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Miller couldn’t help but chuckle as he raked his fingers through the surprisingly soft locks of Wren’s hair. The catboy was still flopped out bonelessly on top of the desk, probably spent from getting his hole reamed out through an enchanted cock sleeve.

While there was a tour to get back to, Miller had to take a moment to just…admire…his handiwork. He cupped the Blue Tower Master’s ass, palming the plump round cheek through the fabric of Wren’s pants.

The sculpted muscles of Wren’s back glistened with the faint sheen of sweat that covered his body. His ample chest heaved with every ragged breath he took. Moaning under his breath, he pushed his ass into Miller’s hand, his hips wiggling as his tail weakly swished from side to side.

Miller rubbed his index finger over the center of the wet spot that had formed in the seat of Wren’s pants. It was a bit of a surprise that his load had been transmitted through the sleeve into Wren, but it wasn’t an unpleasant one.

Licking his lips, Miller pushed his finger deeper into the cleft of Wren’s ass. He rubbed the twitching hole between the Blue Tower Master’s cheeks and noted how it almost seemed to kiss his finger even through the fabric.

“Have you not had enough yet?” Miller laughed.

Wren shook his head. “I could never have enough of you, Master,” he said breathlessly.

“Not even to get back to your scholarly work?” Miller teased.

“Nnnh… Master, please don’t be mean,” Wren whined.

Miller chuckled. “You asked so nicely. But! Request denied. I reserve the right to tease my subjects mercilessly. On this occasion, I will be lenient. I have a tour to get back to, after all.”

Wren groaned. “Yes, Master… I hope you enjoy the rest of your tour.”

Miller took a moment to admire the roundness of Wren’s rump and chuckled. “I don’t doubt that I will,” he said. It was starting to look like he was going to end up fucking most of his subordinates along the way. If so, he wasn’t going to complain.

As a parting gift, Miller smacked Wren’s ass. The low moan he got out of it was delicious. “Remember,” he said, rubbing his hand over the spot that he’d just struck, “If you come up with any naughty new invention ideas, you are to send word as soon as you can.”

“Y-yes, Master!”




• • •




“Your Majesty!”

Miller had sensed another presence in the hallway outside besides Void before leaving Wren’s office. What he hadn’t anticipated was to see his right-hand man in a standoff with a literal angel. Neither did he expect that angel to all but throw themselves at him.

“What is the meaning of this, Phobos?” Void’s voice was stern, and his slitted eyes glittered with disdain. He hadn’t been this openly hostile even when Wren was being highly disrespectful.

The angel—Phobos, Miller assumed—immediately kowtowed in front of him. Without lifting his forehead from the cold stone floor, Phobos presented a whip to Miller. “Please, Master! Punish your neglectful servant!”

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





