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It was one of those rare rainy Southern California days outside the small modeling studio, and it seemed like it would storm all afternoon. Lauren didn’t mind the rain or dark clouds, despite having moved to California and being promised all the good weather. She missed the windy, cool, overcast days from the Midwest, the blustery days that advertised such terrific change. She had never been much for literature or metaphor, but she did find something valuable in planet’s reminder that forces of nature were not something with which to contend.

Inside the studio, it was pleasant and dry and warm, and the shapely Lauren sat at her desk in the wide open floor-plan office. 

She thought that greasy-haired string-bean Boris could learn that same lesson about forces of nature—trying once again to openly ogle the models on hand, and once again testing the fury of the storm he rode into. Supermodel influencers—and daughters of the agency’s owner—Abigail and Molly posed for the camera in a spartan white living room setting in  skimpy outfits.

Boris was such a loser; when was he going to learn?

Like, obviously he knew mega-hotties like The Masters Agency’s premiere models Abigail and Molly wanted nothing to do with him. 

Heck, Lauren wanted nothing to do with him, and she wasn’t anywhere near the same league as Abigail and Molly (although she did take satisfaction in knowing that had a lot more to do with how hot Abigail and Molly were than anything about herself; Lauren was fit, tight, and sported ample breasts on her short frame. Her vibrant, pretty face won her prom queen and a regional beauty contest, but she actually had to work for a living instead of being professionally hot.).

Their agency space—owned and operated entirely by the imperious, exacting, and utterly gorgeous Corrie Masters—was half-office, half-photo studio. It was an influencer assembly line, churning out photos of pretty girls (when it didn’t just churn out the pretty girls themselves) wearing pretty clothes or advertising trendy mostly-useless products like fitness water and ratcheted ropes. 

They had green screens and a small attached warehouse full of different furniture to arrange for set dressing. Usually it was Lauren’s job to walk the warehouse, pick out the different set pieces for a shoot according to Corrie’s tastes, and Boris’s job to set it all up. 

It was also Lauren’s job to handle all the various “soft” administration duties—emails, schedules, invoices, answering the phone and making phone calls, and just generally being an agreeable face to the company. 

That’s why she wore the kind of outfit she did today. A tiny pleated short skirt and a midriff-baring t-shirt that was cut at the neckline to allow for a significant view of her ample cleavage. The shirt was tiny enough to fit a middle-schooler, but Lauren had a small frame—other than her incredibly pert 36DDs. She wore socks up to her knees and modest three-inch heels that still meant she was dwarfed by every girl who worked at the agency. 

Her appearance was paramount for the job—her boss, Corrie, told her in no uncertain terms that she could train anyone to do what Lauren did in about three hours, and that Lauren had been chosen because she seemed agreeable and she was hot enough to look like a model who had decided to get out of the game because of her height. 

Lauren was short, it was true. The models walking around often made her feel like she was in a land of hyper-fit, tall, thin giants. They were like another species of human. 

Boris’s job—which he ignored to stare at the heart-shaped ass of the model Abigail while she bent over to adjust her strappy high heel on set—was all the “hard” administrative tasks of the agency. 

He arranged their basic photography set-up, maintained their IT network, administered their security systems, and so on. In a pinch, he took pictures—but really this was just button-pressing while the models themselves assembled the photo composition. Most every girl these days, probably thanks to social media, seemed to have acreages of knowledge in their brain about f-stop, exposures, framing, lighting, and so on.

Their main photo studio space was almost like a movie set—a cut-out of a sort of mansion with clean tile floors, art piece furniture, tall mirrors, and white walls. Abigail and Molly posed on it now, wearing flirty, tight skirts and tight tights over tall, sexy ankle boots. Each wore a different halter top—Molly white, and Abigail red—deliberately displaying how much bounce and lift their tits had while also giving the camera plenty of their perfectly-muscled backs. 

They both had long, glamorous hair. Lauren was jealous. Her own hair was thick and lovely, but she had it cut in sort of a longish pixie cut which was long and thick enough to lose her hands inside but didn’t quite touch her shoulders. It really made her stand apart from the other girls at the studio. At one point, she had liked that, but being around their perfect, tight, fit bodies day after day—with her bisexual nature—had made her lust for them and their lifestyle more. She was growing her hair out now, but not fast enough. 

Maybe she could catch up with Molly. The more brunette of the sisters, their hair was a fair match—although Molly’s was always styled and feathered back. She would never catch up with Abigail, whose raven black hair was thick and shiny and healthy and draped more than halfway down her back. It was almost vantablack, obscuring whatever it covered in brilliant shiny dark locks.

The two sisters leaned in to one another, Molly’s hips riding Abigail’s thigh, and they hugged very tight with Abigail’s hands just barely touching Molly’s soft, preciously large tits. 

Abigail and Molly’s whole gimmick as InstaTap influencers was to tease girl-girl stuff. It was extra suggestive, of course, because they were sisters.

They knew that guys got off on how hot they were, and how close they appeared. They had millions and millions of followers; photos of them around town often made the news. Just a few months ago, ticket sales for a football team’s games went through the roof because it was rumored they would be in attendance for the games.

Lauren knew for a fact that nothing illicit went on between them. They were close—they were sisters—but both firmly stood in the hetero camp (and in the “not going to bang my sister” camp besides). She knew the former from her own experience awkwardly asking each of them out on separate occasions. 

They had turned her down, of course, but seemed flattered. Lauren was rather attractive—just not on their level. It was extra embarrassing for Lauren because, while she had an open relationship with her girlfriend Beth, technically she was supposed to clear it with Beth before asking anyone. 

But Beth was sort of dreadfully ugly—even more so when compared to the girls who worked here—and always terrified that Lauren would run off with someone else. 

It wasn’t that crazy of a fear, to be honest. Her relationship with Beth was, on Lauren’s part, one mostly of convenience. Beth had a well-paying job and a nice apartment that Lauren was taking advantage of until she figured herself out. She had only moved to California a little while ago. Beth was in all possible ways a stepping stone for her; Lauren knew she was destined for great things one day. 

She just didn’t know what great things yet.  

Boris continued to watch Abigail and Molly pose, shifting and staring over a desk. Probably he was enjoying looking at them without a sneer on their faces. 

When either girl wasn’t talking to Boris—or, Lauren supposed, when they talked to someone on their level—they were quite charming and lovely. They smiled often, laughed frequently, flirted and made jokes, and understood the basic insanity of selling their beauty for money. That didn’t stop them from being self-obsessed, vain, and arrogant, but they were charming about it. 

But, with Boris there...it really shifted the vibe. Like anyone else who was ugly, poor, or otherwise inconveniencing them and their view, Boris was slime to them, and they let him know it constantly. 

Something stopped Abigail from posing—shifting her bent-over, hair-tossed angle upward and standing erect, whispering in Molly’s ear and shaking her head. 

Lauren followed Abigail’s eyeline back to—predictably—Boris.

Oh, god. She rolled her eyes. 

He was massaging his boner on the desk in front of him like a dog with a pillow. Gross! Did he have no shame at all?

She felt for Boris—she really did. He struck her as the kind of guy who would be a total loner no matter his circumstances, even if he was super hot and desirable (which he definitely wasn’t). 

She tried to be nicer to him than the models were, but that was like saying her kitchen knife wasn’t quite as sharp as their razors. It was hard to be nice to Boris—he invited disdain with everything about him. 

First, there was his greasy hair and complexion. His hair, dark and stringy, was so shiny with grease that it almost looked like hair gel. But of course, no styled hair would splay out so loose and long. His best look was wearing it in a short pony tail, and even that meant just calling attention to the geeky, extra-long “five”-head he sported and called attention to how he was clearly balding. 

And then he was just...not in shape. In a building full of beautiful, hyper-fit models, Boris stood out like a bright pink fungus in a field of emerald green grass. He wasn’t especially skinny or especially fat, but his flabby belly, tiny arms, and chicken legs made it seem as though several drumsticks had conjoined together with their meat at his center. 

He was undeniably too skinny for his frame, but also too bulbous for his height. His face didn’t help—his nose large and crooked, his eyes flat and dull, and a chin that essentially did not exist despite his scraggly goatee trying to replace it.

Then there was the way he dressed. T-shirts and shorts, mostly—and like, whatever. This was California, people dressed down. 

But his shirts didn’t fit, barely sliding over his belly and skating upwards to reveal his pasty, unwashed skin with every odd movement. And his shorts were sweat shorts, which meant his cock was constantly bulging out. 

That was the weird thing, perhaps the one item that kept some of the derision of Lauren and the other girls at bay. 

They could (and Abigail and Molly constantly did) call him gross, unkempt, fat, skinny, out-of-shape, greasy, ugly, big-nosed, rude, and nosy—but they couldn’t ever say he had a small dick. 

First of all, if they said anything about it, they all knew he was the type to whip it out to prove his worth, and no one wanted that. 

Second of all, and probably more important, it was obviously gigantic. 

Even now, shaking her head and rolling her eyes as she watched Boris ogle Abigail and Molly, Lauren easily saw how massive his cock was in his shorts. It very nearly draped over the desk he stood behind, almost oozing over the surface. 

To be honest, it was too big. Like everything else about Boris, it had been taken to an extreme that made it grotesque. It seemed more like an extra appendage than a sex organ, and certainly no part of Lauren ever wanted to have anything like that inside of her. 

Being bisexual, Lauren definitely knew that she far preferred cock to pussy, so this wasn’t a purely theoretical preference. 

The fling with Beth was just that—a fling. They had barely had sex and every time Lauren had been a pillow princess about it, flat out refusing to lick the much plainer girl’s pussy. She was kind of ashamed to admit it, but she had a strange superstition about Beth’s homeliness rubbing off on her if she licked her pussy. 

But in reality, Lauren knew that she was going to end up a man some day. She was just waiting for the right man to take her real virginity (her Midwestern upbringing let her believe that her sapphic encounters did not “count” as “true sex”). 

He would have the perfect sized cock for her perfect pussy, and when she took him in, he would tell her he loved her. 

And it would be midnight. 

And they’d have wine. 

In Paris. 

Wine from Italy, though. 

And...maybe grapes?

Anyway. She was stuck with Beth for now, who was fine enough, but not really anything like a final partner. She wasn’t attractive enough, for one (or one through a million, really), and hanging out with models all day really drove home to Lauren just how utterly devastating attractive girls were to her constantly roiling pussy. 

As disgusting as Boris was, at least Lauren kind of understood the reason he was so worked up. Abigail and Molly were easily two of the hottest women she had seen anywhere, and today they were in rare form. 

Abigail and Molly nodded to one another and approached Boris, hands on their hips. Tall, glamorous, impenetrable. They looked like Greek goddesses reprimanding a troll.

“You’re disgusting, do you know that?”

He grinned, his teeth yellowed from his constant coffee and energy-drink intake. 

“You love it.”

Even his voice was rather gross—nasally but also permanently congested. Lauren suspected all the unfiltered cheese and sugar in his diet had turned his blood into phlegm. 

“Oh my god, I can’t even bear to like, talk to you.” Molly walked away. “I hate him. Oh my god. Please, Abigail, make him go away. Mom!”

Molly ran to her mother’s office in the center of the floor. Abigail watched her go and then whipped her hair to one side—Lauren’s cunt pulsed, always finding her long, shimmering dark hair so sensational—and glared at Boris.

“You’re not supposed to terrify the talent, you loser.” She looked like she was looking around for something to throw at his boner, still protruding out on the desk. “How are you going to get paid if we can’t stand to have our photos taken around you?”

Boris shrugged. “You’ll have your photo taken anywhere. You love it. What I do is my business.”

“Not when you’re looking at us!”

“What do you think all those likes and shares do when they see your work, huh?”

Abigail had no quick repartee for that.

“I mean, I can tell you. And I think you know, and I think that’s why you do what you do. What’s the difference if I look at you here the same way they’re all drooling over you wherever they are?”

“Uh, because we don’t have to see them? It makes a big difference, moron.”

Molly stormed out from her mother’s office making a wagon-circling motion with her finger. 

“We’re out of here. I got us the day off. And you—” She stopped to look at Boris and smirked. “—You’re probably fired, loser. Fuck you very much.”

Lauren hoped not. They could fire Boris all they wanted after they found a replacement. But if they did it before that, then it would be down to Lauren to pick up the extra work, and there was no way the stingy Corrie was going to pay her for it. 

They left and Lauren, at her desk, watched them leave. Their legs were so stupidly, incredibly long in those heels. God, she would love to lick them, give them a night or two of the pillow princess treatment they so richly deserved for being so hot, and—

Boris’s heavy breathing was behind her. His old fish smell filled up her nostrils, and she knew his stupidly large cock was probably only inches away from her head as he gawked at Abigail and Molly’s behinds.

“See?” said Boris. “You like to look at them too.”

Lauren, cheeks burning, did not know how to respond. 

* * * * *
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Boris was late coming back from lunch, but then he always was. In fact, so was Lauren, and so were the models Nicole and Mikayla coming in for their shoot. Punctuality in the world of modeling was more of a mindset than a factual state observable by evidence.

Nicole and Mikayla would have been top-tier models at any other agency if they had not had the misfortune to be beneath Abigail and Molly. It was a mixed blessing, like most blessings related to fame. The exotic Nicole and mainstream Mikayla had far, far more eyes on them than they would have otherwise from being part of Abigail and Molly’s brand at the Masters Agency. But at the same time, they looked more like middle-of-the-road girls in comparison when at any other agency, they would have been pushed to the moon. 

No doubt Corrie knew this, and no doubt she gaslit and lied and otherwise manipulated Nicole and Mikayla constantly to keep their talent and beauty under her restrictive, perfectly-manicured thumb. 

Nicole had been born bad. She had grown up rich in Korea and was very accustomed to everyone catering to her every need because of the dual aspects of her wild wealth and incredibly beauty. Her frame, a lusciously tight hourglass with an ass that you could bounce a concrete block on, made her the instant subject of conversation and fantasies in every room she was in. 

Mikayla—who at one point had been a rather kind-hearted debutante from Georgia—almost immediately adopted Nicole’s attitude toward the help (people like Lauren). The gorgeous, pale, deeply blond bombshell was so dramatically pretty that Lauren sometimes had trouble looking directly at her, and not just because Mikayla would tongue-lash her for being a scum-sucking star-fucking dyke if she was caught. Mikayla was a terror to everyone Nicole was, and Nicole was a terror to everyone besides Corrie, Abigail, and Molly.

So. They came in late because they knew they could, and they knew nobody would say shit to them. They took their time putting on their clothes and doing their make-up, and did everything they could to delay work and make the lives of the help harder to show their power and control. 

But there was late, and then there was late. Boris was so late that he had missed Nicole and Mikayla arriving, which he never did. Lauren had begun to wonder if he had taken Abigail and Molly’s derision to heart—at last, at long last—and maybe decided to stay home or otherwise change his life. 

As much as she found Boris useful around this place, it was rather clear that being around so many dramatically gorgeous women all the time was really fucking with his head. Hell, it fucked with Lauren’s head, and she was a pretty good looking girl herself. She constantly fasted and worked out, dreaming of fitting in the same tight dresses that Abigail or Molly did and looking even half as elegant as them when given the perfect glam treatment by the right application of make-up. 

When Boris did arrive, it was half an hour after Nicole and Mikayla had stormed in, and he looked disheveled. 

In fact, he looked like he had been in some kind of a brawl. 

His eyes were puffy and his shirt was torn, buttons missing. An angry-looking bruise had formed on his cheek, and he stumbled through the door as if he'd been hit in the leg. His hair was wild and messy, standing up every which way from his head. He smelled of sweat and fear. 

It took a moment for him to regain his balance as he coughed out a hoarse chuckle. 

"Sorry I'm late," he said between ragged breaths. "Some idiot on the street claimed I stole his camera." He held up the device in question, a glimmering contraption that Lauren had never seen before. It was sleek and jade with an eye-catching red button on top of it. "I had to...you know. Straighten him out." 

There was no sincerity in his tone or face.

Lauren could almost taste the nervous energy pouring off him, like metallic-bitter coffee on her tongue. She tugged at her tight-fitting top, wishing he wouldn’t stare at her heavy, prominent breasts so openly. 

She could also feel something deeply strange and unexpected. Something about...something turned her on. 

It wasn’t Boris, was it? 

The thought made her skin crawl, even as a flush traveled from her chest to her neck and face. 

No. It couldn’t be. But it had started just when he walked in through the door. 

Boris examined the video camera in his hands critically, fingers searching. It featured a golden lens that sparkled and twinkled in the light. Lauren found her eyes trying to follow its path as he twisted the camera this way and that. 

“Boris...” said Lauren. “I think you stole that camera.”

“What?”

She was about to say, I think you stole that camera because you’re a giant creep. 

But his fumbling had turned the camera on. The power flitted to life, and Lauren felt her will collapsing before it. Her actions, thoughts, and souls boiled down to nothing but the golden lens staring down at her from the camera in his hands.

“I told you, I didn’t steal it. It’s just mine now.”

“...didn’t steal it...yours now...”

Her voice was soft and far away. Saying what she might have once thought, or once meant, was the hardest thing in the world. It was so much easier to just say and believe everything Boris had to say. 

“Lauren?” 

“...Lauren...” she slurred back to him. 

“Oh, fuck.”

“...oh fuck...”

She remained motionless as he excitedly paced around the tile floors of the studio. His fingers twitched, arms moving like he was conducting a symphony. 

“Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit...”

She repeated him again, but then, she didn’t. Her voice didn’t belong to her anymore, that was stupid. Nothing belonged to her. Any thought or action that crossed her mind would entirely come from him. He had the camera, after all, so that was only fair. 

Her pussy was so fucking wet. It was so hot to obey, to not exist except as a vector for his will. 

Boris moved fast. Within a few moments, he had set up the camera on a tripod in front of her desk so that it looked directly at her. Clapping his hands, he ran to the front door and locked it, closing the blinds, and then checked Corrie’s office. She was out on business way on the other side of town. There was no one else present except for Nicole and Mikayla, in the dressing room getting ready. 

“Okay...” he muttered. “So long as it’s...okay. And then it’s just...just her? Okay...okay...”

Lauren continued to listen, awaiting instruction, repeating him just in case it was important. 

Okay...so long...just her...okay...

A moment’s more tinkering, and he scampered over to her felt up her tits through her skimpy top. Her firm, sexy titflesh pushed through the gaps in his fingers. She did not resist at all; a flesh statue in his grip.

“This...this is normal for us,” he said.

It was normal for him to grab her tits. She had great tits, what else were they for? He groped and fondled her, squeezing her ass and breasts, making her moan in something that was a mix of surrender and arousal. 

“Yeah, yeah. You’re getting so turned on. You fucking slut. You’re my slut now.”

Her will to resist had evaporated under the camera’s lens, and now all she could focus on was pleasing him. She writhed and mewled in his hands, wordlessly begging for more and more; her previous irritation at his tardiness, his appearance, his lewd boorishness all forgotten in the face of this newfound bliss. Boris's touch made her slippery with desire.

He groaned at her sudden willingness, pushing and dry-humping himself against her until he started with a thought. 

“Oh.” He nodded. “Right. Shit.”

He put her hand on his huge cock, slipping it under the elastic band of his shorts. Her pussy trembled; he was so big. The empty space that had once been Lauren needed to feel big cock inside her so bad. Her fingers were loose, like she was holding laundry.  

“Stroke me good.”

Obediently, she began stroking his cock as he felt her up. Her grip tightened, squeezing with alacrity. He shuddered, precum spilling out all over her fingers, and kissed her. Lauren continued to stroke him absently, the feeling of his precum on her skin making her soak even more. Whatever was happening to her, it seemed to thrive on his arousal. 

“Kiss me back,” he said.

Oh. Right. Of course.

She kissed him gently as his teeth raked over her lips and tongue and face. 

“No,” he said. “You love me. You’re obsessed with me. Kiss me like I’m your everything.”

Lauren whimpered, so utterly close to her absolutely-everything man. She clutched herself tight to him, jacking his cock with one hand with her other wrapped around his neck. She wanted to whisper to him, to moan her devotion, but it wasn’t allowed. 

Oh baby, oh darling, oh sweetie fuck oh baby oh Boris oh...

She kept kissing and stroking even as he pulled back a bit, grinning. 

“Yeah, yeah,” he nodded. “Fuck yeah.”

“Fuck yeah...” Lauren whispered, pushing in again to kiss him more. 

“Cut that shit out.”

He pushed her down to her knees, shoving his shorts down with her. His meat wet with precum.

“Love...” she licked her lips, looking at his giant cock. “Obsessed...”

He pushed through her puffy, sexy lips with no ceremony. Lauren, not expecting this, gagged as his enormous hard length powered down her throat. Her hands flew out, tapping on his thighs, begging for air or direction. 

For several moments he just enjoyed himself, fucking her blank mind and her blank mouth and her unknowing gorgeous form. Lauren’s hands continued to helplessly flail. She knew only that she was giving Boris pleasure, and that was all that really mattered.

“You fucking love sucking my cock.”

She moaned affirmation. Her hands came around his legs and gripped his ass, holding tight. 

Love it...

“You need me to treat you as rough as possible.”

He slapped her. Lauren’s brain blinked with white hot pain, continuing to suck. He was so good to her to hit her like that. She needed it. Girls needed to be knocked around by their man; everyone knew that. He was keeping her in line. 

“There’s nothing wrong with this.”

...nothing...wrong...

He slapped her again and then fucked her face harder. She could feel make-up streaming from their combined sweat. 

“You love it when I use you like this.”

...like it...use me...

He did. 

Boris's cock slammed down her throat again and again, each thrust pushing her face deeper into his crotch. Lauren gagged and drooled, her eyes watering as she struggled to breathe around him. Her hands desperately clawed at his thighs, her nails leaving red trails on his skin. He was so rough, so powerful, and she couldn't get enough of it. His grip on her hair tightened, pulling her head back each time he slammed forward, her neck creaking in protest. Her moans vibrated around his shaft, only spurring him on further. 

As he fucked her harder, she kept shifting backwards. He felt gigantic inside of her, his cock like a lever for her whole body. Soon, he skullfucked her hard against her desk, banging the back of her head into it and denting the soft-metal drawers. 

Her ruined makeup smeared across his crotch as he fucked her greedy mouth, smudging her once-pristine face into a lewd mask. He tore at her tee shirt, bending over to feel up her tits even as he continued using her.

One hand grabbed her by the throat, controlling the depth of his invasions as he treated her like a toy made for his pleasure. Lauren's eyes watered and her nose squished against his abdomen with every harsh thrust, but she didn't care. All she wanted was to be a good slut for her love, to please him in any way he desired.

The taste of his salty precum filled her mouth and then emptied down into her stomach. Drool escaped her lips in long strings, painting his balls and thighs with evidence of her submission.

"That's it, whore," he growled, his breathing ragged with lust. "Take every fucking inch!"

She was a whore. That was so cool. She loved being a whore; it was a hot, fun surprise to know that’s exactly what she was when she had always loved being one.

"Fuck!" he bellowed, his grip on her hair turning painful as he slammed deep one last time. 

Blissful heat exploded in her mouth as Boris came, filling her with his warm, thick cum. His release was so powerful that it leaked from the corners of her lips, coating her chin and dripping down onto her breasts. He kept cumming—so much! Lauren thought—and pulled out and began to spray it all over Lauren’s face, neck, and exposed tits. 

Boris stepped back, panting and spent, his cock now limp in his pants. Lauren looked up at him through a mess of cum and makeup, her eyes glazed over with lust and gratitude. He admired his handiwork. Her pretty face now like a debauched pornstar's, smeared and cum-stained lips forming a lewd grin as she gasped for air. Her clothes disheveled and soaking with his ridiculous amount of cum.

"You're a filthy slut aren't you?" he purred, running his fingers through her matted hair.

Lauren could only nod, her eyes glassy with need and adoration as she gazed up at him. He was her everything now; the only man who could bring her this kind of pleasure. He knew he was a slut and a whore; what a man!

"Look at you," he gripped her face, pinching her jawbone and then her cheeks, "you're so fucking hot." His expression morphed into something predatory. "A real beauty like you deserves to be treated like the whore you are."

Lauren nodded. That was exactly right.

Boris caught on to the rhythm of his own words, fingers twitching once again. 

“But you’re my whore, understand? My slut. If you fuck anyone else, I’ll be very upset. And you hate that. In fact, you hate the idea of ever fucking anyone else. No other guy but me is even fuckable. The sight of them make you nauseous if you look at them too long. But looking at me and doing what I say makes you wet as fuck.”

Lauren nodded. His whore. His slut. Yes, of course. And other men were so fucking gross and icky. He was so right that she would hate being with anyone else. His cock filled her so perfectly. 

“God...I’d fuck you for real right now but there’s models to own. And you know they’re so much hotter than you, don’t you?”

Lauren nodded. “Yes, Boris. They’re so much hotter than me. You’re right.”

“Shut the fuck up. And call me Master, you got that? When it’s you and me, or me and anyone I own. You call me Master or I’ll stop giving you my cock.”

He had her complete attention and obedience. There was no way she would give up tasting or serving his perfect, masterful giant cock.

“Yes, Master.”

“Sound a little more happy, fuck. You sound like a robot. I want you happy.”

“Yes, Master!”

Of course, she was deliriously happy! Master was speaking to her. 

“That’s good. Girls should smile, shouldn’t they? At least, pretty ones. Yeah?”

“Yes, Master!” 

She smiled as prettily as she could. Her hair and make-up, tangled and smeared, must have enhanced the image for him. His cock grew as he looked at her. 

“I don’t want to fuck you as bad as I want to fuck Mikayla and Nicole...but I still want to fuck you. Damn.”

“Yes, Master. Please, Master!”

He thumbed her chin. His cock throbbed up against her throat and heavy tits, dragging along her skin. 

“You’re going to do everything I say, Lauren. You’re going to love doing everything you can to help me fuck and mind control Mikayla and Nicole.”

Right away, she felt the thoughts become true. It just made sense. Boris fucking Mikayla and Nicole? Heaven. She gasped a little in her excitement—and in turn, that seemed to excite Boris even more. She did it again, breathing hard, thinking of her Master fucking those girls. Again, Boris got more excited in turn, pushing his cock against her soft body and groaning. 

Mikayla, that ice queen, thinking she was too good for him. Too pure and cold. 

And Nicole? 

Lauren remembered the way Nicole sometimes looked at Mikayla when she thought no one was looking. Like she was delicious. They would do such beautiful things for Master’s pleasure.

Boris grabbed the camera and placed it closer to Lauren, angling it downward so it could see them both in perfect detail. Her arousal doubled, her obedience somehow magnifying under its lens. 

He snatched her up and bent her over her desk and spread her legs apart, positioning himself at her entrance. Lauren’s thighs quivered. She wasn’t so sure about being fucked. She was a virgin, and he didn’t wear protection, and she wasn’t on the pill or anything, and she thought she may have been ovulating, and—

“You love this,” he said. 

She loved that he could get her pregnant. That was so fucking cool. 

“Yes, Master!”

With one swift thrust, he entered her roughly, filling her completely and setting off fireworks in her abused, constantly reformatting mind. She screamed out in ecstasy as he pounded into her without mercy, his hips colliding against hers with enough force to leave bruises.

This was what she was made for, she thought with gleeful abandon. To be used and discarded by a real man like Boris. To help him bed others more deserving of his time and attention. It all made sense now. This was the natural order of things. He moaned above her, his breath hot on her neck as he slammed into her over and over again. 

"Tell me you love it."

"I love it," she moaned back, lost in pleasure as he fucked her harder and harder. "I love it so much."

He spanked her ass once before leaning in close to whisper in her ear, "You're going to cum for me. And when you do, your old life will be over forever. You’ll be nothing but my happy, devoted slave.” He fucked her harder and harder. Her big tits smooshing all over the desk. “You won’t care if I never fuck you again, just so long as you know I fuck hot models that you help me fuck. You got that? That’s your life’s purpose. Recruiting and manipulating and corralling the hottest women possible so I can fuck up their minds to be as obedient as you. You got that?”

The thought of all that obedience made Lauren gush, and she pulsed with pleasure as Boris pounded her harder and faster than ever before. She could almost feel his enormous cock expanding in her tight pussy, stretching her until she was wetter than ever before. If she had a choice, she'd do anything to please him, to make him happy. And if that meant fucking Mikayla and Nicole for him or fucking up their minds, then so be it. She'd do it and love every second of it.

“Yes, Master!”

At her words, she felt his balls surge against her backside. 

“Cum for me, slut,” he growled. “Cum right now.”

His own load painted her insides. Everything that Lauren had been disappeared.

* * * * *
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Lauren had only just enough time to touch-up her make-up so it didn’t look completely insane before the models decided they would start photographing. 

Mikayla and Nicole walked out to start the shoot. Or rather, they strutted out, as they always did. Lauren’s pussy quivered in anticipation, seeing their gorgeous bodies in their tight, sexy outfits, imagining them already as they would soon be—being fucked by Master how he deserved. 

The two were so self-obsessed that they didn’t notice that Lauren had changed outfits to wearing a prim white half-unbuttoned blouse and dark skirt. Her other one, destroyed and cum-covered, wasn't exactly subtle.

Lauren watched Mikayla and Nicole with a constantly throbbing, cumming pussy. Master told her that helping him should make her cum, and she was always helping him now, so she was always cumming, like a good slutty loyal whore. 

The setting was one of their normal ones—a frankly outlandish pure-white bedroom with a four-poster bed that had long sheer lavender curtains hanging from the posts and fake marble columns used as end tables. This photo shoot was for a local clothing line—AMUAREME—that specialized in particularly slinky, hot, tight clothing. 

On lesser women, their kinds of outfits looked trashy or slutty. But on Mikayla and Nicole, two perfect tens if ever there were any, they looked classy and hot.

Mikayla snapped her fingers at Boris as she walked out, arm-in-arm with Nicole. 

“Let’s do this now, little boy. I just did three hundred crunches and I look fucking fantastic.”

Mikayla had made herself up to be the epitome of the statuesque blond, every inch of her dripping with sex appeal and confidence. She glided across the floor, high heels clicking on the tile. Her dress, painted-on and crimson red, accentuated her golden hair and fair skin, drawing attention to her impossibly massive tits and the dress's low-cut cleavage. Her titflesh jiggled and danced with every step, her bronze skin radiating heat. Her hair, long and impossibly golden blonde (Lauren had never been able to believe it was natural, even though it clearly was) was done up in a messy updo, with strategic tendrils framing her face, which only enhanced her cheekbones and jawline.

Nicole's outfit, hot and tight and black, complimented Mikayla's well. Her skin, so utterly pale and soft, looked somehow even whiter next to the dark color. In contrast to Mikayla's bare legs, she wore smoky dark tights, and her heels—although tall like Mikayla's—had platforms instead of pure pumps like the blonde's. 

Nicole always drew eyes because an Asian girl with such naturally enormous tits was something of a rarity—her brilliant tits nearly busted out of her tiny dress with every small movement she made. 

It was clearly an engineered decision on Nicole's part to wear a size too small to show off her ultra-fit abs and massive breasts. 

Their make-up announced proudly, "Better than you." Pink, glossy lips that were just colorful enough to look sexy but natural enough to stay elegant. Dark eyeshadow and mascara provided smoky eyes, and a touch of color to their cheeks emphasized the naturally sexy contour of their cheekbones. 

Nicole smirked, seeing Boris's eyes on her bouncing tits in her tiny dress. Lauren supposed she was cataloguing his sins for later abuse, like usual.

Of course, Boris had other plans. 

Lauren knew—because it had worked on her—that the camera was making both girls more aroused. Instead of being disgusted by the thought of Boris’s arousal, she knew that both girls were a little puzzled by their lack of disgust and even their interest in the bulge he was packing. 

Their arousal was evident as they started taking pictures. Standing side by side, Mikayla and Nicole posed for the camera, eagerly putting their bodies on display. They knew millions would be stroking or touching to them soon, and what they did wasn't even pornographic. They were just too hot not to want to touch yourself. Lauren knew that, as they worked, she softly touched herself and came behind her desk. Every thought of hers featured the future versions of the girls—mere minutes away now—where they dropped to their knees in service of Boris. 

The jade camera's presence intensified the electricity between the models. They brushed and bumped and ground up against one another. Flushing. Cooing. Giggling. 

The air was getting thick with their heat. Boris let them pose for a long time. Lauren assumed he enjoyed the way the camera made the models pose with such open arousal.

Mikayla and Nicole seemed to be in some kind of pose-off. Mikayla bent over and pushed herself against Nicole. Then Nicole, with hard nipples pushing through the fabric of her dress, slid her body across Mikayla's. Then, countering, Mikayla slid onto the bed with her legs wrapped around Nicole's waist. 

They went on like this, measures and counter-measures. Teasing kissing and intimate touching just like Abigail and Molly always did, only these two seemed to really be teasing one another. Daring the other to really go for the kiss. 

And Boris, although this was all his doing, seemed to have missed all of it. 

Lauren realized only after being spellbound by Nicole and Mikayla that he hadn't just been letting them pose. Instead of watching, he fiddled with his camera, muttering to himself in frustration. Mikayla and Nicole noticed only slowly, but Lauren could see they were starting to notice. 

Lauren understood how the two models would find them out almost right away. Normally, during a photo shoot, because everything was digital, the photos taken appeared on the computer screens in front of Lauren. Her computer was off, though, meaning that something about the set-up was different; they probably noticed subconsciously and were only just putting it together. And it would only take a few moments for the girls to find out. 

On cue, Mikayla and Nicole suddenly stopped posing. They crossed their arms. No response. They sat on the bed. No response. They clapped their hands. 

No response. 

If there was one thing a model can't stand, it's being ignored. They walked toward Boris at his mess of a desk. 

Lauren watched her Master fumble with the magical camera, desperately trying to get it to cooperate. She wished she could help in some way, but he had forbidden her from interacting with the camera without his express permission. 

Mikayla and Nicole walked towards him, waving, tilting their eyebrows up, trying to get his attention however they could. He did not look up. 

Lauren knew that this was his one chance at these goddesses and he couldn't afford to mess it up. Boris seemed to know it too. Sweat beaded on his brow as he clicked the buttons and twisted the dials in a desperate attempt to take control. 

Mikayla and Nicole sensed something was off. They exchanged knowing, annoyed glances. 

Nicole cleared her throat. "Excuse me, photographer guy? Are you getting all this?" 

Startled, Boris looked up from his camera and stuttered an excuse, "Um... uh... just... adjusting... lighting. Lauren...would you...Lauren, stop them, help!"

Mikayla and Nicole went after the camera. Mikayla grabbed Boris and pushed him down into a chair while Nicole held the camera. 

“What’s this thing, you perv?” Nicole snapped. “You want to take photos for your own dirty collection or something?”

“God. We knew you did stuff like that anyway, but this is like...totally brazen.”

Lauren stalked around the sides, looking for her moment. It would have to be perfect or else they would be on to her. 

“Is that why I’m feeling so fucking weird?” asked Nicole. “Oh my god. You freak. Did you drug us or something? I swear to god, I’m going to call the—”

In her anger, Nicole held the camera out to one side. Lauren grabbed it and quickly turned the camera on, focusing it entirely on Nicole and Mikayla. 

It was easy, really; Master had told her to help, and so she had, knowing that her entire life’s purpose was to operate the camera. 

Mikayla and Nicole froze. Nicole’s expression of shock and anger at Lauren grabbing the camera perfectly highlighted her ludicrously sexy cheekbones and full, pouty, glossy lips. Mikayla, meanwhile, had frozen leaned over Boris with her finger pointed in his face. 

“Here you are, Master,” said Lauren. “Two new beautiful girls to serve you, just like you deserve.”

Grinning, Boris looked up at Mikayla and groped her tits, watching her eyes light up with shame, arousal, and need. Lauren knew that being under the camera’s direct control made all sexual contact completely consensual, even if a girl felt conflicted—when she had been controlled, all she wanted was to be felt up, fucked, and used. 

“It’s important that both of you listen to me and do what I say.”

“Do...what you say...” Mikayla and Nicole repeated. 

“You need to do what I say.” He still groped Mikayla’s firm, big titties. “You love to do what I say. You don’t have to understand it. You just know it’s true.”

“...need it...love it...know it’s true...” they nodded. 

“These dresses are hot,” he said. “But you both have sexier outfits. Go dress in the sexiest outfits possible. Like you’re going on a date with the love of your life, a guy you truly need to fuck you hard. Grab your outfits, but undress and dress where I can see you. Do it now.”

Blank-eyed, Mikayla and Nicole ran to the dressing room to get themselves ready. 

"Perfect,” said Boris. “Now we can have some fun." 

Lauren hummed with delight. She was so excited for her Master’s pleasure. He casually grabbed the camera out of her hands and focused it on her. She felt its easy, blanking influence root out whatever part of her mind was left that was in charge of resistance to her Master's will. 

“They’re the prizes, Lauren. You’re just eye candy.”

“I’m eye candy.”

Of course she was. That made so much sense. They were the prizes. They were paid to be hot. She was just a pretty girl who helped them and him. 

“You love being my eye candy fuckdoll. You love sucking and serving me however I want. You especially love to serve me while I look at them.”

Lauren’s knees knocked together. The need to drop down and suck him right that instant was almost overwhelming. She ached to taste him, slurp him, lick him while he ogled his prizes. 

And such prizes they were. They had returned from the dressing room with outfits in hand. 

Their eyes still blank, each girl stripped down. Lauren whimpered with helpless arousal. Their thighs were slick too. They were hot, horny, aching—just she had been before the camera had even started its proper work on her. It put girls in the right state of mind to be controlled like they needed to be. 

She found something so erotic about watching a super fit girl get dressed. The way they had to bend. The view from the side and their utterly flat tummies with picture-perfect obliques framing their abs, their sparkling sexy hair falling down to one side. 

He took Lauren by the shoulders and pushed her down, redirecting the camera onto the two models. He fucked Lauren's mouth slowly, like he was stroking himself off with her mouth. Not expending himself, not yet. Wanting to stay perfectly ready. 

Mikayla stood in front of the full-length mirror, her eyes glazed over as she mindlessly disrobed with the red dress pooling at her feet. Her skin glowed. 

"Fucking...fuck." Boris groaned, looking at her while slowly stroking himself with Lauren's mouth. 

Lauren mewled. It was an honor to be owned by such a poet. 

Even entranced, Mikayla moved with easy grace, making the swift movements of her undressing and dressing seem almost more like a dance or striptease than the blind obedience she gave now. 

Her tits, so huge, easily 36E, bounced and jiggled with each movement as she pulled out and immediately slipped on a tight, gold-sequined dress. The slit up the side allowed for a glimpse of her long, toned leg, while the deep V-neckline plunged low enough to show off half of her luscious breasts.

Meanwhile, Nicole had similarly undressed, revealing all of her rock-hard gymbunny body. She had spent countless hours at the gym—all of which would now be retroactively devoted to her new Master. 

With the same mindless, tranced, empty gaze as Mikayla, she slipped on a brilliant red cocktail dress that clung to her tight, round ass. Its halter top enhanced the natural structure of her collarbones and shoulders, toned and shining. 

“Focus on Nicole,” he said to Lauren, handing the camera over to her. His cock was still in her mouth, slowly sliding in and out of her esophagus. “I want Mikayla to see what’s going to happen to her.”

Obediently, Lauren set the camera to focus on the gorgeous Asian now freshly dressed. Boris beckoned both girls to come close until they were just within arm’s reach. Mikayla cut a pose with her arms under her heavy tits, pushing them up. 

“Smile, Mikayla.”

A smile plastered on Mikayla’s face, fake and empty and brilliantly sexy. He looked at Nicole.

“Pose like you want my attention. Like you want me to fuck you.”

Nicole stood tall, posing proudly, her thick gorgeous hair tossed to one side in her signature style. With her hip jutted, leg out, tits positioned forward, and jawline prominently displayed, everything about her spoke arrogance. But in her eyes, Lauren saw fear about her entire situation and the desire instilled in her from the camera. 

Boris fucked Lauren's mouth a little faster.

Nicole's fear made sense, she supposed. And it made Lauren deeply wet. Nicole had just seen Lauren—who once upon a time had hated Boris just like Nicole hated him—act as Boris’s total obedient and subservient slave. She saw Lauren’s entire attitude change from aloof, distant disdain to warm, urging, happy subservience. 

And she had heard, of course, the reference to Lauren as eye candy while Nicole and Mikayla were the prizes. And if he fucked up his eye candy as much as he had fucked up Lauren’s head, how much would he fuck with his prizes?

“Hold the camera on Nicole,” he instructed Lauren. “Don’t take it off her for an instant. No matter how hard I fuck your throat. Got it?”

She nodded. “Yes Master. Thank you, Master.”

She loved being given tasks by him. It was what good girl eye candy was for. 

He roughly pushed himself down Lauren’s mouth now, no longer taking it gently. Then he grabbed Nicole and pulled her close. 

“You’ve been such a bitch to me,” he said.

It was true. Lauren had barely sucked his cock at all, just like a bitch. She had to make it up to him and exist however he wanted. His cock pushed further down her throat and she moaned, smooshing her nose against his crotch hair, hoping for more.

It occurred to her, distantly, that he could have also been talking to Nicole. The camera was focused on her, after all. Everything he said would be a command for the hot Asian model.

Ogling and groping Nicole, he grabbed her body and pulled it tight into Lauren. Every groping motion wiggled and moved Lauren's head, meaning that as he fucked Lauren's pretty mouth, he also pounded her head forward with Nicole's hot body. He tugged Nicole's hair, slapped her heavy breasts, raked his nails down her front. 

“Fuck, fuck,” he groaned. “I can do whatever I want to you!”

He grabbed Nicole by the throat, enjoying her motionlessness. Still he kept pounding away at Lauren’s throat, and soon had them positioned so that Nicole was bent over backwards on top of her as he worked—choking Nicole and fucking Lauren’s throat. 

“You’re my slut from now on,” he growled into Nicole’s ear. “You’re my slut and nothing else. Other men don’t even fucking exist for you.”

“They don’t...they don’t exist...”

“Other men are useless to you. You don’t even register them as human.”

“They’re not even human...”

Lauren had her eyes closed now, fixating on her Master's pleasure. But she could imagine him looking to Mikayla and seeing the terror in her eyes at her unstoppable lust while she watched Nicole turn into Boris's perfect, loyal slave. Knowing that, no matter what, she was next. 

“I’m the only man in your life. I'm your Master. You are my fuckslave. I’m the only one you want to fuck. You can’t stop thinking about me. I’m your entire life.”

“You’re my only man. You're my Master. I am your fuckslave. The one I want to fuck. I can’t stop thinking about you. You’re my entire li—life!”

Her voice cut off as he choked her hard, cumming down Lauren’s throat. As he came, sputtering and spitting, he commanded Nicole to cum with him. Both of them gyrated into Lauren’s head, Nicole’s hot cunt sliding only inches away from his cumming cock while he emptied himself into Lauren’s throat.

Finally, he released them both. 

Lauren, on her knees, struggled to catch her breath as cum oozed down her chin and her throat. Mikayla still posed like an elegant mannequin. 

He couldn't stop smiling. Lauren saw herself in one of the studio’s many mirrors set up all around the photo area. Destroyed, again. Her hip, chic outfit was ripped and torn and tugged and stretched where it was even still intact. 

She was so proud. This is how Master had used her, so it must be how eye candy was supposed to look. 

"You. You're next."

Her Master was insatiable. Had he always been this way? Was it the camera? It didn't matter.

He took Nicole now and trapped his cock between his belly and hers, rubbing himself on her luxurious outfit while he kissed her neck and chin. 

“Fuck, you are so gorgeous,” he groaned. “I fucking love how hot you are. It’s the only thing that matters about you.”

“I’m so gorgeous,” Nicole nodded, cumming helplessly. “It’s the only thing that matters about me.”

Her repetition helped him notice that Lauren was still filming Nicole. He gestured for her to turn the camera away for a moment. 

Kissing Nicole—who kissed him back with fiery, exotic passion—he pushed her into Mikayla and began to crush the sexy, busty blonde against the studio wall. Mikayla’s position barely changed—holding her pose as ordered as much as possible with the weight of the two people on top of her. But her eyes still betrayed the horror of what she witnessed and the lust she felt from the camera's influence.

Boris could see it too. He smiled, stroking her face even as Nicole ached and ground against him. His cock, enormous and hard, streamed precum all over Nicole’s gorgeous dress. 

“Tell her what you think about me.” He pushed Nicole’s face into Mikayla’s. The Asian’s hot lips slipping against the blonde’s jaw. “Tell her who I am to you.”

“He’s my Master,” Nicole breathed. Her voice and body language triumphant. “I love him so much. I need him to fuck me. I need his big, big cock. I need it inside me. Oh...Master, please...”

“Tell her what I’ve done to you.”

“He fucked up my brain,” Nicole giggled. “I didn’t think he could. I thought I was too strong. I thought if I knew what he was going to do, I would stop it. But I didn’t stand a chance. It happened right away. I lost instantly.”

“Tell her what I’m going to do to her.”

“He’s going to fuck you up.” Nicole gasped as Boris picked her up and pushed her dress up, ripping her panties apart with his straining hard cock. “He’s going to fuck up your brain. He’s going to fuck you...fuck you...fuck...youuuu...ooo—Master!”

He pushed himself up inside of Nicole, pushing her against Mikayla, creating a cascade of orgasms from the tight, young, perfect-bodied supermodel. She wrapped herself around him completely.

“Film her, now.” 

He was obviously talking to Lauren. She was ready, putting Mikayla inside the camera’s focus and pressing Record. 

He huffed while fucking into Nicole. “You’re my fucking slave now.”

“I’m your slave now.”

Lauren mouthed it with them both. Nicole repeated it with glee, and Mikayla announced it like she was giving a sermon. 

“You’re my fuckslave now.”

“Your fuckslave now.”

“You need to cum just from being around me.”

Right away, Mikayla came, bucking behind Nicole and pushing her fellow supermodel up against Boris’s body even as he fucked Nicole into her.

“...need...need to cum...”

As Boris continued to savagely thrust into Nicole, his thick, throbbing cock plunging into her depths, Lauren watched through hooded eyes, consumed by a heady mix of lust and something else she couldn't quite place. It felt like a cocktail of pride, desire, and a dash of envy - in the most delicious way. She had never seen a man so masterful, so completely in control of his partner's pleasure. It was both frightening and captivating, like staring into the eyes of a wild beast.

Nicole's body arched beneath him like a bow being drawn taut, each thrust of his hips sending her soaring higher and higher. Her high-heeled feet dangled above the ground, thighs clamped around his waist as she rode the wave after wave of ecstasy he relentlessly delivered her. 

"Oh fuck," Nicole moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. "He's so big... fucking... fuck me... harder... yes! Yes!"

Boris's balls slapped against Nicole's ass, the sound muffled by the fabric of her ruined dress as he relentlessly plowed her. 

Boris's glistening shaft disappeared and reappeared from Nicole's swollen folds. Lauren moaned and gasped, cumming constantly as she witnessed her Master's pleasure. The memory of his cum flooding her womb made her clench and throb with need. She hoped so bad that she was pregnant for him. It would be such a display of his unstoppable virility to have her tight, gorgeous body carrying his seed. 

Nicole's face contorted in ecstasy, mascara smudged yet beautiful, as she whimpered and begged for more. "Yes... yes... don't stop... fuck me... fuck me like you own me... oh, God!"

Boris's breathing grew ragged, his balls slapping harder and harder against Nicole's ass with every deep plunge. His cock swelled even more within her tight heat, bulging in her belly, clearly stretching her beyond anything she'd ever known. And every single thrust just pushed her into Mikayla's utterly mindfucked body.

"I'm... I'm... gonna cum," he growled through gritted teeth.

Nicole's pussy clenched around him even tighter, as if trying to milk every drop of his potent seed from his rock-hard shaft. "Yes!" she screamed, her voice hoarse and guttural. "Cum in me, Master! Fill me up!"

As if they were puppets on a string, Lauren and Mikayla both gasped in unison, "Cum in her, Master! Cum in her tight cunt!"

It was all the encouragement he needed. Boris exploded inside of Nicole, filling her womb with his sticky seed. She lost it again, cumming so hard that her whole body shuddered. Boris did it again and again, making sure to pull out and cum on her stomach before sliding back inside. Jet after jet of thick, hot cum splashed onto her belly and soaked through her luxurious outfit.

The room was drenched with the scent of sex, musk, and domination as Boris finally pulled out of Nicole's quivering body. His cock, still hard and glistening with their combined juices, stood as a testament to his masculinity. 

Nicole collapsed against Mikayla, both gasping for air, their faces flushed and dripping with sweat. Boris reached down, grabbing a handful of his cum-soaked seed from Nicole's stomach and held it out to Mikayla.

"Taste it." 

Mikayla leaned in, licking luxuriously.

Something sparked in Boris. His cock throbbed—not spent yet. He grabbed Mikayla's hair and shoved her toward Nicole. 

"Kiss her. Share my cum."

Nicole gathered up a big mess of it and kissed Mikayla hard, slipping the cum in on one side, so that it slid against their lips even as they kissed as hard as possible for their Master's pleasure. 

"Yeah," he said, still holding Mikayla's hair. "That's right. Fuck yeah. Yeah."

If the two models were shy about kissing one another, they hid any such feelings perfectly. Lauren assumed they were both so turned on—and especially Nicole so completely well-fucked—that kissing beautiful women seemed like a perfect idea. 

He snapped his fingers at Lauren. “Both of them. Now.”

He meant the camera. She focused it on both of them and nodded to Boris when it was ready.

“I’m your boyfriend," said Boris.

They answered together, even as Nicole gathered more cum for them to kiss into. 

“You’re my boyfriend.”

“I’m your everything.”

“You’re my everything.”

“You’re just bitches to me. You like it that way.”

“We’re just bitches to you and we like it that way.”

Long tendrils of his cum stuck to their lips as they kissed and spoke.

“You love that I have so much power over you.”

“We love that you have so much power over us.”

“You think other girls need my power over them too.”

“I think other girls need your power.”

“You think ugly girls are worthless.”

“Ugly girls are worthless.”

Both girls shivered with orgasm at that one, unable to help themselves. Boris must have hit a base instinct there, like it was something they already deeply believed.

So hot. 

“You know only pretty girls are worth my time.”

“Only...only pretty girls...”

Both Mikayla and Nicole came again at this pronouncement, knowing how pretty they were, and knowing that meant they were worth Master’s time, the most precious resource in the world. Boris, hard and practically humping the air between the two girls, seemed at a loss for what else to say. Mikayla and Nicole still made out madly, moaning into each other's mouths with their Master's cum between them.

"Fuck," he groaned. "God, fuck. I want it. Now."

He was completely without ceremony. He pushed Mikayla to the ground on all fours and entered up inside of her rough and fast. He pistoned immediately, looking to empty himself. He didn't give a fuck about fucking well or long, just unloading his cum inside of a hot young supermodel pussy. 

Nicole immediately snuggled up next to him, cooing and cheering him on. Her voice dark and urgent and soft:

Look at how you fuck her, Master. Look at how you fuck your slave.

You’re so powerful. How do you do it?

I love you, Master. I love that you’re fucking this hot girl, Master.

Please, Master, breed her? Let me watch you make her pregnant?

He did not last long and he clearly did not want to. Boris's cock swelled even more, again bulging in a tiny torso, and he groaned deeply as he approached the pinnacle of his climax. 

Lauren watched with bated breath, mesmerized by the erotic spectacle before her. She was wet with arousal and jealousy, her pussy throbbing for attention. Meanwhile, Mikayla's perfect pussy clenched around Boris's shaft, squeezing him tightly, as if begging for his hot, potent seed to fill her womb.

"Fuck yeah!" Boris roared. His entire body tensed and shuddered as he began to cum. The first jet of his thick, hot cum shot deep inside Mikayla's unprotected pussy, marking her as his own. A second later, a second and third spurt followed, each one just as powerful as the last. Mikayla moaned in pleasure-filled ecstasy, her walls milking every drop out of him. Her moans of pleasure only served to heighten Lauren's arousal, and she ground her thighs together, desperate for relief even as she came helplessly watching her Master's liquid pleasure shower Mikayla in a ludicrous amount of seed.

Boris pulled out of Mikayla, his cock glistening with their combined juices, though it was already starting to harden again. He stood before them, a living embodiment of masculine power and control. "You two," he said, jerking his thumb at Nicole and Mikayla, "Clean me off."

As if in a trance, the two supermodels knelt before him, taking turns lapping his length clean. They ran their tongues up and down his shaft, around his balls, and everywhere else he pointed. They were nothing more than human fleshlights now, existing solely for his pleasure and amusement. Boris looked down at them with smug, exhausted satisfaction as they all fell down into one another. After a while, gripping their soft bodies tight, he slumbered.

Mikayla and Nicole sleepily adored their new Master with their soft, gentle kisses all over his body. All three of them now completely owned and totally destroyed by their Master. 

Lauren—not fucked quite as hard—still had a little bit of her energy left. 

Master had told her to be a good slave. To never stop recruiting for him. 

Lauren picked up the camera. She had to keep serving him; it wasn’t enough that they belonged to him. There had to be nothing else. Just like her. 

She focused the camera on Nicole. 

“You’re his slave,” she said. 

Nicole’s eyes rapidly started moving, indicating that she heard and obeyed. 

“Every dream you have is about serving Master. Only he matters to you...”

Lauren continued for hours into the late evening—trading off between Nicole and Mikayla—until Master finally woke and took them home to fuck them again. Nicole and Mikayla clung to him constantly, every part of their subconscious minds now belonging to him as much as their conscious brains. 

It was so good to give her Master everything he deserved. 

# # #
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- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

- Discord Community Full Of Kink-Minded Folks!

−  Show your support for the stories I write!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review and let myself and others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter and check out my website for the latest stories and exclusives!
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Want to get in touch? Me too! The Patreon is the best way.

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        "My Ancient Power Will Be At Your Command, Lord…And So Too Will Be These Gorgeous Women…"On a castle tour through Europe, John is joined at a medieval landmark by a company of gorgeous, arrogant ballerinas. When they're not ignoring him, they're mocking him. He thinks it's just his luck to be downtrodden by these remarkably hot women, but then he stumbles across the grimoire of the magically intoxicating, hyper-hot Morgana le Fay. Imbued with her power, he's able to corrupt the ballerinas into becoming his erotically obsessed, lovestruck dolls aching to breed for him and turn as many hotties as possible into his servants. But will this deal with the mysterious Morgana require him to kneel as well?WARNING: This Nadia Nightside erotica stunner features incredibly arrogant, vain, gorgeous women becoming the eager, willing servants of one lucky guy! He uses dark, forbidden magic to get his way up to and including the sacrifice of a ballerina to spread her youth, vitality, and beauty to others.
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
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