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This hot story and series was written as a commission for a wonderful fan. Thank you! 

– N.N.

Nina's line of work had her traveling the world, and she was a natural at languages in the first place. They seemed to fly to her tongue like moths to a flame. 

Now, on the private runway, trying with her boss John Wexington to enter a jet she had chartered for his purposes, she recalled a German word that succinctly described her current experience: fremdschämen. 

It meant, more or less, second-hand embarrassment. 

“I’m sorry?”

Wexington looked at the stewardess keeping him off the jet, confused and starting to become angry. Her name was Sanne. She was blonde and deeply pretty, though not quite tall or thin enough to be a model. A real 9/10 who, in Nina's elite fashion circles, would be little more than a 5. 

In Nina's world, unless you could look absolutely gorgeous no matter what kind of make-up or clothing you wore, you were never going to be more than average. There were 5s, and then there 9s or 10s or the occasional 15 like Svetlana Nilsen. But there was almost no in-between, no 6s or 7s or 8s. 

Nina was a 10 across the board, of course. But she was too smart to model. 

She dressed like a model—stylish in her tiny blue business suit, the pantlegs of her trousers ultra-tight and shaping her incredibly built ass. Her face was gorgeous, angelic, flawless—smooth skin and pouty lips and high cheekbones that would have put her right at home on a high-fashion runway. 

Her blouse, a three-thousand dollar silk number embroidered with delicate floral designs around the significant curvature of her unbelievably buoyant, large breasts. Her jacket tight enough to let anyone looking know how dynamite her figure was. Thick, gorgeous blond hair done up in an elegant business-time bun. 

The three of them—Sanne, Wexington, and Nina—stood outside the private jet at the bottom of its stairs on the runway. Wexington wore an expensive suit and a tremendously luxurious watch, the kind with extra gilding and jewels on it. It was probably worth more than Sanne's yearly salary. Maybe twice her salary.

Nobody had told him no in a long time; certainly not someone like Sanne—a delightfully pretty blonde wearing a just-too-skimpy miniskirted stewardess uniform with a loaded pistol in her hand.

Nina would have been surprised if Wexington had ever seen a gun in person, to be honest. He lived the traditional high-elite liberal life, solving his problems with assistants like Nina (although of course, no one was as good as Nina) or lawyers or publicists. 

“You don’t have to be sorry,” Sanne chirped. Her tits heaved in their tiny confines. “Just leave.”

“I’m the owner of this company. I own this jet.” 

He waved his hands at the approaching models behind him. They took their time, posing for the cameras from the paparazzi that Nina had arranged for them. 

Models were easy to keep happy, you just take their picture and call them pretty until they're bored of it, and then you pay them enough money to afford some ridiculously exclusive gym membership so when they inevitably feel ugly they take it out on a treadmill instead of their employer. 

“You can’t threaten me," Wexington snapped. "I threaten you. I’m the reason you, all this, is here.”

Nina bristled at this slightly. Actually, this was all her doing. Every part of this. The clothing brand (well, mostly a lingerie brand these days after the spectacular failure of their swim and shoe lines) Ophelia's Mystery had been forced to take a year off of television after a wardrobe malfunction last year at their annual primetime fashion show (before Nina's tenure began). You could show Americans people blowing up all day long, but a little bit of a nipple and they lost their minds. 

Nevertheless, they still needed something high profile to catch people's attention around the holidays and get them into the storefronts. People needed to spend. They had too much money and Nina and her employers didn't have enough of it, even though they were all easily within the upper echelons of income earners in the country and therefore the world. 

Those stores were inside dying malls and dilapidated shopping centers, and like gold mines on top of fault lines, they needed to extract as much value out of them while they could. 

Sanne shrugged at Wexington, still smiling brilliantly and holding her pistol like she was taking a picture with her phone.

Strangely, Nina felt herself wanting to fuck this girl, despite everything. It was the emptiness in her eyes, the zealotry. She had been in fashion long enough now that just someone believing in something was hot to her. Sanne's heavy pistol was aimed directly at Wexington's crotch. 

Her pussy was soaking down to her thighs. Nina, seeing the catatonically blissful expression on her face, thought it was probably drugs. 

But if it was drugs, then why was Nina also getting kind of horny watching this? 

And what was that...that smell? It smelled so good. Was it just Sanne's pussy? Her beautiful, hot young pussy. She was probably barely nineteen if that...

“All the same. If you try to come on this aircraft, I’ll have to shoot you. Sorry!” Sanne continued her winning smile. “You understand. It’s just how things are now.”

It didn't seem like Sanne had any further explanation for him. From the look on pretty, empty-eyed face, Nina doubted that Sanne had any further explanation for herself. It seemed that why she was doing this was rather beyond her, other than that she knew she was obediently being of service and that that was all she needed to know. 

Nina's pussy twitched again at this realization. It was so hot, obedience. Why hadn't she thought of it before? So easy to give in, obey, and just be pretty for someone strong...

She took another long, deep breath, trying to steady herself. Instead, the sensation of her arousal only got more intense. 

Sanne was so fucking pretty. Just the kind of girl that Nina liked to bring home and slam her head into the counters while she skullfucked her into semi-consciousness with her deeply hot pussy. 

Nina could see the tormented, strange anger on John’s face. He wanted to push harder, but he could see the deadly conviction on Sanne’s face behind her vacuous, absurdly sexy smile. 

Wexington shook his head, trying somehow to make this situation make sense. He was breathing hard too. It seemed to be taking the wind out of him. With each passing breath, he seemed to lose more and more strength. 

“You’ll...you’ll shoot me if I try to go on...?”

“That’s right. Right in the center mass. Nothing tricky. It won’t even have to be fatal.” Sanne paused, thinking, and then smiling even harder. “Unless you keep trying after that, I mean.”

As they spoke, a shiver of scintillatingly sexy succubi approached across the runway—incredibly gorgeous young women coated in luxury fur coats and brilliant amounts of shiny jewelry. Each one more famous than the last.

Teenage brunette supermodel sensation Tiffany Williams, in front, waved to Sanne and smiled as Sanne waved her onto the jet with her gun. Right behind her was the stunning blonde Anna Maxwell, and then another hot blonde Astrid Hosk. Each one phenomenally gorgeous, dressed in skintight dresses with thick fur coats, and barely noticing Sanne was alive. 

They certainly didn’t care that she was holding a gun on the CEO of their most lucrative employer, Ophelia’s Mystery, the billion-dollar high-status lingerie company that was funding this high-publicity jet tour across America to their largest stores. They just smiled, giggled at one another, and excitedly began to go up the stairs to the jet.

Okay. Nina had to concede this was pretty weird, their not caring about the not-hidden-at-all pistol. And troubling. 

And hot. Fuck, this was a wild time to be horny. There was something in the air...it seemed to intensify as the girls passed, like there was something in their outfits. Not perfume, not quite. Too masculine and heated. 

Nothing at all like this maggot Wexington. He was such a wimp. Why couldn’t he stand up for himself? Sanne had a gun, that was all. A real man would show Sanne how to behave herself. 

“Gi...girls...” said John, groaning as they passed.

He seemed to be having trouble controlling his reactions. What would have normally created an erection for him instead clearly felt like it was shrinking his dick and balls down to nothing, even as he contorted with desire. He hunched over, his knees knocking.

And as they passed, each one of them looked at him with a cool disdain, an open contempt that shut him out. It was a look usually reserved for the lowest of the low—for “fans”, for unsuccessful nobodies, for the kinds of people who couldn’t get a woman like them to even notice them. 

And now they were giving it to him.

It must have been truly brutal. Nina, who had been John's loyal assistant for nearly a year, looked quite sympathetic. In truth, she didn't care about John's problems one way or another. He was a means to an end. 

In the distance, paparazzi were gathering. Veins drew across Wexington's face.

"Listen, lady..." he tried one more time, lamely pawing the air after Tiffany and Astrid and Anna. 

Sanne positioned the pistol right into his crotch. Nina felt her own pussy twitch wildly, as if she was just about to cum. It made no sense, and yet there she was, flushed. 

"I won't warn you again," said Sanne. 

"Can..." Wexington struggled. Sweating. Eyes wide at the pistol's placement. "Can she get on, then?"

He took Nina by the arm and shoved her forward. Whatever heat Nina had been feeling was immediately frozen by his icky, horrible touch. She felt a repulsion to his being that she had never experienced before. 

More confusion now. She had helped this man do plenty of casting couch "recruitments" for modeling deals that never happened. Gathering young women with stars in their eyes and telling them they would be famous in exchange for sexual favors. It worked better when Nina helped, because she was so pretty and people—wrongly—assumed that they could trust her because of how good looking she was. 

Nothing like that bothered her; simply the way the game was played for her own advancement. 

But now, with this scent in the air, his touch had made her steaming hot, wet pussy go as frigid.

"Oh!" Sanne withdrew the gun slightly. She nodded, staring blankly at Nina. "Yes, I think so. Why not? You're really pretty. I'm sure he'll like you."

Wexington continued to hold Nina and dragged her away from the plane. In those spare few seconds, Nina considered snatching the gun from Sanne and pressing it to his temple. How dare he touch her?

He had, in the past, groped her fairly often. Pats, rubs, grips, and squeezes were all part of a normal day. Again, it hadn't bothered her—just the price to pay for proximity to greatness. 

Now, though. The rage she felt was murderous. 

"You need to make this right," Wexington told her, finally letting go of her arm. "Fix it. Find out what's happening. Or else."

She looked back at Sanne, who was cheerfully waving on more models. 

"She's got a gun. What if there are more?"

"I don't care. That's a seven-hundred million dollar investment in that plane, if you count every stop, the jet, the girls, their contracts..." 

He ran a hand through his hair. Some of it clumped away and fell out. He stared at it, gobsmacked. 

Nina felt her heat returning. He was quite proud of his hair for a man of such advanced years, and now just from being in this atmosphere of pure sex, inside the aura of whatever-this-was, it was disintegrating. This continuing humiliation for him, such a lesser specimen of man, was making her wet again. 

He looked back up at her, defeated and furious. "Figure it out, or I cut you off. Entirely. You're out of the game, and I'll make sure you never get back in. Got it?"

* * * * *
[image: image]


SVETLANA HAD ALWAYS known she was special.

Ever since a young age, everyone around her had fallen all over themselves to please her. Once she hit maturity, her womanly curves and timeless beauty rapidly maturing, it was even more pronounced.

By the time she started working as a model, her face was classically gorgeous in all the right ways. She looked European, she looked American, she looked exotic, she looked like everyone's most fantastic desire come to life all depending on her mood and outfit. 

She had always been an item of temptation, an object in the eyes of others. Ever since turning eighteen a few years ago, that had become even more aggressively clear. 

And yet, even so—even with the eyes of billions on her every move, even with her appearance constantly judged, and even with her image firmly locked in the jerk-off fantasies of every man and woman who happened to come across her in real life or just via seeing her in one of a thousand advertisements—she liked it.

In fact, she was beginning to think that she had been born for this.

The eyes of billions on her? Well, why shouldn’t they be? She was five foot eleven, with a perfect 36D-22-34 figure. Her face, Scandinavian to its core, featured full lips highlighted by perfect bone structure and framed at all times by icy blond hair.

Her appearance constantly judged? Fine by her. After all, one of the results of judgment was excelling, which is what she did all the time. And everyone who judged her no doubt also judged themselves and found their pathetic, inferior selves deeply lacking in return.

Locked in wet dream fantasies of the minds of others? Also more than delicious; simply scrumptious. All the better to endlessly manipulate and antagonize the world around her.

Her insta feed was full of pictures of her in luxuriously skimpy outfits, always paired with some meaningless platitude.

Dressed in a string bikini while lounging on a beach in Ibiza. You matter if you think you do.

Wearing a (real, of course) fur coat, sipping champagne in a limousine. Take charge of your destiny.

Backstage at a concert receiving a lovestruck private recording from a trendy band. Believe.

It soothed some dark, wicked impulse inside her to act this way. To present this unerring dissidence between a perfect, charmed life untouched by hardship or struggle, and to announce how important abstract concepts like “hard work” or “determination” or “focus” were. Those things mattered to her about as much as the names of stars in the sky.

But all the same, people constantly called her brave. They said she spoke out on behalf of women everywhere; they said she had politics and beliefs and values.

Svetlana had none of those things; instead, she had a seven-figure bank account (several of them, actually) and a closet full of XS and 00 clothing that could have purchased homes for half the world’s homeless population.

And this was one of the biggest reasons why—in addition to finally spending some time with other people who understood their superior place in the world—she was looking forward to riding in a jet today. It always drove it home for her, seeing all those plebes so many thousands of feet below her. Where they belonged, looking like the ants they were in her presence. 

She liked their suffering; she liked their misfortunes. Homelessness, starvation, calamity, war. Cruelty was the point. Why else was she as beautiful as she was other than to deny the pleasure of her close intimate contact to others? 

Even if someone was worthy of her—hardly possible, but an interesting hypothesis—wouldn't an incredible amount of their pleasure be derived from taking her "off the market," so to speak? Wouldn't they be getting off to knowing that they had exclusive rights to the world's most pristinely pure, perfect pussy?

Everything else she believed was spun out from that simple thought.

It was just too bad she wasn’t able to truly indulge in these impulses with others. Other rich, gorgeous women on her level mostly just cared about their status—protecting their spot, tearing down new pretty girls before they became problems or rivals, wiping away the blackness of their souls with the tears of their lessers. 

For this flight of the elite, there was at least one assistant for every single supermodel present, and not nearly enough bathrooms or private corners for them to hide from the soul-thrashing they would receive simply for existing nearby deeply vain, sadistically insecure beautiful women.

It was really fun, encouraging their misery. She remembered fondly how she had convinced a promising young model to become her assistant. The girl had been barely three months younger than herself. Svetlana persuaded her to quit the modeling business, get pregnant with her boyfriend, get married, get divorced, and put the child up for adoption in less than a year’s time. One of her first projects. 

She had fired the girl, of course. An assistant who let herself get pregnant? So gross.

She’d heard, from time to time, rumors of male billionaires holding hunting competitions where they hounded purposefully-shipwrecked men on private islands. What fun! One day, she would have to figure out how to be invited. With how she looked and moved, she was sure she could make it happen.

Today, she would make six figures just from walking onto a private jet and posing once or twice for photographers. Then, tomorrow, she would make another six figures by walking on the other kind of runway a few times. 

It was easy. Elegant. Exclusive. Everything that life should be for a beautiful woman like herself. 

Her blood was up. She must have been horny, thinking as much as she was of hunting and superiority. Normally, it took her a few days to work up to an orgasm. She had been told by a doctor, before she fired her, that she was medically frigid. Everything cold between her legs, requiring quite a bit of build-up to get anywhere good.

Of course, they had been right. But today, Svetlana felt positively warm. Ever since she had put on this fur jacket that the Ophelia's Mystery people had supplied for her, she had felt...

How had she felt? What was even the word? 

She would say it was happy, but she wasn't watching anyone be hurt emotionally or physically, so it couldn't be that. That was her only source of true joy, after all.

Warm? Sort of fuzzy, pleasant, and turned on? What did you call that? Perhaps she would consult the internet later.  

There were other girls out on the runway waiting to get on the jet. No sense in sharing the spotlight. She waited, smoothing down a sleeve and adjusting her sunglasses. 

Svetlana looked fantastic, of course.

They were expected to have their photograph taken at all times. As such, they had been instructed to wear a sort of uniform—tight fur jackets, thigh-high suede boots, tight jeans. Their tops were left up to them. Most had worn some version of a bralette, like Svetlana had—pale gold and rose in color, the fabric clinging to her tight torso and lifting up her sumptuous tits like a delicious meal. Everyone’s hair in hot, layered bombshell fashion.

She paused as she walked by the last window before stepping out onto the runway, admiring her beauty. Flawless, of course, always. Totally Instagram ready.

Perfect. I’d fuck me. I’d put me in a vault.

No doubt, Svetlana thought with a smile, there would be some silly new blood who thought she could get away with wearing her hair in a low pony and maybe even wearing a turtleneck to cover up the marks left by a lover.

Svetlana had never had a lover. She was interested in the idea, but truly, who could love her? Who was even worthy?

She thought of her last, pathetic paramour, a senator’s son with the body of a Greek god and the mind of a gilded doorknob. He had complained after she made him pose while she used a vibrator and noise-cancelling headphones to supply her own soundtrack, whimpering that “it hurt my feelings” and he “felt used.”

What a pussy. She’d laughed herself to sleep after kicking him—fully nude—onto the street.

He showed up again, of course. They always did. Begging for more, begging for release.

Hah! She scoffed to herself as she strutted onto the runway. Let them beg! Let them all beg and plead and weep and moan! She liked it. Loved it, even. Raw power coursed through her veins, intoxicating in its purity, its potency. 

So, who was worthy?

No one she had met so far, anyway.

Svetlana adjusted her bralette again, lifting the perfect globes of her C cups higher, and walked before the gathered photographers to pose.

As the camera flashes went off around her, she smiled and sneered in equal measure, loving that all eyes were on her. Just as they should have been. She could make whatever face she wanted in front of these fools. They all thought it was for show. She could show the true, deep, misanthropic darkness in her soul, and they'd put it on a magazine cover and celebrate her natural beauty. 

They should. She would ruin their careers if they didn't. 

Fuck you, she thought. Eat shit. I make more money than you. And you. And you. I'm so much better than you. And you. And you. God yes. I'm incredible. 

Finally she turned away. As she did, she watched Wexington stumble past without even saying hello. He seemed to notice Svetlana out of the corner of his eye and then redoubled his pace, getting quickly away from her, batting his fingers in front of his face like Dustin Hoffman in Rainman.

A little odd. But perhaps he didn’t want her pumping him for another million dollar bonus to appear in this month’s issue of his magazine. He put on a big show, but really he was just a big bag of hot air. Svetlana did whatever she wanted with him, whenever she wanted. She did that with everyone.

She only really noticed the strangeness in the air when she approached the jet proper, walking past the catatonically-smiling stewardess and elegantly strutting up the stairs in her five-inch heels.

The interior of the jet felt... off somehow. Different. Usually jets felt cold and clinical. This one felt like a second womb , a cocoon of silk and warmth and softness.

It smelled like the fur jacket smelled. Warm, fuzzy, pleasant. Horny. She was sure of it now; she was feeling horny. And for some reason it felt like the plane was horny.

Was it, truly, the same smell as her fur? She inhaled deeply, trying to think. Trying to remember. It was very hard for pretty girls to think, and she was the prettiest girl, so it was naturally the very hardest for her. 

She remembered that had been put off by the smell at first, when she tried it on. At very first. It almost immediately snaked its way around her brain, and felt like an irreplaceable part of her existence. 

It was the same thing now. The scent filled her nose, made her already erect nipples strain. Her pussy, already moist from the feeling of having eyes on her sensational body outside, almost gushed with excitement. 

“Svetlana!” cooed a supermodel peer wearing tights and a skimpy white top, Erika, waving her over to a far aisle in the jet. “They’ve got Chardonnay chilling for us, darling.”

Erika, a gorgeous Scandinavian blonde (though from Finland and not Norway, like Svetlana) had been something of a mentor to Svetlana. Over the year-plus of Svetlana’s ascent to the top of the modeling world, Svetlana had fucked her up thoroughly and she now acted much more like Svetlana’s assistant, if a bit senior to Svetlana's actual assistant (whom she never bothered to learn the name of). 

“Perfect,” Svetlana purred. “And my special sunglasses?”

Erika paused, a frown etching her smooth forehead. “Special sunglasses?”

Svetlana rolled her eyes. 

“My Fendi aviators. The ones with the diamond-encrusted frames? Custom? I had them flown in from Dubai last week for this exact occasion?”

“Oh, those.” Erika’s frown deepened. “I—”

She was cut off as the door to the jet slammed shut at the front of the jet and locked with a solid click. Svetlana, naturally, had arrived last. 

To her credit, Erika barely flinched, instead turning it into a casual stretch, but Svetlana noticed. And she liked it. Erika’s constant fear of consequences Svetlana divvied out was one of the highlights of their relationship, besides coercing Erika to eat her out for hours at a time while Svetlana watched videos of herself. 

They sat down and were instantly delivered glasses of champagne from another catatonically-smiling stewardess in a tiny skirt. Svetlana thought little of it. Inferior women were always catatonic around her for one reason or another, fear or lust. 

“Something wrong, Erika?” Svetlana purred.

Usually, by now, Erika would have been chatting her ear off. Instead, she seemed distracted. Her face was flushed, and despite the warmth of the cabin she was bundling herself tight with her jacket. 

Svetlana looked around. Other girls were doing the same with the fur. Nearby, Tiffany Williams and Astrid Hosk had their jackets off, holding hands with their legs interlocked, rubbing each other's furs in the other's beautiful face. Anna Maxwell, rubbing her own fur up inside her dainty top, took video with a phone. 

Erika licked her lips and locked eyes with Svetlana. "Nothing. Nothing is wrong. I'm so sorry about those sunglasses. You know I'll pay for them myself to get them if I have to."

"I know."

"It's just...don't you feel it? The air?"

Svetlana wanted to mock her. Erika was being quite vulnerable, after all, and vulnerability required from Svetlana incredible derision. 

Instead, though, she nodded. 

"I...do." She licked her lips. "I feel...funny."

"I feel horny," Erika giggled. 

Millions of men all over the world would have given up their life savings to hear Erika say that, in that tone, the way she had just said it to Svetlana. 

Svetlana looked again at Tiffany and Astrid. They were hugging now—nope, no, actually, they were kissing and Anna was pushing up behind Astrid kissing her neck as Astrid necked with Tiffany. 

"I feel really horny," said Erika. "Do you remember, how like, last month in Berlin, you let me..."

Svetlana did. But that was after weeks of begging on Erika's part. No matter how good Erika looked in her tiny white bralette and fur, there was no way Svetlana would abandon her principles now.

"Sorry, darling. It's just not the time."

"Right." Erika nodded. "Of course. I'll just...I'll just go ask Anna. About...about the time..."

She sauntered down the aisle and collapsed in front of Anna, tugging at the blonde's jeans and then furiously biting at her panties until they snapped off. 

None of the other girls seemed to notice, not even Tiffany and Astrid who were right there. They, like everyone else, were too self-obsessed with their own little love story. Down the aisle, past them, Svetlana saw another model stuffing the fur sleeve into her assistant's mouth and wrapping her legs around her fur-covered lips. 

Well. 

This was out of the ordinary. Perhaps everyone was just...nervous?

For whatever reason, all of this behavior didn't terrify Svetlana or even especially bother her, outside of not being the focus of attention. And even that drive felt chilled. They were all just pretty girls, after all. Yes, the prettiest one mattered the most, but like the way that the shiniest trophy on a rack mattered.

Svetlana reclined back into her seat, closing her eyes as the plane began to taxi down the runway. She would get to the bottom of this strangeness soon enough. There was no hurry.

Her nipples tented in the tight silk fabric that encased them. She touched one and, startled, let out a little giggle. 

That felt...

She touched it again, flicking it just slightly.

That felt good.

She giggled again, surprised at the sound. She had never giggled before. In fact, there wasn't a lot of sound at all in the plane, despite being full of beautiful women who were all under the age of twenty-five. Just a lot of moans. 

She waited, listening. 

And giggles. Lots of those. A lot of giggly, moaning supermodels probably playing with themselves or instructing others to play with them. 

Inhaling this strange, wonderful smell that surrounded them. Feeling their perfect, hyper-fit bodies. 

She pinched her nipple, and gasped. Moaned. Shifted and writhed in her seat. 

Fuck. Fuck. That felt great.

Maybe if she kept going? There wasn't anyone in the aisle around her. They were all making out well behind her. She could keep going and just...just see what it felt like.

Maybe she could even...

She pinched it again. Her other hand slid down to her panties, under her tight jeans.

She could...she could...

Another squeeze. God, it felt so. Good!

Maybe if she kept going, she could even cum?

She inhaled deeply, the thought of her impending orgasm deeply satisfying. Like she'd had some kind of epiphany.

Yesss...she could cum. 

"Like a good girl..." she whispered. "Good girls cum..." 

* * * * *
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NINA HID IN THE JET'S aft bathroom, feeling stupid.

Nina wasn't stupid. 

Models were stupid. They were vain and self-obsessed and, really, who could blame them? They had to be hot for money. Being vain was like a security guard doing target practice in their spare time; it was acting out of self-interest to make sure they stayed in the business. 

And stupid, well. So what? It's not like they needed education to be the arm-candy of some millionaire or billionaire later in life. Half the girls were recruited before they finished high school, and it wasn't like it was hard for them to seduce their private tutors into giving them straight As just for smiling pretty. 

But Nina wasn't stupid. She knew something was up, here. 

And, not being stupid, she knew that figuring it out wasn’t really her job. It wasn’t something she even felt especially compelled to do. If someone wanted to turn a jet full of gorgeous women into massively sex-obsessed bimbos, that was fine by her so long as she wasn’t involved and it didn't interfere with her own plans.

But now, thanks to Wexington, she was involved. And her job was at stake. Her job was everything to her; she was nothing without it. Her whole reason for living was to advance in the fashion industry and to become as powerful as possible, and Wexington’s threat put that aspiration at risk in its totality.

So she had to fix it, and she had to be smart about it. 

First of all, she had to do something about that fucking fuck-scent. 

Traveling all the time had given her a lot of reasons to have a mask handy. People were constantly sick, everywhere, and she couldn't afford to take any time off. So the moment she saw or heard someone cough or sneeze while traveling, she would pull out a mask from her Hermes bag and wear it until she was safely inside her home or hotel with an air purifier running. 

Somehow, Wexington's touch—as revolting as it was—had returned to her some measure of sanity. Something in the air was making them all crazy. Lusty, distracted and distractable, eyes glazed and pussies wet. 

Even that fucking ice-queen Svetlana was looking loopy with lust, for god's sake! Something was happening. The only time she had seen Svetlana horny was when a gaggle of models she was leading happened to see a pedestrian walloped by a truck. She tried to play it off as fear, but everyone knew what her flushed cheeks and fully erect nipples were about. 

That bitch was the hottest thing alive. And she had her pick of the litter from anyone else, male or female (though she exclusively fucked girls, from what Nina had heard, despite constantly toying with the affections of men). And despite professionally being hot around professionally hot women, Svetlana was never lusty, horny, aroused, or even marginally excited. 

Except for that one time—seeing someone annihilated in traffic. 

And. Now. Today. Wearing the same kind of fur jacket that all these girls wore and who all seemed to think were those weird cuddlefuck body pillows that weebs bought in Japan. 

Nina's mask was an N95, supposedly capable of filtering out most of all the harmful particles this world could throw at her. It fit her face smoothly, adding to her natural angles and not disguising the fact that she was still stunning. Wearing it in the bathroom, where there was a filtration fan running, and where she had turned on her own portable air purifier, she hoped perhaps that somehow the strange lusty miasma would dissipate as they gained altitude. 

Maybe like, cabin pressure and like, atmosphere? She wasn't a jet scientist. 

She just hoped and stayed in there until the jet had completely taken off. None of the stewardesses bothered her. She had some doubts as to whether they were still conscious and, if so, whether they knew what their responsibilities were. The last one she had seen had been fucking herself with the head of a champagne bottle, muttering to herself about how badly she needed to beg to suck cock.  

Nina, waiting in the bathroom, tried to review the facts, finding the process calming despite these insane circumstances: 


-  There was some kind of scent in the air making women deliriously horny and making men fearful and weak. 

-  Along with two women pilots and three stewardesses, there were seventeen high-profile models on board this plane, including the world’s most famous model—Svetlana Nilsen. 

-  The stewardess Sanne had seemed as though she was obeying orders of some kind. 

-  The many models arriving, all wearing similarly luxurious furs that positively emanated that scent, did not care at all that Sanne had been wielding a pistol at their boss.


Outside the bathroom, she could hear just over the white noise of the jet the collective moans and gasps of the gathered models. Nina, however, seemed to remain unaffected. 

Like, yes, so far while she was waiting for the jet's flight path to stabilize, she had cum repeatedly thinking about the untold, impossible power of whomever it was that could be controlling this many women at once. 

And yes, she had pushed her cunt against the door of the bathroom, using the vibrations of its take-off to guide her to higher and wetter climaxes. 

But that was perfectly normal. Any woman would do that in her situation. 

That was as much information as she had been able to gather so far, though. To find out what was really happening, she’d have to investigate—and that meant stepping out of the relative safety of her cum-cave.

The bathroom. It wasn't a cum-cave, even if she had been using it as one, and even if she could really use another cum. 

Like...

Her fingers slid across her chest. She wished she could lick her fingers to make it easier to slide them into her pussy, but she had her mask on for some reason. She just needed a minute, just a few moments, just like another thirty minutes of hard, satisfying cums thinking about Him, thinking about Daddy, thinking about the man to beat all other men... 

She heard some kind of deep, cosmic thrumming from outside. A kind of voice, only it was all steely, glinty, it commanded her...

Time felt like it skipped for her. When she came back to herself, her face was flushed, her fingers wet, her thighs slick with her juices. 

She had been cumming. She giggled. That was so cool. 

She caught her reflection in the mirror. 

Oh, that's right. She took off her mask a few cums ago to lick her fingers so she could stick them in her pussy. 

Should she have been worried that she forgot that? 

She was a silly girl. She was very pretty, and everyone knew prettiest girls were allowed to be the stupidest, even though Nina knew she was very smart. 

What about that mask, though? 

Well. She had tried to put it on. Didn't that count? It was still in her little coat pocket. That must have offered some protection, right? What good was it if you had to keep it on the whole time you used it? She had such a pretty face. 

She really needed to show it to the others. Maybe they would let her be a model? She was stupid enough to make it work, she hoped. 

Summoning her courage—and softly gripping one nipple just for one last euphoric taste of heaven—she stepped outside into the aisle. 

Before her, the scene was one of incredibly refined, elegant debauchery. The models groped and fondled themselves, fingers slipping under designer panties to probe, probe, probe. Tiffany, Astrid, Anna, and Erika were lost in a hot tangle of limbs with one another, prone-boning in some kind of conjoined sixty-nine position. 

Around them, watching, other girls humped the armrests or their own fists or the faces of their assistants or other models, their moans loud in the cabin. Models who were normally paragons of poise and decorum were now pawing and moaning over each other like animals, lost in an ecstasy haze. Their pants all gone. Their panties mostly gone. Their tits out, covering each other in champagne. 

Nina took a deep breath, glad that she had her mask in her pocket to protect her if she really needed it, if things got truly out of hand. 

Now was not the time to cum, as sweet and glorious and justified as it would be. Instead, she slowly made her way down the aisle, trying to find the source of this sweet, delicious madness.

For...why, again?

Reasons. Right. She had some good reasons. No reason to think about her reasons. That was silly.

She giggled. Nearby, a few other models giggled as well, just because Nina had. That was so cool. She was one of them already.  

At the head of the aisle, overlooking the crowd of orgiastic models, was one of the most intensely ugly men Nina had ever seen. Overweight, hairy, his nose crooked and his teeth yellow. 

At his side sat Svetlana Nilsen, calmly and elegantly holding down Clara West’s gorgeous, perfect face as he stuffed it full of his cock. 

Nina knew Clara as a world-famous cheerleading influencer, one of the top gets for any modeling agency. They had been trying to pick her up for months now, ever since she stormed on the scene. 

She was, despite all that success, now clearly just a cocksucking skullfuck-piece for Svetlana to enjoy on her new man's cock. 

“Please,” said Svetlana. Her eyes shining bright blue. “Show me again? With her?”

She pointed to a model nearby, a young thing named Abbey York. Petite and dark-haired and normally quite haughty, at the moment she looked scared and somehow less affected by the insanity that had filled the jet. 

He turned to Abbey. His voice changed. It had that glint that Nina had heard earlier. 

“You’re my sex slave. You’re madly in love with me, and will be for the rest of your life. You know you have absolutely zero worth unless I’m happy with you.”

Abbey—an arrogant blonde British babe if ever there was one—lost all her arrogance in an instant. She dropped to her knees so hard that Svetlana thought she might have hurt herself, and immediately nuzzled her head into Mark’s feet.

She shook. She was crying. And cumming. She was crying and cumming, holy fuck. 

Her mouth moved constantly, but she was too afraid to speak. 

“Go ahead,” he said. “You can talk, but keep it quiet.”

“Please...please. Let me show you. Oh fuck. Please...”

She wore a five thousand dollar outfit. Even so, she whimpered with orgasmic satisfaction as he nodded and she began to lick the laces of his worn-through tennis shoes. 

Nina felt herself getting wetter, despite herself. She had always been the one in control. Always in charge of her life. But this...

It was mesmerizing, and Nina felt herself getting wetter by the moment.

“Do you understand?” he said to Svetlana.

“I do,” said Svetlana. She started pumping Clara’s head up and down his cock faster, harder. Eagerly fervent. “I love it.”

He grunted, looking at her with lust on his face. “Oh yeah?”

“Oh yes, Master. Your power turns me on.” said Svetlana. “Don’t you see? I so obviously deserve to be first among your slaves, Master. Clara is so willing to do anything I say. And she should be. I’m so much prettier than her, don’t you agree?”

He looked close to cumming. Nina felt her pussy convulse wildly, thinking of his pleasure, but that was perfectly normal for a good girl like her. Every sexy woman alive would have done the same. 

“Keep talking like that,” he said. “Fuck. It’s so hot.”

“I know she’s been your girlfriend for a while now. And it’s so sexy how you’ve used your power to earn her so many contracts. But don’t you think, you know, that those contracts could be mine instead? Don’t I deserve it more than her? Don’t I deserve your cock more than her?”

Using Clara’s skull, Svetlana stroked her Master harder and harder as she spoke. 

“Of course you do,” he groaned. “The world would be a better place if you were the face of everything. If we made everyone more like you.”

Nina felt her pussy twitch at the thought of a world filled with gorgeous supermodels like Svetlana. It was sooo sexy. 

She had to act fast before she lost her ability to process any more information entirely.

Svetlana, meanwhile, continued apace. “Shouldn’t I be your number one, Master? Shouldn’t I be the best?”

“Fuck, yes. Fuck, you should have my cock. Fuck, fuck, fuck, Svetlana, you are so much hotter than her. So much more deserving. ”

Nina knew she had to think fast. If Svetlana was acting like this, then whoever this man was, he was someone with power. Someone with substance.

Nina almost came again as she watched, but she held it in. It wouldn’t do to tip her hand so early. Instead, she would bide her time. This was not a battle to be won rashly; no, this would require the precision of a surgeon and the cunning of a spy. 

And if she played her cards right, she could still come out on top.

“Tell them, my love?” Svetlana said. “Tell them all? Let me hear it? Let me enjoy your voice again? Tell them they need to worship me. Please?”

Mark shoved Clara off his cock and slipped Svetlana on top of him, entered her and groaning. 

He spoke, and his voice had some incredible, steely glint. Nina felt it more than she heard it. 

Svetlana is my number one girl. Do what she says from now on. Clara was never my number one girl. It was always Svetlana. Forever. You obey Svetlana more than anyone, except for me. 

Nina felt her soaking pussy spasm at the commanding, authoritative voice. It was so hot, so sexy. The way he effortlessly bent these women to his will, made them cum and cum and cum and then spread themselves open for him. She could think of nothing else but pleasing him, and pleasing him through Svetlana. 

Svetlana, who was so perfect. Svetlana, who was so obviously his number one. Svetlana, who deserved his cock and therefore Nina’s love. 

“Fuck,” Nina moaned, dropping to her knees. “Oh, fuck. Fuck!”

And then something incredible happened. Were she not so focused on what truly mattered—feeling Mark-approved pleasure and thinking of how amazing he and Svetlana were as a couple—she might have been stunned by it. She might have done something to stop it purely by instinct. 

But she no longer owned her instincts.

The air around her swirled with hot pink energy. Nearby, the armrests of chairs melted down into the seatbelts, themselves melting into the chairs, which melted down into the floor. Despite how they crumpled and pooled, there was no heat—only dense, forceful energy that sucked the solidity out of everything around her. 

Lights fizzled off. A warm, pink sphere surrounded her, casting its light on the women nearby. 

Svetlana, fucking Mark, sneering and smiling, turned to see what was causing the strange sudden lightshow. 

“Hey, you!” Svetlana’s voice was layered with hot, orgasmic, indulgent pleasure. “Cut that shit out! We’re flying, idiot. We're in a big metal tube!”

Immediately—not knowing how—Nina stopped the accumulation of strange energy. She had to obey Svetlana. It was so important to obey her; the only person she needed to obey more was Mark himself.

Underneath her knees was now a small indentation in the aisle, much like a crater.  

Her heart raced—how had she even done that? What was happening here?

Mark’s eyes narrowed, and he slowed his thrusting into Svetlana. “What was that?” he said. “Who did that?”

Svetlana turned her head, and Nina saw the coldness in her eyes. She hadn’t meant for that to happen—she hadn’t known she could do that.

“It...” stammered Nina. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Shut up,” Svetlana said, her voice imperious. Furious that something had interrupted her fuck. “Just...shut up.”

“Don’t do anything else, babe,” Mark said to Nina. “Just let me finish up here.”

He turned Svetlana back to look at him, taking her by her beautiful chin.

Lighten up, gorgeous, he said, his voice glinting again, and came inside her. 

Svetlana smiled, cumming with him, throwing her hair back. She clung to him deeply, needily, frantically, aching for every part of him like—and Nina thought it was strange to even think this—but like a real live woman and not a horrible cold-blooded succubus. 

The change was dramatic and obvious. Before, the only warmth in Svetlana was seen through her sadistic glee. Part of her intense beauty had been the deep, stark, arctic coldness she portrayed and always the haunting promise that maybe she could warm up if you bought this product, or took her to this dinner, or bought her this jewelry, and so on. 

Now, in her eyes glimmered the blazing sparks of real, true empathy and desire—entirely focused on Mark and his pleasure. 

Mark did not seem to notice or care; he just wanted one less headache in his harem. Having cum in Svetlana, he slid her to one side unceremoniously, dropping her on top of Clara. Disposable, no matter what he had said about her being number one. 

Soon, he towered over Nina; her heart thudded in her chest as he took in every single one of her post-orgasmic curves. Heat suffused her cheeks, and—despite herself—Nina felt herself blushing redder and redder by the moment. 

“You don’t remember me, do you?”

She shook her head.

Svetlana joined Mark, sliding into one side, wrapping her long thin arm around his fat belly. Clara obediently crawled up to his other leg and held him tight. 

“This girl,” he chuckled, pointing at Nina. “I wondered if this was all you. It’s about time you showed up again.”

“Sir?” said Nina.

“Master,” Svetlana snapped. “Get it right.”

She nodded. “Yes, of course. I’m sorry, Master. I don’t understand.”

“You gave me this power,” he laughed. “The first thing I did was tell you to give me as much of it as I wanted, forever."

"I don't understand."

He shrugged. "Whatever. It doesn't matter. You belong to me, yeah?"

Nina nodded eagerly. 

"Then stay there and spread your legs."

She did—and he got down on the ground, shoving her open and pushing himself up inside of her with no ceremony whatsoever. Still hard—furiously hard, despite just cumming inside of the world's most beautiful supermodel—he began to fuck Nina with abandon. 

His cock entering her awakened something inside of her. 

And not just nonstop, endless, permanent lust and obedience for everything that he was and would be. 

No, instead, she felt her mind unlocking, every block to her memory repression dissolving before an ocean of mind-warping acid. 

Sometimes, over the past year, she had been asked where she came from or what her childhood was like or what events had actually made her not want to be the model she so clearly and easily could be. 

Always, she had been able to effortlessly guide the conversation away from such topics. She did it with such automatic ease that she hadn’t even known she was doing it. It just made sense to her that directly answering any questions about her origins didn’t serve her true purpose, which was to accrue as much power as possible in the fashion world. 

Why that was her purpose was unknown to her, but she didn’t truly care. It just felt good having a purpose, and she had been around enough listless people to know that there was almost nothing worse for a driven person like herself than not knowing what her goals were.

Mark fucked her. Gripped her heavy tits tight, his big paws still no match for the way they overfilled his palms.

He fucked her, and she remembered a cosmic existence.

Her mind was human now, despite the power she wielded. She no longer had the right words to describe what she truly was, nor the power of imagination or recall to know the full extent of her existence as it had been. She saw only what a human saw, only in three dimensions and one narrow spectrum of the wavelengths of light. 

The best description that came to mind was some kind of intergalactic genie.

Traveling between one dimension to the next. Possessing the incredible power to change a person’s life for the better, to show them the kindness that the world had never delivered. 

When she found Mark, what she saw was a bullied, ostracized creep. Yes, he was ostracized for a reason—that reason being he was, truly, a creep of the highest order. But wouldn’t that be mitigated, perhaps even completely alleviated, if he were to be shown the highest kindness of all?

Nina had the power to give him power, and so she did. 

And the first thing he did?

Get on your knees and worship my cock with everything you’ve got.

She’d had no choice. She had made sure she had no choice. She thought he would use his voice for simple, fun things. Free ice cream from the local shop. An easy tutoring session with a coed cutie. A chance to go on a date with the prom queen. 

Instead, within moments, he had transformed her from a dimension-hopping goddess into a cock-slobbering slut begging to breed for him. 

She loved it. 

He made her love it, and she loved that too. 

It was all she could think about, after all. 

Mark’s cock and the power it represented.

His orders had continued. 

You’re going to make sure the hottest women in the world come to me and do what I want. You’re going to arrange it. That’s your life now. Just gathering supremely hot bitches for me.

And it was. So she had woken up a few days later, in a daze, having magically given herself a penthouse apartment and a seven-figure wardrobe in downtown LA and New York, as well as a job as an executive assistant at the top modeling agency in the world. She could have easily been a CEO, but, well, they hardly ever got anything done. She had observed enough of this realm to know that it was their assistants who did all the real work. 

Nina realized for the first time that her face was being fucked into something soft and wet, the bridge of her nose sliding and sticky. 

Oh. It was pussy. It was Svetlana’s pussy. She was so fucking sexy. Nina must have been arranged this way because Mark wanted her to eat Svetlana out. 

Immediately, she began to oblige him. 

Svetlana moaned, and Nina felt her own pussy throb in response. 

She was so wet. She loved serving Master, loved the feeling of his massive cock inside of her as he fucked her so hard that her own tongue would have fucked Svetlana’s pussy without any real effort on Nina’s part. Of course she still did give the effort, because effort was hot.

Technically, Mark still had some number of wishes left for Nina to grant. 

But Nina no longer cared. Partly because numbers were hard for a good girl like her. Was it two left, or two hundred? Did it really matter?

Mostly she didn’t care because any limits on Mark’s power were even stupider than she was, and she was a deeply pretty girl so of course she was truly stupid. 

Instead of limits, now she was here, in the thick of things, eating out this gorgeous woman most people had only ever seen in glossies and sending shivers up her spine as Master fucked both of them, hard and without mercy. 

That was all that mattered.

She licked hungrily, not just at Svetlana’s cunt but at her own life. How good it tasted, to serve the Master and be a part of his harem. 

It was so good. 

So.

Good!

Surrounding Mark was the entire flight full of supermodels, naked and smiling and worshipful. He owned every last one of them, thanks to his power. 

Nina licked and lapped at Svetlana's wet pussy like she was starving, her tongue darting in and out of the hot, tight folds. Her face was covered in a sheen of sweat as she focused on pleasuring the woman, her soft moans vibrating against Svetlana's sex as her nose ground into her clit, her mouth consuming every drop of juices that flowed from her. The scent of her arousal filled Nina's nostrils, making her want more, needing more. It felt incredible to serve Mark in this way—to be reduced to nothing but a cock-hungry slut for him. And knowing that these other supermodels were here for the same reason made it all the more powerful.

Mark's hips pounded into Svetlana with relentless force, his moans of pleasure filling the room as he took control of them both. Nina could feel his cock throbbing inside of her pussy, stretching her beyond what she thought was possible; she welcomed it with open arms (or should she say, open legs?).

She could feel the power emanating from him, commanding the room, demanding their attention. And they were all eager to give it to him.

The models surrounding them chanted his name, their hands reaching out to caress every inch of his perfect body as he fucked Nina. They were all so beautiful; each one a goddess in their own right, their smooth skin glistening with sweat and desire. Their soft moans filled the room as Mark took Nina hard and fast, his powerful thighs slapping against her ass in rhythm with his thrusts. 

“Fuck yeah!” 

Svetlana was a goddess among women—tall, leggy, beautiful, perfect—and here she was, completely at Mark's mercy, just like Nina. The other supermodels watched in awe as their leader took control of them all, using their bodies for his pleasure. 

The other supermodels continued to touch themselves or each other, moaning and writhing in jealousy as they watched their leader fuck these two bitches into submission. They knew their turn would come soon enough—and they couldn't wait for their turn to be used by him too.

Yes, Master, she thought. Of course, Master. 

No man deserved these women more than him.

“Ah fuc—” Mark moaned, his cock twitching inside her as he came and came and came. Nina moaned into Svetlana’s pussy as she felt the ripples of his orgasm echo through her body.

Mark roared with triumph above them both, his hips bucking wildly as he exploded deep inside of Svetlana's tight pussy. The sound of their wetness filled the room as he pumped long and hard, coating her womb with his hot seed. 

“Mmm,” he purred. “Such a good girl.”

Mark seemed to be done with her for now, she realized. As she lay there, her pussy still pulsing around his softening cock, he withdrew and slid off of her. An immediate sense of loss filled her as his fat belly moved off of her chest, revealing the ceiling above.

“Clean yourself up,” he said. “And then clean me up too, alright?”

“Yes, Master,” she said automatically, crawling forward to start licking.

* * * * *
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SOME TIME LATER:

Svetlana had enough poise to know when to be humble. She stepped to one side, dropping her forehead to the ground and kissing Lauren’s feet. The bedroom floor was soft carpet, at least. Sometimes Master liked to fuck on the ground. 

“I’ll never fight you,” she promised, meaning it. “You’re better than me in every way. Please, Mistress. Please let me serve you and him.”

She had really thought she had figured out the way to be Master’s Number One Girl forever, with Nina changing her appearance all the time. But Master saw through it, as he saw through everything, and her brilliant plan bought her only maybe a few more months than what some other girl might have had. She had given him so many babies in that time; she was still pregnant now, her heavy belly sliding against the floor. 

Lauren—a freshly eighteen beauty from Europe—barely paid attention to Svetlana’s submission. She had been expecting it already. Instead, she stared in the full-length mirror at herself, enjoying her reflection. 

When she bent down to pet Svetlana, it was obviously much more about watching her body move and watching herself pet a gorgeous trophy like Svetlana than it was about showing affection. 

“He’s mine now,” Lauren purred, playing with a strand of Svetlana’s hair. “But don’t fret. You can still be with us, yes? You can help me stay on top, da? And I can help you learn your place.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Svetlana mumbled. “I—thank you. I’m so grateful.”

Lauren nodded, satisfied. “You should be.” She stroked Svetlana’s cheek with her manicured fingers, her nails long and sharp enough to draw blood if she wanted to. 

“He’ll never get tired of me,” said Lauren, admiring herself in the mirror. “I’m just too pretty.”

Svetlana knew otherwise. But if Mistress said so, then Svetlana would obey. Obeying her was like obeying Master, and she needed her obedience to him like air. 

“Go ahead and cum, pet” Lauren slid onto the massive, room-sized bed, splaying her long legs out. “And then lick me while I dream of his cock.”

Next door, they heard another woman cum—a new arrival that Master had been quite taken with. A woman he was fucking furiously at that moment. 

I'm your number one forever! Yes! Yes! It's me! It's always been me! Yes!

Svetlana only knew that Master would fuck whoever he wanted. 

# # #
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	    About the Author
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