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The casting room was blinding—walls white, floor white, light flooding from panels above that made every curve, every flaw, impossible to hide. I stood near the back, heels planted, arms loose at my sides like they told us to. The other girls were thinner, harder, blank-faced. I saw their glances when I walked in. Some looked once, then looked away. Too much tit. Too much ass. One of them actually whispered “off type.”

I swallowed it. Tried to stand taller. Didn’t help. I wasn’t runway. I knew it. My hips swayed when I walked, no matter how stiff I tried to keep them. My tits bounced even when I wore a minimizer. And my thighs? They had a mind of their own.

The casting director was halfway through the girl ahead of me, rattling off her stats, when I felt it shift.

A ripple through the room.

Then silence.

Footsteps—slow, purposeful. I didn’t look at first. I felt him before I saw him. The air changed. Or maybe just the way I breathed.

“Who’s that?” the voice cut across the room. Deep. Male. Commanding.

The casting director stumbled. “She’s... she’s off type.”

“Off type,” he repeated, but he wasn’t asking. He was moving. Toward me.

I turned.

He was tall. Impeccably dressed. Black suit, no tie, shirt open just enough to show he didn’t need one. His eyes were locked on me, and he didn’t blink. Not once.

He didn’t stop in front of me. He started circling.

“You don’t belong on a runway,” he said, low and rough.

My spine straightened. “I— I know.”

“No. Not like that.” He stepped behind me, and I could feel the heat of him at my back. “You don’t walk fashion. You breed it.”

I blinked. My breath caught. “Excuse me?”

He didn’t answer. Just stared at my hips. I could feel his eyes like hands, heavy and exacting.

“You ever been told you look fucking fertile?” he murmured.

My pulse kicked hard. “No.”

“You should have.” He moved in closer. I felt the tip of his finger brush my waist. “You’ve got a womb that’s a showroom.”

I felt it. The wetness. Instant. My thighs clenched.

“I can’t stop staring,” he said.

I shivered.

He came around to face me, eyes dragging over every inch of skin not covered by the little black casting dress. His gaze wasn’t appraising. It was claiming.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Angelica.”

He smiled, and it wasn’t kind. “Angelica. Perfect.” His fingers slid along the edge of my hip. Just a graze. It set my skin on fire.

“You’re trembling,” he said.

I couldn’t deny it. My knees were locked, but my thighs were shaking.

“Why?” he asked.

“Because I’m wet,” I said before I could stop myself.

His nostrils flared. His gaze dropped between my legs. “Already?”

I nodded, cheeks burning.

His eyes came back to mine, sharp and satisfied. “You don’t need to apologize for that.”

“I’m not,” I whispered.

“Good,” he said. “Because leaking like that?” He stepped even closer. His chest nearly touched mine. “It means your body’s already responding. Your womb knows what it wants.”

I stared at him. Couldn’t look away.

“I design clothing for the future,” he said. “And you—” his voice dropped, dark and thick “—you’re what the future looks like. Curves. Soft skin. A body that was made to stretch and swell. You don’t wear fashion. You grow it.”

My pussy pulsed. He hadn’t touched me, not really. But I felt owned. Seen.

“Are you going to cast me?” I asked, breath shaky.

His hand came up, knuckles grazing the underside of my breast through the dress. “I’m going to use you.”

I swallowed hard.

“For the line?” I asked.

“For the legacy,” he said. “You’ll be more than worn. You’ll be bred.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. “By you?”

His smile deepened. “Of course by me.”

I exhaled sharply.

“You’re not like the others,” he said, brushing his palm across my stomach. “You’re not here to pose. You’re here to be filled.”

I didn’t move. Couldn’t. I felt slick between my thighs, soaked into the gusset of my panties. My nipples were hard. I wanted him to drag me out of this room and push me up against the nearest wall.

“I— I want that,” I whispered.

He leaned in, mouth just beside my ear.

“Then you better stay wet for me, Angelica.” His voice made me ache. “I’m not done watching you leak.”

—-
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The atelier was silent when I stepped inside.

No stylists. No assistants. Just him, standing beside a single rack of fabric so sheer I could see the shape of his hand through it when he lifted one piece between his fingers.

The door clicked shut behind me.

“You came,” he said.

“You told me to.”

His smile was slow, deliberate. He didn’t need to ask twice. Not after the way he looked at me in the casting room. Like I was already his.

“Take off your clothes.”

He didn’t turn. Just reached for another piece on the rack, letting it slide through his fingers like water.

My hands trembled as I peeled the dress over my head. No bra. No panties. I’d come ready. I’d come needy.

When I stood bare, I heard his breath hitch. Just a little.

He turned.

His eyes dragged over me, unapologetic. First my breasts, then my stomach, my hips, down to the swell of my thighs.

“This wasn’t made for flat stomachs or boy hips,” he said, lifting a silk wrap so translucent I could see his wrist bones through it. “It was made for women who carry.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My nipples tightened under his stare.

“You have tits that bounce,” he growled. “Real bounce. You know how rare that is?”

I swallowed. “I’m too curvy for fashion.”

“You’re not fashion,” he said, stepping toward me. “You’re future.”

His fingers grazed my waist, warm and slow. He moved behind me, hands ghosting down to cup my ass. Both cheeks, full and thick in his palms.

“This body,” he murmured, closer now, his breath hot against my neck, “was made to take cock and keep cum.”

A moan slipped out of me.

He reached around, hand sliding between my thighs, brushing my pussy. I was soaked. Slick heat coated his fingers instantly.

“You’re hot here. Wet,” he said.

“I can’t help it,” I whispered, thighs pressing in.

“You don’t need to.”

He pulled my legs apart with one hand, opening me for him. The other pressed firm over my belly, just below my navel.

“You’re leaking because you belong bred,” he said.

My breath caught.

His fingers rubbed up and down the slit of my pussy, slow and deliberate. He didn’t push in. Just stroked through the mess he’d made me.

“You ever had anyone put it there?” he asked. “Where it counts?”

I nodded, barely.

“Did he finish inside you?”

I nodded again.

“Did you want it?”

I hesitated.

He pulled back.

“Did you *want it*?”

“No,” I said. “Not like this.”

He smiled, his fingers sliding down again. He found my clit and flicked it
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