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The bus dropped her two streets away. Isa walked the rest, arms folded tight against her chest, cleaning bag heavy at her side. She'd been given the address over the phone—no details except the name Hale and the pay. Twice what she made scrubbing offices. Enough that her mother told her not to ask questions, just take the work and keep it.

The house stood at the end of the lane. White stone, flat roof, glass windows reflecting the sky like mirrors. No flowers, no clutter, nothing lived-in about it. Isa stopped at the gate, checked her ponytail, and adjusted the collar of the pale shirt she'd ironed twice the night before. At nineteen she was still used to being told what to do. Now she was telling herself: don't screw this up.

She pressed the buzzer. The door clicked open. A tall man in dark jeans and a black shirt stood in the frame. His hair had gone silver at the temples, but his face was sharp, eyes narrow and measuring.

"You're the cleaner?" His voice was low and even, not quite friendly.

"Yes, sir. Isabella Morales. People call me Isa."

He looked her up and down once, then stepped aside. "Shoes off inside. Supplies are in the closet down the hall. You'll find what you need."

Isa slipped past him quickly, nervous about brushing too close. The air inside smelled faintly of polish and steel. She set her bag down by the wall, eyes drawn ahead before she meant them to be.

The walls weren't lined with paintings or family photos. They were lined with enormous portraits, each one glossy, mounted without frames.

Her throat tightened. The first showed a pale blonde sprawled on her back, legs open, pussy wet and gleaming under hard light. Another caught a woman's tits from above, heavy breasts pressed together by two large hands. A third showed an ass bent forward, cheeks spread wide enough to see everything.

Victor's voice cut in, calm as before. "Don't touch the prints. Just clean around them."

Isa snapped her gaze to the floor. "Yes, sir."

He pointed down the hall. "Closet's at the end. Start with the entry. Move room to room. Don't worry about me."

Then he left her standing beneath the stares of women frozen mid-moan.

Her cheeks burned. She shifted her weight, pulling the strap of her bag higher. She told herself not to look again, but her eyes betrayed her. Every hallway, every turn revealed another naked body caught by the camera. Some smiling, most not. Some spread, some bent, some twisted with tits jiggling or mouths wide open. She'd never seen images this raw outside the internet, and never so large—printed taller than her own body.

She moved to the supply closet, hands trembling as she unwrapped a rag. She heard nothing but her own breathing. The portraits followed her. Cocks invisible but implied, each frame showed a woman displaying her cunt, her tits, or her ass without shame. Isa rubbed her thumb across her palm. This wasn't what she'd pictured when she was told the job was for a photographer.

Still, she bent down and began.

Isa dipped the rag into the polish, wrung it out, and started with the entry table. She wiped slow circles, eyes down, trying to focus on the wood. But the wall opposite pulled her back.

A woman leaned against a black backdrop, hair tangled, tits heavy and slick under the light. Her nipples were swollen, pointing out, shadows falling across her belly. The photo was sharp enough that Isa could see the woman's skin damp with sweat.

Her cloth stalled. She realized she hadn't moved in half a minute. She forced her arm back into motion, cheeks heating again.

Another photo waited as she stepped into the living room. Here it wasn't just a single body. Two women knelt side by side, both spread open, their pussies shaved and pink, each looking up at the lens with mouths parted like they were begging to be filled. Isa gripped the rag tighter, pressing until her knuckles whitened.

"This room too," Victor said behind her.

She jumped, nearly dropping the cloth. He stood at the edge of the hall, watching her reaction.

"Y-yes, sir."

His eyes stayed on her a moment longer, then he nodded and moved on. His footsteps faded.

Isa let out a shaky breath. Her chest rose fast, nipples stiffening under her bra. She told herself it was just nerves, just the shock of being surrounded by this kind of filth at work. She scrubbed the table hard, like she could rub her own thoughts away.

The next wall stopped her again. A close-up of an ass bent over, skin pulled tight, asshole exposed. The flash made every bump, every line clear. Isa swallowed. Her pussy had started to feel warm, the fabric of her panties damp against her lips. She whispered under her breath, "Jesus."

She hadn't meant to say it. Her own voice startled her. She glanced around, terrified Victor had heard. Silence answered back.

She crouched to dust the lower shelves, tits pushing against her thighs as she bent. The mirror on the far wall caught her in the act—her ass lifted, shirt stretched over her chest, hair falling loose from its tie. She looked at herself, then back at the portraits towering above her. The contrast made her stomach twist.

The house was spotless already. Everything gleamed. She kept moving only because it gave her something to do, a reason not to stand there staring at hard cocks implied just outside each frame. She thought of the pay envelope promised at the end of each week. Money her mother needed. Money that would help with rent, food, maybe even her own classes someday.

But every step brought another body into view. Tits bouncing, mouths open, pussies wet. Isa dragged the rag harder, her breathing uneven, her panties clinging wet against her. She told herself to stop looking, but she couldn't.

The house itself seemed built to force her eyes back to the filth.

The hallway floor already shone, but Isa dropped to her knees anyway. The rag squeaked against the polished surface as she scrubbed along the baseboards. Her tits shifted heavily under her bra with every stroke, swaying and pressing against the fabric of her shirt.

She paused, sat back on her heels, and adjusted the buttons at her chest. The shirt was fitted too tight—something her mother had insisted looked "professional." It only made her more aware of how much she jiggled when she moved. She glanced up at the wall above her. A close shot of a woman crouched like her, heavy rack falling forward, nipples pulled down by gravity. The camera had caught the shine of sweat between her tits, the faint pull of skin stretched across her ribs.

Isa swallowed and dropped back down, dragging the rag faster. Each reach forward made her ass push out, the curve of her hips rising high. She felt the stretch of her skirt riding up the back of her thighs, cool air licking against bare skin.

She shifted position, legs apart for balance, and the fabric of her panties dragged across her cunt. The damp spot spread wider when she moved, friction making her lips throb. She froze, heart pounding.

"This is work," she whispered. Her voice was small in the empty hall. "Just work."

But her eyes betrayed her. Across the hall hung another portrait: a woman bent forward over a chair, hair hanging down, tits swaying as a cock shoved into her from behind. The flash had caught her mouth open in a scream, her face twisted in raw need.

Isa's knees ached from the floor, but she didn't stop. She scrubbed in tight, jerky circles, panting softly. The rag squealed on the polish. Her tits dragged against her thighs as she leaned, reminding her of the weight she carried on her chest.

She dared one more glance at the mirror at the end of the hall. Her reflection stared back—hair falling loose from its tie, cheeks flushed dark against her brown skin. The pose made her body obscene: ass up, tits pressed, skirt pushed. She looked like one of them, caught mid-movement, framed without consent.

Her throat went dry. She rose quickly, rag clenched tight, and wiped her palms against her skirt. The motion smeared polish streaks down the black fabric. She cursed under her breath and rubbed harder, only making it worse.

Her nipples stayed hard, scraping against the cotton bra as she straightened. She tugged her shirt down, but the outline of her tits refused to hide.

The house was quiet except for her own breathing. Too quiet. She felt like the walls were holding their breath with her.

She turned away from the mirror and forced herself into the next room, heart racing, thighs raw under the cling of wet cotton.

The hallway opened into the wide room Victor had pointed out. Isa stepped in and stopped breathing.

It was a studio. Lights on tall stands reached toward the ceiling. Umbrella reflectors leaned against the walls. A heavy camera sat on its tripod in the middle, aimed at nothing. Cables snaked across the floor in loose coils. The smell was different here—not polish, but something sharper. Dust, sweat, and faint musk clung to the air.

Only one wall carried photographs, but they were impossible to ignore. A brunette on her knees, mouth wide, spit shining across her chin. A blonde thrown backward on a couch, tits spread, her pussy wet and open. Another woman on a plain wooden chair, skirt bunched at her waist, face twisted mid-cry as her cunt stretched for the camera.

Isa's eyes shot to the far side of the room. The leather couch sat there, cushions creased, edges scuffed. Against the wall, a simple white chair stood waiting. A fur throw had been tossed across a box. The realization hit hard—these were the same props. The same couch, the same chair, the same background she'd already seen in prints lining the other rooms.

Her rag slipped in her hand. Every frozen moan hanging on the walls had been made here. Every bounce of tits, every cunt spread for the lens, had played out on this floor.

Her throat worked, but no sound came. She crouched automatically, as if cleaning, dragging the rag across a section of concrete marked faintly with dust. The motion gave her cover to stare. She couldn't stop looking at the couch. She could picture the blonde leaning back into it, tits shaking, Victor behind the lens telling her what to do.

She turned her head toward the chair, seeing the brunette again in her mind—thighs spread, pussy gaping just inches from where Isa's rag moved now.

Her stomach fluttered. The images weren't distant anymore. They weren't just glossy things on the wall. They'd all happened here. In this exact space, with Victor directing every move.

Her voice came out hoarse, barely audible. "Fuck."

The camera loomed behind her, its glass eye pointed at the room. Even switched off, it felt like it saw everything. She straightened quickly, rag clutched tight, chest heaving.

Then Victor's voice carried in from the hall. "Be careful around the equipment. Don't bump the lights or cords."

Isa jerked her head toward the doorway. He wasn't standing there, but the sound of his voice made her knees weaken.

"Yes, sir," she managed, forcing her tone steady.

She bent again, scrubbing across the floor as if the command could anchor her. But her eyes kept sliding back to the couch and chair, to the proof that every woman she'd seen spread wide in this house had been spread wide right here.

The rag squeaked across the concrete. Isa bent low, wiping the floor near a tangle of cords. She heard footsteps enter the studio and looked up. Victor moved in with unhurried steps, his eyes on the tripod.

He crouched, adjusted a knob, tested the swivel, then stood again. The faint smell of his cologne drifted past her—sharp and woody. Isa held her breath, waiting for correction.

"You've cleaned before?" he asked without looking at her.

"Yes, sir. Houses, offices."

He nodded, tightening another latch. "Good. This one's no different. Just be careful with the stands. They tip easier than they look."

"Yes, sir." She pressed her rag flat to the floor again, trying to appear steady.

Victor's eyes flicked toward her then, sharp and direct. They slid from her crouched position to the wall of portraits and back again. His mouth tightened, like something had just occurred to him.

"You've seen them," he said.

Isa's chest clenched. "Yes, sir."

"They're not models from a magazine. They're women who come here. People who live here. People you might know." His tone stayed calm, but it was heavier now, edged.

"I won't say anything," Isa blurted.

Victor didn't move, didn't look away. "Words are cheap. Understand what's on those walls, Isabella. If you open your mouth, you hurt people. You put me at risk."

She nodded quickly, rag twisting in her hands. "I understand. I need this job. I won't talk. If you want—" she hesitated, cheeks burning, "—I can even write it down, that I'll keep quiet."

One corner of his mouth lifted, not quite a smile. "An NDA kind of thing? Maybe." He straightened, finally letting his gaze drop
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