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On her knees, she suckled her lord's cock, aching and moaning as he thrust his hips forward and filled her throat with his incredible dick.

Not so long ago—though she didn't know it anymore—she had been dutifully married. She never would have dreamed of cheating on her husband. She never would have imagined herself worshipfully sucking the cock of someone who essentially amounted to a stranger, thinking of him like a living God and hoping to hear just the tiniest words of appreciation from him in return for her lifetime of service.

Of course, she didn't know
 the man was a stranger. And she didn't know
 that she had ever been married. If anything, she was married to service, married to obeying, married to looking pretty and being the best, prettiest, hottest, sexy-servile sexcretary she could possibly be for her big boss.

In her tiny miniskirt, smoky dark stockings, deep revealing silk blouse and teensy jacket, she looked like a sexy porn parody of a personal assistant. That was just what her Master wanted, and so it's what she gave him.

It was so fucking good to serve the Master.

But she hadn't always been so enlightened. No, she'd had to be taught how to be such a good girl.

* * * * *

Life was not going well for Delilah Korset, not well at all. And none of it was her fault.

How could it be her fault when movies kept tanking, when magazines kept failing, when TV shows couldn’t get past the pilot stage? How was it her fault
 if the projects she attached all her talent to dissolved like sandcastles built in the middle of a low beach?

Delilah was a talent agent. Her client base consisted almost entirely of young, lovely women. She easily made good first impressions—she was attractive, blond, and well-dressed, with a happy smile and a clear willingness to work.

She got her clients jobs. She got them good
 jobs with well-known directors and photographers; it was just...somehow, every job ended up paying barely anything.

That meant, first of all, that Delilah was barely paid anything; it also meant, unfortunately, that her clients were less and less happy as time went on. She only had a handful left, and all of them were on edge.

Anything was better than failing—anything
. And so that meant that Delilah was willing to go above and beyond to ensure that her clients were happy with her from now on.

That was how she had ended up at the Social Media Solutions Business Conference. It was the sort of event that mid-level executives and managers attended to hound for easy sex, cheap booze, and the kind of networking that might lead to a job opportunity somewhere down the line. But, unlike most of the other professionals there, Delilah attended to actually learn. She had actually dressed down
 to keep things business serious, wearing an older ankle-length skirt and a heavy blouse that hid most of her substantial bust.

The conference was arranged in a convention center in downtown Santa Paula, only about a forty-five minute drive from Delilah’s own office two miles away. Traffic was always bad.

The day was divided into several blocks, with each block having a different class in a small presentation room with a projector and stiff, uncomfortable chairs made of hard steel and red cloth.

Delilah sat in one such seat in a class called “Social Media Targeting Millenials: How to Create an Audience in An Instagram Instant.”

It was truly awful.

She had come in hoping to learn how to help her clients connect to a larger audience. The idea was, hopefully, that they would generate enough buzz from their own online presence that prospective producers would want them on their high-profile projects to create larger built-in audiences.

Pretty girls worked for Delilah, and it wasn’t like it was that
 hard to take a near-topless photo to encourage some followers. Mostly, she had been hoping for some kind of craft session on how to propose this to her girls and make it seem like it was their
 idea.

Having to just spring it on them made her feel like a pimp. Or a madam. Madame? Wasn’t that the word for female pimp?

Regardless, so far, the class had been awful. Actually, so far, all
 of the classes had been awful. Most were sidetracked by relics more than twice her age asking if it was possible to log in to their account on a phone, or what a mailing list was, or how long it took before a tumblr post started trending.

“Useless,” she said, gritting her teeth. “Totally useless.”

She sat in the back of the room, which was where she felt most comfortable. It was also the easiest position to make a strategic exit—which she was about to do if this hadn’t turned around in about two minutes.

Three hundred dollars, down the drain. Three hundred dollars used to pay for this conference that she could have spent on something worthwhile...like, say, one hundred and fifty discount cheeseburgers with which to drown out her sorrows of being a total show business failure.

“Unfortunate, isn’t it?”

She turned to see a man sitting just behind her. He had a dazzlingly beautiful brunette on his arm. They sat like they were in a movie theater. A very dark
 movie theater, where sex-kittenish women felt comfortable sliding their hands tight against the arms of their men and wrapping their legs over his.

The woman wore tall, tight leather boots, and the sight of her clinging to her man—boyfriend? Husband? Boss? John?—like that was strangely erotic to Delilah. Her breasts spilled through her tiny white dress, docking with urgency against his arm. Tendrils of hair brushed against the inviting line of her cleavage.

“What’s that?” Delilah asked.

“How useless it is,” said the man. “You said it yourself. They don’t know a thing about how to use this software. Or if they did, they’re not about to show anyone, it doesn’t seem like.”

Delilah crossed her arms. That made it hard to turn and look at the man, and so she uncrossed them again.

She took another look at him. He was dressed well. His suit was navy, expensive, and pinstriped. But the man himself didn’t seem all that extraordinary. He was certainly cute
, in a way, but cute enough to bag the kind of beauty he had doting on him?

Her hair looked like it belonged in a commercial. As a matter of fact, Delilah would have loved to have her as a client. She was certain she could get her a job right away.

“You know a lot about software, I take it?”

He smiled. “I’m a designer, yes. And an engineer. I could take these clowns to school.”

“Then why are you here?”

He handed her a card. It was yellow with black writing. “To steal their business, of course. If you’re not happy with your social media, give me a ring. I can make your business explode.”

The card delivered his name, Albert Stout; the name of his business, NewLife Design; and his phone number and email.

“Sure,” said Delilah, looking down at the card. “But what if I...”

He was already walking away. His hand was attached firmly to the ass of the beauty at his side. She whispered something in his ear, and he squeezed her harder, encouraging a happy, aroused yelp from her as they exited the conference room.

* * * * *

“For the last time, Mandy. If you can’t find a job, I’m going to kick you out of the house, and I don’t care
 what your father says about it!”

An alien arrangement of shrieks and squeals sounded through her phone, and Delilah huffed and closed it, walking into her office the Monday morning after the Social Media conference.

Her stepdaughter was many things—beautiful, talented, manipulative—but industrious was not one of them. For the gorgeous young woman, barely eighteen years old, the only thing more essential than accessorizing was keeping her schedule free so that she would never have her hands tainted with the stain of a hard day’s work.

Delilah was rather certain her stepdaughter hoped for a life of luxury by catching the eye of some uber-rich businessman; in the meantime, she dressed and acted like the world’s biggest slut in the hopes that she could fast track that eye-catching.

Things had been rocky with Delilah's husband Earl as of late. He’d had Mandy in his first marriage, which had ended just a few years after it began and left him with a daughter he still didn't know how to raise properly.

Delilah had married him at the bright young age of nineteen, deeply in love with his hard chest and easy smile, her eyes full of stars at finally arriving in Hollywood, just fifteen years old than Mandy at the time.

The two young women often treated each other more like sisters, which grated on Delilah, as she tried
 to be a good mother. But Earl spoiled Mandy constantly, always undermining any firm touch Delilah had, and the end result was to have herself painted as the evil stepmother.

It was not yet eight o’clock in the morning and most of Hollywood was still asleep from whatever rager they had attended the night before.  Delilah's talent agency was small, located in an isolated office building and sharing space with a shady medical firm and a few masseuses who Delilah desperately hoped were legitimate.

Sharing work space with the site of a potential police raid was the last thing she needed right now.

Sitting in her waiting room, apparently waiting for her, was Albert Stout. He dressed down from when he saw her last; wearing tight jeans and a hoodie. His shoulders were rather broad and well-muscled.

This look suited him better, ironically, than the suit he had worn. This looked more like his element.

Delilah had emailed him the night before, giving in—willing to try something, anything, to fix her business. Later this morning, her top client, Robyn Sashay, would be arriving, and all signs pointed to bad news.

Robyn was her top client because she was the prettiest of the lot, and also because she had been something of a success for Delilah for a little while.

She’d starred in a teeny-bopper music video (for a pop band, of course, that fizzled out quicker than a bad soda on a hot day) and segued easily into regular appearances on a court room drama as the overly attractive lawyer’s melodramatic love interest. Robyn was brunette, tall, busty, and sensationally beautiful, and every part of her personality advertised how much she knew this fact.

But, the court room drama went on to its third and final season without Robyn, and picking up steady work had been hell for her ever since.

The fact was, Delilah needed Robyn a whole hell of a lot more than Robyn needed Delilah, and the idea of her star client finding new management filled her with terror.

“Good morning,” said Albert. “Thank you for the email. I hope I’m not here too early.”

His gaze over her body was slow and appreciative. Delilah felt some surprise at this. She was no spring chicken, but she wasn’t exactly a winter
 chicken either. At the age of thirty-four, Hollywood circles saw her as close to ancient—but in the game of talent management, a little salt (and “salt” being a relative term in Hollywood, where twenty-five was approaching middle-age) was often appreciated.

She wore a loose, long black skirt and a bright blue button-up blouse. Her body was kept fit by a religious attention to yoga practice four times a week and intense cardio sessions late in the evening every other day. Her thick blond hair was drawn up in a bun, kept in place by a series of pins.

The stress of her job meant that often she forgot to eat, and when she did remember, the subconscious horror at her own body not being the same as all the skinny socialites she tried to impress and wrangle ensured she ate mostly plant matter and legumes.

“No,” said Delilah. “I’m sorry I’m late. How did you get in?”

“Doors tend to open for me,” said Albert.

Well. That was...cryptic. But whatever. Hollywood was full of weirdos.

Very soon they were in her office. She poured herself a glass of water and sat down across from him after offering him the same. He pulled out his laptop, ready to work.

“I’ll get right to it, Miss Korset.” He clapped his hands, clearly excited. “You’re having issues with your talent. They’re not getting the jobs you want. Heck, they’re lucky if they get jobs at all.”

“Well,” said Delilah, automatically defensive. “I don’t know if I would characterize the situation quite
 like—”

“Please.” Albert held up a hand. “We’re all friends here, yes? I’m not trying to embarrass you. I’m just stating the facts. You need help. You need clients that are willing to be steadfast to you. Loyal. Obedient. I can make all of that happen for you, Miss Korset.”

Delilah raised an eyebrow. He certainly didn’t lack for confidence. “And how will you make that happen, exactly?”

“My program is very powerful, Miss Korset. It’s on the very cutting edge of performance. If you’ll look here—”

He tried to bring his laptop over to her lap, but she pushed it away. “I want to know how
 it works, first. What do you mean, you’ll make my clients loyal and...obedient? I don’t need obedient
 clients, Albert. I need clients that get jobs.”

“And if they took better care of themselves? If they followed workout routines, beauty regimens? If they practiced their lines better?”

“They’re getting
 parts,” said Delilah. “It’s just, the jobs themselves keep falling through. They get discouraged.”

“I can take of that as well.”

“With a social media program? Mister Stout, I’m aware that getting a few likes or shares can be a boost to the ego, but you’re talking about...I don’t even know
 what you’re talking about.”

“I can show you better than I can explain it to you,” he said. “Here, have a look at my laptop.”

He slid it forward into her lap again. His gaze was expectant, encouraging. And also...lascivious? There was something predatory about the way he looked at her, something that made her feel this entire meeting was—well, off
.

Her alarm bells were ringing loud and clear. She had to get him out of the office and quick.

None of what he was saying made any sense. He was just another snake oil salesman like all the rest, and her business was doomed to die a slow death strangulated by the entropic forces of show business.

She was just about to push the laptop away when the door at the front dinged. She looked at the clock—only eighty forty-five. Robyn wasn’t due in until eleven, which meant that...

Oh no.

In Hollywood, the only reason to show up for a meeting early was bad news that you wanted to get out of the way.

She hopped out to the front, leaving Albert behind and feeling a cool slime of dread filling her belly, and saw Robyn there already looking impatient.

“Delilah,” said Robyn. “I’m afraid we need to talk.”

Delilah gulped.

Robyn was an absolutely gorgeous young woman, and her outfit that day did nothing to hide that fact and everything, in fact, to accentuate it. She wore tight denim shorts that looked like they had been painted on to the sculpted surface of her bubbly ass. Her legs were long and sensational, and she wore trendy red cowboy boots with ridiculous heels, accentuating her ass and legs even more.

Her crop top was exquisitely short, cut off just beneath her breasts, and a light black mesh sweater clung tightly to her body. The thick blanket of her hair was tied up in a long pony tail that draped almost to the top of her behind.

“I’m with...another client, right now,” said Delilah. “Do you think you can wait for, oh, say, half-an-hour?”

And in the meantime, thought Delilah, I’ll send that charlatan on his way through the back door, and make desperate calls to every casting agent I know for premium placement for you so I can give you enough good news to have a stay of execution..

“No,” said Robyn. “This won’t take long, though. You see, Delilah—”

“Ah.” Albert stepped through the door. “This
 must be Robyn. You know, Miss Korset, I believed you when you said she was the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, but I didn’t think you meant the
 most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, you know what I mean?”

Robyn simpered at the praise. She was young enough to still enjoy it, and vain enough that it distracted her from whatever she had been about to say. Albert walked up to her, kissing her hand.

“Now,” said Albert. “I know you said you weren’t sure if she was exactly the right fit
 for our exciting new program, but honestly, I’d love to leave that decision up to her. What do you say?”

“New program?” asked Robyn, excitement clear. “What new program? Is it that stone diet? Because like, I want to try it, but eating rocks sounds pretty tiring. I don’t know. Do you have the lemon-flavored ones?”

“Not a diet,” said Albert. He put a hand around her and led her into Delilah’s office, sitting her down promptly at the laptop. “A program. A computer program. It’s sensational. You’ll double your followers in less than ten minutes.”

“Less than ten minutes
?” said Robyn. She started mussing with her hair. “Do I need to take a picture? How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, sweetheart. You look gorgeous. Now, just open it up, and...there.”

She had the laptop positioned right in front of her, sitting on the office's fluffy purple ottoman. The screen powered on, displaying a sudden lightshow of interconnected spirals, shapes, and lines. It flashed heavily, soaking Robyn’s lovely face in bright lights.

“...pretty...”

Robyn’s voice was quiet and low, like a little girl who did not want to wake her Daddy. She leaned in further, pushing strands of her aside, smiling dumbly. Then, slowly, her face slackened, and her muscles visibly relaxed.

“What’s going on?” Delilah asked. “What’s wrong with—”

Albert pulled her to one side, shushing softly. His voice became very quiet and they stood just outside her office. Inside, the light show continued, and Robyn’s mutterings became more and more intense. And...pleasured?

Was she hearing moans?

“My program is multi-faceted,” said Albert. “As I said. It will encourage all manner of behaviors to assist in your business. But you have to—”

“You’re...you’re...you’re hypnotizing
 her, somehow, aren’t you?” Delilah gasped. “You were going to show that to me
, weren’t you?”

“Only as a demonstration. Come now. If I hypnotized all my clients, who would possibly trust me enough to pay me?”

That was terrible logic, but Delilah didn’t have the wherewithal to fight it. This was all moving too fast.

She looked inside the room again, seeing Robyn’s near-motionless form. There was a slight
 movement, hard to see in the darkened room and between all the bright flashes. It was almost like her hands were moving between her legs for some reason. Delilah could see a long trail of drool sliding down Robyn’s luscious, open mouth to the floor.

“She’s...she’ll be obedient?” she asked, strange hope filling her.

Albert's smile was wide. “Anything you say.”

“She won’t leave me?”

“Won’t even dream of it.” He considered. “Heck, we can control those too. Any old dream you like, she’ll have.”

“I...I...this seems...all rather wrong.”

“Let’s give the program half an hour. It’s initial phase will be done by that point. It takes a good week for full indoctrination. So, she can work through the first phase and be none the wiser, if you like. See how she is. If you don’t like it, then we can stop here. You’ll never hear from me again. How’s that?”

Delilah felt like she was making a deal with the devil. But deals with the devil were for desperate people, and if she was anything, she very much was that.

* * * * *

A half-hour later, the program abruptly ended. Robyn stood up from the chair, yawning and sighing happily. There was a suspicious wet spot on the couch where she had been sitting. She clearly hadn’t wet herself. So that meant...

That meant the program was turning her on.

A lot
.

God in heaven. What was Delilah agreeing to? Could she actually go through with this?

“Robyn,” said Albert. “Be a doll and come here.”

Robyn nodded, smiling brightly, and took to Albert’s side.

“Go on,” said Albert. “Give her a go. Tell her to do something.”

Robyn rolled her eyes. “Whatever, man. She can’t tell me to do anything
 anymore. I’m firing her, and—”

“You’ll do whatever she says,” said Albert. His voice took a commanding tone. “Won’t you, Robyn?”

“Yes, Sire. Everything she says.”

Her shift in body language was dramatic. She had been defiant, flippant, bitchy. But the second she heard Albert’s voice in that tone, her entire demeanor shifted. Her face slackened, her limbs fell, and she leaned heavily onto Albert’s body.

Almost instantly, she began clinging to him, her hands finding his crotch and stroking there urgently. Her legs wrapped around his, and she delivered soft kisses onto his chin and brow.

“Everything...you say...” she whispered.

“I’m embarrassed. There’s clearly a few kinks to work out in the programming.” Albert smiled, not looking embarrassed in the least. “Why don’t you try to order her around anyway?”

Delilah could hardly believe what she was seeing. Robyn was vocal about her chastity—hoping that, once her star caught fire, it would make her that
 much marketable to audiences around the world. She treated her public image like a brown-noser class president teetotaling just in case she ever started her career in politics.

But now, she was positively smothering Albert in erotic affection. Her body rubbed hard against his, her crotch grinding, her teeth catching on his ear and needing ever more of him.

“Albert...” said Delilah. “I don’t know if...she seems...this is all very wrong.”

“There’s been some side effects to my procedure,” he said, voice calm. “Don’t worry. This certainly isn’t the result I want. A young starlet, helpless and horny, her entire existence revolving around my every word? Come on, Delilah. What sort of man do you think I am?”

But she looked...she looked just like that other
 beauty who had been adoring Albert at the conference. Her face so glazed and happy, her eyes distant...

But Delilah needed, needed
 this to work for her. Delilah needed some
 edge.

“Just order her to do something,” said Albert. “Try it out.”

Delilah gathered herself. She tried to think of her emptying bank account. The disappointment in Earl’s face. The dismal, shitty home town in the desolate northern Midwest if he divorced her with its nothing shops and nothing land and all the nothing people there.

“Robyn, you’re not going to fire me,” said Delilah. “In fact, you want me as your agent forever.”

Albert whispered in Robyn's ear.

“Don’t want to fire you,” said Robyn. “I’ll be yours...forever
.”

She giggled, rubbing her thick tits against Albert’s arm. Her nipples were hard. She reached up and let her hair down; it tumbled in a heavy brown wave, sexy and free.

“I...wow,” said Delilah. “And you’re sure...you’re sure this lasts?”

“Oh yeah,” said Albert. “You give me the okay to keep going with her, and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

“Wow...” Delilah gulped. “What do you need me to sign?”

“I’ve got a few documents in my car,” said Albert. He slapped . “Let me just have her stroke me off first. I need a release.”

She waited, hoping that he would start laughing. But his face remained dead serious.

“I...what?”

“Come on, Robyn. Stroke me off like a good girl.”

“Yes
, Sir,” Robyn moaned, sliding her hand into his pants. Very soon he was unzipped. Her strokes were enthusiastic but slow—taking her time. He was already mostly hard. Delilah was stunned to see that his cock was, frankly, huge—easily nine inches long and as thick around as a shampoo bottle.

“St-st-stop!” Delilah backed up, eyes wide with fright. “Robyn. Stop that right now!”

“Never...” she moaned, staring up with wide, worshipful eyes at Albert. “I’ll never
 stop stroking him...”

“This is...this is insanity.” Delilah stepped away and put a hand to her eyes, opening and closing rapidly. “I’ve lost my mind. That’s all. This isn’t happening. I’ve just...”

Albert stepped forward and flicked her forehead with his index finger. “Sorry, darling. This is real.”

Robyn continued to stroke his cock, moaning, drooling, eyes wide with lust.

She whimpered, rushing to the door. It was locked. She searched herself for the keys, but they were in her purse. They were in her office, in...

They dangled in Albert’s hands. He smiled, pocketing them, and then he picked up his computer off the desk.

“I’ve been having a bit of fun with you,” he said. “I’m sorry, love.”

“You're not sorry,” Delilah said, defiant. “And I'm not your love.”

Albert went on as if he hadn't heard her. “You know, my mother always said I had a problem playing with my food. I think it's just followed me around all these years.”

He whispered in Robyn's ear. Very quickly, she ran back into the office and fetched his laptop for him. Once returned, she gave it to him and then slid her hand right back around his big, thick cock, stroking and moaning.

“This program isn’t really anything to do with social media. Or managing talent. Not in the way you do it, at any rate. And you were never in control, honey. But you’ve figured that out, huh? You were just desperate enough to follow along.”

“I...I...”

“This is about convincing young, gorgeous women to serve me, like they’re supposed to. I’m very smart. I don’t have time for romance. So I invented this program instead. It does all the romance for me...and a lot more. I thought you were pretty sexy. I dig your chic mom look. Really speaks to me. You’re a beautiful woman, you know that? I thought maybe I could get you to sign on to my program.”

“Monstrous...” said Delilah, backing up. That laptop was in his hands. She had to run away. Had to...had to...

“Ah, that’s too bad you feel that way,” said Albert. “I mean, I was sort of hoping to find a partner for this. It can be lonely, you know, being a genius.”

He opened the laptop. Lights swirled and spiraled. There were so many shapes. So many beautiful shapes, all at once. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think.

“Lonely?” Her voice was distant and weak.

The lights were so, sooo pretty...

“Not really. I just feel like I should say that. Anyway, I’ll see you in an hour, doll. Now, you.” He spoke to Robyn. “Get on your knees. Daddy has something he needs to show you.”

And so, as Delilah’s mind was soaked in the brain-frying rays of Albert’s program, all she heard were the soulfully needy sucking sounds of Robyn as she adored her new Master’s cock.

* * * * *

“Your mother is late,” said Mandy’s father.

They sat at the dinner table eating stir fry and salad. It was no more than adequate, and the disdain with which Mandy held her fork as she gingerly picked at the pieces communicated this clearly. Her father, Earl, was a thick-set man with a heavy mustache and several days worth of stubble. He wore a polo with the name of his hauling business on it.

“She’s not my mother.”

“Well. She’s late.”

Mandy hated
 her stepmother. If ever there was a candidate for world’s worst person, it was Delilah Korset. The old bitch didn’t love anything but her own stupid business, and she was always trying to get Mandy to do stupid, useless things like “get a job” or “stay in school.”

Her! Mandy Juliet! Probably the sexiest piece of ass to ever walk out of Hollywood and her stepmother wanted her to get a job
?

Mandy worked out constantly and dieted so frequently that her entire ecosystem of food was one big confederacy of infomercials. But, no one could argue with the results. Her hair was thick and blonde, framing her angel-gorgeous face. Her tits, easy 36Ds, looked positively enormous on her tiny hundred and twenty pound frame. She was bound for stardom one way or the other.

Delilah’s one saving grace was that she hadn’t tried to sign Mandy up for her talent agency. Mandy used to be rather bitter about that until she saw what rotten luck all of Delilah’s clients seemed to have. It looked like Delilah was doing her a favor. Though, Mandy had her doubts—as, if Delilah were
 doing her a favor, it would be the first that old cunt had ever done for her.

As if on cue, the front door swung open and Delilah sauntered in. She looked drunk. Her steps were slow and staggered, her face glazed, her eyes empty. Her clothes were disheveled and she seemed to have a hard time walking in a straight line.

“Dear?” Earl called. “Are you all right?”

Delilah turned slow, her face still empty and strange.

“Husband?” she said, head tilting. “Is that my husband?”

“Of course it is, dear. Sit down.” Earl was concerned. “We’re having dinner. Why don’t you join us and tell us about your day?”

“Oh, no.” Delilah began to smile. “I can’t do that. Not at all. No time for that!”

“Why not?”

“I have to pack, silly.”

“Pack?”

“Yes. We’re getting a divorce, after all, and so, I must pack my things. Later on, I will take the house. So really, you should pack too.”

Her voice was monotone and quiet, but sure. Eager. Enthusiastic, even, if not for the strange expressionless smile on her face.

“D-divorce?” Earl said, standing up. “What’s this all about, love? I don’t understand, and you look...you don’t look well. Just come here and—”

He had started to approach her, but Delilah screamed and jumped backward, keeping him at bay. When he sat back down, stunned, she smiled again.

“Divorce!” she said, clapping her hands happily. “I’ll be right back.”

She ran upstairs, her face remaining manic and eerily frozen all the while.

Earl looked back over at Mandy, his face aghast.

“What the fuck?” said Mandy. “You guys are getting divorced
?”

“I...I don’t know.” He licked his lips. “I don’t think so.”

“She seems pretty sure about it. Good riddance, I say. She sucks, Dad.”

“She’s my wife
, Mandy. And the woman who's been raising you for more than a decade. I don’t understand...any of this.”

He was close to tears. Mandy began to feel a tiny spark of feeling, though she wasn't sure what it was. Anger? Sympathy? Sadness? Most feelings were buried deep beneath a need to look pretty and her desire to be the most famous woman in Hollywood. She liked it better that way.

So, examining the feeling as it came into her, she simply sidestepped and pushed it aside, looking at her sad father with a quizzical expression on his face.

God, if he was so sad
, he ought to do
 something about it, not be a big whiner and just sit there and take Delilah's crap.

Moments later, Delilah flew downstairs with a giant suitcase in her hands. It was stuffed full of clothes and jewelry, to the point where much of it was sliding out from the half-zipped bag. She stopped at the archway once again, looking with that happy blank expression at Earl.

“I probably
 won’t see you again, except in a court room when I take all of your possessions and wealth,” Delilah said, her voice merry, like she was wishing them a happy birthday. “I never really enjoyed our marriage. It was for money. Your dick wasn't good enough and I honestly wish you had never been inside me at all.” Then she turned to Mandy. “I’ll be seeing you
 very soon, dearie. Ta for now.”

Mandy frowned furiously at that. The hell did that mean?

And...and were those her
 clothes she had seen slinking out the sides of Delilah’s suitcase?

* * * * *

The next morning, Delilah stood in front of the coffee maker, hands wavering. Machines were like, really hard. Why did how complex they were have to make them so hard?

Why couldn’t all the machines be as easy as Albert’s super cool mega-hot laptop? All she had to do was like, open it up and it worked right away just how it should.

Exactly what
 that work was was a bit beyond her.

In fact, concerning that laptop, the less thinking she did, the better. She knew that to be the Truth. All she needed to know was that her cunt was sparkling wet when she opened it, and when her mind turned itself back on, she was on the floor of her office with her fingers so beautifully jammed up her cunt that she didn’t know which way was up anymore.

Albert’s voice rang in her head whenever she thought of the laptop, letting her know what the real Truth was. The Truth about the laptop, the Truth about herself, the Truth about her place on her knees before him, the Truth about all women and their role as decorations for his life.

Love and adoration swirled in Delilah as she imagined Albert’s voice and, as a result, Albert himself. She would do anything for him. It would be heaven on earth if he ordered her to suck his cock all day long. She certainly hoped she was dressed pretty enough for him.

Delilah was dressed in some of Mandy’s clothes. The night before, she had snuck home when Earl was still at work and raided Mandy’s closet for outfits—heels, skirts, tops, lingerie. Her daughter had such
 good taste. Tall heels with blood red bottoms adorned her feet; they had cost Earl two months of paychecks, but Delilah definitely
 thought they were worth it.

The dress was tiny and orange, made of some awesome clingy material that made her body look totally banging hot. It bared a hefty amount of cleavage, so much so that Delilah was fairly sure she would fall out of it at any time. That’s why she also had on a loose, see-though knitted sweater on top of it.

How would the see-through sweater assist in covering herself if her tits bounced from her dress? These were thoughts for much more serious minds than Delilah.

She gave up on the coffee—all those buttons!—and returned to her desk. The laptop waited patiently in her sitting area, but she wasn’t to sit down yet. The schedule was very exact, and it was so important that Delilah stick by the schedule. Sometimes she simpered over in her tall heels, bending on hands and knees and giving the dark surface a long, soulful lick.

Being near the laptop gave her a great sense of completion. Happiness. Totality.

But she couldn’t just turn it on willy-nilly, oh no. Albert had been very
 clear on that point. She was only to enjoy it twice per day—once at eleven, and once at four. Both sessions lasted for about an hour. After the second session yesterday, she was so turned on that she didn’t leave the office until well after seven, fingering herself so thoroughly.

She was lucky when Albert had been there to help relieve her of all that silly, unwholesome horniness with his big bad beautiful cock.

Her entire outlook on life had changed. No longer was she worried about what might happen if she didn’t keep her clients. Again, it was silly to think that anything was really “hers” at all. Any benefits gained from having clients would rightly go to Albert. He was her Man and her Man deserved all her money, power, and benefits.

The door dinged. Right away she could smell
 him—his scent was marked on her at this point. She had slept in a hotel last night so that her “husband,” Earl, wouldn’t get the wrong idea and somehow think he had a right to fuck her anymore. Because he didn’t. Not since her Master had so skillfully shown her that she was too good for him.

She could hear Robyn’s girlish happy giggles; she must have spent the night with Albert. Delilah sighed. That girl was so lucky. Delilah just wished she could be half as lucky—that she could encourage Albert to fuck her with the gusto that Robyn inspired in him.

But Robyn was younger and hotter, besides. It was only right and proper that Albert want to fuck her more. Delilah wholly accepted her place in her Man's hierarchy of sluts.

It took her a moment to get ready enough to go out and meet him. She checked and double-checked her hair and make-up, attending to herself like a senior on prom night. There was no way—no way
—she could possibly look under-dressed for Albert.

He was so fucking important to her. He was everything. She had already left her husband for him and had been on the phone the last two days with her lawyer, preparing the divorce.

When she walked to the front, she saw Robyn on her ass, sitting down and shoved up against the bottom of the desk. Albert fucked the young brunette beauty’s face with gusto, his face red from effort.

So, in the less than two minutes she had spent putting the finishing touches on her own beautiful face, Albert had decided that was Robyn really needed was a thorough skullfucking against a hard surface.

And skullfuck her he did. She was pinned completely beneath his weight, her legs splayed out and twisting through his. Heavy streams of precum ran down her face and into her hair, and she moaned, eyes glassy at being used so completely.

Robyn was dressed for the occasion, at least. She wore a tiny pleated skirt and tall knit stockings on her long, youthful legs. Her blouse was white and mostly unbuttoned, revealing a neon pink push-up bra underneath. There was no need for Robyn to do anything except for suck and enjoy as Albert fucked her mouth. His thrusts were furious and pounding, creating a continuous thumping sound as skull struck wood.

“Good...morning,” Albert huffed. “How are you today, Delilah?”

She clasped her hands, feeling a soft happy thrill at hearing him use her name. As if her cunt wasn’t already wet enough from seeing him arrive and using one of his girls so easily, it was now even wetter.

“I’m just wonderful
 now that you’re here, Sir,” she said. “Is there anything I can do for you today? Anything at all? I’d be so happy to...to assist Robyn...”

“N-no...” Albert shook his head. “She’s almost done.”

True to his word, a few more skillful strokes powering into Robyn’s helpless throat, and he began to cum. Delilah, watching the pleasure shake through him, stumbled and fell forward onto the same desk that he had propped Robyn against. Her fingers went straight to her cunt, pushing up under her dress, and touched herself just briefly.

That was all it took.

Witnessing her Man cum like that, seeing him so totally fucking Robyn, ensured that Delilah was going to cum soon. And so when the tip of her middle finger brushed against her clit, sliding just barely past it down toward her the wet folds of her labia, her body exploded with pleasure.

White lights. Spiral patterns. Neural nets capturing every last thought and devoting her consciousness toward Albert's pleasure. This is what happened when she came now.

When she came down from the high of bliss, she found herself on her knees, licking Robyn’s lovely face and neck clean of Albert’s cum. They had been transported into Delilah’s large office, the two of them sitting on her plush leather couch. Albert sat across from them on Delilah’s expensive business chair—the kind with all the levers and buttons to adjust the seat and protect her back. His feet rested on the glass coffee table, and he idly stroked his still-wet cock as he watched his girls go at it.

“That’s good, girls,” he said. “That’s very good. You’re doing fine.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Delilah said, voice dripping with lust.

Robyn merely giggled, not quite having regained the capacity for speech yet.

“It’s a busy day, today, ladies. Delilah, I’ve got that paperwork all prepared for you to sign.”

Delilah stopped momentarily in her soft licking attentions. “Paperwork?”

“For transferring your business into my ownership. You’ll still be paying the rent here, of course.”

“Of course,” Delilah echoed, not thinking much. She continued to lick, her tongue sliding over Robyn’s lips. Robyn took this as an invitation to start kissing, and Delilah did not deny her. They embraced slow in a sizzling kiss, with Delilah’s hands running up and down Robyn’s body for several minutes.

Finally, the embrace ended. Albert snapped his fingers and Robyn disentangled herself from Delilah and crawled over to Albert, wrapping herself around his leg.

“Go sit with your mom over there, all right, sweetheart?”

“My...mom?” Robyn giggled. “But she’s
 not my mom. She’s...I mean, Delilah is great
, but she’s not my mom. I would never kiss my own Mommy. I mean...right?”

“Yes, Master,” said Delilah. “I must protest your understanding. Robyn is dear to me, but she isn’t my daughter. Mandy is my daughter. I’ve shown you pictures. Remember?”

“Yes,” said Albert. “You have, and I certainly do. And you’ll be introducing to me to her tomorrow.”

Delilah didn’t remember scheduling that, but if Master said it, then it must be so. “Of course, Master. But, as I said, Robyn, lovely girl though she is, isn’t my daughter. It’s just not possible. I’ve never even been pregnant...”

“No,” said Albert. “I’m pretty sure she’s your daughter, and you’re her mother. Look here.”

He spun his laptop around and showed it to the two kneeling girls. Everything faded.

* * * * *

When she mind turned on again, she was locking lips with Robyn. The two of them were grinding their near-naked bodies into each other on the floor of Delilah’s office—no, no
, it was Master’s office.

That was such a silly thing to think, to imagine that she had an office. That she had property.
 Property was for men, just like pretty much everything else in the world, including women.

Anyway, she was kissing Robyn and it was crazy hot and Delilah’s cunt was absolutely on fire from serving. She knew that trading tongues so forcefully and needfully with her young beautiful daughter Robyn was all part of her service to her Master. It made so much sense. Her dress had been shoved up and shoved down, acting now more like a belt around her trim waist.

Delilah knew her place in the world. There was nothing more exciting than that. Nothing more thrilling than knowing exactly why it was you were brought on this earth. She knew everything about herself, from her tip to her toes, and there wasn’t a singular fact or theory or expression that would ever change that.

She was a slave. She was her Master’s property. She was destined to serve him, always, from the moment she was born.

Albert wasn’t just her Man
. That was far too base of a title for him. No, he was her Master
.

“Master
,” she moaned, sliding her lovely, hot mouth up and down his cock. Robyn joined her, sucking at his balls with big, green eyes of helpless obedience. “Master...I love you so much, Master...”

All other journeys she had taken, all other avenues, all the roads and byways and streets that she had walked had led her to this perfect era of service. There would never be anything as sweet or as perfect as that magnificent moment when she knelt down to her Master and pledged her allegiance to him.

She was so lucky that he made her do it for him every morning when he came into the office.

“So...lucky...” she and Robyn moaned, almost in unison.

That was apparently the tipping point for their Master. He pushed Delilah down onto the ground and spread her legs wide, his cock hovering just in front of her bare pussy. Her panties had been silk and lacy, an erotic decoration for her erotic cunt, but they were long gone.

“Yes,” said Delilah. “Please...please get me pregnant. Oh fuck. Oh god, yes, please, Master, please!”

He smiled, stroking her clit playfully. Robyn slid up next to him, finger her cunt and grinding the back of her hand against his hips.

“Now,” said Albert, a little out-of-breath but otherwise none the worse for wear. “Why don’t you tell me about this daughter of yours?”

“You mean Robyn? She's so pretty, Master, and she belongs to you. Oh yes she does...”

He smirked. “No, silly. The other. Mandy.”

Forgoing her cunt for the time being, he climbed up onto her chest, slapping her face for fun and sliding his thick, hard cock between her tits. Precum poured from his cock and he slathered her nipples and cleavage in it, giving his cock a nice runway to work.

Still guiding traffic, he took Robyn's hand and shoved it toward Delilah's cunt. The young brunette got the idea quickly, and soon her fingers were diving into, or she imagined, her mommy's hot pussy.

“Fuck!' Delilah moaned. 'Oh Master, that's so good.”

“Tell me about her,” said Albert, forcefully shoving his cock between Delilah's tits.

“She's pretty, Master,” said Delilah. “Prettier than me. Prettier than Robyn, maybe. Blond. Very blond. Very sexy. I'll—I'll...”

Robyn's fingers were quite distracting. They, combined with the pleasure of feeling her Master's hard cock fucking her body, his thick rod jamming against her chin and jaw, made her body quiver with incumbent orgasm.

“...I'll help you fuck her,” she moaned. “Put her in front of the laptop. Would that be good, Master?”

“Y-yeah. So fucking good...”

He slapped her tits hard, and redoubled his efforts, fucking her even harder than before. Master was losing himself in the moment. Delilah let out a little inward cheer. Her tits were wonderful! They were going to make her Master cum! Robyn seemed to notice his new pace, and adjusted hers accordingly.

“I'll put her on her knees in front of you, Master,” Delilah said. “I'll help you take control. I want you to fuck her. I want you to be her owner. I want you to fucking rule my daughter, Master. I want to enslave my daughter to your cock! Please! Please, oh yes, Please!”

That was all the dirty talk that her Master needed to hear. Shuddering, his piston-like thrusts through her cleavage became sporadic and jerky as his cum spilled out all over her neck, her face, and her breasts.

At the same time, with her Master cumming, Delilah's body knew for certain that it was allowed to cum. As if a dam wall broke, Robyn's fingers finally did their job—and a rollicking orgasm rocked through her body, lifting her and Albert up off the floor as she spasmed and then, slowly, melted back down to the ground.

His seed was warm and sticky and Delilah wasted no time in slurping it down so her Master could enjoy the sight of her loving his cum.

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned, still coming down from her own orgasm. “Thank you so
 much.”

* * * * *

Her goddamn stepmother had stolen her goddamn clothes. And her jewelry. And her panties and underwear and lingerie
.

What the fuck was wrong with her? Why the fuck would she do all that?

It was weird, is what it was.

No, no—it was sick
.

Delilah was clearly sick. She probably needed some kind of help.

But Mandy couldn’t give half of a rat’s ass about the kind of help her stepmother needed. Oh, no. What she really
 needed was to give Mandy her stuff back before Mandy went destroyed her from head to toe.

First, Mandy was going to get her things back. Then
, she was going to find out which of her clothes Delilah had deigned to wear. Then, she was going to burn those clothes, and if Delilah was lucky, she wouldn’t be in the fire when they went up in flames.

That was fair. That seemed more
 than fair to Mandy.

If she wanted to be fair
, she would take a razor blade to Delilah’s face and carve around for a while. That
 seemed fair.

But Mandy didn’t want to be violent. She wanted what was hers. Violence could wait until later if it really needed to happen. She wasn’t a violent person, not at all, really—but she knew what she deserved
 and for Delilah to get in the way of that was really flaring up her temper.

And as if none of that
 was enough, Delilah had the nerve—the nerve!
—to have her fucking secretary
 call Mandy to ask if she wanted to come in for an appointment. Something about discussing the terms of her representation
.

The nerve!

Mandy had every intent to shame Delilah as she arrived at the office late in the afternoon. Her stepmother had taken many of her clothes—almost half—but there was still more than enough left to put together an outfit that made her look hot as hell. She wore skintight leather boots that wrapped all the way up past her knees, brown and hot. Her skirt was short and violet. The head-whipping combo of her tight shirt and tighter denim jacket meant guys were checking out the distinct outline of her glass-hard nipples for every step of her walk to her mother’s office.

She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need to. Young and hot enough to just have her tits bounce any which way, with the tightness of her shirt supporting them all on its own. It was fun
 to draw men’s eyes like that. Too bad for them she was a virgin and would stay that way until marriage. She believed in the sanctity of her vagina—and though she wasn’t all that religious, she was religious enough to feel too weird about sex to really want to have much of it.

Mostly, sex appeal was just a way to get what she wanted; woe for the men of the world that a beauty with a body as fine as hers didn’t care one whit about wanting sex.

Mandy caught her reflection as she walked into her stepmother’s office—smiling indulgently.

“Let’s try to see you outdo this
, you fucking cow,” she whispered.

Her stepmother was not
 a cow, but Mandy hardly cared about facts at that point. This was entirely about humiliating Delilah until she got her things back.

Inside the office, a new sign hung above the desk. It used to read “Starlight Agency.” Now it was “NewLife Talent Agency.”

What a weird name for a talent agency, thought Mandy.

A pretty young brunette was behind the desk, her attention fully focused on the screen in front of her. Mandy approached, thinking that she recognized her. There was a nameplate in front of her decorated with hearts, writing out “Robyn” in big bubbly letters.

Wasn’t this her mother’s star client? Delilah had tried to introduce Robyn to Mandy some time ago, but that was during a phase where Mandy had decided that every step her mother took to make friends would send Mandy flying into a crying rage and demanding for ever-more expensive tributes from her father.

She got up to a brand new sports car before she tired of the game.

“Name?” Robyn asked.

“You know who I am,” said Mandy, sneering. “You know exactly who I am.”

“Name?” Robyn asked again.

Her voice was distant, quiet, pleased. She had the same glassy-eyed look that Delilah had sported the other day.

Mandy took a look at Robyn. She was not wearing what might be considered “proper office attire.” Her dress was white, tight, and short; it criss-crossed across her body in long straps, revealing a heavy amount of skin.

And...

And there was a heavy load of cum slathered all over her thighs. As Mandy watched, Robyn took a finger and slowly dragged her digit through the load and then slurped it down.

Mandy, disgusted, backed up. “What the fuck, lady?”

She turned back to the front door, and in the way there was a man there holding a laptop. Delilah was on his arm, squeezing delightedly. Mandy noticed right away that the sparkling orange spandex dress she wore was hers
. Delilah looked positively smoking in it, but it was Mandy’s all the same.

“You must be Mandy,” the man said. He opened the laptop. “Look here, please.”

Mandy huffed, sneering. As if she would do anything
 this loser asked. He probably...

...probably...

...pretty lights...

* * * * *

They were all one big happy family now.

Delilah was so happy. She had her daughters with her—both
 of them—and now her Master too.

They had arranged themselves in Master’s office on the thick plush carpet. He had bought it the day before, delivered late in the afternoon, probably knowing that situations like this would occur. It was soft and comfortable, and perfect for fucking.

There would be no friction burns, no stress on the back—just ample opportunity for hot, furious mating sessions. Cushions from the couch were pulled down to provide even more comfort.

As Mandy’s mind was sucked into her Master’s program, all her conscious thoughts replaced with carefully crafted binary, Delilah led her into the office and had her kneel, positioning the computer on the coffee table. While Mandy was reprogrammed, her mind perfected to adore her new Master, Delilah and Robyn took turns sucking his cock and keeping him hard.

“God, you have a hot fucking daughter,” he kept saying, eyes fixated on Mandy's hot body, over and over. “I’m going to fuck her stupid.”

Many times, as the two beauties sucked on their Master’s cock, he reached past them and onto the computer, tapping a button here and there. He mentioned something about increasing the intensity, not caring about the consequences.

“I need to hear her call me Master today. No waiting,” he said with a laugh. “I need a few experiments anyway, see how far I can go without making someone brain dead.”

The prospect of Mandy being brain dead did not bother Delilah in the slightest. After all, it was her Master at work, and every action of his was perfect and good. If her daughter’s mind was erased, then her Master wanted it erased, and so it was the most perfect result that could happen.

There was no morality left in Delilah anymore. No cares. No thoughts. Her only thought was obedience. Her only cares were her Master’s pleasure. And her only morality was whatever got his beautiful cock as hard as possible.

Soon, he did not have to wait any longer. The laptop entered its final stages of the program, and beeped merrily, letting everyone know Mandy’s mind was ready—like a microwave dinner.

He nodded at Delilah and Robyn, and together the mother and daughter duo moved in on Mandy, stripping her down so Master could enter her easily. Her sexy-as-fuck boots remained on her, but that was all. It was clear she wasn't quite aware of herself yet, her mind still thoroughly tranced. Master didn't care though, and so neither did his slaves.

His cock slammed up into Mandy's open, waiting cunt, so wet and ready from the hours of trance she had been in already.

“Fucking...tight
...” he groaned. “Tighter even than you.” He stroked Robyn's face.

Robyn didn't take this as a slight. No, all she was concerned about was her Master's cock being as pleasured as possible.

“This will...intensify the effects,” said Master. “Maybe cause some permanent damage. But goddamn, she’s so hot I don’t give a fuck.”

Delilah nodded. “Go on and fuck her, Master. You deserve it.”

“Master deserves anything he likes,” said Robyn. “Hurt her brain. It belongs to you anyway.”

He smiled and grinned, increasing his thrusts on the helpless beauty before him. Slowly she began to moan with pleasure, mumbling out soft breaths of praise and affection for her Master.

And so, as he mounted Mandy, the two slave beauties slipped up behind him and pushed him forward in time with his thrusts, urging him to take Mandy’s hot cunt just as her mind slowly blinked back on.

“Fucking teen queen,” he grunted. “Fuck you pregnant. Get you fucking full
 of my cum. Full of Daddy's cum.”

Mandy moaned. “Yes...Daddy. Fuck me, Daddy. Make...m-make me preggo for you.”

The cunts of his other two slaves were slick wet as they cooed for their Master’s incredible bareback fuck. Robyn’s fingers slipped up into Delilah, and Delilah’s into Robyn. They moaned with ecstasy as they witnessed their Master doing their absolute favorite thing in the world—giving pleasure to his cock.

Mandy’s eyes, glassy and unfocused, blinked rapidly as he entered her again and again. She just kept moaning “Daddy” and “Pregnant” again and again.

“Get her pregnant, Master, please?” Delilah urged him, watching his cock slam in and out of Mandy's cunt. “Get my fucking daughter
 pregnant with your seed, oh please!”

“Yes, Master,” Robyn encouraged. “Do it. Get my sis pregnant. She's so fucking hot for you. Give us all
 babies. Make us your little preggo pets. We need to feel your seed so warm in our wombs, Master.”

“Gonna fucking...fucking breed
 you.” Albert was losing control. His hands, tight on Mandy's hips, were going white at the knuckle. “All of you. All mine. So fucking mine
. I fucking rule
 your lives...”

“That’s right, Master,” Mandy nodded. She finally seemed totally conscious—though the bliss running through her body probably tempered that a bit. “You rule my life. You’re my whole
 life. You’re my new Daddy, and I love my Daddy so
 much! Please give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please!”

His thrusts powered up once again, furious in their speed. And then it happened—the sudden exhalation of breath, the pure bliss on his face, the short and wild spurts of activity from his hips—Master came.

Witnessing him empty himself into her barely legal daughter was a dream come true for Delilah. She had needed him to fuck her so bad and now he had. With Robyn’s fingers in her pussy, she felt an orgasm extend throughout her entire being, shaking and moaning, pressing her body against her Master's and shuddering in pleasure. The same happened for Robyn, witnessing her Master's cum fill up Mandy's hot teenage virgin cunt for the first time with his thick impregnating cum.

For several minutes, tired, they all huddled in on each other. Soft kisses were delivered from one person to the next, all of them kissing and adoring each other. One big happy fuck family.

Delilah sighed happily. Maybe her daughters wouldn’t be famous Hollywood stars. But they had something better now—a Master Daddy to obey and serve for the rest of their lives.

# # #


New Sexcretary

––––––––

She woke in the morning with her mouth wrapped around her Master’s heavenly cock. This was the seventh day in a row that she had been blessed enough to wake in this fashion. Her body was clad in delicate white lingerie, her sensational curves shown off to their full effect. Tall heels decorated her feet, sparkling this way and that as she squirmed with delight in her duties.

Her cunt was wet, dripping and soaking, but she did not touch it. Oh no.

Now was a time purely for pleasuring Master.

Her body was so thoroughly programmed that even before she was conscious, she was serving. The previous night, her Master had fucked her into exhaustion. He had filled her fertile belly with his impregnating seed and ensured that before long, she would be brimming with his babies. Her lush, amazing body would sport a huge baby bulge, and on a figure like hers, it would merely look like she had swallowed a cantaloupe. Her tits would get bigger, heavy with milk, and her hair would shine, and every part of her would vibrate with the thrill of new motherhood.

Just like so many other girls in his employ—and in his service.

Her Master was everything to her. She let him know this as she sucked his cock, urging him to cum as his mind staggered out from sleep and into the waking world. He would take his time while waking. He deserved to sleep.

And she deserved to pleasure him. It was her whole life. Her meaning. Her calling. Her world.

When it came to her Master’s cock, she was born to suck.

* * * * *

This was going to suck.

Francesca had a feeling about it from the moment she stepped into the office.

Now, being led by a mini-skirted blond beauty around its white and chrome surfaces, its far-too-many secretaries and disturbing lack of supervisors, her feeling had only deepened. The woman leading her was barely a woman at all—probably the same age as Francesca, just eighteen. Her name was Mandy, and she was young and beautiful, dressed in a tight charcoal business suit with a pencil skirt. A long slit ran up the side of her legs, revealing the top of her smoky stockings. Her body and particularly her face were smashing enough to make the look seem elegant.

“And so,” said Mandy, smiling brightly and still strutting along, “that’s about everything. Do you understand the full scope of your duties here at NewLife Tech? Do you have any questions?”

To be completely honest, Francesca hadn’t been paying attention. It didn’t seem like there was much to pay attention to
. She had been told from her agent, Delilah, that most of her duties would consist of mindless filing.

“It’s a nothing job,” Delilah had said, her tone motherly and cheery. “Just something to pay the bills in between gigs. With how pretty you
 are, I doubt you’ll be there longer than six weeks. Six months at the most.”

Francesca took a look around. Every woman she had seen working in the office was pretty. Very
 pretty, in fact—like, aspiring starlet or model hot, much like Francesca herself was. She had noticed, with a certain snub satisfaction, that she looked better than all of them—but that was to take nothing away from the other girls for trying.

But this many pretty women in one place had her suspicions aroused. Normally you’d only see hot girls like this working in one place in a strip club, or maybe a really top-shelf breastaurant, if there was such a thing. And why were there only
 women working here? There wasn’t a single man to be seen—and the only one mentioned was the boss, Mr. Stout.

One man. Lots of women—lots of attractive
 women. And why were they all dressed...well...

She couldn’t put her finger on it, exactly. None of them were dressed slutty,
 after all. They were just really beautiful women dressed well—in expensive silk blouses, in tight skirts, wearing elegant heels, their hair arranged just-so.

It was small details she noticed. The blouses seemed largely conservative, but were unbuttoned just slightly at the top—enough to show off plenty of cleavage if bending over. The skirts were business-like, but they were
 tight. And short. The heels were simple, but were just a bit
 too tall to seem professional. And why hadn’t any of them worn flats? Were they not allowed?

Francesca had worn heels herself, but it was her first day and she’d wanted to impress. She tugged at the light pink blouse she wore, feeling suddenly self-conscious as Mandy stared her up and down.

Mandy’s own pair of beautiful breasts appeared to rival Francesca’s own, which was surprising. Francesca liked to brag—to herself and very occasionally to her boyfriend, Coleman—that she had the biggest and sexiest natural pair this side of the Rocky Mountains. It wasn’t true
, of course—there were women with bigger tits than her own glorious 38D, obviously. But they were often out of shape. Francesca was a trim one hundred twenty-five pounds. She lifted weights and ran cardio every morning. Coleman said she cared too much about appearances, but he was a lawyer—what did he know about trying to become a famous model and actress?

She enjoyed his presence a great deal, Coleman. She liked his sense of humor and his quick wit—and the hot bod and fat stacks of cash he pulled in weren't bad either. If he had a whiff of this place, she thought for sure he would be wanting her to quit in an instant.

Anyway, Francesca didn't believe in having an inflated opinion of herself, but nor did she believe in putting herself down for the sake of others. She believed in having an accurate
 opinion of herself.

“Questions?” Francesca repeated to Mandy. “I’m not sure. I guess I’m curious about why a software firm has a talent agency?”

NewLife Tech was partnered with, or owned, or was somehow related to
 NewLife Talent Agency, which represented Francesca. It was rather strange, she thought, for a software company to partner with an agency dedicated to getting its clients jobs in show business.

Francesca had the acting chops to be an actress, but she was pretty enough to model. Her face was distinct and memorable even beyond being beautiful. Her features were defined and sharp, her nose elegant, her cheekbones high, her eyes a vibrant light brown. There was no reason, she felt, that she shouldn’t be paid for showing off her fantastic body. Moving from modeling to acting was a fairly common career move, one that some of her favorite models (and actresses) had made.

She was so pretty, in fact, that she’d already been offered a part in a commercial. It was later this week, on Saturday, and this NewLife place had already okayed her for it. But still, representation was important. She wasn’t so arrogant to believe that she could simply go forever in this cutthroat town without someone watching her back. And NewLife Talent Agency had crazy good reviews all over the internet. The praise was effusive.

So far, Francesca didn’t understand all the praise...but she was raised properly by capitalism, and she was sure it would make sense eventually.

“Mister Stout has a firm
 grasp of the market and its conditions,” said Mandy. “This can be an awfully
 hard town on newcomers, and his company has quite a lot of work that needs doing that doesn’t necessarily require salaried positions.”

“Busywork, you mean.”

“Some call it that, yes.” Mandy smiled brightly, apparently not noticing the acid in Francesca’s tone. “So, young aspiring beauties such as yourself are given the opportunity to make a little cash, and meanwhile, we’ll let you take the day off for any auditions or filming that you need.”

“Beauties? There’s no...no men represented?”

Mandy frowned slightly. “You know, I don’t know. I haven’t seen
 any, but surely they must be. Mommy wouldn’t be able to stay in business by only representing men.”

“Mommy?” Francesca was confused. “You mean Delilah? She’s your mother?”

“Oh yes. She got me my job here. And I’m so
 happy with it.” They stopped, and Mandy pointed. “Here we are. Your cubicle. You’ll have whatever you need. Lunch is from noon to one-thirty. The work day ends at five, but most girls end up staying past eight.”

“Past eight
?”

“It helps with the drive home and to avoid the traffic. As well, they can get a bit of a jump start on the next day’s work and help Mas...” she coughed slightly. “To help Mister
 Stout with his work. He works around the clock. If they put in enough hours, they get a long weekend.”

“Don’t expect me to work until eight, good god,” said Francesca. “I have places to be. People expect
 me.”

“Of course they do, dear.” Mandy smiled, her tone matronly. “Today, just acclimate yourself. Take as long as you need. Look on the computer and futz about. When you’re ready to work, start alphabetizing that pile.” She pointed to a large stack of boxes in the corner. “File by file.”

“How did they get out of order?”

“It’s impossible to say,” said Mandy, stepping out.

And then, that was that—Mandy left, and Francesca was left alone in the cubicle by herself.

She wasted little time. If they weren’t going to monitor her closely, that was just license to steal money. Already she had her mind set on updating her social profiles. Her cellphone wouldn’t work—Mandy explained there was a production firm downstairs that used a cellphone blocker that sometimes interfered with their signal—but the computers had ethernet lines running into them.

Francesca stood up and stretched, taking a look around. Her cubicle was grouped against four others. The walls were low, barely four feet high, and so she could easily look around and see what the others were doing. Almost all of them were filing here and there.

She continued to stretch, wondering if her movements would draw the eyes of any of them. When she went out to bars and clubs, she often drew glances from women. Often, they were appreciative of Francesca’s easy, effortless beauty. More often, she drew jealous stares of women who wished they had been born better, born with a life so clearly easy as what Francesca so obviously had for herself.

But there was nothing. There was, if anything, a sort of mindless focusing on the task.

She noticed after a moment that the filing and organizing that the other women were doing involved a lot
 of bending and crawling. Or at least, the way they handled it meant they bent over and crawled a lot.

And when they bent, it was...well, revealing. They did not drop at their knees to bend. No, instead, they bent at their hips, ratcheting forward and coming back up.

Francesca had actually read literature lately that prescribed this as a much healthier option for the knees and back—with so much of your body’s natural muscle weight being located in the butt muscles and lower back, and almost none of it located in the knees. But, healthy though it might have been, it also meant that frequently—very frequently—anyone walking by would be able to take long, admiring looks at the behinds of the voluptuous, athletic, slender, and otherwise just beautifully built young women who staffed the office.

The women worked in a rhythm—half would stand, filing away a file, while the other half bent and retrieved. Then, the positions would switch. Francesca felt like she had walked into some manner of silent musical.

She took a look around, wondering if anyone else was noticing this. This was when she noticed the cameras.

There were cameras everywhere
. The fancy kind with high-definition lenses, able to rotate on a ball and zoom in and out easily. They were focused on each individual cubicle, and there were many more posted all over the ceiling and walls.

“Do we work in a fucking secret casino?” she asked softly.

On the wall not far from Francesca, next to the water cooler, a clock dinged happily.

“Computer time!” Mandy called, walking through the hallways of cubicles. “Computer time, girls. Our wonderful Sir has a message for us. Let’s find out what it is, shall we?”

All the women expressed happy delight at this news, giggling and murmuring excitedly, immediately dropping what they were doing—in many cases, literally dropping; boxes and papers tumbled down to the ground—to sit down in front of their computer.

Francesca had actually forgotten she had turned hers on, otherwise she would have refused to sit down and look at the screen out of principle. She was already building a long diatribe to subject Coleman to later this evening when she had the time to call him. This was getting creepy and weird, and already she had made the decision that she wasn’t going to be sticking around for much longer than a day, if even that.

But the computer was
 on, and there was something about the way the screen flickered that made her want to sit down. She did so, still frowning, surprised when the computer floated up happy little words floating on a bright pink cloud.


Hello, Francesca
, the cloud read. Time to relax.


“Time to...relax?” she said.

Her voice puzzled her. She hadn’t meant for that to come out as a question. In fact, she had meant to sound dismissive. Annoyed. This puzzled her. She would have to look at the screen closer to try and figure out why this had happened.

Empty.

Very quickly the words dissolved into the cloud, which then transformed into a big smiley face. The smiley face grew to the whole surface of the screen, and then shrank and shrank, shrank until it almost wasn’t visible. She had to look very close indeed to figure out where it had gone. That was the key to this whole mess. That was the center of everything, this smiley face. She had to...

Vacant.

Oh. There it was again.

Relax.

It was spinning, now, becoming larger and larger. Spinning and spinning, growing wider and wider, long spirals now.

Empty.

And she had to...

Vacant.

She had to...

Relax.

She had to lose herself in the spiral.

relaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacant

And she did.

* * * * *

“I don’t...I don’t understand,” said Francesca, stamping her foot slightly. Her tall heel depressed in the thick shag carpet. She stood in her cubicle opposite Mandy, the two of them discussing Francesca's work duties.

There was a lot
 she didn’t understand from the past day. Yesterday, when she had come in, this place had seemed like more of a joke than anything else. It was a mockery of an institution, a strange idiotic beauty farm where girls came in and god knows what came out.

And yet today, it was nothing like that. The NewLife offices were authoritative. They were sacred. They were wonderful, but something to be feared. When she had entered today, she felt like she was four years old and coming to church for the very first time, when God was real and he was watching and he was judging
.

She had dressed appropriately. Or at least, she had tried. For a job so serious, an opportunity so real, it made sense to her to dress conservatively. She wanted to put on her best pantsuit, or maybe a sturdy dress that covered her arms and legs completely. It would be able to set her apart from the other girls, let the Man in charge know that she was serious.

So, she very deliberately put on a pair of pants. Except, when she was done dressing, she found herself wearing a tight cream colored pencil skirt. Undeterred, she took the skirt off and decided on the dress instead. The problem was that the skirt remained on her body, and when she thought she had finished sliding on the dress, she had on a smashing pair of four-inch stiletto heels.

They were bright, cherry red, matching her lipstick. Her hair was arranged in elaborate, sexy waves, like a beach bombshell, and her blouse was one size too small, which meant that wearing a bra was out of the question. The lines would show. She had to go without (all the bras she tried on were incredibly itchy anyway, for some reason), and that meant her tits now bounced freely in her tight blouse with the top few buttons undone.

She looked absolutely heartbreaking in the outfit—as in, heartbreaking for passers-by. She couldn’t shake the feeling that she had dressed like this to impress someone very specific, and that his
 heart (and it would
 be a Him) wouldn’t be broken at all.

“What don’t you understand, dearie?”

Mandy was still taking that motherly tone with her, despite not being any older than her.

It didn’t help that Mandy was dressed rather more provocatively than the day before. Her blouse, if it was possible, had become even tighter. It was definitely more sheer, the fabric soft and clingy. And it was undressed all the way down to the middle of her sumptuous tits, revealing a healthy expanse of cleavage that still rivaled Francesca’s own. It was hard not to stare into the healthy, bouncy valley of her breasts.

Francesca had never thought of herself as a lesbian before. In fact, she very rarely ever thought of women as attractive as all. They mostly were competition for attention—the kind of attention that brought the rewards from men that Francesca loved.

But ever since coming into this office...that had changed.

There were so many beautiful women—and they were everywhere
. They were warm, and smiling, and exuberant, and their skirts were tight and short, and their heels so tall, and all of them with such long thick hair and smoky eyes, promising all manner of erotic delights if only Francesca had the gall to propose something to them...

“Dearie?” said Mandy, sliding her ringed fingers across her cleavage, catching Francesca’s eyes. “What is it you don’t understand?”

How about, thought Mandy, why I need to jump your bones so hard that we’ll both be out of commission for a week?

She tried to recall her original confusion. This was a confusion in itself—there was a great deal that her mind had trouble making sense of lately.

“Yesterday,” Francesca protested, “you had me alphabetize
 this pile. Now you want me to scramble it? Why?”

“Because that’s what Mister Stout wants, dear. Is there a problem?”


What Mister Stout wants
. She felt weak in the knees. It was what a Man
 wanted. What the
 Man wanted.

Somewhere, deep in her brain, she had a very firm grasp of the fact that she had a boyfriend. But he seemed...rather distant, didn't he? Not pressing. Not as real as Mister Stout.

She licked her lips, breathing hard. Unbeknownst to her, her nipples began hardening, and her fingers slid over her blouse, unbuttoning a button so that her level of tit-covering matched Mandy’s.

“No. There’s no problem. None at all.” She smiled, trying to match the incessant, eager cheer that Mandy sported. She could feel
 herself getting happier as she smiled. Like there was some kind of Pavlovian response happening. “And if I do well...you’ll tell him?”

“Yes, dear. Of course I will.”

Mandy stepped forward, sliding a hand onto Francesca’s hip. Francesca’s lips parted slightly, a moan escaping her suddenly.

“In fact,” said Mandy, smiling coyly. “I’ll be sure to tell him all about you.”

She gulped. “What do you mean?”

“You’re looking so beautiful today, Francesca. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about good you look.”

“Oh. Well I...I mean, I just want to fit in. Everyone’s so...so pretty...and...”

Mandy stepped very close now. Her scent was intoxicating. Francesca found her so pretty. Like a close friend, or...even better, like an older sister.


Yes. Like a hot older sister who teaches you how to kiss when you start wondering about boys. She takes you into her bed and you do practice make-out sessions for hours, only they’re not just practice, they’re something more. And your pussy gets all wet and your thoughts get so confused, but it’s the
 good kind of confused, the sort that makes you ache for days, and—


“Such a beautiful, beautiful girl,” said Mandy, stroking Francesca’s face. She shivered with delight. With need. “Do you want to know what I think, Francesca?”

“Yes,” Francesca breathed.

Their lips were so closer together. Mandy had such pretty, pretty
 lips.

“I think you’re looking pretty for Him
. I think you’re aching to meet Him. Aren’t you?”

Francesca nodded. That was true. That was so
 true. Of course she was looking pretty for Him
. There was no other reason for a girl to look pretty other than to make sure a man knew that she existed, that she was just a decoration for his enjoyment. No other reason at all.

That was why she wore tight blouses and tiny skirts and tall heels, to be an ornament. An object. To be noticed and appreciated for her physical qualities alone. Because her mental qualities? Those barely existed. Her thoughts were fixated entirely around loving, serving, and adoring cock anyway.

Cock, or the kind of cunt that the Cock endorsed. Like Mandy...

Mandy was so fucking pretty. Francesca’s breaths were mostly moans now. Her panties were moistening, the folds of her pussy slick and hot.

“That’s so, so good. I’ll let him know. And then...his eyes will be all over you. He’s already been asking about you.” Mandy’s lips brushed against her ear now. Their breasts touched, rubbing up and down on each other, both pairs of nipples so very hard. “Asking so many questions. So many naughty, dirty questions. Wants to know your name. Wants to know what you like. What you’re
 like. What should I tell him, dearie?”

“I...I...oh fuck...”

Mandy’s hand slipped up onto Francesca’s thigh. It was soft and gentle, but firm. It moved ever upward, pushing up past the barrier of her skirt easily and sliding up toward her panties. They were moist. Fuck that, they were wet
, and getting wetter.

“Should I tell him you’re a good girl, Francesca? Would that be the truth?”

“Y-yes!” Francesca nodded intently. “Y-yes, please Mandy, tell him that! Tell him...tell him anything you like!”

Mandy clapped her hands merrily. “Super! That’s so great to hear.”

The beautiful blonde stepped back, all sultriness gone. All seduction evaporated. She returned, with no ceremony, to being the bubbly, somewhat vapid office manager.

Francesca was left hot and confused. She looked around to see if anyone had noticed this—to see if it had even happened
, this crazy erotic dream that didn’t feel like it could have been real. Certainly Mandy wasn’t acting like she had just been in the middle of seducing her.

“Now,” said Mandy. “You’ll need to get to work, yes? Mister Stout likes his good girls to work hard.”

Francesca nodded, gulping. “Work hard,” she said, voice barely audible.

* * * * *

Sometime in the afternoon, more of Francesca’s senses returned to her. She had been trying
 to file, but it was really quite hard. All she managed to do was create a strange, disorganized pile.

Which, she knew, was sort of the point of what she had been asked. But at least she had been planning on making a stack
. What she had made was more of a mess
, files every which way, falling out of their folders and sliding over one another. Sometimes the paper crumpled.

It was funny. She tried to read one or two of the pieces of paper, but found it incredibly difficult. From afar, she thought she could make out certain similarities between the pages—as if they were all the same piece of paper, copied hundreds of times over and only differentiated by being put in folders with different letters on them. But when she moved herself close the paper, brought it right up to her face, all the words began to vibrate and swim, making her feel sick.

Could she not read anymore?

When was the last time she had actually read something? Actually gone out of her way to enjoy a book?

Did she even like
 books? They were such manly things. Why would a girly girl like her ever want to read a book?

These questions, for some reason, were making her cunt burn with need. All morning long, she had noticed the other girls unable to stop touching themselves. The one across from her, Candy, would stuff a few files away and then push herself into the wall of her cubicle, touching her breasts madly and moaning.

“Sir...please...please
...”

Or at least, that’s what Francesca thought
 she heard. But that...that didn’t make sense. Filing papers didn’t get anyone hot
.

And yet after an hour of making an elaborate mess, her thoughts muddled and spiraling again and again about how big
 Mister Stout’s cock must be, and what it must
 feel like inside of her body, Francesca was touching herself too.

The touches were small at first. Hot little grasps of her tits here and there. A tweak of her nipple. Pushing the edge of her chair into her crotch, just up against the pulsing, aching bud of her clit.

But then she became more intricate in her touching. She lost minutes and minutes at a time.

Candy, red-haired and smiling, approached Francesca after noticing the gorgeous young brunette unable to even touch a file without helplessly moaning.

“Just use the washroom, babe.” Candy’s voice was soft and sugary, like a chocolate truffle sliding against a silk pillow. “We all use it. It’s really nice, actually.”

Francesca didn’t have to be told twice. She wasn’t supremely practiced in walking in heels in such a tight skirt, and certainly not when she was more aroused than she ever had been in her entire life.

Once inside the bathroom, she stuffed herself into a stall. It was the first time she had actually been inside. The tops of the toilet seats were covered in plush leather, the sides of the stalls covered in the same. There was a small loveseat in the corner of the room.

Her fingers slid up past her skirt, pushed aside her panties, and rushed up into her cunt with gusto.

“His cock,” Francesca moaned. “His fucking c-co-cock!
”

Right away, she came. Her body rocked back and forth in the stall, legs flailing wildly, her head pushing against the cushioned sides of the stalls as she released the hot wave of bliss igniting every atom in her core.

“Fuck...” she said, her voice low. “F-fuck. Never...n-never cum like that before...”

From outside the stall, she heard the restroom door open. There was a clack-clack-clack of heels rushing to a stall, and almost right away Francesca heard the unmistakable schlucking sound of fingers sliding into a sloppy wet cunt.

“His c-cock.” The woman’s voice sounded almost pained, she was so turned on. “His fucking...all that...massive...cock!”

Francesca, somewhat surprised at how aroused she was getting just listening to a woman cum—and cumming to apparently the same mental image that she
 had cum to—hurriedly exited the bathroom.

This was scaring her. Something was...something was happening
 here. She just couldn’t make out what it was, not entirely. It felt dangerous. It felt...

Well, dangerous was sort of sexy, right?

Yeah, dangerous was real
 sexy. So whatever was happening was sexy.

Sexy was fun. Maybe she oughtn’t to worry at all. After all, she was a smoking hot babe. Worry looked bad on her. No casting agent would want to hire some worried
 girl. They wanted bright, beautiful, happy
 girls.

The post-orgasmic haze that her brain was deluged inside of made her want to take a long happy nap on the bathroom's loveseat, but that just wasn't responsible. She had work to do—all that filing.

Stepping back out into the main office area, she noticed a large commotion. All the women had gathered into a crowd, surrounding someone she couldn’t quite see. They were cooing and cheering, clapping, letting out happy greetings coated in lust.

But none of them—not a one—spoke above a heated whisper. It was surreal.

“Hello, Sir.”

“So happy to see you, Sir.”

“Thank you for being here, Sir.”

“Sir, may we please take your coat?”

“May we serve you in your office today, Sir?”

“Do you need a good girl on her knees in front of you, Sir?”

The figure in the middle—who Francesca immediately and irrevocably knew as the Man
—held up a hand. All the whispers ceased immediately. Total control.

“That’s all I need for now, ladies. Ginger, come with me.”

The chosen beauty—a petite brunette with a heavy pair of tits and an elegant sway to her hips—let out a small, muted squeal of delight. Enough to let everyone know she was thrilled, but not so much to be grating on the ears of the Man.

Mister Stout.

Francesca couldn’t get a good view of him. Once the crowd dissipated, he had disappeared into his office.

Suddenly she was more turned on than she had been before. Everything was so strange to her, so awfully strange. Why was she so fucking horny so constantly? Just two days ago, she had been bemoaning the fact that she hadn’t had an orgasm in over a month. Coleman certainly hadn't been able to help her in that department. She had been ignoring him the past day or so. He didn't seem...important.

It had been so hard to actually work up the will to get herself horny enough to cum.

And now, in less than twenty-four hours, she had cum as many times as she had in the last year.

Her brain felt like mush. And somehow, someway, this Mister Stout was at the center of it all. Francesca felt a strong, almost irresistible urge to return to work—to go back to her filing. It was important
 work, and it was so
 important that she do it.

But...

But...she had to speak with him. He had all the answers. He was the Man, after all. He would know what was going on. He would know what to tell her.

Just...just so she could feel calm.

She approached the door of his office. All the other girls had returned to work, filing and cooing and touching themselves as they went. Every few moments, one would run off to the bathroom. Their soft cries of delight could just barely be heard over the hum of the air conditioning and the florescent lights.

Slowly, feeling positively scandalous, she nudged open Mister Stout’s door. She didn’t know why
 she was nudging it open, being so clandestine. Wasn’t the idea, after all, to speak with the man?

She should have knocked the door with authority. She should have stormed in and demanded answers. She should let him know that she was not some common floozy
 like the rest of these harlots, and that he would treat her with the respect she had earned as a woman in the world.

She would do that right now
.

The door was heavy, and as Francesca nudged it forward, pushing only with her fingertips, she felt her mind becoming ever more tired and sluggish. Inside, she heard a soft dialogue.

“Yes, Sir. Stroking your cock is my duty and my pleasure.”

“Good girl. And how is the new one fitting in?”

New one. Were they talking about Francesca? She nudged in further.

Now she could see him.

He was an unassuming sort. Cute, after a fashion. His build was average, his face average, his features average. And yet...yet...

Yet Francesca’s heart pumped so fast she thought she might die right then and there. Her veins felt like they were pumped full of jet fuel. Her body twisted in on itself, but in a soft, pleasant way, the way a blanket would give way before a pillow thrown at it.

He was so handsome
. He was everything
. It was hard to even make out what he was saying, he turned her on so fucking much. And yet she knew she had
 to pay attention to him. Listening to his words was so
 important.

“—in the washroom earlier. It’s all according to schedule.”

“That’s good,” he said. “She must be a very good girl, then. I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a girl so good. So fine. So gorgeous. She must be very proud of herself. And I know she must do her work so very, very well.”

Ginger didn’t have a chance to respond. Mister Stout took hold of her head and lowered it down onto his cock. Francesca couldn’t see the shaft—that Holy relic, that Needed Object
—but god did she want to.

His head lolled back. Ginger’s head bounced happily up and down. She was a very pretty young girl. Her lips were wet. Her hair was dark and glossy. As she sucked him, her fingers slid up her tiny skirt and pushed into her cunt.

Francesca felt herself doing the same. It was so easy to play along. She even opened her mouth, moving her neck forward and back, miming the sucking of that magnificent cock.

And as she did, her clit rubbed against the door frame, using the pressure there to send pressure up and down every nerve Mister Stout had said that she was gorgeous
. That she was doing her work so very well
.

She was plainly visible in the doorway. And yet somehow Mister Stout paid no notice to her. It was so dirty to touch herself like this. So naughty. And yet she couldn’t help herself. He was so fucking amazing, so handsome and perfect, and everything a good girl like her really needed.

“Good girls cum when Daddy does,” said Mister Stout. “I’m going to cum down your throat, Ginger. Going to fill your good girl throat up.”

Flashes of envy, bright burning and scorching hot, flared within Francesca. She
 wanted that cum. And she was so much fucking hotter than Ginger. Why wasn’t she
 sucking Mister Stout’s cock? Didn’t she deserve it? Hadn’t she earned it with how beautifully fucking hot she was all the time? She had to wear tinier skirts. Hotter tops. Taller heels. She had to make sure his cock was so so hard that—

Oh fuck. Oh fuck he was bucking and groaning and she could smell
 his seed spilling out and he was cumming
.

And so Ginger was cumming, and Francesca came too, her hips grinding forward, pushing her pussy into the door frame. She gasped and bit the door frame, her body vibrating as orgasmic pleasure again powered through her body.

“Good girl,” said Mister Stout. “What a good girl, cumming like that. Cumming for Daddy. Cumming for Master.”

Francesca’s eyes unfocused, focused, and then focused again. She staggered away from the door.

Every time she came, she had these moments of clarity—that her life wasn’t supposed to be like this, that she was supposed to have something else, something better
, that all of this was insane. But also when she came, she felt more deeply trapped than ever before. Like she was spiraling down a pretty pink storm, and the closer she was tugged into its nucleus, there were shafts of sunlight that broke through the surrounding clouds.

Panties wet, blouse pulled halfway off her body, Francesca set her jaw. She had to leave.

She needed to get out of here. There was something...something deeply
 wrong. She shouldn’t be so aroused by all of this. She shouldn’t be so fucking turned on
 all the time. It was this place’s fault, somehow.

She had to...had to...

The clock dinged.

“Ladies!” Mandy called, smiling brightly. “Please pay attention. It’s time for a message from our Sir. Attend your computers and pay very close attention.” Mandy caught Francesca’s eye. “Like a good girl.”

She had to watch it. Had to be a good girl. That was so fucking important. A low whine exited her mouth, equal parts tension and arousal, and her cunt felt wetter than ever as she dropped down to her knees in front of her computer and watched the pretty spirals start their dance again.

* * * * *

Francesca skipped the next two days of work. It was the hardest thing she had ever done. Harder than going a month without booze, harder than the most fastidious diet she had ever been on.

What she should have done—what she knew
 she was supposed
 to do, was go to work looking hotter than ever. She would finger herself silly and barely even get any of that useless paperwork done.

And then, when she was totally helpless, watching those pretty spirals make their entrancing shapes over and over again, she would finally meet Mister Stout one-on-one and he would show her what God felt like as he entered her needy cunt.

He would fill her totally, impregnating her immediately, and she would become a happy pregnant slutty cockslave like all those other gorgeous beauties in the office.

And what she was trying to do instead—what some other, less equal but very vocal part of her insisted
 that she do—was to call the police. Call home. Call her boyfriend, Coleman. Call anyone
, anyone at all, just ask for help and try to save herself for god’s sake. She was drowning in erotic quicksand and there didn’t seem to be any way out.

So, instead, she spent all day fingering her pussy and moaning Mister Stout’s name into a pillow. So long as she didn’t say it aloud, into the open space of her apartment, she could pretend that she wasn’t truly obsessed with him. That she wouldn’t come running the second she heard his voice.

But a part of her knew that was true. A part of her wanted
 it to be true. It felt so right and good to kneel, to be a good girl, to be a sexy little thing with a mind full of fuckmush. It was difficult to know which opposing part was the invader. Had she always been a good, happy, kneeling fuckdoll, just now plagued with rationality? Or had she been an arrogant beauty who was slowly becoming a willless, obedient pet?

There was no real way to know. Everything she did in the house just turned her on. When she wasn’t fingering her cunt, she was sleeping and dreaming of fingering her cunt—or being fucked.

Coleman kept calling her. He went to voicemail every time. She couldn’t bear the sound of his voice. It grated on her, filled her with a deep, irrational rage. Who the fuck was he
 to think that she wanted to talk to him? Who the fuck did he think he was, trying to insert himself so unjustifiably into her life? What an oaf. What a buffoon
.

A buffoon who, not very long ago, she had been entertaining the thought of marrying. He was handsome, and he had lots of cash.

Why then this sudden change of opinion? Her mush-addled mind struggled to comprehend. All she could imagine was that somehow Coleman had wronged her, but she could think of no real ways in which he had.

Outside of not having a cock as perfectly shaped and wonderfully formed as Mister Stout, of course.

B-but it couldn’t be that, could it? Francesca didn’t care
 about Mister Stout. She didn’t need
 to kneel for him constantly, didn’t ache
 to have her mouth wrapped around his cock until the end of time, didn’t burn
 with the need to be filled with his seed, to carry his young into this world and be his breeding bitch forever.

She didn’t. Really, she didn’t.

On the third day, Friday, she felt well enough to go back into work. She only thought about fucking every five minutes or so, and her thoughts in between felt ordered and organized.

She remembered how to read all those texts coming in on her phone. Coleman was mad at her, then worried, then mad again, then worried. She knew she ought to text him back, but something stopped her. First, before anything else, she wanted to cancel this madness with NewLife.

And so she would go back to NewLife, yes. But not to work, oh no. She wanted to cancel her contract and demand her answers from the evil, vile man.

That vile, horrible, perfectly sexy man who she was genuinely afraid of meeting because she was almost certain that doing so would mean her brain would be irreversibly turned into a cockloving fuckslave-adoring pile of erotic mush forever.

Afraid...and so fucking turned on.

She did her honest best to dress conservatively, knowing that she would have a face-to-face with the Man Himself. Her honest best ended up being a pleated knee-length skirt. She knew it was showing off too much leg, and so she had put on skintight brown leather boots that fit snug on her graceful gams to cover up some skin. Afraid that the effect was sexier than she would have liked, she put on a pale green sweater, but the top buttons kept coming undone, showing off the healthy expanse of her bountiful young cleavage as it bounced in her tiny, lacy bra.

The bra was skimpier than Francesca would have liked. Visible from the open expanses exposed by the constantly-unbuttoning sweater. But every other bra she had made her itch furiously. Lace and silk were just so comfortable
 lately...

She wandered back into the office, taking slow steps, standing slowly next to each and every doorway on the way in, trying to steel herself. The further she entered, the more sedate and turned-on she felt. This, in turn, made her more nervous and jittery. It was an uncomfortable juxtaposition for her body to maintain, feeling sleepily hyper-aware.

As with every time she had entered, she noted the veritable harem of mini-skirted beauties happily attending their work. The work itself seemed to have changed somewhat in character. In one corner, she saw a young woman wearing little more than a painter's apron and high heels thoughtfully painting a representation of an enormous phallus surrounded by a bevy of kneeling beauties. Francesca licked her lips, shuddering slightly as she saw it.

Mandy saw her from across the aisle, waving cheerfully and approaching. A tight red minidress clung to her spectacular body, chunky black ankle boots on her feet.

Francesca gulped as she saw the beautiful blond. There was a bulge in Mandy’s belly.

“Are you...are you pregnant, Mandy?”

“Oh, yes. I finally started showing this morning. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“I...but you...who's the father?”

Mandy smiled knowingly. “Come now, dear. You know perfectly well who the only
 father of a child of mine could be. Don't you? You came here to see him today, after all.”

With that, Mandy took Francesca into her arms and gave her a long hug. Her scent, heady and delicious, made Francesca's world spin, and the embrace ended with a warm kiss from Mandy on her cheek. Not saying another word, Mandy strutted away, gently correcting another co-worker about the “shamefully short” height of her heels.

Francesca gulped, feeling much more turned on than she hoped. She tried to gather herself, approaching Mister Stout's office, breathing in deep and hoping to think of anything but sex, sex, sex, and more beautiful sexy sex sex. For some reason, even though she had been painfully attracted to Mandy just now, all that arousal was spiking not merely thoughts of a lesbian nature—pleasing Mandy, or Mandy pleasing her—but rather the two of them serving together...on their knees before the biggest, most bestest cock in the whole wide world...

She entered Mister Stout’s office with what she wanted to be an authoritative bang. Instead, she softly slid the door open, looking down at her shoes until he finally noticed her. He sat behind his desk, hard at work (of course he was hard at work, he was a Man, after all) on his computer.

Finally, he looked up, leering at her perfectly arranged form.

“Yes, Francesca?”


Oh fuck
.


Of fuck, he knows my
 name oh fuck!


“I-I want to talk to you,” she said, trying to sound angry, despite the heavy heat in her pussy. “I want to give you a piece of my mind.”

He smiled. It was the most handsome, perfect smile Francesca thought she had ever seen. He was so hot
. God, she wanted to know how big his dick was for real, to see it for herself...

“I welcome input from all my employees, Francesca. You seem upset. I’d be happy to hear what’s on your mind and work with you to resolve the situation amicably.”

Fuck. He was using such big words. They were so hard to follow. He was so smart
.

“It’s just there’s like...it’s so hard to think, and you have all these girls who look so pretty, and I’m so pretty, and you make it so hard to think straight, and I’m so horny all the time, and everyone here looks so good
, and there’s this cumming all the time, and it’s just super weird, you know? It’s freaking me out!”

That hadn't come out the right way at all. It was more like senseless babbling than the cogent, highly-developed argument she had worked on for so many hours at home.

“I see,” he said.

He stood up and walked around to the front of his desk. For a few spare, strangely hopeful moments, Francesca thought he was going to grab her and force her over the side of the table until her brains were so liquid they leaked right out of her ears.

“Right?” said Francesca. “I think you’re doing it. I think you’re...you’re changing us somehow. With your programs. Your computer messages, it has to be. And like, they’re so
 pretty and fun and amazing, but like, I get so horny afterward and it’s all I can do not to...not to...”

He didn’t seem to be listening. He was playing with his phone.

“A-are you listening to me?”

“Of course I am. Why don’t you kneel for me, Francesca?”

“Mmmph...”

She moaned, struggling not to obey. She knew the second she gave in, unmatched pleasure would flood through her body. She’d probably cum right away.

But still, she resisted. Her knees were bent, though, and her willpower was almost entirely gone—and all from one simple question. The stiletto heels on her boots buckled from the strange shifting of her weight. The outlook was not good.

He looked up from his phone now, raising an eyebrow at her resistance. “You think it’s unfair that everyone else is so pretty, but you’re pretty too. And despite being so very pretty, you’re not getting fucked like they are. I can fix that, Francesca. I can fix it right now.”

He unzipped his pants and tossed them to one side. Underwear too. It took only seconds. His cock was half-hard, leaking precum. Francesca’s face glazed over. Her arguments were forgotten, burned away from the sudden desire of seeing the most perfect cock in the world.

“C-cock...” she said, squeezing her healthy tits with exuberant need.

“That’s right. My cock. And if you want my cock, you’ll do as I say. Won’t you?”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

“Good girl. Now, bend over on the table there.”

Of course she obeyed. He had a cock
. He had the
 cock. He rotated his computer screen around and pressed a few buttons on the keyboard. The screen flickered for a moment, flashing, and then the spirals began.

“Watch the screen closely, Francesca,” he said, ripping her pants off. Her panties went easily—they were mostly just wet paper at that point.

His cock trailed around her ass, her thighs. She could, distantly, feel him squeezing the generously developed flesh of her ass and tits.

“Clos...ley...” she moaned.

And then his cock was inside her—

Relax

—and there was nothing else in the world—

Empty—

—nothing at all—


Serve

—nothing but obeying and pleasing, his cock so big and right—


Master is everything

—cumming so hard just like he told her, cumming and his cock so big—

Master is my one true Love

—nothing but obeying her Master forever.

Nothing else matters

* * * * *


Francesca sat in her apartment on Saturday evening, happily fingering her cunt beside a stack of packed boxes.

All around her, her home was empty. The furniture was gone. The pictures of her family and friends were burned. Silverware, tableware, Tupperware was all packed neatly away. All her books, all her movies, all her knick-knacks and souvenirs from traveling, all her blankets and pillows, all her bedding, all her life was neatly packed up in boxes.

Today they had taken away the furniture. Tomorrow, they would take away everything else. She was left her clothes, and even then, only the ones that made her look really hot.

Soon—hopefully by Monday—she would be completely moved in the NewLife dorm rooms where she would share a room with a fellow cockslave. They would have, naturally, just one bed. When Master was too busy fucking some other hot lucky cunt, Francesca would spoon and sleep with her roomie. They would lick each other’s pussies and whisper softly in each other’s ears about what good girl fuckdolls they were for Master, hoping for his attentions as soon as humanly possible.

Some days, he would walk through the dorm, room-by-room, delivering fuck-by-fuck. Other days, he would pull a number at random and take those girls out on the town. He almost never went out with just one girl—Master deserved at the least
 two adoring cockslaves slobbering all over his cock at all times.

So every night, after finishing work, every girl would make herself up as nice as possible, dress in as hot of an outfit as they could, and take pictures of their roomie. These pictures were uploaded to a database that Master could access from his phone. Then, he could scroll through each, seeing who looked the hottest, who deserved an up-close-and-personal look and who didn’t.

The girls not chosen never felt jealousy, though of course they were envious. If a girl was chosen more than once in a given week, she was seen as something special. If she was chosen more than twice, she was a new icon in the community of slaves. If she was chosen more than three
 times, she was a legend to be emulated, adored, and listened to by all other cockslaves.

No one had managed to earn the Master’s favor more than four times in a single week. Francesca was hoping to break that record—to shatter it, as a matter of fact. She knew she was hot, and she thought there was no reason why she couldn’t fuck him for an entire month. That was at least
 six days, right?

So many parts of her brain had been erased by her Master’s trancing. That was fine by her. So many parts of her brain, then, were unneeded—because in truth, the only thing she really
 needed was a hot body to serve her Master with.

Francesca knew she had been tranced. She didn’t care.

Or rather, she cared
, but only in the sense that she was happy about it. There was not a single iota of resentment or confusion or panic or fear in her at the fact of having her mind rewritten from the ground up.

From now on, she would be able to learn again. She would be able to understand however much her Master needed her to understand. To get to that part of her that was most obedient, to really rewrite who she was until it was something more appropriate to his wonderful uses, Francesca had required trancing and recoding. A complete hardware wipe.

It was that simple. He had burned away the layers of her brain that got in his way, replacing them with hot, easy, eager horniness and a need to submissively serve the one Strong True Male in her life—which, of course, was her Master.

How could it have ever been anyone else?

As Francesca considered all of this, she sat on her naked ass criss-cross applesauce, posture perfect, and fingered her bare pussy. There was a hot puddle on the floor between her legs. It was spreading underneath her asscheeks. Her juices delivered an easy, warm sensation that felt absolutely pleasant.

Her phone rang and she answered it.

“Is this Francesca?”

“This is she.”

“This is Mark, at the studio. We missed you today. I told my director all about what a beauty you are, and he was excited. Are we not going to put you on film?”

“You had an understudy, I’m assuming.”

“Well, sure, but she wasn’t you. Listen, if you can agree to come out tomorrow morning, like, early
, we’ve got the camera lenses for another few hours and I think we can—”

“You’ll have to do your commercial without me, I’m afraid. I don’t care to be in show business anymore.”

Gone was the ideal from her head of being a star, of being on the big screen. Gone was the aspiration of being a celebrity, the only true dream she’d ever had in her entire life.

All that was left now was serving at her Master’s pleasure, and hopefully being fucked so full of his cum that she never stopped having his babies.

She hung up, sighing contentedly, cutting off Mark’s protestations. Immediately, he called her again, and she put the phone on silent. Eventually, he would understand. Or rather, he would quit trying.

No one could understand, not really. No one could understand what it was to serve unless they too served.

Thumping sounds resounded through the empty, echoing apartment. Knocks at the door. It was open, and the person knocking let himself in.

It was Coleman. She struggled to remember how she had known him. Some dim part of her brain said that he had been her boyfriend, but of course that was the silliest thing in the world. She had never had a boyfriend before Master.

Now Master was every male to her—her boyfriend, her brother, her Daddy, her Sir, her Husband, her lover. The notion of ever having another male in her life at all was disconcerting. The concept of having another boyfriend
 was abhorrent, like she had spilled crude oil all over her hands.

“Francesca, thank god,” said Coleman. “I’ve been looking for you. And you are...you are very naked.”

She had packed nude so that she might more thoroughly obey her Master’s directions. He had told her to pack up everything
, after all. That included her clothes.

“Yes,” she said. Her voice was soft, supple, but cold. “You shouldn’t look at me like that. I am not for your consumption.”

“Not for my...consumption?” He took a look around. “You just moved in a few weeks ago. Are you moving already?” He walked over to a box and slapped it. It thunked heavily, the contents dense. “I would have helped you, you know. You’re really not going to put on clothes?”

What she wanted
 to say was that her Master did not require her to have clothes at that time.

But that was off-limits. Others could not know about his perfect plan for her. She had to wait. She had to be...careful. Her Master’s strength relied on discretion.

“I do not want to put on clothes.” Her tone was robotic, empty. This being—the thought of actually calling him a “male” at all was sickening to her—did not deserve the vibrancy of warmth that her beautiful form could exert. And so even though he looked at her naked body, nothing about her posture, her body language, or her expression was even remotely sexual.

“Baby, come on. I know something’s upset you.” He grabbed her arm. “Why don’t we sit down and talk about—”

Deftly, she maneuvered out from his grip. If he tried to grab her again, she would break his arm. After the police arrived, she would start crying and point fingers at him, expressing confusion as to why all her things were boxed up, why she was naked, and how he had gotten into her apartment. No one really knew they were dating; she didn’t know any of his friends. She could frame him for any number of crimes; Master had several lawyers on retainer, all of them beautiful women devoted only to servicing his cock and studying law.

“I do not require any discussion with you. You should leave.”

“Leave?” He scoffed. “Francesca, baby, you’re being really weird. I gotta say, I’m not digging it. You ought to—”

“Your dick is too small.”

He looked stunned, frozen in her headlights. “W-what?”

“Your dick is too small, and you are inadequate as a lover. When you insisted on masturbating in front of me, I got a good sense of its size. That was as close as I ever wanted you to be to me. I wasn’t unsure or scared. I simply didn’t want to. I’m not a virgin.” She was, of course. She was simply saying the meanest things she could think of. Master would like that. “I’ve fucked lots of guys, all the time I fuck them. I fuck and I suck and I stroke; I do it all. But you weren’t good enough for that. You weren’t even as good as the random strangers I would meet at the bars after our dates, encouraging them to fuck my lights out while I thought about how pathetic and small you are. I was leading you on to see if you were dumb enough to think I would fall for you. I don’t want you in my life. I never did. I would be very surprised if anyone did. Your body emits a foul odor that you don’t seem to be aware of. There are too many wrinkles next to your eyes. Your muscles form strange, unattractive shapes around your shoulders and neck. The shape of your penis is strange as well. It is like an orange mashed—”

“Enough!” Coleman held up a hand. “Stop, please. Clearly I angered you. If you could just explain to me what it is, I’ll apologize, and—”

“Your voice is like the whining of decades-old machinery. Your syllables flatten when they should float. Your eyes are too close together, and your chin hair is scraggly and prone to catching dust. When you talk about—”

She had more to say, but Coleman, in a great huff, through his arms up in the air and left. He slammed the door behind him, shouting something like he hoped she was fucking happy with herself.

And she was. Francesca had never been more happy in her life than she was at that moment, obeying her Master’s instructions to destroy her old relationships.

Because from now on, only he would exist in her life. Master was all she needed.

* * * * *

Her outfit was, of course, outstanding.

There were no brand new prospective hires at the office on Sunday morning. Everyone there was thoroughly tranced. What that meant, then, was that there was no reason to be subtle in her outfits.

Oh yes, when new employees came, or when there were guests, all the merry sexcretaries had to dress more conservatively. They had to ensure that they took steps to keep their Master safe from questions. The clearest road to having their happiness end was suspicion, and so they must do whatever they could to never be found suspicious.

But, now, the NewLife offices were a safe place for all the slaves. Each of them dressed with flamboyant sexiness. They put on their finest club dresses; skimpy spandex, Lycra, vinyl, and silk were the orders of the day. They wore five-inch heels at a minimum, insanely sexy ornaments with tall platform heels made of gaudy glass and so on.

Francesca was dressed in leather. Skintight leather. She wore a skintight leather minidress, black, that matched her skintight leather boots. Skintight leather gloves adorned her arms, sliding just over her elbows. The outfit made love to her every sensuous curve. Her tits were gathered up and presented as if on a platter, every step she took making their tanned surface bounce and jiggle invitingly.

Over all of that, she wore a thick white mink fur coat. She wanted to leave no doubt in the minds of the other gathered cockslaves—she was there to stake out her territory. She wanted her Master’s cock, and she wanted it soon
, and if any of them had a problem with that, well...she would just show them what kind of cockhungry bitch she could be.

She was going to put them all
 to shame. Master wouldn’t want anyone
 else but her after today. And if he did, it would only be to add to Francesca’s hotness, someone to engage with a hot threesome or foursome or fivesome with.

Francesca knew, naturally, that her Master deserved all manner of hot group sex with his harem of fuckslaves. The thought of him making more than one girl pregnant in one night was the stuff of her brand-new, shiny, wonderful masturbatory fantasies.

She entered the office at the same time as everyone else—bright and early at six in the morning. None of the girls looked tired or out-of-sorts, even though they had stayed up late worshiping their Master (indirectly, with photos and video and using the bodies of their roommates, if not adoring him personally) and waking up early to attend to their appearance.

Master couldn’t abide a tired slave. He had fixed their minds so they wouldn’t need as much sleep. He was so very good to them.

She walked by Mandy introducing a new gorgeous young Indian teenager to her cubicle. The newcomer was clearly just barely eighteen. Master loved his teenaged cockslaves, just like Francesca. Being barely eighteen was a premium that couldn't be ignored.

“All you have to do is alphabetize this pile,” said Mandy.

“Alphabetize it?” the girl asked, looking unsure. “But...yesterday, I was supposed to scramble it. And the day before, you had me alphabetize it then
.”

“Are you questioning what Master needs?”

“N-no,” the girl said, shaking her head vigorously. “Of course not. I j-just...”

“Good girls obey, don’t they?”

“Yes, ma’am.” She nodded furtively. “Good girls obey. I’m a good girl. I’ll just...just obey.”

Her voice trailed off into a soft whisper as she dropped down to her knees in front of the giant pile.

Francesca walked right on by, smiling. She was almost jealous of the girl and her incumbent total mindfuck. There was nothing so perfect, so amazing, as having all her will and thoughts stripped away so that she could become the slave she was meant to be.

Without waiting to knock, she strutted directly into Master’s office. Already he had a slave attending his cock—Ginger, the sexy little brunette thing.

Francesca immediately accentuated her strut even more. Her Master’s office was long and wide, and that meant she had plenty of room to put sex on her strut for his enjoyment.

“You don’t want to be fucking her, do you, Master?” Francesca smiled dazzlingly, and then gave him her absolute best “come fuck me” look.

Her absolute best look of that variety was, at that point, one of the best in the world.

“I don’t?”

Her Master managed to look surprised, as if he had not pre-programmed Francesca to act in this exact manner.

“No, Sire. You want to be fucking me
. You want to be fucking your best
 new fuckdoll. Don’t you, please?”

Upon reaching the mark of five feet away from his desk, she dropped to her knees. His new desk was glass, so he could watch her easily as she crawled forward. He could also easily watch Ginger as she continued to suckle and adore his cock as Francesca approached.

She had his total attention, even with the other slavecunt sucking and serving him.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” said Master to Francesca. “Do you know how fucking gorgeous you are?”

Francesca nodded. “Yes, Master.”

“I mean I have slaves from all over. I get the cream of the crop, you know? But you...you’re out of this world. I want you to know that, Francesca. I want you to know what a good girl fuckdoll you are. I want you to know that deep in your soul.”

Her soul, indeed, felt like it was on fire from these words. Every compliment from him was making her pussy sing, and the chorus was only just getting started.

“Yes, Master. I’m gorgeous. It’s because I’m gorgeous that I deserve to be your slave. I was born to be yours, just like every pretty girl. It’s what makes us stand out enough to be noticed. Beautiful women automatically belong to you from the moment we are conceived. It’s that simple. There is no mystery to it. We exist, and so we are yours.”

“That’s right,” he said.

He lifted her up by the ass and kissed her fiercely. Francesca moaned, cumming intensely as his tongue slid over hers. His mere touch was enough to send her body blasting off into a world of ecstasy. When he kissed her, it took her into another dimension. And when he fucked her...

Well, she would find out soon, wouldn’t she?

She knew, dimly, that he had fucked her already. But he had fucked her tranced
 self. It wasn’t the real slave self. When she had been tranced, there had still been some part of her left, getting fucked out of her body like a fever attacking an infection.

Now, her Master was going to get all-slave-Francesca, all the time. Her eyes shone with service, with the perfect need to obey and pleasure this Man, this Only-Man-She-Had-Ever-Known.

Mandy had entered the room, her shining blond hair glimmering in the bright lights. Already she was pulling down the fabric of her outfit, exposing her heavy tits so that her Master could enjoy the view of her beautiful teenaged body. But Francesca, so beautiful, kept his attention on herself alone.

“Please,” she moaned softly, sliding back on the desk so that she sat up on the edge. “Please, Daddy. Won’t you breed me, please?”

Her booted legs wrapped around his waist, tugging him in. The other slaves, Mandy and Ginger, slid forward and docked against his legs with their tits. Smiling, giggling, they pulled down his pants and revealed the majesty of his immense, hard cock.

“That's right, you fucking slut. You hot little slave bitch.”

Francesca's body twisted and contorted with every word he said. Needing to hear more. Needing to hear everything he had to say about her.

“My gorgeous fuckslave,” he said, sliding his cockhead up against her entrance. “My perfect little breeding slut. That's what you are, isn't it, babe?”

She nodded enthusiastically, shooting him her winningest smile. “Oh yes, DaddyMaster. Yes I am! I'm your gorgeous fuckslave. I'm your perfect little breeding slu—oh!”

He shoved into her cunt hard, filling her up all the way in one stroke. No foreplay. It was unneeded. Francesca had been wet as a monsoon since she stepped into the office. Heck, since she woke up that day.

It was a good girl's life to be wet all the time for her Master. Who knew when he might want to fuck her? She had to be ready always.

She came, immediately, upon his entrance into her tight teenage pussy. Screaming, moaning, her voice reaching its maximum volume. This was, on the decibel scale, close to normal conversational tone—a good girl moaned and screamed and pleaded, but only for Master's ears. All the other slaves were too busy “working” to busy themselves with hearing the endless screams of pleasure from Master's office.

Fast and furious, he pumped inside of her body. She squeezed his thick, hard cock with everything she had. Her tall heels knocked against each other behind his hips. Every part of her was a decoration for him. Dolled up for his enjoyment. His hands groped at her heavy, massive tits, using them like handles as he drove himself harder and harder into her cunt.

He was fucking her too fast, too hard, to have any real control. She didn't care. She hadn't stopped cumming since her first orgasm at his initial entrance. Her Master's cock was so fucking amazing! How had she ever had a life before it? It filled up every empty part of her. She flexed her entire body, hoping to squeeze him and give him even more pleasure as his thick rod shoved in and out of her shuddering, needy cunt.

“Please, Master!” she moaned. “Please, Daddy! Oh god, my MasterDaddy, please! Please breed me! Please fill me up!”

“You want my fucking cum inside you, you slut?” he grunted. “You want me to get that tiny belly of yours thick with my babies? Is that what you want?”

His babies
. Francesca had never wanted anything more in her life. “Y-yes, Master! Please! Please cum! Please do it, oh my god yes! Yes! Yes!”

His load was fire inside her. Perfect, hot, wet, gooey fire that lit up every part of her. She vibrated with orgasm, feeling like she was shrieking and squealing at the top of her lungs just as before. But in truth, she was only cooing and moaning in appreciation. Her Master made his slaves cum so often and so well that if they all screamed their heads off like they needed to, he’d be deaf inside of a month.

So she cooed, moaning and thanking him.

“Thank you, Master,” she breathed. “Oh, Albert. Master Albert. My MasterDaddy Sire. Thank you so much for fucking me. Thank you so much for breeding me. I know I deserved it...but thank you so
 much...”

And so even as he pumped into her more, his seed emptying out completely of his overfilled balls, load after load spilling into her womb, the one thing that filled Francesca even more than his perfect hot cum was gratitude.

For she would always be so grateful, so happy, so delighted that she had a life where she could serve her Master.

# # #


Model Sexcretary

––––––––

She waited on her hands and knees, back straight, ample breasts pushed up and together in her tiny push-up lace bra. She had been like this for hours, and she would continue to be so until her Master told her to do otherwise. He had been gone all day, and she needed so badly to suck his cock, to be fucked by him, to be reminded of how perfectly he owned her.

And maybe, if she was very good, if she begged and pleaded just right, he would get her pregnant tonight so she could be his pregnant fuckslave like so many others.

Scintillating purple lingerie covered her sensational body. Dark violet fishnet stockings on her legs. Her heels were so tall as to be impractical for anything but being forced down onto a bed and fucked full of her Master’s breeding seed. That was what she was made to do.

There was nothing, no one, as hot as her, and she loved it—because she was this way purely for her Master’s pleasure.

Once, she had been famous. Sensationally so. She could not walk from one place to another without being mobbed by rabid fans, desperate to touch her, to love her, to tell her of their adoration. In interviews on televisions all over the world in a dozen different languages, she would be told of her beauty and begged for tips so the regular people could aspire more evenly to be like her.

Now, she was sequestered away in her Master’s quarters. No one looked at her. No crowds, no mobs, no interviewers. She had her own room for when Master did not wish to fuck her—when he chose instead to fuck and breed other slaves. But most of the time, he chose her. She was her Master’s favorite, after all.

The world thought she had died. They thought her disappeared at best. They assumed someone had kidnapped her, that she was lost forever.

But she wasn’t lost, and she wasn’t kidnapped. Oh no.

She had been found...and in being found, she found her purpose—to be the hottest slave on earth for the most perfect Master ever.

* * * * *

“Delayed,” Catriana said, her tone disbelieving. “Delayed? What are you talking about, delayed? It’s a private jet!”

She stood in the airport, staring imperiously at a small, plain clerk. The supermodel's heels were shiny black, glittering in the fluorescent lights of the airport. They made her a full foot taller than the man in front of her, who sweated furiously, as if placed under a tree of heat lamps.

“Yes, ma’am,” said the clerk. “And I’m very sorry. There’s really...nothing we can do. There’s been a mechanical problem, you see, and—”

“Delayed
!” Catriana huffed. Her lips were thick, pouty. “I’ve never had this problem before. And let me tell you, I don’t plan to have it again. Am I making myself clear? You’re not receiving any more of my business. I’ll tell you that right
 now.”

“Ma’am, honestly, if there was anything we could do, we would do it. But th-there just isn’t, you see? It’s a mechanical problem. The engineers can only work so fast, you see, and—”

She waved a hand. Jewelry glittered on her fingers and wrist. “I don’t see you picking up a new jet for me to fly in.”

“All our remaining aircraft are otherwise occupied, ma’am. If you’d like, I could get you a first class ticket on another jet going in the same direction. You’d likely get there in—”

“You have another jet, do you? You have another jet going to the island of Ferova? Is that it? Because that’s where I’m headed. To a private
 island. To work. Not that you would know anything about that.”

“Ma’am. You’re being unreasonable. If you can just—”

“This
 is what you’re going to do for me. You’re going to put me on my jet in an hour, or you—you personally—will have hell
 to pay.”

She slapped her hand down on the desk and strutted away—careful, though, not to give the man too much to enjoy as she walked off.

Being well used to having men look at her—want her, appreciate her, need her, ache for her—Catriana knew how to use her beauty to her advantage. She knew there was a time to be soft and gentle, to be cooing and seductive. And there was, too, a time to be harsh and demanding, to be critical and imperious. Some men could not handle the great shame of having a gorgeous woman upset with them.

And Catriana was, indeed, a gorgeous woman. There wasn’t anyone else like her. She stopped and caught her reflection in the chrome surface of a nearby wall, adjusting the heavy layers of midnight black hair she sported. It trailed thick, halfway down her back, resting in soft, alluring piles on the thick, luxurious sable fur coat she wore.

Green eyes, soft and enchanting, stared back at her from the chrome. Her soft little smile even cheered her
 heart a little, and she was angry as hell at being delayed.


No one
 delayed her. Catriana Dominga was the most famous model in the world. Her image was plastered all over media—magazine covers, commercials, fashion shows, television guest appearances, late night talk shows—the works. She was very used to getting her own way.

She was twenty-two years-old and she had been modeling since she had been fifteen, winning beauty contests nonstop in her exotic home country until being offered an incredibly lucrative contract. Since that time, men had been falling all over themselves trying to appease her and earn her favor. They offered money, positions, businesses—a few had even offered her a chance to be royalty.

But of course, she already knew she was royalty. She had been born into the position of being absolutely better than others—genetically superior in every way that mattered and her feelings of superiority validated by the millions of dollars thrown her way. No one could tell her otherwise. No one could tell her that she was anything lesser than the subhuman dredges of humanity that she now had to be surrounded by.

Her bodyguard, Marcus, kept them all at bay. It was a good thing he was there—large, hairy, and scary, he looked like a slightly-shaved abominable snowman.

Marcus was paid well for what he did, and it did not hurt that he had an inescapably strong crush on Catriana. Though he was
 paid well, he was paid half as much as a man of his pedigree had earned—special forces, three tours in Afghanistan, ten years of experience in guarding the rich and powerful—simply because Catriana knew he would have paid her
 for the privilege of being close to her.

She could rely on people to fall in love with her, no matter her attitude or her actions. She was that kind of beautiful, and she reveled in it.

It was fun to be cruel to others, after all, when there wasn't a single repercussion for her actions.

A man approached her from not too far off. Catriana rolled her green eyes, pulling her long fur jacket close against her body. It had the advantage of being both impeccably made, extraordinarily expensive, and wonderful at hiding her form from the masses.

If she walked around without the jacket, why, men would be doubled over jacking off just watching her pass, women heavily re-considering their sexuality when they weren’t too busy considering going on a year-long crash diet from jealousy.

There was a certain appeal to making that happen, of course, but she wasn’t a twenty-one year-old anymore, looking for cheap thrills. She took true delight now in real
 power—funneling her considerable fortune toward politics and corporations, shaping laws to assist all her little business ventures on their way.

A deep, dark, twisted part of her liked
 the fact that children in tiny, god-forsaken countries went to work at human-chomping factories making her products every day. It made her feel like God.

The man continued his approach, not put off by the scowls from Marcus and the puffing up he did to expand the size of his chest and arms. The man was dressed well, in a sharp pinstripe navy suit, though he himself was rather average-looking with short dark hair.

“I couldn’t help but overhear,” said the man, “your conversation with the unfortunate clerk over there. A delay, is it?”

Catriana had stopped, but did not deign to grace the man with a response. She turned her eyes to Marcus, indicating for him to get rid of the man—with some impunity.

Marcus grabbed him the scruff of his suit jacket and began to carry him off.

“A jet!” the man cried, arms flailing. “I have a jet for you. We can leave in less than ten minutes!”

“Wait,” said Catriana, suddenly interested.

Marcus let the man down, who was already red-faced. He looked up at Marcus with some mixture of appreciation, apprehension, and hatred. It was the sort of look that meant that Marcus’s manhandling would not be forgotten. If Catriana actually thought anyone could harm Marcus, though, he wouldn’t be in her employ.

“Miss Dominga, is it?” The man patted himself down.

She struggled not to roll her eyes again. As if he didn't know. “Of course.”

“I thought I recognized you.”

“Yes. You’ve existed in the past five years.” Her tone was arrogant; her voice, soft and velvet, coated in the sugary accent of her native land. “No doubt you’ve heard of me. What’s this about a jet?”

“I have one ready to go right now. Now, it’s possible we’re not headed in the same direction, but for you, well, I’d be happy to make a diversion. Money is really no object for me when it comes to pleasing someone like you, Miss Dominga.”

Now those
 were words she liked to hear. Her demeanor changed entirely, instantly. No longer quite
 as imperious or haughty—though still enough to let this man know that he had her gratitude, but never
 her attraction.

There wasn’t a man alive who could turn her on anyway. Marcus was a bonafide stud—large, massively muscled, with a take-no-shit attitude who would dominate every other man he came across every day. Half of the impetus for hiring him had been the hope that maybe, maybe
, he’d finally be the one to turn on some kind of sexual desire in Catriana.

But...nothing. And she had tried. But nothing, never.

Thoughts of being aroused were distant and far in-between. She earned most of her sexual pleasure from humiliating subordinates, but even that wasn’t physical
. That was just theoretical, hot little snippets to add to the fire over periods of months until finally, maybe
, she had some middling orgasm in the middle of the night thinking of something she couldn’t quite remember from a dream.

It struck her as ironic, really—for all the orgasms she had inspired the world over with her obvious sexuality, she had so few of her own. And those that existed were often disappointing, like the prize in a box of Cracker Jacks.

So, naturally, this man had no chance of turning her on. Still, she graced him with a smile, intimate and seductive. Her fur coat slid down past her shoulders, revealing the effortlessly perfect bare skin waiting there.

Her collarbones just by themselves were the stuff of more than a thousand fetish websites. She let such things flourish. The idea of having worshipers appealed to her greatly.

“And what’s your name, Mister Has-A-Jet?”

She held out her hand for him to kiss.

“Albert,” he said, shaking her hand instead. Crude. “Albert Stout. Pleased to meet you.”

* * * * *

True to his word, in less than ten minutes, they were on Albert’s jet and preparing for take-off.

Catriana had many complimentary words to share about the jet, but a great deal more less
-than-complimentary words.

The jet was luxurious, that was true. Her seat in particular was very soothing. The inside of it was atypical to her own—hers was arranged much like a standard jet with only slight customization. She had rows of seats, in case she wanted to entertain, but there was a great deal of leg room between each row—enough for each seat to recline fully—and every seat vibrated and had thick cushioned arm rests. There was a fully stocked bar close to the cockpit, and the bathrooms were large and in the back there was—her favorite luxury—a full shower that could be used at any time.

But this jet was...this was something else
.

For starters, the whole notion of “rows” had been done away with. Lining the walls was what amounted to one continuous, enormously plushy leather couch. Any section of the couch could be modified with arm rests (pulled out from the wall) or could be pulled away from the side of the jet to allow the user to recline.

The level of customization was complete—each section could also have its own screen drop down. Tiny speakers were built into the headrest. Small refrigeration units sat in the bottom of the seat, supplying the user with a variety of top-end beverages, cheeses, and breads.

The carpet was plush and thick. Walking through it was like moving through a warm swamp, one that wanted to swallow you whole.

So, this was all very nice. There were amenities galore—and that wasn’t including the hot tub in the back of the plane.

But then...then, there were the women.

His entire jet was staffed by spectacularly gorgeous women. They all had smiled and cheered when Albert arrived, taking his bags and coat. Two of them, a blonde and a brunette, wearing a distinct uniform with skintight leather boots making love to their legs all the way up to their thighs, attached themselves to his arms and slid down next to him on his seat of choice across the large cabin from Catriana.

When these two had greeted him, they kissed him deeply, longingly, like he was their lover—and his hands had been all over
 their tight, toned bodies. They doted on him, flirting with him, showing him flashes of hot skin from beneath their skimpy outfits.

And my, those outfits were
 skimpy. The tight fabric tugged their sculpted asses. The front featured a thick, comically large zipper, resting just at the point of their fullest cleavage. Small dark leather gloves adorned their hands and soft berets rested on the thick manes of their hair.

Catriana was well-used to having the longest, most luxurious amount of hair in whatever company she kept, but those girls were certainly vying for her seat on that particular throne. They wouldn't win, naturally. Black was simply a sexier color than chestnut-brown or golden-blond, even if it was a close race.

Catriana loved her body. It was her meal ticket—it was her power
 ticket, as a matter of fact, and so she knew how to use her many advantages to their fullest
 advantage, making herself a juggernaut of sexual tension in any situation.

She was well-used to having people—men and women both—so helplessly turned on that they babbled, their brains turning to little more than mush. Mush that was, naturally, solely focused on pleasing their one true goddess, a role that Catriana took on with pride. And this pride meant that she had absolutely no shame at all in wearing tiny hot outfits designed for titillation.

But these girls, much like the jet itself, were something else.

As mentioned, each girl had fabulous long hair, thick and shiny and vibrant, clear results of absolute dedication to a diet without ever once wavering. That same dedication was shown in their bodies—tight, toned, and fabulously built, each with heavy tits that were easily 36C at the smallest cup size. Their faces were made-up perfectly, their heels so tall as to be impractical in a machine moving at hundreds of miles per hour.

It was a good thing the cabin of the jet was tall as well as wide. Only the two doting on Albert had the berets and the boots—the others wore standard tall platform heels, and had their hair arranged in sweeping waves and curled locks.

It gave her great pleasure to place her fur coat down upon taking her seat, disrobing slowly and just tantalizingly enough to let Albert know that it was for effect. Her dress underneath was short and blue, a deep scooping neckline revealing the heavenly display of her incomparable cleavage. She’d been named most beautiful woman by all the relevant magazines for the past four years, ever since she had turned eighteen—and she’d been voted in overwhelming for best cleavage by all the men’s magazines.

The ones that couldn’t convince her to do a spread for them—or couldn’t pay her requisite amounts—settled for using candid photos of her snatched up by paparazzi. Even the presence of those low-quality images when Catriana wasn’t deliberately posing for enticement drove sales up more than five hundred percent.

And so it was no surprise to her that Albert’s eyes were taken off the lovely forms of the beauties huddled against him to watch, instead, Catriana slowly take her seat. She took her time, letting her ass float one direction and then the next, before finally settling down and crossing her legs. Slowly, she reclined. Soft music immediately began to emit from the speakers. The tune was pleasant but she couldn’t quite recognize it. She toyed slightly with the heavy diamonds resting on her breasts, drawing Albert's eyes.

She controlled him—his every thought, his every movement—and she loved it

The other girls closed up the jet and Catriana was stunned to find out, moments before take off, that the lithe booted lovelies adoring Albert as he made himself comfortable in his seat—with a rather obvious bulge in his pants—were the fucking pilots
 of the jet.

They stood up, smooching him heavily on the cheek and then across the mouth, his hands crawling up between the cracks of their asses, and then they strutted up toward the cockpit and sat down.

“Strap in, everyone,” the pilot giggled over the intercom. “We’ll be taking off in a just a few! Next stop, Ferova!”

Three more girls were left in the cabin. They strapped themselves in near to their boss—or at least Catriana assumed
 he was their boss—as the plane took off.

Marcus sat near to Catriana, but not too near. The two of them had been forced to have more than one discussion about Catriana’s personal space and the restrictions she had on anyone
 breaking her bubble—even her bodyguard. If he wanted to continue to jack off every night at the thought of how close he was to her, how good she smelled, how angelic she sounded when she spoke, then he would behave and not come any closer to her than was necessary.

Besides, this Albert Stout was clearly not a threat. Some kind of fucking pimp, from the looks of things, and clearly a successful one, but not someone that Catriana had to worry about. He had a computer in his hands and was typing furiously at it.

The three girls, who had been adoring him only moments before, now obediently sat to one side, smiling prettily and waiting for his command. They were pregnant, Catriana realized slowly. It had been hard to tell at first—they were otherwise so slender, their uniforms cut just so. But yes, the bulges were there, like they had each swallowed a large cantaloupe whole. Their eyes watched Albert's every movement, small pink tongues flicking across their lips, keeping them wet and ready.

Catriana raised an eyebrow at that. He certainly had them trained
, didn’t he?

That music was still playing. It was pleasant enough, but the speakers were
 in her ears, and she didn't know that she wanted to listen to something she had no control over for the entire twelve-hour jet ride.

“Here now,” said Catriana. “Would you mind having your captain turn the music down?”

Albert didn't look up—in fact, he only typed more furiously, his tongue sliding up on one corner of his lip.

The soft music trailing out from the speakers in her seat got a little louder. Catriana opened her mouth to protest again, and then stopped. There was something in the song, something familiar
, like a memory of a great song from her childhood. She tried to focus on it. It was hard, but it was also important
...

The music was nice. Relaxing, in a way. She felt the tension leaving her jaw and then her fingers. The rest of her body began to follow. It was
 a good tune, though she couldn’t quite follow it all the way.

She forgot all about wanting to turn the music down. Why would she want it turned down? The tune was so nice.

Catriana decided, in fact, that she was rather less
 worried about this Stout fellow now that she knew he had such beautiful women in his employ. It made more sense now why he would ask to give her a ride. He was clearly an appreciator of beauty, of art, and there wasn’t a single living life form on Earth who was a greater example of the art of beauty than Catriana.

She was living Beauty—the very corporeal form of an abstract. There was no comparison.

Yes, that made sense.

This song was so nice.

The jet lifted off easily into the air and quickly steadied out, gaining speed. For all their apparent bimbo-like qualities, the pilots he had hired were quite good. There was no turbulence, no shaking, no uncomfortable moment when she thought she might die (which she got about half the time in jets, being on them so constantly for photo shoots).

The soft music continued. One of the pregnant beauties stood up and walked over to Catriana. She was blonde and very busty. No doubt her tits were filled with life-giving milk, just like the other girls. She had on a nametag that read “Mandy!” Her face was lovely, easily model-worthy, although—Catriana noticed with a certain amount of pleasure—not the kind of model that Catriana
 was. Still, lovely though.

Mandy dropped to her knees next to Catriana and opened the small fridge there, pulling out a drink and offering it to the supermodel. Catriana had every intention of saying no—she didn’t need the carbs, after all—but once it was in her hands she found it hard to say no.

Seeing Mandy on her knees—so beautiful, so sweet and soft and busty—
was an image even the stoically abstinent Catriana had trouble ignoring. A soft heat began to warm her chest, and she felt her nipples pushing against the thin layer of her hot blue dress. The soft music pulsed pleasantly into her ears, and suddenly her throat and mouth felt rather parched.

The blonde waited, her breasts heaving in her tiny outfit.

“It’s very yummy,” said Mandy. “You’ll just love it, I know. He puts his best
 drinks on this jet.”

Catriana was quite used to being impolite. It gave her a thrill to completely destroy social moors and do whatever she liked, no matter what other people happened to think. The thoughts of other people concerned as much as did the geometry of ant colonies.

And yet, suddenly, Catriana felt it terribly important to be polite. At least polite enough to take a sip. The drink was orange and tangy, with a hint of something alcoholic. Something very
 alcoholic.

“Oh, my,” she said, taking another sip. “Yes. That’s good, isn’t it?”

Taking a sip was so easy. Sippy sip sip. Have some sips, then lick your lips. Sippy sip sip.

Her thoughts were fuzzy and mercurial, hard to track. More of them than usual, but all so faint...so insistent. Somehow, Mandy already had another in her hand. Catriana looked down at her drink, and was a bit surprised to see that it was gone.

Apparently her “sips” were somewhat more than than standard. The liquid was smooth and hard, and had gone down easily. Her toned tummy blossomed with warmth. She settled further into her seat and took the drink from Mandy’s hand. Her nipples grew even more erect, tenting in her dress. She didn't care. Let them see—her body was phenomenal.

Yes, this was rather nice, wasn’t it? This was the kind of treatment someone like her deserved. Oh yes.

She was being treated perfectly. She knew this for a fact.

“I’d love to know more about your business,” she called across the cabin to Albert. Her voice was soft and pleasant—the tone she reserved for those she viewed more as equals. Though not quite
 equal—obviously, there was no such thing for her.

He was only about seven feet away, and so clearly heard her. And yet he remained busy on his computer, one girl pressed against his body on the side. She seemed to be slinking slowly downward, as if unable to stop herself from sliding to her knees before him. Her hand pushed heavily on his crotch, where a bulge formed, thick and growing larger.

“I said,” Catriana raised her voice, “that I would love to know more about your business. You’ve clearly done well for yourself.”

Albert nodded, waving a hand dismissively. This angered her immediately—no one
 dismissed her—
but there was a sudden pulse of music from the speakers and she sat back down, enjoying the fun, happy rhythm.

He hadn't dismissed her. His business merely wasn't interesting. Why would it be interesting to someone like her? She was so important, after all. So beautiful. She didn't need to think about business.

Much more important than business was this song
.

There were...lyrics? She could swear she could hear them. They were just beyond comprehension. It was strange, because she could hear the sound perfectly. It was just the lyrics that were soft. The balance was off, somehow. She ought to tell him about it.

She sighed, taking another drink. It had emptied again, and Mandy was right there to give her another.

Later, she decided. She would tell him later, after this lovely song. And then she would demand that he play it again.

And then, he would answer all her questions about his...whatever. His stuff and things.

Screens floated down from the top of the cabin, unfolding on robotic arms in front of Catriana and Marcus. She noticed for the first time that the third beauty had been attending her bodyguard—giving him drinks of his own. He wasn’t supposed to be drinking on duty. She raised an eyebrow in alarm.

The music pulsed again.

Oh, well. She shrugged, settling back into her seat. It was just an airplane ride. Nothing could go wrong, certainly.

Sip, sip. Have another sip, let the good times rip. The drink tasted so fucking good
. She crossed and uncrossed her legs elaborately, catching Albert's eye. She drank in his quick gaze, her emerald eyes flashing into his.


That's right,
 she thought. Look at me. Look at how fucking hot I am. I know you'll jerk your stupid cock to me later. I know you won't be able to help yourself. You'll fuck these other women rotten but you'll be thinking of me.


Mandy smiled, leaning over. She really
 had excellent cleavage. Catriana felt a pulse of arousal from looking at the thick, twin globes pressing so hotly together. It had been so long since she had felt heat like that. She lost herself in the sensation, not even bothering to look Mandy in the eyes as she spoke.

“There’s an in-flight movie for you to watch,” said Mandy. Her voice was soft, like a warm flannel blanket. “Something that explains what Mister Stout’s business is about, like you asked. He wants to answer your questions and be polite, but he has so much work to do. You understand, of course.”

“Of course,” Catriana said softly. Understanding was so easy to do. She could understand anything. The screen began to flicker and twitch, and with Mandy standing up, milk-filled cleavage out of view, she found her eyes drawn to it.

What a nice man. Of course he’d explain what his business was about. Catriana had asked, after all, and she was very
 important. No one could deny what she wanted.

A light show began on the screen. There were spirals. And spirals turning into shapes. And shapes...shapes forming words, forming thoughts...


Relax
.

Catriana felt warm and happy, relaxed, transfixed by the display on the screen.


Empty
.

Her mind felt so empty. So ready to be filled. In fact, she felt—


Vacant
.

Yes. The hotel was open, but no one was in the rooms. There was so much free space, so much empty space waiting to be filled, and Catriana could just sit back and watch those swirling, twirling, pretty lights, so pretty, and—

Relax. Empty. Vacant.

Just like that. So easy.

Relaxemptyvacant. Relaxemptyvacant. Relaxemptyvacant. Relaxemptyvacant. Relaxemptyvacant.

Yes it was so nice, there. So utterly perfect, just like her. It was—

Relaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacantrelaxemptyvacant

The drink fell from her twitching, limp hands, but Mandy, such a good girl, was there to catch it.

* * * * *

Slowly, Catriana began to wake. Or rather, she didn't wake
 so much as she simply became more aware
. Consciousness streamed in slowly, a slow-moving assembly line of thoughts and sensations bringing her out of the void. There was drool on her lip and she wiped it away. Her dress was askew, and she tried to re-position herself into a more elegant posture.

There were soft, urgent sucking noises filling the cabin. Eyes flickering, she saw one of Albert's servants, a brilliantly hot brunette, on her knees in front of him.

She was sucking him off. It was totally clear to Catriana. The girl's mouth worked up and down his long shaft, and she moaned, her pregnant belly bouncing up and down on his lap. Soft droplets of liquid-shiny long brunette hair draped around her face, his crotch, as she moaned up and down his incredible rod.

Catriana lurched forward, trying to protest. This was unreasonable behavior. This was insanity!

And yet...her pussy was so fucking wet.

Why was her pussy so fucking wet?

How had she gotten so turned on—more turned on than she could ever
 remember being in her life?

Albert seemed to notice her waking up. He pulled the brunette’s head against his dick, twitching, red flush around his neck and cheeks, clearly shooting his thick, heavy load down her throat. The other girls, noticing Catriana’s wakefulness, stepped forward in front of the scene and leaned over to check on her.

Their pregnant tits flooded her vision, and for some reason, the heat in her pussy only increased. Saliva, unbidden, began to fill her mouth, resting like floodwaters behind the luscious dam of her puffy lips.

Mandy and Zofia. Those were their names, right there on their name tags. She remembered them now. Both had tremendous pairs of cleavage. Catriana forgot all about the blowjob, the strange scene, and just fixated on their incredible breasts hovering right over her. She tried to get up, but both girls pushed her down. Music pulsed happily from the speakers.

“Just relax, Miss Dominga,” said Mandy. “We’ve got it all under control. Master is very satisfied. You don’t need to help.”

“Help?” said Catriana. “I don’t want to...want to help...”

Her eyes floated on Zofia’s breasts. So young. So perfectly buoyant. So...enhanced...by the pregnancy. Catriana's mouth was actually watering, aching to cover their terrifically round surface in the wetness of her saliva, to make them shiny and slippery with her drool.

“Of course you want to help,” said Zofia. “You’re a good girl. Such
 a good girl, and you love to help strong men out.”

“I...do?”

Thinking was very hard. She was a world famous billionaire supermodel, the first of her kind. She certainly didn’t think of herself as a “good girl.”

And yet at those words, her wet pussy pulsed with need, aching for something hard, hot, and furious to fill her up and make her whole. Was
 she a good girl? Did she need that?

And if she loved strong men, why didn’t Marcus fit the bill?

Was he not as strong as she thought? He was certainly unconscious now. He looked completely passed out, sitting on his chair with his limbs totally limp. He was nearly falling out of the seat. No one moved to help him.

“Come now, girls, leave our poor guest alone.”

Catriana’s seat began to straighten upward, no longer reclining. Mandy pressed the button as Albert approached. The other brunette beauty, the gorgeous one who had been sucking his cock, stood off to one side, fixing her make-up in a hand mirror. Her name tag read “Francesca!”

“I’ve been rude,” he said, smiling apologetically. “I haven’t introduced myself fully, and I haven’t introduced my girls, either. As I told you earlier, name is Albert Stout. I’m the founder and owner of NewLife Tech. Have you heard of it?”

Catriana frowned slightly. She had someone take care of all that technology stuff for her. Occasionally she would take a selfie and make the internet go absolutely mad, driving up shares and retweets and likes over a thousand percent.

Usually it was covered in the news cycle, pushing out updates about election coverage or scandals. Experts would be called in to wonder openly about if this meant, finally, that they would get regular photo updates from the gorgeous supermodel. There were petitions in every nation; many of them reached the state level, leading to ambassadors making house calls to her enormous California residence and offering up valuable historical relics for more photos.

But that was all purely for ego. It wasn’t as if she needed that sort of attention to get work. Agencies and companies practically camped out at her front door trying to get her to model for them.

“No,” she said. “I don’t think so. I’m sorry.”

It was the first apology she had said, let alone meant, in over a dozen years. Catriana found apologies only useful for people lesser than her. But it had just come off from her as easily as snow from a drift. It was so easy to be nice to Albert. He was so strong and confident. She had to be nice to him so that he could know how strong he was.

“It’s all right,” he smiled, and she knew
 everything was all right. “You don’t have to know about it now. You will soon enough. Suffice it to say it’s made me very wealthy. Nearly as wealthy as you, as a matter of fact.”

Her eyebrows raised. She felt her pulse quickening. This Albert was...an equal? He would have to be well more than a billionaire to equal her own amassed wealth—between the ridiculous bonuses she claimed from every paycheck for a photo shoot, and the increasing number of stock shares she was paid in for each appearance in whatever media outlet showed her image, Catriana was very easily one of the richest women in the world. Probably the
 richest, if all women already married to billionaires were excepted.

That was interesting, his wealth. She felt a measure of wetness attending her pussy. The music pumped out pleasantly in the speakers next to her ears, filling her mind like a beaker in a lb.

Why hadn’t she noticed how handsome
 he was before? This was so pleasant, so nice, being stuck on this long, long
 plane ride with such a handsome man. She licked her lips slowly and crossed her legs, toying flirtatiously with the diamonds in her cleavage. As she had hoped, Albert's eyes were drawn to each movement.

It felt good
 to have his eyes on her, devouring her form. She loved it.

“These are my assistants. You met Mandy already.”

The blonde curtsied and smiled, giving Catriana another long view of her cleavage.

“And this is Francesca. She’s been my favorite for a while now. Though I think that might change soon.”

Francesca was tall, brunette, and deliciously built, perhaps even better than Mandy. It was easy to see why she had been Albert’s favorite. She did not seem perturbed in the slightest by the announcement that she was no longer her boss’s favorite assistant. Her smile was vapid and permanent, like all of theirs.

“And this lucky girl is my latest acquisition. You might recognize her, in fact. This is Zofia.”

He brought her forward. Another brunette, her breasts smaller than Francesca’s and Mandy’s. Her heritage looked more Eastern European where Mandy was clearly an All-American blonde and Francesca had heavy Latina influence in her genetics. Still, though, Zofia was statuesque and busty, just like the other two. And pregnant. Very pregnant.

“Zofia?” said Catriana, struggling to think. She did
 recognize her from...somewhere? Maybe? Gosh, those drinks had done a number on her. Her mind was mushy and weak.

It was a stark change for her when she was so very used to having the sharpest brain in any given room.  But then, a pretty girl like her didn't really need
 a sharp brain. All she needed to do was look gorgeous, and that was so perfectly easy for her that she hardly needed to do anything
 except sit and exist for a strong man to appreciate her.

“You don’t recognize me?” Zofia asked. Her accent coated her words, just like Catriana’s did, making them ever sexier and more alluring. “We worked on a few shows together. I was a model, like you. Rather famous, too. Though, of course, you never really bothered to look at anyone but yourself.”

“Oh...” Catriana nodded now. “You used to be blonde. They said you...you disappeared?”

Zofia smiled brightly. “I had been dying my hair. Master thought I looked so
 much better as a brunette, and I have to agree. Don’t you agree with what Master says?”

Catriana nodded. Music pumped louder now. Her thoughts were becoming more sluggish. All this talk about Masters. She forgot almost immediately that Zofia avoided the question about her disappearing—and forgot, indeed, that Zofia had
 disappeared.

It was silly to think she had disappeared, wasn’t it? She was right there, standing in front of her, looking oh-so-pretty in those tall heels and that tight dress, her cleavage so shiny and sexy.

“Yes,” she said. “You do look heavenly.”

“Thank
 you, Catriana. I know you’re the authority on beauty. It’s so
 nice to have your approval.”

“You’re our idol, really,” said Mandy. “All of us.”

Francesca nodded. “We all wanted to get into the modeling business because of you. This is a real honor, meeting you. I know I’ve been a fan of yours since your very first cover.”

Her, and the half of the world’s population with an XY chromosome. Still, Catriana smiled graciously, feeling strangely happy and bubbly at the attention. It was so nice
 for these other beautiful servants to know her place above them.

Their devotion made her feel floaty and fun. But not bright. Oh no. Her mind was sleepy. Tired. It was so easy to drift. Her eyes glazed, a little bit of drool sliding down one luscious turn of her chin as she stared helplessly at Zofia's bouncing breasts.

“Come now, girls,” said Albert. “Give our gorgeous guest her space. She probably wants to take another little nap, doesn’t she?”

“I...nap?” Catriana shook her head. “No. I should...walk around. I feel so strange.”

Albert pressed a few buttons on the ceiling, and the screen floated down again. Immediately, Catriana’s eyes were fixated upon it. It was blank, for now, but there had been so much wonder there, so much pleasure...she needed
 to see it again. She had been so close
 to figuring it out, so close to real enlightenment. She just needed...just needed a few more minutes...

“Just lie back now,” Albert said. He was suddenly in front of her, pushing her on the shoulder. His touch was so warm and strong. He was such a Strong Man. “Don’t worry about anything. I usually don’t work this fast, but damn. I saw you and could not pass up the opportunity to try out my new process, you know? You’ll feel smashing in just a little while.”

Catriana didn’t know what he was talking about at all. But it didn’t matter.

It would all be clear in due time, just like he said.

His hands lingered on her breasts as the screen turned on, flicking playfully at her erect nipples. Something distant screamed in her—this first man to touch her like that in her entire life. Touching her breasts
. Tweaking at her nipples
. The material of her dress was very thin, and he could feel everything.

His hands were so strong
...sliding up her chest, reaching at her neck, choking her slightly, making it hard to breath. Her pulse quickened, her cunt falling into an endless pit of wet heat. Fear struck her...

...but then, fear didn’t matter. The screen flickered and spiraled.

The light show began. Her green eyes absorbed the lines and twists and turns and twirls, soft moans leaving her mouth.

All that mattered now was watching the pretty screen again. It was so engaging. So entrancing. So...hypnotic.

Drool slid out from her mouth as her brain shut down, layers and layers of her intelligence and personality being chopped away, spiral by spiral.

Mandy, giggling, wiped Catriana's face clean, and then watched with a heated, wet cunt as Francesca resumed her position beneath their Master, sucking his beautiful cock. Her Master watched Catriana the whole time, intensely focused, witnessing her brain becoming his personal object.

* * * * *

Air whipped around her face, sending her hair everywhere. There were swirling pieces of paper flying through the cabin.

Across from her, she watched Francesca stroking Albert’s cock with gusto, smiling and urging him to cum with soft, sultry words and heavily-lidded eyes. Catriana felt her arousal spike at the sight. It was so good
 for Albert to have someone worshiping him, stroking him, adoring him. That was what he deserved, wasn't it? For being such
 a Strong Man.

Francesca by herself was erotic enough in that tiny outfit, her tits all the way spilled out of it now, pushing hotly against Albert’s chest. Her long legs were a vision from heaven, urging their way into his lap, the tops of her thighs a soft surface for the bottom of his thick cock.

But it was the vision of Albert’s cock, all by itself, that made Catriana's pussy go into a tailspin of need, uncontrollable and unstoppable.

It was tall and gorgeous and thick, covered in a shiny layer of precum. Francesca’s hand was slick with the stuff. Catriana’s chest thumped, heart pumping, as she let out a low animalistic moan. She wanted
 that cock. She wanted that precum. She wanted his cum
.

To her right, barely noticed, Zofia and Mandy were dragging the heavy, mostly unconscious body of Marcus toward the open door of the plane. That’s why there were all the papers and such flying around.

And...and Albert was watching, his cock hard, while Francesca stroked him off. His face was almost tyrannical, eyes burning with cold fury as his slaves worked at his bidding.

Zofia and Mandy brought the body to the edge of the door. Marcus’s arm slid out into the open sky, flapping wildly. He began to wake up, eyes fluttering. The two slaves above him waited, on hands and knees, for the word from their Master.

“Do it,” Albert said to them. Francesca stroked him faster, squealing with pleasure.

Mandy and Zofia nodded and spoke in unison. “Yes, Master. Of course, Master.”

And then they dumped Marcus over the side.

Catriana felt a flit of surprise, quickly drowned out by the sight of Albert’s cock twitched and jolted, hot jets of cum spurting from the head. Francesca, moaning, pushed her head down and caught the next stream in her throat, eagerly swallowing him down.

Catriana's surprise was forgotten. Anything
 that made that cock feel good was perfectly fine by her. They could have shoved three Marcuses out of the plane.

“Wh-where are we?” said Catriana.

“Somewhere over the Pacific Ocean.”

“Oh,” said Catriana. “I guess that means his body will never be found?”

Albert smiled. “I guess so. I don’t take well to being manhandled.”

As Zofia and Mandy closed up the doors, Catriana slipped out of her seat and crawled forward to Albert. From modeling for years, she knew exactly
 how to make her movements and expression as sultry and sexy as possible for his enjoyment at her approach. His cock remained hard, somehow.

What a Man
 he was. Such a Strong
 Man.

Marcus was dead. Who gave a shit? Albert’s cock was right there
, and it wasn’t like he was going to turn her down. Who could? Catriana was the hottest woman on earth, after all, and the hottest woman on earth wasn’t just turned down
 when she wanted to be fucked properly.

Because she did. She very
 much did. Her cunt was pulsing with the need to be filled by one thing, and one thing only—that beautiful giant cock that Albert sported. There was nothing she had ever been so certain about in all her life.

She didn’t care that she was a virgin. She didn’t care that up until this point, no man had ever been good enough to touch her.


He
 was good enough to touch her, that was certain. And she wanted him touching her everywhere.


Crawling close, her hips waving this way and that, she noticed with snide satisfaction that his attention was entirely focused on her. With a dazzling smile, she slid up onto his lap, sliding her panties down off her legs, making no mistake about her intent.

She pushed Francesca aside, who whimpered with a soft, jealous moan that made Catriana’s blood pump even faster. Her superiority turned her on, and she could see from the look on Albert’s face that it turned him on too.

Leaning in, she kissed him slowly and passionately. She had never kissed a man before. Plenty of women had known her kiss—lots of models she was trying to fuck with, to get in their heads so they would mess up their runway walks or photo shoots and so she could elevate herself even more.

But never a man.

Not until now.

It was sensational. His face was rough with sexy stubble, and he tasted minty and fresh. The thick blanket of her hair fell between them, adding even more cushioning between his body and hers, adding on to the soft sensations of her beautiful big tits rubbing against his chest. Cool diamonds rubbed into his neck and chin as she clung herself tighter and tighter to his strong form.

“I need it,” she moaned. “I need it so bad, Sir.”

His cock was insistent on her belly, urging upward. She could feel his precum, sticky and hot, leaking out onto her ten-thousand dollar designer dress. It would be ruined, and she didn’t give a fuck. She wouldn't have worn it again anyway—Catriana hardly ever wore clothes more than once.

She shifted forward and let the hot slides of her labia push against his cock, sliding up and down his shaft.

So close to entrance, and still so far away. Building up her need. It did not dissipate. If anything, it only grew and grew.

“I want you to be my first,” she moaned in his ear. “I want you to fucking take
 me, Albert.”

He looked up at her with what could be considered awe. She felt a rush of pride, knowing that she was really giving him a treat. The hottest woman on earth begging for your cock? What guy wouldn’t get off to that.

“J-just slide up,” he said, pulling at her perfectly shaped ass. “Fuck, you feel good. That’s it. A-and...”

There was a beauty magazine on the seat next to him. Francesca must have been reading it—or one of the other stewardesses. Or perhaps Albert had been. Catriana was on the cover, naturally. There were few beauty magazines left that dared to leave her off the front for very long.

The image was one she had rather liked. It had her dressed in a queen’s garb, complete with crown, robes, and scepter (the robes showed quite a bit of cleavage; there were standards to be adhered to). Beneath her were three very well-developed men kneeling before her, heads scraping the ground.

The caption read: Royal Bummer! Supermodel Queen Catriana Dominga Promises Us That No Man Will Share Her Bed; Promises To Be Virgin For Life.


Her cunt, just hovering over Albert’s cock, right at the point of entry, backed away. He tried to slide her down, his hands desperate and gripping, but Catriana worked out sixteen times a week and was strong all over. She stood up on her precariously tall heels, putting a hand to her head.

God, was she about to have sex
?

She needed help. She had to get off this plane. This wasn’t right. None of this was right.

“What’s going on? Marcus...Marcus, we have to get out of here. Marcus?”

Marcus...Marcus was dead.

Marcus was either dead, or well on his way, perhaps still free-floating down to the surface of the Pacific Ocean where he’d be flattened to smithereens.

“Oh...oh god.” Panic began to enter her voice. She backed away from Albert and his huge, pulsing cock, trying to hide the naked arousal and desire in her face when her gaze fell upon it.

“What are you doing? What have you done? Why am I...why am I so fucking...”

She couldn’t even find the words to finish the sentence. They had been taken away from her by Albert’s program—like so many other things, like the great majority of her resistance. The rest was about to be snuffed out, just like it belonged in the presence of her new Master.

Mandy and Zofia were behind her, smiling and cooing sympathetically. They took her arms and led her back down to her chair. Their thick bellies pushed against Catriana's hips. So fertile. Her body felt limp and weak. The girls were so pretty. It was so hard to say no to them. She wanted to, but she didn’t. It would be so rude to upset them.

“You’re upset, Miss,” said Mandy. Her cleavage was so tempting, and so very right there
. “Have a seat. We’ll take care of everything. Don’t worry. It's confusing at first, but then you really start to enjoy it.”

Francesca slid back up on Albert’s lap, resuming her gleeful, soulful stroking of his cock. After every few strokes, she would lean over and suck him slowly, whispering soft praises at its hardness and girth. Albert watched Catriana being led to her seat, her inability to resist, and Catriana watched his orgasm approaching again.


Such a Strong Man
, she thought again, to be able to cum again so quickly.


And just as she re-entered the range of the speakers—that funny song with those soft lyrics
—and just as the screen floated back down with its fun, pretty, super lovey-dovey amazing spectacular lightshow, as her own eyes reflected the spirals and became glazed and empty—she saw the man who would be her Master cum and cum, watching Catriana’s mind tranced into nothingness and—

worshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadoreworshipobeyadore

* * * * *

The smoke cleared around her thoughts. There was no more mush, no more fogginess, no more swamp-headed thinking. Everything was crystal. All was illuminated.

She was a slave. She was his
 slave. Albert's slave.

She was Master’s
 slave, and there was nothing that would ever change that.

There could not be any fogginess of thought, any doubt in purpose, in swampiness in her mind, because there was simply not enough of her consciousness to do that anymore. He had so perfectly stripped her all of that. Her morality was his pleasure. Her religion was obedience.

And now all she knew, all she had, all she felt was the perfect massive rod that he possessed sliding up and down in her throat.

She knelt before him in the airplane. They had landed long ago, and the girls around her were taking her bags and promising to set her up nicely in her personal penthouse suite right next to Master’s bedroom. That was so nice. She would love to live next to Master forever.

Dimly, she realized that she had been sucking him off for some time now. His previous loads—two or three of them—felt heavy and warm in her tightly toned supermodel tummy. Before, she had been sucking him off with one of those screens floated down from the ceiling right in front of her eyes. Trancing while sucking.

Her cunt twitched at the thought. Maybe if she was a good little girl—

goodlittlegirlsobeyallthetimetheydowhatMastercommands

—if she was good enough maybe he would do it to her again.

As it was, though, she just stared up at him with openly worshipful eyes. Her dress was half-torn off, her breasts exposed. One of the side-effects of watching his magic screens for so long was that some of his program had temporarily burned onto her eyes. The sensational green of her brilliant orbs seemed to swirl and spiral as she stared up at her new God; the effect would go away after a day or so—at least, it would if Master went that long without trancing her. She hoped he wouldn't.

goodgirlslovetotrancegoodgirlslovetotrancegoodgirlslovetotrancegoodgirlslovetotrancegoodgirlslovetotrance

Catriana sucked, moaning loud, her tongue sliding up and down his brilliant shaft. She understood full well that he had hypnotized her, that he had changed her, that her life had forcefully become his. She didn't care. She knew even that he had made
 her not care...and it didn't matter.

Master's control was beautiful. It was everything. It was bliss. And most importantly, it was utterly wrong to deny him, ever.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands sinking deeper into the thick mass of her long black hair. He let out a happy sigh. “You are amazing at that.”

Her pussy quaked at his words, hot blissful thrills of orgasm vibrating through her. They hit her with each syllable, each new cum a hundred times more powerful than anything she had ever felt in the past.

praisefromMasterisblisspraisefromMasterisblisspraisefromMasterisblisspraisefromMasterisbliss

“Get on your back,” he said, voice commanding and amazing. “I want to fuck you rotten.”

Slowly, her mouth popped off his cock, a thick trail of precum and saliva slathered all over her chin, jaw, and exposed tits.

“Yes
, Master,” she nodded enthusiastically, the wetness quickly drying against her skin, making her even shinier than before. “Thank you
, Master.”

Sliding back onto the carpet, she spread her legs wide, holding them in the air with her ass just off the ground. Very quickly, Albert slid up against her, his knees underneath her beautiful ass cheeks, her heels wrapped together behind his waist.

“Please fuck me, Master,” she moaned, every part of her submissive to him. “Please, fuck me right now.”

AllgoodgirlsbelongtoHimAllgoodgirlsbelongtoHimAllgoodgirlsbelongtoHimAllgoodgirlsbelongtoHim

She remembered what she had been, more or less. Famous. A supermodel. Rich. A virgin in every way. Too good for any man.

She was still too good for any man. And she knew
 she was famous because her Master liked it better that way—liked it better that she was rich and a supermodel still, but absolutely belonging to him.

For she had been right all along—and as his cock thrust so hard inside of her, pushing his entire length into her virgin cunt for the first time ever, ripping right through any resistance—she had confirmation of her truth. An orgasm, swift and furious, belted out from her midsection and traveled from her tips to her toes, spreading warm white bliss everywhere inside her body.

The truth was clear: no man deserved her. With her Master's cock inside her, she knew she was being taken by a God
.

AllgoodgirlsbelongtoHim.

He entered her totally, his shaft filling her midsection, making her feel swollen with his size. Her cunt squeezed him as tight as she could—tight indeed, with her workout regimen. The pelvic floor wasn't exactly forgotten in her series of endless body exercises.

The other girls—Mandy, Zofia, and Francesca—all disrobed, save for their tall heels, and joined the fun, sliding around their Master and luxuriating him in the feel of their naked pregnant bodies. Milk splashed from their nipples onto his back and down onto Catriana's body. She loved it. She loved all of it. She loved them
.

“I’m yours,” she moaned. Her heels clicked loudly as he thrust into her. “Yours forever, Master.”

“That’s right.” His strokes were furious and felt endless. “That’s so fucking right
.”

“I belong to you. I belong only
 to you. You deserve my love. You deserve my adoration. You deserve my worship
.”

“You fucking hot slut,” he grunted. “You're my slave now. My property. I deserve
 you. I own
 you. You're going to give me everything
 you have.”

“Y-yes!” she moaned. “All my billions—”

—belongtoHim
—

“—all my Beauty—”

—belongtoHim
—

“—all my mind!”

—belongtoHim
—

“All of me! All of me, Master! All of what is mine is totally, totally yours!”

Albert pulled her into his body, his hips thrusting vigorously against hers. Earlier, he had been shoving his entire length in and out, fucking her soundly, but now his strokes were rapid, sacrificing fullness of length for frequency. It felt just as good, if not better. His head pushed hard on her g-spot, filling her mouth with senseless worship babble, begging him for his babies, his brood, for an entire generation to be bred inside of her body for the devotion of her Master. She needed to have his children, needed to be pregnant with his seed always.


His hand closed on her throat and she gasped, her orgasms hitting her as fast as his strokes powered into her. Each orgasm was couple with a hot clenching of her cunt, so that every time he thrust inside her, she was cumming with the effort of giving him all the more pleasure. Her spiral-stricken eyes were melted like hot syrup, staring up at him with total love. His girls pushed in on his side, Zofia and Francesca, their thick pregnant bellies and milk-heavy tits sliding up and down his side. They begged him to cum in her, to cum in his newest slave, his best slave, his prettiest
 slave—and it was too much, finally.

Heated seed shot from his massive cock like a shotgun blast, spraying against Catriana's entire virgin womb all at once. Her mind exploded in pleasure, her entire body clinging to his, needing him forever. Never had she been so content, so fulfilled, so perfect as she was in that moment, clutching herself to her Master.

With his hot load still brimming inside of her, no doubt making her virgin body ever more fertile, Catriana snuggled up close against her Master.

“You know, Master,” Catriana whispered, stroking his cock with love and attention. “If I send an invitation to any other model, they would be insulting me by not coming. And none of them would dare
 to insult me...” She kissed his ear, her voice urgent and needy. She wanted to watch him breed so many supermodel sluts. “You can enslave every last one of them if you want...”

His cock immediately started to grow harder inside of her. Catriana felt a thrill, knowing she could inspire such lust after such a fuck-session.

He looked down at her and smiled. “That sounds like a terrific idea, my dear. Let me have Zofia fetch you a phone.”

# # #
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Ethan’s life is spiraling out of control. All he wants is to be a good guy. But with his new power to transform regular women into gorgeous, obedient, fertile bimbo slaves with just a look, that doesn’t seem possible anymore. The hot women under his control have enormous breasts with overflowing cups, tiny waists, long flowing shiny hair, and exist entirely in a constant wet state of arousal. Without even trying, he’s gathered two beautiful babes who are utterly willing to service him erotically—and exclusively—in any way he wants. Making it all worse? He’s starting to enjoy it…and he doesn’t seem to be able to stop himself from gathering more baby-making beauties to worship his member, no matter how wrong he knows it is. 

But the girl of his dreams, the inimitably gorgeous Amelia, has received powers of her own, making her super-strong, super-fast, and super-tough. And once she finds out that Ethan has entranced those closest to her, he’s going to have hell to pay…
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For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.



Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:



http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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