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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 were adopted and not related by blood, but because they looked so similar, not everyone knew or believed that. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I said that, yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lauren, wait!”

Lauren smiled and turned. 

“Yes?”

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lauren came.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Where was he?

Where was Lauren? 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Slowly.

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

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

In truth, she loved fashion. She loved modeling. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was—in a word—delicious. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Finally, a car did drive up. 

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

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

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

Perhaps Boris had won the lottery?

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

Drugs?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She didn't wait long. 

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

Corrie waited. And waited. And waited.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry. Did you say whatever?”

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

He pulled up the camera and turned it towards Corrie. 

“Say cheese.”

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

“Are you serious?”

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

Corrie rolled her eyes. 

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

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

Boris hushed her. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lauren loved him so much. 

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

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

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

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

“Fuck,” Boris groaned. “Fuck.”

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

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

The two adopted sisters, not related by blood, were so close in appearance that they could have been twins. In reality, they were barely ten months apart. Abigail's hair was a deeper, shinier black, and Molly's was a gorgeous brown with blond highlights, but both sets of manes were ultra-long and thick. They were ultra-close, and deeply comfortable with each other’s bodies. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was so fucking hot that way. 

Lauren loved him so much. 

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes, Master!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The boxes began to fall down around them. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * * * *
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Corrie was in the bathroom when she heard the orgasmic cries of Lauren, Nicole, and Mikayla in the storage room.

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

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

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

And then the screams. 

Her brain snapped back to business mode. 

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

Forget the shoot. He was fired now. 

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

Another cry. This time from the dressing room. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m your slave now.”

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

“You’re my fuckslave now.”

“I’m your fuckslave now.”

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

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

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

No, this was wrong. This was wrong.

Then why was she so turned on?

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

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

It was so, so, so, wrong.

And yet—

She couldn’t look away.

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

...to not touch herself just like that.

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

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

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

No. No.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She couldn’t stop masturbating.

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

...?

Needed his cum?

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was the camera. 

Corrie had to get the camera. 

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

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

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

* * * * *
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Corrie only made it about three feet out the front door before Nicole and Mikayla caught her, gripping her tight in a dual bear hug and bringing her back inside the dressing room.

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

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

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

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

"Yes, Master." 

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

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

“Nasty...” Molly giggled. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She took a breath, trying to compose herself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just from him cumming in some other girl. 

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

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

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

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

She glared at him. “Go to hell.”

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

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

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

Abigail stepped forward just slightly.

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

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

Abigail nodded, obediently keeping quiet.

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

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

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

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

Boris looked back at her and smirked. 

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

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

And that was so, so hot. 

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

She had to try.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you find them attractive?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master.”

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

“Yes, Master. Very much, Master.”

“A little eagerness in your tone, bitch.”

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

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

He grinned, nodding before shoving Abigail toward Corrie. 

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

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

Corrie had never felt this kind of pleasure. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whatever you want me to, Master!”

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

“Yes, Master!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was unable to hold himself back any longer. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Corrie sparkled with the compliment. She really had. 

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

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

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

# # #
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Photo Finish – Harem Mansion
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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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