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This entire series was written as a commission for an amazing fan. Thank you! – N.N.

While she waited for her idiot girlfriend to answer the door, Lauren daydreamed her favorite daydream, being asked by Master to help someone prettier than Lauren suck Master’s cock. 

It was such a joy to serve. Her cunt spasmed at the mental image, so clear and crisp, of a gorgeous blond whimpering and begging for her Master to stop. Pleading for him to not mindfuck her like he had so many other girls. Begging to please, please let her go. 

And then Lauren would push her face down on his cock, smiling and softly orgasming as she carried out her Master’s will, before turning on his special video camera and erasing the will of the blonde so that all she knew about her life was the perfect, orgasmic pleasure of serving Master’s cock. 

Her mind had altered significantly. Being exposed to her Master's special camera, probably the entire architecture of her synapses had changed. She lived fifteen minutes in that perfect, cunt-pulsing fantasy in the thirty seconds it took Beth to answer the door. 

Beth was plain-faced, pear-shaped, and frankly just not worthy of Master’s attention. Otherwise, Lauren would probably already be forcing her face down on Master’s cock and gleefully watching him erase Beth’s silly female brain. 

She was Lauren’s girlfriend, although “girlfriend” was probably a better term, as they were soon to be done. 

“Oh, wow, hi!” Beth answered the door.

She was clearly in love with Lauren’s outfit. A tight, tan pleated skirt and a dark midriff-baring cowled sweater. Stockings and high-heeled mary janes completed the look. She had taken it from supermodel Mikayla, another one of Master's slaves; they were a similar size, although Lauren was four inches shorter. They were both busty, tight-bodied babes deserving of being fucked by Master now and again. 

“I know." Lauren nodded sympathetically, like Beth's open awe at her appearance was already saying how much she didn't deserve to be with a total mindfucked Master-owned hottie like Lauren. "Did you get my message?” Lauren pushed past Beth, kind of disgusted that even her shoulder had to touch the inferior whelp. “I just need some stuff.”

“Right, yeah.” Beth followed her through the apartment like a lost puppy. “I gathered it all on the bed for you. You’re going on a trip, you said?”

“I said that, yes.”

Her things were on the bed like Beth said. She quickly searched through them, making a mess. There were only a few pieces hot enough to be fucked by Boris in. Some lingerie. A tiny skirt, a tinier dress, a hot top, a sexy little silk robe. Things like that. Working at a modeling agency, sometimes you were just paid in kind from runway shows, and Lauren had always had the figure to benefit from that. 

This was so stupid. She had come to despise Beth and everything about her. Just a dumb cow trying to get her to not focus on Master. 

She thought instead about serving Master breakfast in bed this morning. Or rather, he had served Lauren breakfast in bed from his cock. She sucked him urgently while he woke up to the sight of supermodel beauties Makayla and Nicole making out right above her. His hand slipped down to jerk off, and Lauren was already there.

He just jerked himself off with her mouth instead, fucking her face while he groggily watched Mikayla and Nicole make out for his pleasure. 

Lauren came a little just from the recollection. She yipped when she came—trying to hold her whimpers inside her mouth. 

Beth watched her at the doorway to the bedroom, clearly confused. Clearly having just seen her girlfriend cum from picking up a bra.

“Is everything okay? It really seems like it’s not. I just—”

“The money?” Lauren asked, her voice breathy with post-orgasmic bliss. “Did you get the money? It’s really important. I need you to trust me.”

“Um.” Beth pointed back to the living room. “Yeah. It’s everything. My whole...life savings in a box. It’s kind of depressing, honestly. I thought thirty thousand dollars would fill up a larger container, you know?”

Lauren continued to ignore all her lame attempts of ingratiation. There was no compromising left inside her; no give, no mercy. 

“Show me?” She pointed for Beth to lead the way. 

After grabbing up all her chosen clothes under one arm, she walked over to the curtains and set them on fire, leaving the lighter burning. The house was bordered by several others. There would be a lot of confusion. Her cunt was so fucking wet. 

Back in the living room, she grabbed the small gray lockbox out of Beth’s hands and walked out the front door. Beth followed out after her, predictably. 

“Lauren, wait!”

Lauren smiled and turned. 

“Yes?”

“I mean...what the hell? Are you going to explain any of this to me? What’s going on? Are you in trouble? Why do you need this money? I mean I’m happy to give it to you, don’t get me wrong, but like, I need an explanation here or I’m taking it back.”

Lauren failed to stifle a laugh. “Really? Why don’t you try?”

“What?”

“Try." Lauren shoved a finger in her shoulder. "Really. Try and take it back.”

Beth made a face. “That’s...I mean, that’s not the point. I just meant—”

“I meant that you’re sad and weak. Some people are just better than others. I took this money because I could and because Master told me to. And if you tried to take it, I’d shove your face in the dirt. That’s what I meant.”

She said all of this with the same perfect, happy smile on her face, explaining it all as might to a child. 

Beth began to cry. In the car, someone honked the horn. It looked like Mikayla’s ass bumped against it while she and Nicole competed over Boris’s cock. 

“I-I don’t understand. What’s happening? You’re acting so...so...”

“Awake? Happy? Enlightened?" She continued to smile. "Superbly in tune with myself? I know. I’m the happiest I’ve ever been. Boris has shown me what it means to be worship and desire."

"H-Him?" Beth spluttered, her voice trembling with betrayal and hurt. "You're throwing us away for him?!"

Omg, is she serious? Why would she think I’d want her money for anything other than to give it to Master? What planet is she living on where I’d ever give her the time of day?

"Oh, gladly," Lauren purred. “He is my Master. My only God.” She imagined her lips brushing against his cock as she spoke. “My One True Man. I love him more than anything. My love for Nicole and Mikayla makes whatever stupid feelings I had for...you...seem like the same regard I’d give to wiping dust off my heels. And he crushes my feelings for them.” In her mind, she kissed his cock fully now, moaning. “Like he deserves...” Another long, sucking kiss. “Like he deserves...”

The smoke billowed now and the fire was audible. Beth shrieked and ran towards the flames, which wasn’t very smart. Lauren sauntered back to Nicole’s hot sports car—which was really Master’s car now. About fifteen feet away from the door, the need to kneel overwhelmed her and she sank to her hands and knees and crawled the rest of the way before sliding into the car and pushing her beautiful face forward, next to Mikayla’s, and obediently began to lick his balls. Nicole opened the lockbox and poured the money over their faces.

“You know,” he said. “When I told you to burn her out of your life, I just meant...” He sighed. “I didn’t mean...nevermind. Good girl.”

Lauren came.

* * * * *
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CORRIE LOOKED OUTSIDE the window, again, hoping to see headlights pull into the small parking lot of her studio. It had been raining all week. Her hair would still be wet just from the walk from her car if she hadn’t used one of the wardrobe hairdryers to attend to herself and brush it out again until her thick, dark hair flowed easily down her thin, well-muscled back. 

Her daughters Molly and Abigail would be shooting today. They would look gorgeous, as they always did. Corrie would punish them horribly if they didn’t, but even that would be nothing compared to the way they would punish themselves for not living up to Mommy’s expectations. 

Her reflection in the rain-covered window made her smile. She was nearing forty, but she looked younger than most of the girls who modeled for her. And it was all natural too—no idiot facelifts or twisted chemicals shoved up inside of her gorgeous skin to enhance what needed no enhancement. 

Her diet—carefully cultivated and perfected over years with a series of ever-more-expensive nutritionists—was formulated specifically to enhance her age. She ate nothing but vegetables and water, and four days of the week she ate nothing at all. The experts she spoke with had suggested forty-eight hours of fasting for beauty and longevity, not ninety-six, but Corrie had only gotten where she was in life by going above and beyond. 

That was why she had a flat tummy and shiny youthful skin and fifteen millionaires begging to take her out to dinner, and the “experts” were getting old and lamenting the state of their savings accounts.

The way she looked was a living representation of her commitment to glamour and excellence. Of course she was beautiful; that was genetics. Was there any clearer indication of a right to hold power over the lives of others beyond being born utterly beautiful? Even good-looking men—even devastatingly handsome men didn’t fuck with the minds of others like a beautiful woman did. 

Men might want to look handsome, but not because of the look. Men wanted to look handsome because it made it easier to fuck beautiful women. Women wanted to look like Corrie because they had grown up in a perverse culture obsessed with the bodies of women and what was allowed with and around them, and with a perfect image of a perfect woman floating over the heads of every man and woman at all times. And every woman who wasn’t that image was utterly deficient in every way that counted. 

Corrie was never deficient. Corrie was the standard. She loved herself for how easy she made it look—and more than that, how easy it was.

And then there was her clothing. She only dressed in the most glamorous, perfect outfits. She dressed every day as if she were going to attend some runway show and scout for new talent or some movie premiere. Today she wore a tight, white-trimmed black suit from Yves Saint Laurent. The lapels were thick and furry, positioning her gorgeously tanned breasts perfectly with every motion she made. 

She liked having her tits on display. They were gorgeous, and they made men and women stupid. Men wanted to sink into them, and women sank themselves with endless envy of the combined facts of their buoyancy and large size. 

Another car drove by—one that looked something like Boris’s. She got her hopes up until she realized, for the fourth or fifth time, that his car was still in the lot. 

Where was he?

Where was Lauren? 

Why hadn’t they locked up last night? Were they trying to get fired?

She would have suspected theft, except she already had suspected it and nothing was stolen. The safe was locked in the wall in her office where it always was, and there were only a few thousand dollars of petty cash in there anyway. 

Corrie drummed her fingers impatiently. Where were those stupid idiots when you needed them? 

She despised the help. She despised everyone lower than her, frankly, and that was pretty much everyone she had come across. Either she was wealthier, smarter, hotter, or some combination of all of the above. 

And now, lately, there were all these complaints about body image and the cruel working conditions of the modeling world. Corrie just had to roll her eyes at that—although what she really wanted to do was strangle whoever spouted that kind of nonsense. She wondered if that was what was happening with Boris and Lauren; some idiot form of striking or something to get better working conditions. 

Yes. Her fingernails gripped her leather seat harder, nearly piercing the cushions. 

Yes, that was probably it. Riding the zeitgeist like the fools they were. Her jaw—perfectly formed, its smooth architectural lines no doubt capable of making master sculptors jealous of her body's effortless artistry—clenched. 

She imagined biting down on Boris's head and snapping it off his stupid body. 

Slowly.

Chewing on it like Satan with Judas. Yes; that would only be fair. 

You weren’t supposed to like this industry. Everyone she knew held a healthy disrespect for it in public—mocking themselves and the strange, ridiculous nature of creating and reinforcing unrealistic standards for others.

In truth, she loved fashion. She loved modeling. 

But not for any noble reasons like she sometimes heard—the way to spread voices or to hear unique ideas around the world. 

No, she loved her position in fashion for one simple reason: power.

Power is what she loved more than anything else. Corrie had a psychopathic edge to her, one that she tried to hide in almost all her relationships and public appearances. Not hiding it was tantamount to career suicide, especially these days.

Even so, occasionally, it came out—it had to, like a hungry dog on a leash. Especially around the help. 

The help was the unfavorable term she had placed upon anyone in the world who was substantially lower on the social totem pole than she was. Clerks at stores, baristas, janitors, nurses, police, soldiers—these were all the help, existing purely to support the twisted spire of power that enabled and replicated her own sphere of decadent influence. 

Turning men and women on, making them helplessly aroused at what she generated for them? Pumping their money out of them as they tried disastrously to impress her or her models, or to somehow touch the greatness that she advertised?

It was—in a word—delicious. 

This was why she saw her daughters Abigail and Molly as little more than the tools they were. She’d never had any true affection for them. When they were young, they were a way to increase her status with the people around her—earning gifts and words of affection at their success and prowess and, once they were old enough, their beauty. 

Corrie had cut out everyone else out of their lives just for this reason. Their father was nowhere; an anonymous donor she hoped was dead. Their aunts and uncles and the rest may as well have not existed as all. She had home-schooled them with expensive tutors with very specific instructions to raise her daughters like they were the most important people alive. 

Appropriately, her now-nineteen year-old girls had incredibly inflated opinions of themselves.

And the higher they were, the higher Corrie was. She had forced them to eschew friendships, to treat other children they grew up around as the lessers they were, to not trust anyone outside of the family and to confront any sort of criticism with open hostility. She taught them the value of rumor-mongering and gossip and to preemptively humiliate any girl who might have been talented or pretty enough to challenge their rule of whatever setting they were in. 

This kind of total isolation in their upbringing meant that all compliments directed towards them were, in fact, praise of Corrie herself. 

All of this was hardly lost on her daughters. She had raised them to be just like her—demanding, demeaning, arrogant, vain, self-obsessed, and beautiful. God created man in his own image, and so had Corrie created her daughters. 

What better proof of Corrie’s sensational power was there if not for these two utterly gorgeous young women farming hard-ons and wet pussies the world over just to earn them money and, therefore, power themselves?

The models who signed with the agency thought they were merely putting their bodies on display for money and perhaps, one day, power of their own in the form of some doomed-to-fail clothing line or perfume fragrance. 

What they were actually doing was entering a pyramid scheme of influence, power, beauty, and respect—wherein all the profits of desire and wealth flowed up entirely to Corrie and her daughters and no one else. 

Finally, a car did drive up. 

Curiously though, it was Nicole’s tiny red sports car. One of her many, many suitors had given it to her and—Nicole bragged—she hadn’t even slept with him.

Corrie watched, her interest growing, as Boris exited the vehicle with an obviously quite well-fucked Mikayla and Lauren hung off his arms. They looked at him and mooned, giggling and sashaying as they walked inside. Nicole followed, quickly pushing Lauren to one side and taking her place on Boris’s arm. 

Not quite understanding, Corrie opened her door so that they would see her waiting for them in her office when they came in. She pulled up some piece of paperwork to pretend to be busy on. 

Perhaps Boris had won the lottery?

But then, that didn’t explain Lauren’s stricken, lovelorn expression when Nicole had replaced her...

Drugs?

The thought had barely crossed her mind when the four of them entered the studio. 

Boris had always been ugly. His misshapen nose, greasy hair, pot belly, and skinny limbs had all somehow amalgated on him to form the most unappealing of all possible visages. It did not help that his sense of style did not exist—which puzzled Corrie, the man worked with fashion models for god’s sake—and he typically wore what he was wearing today. That is, a pair of sweat shorts, flip-flops, and a novelty tee with some overly-busty cartoon girl. 

As ugly as he was, though, Nicole and Mikayla were radiant on his arms. They clung to him like they were on the red carpet to the premiere of their first movie and he had proposed to them on the way to the theater with a twenty million-dollar ring. They each exuded an otherworldly sensuality, their long legs wrapped in sinfully tight outfits that hugged every inch of their lusciously tight, busty bodies.

Mikayla's outfit oozed her easy confidence in her fantastic, man-pleasing body, with short-shorts that showcased her long, tan legs. The pockets hung out. Her pale blue top hugged her slender frame and her heaving cleavage. The top must have been sized small; her side-boob was rather noticeable at the right angle. Girlish bangles glinted on her wrists. With her thick blond hair worn long and loose, parted to one side, she looked like a care-free bimbo; it was kind of a beach girl chic.

Nicole wore a tight red leather miniskirt, black button-up blouse, and hot tight white suede jacket. In contrast to Mikayla’s garish girlishness, she looked much more like some kind of femme fatale. Diamond drop earrings dangled from her ears, brilliantly complementing her smoldering gaze.

Her raven hair cascaded down her back in luscious waves, each strand coated with an otherworldly sheen that shimmered in the morning light. Her dark eyes were accentuated by smoky liner and the faintest dusting of gold shadow.

Behind them both, Lauren followed with a vacant smile, her breath catching every time Boris turned his head or murmured something into Mikayla's ear or gripped Nicole's tight ass. Anything that might have suggested he was going to talk to the young assistant. 

She didn't wait long. 

Boris approached his desk—just outside Corrie’s office—and snapped his fingers at Lauren. After a moment, she seemed to wake up—or perhaps activate was a better word—from her drooly, lust-filled trance watching Boris move. She pulled a large jade digital camera from his bag and handed it to him, her precious features watching in awe as he began to fiddle with it. 

Corrie waited. And waited. And waited.

The apology she expected did not come. The proselytization. The flagellation. The acknowledgement of her superiority. She did not ask all that much from her employees, only that they recognized her as the supreme authority in their lives—more important than food or water or shelter or companionship. 

If they did that, then she had no issue allowing them those other things...so long as the meagre paycheck she doled out to them would afford it. 

“You’re late,” she said at last, purposefully not looking out the door. 

Corrie did not speak loudly; that was for fools and teachers. She projected. She cared, very much, about appearances. The point of this appearance was to not look as though she cared.

“Oh yeah,” said Boris. “Yeah, yeah. Whatever. I have something to show you, okay?”

His voice was, among everything else that he was, one of the more unappealing items about Boris. It was both nasally and thick; he sounded permanently congested. If Corrie had any inclination to supply him with health insurance, she would have suggested he go to the doctor. As it was, she rather enjoyed the fact that something was wrong with his insides. 

He said nothing else by way of explanation. Meanwhile, Nicole and Lauren and Mikayla simply gathered around his desk, looking at him while he worked. Their tiny outfits hiked up, displaying their long, effortlessly sexy legs as they doted and cooed on his every movement. 

It must be drugs, Corrie decided. Maybe he had landed some big block of coke and was doling it out to the girls for sexual favors and attention. Corrie normally wouldn’t mind that much—certainly she was all for Nicole and Mikayla getting coke-thin and pulling a few high-fashion runway jobs to boost the status of the agency. 

But those two dating someone like Boris lowered their prestige quite a bit, not to mention that Lauren being hooked on coke would make her harder for Corrie to manipulate.

It did bother Corrie that he had beaten her to the punch. Drugs were a grand idea. She'd have to make a few calls.

Mikayla whispered in Boris’s ear as he fiddled with his camera, gripping his cock. That thing was impossibly huge, and he was always wearing sweat shorts and gym shorts without underwear so it was just nearly hanging out from the bottom. Mikayla giggled, smiling and whispering and looking at Corrie, openly making out with his neck and ear. Mikayla’s look was—if not defiant—openly uncaring that Corrie saw what she was doing.

There was nothing for it; Corrie have to hook them on something herself. Probably heroin. That would keep them pliant.

She stood up and walked over to the doorway of her office. 

“I’m sorry. Did you say whatever?”

“Yeah,” he chuckled. Mikayla gripped his cock harder, shoving her heavy tits into his arm. Nicole looked on with her lips glossy from drool. 

He pulled up the camera and turned it towards Corrie. 

“Say cheese.”

Corrie put a hand on her hip, focusing on looking as imperious as possible. She tilted one eyebrow up. 

“Are you serious?”

Boris frowned, fumbling and shaking the camera. “Damn. Come on, bud. What...what is it?”

Corrie rolled her eyes. 

“Whatever it is you thought you would show me with this, all that you’re really showing me is that you’re going to be fired.”

Nicole pushed in. “You can’t fire him. He’s too good! We need—”

Boris hushed her. 

Shocking Corrie, Nicole fell immediately silent and just stared lovingly at Boris. she smiled and whispered I love you, Daddy and made a little heart with her fingers. 

No resentment. No spite at being told what to do. Just raw obedience.

Despite herself, seeing the power he displayed over these women excited Corrie. Her breath caught. She felt her nipples pushing erect in her tight silk blouse, almost threatening to push out and tent her jacket. 

Naturally, she didn’t feel any special attraction toward him despite the monstrosity he had between his thighs. He was a born loser and would always be that way. 

But seeing power exerted like that, however he had it, was exciting. Her cheeks were flushed. She felt deep, pleasant warmth wet and insistent between her thighs. It had been a long time since she’d had an orgasm. The last one had been while watching a documentary of the conditions of the poverty-stricken in Brazil a few months ago. One image in particular she had to freeze-frame while she touched herself: a massive wall with shanties, grey, and brown on one side, with vibrant green and swimming pools and luxury and gorgeous symmetry on the other. 

Something about the massive shanty-towns built just beneath the sightline of beautiful mansions on hilltops had made her dizzy with sexual excitement. 

She was dizzy in the same way now. She tried to gather her thoughts. Lauren, Nicole, and Mikayla all stared at her with open disdain and hatred while Boris continued to try and adjust his camera. 

“I’ll do,” she said, her voice as heated as her pussy, “whatever I want with my business. You should know better than to take his side, Nicole. I suppose I’ll need to remind you where your bread is buttered as well.” She turned to Boris. “And as for you. I’ll pay you for today’s shoot. But that’s all. You’re done, especially after the report that Molly and Abigail gave me from yesterday. I can find a thousand men in an hour who would kill for your job, and they would know how to dress themselves.”

She shut the door, not bothering to hear any replies, and then she grabbed her tits and stifled a moan. Her nipples were fully erect and sensitive. 

Something about that interaction with Boris had turned her on immensely. 

* * * * *
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LAUREN, NICOLE, MIKAYLA, and Boris moved into the storage room in the back of the studio. Tall stacks of boxes lined the walls, full of headshots of abandoned models who Corrie called every so often just to keep them on a string and fuck with their heads. 

There, Boris showed them a fake set of boxes where he had set up a surveillance system of the model’s dressing room. Inside were a few different screens and a small computer and control board. Nicole and Mikayla pushed their tight, stylishly dressed bodies against his—softly gripping his hard cock and kissing his neck and chin—thanking him for watching them get dressed without their knowledge. 

“Thank you for violating us, Master,” Mikayla whispered. 

“Thank you for watching us without us knowing, Master.”

“It’s so hot that you needed us so bad that you did all this work.”

“You made sure we were good enough to taste your cock.”

“Yeah, yeah.” He grabbed Nicole by the hair and pulled her down to her knees, quickly unsheathing his cock from his shorts and shoving it down into her needy, urgent mouth and throat. 

Boris moaned as Nicole's warm mouth engulfed his cock, her tongue swirling around the head of his shaft. Mikayla didn't hesitate to join her, softly stroking his balls with soft, manicured fingers as she French-kissed her best friend's plump lips. 

Two mindfucked supermodels helplessly cock-brained because of his power. 

Lauren loved him so much. 

“Why doesn’t it work?” Boris grumbled, hopelessly jamming his fingers against the jade camera again and again even as he choked Nicole on his cock. 

Mikayla, concerned about her Master’s pleasure, gripped Nicole by the throat, massaging his girth through her tender skin and forcing her up and down even as he powerfully thrust into the Asian beauty’s face.  

Lauren knew exactly why the camera wasn’t working, but he hadn’t ordered her to help her, and it would have been so terribly rude to interrupt her Master. Besides, he was so smart, and so excellent, and so perfect in every way that she had no doubt the camera would reveal its secrets to him soon. 

Probably, even the camera wanted to fuck Boris. Especially if it was female. Did cameras have gender? It would be a female if it could be, because then it would be able to fuck Boris like he deserved and serve his every last whim and—

“Fuck,” Boris groaned. “Fuck.”

He began to fuck Nicole’s mouth harder than ever. Lauren shivered with arousal, watching the display of power before her. Her pussy throbbed with need, aching to be filled by her Master's might just as Nicole's mouth was being filled by his massive cock. She couldn't help but rub her clit.

Abigail and Molly had arrived in the dressing room and Boris had a front-row seat and a deep-throating blowjob to enjoy their appearance with. They were in full color on the screens.

The two sisters were so close in appearance that they could have been twins. In reality, they were barely ten months apart. Abigail's hair was a deeper, shinier black, and Molly's was a gorgeous brown with blond highlights, but both sets of manes were ultra-long and thick. They were ultra-close, and deeply comfortable with each other’s bodies. 

Corrie, cynical and predatory, had raised them to use their sensual beauty and unearthly allure to separate the public from their money. The most lucrative method so far had been to constantly tease girl-girl lust in their photo shoots, and so every time the two modeled, they did so together and with their hands and legs intertwining and their lips nearly touching. 

Both sisters were completely gorgeous—dark haired and stunning, with impossibly tight, long, busty bodies. They glided into the dressing room as if their entrance were a pre-planned performance; they did this everywhere they went. 

Their identical first-rate bodies were poured into short-skirted ensembles with tight tee shirts and brief leather jackets. The fabric clung to their protruding hip bones and put their long, slender legs on display. The hemlines of their skirts were probably criminal in some countries. Their legs were capped off by a pair of lethal-looking heels that any lesser mortal would've broken an ankle just looking at. But they strutted in them effortlessly, as if they'd been born in the impossibly tall stilettos. Lauren wouldn’t have been surprised if Corrie had been training them to walk in heels their whole lives. She suspected they even showered in them.

Now, Master would benefit from all that work. How delicious. 

Abigail and Molly were true powerhouses of the modeling world: bony thin yet curvy in all the right places, with breasts that defied gravity and asses that easily caused traffic fatalities. Their faces were equally striking: high cheekbones sharper than knives contrasted with full puffy lips pouting for all they were worth. 

Abigail and Molly, oblivious to the watchful eyes upon them, preened and primped in front of the full-length mirrors, admiring their reflections as they undressed and dressed. Their postures oozed arrogance and vanity as they donned tight, elegant evening gowns for today’s shoot. 

Abigail’s was a shimmering champagne color with intricate lace and beading from Gucci. It would cost an easy three thousand dollars on the open market; of course the company had gifted it to The Masters Agency. Molly’s dress, also a four-figure piece from Gucci, was corseted to show off her massive titties and the incredible cleavage she sported. Both girls’ outfits also had matching gloves that went up past their elbows.

Sitting down in front of the mirrors, they gave Boris and his screens a perfect view of their stunning bodies. He had his best cameras installed right inside the mirrors. They took a long time brushing and arranging their hair—practicing with it parted to one side, wrapped, piled in an updo, and braided. They were in no rush—they knew this agency lived and died based on their whims. 

Lauren's breath caught in her throat as she took in their otherworldly beauty. She wanted Master to fuck their throats so bad. 

Abigail and Molly then both sat down and began applying their make-up, working through an extensive skin care routine with layers of moisturizers, creams, and gels. 

They had probably been doing this for ages now, perfecting their faces for the cameras and all the hungry men and women who would leer at their perfect bodies.

Boris moaned louder as Nicole took him deeper, her sucking becoming more desperate. Mikayla, still massaging her best friend's throat, looked up at her Master with glazed over eyes. She so badly wanted to taste him too, to feel the power of his cock splitting her in two. 

As they prepped their faces, Lauren bit her lip in envy and lust. Boris's cock throbbed in Nicole's mouth, hard as a marble shaft. He didn't even need to hold her head anymore; she was worshipping him on her own accord, facefucking herself, desperate for his approval. Mikayla continued to massage his balls, her eyes glazed over with adoration and devotion. 

"Mmmmph!" Nicole moaned around his cock, unable to form words but her eyes pleaded for more. Boris grunted, tugging on her hair even harder as he neared his climax. Nicole's cheeks hollowed out as she took him deeper, gagging and moaning like the good little slut he had transformed her into. 

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Fuck...they’re sooo hot...” 

Her Master loved luxurious outfits. And glamourous make-up. He loved everything that made a woman look untouchable...and then he loved to destroy her. 

He was so fucking hot that way. 

Lauren loved him so much. 

Boris pulled out of Nicole—covered in sweat, precum, saliva and drool. She looked totally destroyed. Her eyes were glazed over with lust and adoration, her pussy wet through her clothes. Her make-up was smeared and her hair was a tangled mess. 

Groaning, shot a thick, sticky load all over her face, coating Nicole's features in his warm, thick cum. Nicole moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head as the hot, sticky cum coated her face. She shuddered with pleasure, her pussy throbbing with bliss. He had trained them all last night to cum when they felt his seed on their body. And as Master commanded, so his slaves obeyed. 

Her milky skin glistened in the dim light, adorned with strings of Boris's seed, and she couldn't have looked more beautifully debased. She licked her lips, lapping up his cum, and looked up at him with adoration in her eyes

“Clean yourself the fuck up,” he said, focusing still entirely on Molly and Abigail. “You’re supposed to look pretty for me.”

“Y-yes, Master!”

Boris had already moved on, not paying the least bit of attention to fear palpable in Nicole that somehow her perfect body might be deficient for him. He grabbed Mikayla and bent her over, watching intently as Abigail and Molly did their make-up. 

Mikayla whimpered softly, her pussy throbbing in anticipation as she felt Boris's hardness against her entrance. She knew what was coming, and she couldn't wait. 

When finally he entered her—still completely hard despite just having cum deep down Nicole's throat, Mikayla whimpered. He slammed into her wet depth with abandon.

He remained transfixed on the supermodels on his screens, using Mikayla's own gorgeous supermodel body as little more than a toy. Abigail and Molly applied their makeup with long, dexterous fingers. 

Their eyes were ringed with thick, purple-tinged shadows, their lips were painted a sultry softly-glossed pink that seemed to beg for kisses. They were perfection embodied, like living porcelain dolls come to life. They worked with the finesse of seasoned professionals. Lauren's heart raced as she watched them transform from stunningly beautiful to outright ethereal goddesses before her very eyes.

Her Master wanted to fuck them so bad. He banged Mikayla's head roughly into the boxes in front of her, jamming harder and harder as he watched the gorgeous women. No doubt he was imagining how badly he could destroy them, their brains, the invincible coat of armor that was their glamour with just a few strokes of his perfect cock.

Boris groaned louder as he continued to pound Mikayla mercilessly, his balls slapping against her engorged lips with every powerful thrust.

Lauren's voyeuristic arousal reached fever pitch. She could sense he was getting closer, his breathing ragged and erratic, beads of sweat glistening on his taut forehead. The way Mikayla's unprotected pussy engulfed him, clenching and unclenching around his cock as if it were made to be filled by him, sent electric shivers down Lauren's spine. She watched with bated breath, her heavy chest heaving with anticipation.

The sisters shared a happy, intimate look in the mirror before each reached for their hair products. In perfect synchronization, they both flicked their hair over one shoulder and began to deftly weave their tresses into intricate up-do's that accentuated their long necks and delicate features. The girls could have been royalty, they looked so poised as though they prepared for some kind of ball.

Perhaps they did—but rather Boris's balls. Lauren giggled and pushed her tits against his head, giving him a soft pillow as she kissed the top of his head and softly whispered her love for him.

“So fucking hot...” he groaned. “So...so fucking hot! Fuck yeah!”

The boxes began to fall down around them. 

“Yes, Master!” Lauren cried. “Fuck her!”

As the orgasmic moment approached, Boris's grunts grew louder and more animalistic, filling the air with his primal cries of lustful domination. His thick cock pulsated inside Mikayla's tight heat, driving her over the edge along with him. Their bodies slapped together in a symphony of carnal pleasure, their moans bouncing off the walls of the opulent room. Lauren watched in rapt arousal, her own panties soaked through as she imagined it was her being split apart by her Master's relentless thrusts.

All the while, Abigail and Molly continued to adorn themselves with cool detachment, their movements precise and practiced.

In the storage closet, the frenzied pace of Boris's hips pounding into Mikayla's tight core echoed through the small space. The sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and moans filling the air were almost deafening as he approached his climax. Nicole and Lauren watched in anticipation, their breath catching in their throats. Mikayla's gorgeous face contorted in ecstasy under Boris's relentless assault, her moans escalating in pitch and volume. Her nails dug into the boxes in front of her, pushing more down around them.

"Yes! Oh god, yes!" she cried out, her eyes rolling back in her head as she was consumed by an intense orgasm. Her walls clamped down on Boris's cock, milking every last drop of pleasure from him as her legs quivered. 

“Cum in her, Master, please!” Nicole humped his leg. 

“Yes, Master!” Lauren begged. “Please! Please cum!”

She could see the moment of his release approaching fast, the clear evidence of his impending orgasm on his flushed face and the taut muscles of his body. Sweat dripped down from his forehead onto Mikayla's skin, mixing with their combined juices as he grunted and moaned in unbridled passion. The air was filled with the heady scent of sex, musk, and desire. 

Boris growled deep in his throat and thrust one last time before erupting inside Mikayla, filling her warmth with hot spurts of semen. His hips bucked wildly as he came deep inside her. Nicole and Lauren could feel his orgasm, their bodies responding in kind as their pleasure was irrevocably linked to his. More hot training from Master. 

Their own climaxes built within them, reaching a fever pitch as they watched Boris lose control. Their master's hot seed spurted against Mikayla's cervix, filling her up with his essence. Mikayla screamed M-Ma-Master! as she felt him pulsing inside her, her head thrown back in ecstasy. Her body trembled beneath him, every muscle clenching and releasing as she rode out the waves of pleasure that coursed through her.

"Master..." she gasped. She could feel the intensity of his climax, the ripples of it washing over her like a tidal wave of desire.

Nicole and Lauren cleaned up the mess on the floor as Boris caught his breath. They knew better than to disturb him after such an intense session. They worked in practiced silence. Licking his cum off of Mikayla’s legs, they briefly shared a glance—and understood one another completely.

Despite just cumming, they both ached for more. Their Master was still hard, and there were such fresh minds to fuck nearby.

* * * * *
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CORRIE WAS IN THE BATHROOM when she heard the orgasmic cries of Lauren, Nicole, and Mikayla in the storage room.

She was bent over the sink, her fingers sliding against her three-hundred dollar pair of silk panties, very careful not to penetrate but unable to stop herself from softly stimulating her swollen clit. 

Originally, she had come in here to dab a little cold water on her brow and cool off. But then she had seen how hot she looked in her suit and needed to touch herself. Just a little. 

Corrie was the hottest woman around, besides her daughters. It was only natural for her to want to touch her wet, needy slit just a little when staring at her reflection and thinking about how hot the day was and how badly she deserved and needed a good cum. Just one good yummy cummy to blow her brains out and then focus on what mattered...

And then the screams. 

Her brain snapped back to business mode. 

Had that filthy, rotten animal actually fucked one of those stupid whores inside Corrie’s studio? 

Forget the shoot. He was fired now. 

Corrie took a few moments to adjust her outfit and her hair, making sure she didn’t look like she had just been intimately touching her dripping, swollen, needy, hot pussy. Just touching it like she needed, just a little, just touching it so that she knew she could feel the pleasure if she really needed—it wasn’t like Boris and company were going anywhere anyway—just touching her clit and thinking about how sexy she was and how much power she had over all those idiots and how they were going to do everything she wanted because of all her money and power and position and—

Another cry. This time from the dressing room. 

She shook herself, barely able to pull her hands away from her tight, hot, sexy-as-fuck body. 

If someone cried from the dressing room, that meant it was her daughters. 

A kind of instinct kicked in. Perhaps not maternal—she had purposefully killed those emotions inside of her some time ago—but definitely possessive. Nobody fucked with her daughters but her. 

The dressing room was not far. She could be there in less than a few seconds, even strutting in her tall heels, but something made her pause at the door, go slow. A sudden memory—the flash of helpless, unrestrained lust she had seen in the eyes of Nicole, Mikayla, and Lauren. Like mirror-images of one another; like somehow they now all shared the same empty, vapid, docile personality and only had different shells for it. Corrie's hand trembled as she reached for the doorknob, her mind racing with possibilities, all of them too horrifying to contemplate.

So, taking her time, she pushed open the door and peeked inside.

Something walloped her brain. Like a backdraft coming through a door in a burning building, her thoughts were leveled and smoothed out by a wave of intense, mind-melting lust the second she cracked the door open.  

Her body instantly clung to the door frame, her thighs wrapping around it like an old lover. Dry-humping (except nothing about her slippery-hot pussy was dry) into it and watching what was happening. 

Lauren held the jade camera. As she did, Boris directed traffic—his cock buried inside of Abigail’s throat while he gripped Molly tight. 

Mikayla and Nicole held Abigail down, like they had kept her in place for him. Guiding her mindfucked body down to her knees while he enjoyed his pretty prey. 

“You’re my fucking slaves now,” he growled at Molly.

“I’m your slave now.”

Abigail moaned the same, speaking through his cock as he drilled his cock into her throat.

“You’re my fuckslave now.”

“I’m your fuckslave now.”

“You love being my fuckslave. It’s your whole world.”

“I love being your fuckslave. It’s my whole world.”

Was Corrie humping the doorframe at the sight of her gorgeous supermodel daughters somehow being mindfucked into this pervert’s slaves?  

No, this was wrong. This was wrong.

Then why was she so turned on?

It must have been Boris, somehow. But not drugs. If it were drugs, Corrie would know. She would have imbibed something, somehow. 
No, it was something else, and he was making her feel this way and oh shit that was so hot, so hot when someone had that kind of power and—
Wrong!

It was so wrong for her to be so turned on against her will watching her daughters be skullfucked into oblivion with ultra-hot models pushing in on Boris and cheering him on while he went to work. 

It was so, so, so, wrong.

And yet—

She couldn’t look away.

Okay. She could look, then. But she couldn’t...couldn’t touch her thighs. That was too close to her pussy, so hot and wet and needy. Her fingers being so close would really make it impossible to not...to not...to not...

...to not touch herself just like that.

Something about the incredible heat she felt made it simple to experience what she witnessed in terms of aesthetics instead of relationships.

It was just two incredibly hot women on their knees in front of a huge cock, being used like the pretty objects they were. Three other gorgeous, elegantly-clad women cheered and urged on the hard fucking. What wasn’t hot about that?

Corrie wondered if she could get a few shots of this. In the right hands, with the right lighting and makeup—

No. No.

She couldn't make her daughters porn stars. If she did, they'd never walk New York again, and she would lose so much fucking money. 

Corrie was breathing hard, trying not to moan as her fingers feverishly touched herself right through her panties when she realized what she was doing.

Oh, fuck. Fuck! She was so wet, so flushed. Boris was going to know.

Corrie’s fingers slid down her thigh a little bit more. Just...just a little more, because where was the harm in it?

This was porn, wasn’t it? Just porn, and she was like anyone else: entranced by hot people doing hot things to one another. That was all it was.

Except, as she stared at her daughters—her beautiful, sexy, perfect-bodied, perfect-featured, completely-hers daughters—and how they were drooling and begging for more cock like beggars on the fucking street, Corrie knew—

She couldn’t stop masturbating.

It didn’t matter that she was a source of strength for her girls. It didn’t matter that she was the person who had molded them into these multi-million-dollar sex symbols. All that mattered was that she needed...she needed...

...?

Needed his cum?

Oh fuck he was buckling, gripping Abigail’s head so fucking tight. He was clearly close to cumming. 

Her fingers deep inside her pussy now. Hot constant pressure on her clit. 

So close...so close to cumming...

The mind protects itself. A last desperate lunge for sanity finally broke through her arousal and lust and she could see herself with some objectivity—a mother standing outside the room where her daughters were being forcefully skullfucked by a monster, and that mother being dripping wet as she watched. 

Insanity. Obscenity! She gathered herself completely, reaching into the cool steel part of her core that was as of yet untouched by this insane heat she felt. 

And she saw Lauren with the camera, focusing intently on one girl and then the next as they repeated the things Boris said. 

It was the camera. 

Corrie had to get the camera. 

There was no time to lose—everyone in the room was distracted, and she was dangerously close to being distracted again. Holding on to that cold, metal part of herself had merely allowed it to be exposed to the nonstop heat that (she now surmised) the camera was somehow producing. 

Boris came. All the girls came with him. Everyone besides Molly and Abigail had just cum, and yet they all now easily came again as he unloaded his seed down Abigail’s throat and all over her face and down her dress. 

She leapt across the room, easily navigating the distance in her high heels. Lauren, on her knees, held the camera only loosely. Corrie snatched it and ran out.

* * * * *
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CORRIE ONLY MADE IT about three feet out the front door before Nicole and Mikayla caught her, gripping her tight in a dual bear hug and bringing her back inside the dressing room.

"Girls, please, I'll pay you...I have money."

They didn't respond, just dragging her without emotion. She pumped her arms, tried to hit them in their soft parts—but their bodies were so fucking hard and fit that it seemed impossible. 

After just a few moments, they dragged her inside and down on the ground in front of Boris. After cumming all over Abigail, he looked a bit spent.

"Tease her a little," he said to Abigail. "Show Molly how. Give me a few minutes and then come to her office."

"Yes, Master." 

He left Mikayla at the entrance to the dressing room; there was no other way out. 

“That was so stupid of you, Mommy.” Abigail’s voice was happy and serene. “He told us he wanted to fuck you before. Now he’s probably going to be nasty about it.”

“Nasty...” Molly giggled. 

Molly sounded brainless. Abigail seemed utterly entranced, taken and in love. She spoke as if she had seen the face of god. But Molly spoke like she actually had no thoughts left but mindlessly, giggly obeying Boris’s every last whim. 

Could he have done that to her? Did he have that kind of power?

Oh fuck, why did everything related to power have to turn Corrie on so fucking much? She was a puddle of mush. 

“You have to give in to him, Mommy,” said Abigail.

Molly echoed her sister. “You have to. Have to.” She smiled, her eyes blank and blissful. “Have to, have to...”

“Please.” She searched for any semblance of reason in their eyes, and saw only insane, zealous reverence. “Please...girls. There must be some part of you...”

“Some part that doesn’t worship him? Some part that doesn’t think he’s god? Look at his cock, Mommy. It’s the most perfect cock in existence. Everything about him is perfect.”

Corrie did. And whimpered. She used to think it was so gross. But just like Boris had turned the glamorously angelic Abigail into a destroyed fuckpet, something about this terrible lust she felt had turned his massive fuckstick into a mouth-watering cock. She moaned, looking at its girth. Imagining sliding her face against it, thinking of it pushing up inside her...

She took a breath, trying to compose herself.

“Abigail...you don’t mean that. He made you think that.”

Abigail smiled and nodded. “I know! He fucked up our minds, Mommy. It’s so, soooo good. Everything he doesn’t like about you will die.”

“All gone,” Molly giggled. “All gone. All gone.”

“He really fucked with Molly’s mind." As if to punctuate the point, Abigail wiped a bit of her Master's cum off her shoulder and into her mouth, then kissed her sister. She tongued Boris's cum all the way down Molly's throat. "She’s mindless forever now. Even if somehow he gave you the camera or let you go, Molly would be a mindless, brainless, silly, dumb bimbo doll forever.”

“Wh-why did you get to keep your mind then?”

Abigail shrugged. “Someone’s got to tell Molly how to pose. I don’t think she could even dress herself anymore. She’s nothing but a blank slate for him to paint with his cum. Isn’t that hot?”

Soon the two dragged Corrie all the way back into her office. Boris sat behind her desk, casually enjoying a double blowjob as Nicole and Lauren gripped each other’s heads, pushing and pulling one another up and down his enormous wet cock. Mikayla hopped up onto the desk with a happy giggle and he admired her legs with his hands.

He continued to admire Mikayla even as Abigail handed off the camera to her. Molly, meanwhile, held Corrie in place—far too brainless to ever reason with or bribe. 

Boris, stroking Mikayla’s leg, grunted as he came again, shoving mostly Nicole’s mouth over his fountainous stream. 

All the girls but Corrie came. Gasping. Moaning. Whispering Thank You, Master.

Just from him cumming in some other girl. 

Even Corrie—who hadn’t been controlled the same way—felt the pull to cum when he had.  

“I don’t know what it is, exactly,” he said. “But something about that camera means I just have to fuck all the time, you know? And now that I know how to use it...god.” He shook his head and then looked at Corrie.. “I’m just going to fuck your head up so bad, sweetheart. I’m going to fuck it right up. 

He paused as Abigail let out a happy little titter and clapped her hands. She caught Corrie’s eyes and mouthed Yay! As if the two of them had been selected to win a prize.

“You should beg me right now to be able to remember your name,” he told Corrie. “Otherwise you’ll just be Sweet-tits. Or Fuckhole?” 

She glared at him. “Go to hell.”

He grinned. “Maybe just Daughter-Fucker. How about that?”

Corrie wished that her blood had turned cold at that. But instead, it boiled. She was so turned on that fucking anything sounded like bliss. 

She had to remember, somehow, that she didn’t want to fuck her daughters. Her sexy, sinful, sensuous daughters who she had raised to be professionally hot. 

Abigail stepped forward just slightly.

“Actually, Master. Speaking of that, I just was just telling her how—”

“Shut up.” He made a cutting motion against his throat. “You’re not here because of how you talk, honey.”

Abigail nodded, obediently keeping quiet.

“You can say Yes Master when I tell you shit like that. Just don’t talk my ear off, okay? I don’t care about what you have to say, babe. I just want you to look hot.”

She smiled brightly, as if he had given a glowing review to a painting she just finished. 

“Yes, Master. Of course, Master. Thank you, Master.”

It took a moment for Corrie to realize that the low, horrible droning sound filling the room was her own horrified moan. 

Boris looked back at her and smirked. 

“Oh, don’t worry, beautiful. I won’t make you as brainless as Molly. That was just an experiment, to be honest. I wanted to see how far I could go. And as it turns out, it’s pretty far.”

Somehow she had to reason with him. She had to...god, what even could she do? He had all the control. 

And that was so, so hot. 

Maybe that was it? Would he like that? Not sharing, but someone who understood at his side? Guiding and helping him? Teaching his girls?

She had to try.

“Please.” Corrie shook off Molly’s grip but stayed on her knees. She unbuttoned her blouse, displaying her gorgeous, heavy cleavage and the tight toned torso she possessed. “It doesn’t have to be this way. We can work together. I can bring you all the girls from the agency. To be honest, you having this kind of power surprises me, Boris. I didn’t know you were so ruthless.” She licked her lips, leaning into the role now. “I find that really, really attractive.”

He had leaned back, still looking at her, but enjoying Nicole and Lauren on his cock. 

This was her opening. She had to go for it. 

“Can you imagine it? Me at your side. Leading my...” She gulped, hesitating only briefly. The heat of the camera filling her brain. “...my daughters onto your enormous cock. Giving you everything you need. The wicked queen at your side, constantly supplying you with ideas. I mean, you can control anyone with that camera, can’t you? Hot women are just the start. There’s so much that you and I could do working together, and—”

With one finger, he pushed the camera up in Mikayla’s grip. Corrie, frozen by its invisible grip, stopped in mid-sentence.

“I don’t really care about any of that. You’re property. You were always supposed to be property. Now you just are. You need to learn to shut up just like Abigail. But don’t worry. I’ll teach you.”

Corrie watched, helpless, as the red record light turned on. Nicole and Lauren were pushed aside to make room for the real stars of the agency, and Abigail and Molly got on their knees to service their new Master while he fucked the mind of their mother.

“Tell me how hot you think your daughters are,” he said to Corrie. 

“They’re so fucking hot,” said Corrie. “They’re the hottest women alive. I know they’re sexier than me. That’s because they’re younger. Hot, young virgin pussy is so hot.”

“Do you find them attractive?”

“Of course not.” Corrie shook her head. “I’m—”

“You find them incredibly attractive. You want to fuck your daughters.” He turned the camera to Abigail and Molly. “You want to fuck each other and your mommy. You’re all turned on by each other all the time. You want to make out with each other constantly. You want to fuck each other and lick each other’s pussies. Just thinking about each other makes you wet. When you’re looking at each other, you’re close to cumming. You’re allowed to cum all you want when you’re making out with each other, and you need to cum when you’re touching each other. The only thing you want and love more than each other is to serve my cock and obey my commands.”

Corrie’s daughters were so sexy. How had she not seen it before?

Corrie watched with an intense mixture of fascination and fear as her daughters leaned forward to service their new Master. Abigail's long, luscious tresses hung down in front of her face as she turned her head sideways, kissing up and down Boris's shaft while Molly softly nuzzled against Nicole's body underneath her, her face buried in her cleavage as she gently teased out moans of pleasure from the other woman. The closeness they had developed over the years made it seem so natural for them to be together like this, their bodies moving in perfect synchronization. It was almost like a dance as they worked in unison to please Boris. Their taut stomachs undulated with each other's movements and the sway of their hips caused their ample breasts to bounce and jiggle enticingly for Corrie's eyes only.

Corrie watched, entranced by the sight of her daughters servicing the cock in front of her. Her lust rose, amplifying the erotic tension in the air, filling every pore of her being. She couldn't believe she'd never noticed how incredibly sexy they were before this moment. They knelt beside each other, their perfect bodies swaying together as they bobbed their heads up and down on Boris's thick shaft, taking him deep into their throats. The way their lips slid up and down his length with ease, their tongues dancing against the head of his cock - it was mesmerizing.

The sound of sloppy slurps and wet smacks echoed around the room, punctuated by heavy breathing. Molly whimpered softly as he filled her mouth and Abigail moaned around his girth, both girls clearly enjoying every moment of it.

"You like to watch, don't you? Isn't it just so fucking hot seeing those hot bitches fawn over me? Begging for my cock like the mindless whores they are?" He spat on Molly, his disdain for her lack of intelligence.

“Yes, Master.”

“You’d like to cum while they suck me off, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Master. Very much, Master.”

“A little eagerness in your tone, bitch.”

She adjusted immediately, her eyes drawing down and her chest thrust out. 

“Yes, Master!" She smiled, excited. "I want it so bad.”

He grinned, nodding before shoving Abigail toward Corrie. 

“Abigail,” he said. “Eat your mommy out while I fuck your sister’s mouth.”

Abigail crawled over, her eyes glazed over with lust. She shoved her tongue deep into Corrie’s cunt, licking at her clit while Molly moaned and sucked on his cock. Hands went to her tits, squeezing them with hunger as their bodies pressed against each other.

Corrie had never felt this kind of pleasure. 

"Sit on her face," he told Corrie. "Make your daughter work for it."

With a hunger she'd never felt before, Corrie mounted her daughter's face. The wetness between her legs already coating Abigail's chin as she began to rock back and forth, moaning with abandon. Her hands gripped her daughter's hair, yanking her head upward so their eyes met. In them, she saw only obedience and desire for more.

"That's it, bitches," Boris growled over them both. "Love it. Love every fucking second of it."

She felt herself getting wetter and wetter as she watched the scene in front of her, her two gorgeous, sexy girls so totally exposed. Eating out Mommy. Sucking down their new Daddy. He fucked Molly’s mouth hard, and soon she was a smudged, smeared mess like all his girls turned into. 

Abigail’s tongue was skilled. Either Boris had mindfucked her into knowing just how to lick, or she had spent time doing it in her previous life. Or perhaps, being so deeply gorgeous, she simply did everything with intense beauty. 

“Your daughters are my fuckslaves, bitch. What do you think of that?”

Thoughts were for dumb girls. Corrie was a smart girl and knew she didn't think anything unless her Master told her to.

“Whatever you want me to, Master!”

“You love it. You love that your hot supermodel daughters are my helpless slaves. You wish they had been that way their whole lives. I want you to remember raising them for me and me alone.”

“Yes, Master!”

Right away, she felt her mind rewriting itself. Memories recontextualizing around the worship of Boris through every year she could remember. He was all that mattered. Her supermodel daughters were his to do with as he pleased and that was so fucking hot and good.

Abigail moaned louder, her hot lips wrapped around Corrie's cunt as she tongue-fucked her with abandon. 

"Yes, Master!” Corrie nodded. “You're right, Master! They're all yours to do with as you please!"

“Fuck. Fuck it. I’ve wanted to fuck your mouth for so fucking long. You’ve been such a bitch.”

Corrie barely had time to agree before he unceremoniously popped out from Molly and shoved himself down her throat. He fucked her with downward force, pushing her cunt deeper against Abigail’s mouth. At the same time, Molly knelt down, giggling with her face full of precum and saliva and sweat, and began to lick her sister’s pussy. 

The sensations overwhelmed Corrie. The way he rammed her, so hard and so unapologetically. His cock invading her mouth and forcing itself down her throat. She could barely breathe around his girth but she didn't care. All that mattered was pleasing him, making him feel good enough to keep her around just a little longer.

Boris was right. This was the hottest thing she'd ever seen.

“Such a whore family,” he moaned. “Fucking whores. Fuck!”

The room was a cacophony of moans and wet, wanton sounds as the three women writhed in pleasure under his command. Boris's cock pounded harder and faster into Corrie’s desperate throat, driving her body into her Abigail’s mouth with every stroke. Abigail screamed gleefully, her perfect tits bouncing as she held onto Corrie's ass and thighs for support.

"That's right, sluts. Show each other how much you love to serve me," he growled, his eyes filled with lust and power. "You like it when I fuck your tight holes, don't you? Beg me for more!"

"Yes, Master!" they chorused, their voices muffled by the mix of cock and cunt in their mouths.

Corrie could feel the heat building up inside her, but she knew better than to cum without permission. Her cunt clenched around her sister's invading tongue, pleasure shooting through her body like lightning bolts. Beneath them, Abigail was teetering on the edge too, her body trembling violently as he hammered into her mother mercilessly.

“Oh fuck. Fuck, that’s so, so good...”

He was unable to hold himself back any longer. 

His piping hot cum exploded onto their eager faces, covering them from forehead to chin like a sticky, white mask of devotion. The three of them were joined in a depraved communion, bound by the power of his perfect cock. Boris didn't even bother to wipe himself off as he stood up, towering over the mess he had made of their beauty. 

Lauren, who had been cumming madly this whole time, stumbled and crawled towards him and whimpered like a puppy, eager to lick him clean. Boris allowed it, pulling her in while also tugging Corrie by the hair to get her closer. 

"I want to make you so fucking brainless. I’m going to have to find some way to control myself. I don’t want you to have any brains at all. Holy fuck.”

That sounded wonderful. Her Master wanted it, so it must have been perfect. Abigail and Molly leaned in on her face and cleaned up the cum dripping off of her and then immediately used the extra hot sticky liquid for a long, sensual, deep kiss with one another. Boris grunted watching them, his cock twitching again. 

“Thank you, Master. I would love that.”

“I know. But...” he sighed. “I’ve got some plans I’m thinking of. And you’re such an insane, psychotic bitch that I think I want you to tell me your ideas. You raised these two to be nothing but vain psychopaths just like you.”

Corrie sparkled with the compliment. She really had. 

“I’ll do anything you require, Master. I can’t wait to tell you all the thoughts that belong to you.”

“I want to change this stupid industry. Put women in their fucking place, you know? Where they belong. There’s too much focus on inclusion and all that dumb shit, you know? Women are just things. Like you. Only you know it. So we’re going to fix it.”

Corrie’s smile was utterly sincere and completely blank. She was so happy. She couldn’t wait to see his plans unfold.

# # #
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