was so silly and cool. The tapes were running—the days-long orgy barely having gotten started. On the screen, Mark was cumming inside of Nora. 
“Just watch the tapes,” said Nora, fingering her expertly now. “Watch them. Watch him. Fall in love with him. He’s so amazing. He’s the best. Just watch him and understand how he fucks up our brains and then go to him and kneel and serve. That’s what will make you a good girl. You’re so lucky you’re not ugly. He would fuck up your life so bad if you were.”
One last time, Cecilia tried to protest, she really did. 

But as Nora’s skilled tongue and fingers worked their magic, all coherent thought fled her mind. All that remained was pleasure, and the women in the footage all fucking Mark and each other for her viewing pleasure.

She came, harder than she ever had, and her mind was filled with the image of Mark's smirking face, his eyes boring into hers as he fucked a never-ending stream of women before her very eyes.

"Yes," she whispered, cumming again. "Yes, I'll come for him. I'll serve him."

—————
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ROUGH, FORCEFUL FUCKING sounds woke Cecilia.

“Fuck!” The voice sounded incredibly familiar. “Fuck yes! Master, yes! Thank you, Master! Thank you! Thank youuuu!”

Cecilia’s head was buried in a pile of cum-stained clothing. It seemed like, at some point, she had tried out her erosion plan. 

It didn’t seem to have worked, although she did have a pair of cum-stained panties stuck in her mouth like a ball of tobacco chew. Whimpering, stretching, she slowly got up and looked around. 

Just behind her, Mark himself was there, fucking Nora on top of Cecilia’s desk. 

His belly hung over his chest. Crooked nose. His skin pale and scarred all over with acne.

He was a god, clearly. Cecilia had never been more attracted to anyone else.  

“Oh fuck, Master!” Cried Nora. “Master! Master! Fuck mee! Fuck me like the slave I am! Fuck me like the dumb slut I am!”

Mark grunted, slapping Nora’s ass until it was bright red.

He pistoned into her, slamming into her so hard that she banged her head against the desk’s hard surface. Nora didn’t seem to mind. Cecilia could see why; even the sound of Mark’s balls slapping against Nora’s clit was enough to make her wetter than she’d ever been in her life.

Cecilia crawled over to them, her bony knees knocking hard on the floor. Her moans sounded like another person, like someone else had taken control of her life. That was fine. It all belonged to Mark anyway. 

He finished inside of Nora, cumming hard enough that even more spurted out from her overfilled entrance before he even pulled out and started spraying across her back and ass. Nora, freshly fucked and high on cums, giggled and slid around on top of Cecilia’s desk. 

Finally, Mark looked in Cecilia’s direction. She waited patiently on her knees.

“What do you want?”

Cecilia gulped. She wished she had recited this. But it was hard for girls to think.

Gone was the independent businesswoman who thought women could run the world. She didn’t even think hot women could run the world anymore. She knew only what she was supposed to—that women were Mark’s property and had to look hot as hell all the time, no matter what. 

“You only...only want women who know what women are supposed to be.”

Nora slid off Cecilia’s desk and attached her cum-slick body to his leg, casually stroking him while they conversed.

“Oh yeah? And what’s that?”

“Pregnant. And servile. And...a-and...pregnant. So, so pregnant. Wearing lingerie. Fucked pregnant while she makes you a roast and then nearly falling over from being so full of triplets. And empty-headed. And all her thoughts and values just being whatever makes you hard. Just a loyal, red-pilled trophy who wants to make you hard.”

He smiled. “And?”

Cecilia’s cheeks flushed. “A...a woman who...loves...loves fucking you. Being fucked by you. Loves looking pretty for you.”

“Why me, specifically, though? There’s a lot of men out there who are way better-looking than me, right?”

Cecilia gulped. She didn’t really know why him specifically but she knew he was a god on Earth. Even now, as he stroked his cock and guided Nora’s face over to suck it clean, he oozed a masculine presence that made her knees weak.

“B-because...because you’re the one who’s fucking up our brains.”

He laughed, pleased with her answer. “You have potential, Cecilia. I like the way you look.”

Cecilia felt a warmth spread through her chest at the sound of his approval.

“But you need some work. I like my women dumber than this.”

Nora giggled. “Want to see how dumb I am?”

She started sucking his cock obediently, staring up at him with empty, worshipful eyes. He had fucked her into exhaustion, and yet still she kept going. A hot, energy-infinite gym bunny supreme.

“Ugh. Yeah. Like that.” He looked back to Cecilia. “This dumb broad thinks that she can suck me so good that I’ll keep her around. But I keep telling her—I fuck whoever I want. And there’s always hotter girls.”

Cecilia nodded eagerly. Perhaps that was the way forward?

“I wanted...I want to make you a deal,” she said excitedly.

She had to think. But it was so hard for girls to think...

“Oh yeah?” He smirked. “What’s that?”

“Um, just that, like, if you let me keep being smart and stuff, I can find more girls for you? I can keep making them hotter and hotter. I can give you all my money. And all the money I make from now on. I’ll just sleep here, there’s room in the office.”

“And if I let you do that, what do I get in return?”

“Oh, right. You get, um.” She gulped. How was this supposed to go? Deals were hard. She was just a girl. “Maybe I just suck your cock and give you whatever you want?”

He chuckled. “You’re not quite there yet, blondie. So you’ll find me girls who are younger, hotter, and dumber than Nora here?”

“Yes, Master!”

He smirked. “Good girl.” He patted her head and she purred. “Open up your legs. I’ll think about it.”

Cecilia beamed. "Thank you, Master!"

In moments, she was on her back on the carpet with her thighs spread and her knees up to her chest.

He groaned, pushing inside of her. Cecilia purred and came, feeling his incredible thickness fill her insides.

You’re my slave, forever.

His glinting voice rewrote all the braincells she had left. Cecilia was his slave, of course.

"Yes, Master," she whined, cumming again and again as he fucked her. "Anything you say, Master."

She would find him the hottest, dumbest girls. It was her only reason to live now. And if they weren’t dumb, she would help him make them as stupid as possible. Women didn’t deserve to read, to write, to do math, or anything like that. Women were trophies, set-pieces, eye-candy and nothing else.

The head of Mark's cock brushed against her cervix, making Cecilia gasp. Her walls clenched around him as he slid in further, filling her up inch by inch. He leaned down and kissed her neck, biting softly. "You're such a good little bitch," he growled into her ear. "I'm going to fuck you so good."

Nora watched eagerly from beneath him, her eyes shining with approval and lust. She reached out to play with herself, watching Cecilia get fucked like a slavegirl. It turned her on so much that she couldn't contain herself - her fingers dug into her skin as she edged closer to another climax.

Cecilia looked up at Mark as he began to thrust, watching his muscular body move with each powerful stroke. His skin was slick with sweat and his breath came in harsh pants as he took control of her body. She moaned loudly as he hit her G-spot again and again, driving her to ecstasy. The sensations were overwhelming; it felt like she was melting from the inside out.

He growled in satisfaction as he pounded against her, thrusting over and over again until she saw stars behind her eyelids. Every time he pulled back, she begged for more, wanting that fullness to engulf her entirely.

"You're mine now," he growled into her ear, his voice dripping with authority. "You belong to me."

"Yes," Cecilia whimpered, clinging to him as he brutally fucked her. "I'm yours, Master. I'm yours."

He wrapped his hands around her beautifully slender thighs and continued to pound into her tight pussy, showing her exactly who was in charge. With each thrust, Cecilia's mind emptied further and further until all that remained were the smug thoughts of serving him, pleasing him, and finding him the hottest, dumbest girls she could find.

And as she climaxed again and again, screaming his name at the top of her lungs, she knew that this was where she belonged — on her back, legs spread wide open for a man like Mark to use however he pleased. It was exactly where every woman should be.

He began to thrust wildly, clearly losing control.

“So hot. Fuck, you are so hot. Fuck. Fuck!”

Hips convulsing, he came deep inside her, filling her up like she belonged to him.

She did belong to him.

Cecilia's eyes rolled back in ecstasy as she felt his seed fill her womb, marking her as his own. A wave of contentment washed over her, replaced only by a newfound determination to find even better girls for him to fuck.

"I... I love you, Master," she panted as he pulled out of her, cum dripping down her thighs onto the sheets below.

He smirked down at her, stroking her hair condescendingly. "I know you do, dummy."

Already he was hard again. He was going to keep fucking her until she was pregnant and she couldn’t do anything but exist as a pregnant baby factory forever.

She was such an expert businesswoman. This was a great deal.

* * * * *
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“THAT’S IT, OLIVIA. Suck just like that. Make sure he enjoys it.”

Cecilia watched Olivia’s technique carefully. The young, petite blonde—eighteen only yesterday—would make quality breeding stock for their Master. She sucked a rubber phallus attached to a large column, practicing her fellatio. The entire gym had been converted to a sexual training center, complete with classes on Master’s wants and thorough reviews of all his likes and dislikes. 

“Don’t forget you’re nothing but property,” said Cecilia. “You have to always suck as if you can be thrown away tomorrow. You probably will be.” She sighed happily. “Your entire life will be meant for nothing but for the few furious brief times he decides to fuck you, if he does at all. The rest will be worth only the money you earn for him.”

Olivia moaned, cumming at the thought of their Master discarding her. “Mmmhmmm!” 

After just a few months, Master had fucked and impregnated Cecilia several times and was “totally over it.” Cecilia understood. He was god, after all, and she was just a woman. It was natural for him to be bored of her, especially when he got her so delightfully pregnant. 

The only reason he didn’t seem to get bored of Clara, or at least not yet, was that she was constantly changing her look from one day to the next. This also meant she had maximum insta engagement, which meant that he wanted to fuck her even more because more people wanted to fuck or be her...

Cecilia didn’t think it would last. Master’s needs were too complete. Clara had already given him plenty of babies, after all. What else could she possibly provide? 

Cecilia’s own womb already ached for his seed once more, but she knew his cock was reserved for special treats. She'd already given him three sets of triplets; she was so lucky. 

Her only purpose now was to find him the hottest, dumbest young things—and to make them even dumber if they weren’t already at that level.

She was excellent at tasks. She always had been. She would find him every hot breedable babe in the world if she had to. She would be a good slave. 

# # #
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