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

Vanessa considered what her sister had proposed, drinking a long sip of coffee and taking her time about it. It was late in the afternoon, and she hadn’t even wanted to drink coffee in the first place. She didn’t even want to be at this stupid cafe having this stupid conversation. 

How could Hannah be so stupid? God. 

As if that madman owning half the world’s celebrities wasn’t bad enough. Now, he was going to own Hannah. 

“Well?” Hannah tapped perfectly manicured fingernails impatiently on the table. “Usually, you can’t wait to try to dump opinions on me.”

Usually, Hannah’s well-being wasn’t at stake. Most of Hannah’s problems usually boiled down to dating a hard-bodied soft-brained athlete or a soft-bodied hard-nosed millionaire. 

Vanessa toyed with her straw in her frozen coffee. There was so much sugar in it; there was no way she was going to drink it all. 

“I just think it’s a bad idea, that’s all.”

Hannah rolled her eyes. “I knew you’d be a bitch about it.”

Her adopted sister had always been difficult. It came with the territory of being an insanely hot, thin, busty blonde. With her bright blue eyes, thick blond hair, polished skin, and diamond jewelry, she looked like a much sexier version of the hot, preppy girls who got murdered first in slasher movies. She was just used to getting her way no matter what. 

Vanessa was too, of course. Despite not being sisters by blood, they were still deeply close in age and appearance. Only, she hadn’t made a career out of her hotness in the same way that Hannah had. Hannah had made it her life’s work to be professionally hot. Vanessa was perfectly content being professional and hot.

“I mean...look, Hannah...”

Hannah made a voice. “Look, Vanessa...”

“Don’t be rude. You asked my opinion. I’m giving it. Clearly there’s some part of you that wants a little pushback, or else you wouldn’t have talked to me.”

Hannah huffed and crossed her arms. The movement made her substantial tits even more substantial. A man sitting nearby, staring, missed his coffee and poured sugar into his laptop and did not notice. 

“Fine. Go ahead.”

“Okay. So. You want to go audition for The Masters Agency. You’ve got like, what, half a million followers?”

“Ten times as many as you, that’s right.”

It was Vanessa’s turn to roll her eyes. “Sure. Okay. And you want to take your career to the next level, so this is the path you see. But every girl who goes to this agency ends up like, the property of the guy in charge.”

Hannah nodded excitedly. “And some of them get even more famous than they were before.”

“I mean, I guess? But like...”

“It’s not like I’m above fucking to get ahead,” said Hannah.

“How would you know?” Vanessa’s voice became a whisper. “You’ve never even gotten past second base.”

“It’s not my fault men give me everything I want with just like, the promise of affection. And it’s not my fault they know I don’t give it up and go after me anyway.”

It was kind of her fault—in that it was her body’s fault. Hannah was exceptionally gorgeous and flaunted every bit of it all the time. Even now in the café, with just a simple meeting with her sister. She wore a cornflower blue dress with a deep, scooping neckline. Her heavy tits pushed the fabric, making the view from the side positively pornographic. Vanessa, in her tight jeans and tee, felt both over and under-dressed compared to Hannah’s startlingly easy sexual advertisement. 

“Walk me through it. Help it make sense to me.”

Vanessa was a journalist by trade. She worked for The Times. This was an old conversational trip of the two sisters. Terribly afflicted with ADHD, Vanessa’s interest meter only really went from 7-10. Anything that might have been 0-6 would all put her right to sleep. But, she was a creature of immense empathy, and knowing about why someone found something interesting usually made her more interested in it. 

“I go there, right?” said Hannah. “I audition. They take me, because of course they do. I meet the guy. He’s got the keys to the kingdom, so I pretend to adore him like all those other girls definitely are doing, right? And then, heck, if he’s really got the keys, then why not give it up to him?”

“What about getting married? He’s married like seven of those girls.”

He also apparently bankrolled the campaigns of every politician who had made polygamy legal.

Hannah scoffed. “I don’t care about getting married. Oh my god, Vanessa. You’re such a prude. I just don’t want to give it up for nothing. I’ll easily let a guy fuck me if it means my Insta has ten million followers like his other top girls. Do you have any idea how much those girls make just for wearing hot shit?”

Other people in the cafe were staring now. Well, staring more than before. Hannah was very loud. People already stared because Vanessa was beautiful, and even if she wasn’t, Hannah was gorgeous. 

“I know that he takes like a huge percentage of their payout,” said Vanessa. 

“A percentage of an enormous amount is still a huge amount,” said Hannah. “Plus, can you imagine that many people knowing who I am?” 

She had stars in her eyes. There was no reasoning with her.

* * * * *
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THAT WAS NINE MONTHS ago. 

Now, Vanessa was inside the mansion estate headquarters of The Masters Agency herself, hoping to god she wasn’t reliving her missing sister’s footsteps. 

Vanessa stood with eleven other girls in two rows of six, being closely examined by a gorgeous brunette woman wearing a tight silk dress and imperiously tall stiletto heels. The air was cool, but not so cool that it explained why everyone’s nipples were so deeply hard. 

All the girls were there for the same reasons that Hannah had come so many months ago—hoping for fame and wealth. With the way that the world had tilted on its access, they knew that if they did everything right today, they could easily end up in the 1% of the 1% of the 1% that lived a dream right out of sex-laden, nigh-pornographic luxury-clad commercials for The Masters Agency. 

Every girl in line, including Vanessa, had dressed in tight, chic outfits—sweaters and skirts, clingy dresses, tights and boots, armlets and leggings, cowled snuggyfuck turtlenecks, rompers, and so on. The Masters Agency made it very clear that the ideal woman was fuckable and elegant. 

Vanessa wore a tight pale ivory dress that displayed the soft paleness of her own porcelain skin. Though it showed no cleavage, it was so tight around her ample chest that there was no question about how big her breasts were. They quivered with every breath she took. 

She made up for the lack of visible titflesh with lots and lots of leg—the dress ended in a stylish pleat far above mid-thigh, nearly flashing Vanessa’s white lacy panties with every step she took.

Deciding on footwear had been an arduous process; she had to fit in with the bimbos who came here. Thigh-high boots or tights or the like were always popular, but then, ankle boots also did a phenomenal job of displaying a woman’s legs. 

Ultimately she decided on a classy pair of matte black leather heels, the kind that spiraled in twists around her ankles and looked like she should be fucked on a yacht. That seemed to be the taste of the monster in charge. 

It was, besides the color, a rather similar outfit to the last one that Vanessa had seen Hannah in. That seemed appropriate. 

Everything about Vanessa had been chosen with deliberate care; this infiltration meant everything to her. The other girls were here to change their lives; Vanessa was here to change everyone’s life. 

Professionally—if she could expose what was happening here and bring knowledge of The Masters Agency’s  illicit control and methods to the public, perhaps they could burn it down and have some semblance of the old world order back. 

And of course, personally, she wanted to rescue her sister. That was most important. Even if Vanessa had spent a lot more time daydreaming about accepting journalism awards than thanks from her sister. 

Corrie, the beautiful brunette scrutinizing Vanessa and the other auditioners, stood tall and commanding. In her research, Vanessa knew that once upon a time Corrie had been the head of The Masters Agency before selling to the enigmatic Boris for literally one dollar, which she famously immediately paid back. 

Her long dark hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall of silk, shimmering under the soft light of the mansion's chandeliers. She wore a tight-fitting red wrap-around dress that hugged her tight waist and wide hips, highlighting her ample bosom and toned legs. Her muscle tone was unbelievable; she looked like she spent every spare moment working out. 

Every step she took was accompanied by the sultry sound of silk sliding against smooth skin and the click-clack of impossibly high heels on the polished marble floors of the mansion. The room was filled with a heady mix of her perfume and desire, making Vanessa's heart race just being in her presence.

There was something else that made Vanessa’s heart race, made her pussy pulse. She couldn’t quite put a finger on it, though she had her suspicions. 

The amount of lust she felt now surprised her. She had started the day cold as ice, and at a tall building in the middle of downtown, met the other eleven drop-dead gorgeous “recruits” with her blood still cool and her thoughts measured. Even on the helicopter ride to the country, where this massive estate took up over a three million acres of fertile, arable land, she had remained calm. 

But ever since actually entering the mansion, feeling its hard marble floors and its vast ceilings overhead, and bearing witness to the many beautiful and busty servants walking around smiling and chatting with each other—and especially since the presence of Corrie—Vanessa had felt unbearable heat. 

Lust. Desire. Want. 

Where did it come from?

She wasn't bisexual, so it wasn't all the other pretty girls. 

Even if they were extremely pretty. 

She wasn't very heterosexual either. She just kind of wanted cuddles without commitment. What would you call that? There was no word as far as she knew for someone who wanted a one-night stand of solidly good snugs. 

As she approached each girl in the line, Corrie would lean forward slightly, giving them an unobstructed view of the lace bralette that barely contained her shiny, full tits. Her nipples poked against the thin fabric.

It brought to mind the image of a madame checking out potential whores for use at an old west saloon, ensuring that none of her girls were going to murder the johns for getting too rough or the like.  

Just like a fancy brothel, this entryway into the mansion was constructed like the portal to some opulent fantasy world—heavily scented candles burned on every surface, filling the air with heady fragrances that mingled intoxicatingly with the sweet taste of lust. A pair of beautiful young women in revealing evening gowns played piano in the background ceaselessly, seamlessly shifting from one song to the next. Bottles of champagne sat chilled on silver trays, ready to be popped open at any moment.

Each bottle of champagne was worth several thousand dollars. This place was just nuts. 

Since Hannah had joined up with The Masters Agency those nine months ago, it had only grown in size and scope. It had already been massive; it became a behemoth with its tentacles reaching into every facet of life. 

A staggering number of mergers done in record time had made it the single most profitable entity in the world. Its monthly profits were several times the national GDP of more than 50% of the world’s countries combined—especially because many of its industry’s executive officers were now de facto dictators of those countries.

Each time some politician or activist had come out and protested the size of The Masters Agency, a simple short meeting with Boris had changed their mind completely. 

One fiery young lady senator from New York had lambasted the growing power of The Masters Agency and how its many businesses were collectively destroying the purchasing power of the lower classes as well as the environments where they lived—including vastly increasing the size of private prisons and loosening the restrictions on who could be sent there, creating vast empty lots in the inner cities which The Masters Agency immediately bought up and filled with high-rent district housing. The senator organized a protest campaign. Hundreds of thousands had shown up to march on the capital. 

The night before the march, she met privately with Boris and the high executives of The Masters Agency for about ten minutes. 

The senator then walked out to a press conference where she publicly and passionately begged Boris to run for president and lauded him as the greatest American who had ever lived. Meanwhile, to her army of protesters, she recommended that they get a life.

Three thousand young men had been sent to the private prison in Vanessa’s city just last week. They had been found guilty of looking at women inappropriately, asking women out, harassing women with unwanted advances, or just simply being around women past normal work hours.

Women were quickly becoming, in effect if not outright cause, property that only The Masters Agency could take advantage of.

Vanessa did have to admit that all the extra bodies taken out of the public made the commute much nicer. And it was lovely not being cat-called all the time.

Those were cold thoughts, but then—she had to become cold to survive this place.

It had not been easy to get herself to this point. Physically, of course, there was all the endless work of fitness and dieting. Regimented fasting, daily two-a-day workouts, endless pilates to tighten and enhance her core, and whenever she did eat, it was invariably small amounts of vegetables and the leanest possible proteins.

She had even become, despite her wishes to the contrary, something of a brilliant cook out of necessity. She knew by heart twenty-five ways to prepare lean poultry all of which tasted fantastic enough to eat over and over again.

As a result, Vanessa was in fantastic shape. She had gone from a 9.5/10 to a 25, easy. Her abs had never been clearer or tighter, while remaining utterly soft and touchable. Her honey blond hair, grown long, responded well to the dieting and fasting and had grown thicker and softer than ever. Toned arms, a dramatic thigh-gap, and her hefty bust had left her looking like a mouth-watering knockout. The men at the newspaper office hardly left her alone until it had become illegal to bother her. 

Vanessa knew, with some satisfaction, that she was the sole reason that at least nine men from her office were currently in jail.  She allowed herself to feel that satisfaction knowing that her current mission would mean that they would be freed, once all the details of Boris’s control were revealed. 

All in all, Vanessa was—if she was being honest and not self-deprecating like usual—looking like an even hotter version of Hannah. 

And Hannah was fucking hot. 

Of course, women had to be hot these days. It was basically required. Girls who were too ugly were simply sent to prison. “Ugly girls may as well be men,” a bright, pretty brunette representative from The Masters Agency had said at the latest White House press briefing (The Agency staffed the entirety of the executive and judicial branch), “and we have far too many of those in the first place. Do your best to look pretty, and your efforts will be rewarded.”

Emotionally, it was even harder to be in this mansion. Finding the will to keep her composure even now was quite difficult—being inspected by this awful, judgy bitch-drone in her hive of luxury bimbos to be admitted entrance to go and be a sex slave for the biggest sleazebag on Earth. It took everything Vanessa had not to jump on this woman and strangle her. 

Vanessa clenched her jaw, willing herself to remain composed as Corrie's eyes raked over her body. Feeling weighed and measured like a piece of meat.

Corrie took a hold of Vanessa’s jaw and shifted her from one side and then the other. 

“Very nice,” she murmured. “Very nice. We may have a winner already.”

The other girls near Vanessa bristled with jealousy. Vanessa could not help but feel a heady, almost euphoric sense of pride at Corrie’s words. 

This was a woman who knew something about winning, about trophies, about being a prize. Did Vanessa want to be that? Not in her heart of hearts. But she had tried nonstop to look like one for months—and it thrilled her to be recognized as one of Corrie’s own so readily. 

“Thank you, Miss.”

Corrie smiled and snapped her fingers, stepping away. Another servant on hand waited with a large luxury, gold-lined bag. From it, Corrie drew a large jade camera.

Vanessa’s breath caught; she tried to recover quickly. It was the same color jade as the pendant around her neck.

Was that loon right after all?

If he had been right, then that meant...oh fuck. 

“Ladies.” Corrie held up the camera and passed its lens across the assemblage of beautiful young women. “Please look here. We’ve got to take a photo of the entire group just to commemorate the occasion.”

Around Vanessa, the other girls immediately began to freeze in place. Vanessa could feel the camera’s influence pass over her—a kind of strange chilling heat compelling her not to move—but also felt the ability to resist. 

She knew the other girls did not have the same luxury. 

Before she arrived today, her research had introduced her to the bereaved son of a shop owner who had professed to know the secret behind Boris’s power. He spun a tall tale about a hypnotic camera that Boris had stolen in a wild altercation that also left the shop owner dead. He advised Vanessa to do what he had done—keep her head down and stay out of Boris’s way. 

But if she had to investigate further, he gave her a small trinket—the jade pendant she now wore around her neck. 

“It won’t keep you perfectly safe,” he said. “But it’s the only thing that might help.”

The pendant was helping. And she would use that to fight Boris, to wrest control away from him and save everyone. 

But for now, she had to play along.

“Smile, girls." Corrie smiled her own vapid, sexy smile. "You love to smile.”

LovetosmilelovetosmileIlovetosmileI’vealwayslovedsmilingit’sthebestsmilingisthebesteverit’s—

The intrusive thoughts pushed against Vanessa’s brain like a cat pawing at a door. She could feel them, hear them, was bothered by them. But she could ignore them. 

The other girls couldn’t. So, Vanessa forced a smile onto her flawless face as Mikayla snapped the picture, the camera's flash momentarily blinding her.

“Your minds are empty. You have no will but his will. You need to listen and obey.” 

The other girls, frozen like statues around her, appeared nothing more than dolls ready for the taking. Their vacant expressions sent a shiver down Vanessa's spine. 

Vanessa immediately had to adapt. Not being in the front row—a strategic choice on her part to hide whatever flashes of derision crossed her face—meant she could copy those around her a little easier. The postures of all the girls relaxed and then straightened, held ramrod-tight with their hefty chests put out. 

“You are happy to obey,” said Corrie. 

“I’m happy to obey.”

Vanessa quickly spoke the words. She had learned, growing up going to church, that people could always tell when you were simply mouthing along. 

“You love that you’re here.”

“I love that I’m here.”

lovethatI’mhereloveitsogoodtobehereit’sthebestthebesteveri’msoluckysoluckysogoodloveithere—

“You’re excited to show off.”

“I’m excited to show off.”

“You’re excited to learn.”

“I’m excited to learn.”

ExcitedtolearnsoexcitedsofuckingexcitedohmygodcanyoubelieveitigettoLEARNohmygodimsoluckytheluckiestgirlonearthtoLEARN—

Despite knowing the camera wasn’t working on her, Vanessa found herself feeling excited. Not brainless and hypnotized like these poor girls around her. No, it was the same heat and lust she had felt since entering this place. It had only gotten worse as the camera came out.

Moisture and heat—unmistakable symptoms of her sexual arousal—began to emanate from her softly trembling virgin pussy.

“You want to meet Boris.”

“I want to meet Boris.”

“You’re so excited to meet Boris.”

“I’m so excited to meet Boris.”

soEXCITEDohmygodcanImeethimcanIreallyIneedtosobadneeditsoBADohmygodIneedhimneedHIMneedHIMneedtoMEEThim—

Vanessa bit her lip, trying to maintain a semblance of composure as the hypnotic words washed over her. The thought of in any way being kind or sweet to this man was repulsive, but she would have no choice. Not if she wanted to save her sister. She couldn't let her defiance ruin their only chance at freedom.

"You want to be chosen by Boris more than anything."

"I want to be chosen by Boris more than anything.”

Vanessa matched the breathy, hopeful, excited tone of the girls around her. She just tried to think about something pleasant, like how pretty Corrie was.

She had prepared for this moment, had trained her mind and body relentlessly. Surely she could withstand a few moments of humiliation if it meant saving Hannah.

“You know Boris is the man of your dreams.”

This was shameful. This was disgusting. 

“I know Boris is the man of my dreams.”

Vanessa spoke as if her voice was a smile.

“You need to prove yourself to Boris.”

“I need to prove myself to Boris.”

“You can prove yourself to Boris by being submissive, obedient, eager, and seductive.”

“I can prove myself to Boris by being submissive, obedient, eager, and seductive.”

Vanessa's breathing quickened as she repeated the words, her heart pounding against her rib cage. Boris, the man she loathed more than anyone else on Earth, was all she could think about now despite her resistance. She wasn’t controlled, but going along this far she was definitely influenced. It was like each phrase she said cracked the door open for the insistent thoughts right outside. 

She felt her pussy drenching itself just at the thought of being in his presence, of feeling his big strong hands on her body as he took what was rightfully his. 

And then maybe Corrie, pretty pretty Corrie, would hold her down for him and then he could fuck her and there would be nothing she could do about it and then she would have to obey, she would have to, obeying would feel so good if she was forced into it, if they force-fucked her stupid mind and made her into a submissive slut begging for his cock for the rest of her life and—

Vanessa’s thoughts snapped back to her as the camera blinked off. Corrie smiled at all of them and Vanessa smiled back brightly. It felt so fucking good to smile for Corrie. Pretty girls loved smiling; there was nothing prettier to wear than a hot smile on a lovely face. 

Phew. She was really fucking turned on. Her pussy felt like she had cum three times in a row or something. All the other girls had knocking knees and wet thighs. They breathed heavily, their body flushed. Vanessa was so glad she could resist the control, otherwise she would have been cumming nonstop just like them, instead of only a reasonable two or three times while her mind had blanked out and she thought about how pretty Corrie was and how fucking hot it would be to be force-fucked by the hunky hot Boris. 

"Come now, ladies," said Corrie, leading the entranced group forward like a pride of well-groomed lionesses, "Who would like to tour the facilities to show what good girls we can be if we try?”

Vanessa fought against the urge to roll her eyes. Facilities? Please, it was more like a high-class kennel for overpriced breeding stock. The compound was opulent, yes, but even the lush gardens and high-end décor couldn't mask its true purpose: turning women into mindless sex objects.

Besides, it would have been rude to roll her eyes at Corrie. She was so fucking pretty and she made it feel so good to just nod and smile and think about the way Boris's enormous cock would wreck her virgin cunt and breed her stupid and barefoot and—

All the girls cheered at Corrie's suggestion of a tour. Vanessa, doing her best imitation of a mindless sex object, cheered as hard as the rest.

* * * * *
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CORRIE GLOWED WITH positive sexual energy as she led the tour. 

"We're so lucky to be here, girls. As I'm sure you've heard, there are millions out there who would kill for this opportunity. A chance to be with Boris, to bear his children, to serve at his side... it's every girl's dream, isn't it?"

"We're so lucky," Vanessa parroted, forcing a smile onto her face. 

She hated how easy the words came out of her pretty, sexy mouth. It was like she wanted to say them. Like she wanted to be walking behind pretty fucking Corrie and drooling over an anti-feminist scumbag who wouldn't give a fuck about her if she was less than a 20 out of 10. He belonged in jail, not endlessly breeding brainwashed women! 

Just...breeding one after another, after another, after another...

Vanessa's mind skipped over a few minutes. They were in a long hallway outside of a kind of barracks—complete with bunkbeds and pristinely washed sheets. A group of hot girls inside gathered around a large screen, on their knees and watching a video of Boris fucking a busty redhead screaming his name. Every girl watching fingered their pussies. 

Vanessa adjusted her dress, then again. Touching her thighs once and then again. She just didn't feel right; she probably needed to be finger-fucking herself like a good girl as she thought about Boris.

No, no. Boris was icky. While she thought about...Corrie?

But thinking about super-pretty smiling Corrie meant thinking about Boris fucking Corrie...

"And before you ask," Corrie continued the tour, "I know what you're all thinking: 'Corrie, how do we gain his attention? How can we become the woman he will choose?'" She gave them a sultry wink. "Fear not, my horny little doves. I shall reveal all."

Throughout the halls, Vanessa spotted more of Corrie's doppelgangers, all long-haired and busty, each as beautiful as the next. They all wore the same uniform—a tight, white minidress that hugged every curve, ending just below their perky buttocks. The low-cut neckline showed off their magnificent, natural breasts, each pair restrained by the clingy white fabric.

Vanessa was averaging about a cum every three minutes. She could feel the constant, unending stream of pleasure and lust pulsing out from the camera like radiation. Every tick of her own g-spot Geiger meter meant another hot, mind-melting orgasm.

Just a cum every three minutes or so was perfectly fine. She could probably do it every two minutes and still be totally fine. And really, she was a good girl, a truly top-of-the-line trophy prize, so a cum every minute wasn't out of the question for her. 

The man who had given Vanessa the pendant she wore now had warned her, fool that he was, that the pendant would only give her so much protection. 

It's for running, he said. Not for defense. It just gives you a little more time to get away. Don't go in there thinking you can withstand the camera for any real length of time. 

Instead of listening to that stupid old dreary man, Vanessa had bet on herself like a good girl and the strength of her will and body and mind. And now, here she was, cumming only every two minutes or so while she thought about mega-hunk Boris facefucking her senseless on top of her sister's luxuriously sexy body. 

Oh no, wait. It's Corrie, right?

Yes. Corrie would be watching Boris fuck her mouth. That would be so cool. 

Hypothetically speaking. Vanessa adjusted her dress again, this time rubbing a nipple. She came immediately, leaning on a sexy Latina nearby. Lots of girls were leaning on one another; it was totally normal. 

Resisting like this was, honestly, totally a piece of cake. She scratched at the pendant, flaking pieces of it away, wanting to test herself more. She could probably let more of the camera in somehow. Its grip on her brain was so tight and sure; it must have known what it was doing.

The tour continued through the luxurious facility, with Corrie leading them from room to opulent room. Everywhere they went, Vanessa saw signs of indoctrination: glossy posters plastered on every wall extolling the virtues of submission and obedience, images of smiling blondes on their knees before Boris.

“It's so sexy to be a good girl, isn't it?" purred Corrie. "To serve a man like Boris is every girl's dream, isn't it?"

Vanessa had to force herself not to gag. Instead, she pasted a vacant, subservient smile on her face and nodded along with the others. 

“Mmm-hmm, yes Ma'am." She sounded like a brainless, horny bimbo. 

She couldn't believe she was actually saying these words, but she had to play along if she wanted any chance of rescuing her sister. She even felt like a brainless bimbo. A brainless bimbo who knew all about forcing and gagging for Master. He could force himself on her and make her gag like a good brainless hot bimbo babe and she could gag and gag and moan and he would fuck her senseless and...

What?

"... and most importantly, remember that it is our purpose to please the man of our dreams, our savior, Boris." Corrie purred, her eyes shining with devotion. "Being chosen by him is the highest honor any of us could ever hope for."

Vanessa managed to keep her face neutral as she nodded along with the other girls, but inside she seethed. This place was a brainwashing camp, pure and simple. Washing brains was like, so totally rude. What if she wanted her brain to be dirty?

But then, why would she want that? She loved to clean for her Man. That was such a weird reaction. She needed to cum and think about it. She grabbed the nearby Latina's hands and slipped them hard against her tits, gasping briefly as she tried to clear her thoughts of the omnipresent pink fuzz slowly taking over her being.

Soon enough, they reached another room, this one covered in glossy photos of blondes with legs that went on for days and perfectly round asses. Some pictures showed them kneeling, faces beatific as they served their well-dressed partners—all of them Boris in different outfits. He wore classy, regal clothing like sweat pants, novelty tees, stained hoodies and the like. 

Other girls posed in designer gowns that clung to their flawless curves, smiling up at the camera as if they had won the lottery. And weren't they right? This was a paradise for trophy wives.

Vanessa swallowed. She'd pictured this moment a hundred times in her nightmares, but the reality was worse than she could have ever imagined. This place reeked of privilege and entitlement, the smell of expensive cologne mingling with the musky scent of aroused women.

It was so awful. She wasn't in any of these photos. How was she supposed to fuck Boris if...

No, wait. She wasn't...wasn't supposed to fuck Boris. 

Oh, dear.

Vanessa tried to focus on Corrie's mind-numbing commentary about the compound's state-of-the-art gym—which was larger than her entire high school had been—and the endless closet of designer clothes they would soon have access to. The clothes themselves were enough to make even the pickiest fashionista cream her thong. Racks upon racks of Chanel, Versace, and Tom Ford lined the walls, each more extravagant than the last.

Vanessa's fingers itched to run through the silky fabrics, to feel them caressing her skin like a lover's touch.

In the back of her mind, she hated herself for even entertaining these thoughts. This wasn't her—she was better than these brainwashed Barbie dolls.

But, each rack of clothes was worth more than her entire life savings, each stitch screaming wealth and opulence. It was all to die for: silk, satin, and lace gowns .There were racks upon racks of Louboutins, Manolos, and Jimmy Choos, all in a kaleidoscope of colors to match any mood or outfit. Vanessa felt a twinge of jealousy for her sister, who had access to these delights each day.

Corrie then led them to an open-air courtyard where a group of women lounged in skimpy bikinis, their flawless bodies shimmering with oil under the sun's harsh gaze. Each one was a Greek goddess brought to life, and each one seemed more perfect than the last.

The Agency's philosophy had seeped so deep into society that even she, a rebellious agent, couldn't help but feel its allure now.

She was swaying. Her will crumbling. She needed something bad but couldn't decide if it was her sister or Corrie's cunt. 

Ooh, phrasing. Did that mean she didn't know if she wanted Corrie's cunt or her sister's cunt? Ungh. Licking Hannah would be so naughty, but would probably taste soooo good.

She tried to access an older, angrier part of herself. 

Get less turned on, girl. Let's go!

What was their asinine slogan?

Women Exist To Look Good.

Vanessa clenched her fists. She was so fucking horny.

After The Masters Agency began its rocket-like ascent into the stratosphere, their top models Abigail and Molly had been the faces on every campaign. Their slogan was almost the new national motto: 

Women Exist To Look Good.

Vanessa had scoffed at it, but here...

Here, it was like a mantra. 

The most popular commercial had Abigail and Molly walking up to a mirror and posing happily. At the end of the pose, each would say something provocative:

“If you don’t, shouldn’t you try harder?”

“If you don’t, why would he love you?”

“If you don’t, why should anyone care about you?”

“If you don’t, why are you even alive?”

And then both girls posing together, groping each other and pushing their tits against one another as they moaned and ached:

“Women Exist To Look Good.”

It was a popular ad, or at least Vanessa had to think that it was. It played three times as much as anything else, and was plastered on every billboard, wall, subway stop, bus stop, and building side that she could see. 

Vanessa could feel the shame seep into every pore of her being as she thought about those commercials. She had once mocked them, but now here she was, walking the same hallowed grounds where those very words were filmed. 

No wonder all these women were so brainwashed. 

They walked for several minutes—through gyms, and past pools, and in and out of offices with vast paintings of Boris skullfucking incredibly lucky women. Vanessa’s mind kept blanking in and out between her mission and her arousal, struggling to keep herself in check. Why wasn’t the pendant working better?

She was so strong. It wasn’t her. It was the silly pendant. It was silly, wearing it. Trying to resist. It was making her into a very silly girl. She giggled along with the other girls. 

“Yes,” said Corrie. Vanessa realized dimly that she had just said something. “It is funny to think that people used to think any man but Boris was worth fucking. But we have a much better understanding now, don’t we?”

“Yes!”

Vanessa was the first to clap. Corrie smiled at her. So pretty and dazzling. So knowing. Vanessa couldn’t stop thinking about how Corrie kept looking at her more than the other girls. Like she was better than them, hotter, more deserving. 

She was so fucking wet. How could a silly girl like her keep cumming and keep needing to cum so bad? It meant she really needed a good hard fuck by a real man. A big-cocked man. 

Boris had an enormous cock.

The compound was massive, bigger than any she could have ever imagined. It boasted four separate wings with a grand garden courtyard. 

It was in the garden where Vanessa’s resistance was really put to the test.

In the garden, there were statues and fountains everywhere, most of them lewd in nature and featuring naked, busty women lovingly detailed on their knees and praying to serve.  

The garden was lush and green, red roses lining every pathway. As they walked, Vanessa could hear moans and gasps of arousal in the distance.

Corrie's voice was lathered in exuberance as she extolled the virtues of their new life as models for the cameras, as if it were a badge of honor to be objectified by strangers. Vanessa and the other girls sighed wistfully, dreaming of being filmed and admired and jacked off to by fools who would never even see them in person while Boris fucked them as much as he wanted. 

"Boris has been so good to us." Corrie's eyes misted over with gratitude. "Before him, we were directionless, whorish creatures who didn't know our place. But he saved us, showed us the error of our ways."

They continued through the garden, and Vanessa noticed the cameras everywhere. On poles. In the corners of hedges. On the small stone walls and fountains. There was no escape from the unblinking eyes. She flashed one a smile.

"He watches over us always," said Corrie, following her gaze. "It's for our own good, of course."

Of course. Corrie seemed to have quite a mind for these kinds of things. Vanessa trusted her. It felt so good to think of herself as property to be watched over. The happy, trophy wife of a real man like Boris. Waiting for him to come home, dolled up in lingerie, begging to be knocked up (and hopefully for the seventh time). 

Vanessa's pussy clenched at the thought, and she blushed.

More moans filled the garden space. One sounded quite familiar. As they walked past a wide plot of tulips, Vanessa was certain she knew the source. Curiosity spiking, she did her best to nonchalantly break from the pack and follow the sound.

Vanessa stepped off the paved path and into the overgrowth, her stilettos sinking into the moist grass. She didn't care. The moans were louder now, more insistent, and her heart pounded in her chest. 

Could it be?

Vanessa turned the corner and her breath caught in her throat.

Ahead, she spied a clearing with a marble fountain. Two incredible beauties were knelt on their knees in the grass before it, pressed against each other, necking passionately.

One of the beauties was Hannah. Her blonde hair fell over her back in a cascade of tumbling waves. 

The heat Vanessa felt intensified suddenly, unstoppable and undeniable.

Heat at her sister.

Of course, she had always found Hannah attractive. How could you not? Hannah’s entire life was dictated around how attractive she could be at any given moment. Of course, this meant that the lifestyle of The Masters Agency had drawn her like a moth to a flame. 

Now, Hannah was dolled up in a luxuriously sexy lace-covered, frilly floral sundress dress, its fabric rich, shimmery white, and clingy. Each time she swayed her hips or stepped forward, the silky material flowed around her legs and revealed glimpses of her toned thighs covered only by soft white lace. 

Her heels, tall and sparkly white, dug into the grass as she plunged her fingers deeper inside of her lover’s wet, lace-covered pussy. The dark-haired beauty pulled up Hannah’s dress, exposing her ass. The sunlight danced off her hot skin, and Vanessa wanted to lick the dew—

She’s your sister! she thought, horrified.

That didn’t make her pussy any less wet, though. 

The other girl didn’t help. She was even hotter than Hannah, though it took Vanessa a moment to realize who it was with her face so covered up by Hannah’s constant kissing. 

It was Abigail.

In person, she was even more striking than in the ads. Her whole being glowed with sublime, happy radiance. Her body was flawless, and her breasts were high and pert, the envy of every teenage boy’s wet dream and every ugly girl’s self-hate diary. 

Women Exist To Look Good.

Another intrusive thought for Vanessa. She couldn’t seem to escape them. 

The slogan, once so shallow and demeaning, now seemed to resonate deep within her core, like a long-buried truth that had been waiting to be unearthed. The memory of those hot commercials flooded her mind. Watching her sister make out with Abigail—the Abigail—she found herself not only understanding the slogan but craving the lifestyle they advertised.

A part of her—getting larger all the time—whispered that it might not be so bad to live in such luxury, to be adored and pampered by a man like Boris, to be his perfect arm candy. To never have to worry about anything more than her appearance and pleasing him. 

Trophy.

Prize.

Look good for HIM.

Vanessa couldn't help but feel like she was invisible in comparison to Abigail. 

But, who didn’t have least a tiny crush on Abigail and Molly? The two most popular models in the world, constantly showing their hot, incredible bodies in one luxurious outfit after another every hour of every day on InstaTap. 

Abigail’s outfit now almost entirely matched Hannah’s, only in a girlish paisley blue instead of white-and-floral like Hannah’s. Their legs covered in gorgeous stockings. Their fingers deep inside one another. 

Her cunt twitched inside at the thought of all the depraved things Boris could do to these two beautiful women, how they would beg and moan for mercy that he would never give. And worse yet (or better yet?), they would love every second of it. 

After all, wasn't that why they had joined The Masters Agency in the first place? To find a man like him who could dominate and control them in ways they only dreamed about but were too afraid to admit aloud?

Wasn’t that why Vanessa was really here? Shouldn’t she stop lying to herself and admit how badly she needed to fuck her hot yummy sister and have a good honey-bunny sisterly cum?

Vanessa's heart pounded furiously in her chest, a slow-burning fire in her stomach stoked by thinking of Boris having such control over these two goddesses, molding their bodies to him will like clay under an artist's skillful hand. To have them worship every inch of his body while he sat back and enjoyed the show? 

"Oh, here you are!” Corrie came around the bend with her hands clasped under her heavy tits. “Would you like some help with that, dear?”

Vanessa didn’t know what she meant until she saw that her fingers were buried up inside of her cunt. She whimpered, knees knocking, realizing only at Corrie’s interruption how close she was to cumming. 

“Sweetie...” Corrie took on a motherly tone. It was too much, too much. “Let me help you, okay? We’ll cum and then we’ll make it all better. I’ve got someone who would love to meet a girl as pretty as you. Okay?”

She knew exactly who Corrie meant. And oh god, it sounded so good!

So she ran.

Or rather, she tried to. Corrie said stop and it was awfully important to listen to her. Vanessa slowed down and turned. She wasn’t obeying, not really. She wanted to explain to Corrie that she had to go before she was a sister-fucking mindfucked bimbo like she ached to be. 

But instead, her limbs disobeyed and Corrie caught her. It was like her legs had too many masters. But that was silly, because there was only one Master. 

“Just the one" Corrie nodded and kissed her forehead.

She tossed Vanessa to the ground like a sack of potatoes, straddling her and shoving her fingers up her cunt. 

“It’s a shame you’re acting so funny,” said Corrie. “Master really would love you.”

“Who would I love?”

Boris walked by holding a big gulp and a hot dog. Several gorgeous, bikini-clad women walked behind him with wide, admiring eyes. He had mustard stains down his shirt; his pajama pants were old flannels with holes in the knees. 

“Oh, fuck yeah.”

He didn’t notice Vanessa at all, whimpering and squirming and struggling on the grass with Corrie’s fingers inside her. Was she struggling to get away? To fuck Corrie harder? She didn’t know anymore. She just knew it felt good. 

Boris tossed the hot dog and drink to one side and slid up behind Hannah—Hannah, who looked right at Vanessa with unknowing, unrecognizing eyes. 

Boris gripped her around the hips, flipping her over and lifting her up to fully expose her wet, shaved cunt. Vanessa’s pussy clenched as she watched him slid his huge member inside of Hannah without any preamble.

“Fuck, you’re so fucking tight!” he growled, grabbing Hannah’s ass. Vanessa could only imagine how good it must feel for her sister; Hannah’s eyes were screwed shut in ecstasy, and she bit down on her lower lip to stifle a moan.

“Mmm, fuck, fuck, God!” Hannah moaned.

Vanessa hated her. Hated how beautiful she was. Hated how effortlessly she could seduce even the richest, most important man in the entire world. Hated her perfect body that bounced so deliciously with every one of his powerful thrusts into her cunt. Hated how she could taste fucking grass and cum and love it.

“Like, oh my god, yes! Fuck me like the slut I am!” Hannah screamed.

Vanessa found herself gyrating her hips into Corrie’s fingers. She didn't realize she was making out with Corrie’s tits until the older woman’s hot nipples slipped against her teeth.

Vanessa moaned.

“Say it again, bitch,” growled Boris, spanking her ass once, twice. “Say you’re a fucking whore for me!”

...whore for him...

“I-I'm a fucking whore for you!” Hannah screamed.

Vanessa was so fucking wet it leaked down her thighs. She wanted to hate her sister more, but all she could do was whimper as Corrie fucked her cunt faster. Harder. Better.

Bimbo. Trophy Wife. Thing. Object. 

Hannah exists to look good. 

Vanessa knew she should have been disgusted, horrified by her sister’s wanton display of submission. 

I exist—

Instead, she could only think about how good it must feel to be filled by that manly cock.

I exist to look—

God, he was fucking her so hard!

I exist to look good. 

“I’m gonna cum,” Hannah screamed.

So was Vanessa. Oh god, were they going to cum together?

“Go ahead, cum for me like a good little bitch!” Boris growled, slapping her ass hard.

Yes, use her! Use her like you deserve!

Several of Boris’s bimbos cheered and clapped. Boris didn’t even notice.

He sped up his thrusting. “Fuck, I’m gonna—”

“Oh!” Hannah cried out at exactly the same moment, as though their orgasms were connected by some invisible force. 

Vanessa could not hold back her own orgasm. It powered through her body, shaking her tight against Corrie's tight body.

10 times better than the one she had with her vibrator, like a wave crashing against her, obliterating every coherent thought in its wake. She 

Her stupid, perfect 5 star-rated sister had just made her cum.

“Who’s the blonde, Corrie?” Boris asked. 

It was the last thing she heard before she lost consciousness.

* * * * *
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VANESSA'S EYES FLUTTERED open, her body trembling and weak as she came back to consciousness. She found herself tied up in an extravagant setting, the room decorated with leather furniture and expensive artwork that screamed luxury. A chill ran down her spine as she realized where she was—this was Boris's mansion, The Masters Agency estate. 

It hadn't been a dream. 

She had cum watching her sister get fucked and ohfuckohshit it felt so fucking hot thinking of it and oh godgod she had to leave hadtoleave had to had to—

Her tied-up body squirmed in helpless, needy orgasm as she recalled again the empty, blank look in Hannah's eyes. Her gaze falling right on Vanessa. Not recognizing her in the slightest.

So. So. So completely mindfucked.

Her heart raced in fear as she tried to remember what had happened, her mind foggy. She could taste copper in the air, a metallic tang that made her salivate uncontrollably. 

She nervously looked around, taking in the scene before her: supermodels Abigail and Molly sat on Boris's lap and rapidly fucked the skull of Corrie—their young hot mommy—up and down Boris's enormous cock. 

Oh, fuck.

The residence was a sensual den of iniquity, where the richest and most powerful man in the world indulged his every base desire. Women, molded from supernatural beauties into flawless works of art through The Masters Agency's ruthless fitness and dieting regimen, writhed on silk sheets and danced on elevated platforms for his pleasure and his pleasure alone. 

His luxurious, open-plan living room was decorated with plush beds and sofas, an expensive sound system, and a gigantic television screen where he could game or watch movies in comfort. He held a controller in his hands now, kept on pause while his head rolled back in pleasure from Abigail and Molly fucking their Mommy's face with his enormous cock. 

A circle of other women surrounded him, each waiting patiently yet with a kind of unspoken anxiety, their bodies clearly shimmering with orgasmic need at being so close to their One Man, their True Master. They were dressed like fantasies—but not in the straightforward sense of nurses or cheerleaders. Instead, each one was a different sort of glamorous goddess seen at some high-prestige gala. One with a stately updo nearly two feet tall of incredibly shiny, dark hair. Another 6'2" redhead in a silver gown with a plunging neckline that would make even the most modest of men blush. 

Further still in the background was a long line of women against a bare white wall. They knelt down, watching Boris fuck Corrie and touched themselves. Their clothing in scraps all around them. Their make-up smeared and smudged. Dripping and caked in heavy cum. One girl crawled from Boris to the line and knelt, just as destroyed as the rest of them. Then the girl waiting on the other end of the line stood and stumbled—cockdrunk and puffy-brained—into a wash room to clean up. 

On Boris's lap, in front of the circle of women, Abigail and Molly kissed hungrily, their tongues dancing together. Boris had apparently had enough of their attempts and grabbed Corrie himself, fucking her up and down with his own strength. Abigail and Molly accepted this without complaint, making out madly against his chest as they tried to match the frantic rhythm Boris set for them with his rough fucking of Corrie's mouth. Every so often they would scoop their fingers down and gather up dollops of the mixture of spit and precum from around their stepmother's mouth and line their own lips with it.

Both models were both thin and busty, their curves accentuated by their tight dresses which barely hid their assets, glittering with tiny jewels scattered across the fabric. Their breasts heaved with each exhale as they moaned into each other's mouths. The sounds of their pleasure echoed around the room, mixed with Corrie's desperate whimpers and pleas for more as she was forcefully used as a cock sleeve.

Boris, skinny-limbed and potbellied, grinned madly. He grunted and groaned with every thrust into Corrie's eager mouth while holding on to her hair for leverage. His cock throbbed with power, veins bulging as he reached towards his climax. 

Corrie's eyes rolled back into her head in ecstasy as Boris's cock thrust against her throat, his heavy balls slapping against her chin with each forceful movement. Her lips were bruised and swollen from his relentless pounding, but she welcomed every rough motion, moaning around his member like it was a long-lost lover returned from war. 

The sounds of flesh smacking against flesh echoed throughout the room, mixing with the electronic beats of Boris's video games on his oversized TV. The room smelled of expensive perfume and sweat.

Abigail and Molly cheered him on even as they made out, their high-pitched squeals adding to the chaos around them. Diamond-encrusted chokers around their necks glittered in the bright lights. Their long, polished nails traced delicate designs on each other's backs as they kissed passionately, moaning into each other's mouths as if they were the ones being fucked by him.

"Oh fuck, she's so good, isn't she girls?" Boris asked, pausing to take a breath before slamming into her mouth again with renewed vigor. 

The other women watched him intently—some licking their lips involuntarily—anticipating his next move. 

An Asian model named Nicole was draped in a tight velvet gown; another blonde model named Mikayla dressed in an intricate patterned robe that barely covered her ass cheeks; a third girl had long golden locks falling down her back and a tight corset that hugged her ample bosom; yet another was adorned in shimmering silk that flowed around her slim figure like water.

And there, Vanessa's stomach twisted, was Hannah. On her knees in the same hot sundress outfit as before, holding Boris's leg and staring up at him with devotion and love.

"Fuck yeah!" Boris's voice was edged with unrestrained lust. "You filthy whores—you all want a taste of my cum, don't you?" 

He grabbed handfuls of Corrie's hair and pumped his hips even faster into her mouth, using her airway to his advantage. Tears streamed down her cheeks but she didn't care; all she wanted was to please him, to feel him shoot his thick load down her throat.

Y-yes, Master, the women in the circle moaned in unison. Please...please...

He slammed into Corrie one last time before pulling out with a wet pop. His cock swung above her face like a throbbing monolith of masculine power. Only for a moment. Then he shot his load all over her face, clavicles, and the tits exposed from his rough fucking up against her dress. After one shot, she glistened. After his full load, her features were hard to make out there was so much of his hot white spunk everywhere.

With a nod, he had Abigail and Molly crawl down and begin cleaning their mommy up. All three of their tongues mixed, each brunette hotter than the last and quickly all of them covered in their Master's cum. 

Finally, they mostly settled, staring up at Boris with open adoration for his magnificent ability to cum so much and to do so with such a non-existent refractory period. His eyes drifted over the room, videogame controller dangling in one hand like an old west gunslinger with a revolver. 

Then he looked at Vanessa. Immediately, his face brightened a bit, and Vanessa helplessly smiled back at him with everything she had. It felt so fucking good to smile at him. He was such a man, to make her feel that way. 

"Oh, you're conscious. Great." 

He pushed Corrie off his lap. Her make-up was as destroyed as the girls in line against the back wall. She had gone from a perfectly elegant, regal brother domme to nothing more than a cockslut just from one taste of his power. 

"We've got this thing here," he held up the pendant. "I guess it helped you resist what I do? Oh well." He tossed it behind himself into the sea of waiting titflesh and eager, hopeful smiles. "So that explains that. But what it doesn't explain is why you're here. Except for your sister, I mean."

Oh fuck. He knew.

Her gaze immediately landed on Hannah again, panic striking her. He was going to fuck her without Vanessa!

No. No, that wasn't the problem. The problem was that he was going to fuck...

He was gonna fuck...

Boris was always gonna fuck. He's such a Man...

He snapped his fingers. "Hey. Dreamy. Stay with me. We need to figure this out. Did I piss off some ambassador with a hot wife or something? I have a few billionaire's wives here somewhere. I put them in charge of decorating the place mostly. Is that it?"

She couldn't stop looking at her sister—blank, mindfucked, looking so much like her.  A living picture of her future.

Boris noticed Vanessa's gaze and smirked. "Hannah, come here and join us," he commanded, pointing at an open spot on his expansive leather couch.

Vanessa groaned inwardly. No—no. He wouldn’t, would he? Would he make Vanessa watch her sister please him?

Would he be that good to her? Oh fuck, oh what a dream...

Hannah’s heels clicked against the marble floor as she sauntered over and knelt down in his lap, immediately jacking his enormous cock.

"Fuck, she's a real wonder with that. Ugh. Kiss it babe." Hannah leaned over and gave his cock a long, loving kiss. She had entertained several marriage offers from millionaires. Now she was Boris's mindfucked property, a trophy-wife to-be. "Love that. Good girl." He looked at Vanessa. "All right babe. Let's talk. Why are you here?”

A pair of models picked Vanessa up and dropped her mere inches away from Hannah's sweet, luscious, tight body and Boris's magnificent cock. Vanessa just stared at him, full of lust and strange defiance, her pussy dripping wet. 

“You should tell me," he said. "I’ll make you tell me anyway.”

Her will scrambled to protect itself. “Then make me, then.”

“He’s going to fuck up your mind so bad,” Hannah giggled, her lips brushing up against his cock even as she continued to jack it. “He told me while you were asleep. He thinks we’re like a matched set. He loves having sisters fuck him. Except he doesn’t have any blonde sisters yet.” She smirked and shrugged. “Or at least, none as hot as us. I know you haven’t been mindfucked by him yet, but can’t you see how fantastic that is?”

“Hannah...”

“She won’t listen to you. She has no feelings for you whatsoever, and won’t unless I tell her to. If you want that, you're pretty enough that I don't mind giving you something fun. So you should tell me what I want to know.”

Vanessa squirmed one last time, helpless. The bindings were too tight. She could go nowhere. She hung her head in defeat.

“I was going to...going to expose you...”

“Expose me?” he laughed. “You mean, like how I get people to do what I want?”

“Yes. If people knew, they would...they would fight back.”

He shook his head. “God, you’re fucking dumb. I’ll tell everybody right now.” He snapped at Corrie. “Remind me tomorrow to maybe do a press conference. We can invite everyone.” He looked back at Vanessa. “Nobody gives a shit. All they want is their treats and to be left alone. I have so many men jacking off to the free porn walking around in their lives that they’re too exhausted to ever do anything about me. And the women know that if they speak out, ever, they’ll never be in my life—and it’s the sweetest, easiest life there is. All they have to do is be pretty and then fuck with everyone who isn’t. Simple. Nobody cares, sweetheart. You couldn’t stop me with a thousand of you.”

Vanessa couldn’t bear to meet his gaze. Shame and embarrassment flooded her. Why had she thought she could win? 

“Ah, jeez. Are you sad? Christ.” He shook his head. “You are too fucking hot to look so sad. Hannah, babe.” He nodded. “Go to her.”

Hannah slipped down and wrapped an arm around her sister.

“We’ll be able to kiss and make out and whimper his name while we finger each other late at night." Hannah spoke in her most reassuring tones. "We’ll get to suck his cock together. I’ll get to cheer you on while he breeds you. Isn’t that so sexy? I mean, you can see that, right?”

Vanessa looked back in terrified awe. Her sister was so completely mindfucked. 

Vanessa felt so fucking jealous. Could she ever be as mindfucked as her?

“We can call Corrie Mommy like Abigail and Molly do. She likes it. Daddy likes it. It’s really hot. What do you think? We could love our Mommy and she would love us right back, like a real Mommy does. Won’t that be terrific?”

“Don’t worry, babe,” said Boris. “She’ll agree with you soon.”

Boris snapped his fingers at Corrie, who immediately held up the camera and pointed it at Vanessa. 

“Please,” Vanessa whimpered. Trying to remember. Trying to forget how good it felt to obeyobeyobeyyy. “Don’t. D-do...”

The camera was already working. 

Boris leaned in close to Vanessa's ear, his breath hot and heavy with a hint of expensive whiskey. "Oh, I'm going to fuck up your mind so bad, you'll beg me to stop." His lips grazed her burning cheek. "Just like your little slut of a sister here." He jabbed his rock-hard cock against her thigh, and she moaned eagerly.

Without warning, he grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to watch as Hannah unbuttoned her own dress with shaking fingers. "Look at how desperate she is for my cock," he sneered, running his free hand up and down Hannah's spine. "And soon, you'll be just as desperate for it too."

“Desperate...” Vanessa moaned.

The camera was working on her brain unimpeded now. And because she had resisted before, now she could feel her complete lack of resistance. Not only were the new thoughts becoming her own, she was letting it happen.

"Oh, I know—" Boris purred, his eyes glinting with glee as he wrapped one hand around Hannah's slender neck and the other around the base of his engorged cock, guiding it towards her pouty, red lips. "I'm going to show you how much fun it is to be my blonde trophy wife." He grazed the tip of his member along Hannah's plump lower lip, smearing pre-cum on her flawless makeup before sliding it roughly into her mouth.

“Fun trophy wife...” 

Vanessa was now completely under the camera’s control, repeating back Boris’s words like they were gospel. Her revulsion towards him was gone entirely, replaced by empty, happy, obedient bliss. She was only inches away from her sister being roughly facefucked by Boris, and yet all she could do was stare blankly and wait for another command from her new Master.

As Boris relentlessly fucked Hannah's mouth, her muffled moans and gagging sounds filled the room, fueling Vanessa's growing arousal. Tears streamed down her cheeks but she couldn't tear her mesmerized gaze away from the debauchery in front of her. Boris's eyes met hers, a smirk playing on his cruel lips.

"Isn't this hot?" he growled, picking up the pace as Hannah cried out in both pain and pleasure. "Soon, it'll be your turn. I can't wait to break you in."

Vanessa's pussy throbbed at the thought as she nodded mindlessly. Boris removed his cock from Hannah's abused mouth and she gasped for air, precum and drool ripping down her chin onto her pert breasts. 

Corrie and Abigail knelt down next to Vanessa and began whispering in Vanessa’s ears, their voices becoming the only thoughts in her utterly hypnotized brain. 

“You belong to Boris,” said Abigail. 

Belong...

“You’re his property,” said Corrie. 

Property...

“You’re a fucktoy,” said Mikayla.

Fucktoy...

“Call him Daddy.” Hannah.

Daddy...

“Call him Master.” Abigail.

Master...

“You’re a fucktoy.” Corrie.

Fucktoy...

“You’re a trophy.” Mikayla.

Trophy...

“All you need to do is look good and fuck Master.”

Vanessa's mind swirled with the hypnotic words of the other women, bending her will to their Master's desires. Her defiance melt-melted away, replaced by an insatiable hunger to please him and be just as pretty and obedient as they were.

"Master," she breathed, her voice but a whisper at first. But as Boris's influence sank in deeper, her moans grew louder and more needy, matching the rhythm of his thrusts into Hannah's mouth. "I'm... I'm your fucktoy... your trophy... all I... all I want is to be pretty for you... to please you..."

Boris chuckled, delighted with his newest conquest. "That's it, babe." He stroked her hair. “You belong to me.”

Vanessa's mind swirled as the hypnotic words pounded into her brain, her resistance crumbling like sand under a relentless tide. "I... I belong to Master," she mumbled, her voice devoid of emotion.

Boris smirked, satisfied with the progress he'd made in such a short time. "Good girl," he purred, running a finger down Vanessa's jawline. "Now, open wide and welcome your new life."

Vanessa obediently opened her mouth as Boris shoved his thick cock inside, her lips stretching around his girth. Her eyes glazed over as Boris fucked her face ruthlessly. Hannah leaned in to share a victorious smile with Corrie and Abigail and Molly, their plan to break the newest addition to their harem complete. All four continued to chant in Vanessa’s ears, even as they ruthlessly pounded her in time with their Master’s thrusts down her throat. 

“You’re a fucktoy.”

“You belong to Master.”

“You’re his pet.”

“You love him.”

‘You need his cock.”

“You’re so fucking lucky to have his cock.”

Boris cried out, rapidly pistoning his crotch into her plush pillow lips before his balls tightened and he shook with a tremendous orgasm. 

"Fuck yeah! You're so hot, fuck yeah!"

Grunting, he unleashed his seed down her throat and marked her as his totally. 

Vanessa, cumming, her make-up wrecked with tears and saliva and cum, sat dripping as she looked up at him. Vanessa's mind spun, dizzy with lust, as the women in the room continued their sensual whispered brainwashing. "I... I'm a fucktoy," she whimpered, her hazel eyes glazed over. "I... I belong to Master."

Boris grinned, admiring his work on her shattered psyche. "That's right, babe. Now, tell me how much you need my cock."

"I... I need... I need your cock, Master," Vanessa whimpered, her cheeks flushing a deep scarlet.

"Mmm, that's better," he purred. "Hannah...sit on your sister’s face. She’s going to eat you out while I breed her.”

Vanessa's mind was a wrecked, cum-stained mess as she stared up at her new Master. Boris's massive cock hung heavy and dripping between his legs, and all she could think about was how much she wanted it back inside of her. Her pussy ached with need, desperate to be filled and tamed by his girth. 

"Y-yes, Master," Vanessa whimpered, obediently shifting position on the plush rug as Hannah eagerly straddled her face. The defeated blonde's pussy was sopping wet, her juices leaking onto the floor below her. The scent of arousal and submission sent a shiver down Vanessa's spine, igniting her own depraved desires. 

Hannah, her own mind still clouded by the relentless brainwashing, obediently straddled Vanessa's lap, moaning as her cum-soaked pussy rested on her sister's face. Vanessa, in a trance-like state, licked and sucked at Hannah's swollen lips without hesitation, desperate to please both her Master and her new "Daddy."

Boris positioned himself behind her, his engorged cock throbbing with anticipation. "Now," he growled, guiding his hardened length to Vanessa's dripping pussy. "You're going to be the perfect submissive little slut for me, aren't you?"

"Yes, Master," Vanessa moaned through a mouthful of Hannah's cunt. Her only focus was to serve him and make Master hard and satisfied.

"That's it," Boris growled, positioning himself at Vanessa's soaking-wet entrance. "Eat your sister out while I fuck your brains out. Learn to appreciate the taste of your sister."

Vanessa's tongue lashed out, lapping at Hannah obediently, feeling her sister twitch and throb with helpless arousal at her obedience. 

With a primal growl, Boris plunged his thick cock into Vanessa's tight pussy, tearing through her virginity and sending her over the edge. As he relentlessly fucked her, she bucked her hips back to meet each thrust, hungry for more of his punishing cock. Hannah's juices mingled with hers as their moans filled the room, twisted sisterly harmony. Vanessa's arms flailed, nails digging into the soft rug beneath her as she gave herself over to the mind-bending pleasure.

Boris again and again plunged his thick shaft into her unprepared pussy, sending wave after wave of indescribable pleasure and pain coursing through Vanessa's body. Her high-pitched moan mingled with Hannah's moans of ecstasy as Vanessa licked her sister’s needy cunt. Boris's hips moved relentlessly, pounding her in long, merciless thrusts, stretching her tight hole to accommodate his girth. The primal sounds of lust filled the room, bouncing off the marble walls of the grand ballroom as their bodies slapped together in a symphony of depraved passion.

Corrie and Abigail and Molly cheered them on, their hands wrapped around their own dripping cunts, cum leaking down their thighs as they watched their newest sister being broken in. Their perfect bodies writhing in arousal. The room was now a cacophony of moans, gasps, and the wet smacking sounds of flesh on flesh as the sisters were used like the fucktoys they were created to be.

Vanessa's mind whirled as Boris's thick cock thrust back and forth inside her, splitting her in two. She could only focus on pleasing him and making him moan with delight. Her tongue attending Hannah's wet pussy, drinking in her sister's juices as if they were ambrosia. The room spun around her, the world reduced to nothing but the pleasure Master was giving her and the sweet taste of submission on her tongue.

As Boris's thick cock pounded into her relentlessly, Vanessa's mind finally gave way, shattering like a stained-glass window under the onslaught of pleasure and submission. She was no more than a vessel for her Master's desires, a toy for his amusement and satisfaction. 

Her every thought was consumed by the need to please him, to be the best fucktoy she could possibly be. She moaned into Hannah's pussy, her tongue working double time as she sought to prove her worthiness to their new "Daddy." Hannah's cries of ecstasy only spurred her on, their orgasms entwining in a twisted sisterly harmony.

Boris grunted above them, his hips slamming harder and faster as he approached climax. 

"Fuck, I'm cumming!" Boris roared, unloading his hot, thick seed deep inside Vanessa's tight hole. Painting her insides. No doubt impregnating her highly fertile womb. 

At the same time, Hannah orgasmed atop her sister's face, squirting her juices onto Vanessa's eager tongue. Eager to please, Vanessa lapped it up greedily, enjoying every last drop of her sister's surrender.

As the room fell silent, save for their panting breaths and the evidence of their depraved union seeping onto the floor, Vanessa collapsed, totally spent. Boris withdrew from her abruptly, leaving her aching and yearning for more of his rough attention.

Vanessa's hazy eyes turned up to meet his. "Amazing, Master," she whimpered, her voice hoarse from moaning. "Thank you for... for breaking me."

He shrugged. “Yeah, whatever.” 

Fumbling on the couch for a moment, he turned his video game back on, immediately swearing up a storm. His girls slowly crawled back towards him, slipping under his feet to work as foot rests and dropping snacks and drinks in their cleavage for him to enjoy. 

Hannah guided Vanessa to the wash room where they could clean up to make themselves breakable again. As Vanessa reapplied her mascara, sharing secret loving smiles with her sister, they heard the tell-tale moans of more girls having their faces fucked outside.

It was so good to belong to Master.

# # #
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