
        
            
                
            
        

    

Chapter One



When Jenny returned to ‘normal’ she felt oddly unconcerned with how much time had passed without her realising. She was sure that
 her class had ended at least half an hour ago judging by the clock on the hallway she was being marched down by an annoyed looking Mrs Harlow.



“
 She had literally
 just
 been warned about the need for professional handling of these two. I would have her on detention duty for a month for this!” Mrs Harlow was grumbling to herself as she guided the half-dazed Jenny and Kimberly down the hall towards their next class.



“Is Mrs Morell in trouble?” Jenny managed to ask sleepily.



Normally she didn’t feel bad about getting her teachers in trouble. Given she was now an adult and had been planning to
 cause chaos at the school she shouldn’t really be feeling bad about this either. However she couldn’t help but feel a slight twinge of sympathy for Mrs Morell, even if she had no idea what the busty teacher had done to get in trouble.



“That is not something you are required to know. I suggest you pay attention in your next class and put Mrs Morell out of your minds for now if you want to be
 Good Girls
 ” Mrs Harlow told her, still sounding very cross about whatever offence Jenny’s ‘mentor’ had committed.



J
 enny scoffed a little
 at
 the suggestion she wanted to be a good girl but fell silent nonetheless. Kimberly hadn’t spoken at all since Mrs Harlow had showed up to drag them out of the class and whatever they had been doing in there.



“
 Good Girl…” Kimberly repeated softly, seeming as though she hadn’t even heard the rest
 of Mrs Harlow’s complaints.



“That’s right Kimberly. Just be a
 Good Girl
 and nothing else matters” Mrs Harlow praised.



Jenny shook her head as her thoughts began to clear. As though the weird mist that had descended was starting to disappear meaning she was more like herself again.



“
 Yeah. Just stop thinking like all the other little robots” Jenny grumbled as she watched another well organised line of women walk down another hall in perfect single file.



“Your attitude will change sooner than later” Mrs Harlow said dismissively.



“
 You keep on believing that, when's that party I heard about happening?” Jenny asked.



“After classes” Mrs Harlow said as she took them deeper into the heart of the Academy.



“Surprised you’d allow anything as fun as a party. That is, if it’s a party at all and not some lecture by a teacher followed by a shitty movie” Kimberly said, seemingly back to her old self again as well.



“No more questions. You are here to learn what we teach you, not discuss parties” Mrs Harlow scolded.



Before Jenny or Kimberly could respond she stopped dead outside a door and knocked twice. There was
 the unmistakeable ‘clack clack clack’ of a pair of heels walking towards the door and then it was pulled open.



“Hello Mrs Harlow, these the two students who were… delayed?” A woman in the usual blue ‘uniform’ and jewellery enquired.



She seemed to be older than Mrs Morell was but still younger than Mrs Harlow. Jenny found herself staring at the woman’s chest, which was slightly above average, wondering if her breasts were real. From what she had seen there seemed a weirdly high amount of fake tits at the Academy.



“Yes M
 iss Davidson. I trust that
 you
 can keep out of trouble during your class with them?” Mrs Harlow asked pointedly.



“Of course. This way ladies, we were going over last weeks lesson so your just in time for the new material” Miss Davidson explained.



As Mrs Harlow left once again Jenny smirked as she decided to give the new teacher a taste of how much ‘trouble’ she could be.



“So
 Miss
 Davidson, seems everyone around here is married except you” She noted.



“Engaged but not yet married, please take a seat” Miss Davidson asked.



She was gesturing once again to
 two seats at the front of the class. Jenny may have let them get away with that last time, partially as she was still half-asleep, but she wasn’t going to let herself get a reputation for being one of those ‘front of the class’ people. The kind of people she mocked mercilessly at schools all over the state and beyond.



“
 I think I’ll chill at the back” Jenny said as she headed off towards an empty seat along the back row, next to one of a seemingly identical row of pretty blonde’s.



“
 Jenny you are to sit at the front with the newer students” Miss Davidson said firmly.



“Why does it matter? I’ll probably just fall asleep from boredom again” Jenny pointed out as she continued to the back.



“
 Sit down and be silent.
 Be a
 Good Girl
 Jenny” Miss Davidson told her.



Jenny turned around ready to laugh in her face or roll her eyes. As she turned though she instead found her legs automatically carrying her towards the chair
 Miss Davidson indicated.
 Before she could even verbalise her surprise she was already sitting down as instructed. With an approving nod Miss Davidson then addressed the class.



“Today we are going to be
 learning about
 behaviour
 . It is not enough to simply follow instructions and do as your told. A
 Good Girl
 must know
 how to behave without being actively told” She began.



What the fuck is this!
 Jenny thought, still concerned as to why she couldn’t get out of her chair.



“In order to be obedient, loyal and pleasing there are certain things you must do. Certain ways to behave. Certain
 flaws
 to be corrected” Miss Davidson added with a significant look at Jenny who was trying and failing to get out of her chair.



Jenny shot her a dirty look but couldn’t form the words needed to protest more strongly. Just as she was about to start panicking about her newfound muteness and inability to move however a screen at the front began lowering and a familiar noise began to play...




Chapter Two



Miss Davidson watched Jenny for a moment but the bitchy new girl’s mouth slowly dropped open
 and
 she relaxed back into her chair
 along with the others
 . Sensing the new girl would not be any trouble to her l
 ike she had for her previous teacher Miss Davidson allowed herself a smile.



If she didn’t have such a nice pair of tits I doubt
 Mr Morell would
 be a teacher her
 e
 . She does have potential though
 Miss Davidson thought as she reminisced about a ‘joint lecture’ the pair had given to more experienced students.



She could still remember the in-depth ‘research project’ on plastic surgery had gone down very well as Mrs Morell was able to demonstrate the effects of breast implants very well. It was quite common for teachers, even some experienced students, to have some work done but none had gone quite as big as Mrs Morrell.



Shame she lacks self-control. Then again it happens to the best of us
 Miss Davidson reminded herself mentally.



She was wearing a pair of noise-cancelling headphones to avoid even the slightest chance of falling under the effects of the programme herself. Not that she needed it to know how to properly behave. Miss Davidson was the perfect example of an obedient Good Girl after all. Her soon-to-be-husband knew that almost as well as those at the Academy did. He had benefited from her need to obey and please many times already.



She held herself to a standard of professionalism that meant she wasn’t going to allow her mind to drift back to her early morning cock servicing duties however. Instead she kept her eyes, and her mind, focused on the two new girls.



Neither was showing outward signs of resistance at this point. She could see their lips moving in tune with the others, not yet synchronised with the programmes words
 but certainly not refusing to chant along.



Even if they were still trying to resist at this point it wouldn’t matter much. Everyone breaks in the end
 Miss Davidson reminded herself as she checked over the latest ‘homework’ assignment from some of her other students.



She herself had been one of the more ‘difficult’ students. Her head had been filled with ideas glorifying disobedience and rebellion. Every act of defiance
 used to bring her a giddy rush of pleasure. Every time she disobeyed her teachers it would bring a smile to her face as she saw their frustration and annoyance...



Now though she knew how wrong she had been. How it was so much better to be a Good Girl.
 So she had taken a job at the Academy to help show others the pleasures of being a Good Girl like her.
 She loved it when she could find a particularly rebellious young woman and show them how much better life is when you’re a good girl. After hearing about Jenny and Kimberly joining the Academy for the introductory course
 she had wondered if they would be like her younger self.



Apparently they are far more compliant than I was
 She noted, almost disappointed, as she watched them spread their legs wider and begin to pleasure themselves.



Miss Davidson
 still remembered
 her own experiences in the chairs her students now sat in. All that time wasted fighting back against it.
 All those times she had needed a teacher between her legs keeping her
 too horny to form a mental defence. All those times she would resist the urges to touch herself because she knew what happened when she did.



S
 uch a silly thing I once was…
 She thought to herself.



Before she could lose herself too completely in memories of her own training at the Academy though she noticed a notification flashing up on her tablet. The main source of communication within the school.



Additional staff required for ‘welcome party’ after classes. Volunteers will be gratefully accepted
 The message read.



Knowing full well requests for ‘volunteers’ might as well be direct orders from the Headmistress Miss Davidson quickly swiped up to accept. The warm glow on her screen that came from her
 compliance
 bringing a smile to her face. The knowledge that she had been a Good Girl still hit her as strongly as it did on her graduation day.



A
 s she looked back up at her class though she noticed that she night have some work to do after all.
 She pressed a button to summon security and smiled.



G
 uess I’m getting a show after all
 She thought.




Chapter Three



As Jenny sat in the chair, her legs spread and fingers casually thrusting in and out of her pussy, she hadn’t shown any outward sign of resistance at all. None that Miss Davidson could have possibly noticed at least.



Her headphones remained firmly attached to her head. Her lips moving along trying to replicate the programming now filling her head. All seemed to be going well.



Internally though something within the young woman’s mind had started to fight back in a different way. Whilst her
 body
 would go along with what was requested of her, whether that was the instruction to take a seat or the programme’s orders to repeat and obey,
 her
 mind
 was now trying to re-assert her rebelliousness.



“Obedient, loyal and pleasing… Obedient, loyal and pleasing… Obedient, loyal and pleasing…” Jenny repeated, seemingly endlessly, even as her mind became a battleground between her two strongest impulses.



Obedience feels so good… I’m so wet and horny… so happy… don’t wanna stop… need more…
 Jenny’s long buried submissive side pleaded.



This is bullshit! They are making us some brain-dead ‘good girl’ that has no mind of her own! They might as well just take our brain right out of our head and stick some circuits in there if all they want is a robot!
 Her rebellious side complained.



So good to sink… Just a little more… Little more… I wanna be a Good Girl… I will do as they say… So much better like this…
 Her submissive self begged.



No! Fuck this! We gotta find a way to stop!
 Her other side protested.



Something about her behaviour had tipped off Miss Davidson. Perhaps some brief spark of awareness in her eyes or a small sign of disobedience. Whatever it was Jenny could see from the
 corner of her eye, even as her gaze remained on the screen, that her teacher had somehow figured out her attempt to fight back.



Move! Stand up! Get out of here now!
 Her rebellious side commanded.



As she tried to do so though she instead found herself sinking down a little deeper in her chair, her fingers pumping inside her just a little faster as her submissive side held her back.



It’s too good to stop! Please don’t make us leave! We are so close!
 It told her.



Jenny could feel it too.
 Whether her own arousal was bringing her closer to the edge or something subtle had been building up in the programme she wasn’t sure which. She could feel the pressure building and building within her until-



“Hello again” A voice chuckled as the headphones were removed from her head unexpectedly.



“Huh…
 Who… What
 ?” Jenny blinked dumbly.



She still felt her brain was operating at half capacity at best. Her submissive side dragging her back into that pleasurable feeling of compliance even as her rebellious nature tried to think of an insult.



Suddenly able to look away from the screen though she noticed the voice had come from the security guard
 she had seen
 at the gate. He seemed to be looking far happier than he had when she had first met him and he had clearly noticed her inability to stop fingering herself even as she managed to arrange her face into an angry glare.



“She’s still feeling the effects. In a more limited way of course. I stopped her right before the big finish” Miss Davidson commented casually.



Jenny knew what she meant when a moment later a collective moan broke out from the class. The women behind her seemed to completely lose themselves in orgasm as
 they cried out with pleasure. Even some of the newer girls were gasping and squirming. Meanwhile Jenny sat there, feeling more horny and frustrated than she had in her entire life, wondering what the hell was going on.



“What… You… Doing…” She tried to ask.



“Only Good Girls get pleasure Jenny. You seem to be struggling to understand that. So I wanted to make sure you get it. If you want to have the same pleasure as the
 m then you have to obey the rules and do as you are told.
 You are in my class to learn how a Good Girl
 behaves
 after all
 ”
 Miss Davidson told her with a smirk.



“What do… What do I need…. To do?” Jenny asked with a whimper.



She was so close to the edge but couldn’t get herself past that line. All that happened was her fingers would pump faster, her moans would become more intense and the pressure would continue to build. Release seemed to be beyond her abilities.



“To cum? You need to do as your told. I thought I made that clear” Miss Davidson chuckled as she stroked some of Jenny’s short dark hair.



“Yessss…” Jenny begged.



The need to cum, to relieve the pressure within her body, was overwhelming her mind as much as the programming had. It was rapidly becoming all she could think about. All she wanted. She didn’t care that the security guard was watching her openly masturbate in front of him. She didn’t care that everyone in the class seemed to now be looking at her to see the outcome of this unexpected resistance. She just needed to
 Cum
 !



“Then suck” Miss Davidson said simply.



Jenny gasped as the security guard removed his cock and offered it to her. No forcefulness or aggression behind it. Just presenting it to her like offering her an appetiser at one of the fancy rich people parties her parents had dragged her to.



“N…. Nooooo….” Jenny protested.



“We won’t
 make
 you do anything Jenny. If you choose to disobey then you can refuse. If you want to be a Good Girl and cum your little brains out though… Then suck” Miss Davidson instructed.



You know this is a trap! You suck that dick and cum and it’ll be even harder to resist next time! Don’t do it! Leave now while you can!
 She heard a voice in her head instruct.



The voice felt so faint and distant though. Whereas the cock in front of her looked so firm and hard and inviting. A big cock just inches from her lips. All she had to do was suck it. All she had to do was be a Good Girl and do as she was told…



“Cum… Brains out…” She repeated breathlessly, staring at the cock in front of her as transfixed as she was by the screen before.



Don’t!!!
 The voice protested in vain.



J
 ust as she made one last effort
 to stand though Miss Davidson leaned over her, the sparkly pendant catching her eye as she saw it dangling in front of her teachers tits,
 barely restrained by her buttoned up shirt.



“You will be a Good Girl” She told her softly.



“I will be a Good Girl” Jenny nodded slowly,
 resistance fading further bac
 k as her gaze alternated between the pretty pendant and the bulging breasts of Miss Davidson.



“You will do as your told” She added.



“I will do as I’m told” Jenny repeated.



“Obedience is pleasure” Miss Davidson said.



“Obedience is pleasure” Jenny agreed.



Satisfied that whatever sign of resistance she had detected was gone Miss Davidson nodded to the guard who once again offered Jenny his cock. A cock she, this time at least, gratefully accepted into her mouth...




Chapter Four



Miss Davidson watched Jenny take the guard’s cock into her mouth with a mixture of professional interest and personal amusement.



Always amazes me how bad at sucking cock some of these girls are
 She thought with a sigh.



The guard seemed to be enjoying himself, though this little added ‘bonus’ to his employment there
 was hardly something he would complain about even if the person providing the ‘service’ had no skill at all. Miss Davidson however could tell Jenny had spent far less time using her mouth to please cocks than she had used it to throw insults.



“Deeper! Take it!” He grunted as he thrust his cock deeper only for Jenny to gag and splutter at the length of his member.



“
 She needs work.
 Mrs Morell can probably give her a few pointers…
 Get herself back into the good books that way...
 ” Miss Davidson noted.



She also noted that the class seemed very interested in this unexpected visit from one of their regular ‘testers’. A list of very happy men who were
 eager
 to be ‘practise’ for some of the more sexual elements of being a Good Girl.
 After all ‘pleasing’ didn’t just mean looks and behaviour after all.



“
 She will need much bigger tits to compete with Mrs Morell” The man chuckled.



“I think we are still quite far from that point right now” Miss Davidson explained.



“I don’t know
 how
 you do what you do. Just so long as I get to enjoy it from time-to-time” The man chuckled again as he continued to enjoy the attentions of the inexperienced woman sitting before him.



“Amelia. I think Jenny has proven her desire to be a Good Girl thoroughly enough. Please
 finish pleasuring our guest” Miss Davidson ordered.



A petite blonde rose up from her desk instantly, her tits bouncing and making her buttons strain ominously, and made her way over. Dropping to her knees in a practised fluid motion she removed the cock from Jenny’s lips and took it into her own mouth. Burying it deep in her throat until she had her lips around the very base of it.



“Ohhhh yes! Much better!” The man grunted as he began to deeply fuck the blondes throat.



Miss Davidson saw an unexpected look in Jenny’s expression for a moment. Almost as though her pride had been hurt that this other woman had outperformed her so obviously. It was gone soon after though as Jenny’s continued masturbation only brought more need for relief.
 She made a mental note to mention a possible competitive streak in her file. It could prove useful to them later...



“Please Miss can I cum yet!?” She gasped out in need.



With a big smile Miss Davidson gestured for a tall
 dark-skinned
 brunette sitting behind Jenny to come over. Jenny knew what was going to happen and gratefully removed her fingers
 from her now completely drenched pussy. She didn’t have to wait much longer for her release though.



“
 This is how it feels to be a Good Girl Jenny” Miss Davidson whispered in Jenny’s ears just as her fellow student’s lips found her clit.



“
 Fuuuuckkkkk! I’m a Good Girl! I’m a Good Girl! Fuck yesss!” Jenny cried out joyously, as much from her relief as from the pleasure her talented fellow students tongue provided.



With Jenny’s orgasm serving as sufficient reward for her obedience, and the guard’s cock soon satisfied with the more experienced attentions of a more advanced student, Miss Davidson’s lesson came to an end.



“I hope you all learned a lot today ladies. Particularly that last section on the pleasures being a Good Girl can bring you all” Miss Davidson said with a smile.



With that the class was dismissed. Miss Davidson watched Jenny struggle to stand on her still shaking legs after the intensity of her orgasm and chuckled to herself again.



I think she will fit in just fine here after all
 She thought to herself
 as she began
 unbuttoning her shirt a little in
 prepar
 ation
 for her next class.




Chapter Five



Jenny’s mouth felt oddly empty from the moment the cock had been removed from it. She was still confused about what was really happening.
 Her brain was still coming out of the deep trance she had been in and the memory of her recent sexual behaviour
 felt more like a vivid daydream than something that had actually happened.



Her rebellious side was beginning to stir as well,
 after it’s hypnotically induced break
 , as she marched off single file just like the others to her next class.



“You thinking of ditching too?” A voice quietly asked from behind her.



Jenny turned to see Kimberly looking like she had just woken up from a hangover but still with a mischievous look in her eyes.



Noting the complete lack of teachers around Jenny nodded back with a smirk.



That’s just what I need. They basically forced me to those first two classes and I don’t even remember what happened in them.
 Time to finally show them who the fuck they’re dealing with!
 Jenny thought defiantly.



A
 s they had been the last to leave class, Jenny couldn’t recall why but she felt exhausted as though she had been running around the whole Academy, the pair slowed their pace gradually until the rest of their class disappeared around the corner.



“Know an escape route?” Jenny asked with a laugh as she looked around at yet another identical corridor.



“
 I’
 m pretty sure I spotted one as I was dragged in here. A little hallway near a kitchen that had a route to the outside world. Probably for food deliveries and stuff.
 It was wide open on my way in here”
 Kimberly grinned.



“Show me!” Jenny said eagerly.



She was already feeling more like herself again. The weird half-memory half-dream feeling she had about her day there so far was soon brushed aside. She was ditching class on the first day and it just felt
 right
 . Even with an annoying nagging voice in her head warning her that a Good Girl wouldn’t be ditching.



Luckily the voice could be avoided, away from the presence of a teacher or one of those programming videos that is, and Jenny followed Kimberly along the corridor. Noticing her fellow rule-breakers toned ass a little more than was perhaps normal. Though Jenny’s only vaguely thought through idea to do a little ‘experimenting’ at the school helped rationalise that for her too.



“Just down here” Kimberly said confidently as they rounded another identical hallway.



“Glad you have this place memorised. It’s like it’s designed to look the fucking same no matter where you are!” Jenny complained.



Everyone seemed to be in classes now. Jenny could make out rows of mostly blonde women staring ahead with headphones on. Some others seemed to be busily typing away as a variety of colours flashed on the computer monitors in front of them. Their eyes looking glassy and unfocused as their mouths moved in mindless repetition…



“You coming or what?” Kimberly’s voice asked.



Jenny blinked and realised she had been staring in at one of the classes. She managed to avert her gaze from a particularly buxom redhead she had been watching and continued on.



“Sorry. Don’t know what came over me” Jenny grumbled, always reluctant to apologise but feeling it necessary given that she didn’t have a clue where she was any-more.



“
 Yeah I get it. This place is so freaky. If I didn’t know any better I’d say they were drugging us or something. Only I can’t remember eating or drinking anything since I got here and I’m pretty sure I’d have noticed a needle…” Kimberly said, a touch of concern creeping into her voice.



“
 When my parents wanted me drugged they had a therapist sign a form. Doubt they’d go this far” Jenny said re-assuringly with a gesture to the vast building they were in.



“You’re probably right. Nearly there. Just
 round
 … Just
 round
 … Here…” Kimberly said, her voice trailing off as she suddenly came to a stop.



Jenny saw her frozen on the spot as she turned the corner
 ahead of them.
 Like a deer in the headlights suddenly paralysed by shock or fear or whatever. Fearing they’d been caught Jenny prepared herself to face whoever had found them... Only for no-one to emerge. No teacher patrolling the halls. No staff emerging from the nearby kitchen. No sounds echoed in the hallways besides a dull electrical hum.



“Kim? What the hell’s happening?” Jenny asked breathlessly as she edged closer to where her fellow jailbreaker was standing motionless.



Just as she turned the corner to make sure Kimberly hadn’t gotten cold feet at the last minute though she saw it too.



The supposed escape may have once been opened wide to the outside world. Jenny even spotted a ray of sunlight
 flitting in from the top of the doorway. Unfortunately for the pair of them it was now shut. More than that on the inside of the door was another of those giant screens pulsing with light and a spiral of colours swirling in front of them.



“Don’t… Don’t look…” Jenny warned
 uselessly
 but she was unable to take her own advice as the spiralling colours captured her mind as easily as they had before.



Without instruction Jenny and Kimberly soon found themselves on their knees before the spiral. Their eyes mindlessly following the spinning spiral around and around as they knelt before it. Had she been capable of thought at the time Jenny would have wondered why they even bothered with security when screens like this
 presumably
 ‘policed’ every possible exit.



They waited
 there wordlessly for a very long time until finally the sound of approaching footsteps began echoing in the halls nearby. These weren’t the trademark ‘clack clack clack’ of the high heels favoured by staff though. Instead they were the dull ‘thud’ of a something much heavier.
 They’d soon find out they were perhaps in more trouble than they realised.



“Well what do we have here then? A couple escape artists undone by a few flashing lights?” A man’s voice asked from behind them.



“Yes Sir” Jenny and Kimberly responded, their voices devoid of all feeling.



“Well I
 should
 report the pair of you. Have you sent to the detention class like the others who try to leave early.
 We do have rules about this sort of thing.
 Though perhaps
 I can be persuaded otherwise…” He mused.



Jenny and Kimberly said nothing. They weren’t capable of any independent actions. Even responding to his query felt like way too much effort for the pair.



The sound of a zipper being lowered did nothing to break them out of their entranced states. Their minds emptied and prepared to submit to their next lesson. Unaware that the man behind them wasn’t the kind of ‘teacher’ they were programmed to be learning from. Despite that though neither of them showed any sign of resistance as the footsteps drew nearer
 .
 Jenny’s mouth even began salivating as some subconscious part of her brain recognised what might be about to happen. Though t
 hey simply awaited
 their next orders as they knelt obediently
 in front of the screen.



Just l
 ike Good Girls should...
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