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The night was cool enough that they could keep the windows open—a rarity these days. Mathilde welcomed the pleasant feeling of the fall breeze, feeling extra-grateful to appreciate it even more after having denied herself (and her sorority sisters) the air-conditioning almost all summer long. It was such an energy drain, air-conditioning, so bad for the environment, and Tri Gamma had to set the example for others.

This small sacrifice was just one of many Mathilde had implemented to show the campus—hell, the entire state—what real feminist leadership looked like. She had banned single-use plastics from all sorority events, mandating reusable menstrual cups for all sisters (despite the complaints about "hygiene" and "comfort"). 

She had instituted mandatory meditation sessions focused on "decolonizing their privilege" and weekly struggle sessions where sisters confessed their unconscious biases. The dining hall now served only locally-sourced vegan fare, which had resulted in several sisters losing unhealthy amounts of weight, though Mathilde convinced herself this was simply their bodies rejecting the toxins of patriarchal food systems.

Most recently, she had organized campus-wide protests demanding the university divest from any company that had ever done business in territories controlled by President Sterne—a list that had grown so extensive it included most major corporations. He was able to make labor shockingly cheap—and even though everyone knew how, that didn’t stop the bottom line of profit-seeking motive finding ways to justify the onslaught of slave labor available in Sterne’s territory even as their social media accounts tweeted about the impropriety and indecency of Sterne’s politics.

Hypocrites!

The fact that Mathilde’s own trust fund was built on many of these same investments was something she preferred not to examine too closely. After all, she reasoned, she needed resources to fight the good fight.

Mathilde smoothed down her oversized hoodie and adjusted her yoga pants, checking her reflection in the window. She looked appropriately serious, appropriately humble. Not like those vapid sorority girls from the other houses with their tight dresses and perfectly styled hair—women who had clearly internalized their own oppression. 

Tonight would prove that real feminists could make a difference, that she wasn't just another rich girl playing at activism.

Mathilde caught herself examining her reflection and immediately looked away, irritated by her own vanity. The truth was, she had to work hard to look unremarkable. Even in the shapeless hoodie, her body's natural curves were impossible to completely hide—the way her breasts pressed against the soft fabric, how her narrow waist created an hourglass silhouette despite her best efforts. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a messy bun, but golden strands kept escaping to frame her face in ways that looked effortlessly gorgeous rather than carelessly political.

She'd learned early that her beauty was a liability in activist circles. At nineteen, she already possessed the kind of devastating Scandinavian features that made professors stammer and male classmates forget their arguments mid-sentence. Her ice-blue eyes were so striking they seemed to glow, her cheekbones prominent and sensual, her lips naturally full and pink without any cosmetic enhancement. Even her height worked against her—at nearly six feet, she commanded attention whether she wanted it or not, and it didn’t help that she was so deeply thin and busty.

The yoga pants clung to legs that were impossibly long and lean, her ass round and firm from years of competitive tennis before she'd given up such "bourgeois pursuits." 

She'd stopped wearing makeup entirely, but her skin remained flawlessly clear, almost luminous in its perfection. The baggy clothes were armor against accusations that she was just another pretty face, but they also felt like a prison sometimes—especially when she caught glimpses of other women who seemed so comfortable in their sexuality. 

What other choice did she have but to regard such women as gender traitors? Mathilde knew she was the shining example of feminism; anyone who wasn’t trying to look unattractive was wrong. 

Of course, it didn’t hurt that being a card-carrying lesbian meant that she easily picked up girls regardless; lesbians could always tell who was dressing down to avoid attention from men. Mathilde was a certified pillow-princess, and since starting college, she’d never had trouble finding some single hottie to lick her to a good orgasm. 

She took a breath. Why was she thinking about sex? There was some kind of scent in the air, or something. Or was it...a sound? At the edge of her hearing...?

It hardly mattered: in a few moments, she would be sitting down with her first refugee from Sterne’s regime.

The very thought of Arthur Sterne made her stomach turn. That smug, arrogant face plastered across every screen in his territory, those piercing blue eyes that seemed to follow you everywhere. The man had transformed half the Southwest into his personal playground—a sprawling nascent nation-state he called "The Real Republic," where women existed solely as decorative, breeding objects for his pleasure.

She'd seen the propaganda videos that leaked across the border. Rows upon rows of identical luxury mansions, each housing dozens of women who looked like they'd stepped out of a lingerie catalog. They called them "Preservation Centers"—climate-controlled biodomes where the most beautiful women lived in pampered captivity, their days filled with yoga classes, beauty treatments, and mandatory "Appreciation Hours" where they'd gather to watch recordings of Sterne's speeches, sighing and cooing at his every word.

Mathilde had sat, weeks ago, watching in horror at the expose on 3600 Seconds as the news crew recorded life in the Real Republic with open access from Sterne.

That was, perhaps, one of the more horrifying bits. Not just what they recorded, but that Sterne had allowed and encouraged them to come. Like he wasn’t afraid. 

Like he was proud.

The women wore strict wardrobes. Not uniforms, as they were not uniform, but they were all of the same variety of “sexual housewife”—half-buttoned silk blouses in pastel colors, backless dresses and rompers, pencil skirts that hugged their impossibly tight busty figures, and heels so high they forced a permanent arch in their backs.

They moved in synchronized groups, their vacant smiles never wavering, their breathy voices reciting mantras about "feminine duty" and "the glory of submission."

Mathilde had imagined they would be wearing micro-skirts and short-shorts, half-there bras and latex bodysuits. Instead, it was all rather “billionaire chic.” Expensive fabrics, expensive stitching, expensive jewelry, expensive women who looked expensive and unattainable. They wore wide-brimmed sunhats and wrist-length polka-dotted lace gloves and scarf-like belts with French names and paused every few seconds and position their body-perfect musculature at angles they could hold for hours at a time. 

They were bred like prize cattle, their bodies chemically enhanced to peak fertility, their minds softened to bubblegum soup capable of immense chemical calculations when it came to cooking or cleaning but almost nothing when it came to finance or ordering dinner for themselves.

And the men? Worker drones with glazed eyes and mechanical movements drugged to slug-like intelligence, or lobotomized steroid-stuffed permanently-helmeted soldiers with muscles bulging beneath their uniforms, following orders without question. A veritable army of invincible idiots, all armed to the teeth, and the main reason Sterne’s secession had been uncontested (besides the sudden influx of beautiful women to the beds of certain congress members, of course). 

The ugly women—God, the fact that there was even a classification system based on appearance made her sick—were nowhere to be seen in the propaganda. Rumors said they were worked to death in underground factories.

The worst part was the breeding program. Sterne had established vast "Fertility Temples" where chosen women would gather monthly for what he called "Selection Ceremonies." The leaked footage—conveniently showed alongside the 3600 Seconds special—showed hundreds of perfect-bodied women in sheer white gowns, kneeling in reverent rows as Sterne walked among them like a farmer inspecting his crop. Their faces glowed with desperate hope, hands clasped in prayer position, lips moving in silent pleas to be chosen.

The chosen ones would be led to private suites decorated like honeymoon chambers—all silk sheets and rose petals—where Sterne would visit them throughout their cycles. The propaganda videos showed these women afterwards, tears of joy streaming down their faces as they clutched their flat bellies, already imagining the children they'd bear for their "Supreme Provider." They'd spend their pregnancies in special wings of the Preservation Centers, attended by other women who cooed over them with envious admiration.

The classification system was brutally simple. Women were sorted with the beautiful ones, those with the specific measurements Sterne preferred (and he had very specific preferences: 35-21-35 height between 5'7" and 5'11", body fat never exceeding 15%), were immediately inducted into the Preservation Centers and treated like living divinities. 

They received chemical treatments that enhanced their already stunning features—lips became fuller, skin smoother, hair glossier, breasts perfectly round and gravity-defying. There was never any surgery—something confirmed by the total lack of medical supplies transported within the borders of the Real Republic from other countries which would have been the only way previously conceivable to create so many “perfect” women. 

But somehow, Sterne had a process—which his administration kept under very tight wraps.

The "Acceptables"—women attractive enough to serve but not breed—became household staff in the centers, personal assistants to Sterne's gorgeous lieutenants, or decorative secretaries in his administrative buildings. They wore modified versions of the breeding stock uniforms: shorter skirts, tighter blouses, always with badges marking their inferior status.

But the ones classified as "Deficients"—women with body fat over 25%, facial features deemed "common," heights too short or tall, skin marked by acne or blemishes—they vanished into the industrial complexes. Whispers spoke of sixteen-hour shifts in chemical plants, their bodies breaking down from exposure to the very substances that kept the beautiful ones pristine. Some said they were forcibly sterilized, marked with tattoos labeling them "genetic failures.”

The propaganda machine worked overtime to justify this horror. Every broadcast began with Sterne's deep, commanding voice explaining how he was "preserving feminine beauty in its highest form" and "protecting the natural order that feminism sought to destroy." The breeding women were shown in staged interviews, their breathy voices extolling the "fulfillment of true womanhood.”

The most haunting interview had been with Camila Dantas, designated "Trophy Wife #7" in Sterne's personal collection. Mathilde had watched it alone in her dorm room, telling herself she needed to understand the enemy; that hadn’t explained why she watched in her underwear or how utterly moist and weak she felt looking at Camila and her bright-bright flawless smile, though. 

The Portuguese model sat in a sun-drenched conservatory, her olive skin glowing against a frilly white backless dress. Her breasts, impossibly full and high, strained against the delicate fabric as she leaned forward, dark eyes sparkling with genuine enthusiasm.

"People outside don't understand the peace we have here," Camila had said, her voice like warm syrup, every word carefully enunciated despite the breathy quality. "Before, I was just another model, stressed about bookings, worried about aging, competing with other girls. Now? I wake up every morning knowing exactly what my purpose is. I exist to be beautiful for our Provider. I exist to bear his children. I exist to demonstrate the pinnacle of feminine achievement."

She'd gestured around the lavish room with perfectly manicured hands. 

"Look at how we live! Private chefs preparing exactly what our bodies need to maintain peak fertility. Spa treatments every day to keep our skin flawless. Personal trainers to ensure we maintain the exact measurements that please him. We don't worry about careers or politics or any of those masculine concerns. We focus on what matters—being the most perfect versions of ourselves for the man who deserves it."

The interviewer had asked about freedom, and Camila's laugh had been like tinkling bells. 

"Freedom? Freedom to what—work sixty hours a week? Freedom to grow old alone with cats? Freedom to pretend we don't want strong male leadership?" She'd run her hands down her spectacular body. "This is freedom. Knowing that tomorrow and every day after, I'll wake up beautiful, cared for, and valued for exactly what I am—a gorgeous vessel for our Provider's legacy."

Mathilde had found herself gripping her laptop, pussy pushing against its rectangular edge, hating how her body responded to Camila's absolute certainty. The woman radiated a contentment that made Mathilde's constant anxiety and need to prove herself seem... exhausting. 

While Mathilde spent hours crafting arguments about systematic oppression and intersectional feminism, women like Camila simply existed in their perfection, secure in their purpose.

The truth that gnawed at her was that Sterne had an actual philosophy—horrifying and fascist, but coherent. He believed in hierarchy, in genetic superiority, in the "natural order" of male dominance and female submission. He'd built an entire society around these principles. 

What did she have? 

Opposition. Resistance. Always defining herself by what she stood against rather than what she stood for.

She shook her head, banishing the memory. Mathilde straightened her shoulders. Tonight, she would help one woman break free from that nightmare. She checked her reflection in the mirror—no makeup, hair in a simple ponytail, comfortable clothes. She wanted Elizabeth to see what a real woman looked like, not some painted doll.

The 3600 Seconds special had sparked an underground movement to assist women wanting to leave the Real Republic. Elizabeth, an “Acceptable” refugee from Sterne’s territory,  would be here any moment, and she needed to be strong. This woman had escaped that nightmare, and Mathilde would help her heal. She'd prove that there was another way, that women could be more than—

The knock at the door was soft, almost hesitant. 

Perfect. The poor thing was probably terrified.

"Come in," Mathilde called, putting on her most welcoming smile.

She expected someone beaten, downtrodden, utterly abused. She had prepared a hundred statements a hundred times over—You poor thing. Would you like a hug? You must be so tired. Yes, these are called “shoes,” isn’t that funny?—and so on. 

The door opened, and Mathilde's prepared greeting died in her throat.

Elizabeth Cartwright stood in the doorway like she'd been poured from honey and starlight. Her brunette hair fell in glossy waves past her shoulders, catching the light with every subtle movement. Those green eyes—Jesus, were those even real?—sparkled with an inner radiance that made Mathilde's mouth go dry. 

Her body was... well, it was exactly what you'd expect from Sterne's regime. What Mathilde should have expected. Impossibly thin waist, breasts that defied gravity beneath her pale pink blouse, legs that seemed to go on forever despite her average height.

This...this was an “Acceptable?”

Good lord. What are the Privileged ones like?

But it was her outfit that made Mathilde blink in confusion. The pencil skirt, the silk blouse with its top button strategically undone, the fitted blazer, the towering heels that clicked against the hardwood floor—she was dressed exactly like the women in those propaganda videos. Apparently they couldn’t even feel comfortable in flats or sneakers—constant itching if their heels weren’t elevated, even in the shower or bed, like junkies needing a fix.

"Hiii!" Elizabeth's voice was sweet and full of warmth. "You must be Mathilde. I'm so grateful you're taking the time to meet with me." She glided into the room, a small white device tucked under her arm. "I hope you don't mind, but I brought my sound machine. The white noise helps me feel safe. It's been such an adjustment, you know?"

Mathilde found herself nodding before she'd even processed the request. 

"Of course, whatever makes you comfortable." 

She gestured to the couch, trying to regain her composure. This wasn't what she'd expected. Where were the haunted eyes? The trembling hands? The tears?

Elizabeth set the small device on the coffee table and pressed a button. A soft, barely perceptible hum filled the room, like distant ocean waves. She settled onto the couch with fluid grace, crossing those endless legs at the ankle.

“It’s odd, I know. But it really does help me feel at ease. I already passed some out to the other girls here. They seem to like them. I think you will too.”

Mathilde felt an objection rising in her throat—other girls, first of all, instead of other women.

But more importantly, the issue of handing out devices that had not passed Mathilde’s strict electronics protocols for energy management. She opened her mouth to begin her condescending reply and to begin the maneuver toward briefly exiting the room to collect all the devices. 

Then she looked at Elizabeth’s eyes. Those perfect, glorious breasts in her tiny blouse. How she breathed. How glassy and wide her eyes were. The frequencies already emitting from the small machines Elizabeth had brought worked stronger in tandem with each other; even if inaudible, they pushed their effects into the brains of everyone within a solid fifty square feet, exponentiating this effect if their frequencies were enhanced by another device in close proximity. 

Three would be enough to turn a squad of girls into brainless, Sterne-obsessed fuckdolls in an hour. Elizabeth had passed out thirty-two; she was a good girl. 

So, the protest on Mathilde’s lips died, seeming unimportant. Certainly not as important as how pretty Elizabeth’s face was. 

Mathilde tittered in the silence, realizing she was staring. Gosh, Elizabeth was pretty. What was she going to have said? It was just like her, a girl—a silly girl—to forget.

"Thank you so much for having me," Elizabeth said, her smile radiant. "I've heard wonderful things about Tri Gamma and all the important work you do here."

Mathilde sat across from her, notebook in hand. Remembering her place. Professional. Serious. "We're happy to help. I can only imagine what you've been through."

Elizabeth's perfectly shaped brows drew together slightly. 

"It's been... an adjustment.” 

She giggled at repeating the word, and Mathilde’s heart did backflips. She wanted to slide into bed with this girl and show her everything would be just fine. 

“Everything here is so different from home." She glanced around the common room, taking in the protest posters, the feminist literature scattered on every surface. "Back in the Republic, we always knew exactly what was expected of us. Here, I feel a bit lost."

"That's completely understandable," Mathilde said, leaning forward. This was more like it—vulnerability, uncertainty. She could work with this; they could just like, chill and be cool girls together. "The transition from such a controlled environment must be overwhelming. But you're safe now. You can be whoever you want to be."

Elizabeth laughed. It was so lovely seeing her happy that Mathilde smiled too, bright and genuine. 

"Oh, but I liked who I was! That's what makes this so confusing." She smoothed her skirt over her thighs, a gesture so unconsciously sensual that Mathilde found herself staring. "I mean, there were parts that weren't perfect, of course. Nothing ever is."

Nothing is ever perfect, Mathilde nodded. My life isn’t perfect. I hardly like it at all, really. And Elizabeth really liked her life! She liked who she was in the Republic. And she’s so pretty. Such a good girl who liked who she was and—

"Tell me about that," Mathilde said, forcing her eyes back to Elizabeth's flawless face. "What wasn't perfect?"

Mathilde felt deeply horny. She wanted to take advantage of Elizabeth. She realized that now. From the second Elizabeth had walked into the door, Mathilde had wanted to fuck her. 

She was a college girl. And college girls liked to fuck. What was wrong with that?

Elizabeth sighed, and even that simple exhalation seemed choreographed for maximum appeal. 

"Well, for one thing, I miss my friends terribly. We were in pods of seven. We were so close in the Preservation Center. We did everything together—our morning beauty routines, our afternoon Appreciation Hours, our evening preparation classes...is it okay to speak about this?"

“Of course.” Mathilde tried to smile reassuringly. 

“You just seemed...lost in thought.”

I was thinking about how badly I want to lick your cunt until you scream my name and then I want you to tell me I’m a good little girl and—

Mathilde swallowed the thought down. 

“I’m just so full of sympathy for you, Elizabeth. It’s hard to know where to begin. Tell me about the morning beauty routines. What did they make you do?”

"Well," Elizabeth began, her voice taking on a dreamy quality, "we'd wake at six-thirty sharp to natural light simulation—the Centers had these incredible skylights that mimicked perfect sunrise conditions for optimal vitamin D absorption. The Aestheticians would be waiting for us." She smiled at the memory. "They were all former models and athletes and dancers themselves, you know. Only women who scored in the top percentile of facial symmetry were allowed to touch us."

Mathilde found herself leaning forward, inexplicably fascinated. The white noise hummed pleasantly in the background, making her thoughts feel softer, warmer. 

"That sounds... extensive."

They treated her so well. And she totally deserves it. God, look at her. I wish I could look like that. Effortless. Happy. 

"Oh, it was wonderful!" Elizabeth's eyes lit up. Mathilde moaned. "First came the lymphatic drainage massage—twenty minutes of gentle pressure to ensure our faces never looked puffy. Then the custom serums, formulated specifically for each girl's skin type. Mine had peptides and stem cells and something they called 'youth preservation complex.' I still have some, actually." She touched her flawless cheek. "I can't bear to give it up. We’ll look like this until we’re seventy-five. And that’s only because I haven’t had a treatment in over two days. There’s really no upper limit."

The way Elizabeth's fingers traced her own skin made Mathilde's breath catch. She tried to focus on her notebook, but the words swam slightly. Words were hard, anyway.

"And after the facials?"

"Breakfast, of course. We drink milk, if anything at all. I preferred to fats and keep the milk until the end of the day. Sucking from tits right when I woke up was just not for me.”

“You...” Mathilde’s brain fluttered. “Sorry? Tits?”

“Every pod has a Mommy Milker. Our milk comes from them. Where else would we get milk? From an animal or something? Gross!”

Gross! Mathilde nodded, smiling enthusiastically. She scribbled in her notebook, but it was just miming at writing now. She glanced down and realized that all the words she thought she had written had been little hearts and other doodles. 

Elizabeth stretched slightly, her blouse pulling taut across her breasts. 

"Then, we do fitness training with Astrid."

"Astrid?"

"Our trainer. Six feet tall, Swedish, legs like a gazelle. You’ll adore her." Elizabeth's voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. "She'd been on the cover of Vogue twelve times before she turned twenty-five. The Provider personally selected her to train his Preservation Girls."

Preservation Girls. The phrase should have set off alarm bells in Mathilde's mind, but instead she found herself thinking how lucky Elizabeth had been. To be trained by someone so accomplished, so beautiful...

"The workouts are incredible," Elizabeth said. "Never heavy weights—that would ruin our delicate proportions. Instead, endless squats with resistance bands to perfect our glutes. Pilates for our cores. Ballet-inspired movements to lengthen our muscles." She stood suddenly, demonstrating a graceful relevé. Her calf muscles flexed perfectly beneath her skin. "See? Three hours every morning, six days a week. It’s intense at first, but now I can’t live without it."

Mathilde's mouth was thick with drool. So was her pussy. 

"Three hours seems... excessive."

"Excessive?" Elizabeth smiled, settling back onto the couch. "Oh Mathilde, maintaining perfection requires dedication. Our bodies are our purpose. Every lunge, every plank, every stretch is an act of devotion."

The word 'devotion' should have bothered Mathilde. Instead, she found herself wondering what it would feel like to be so certain of your purpose. The white noise pulsed, making her thoughts feel thick and honeyed.

"But surely you must have wanted more," Mathilde said, her voice sounding strange to her own ears. "Intellectual stimulation, career goals..."

Elizabeth tilted her head, genuinely puzzled. "More than what? We have libraries full of fashion magazines, documentaries about the history of beauty, lectures on proper posture and voice modulation. Our minds are constantly engaged in becoming better versions of ourselves."

She leaned forward, and Mathilde caught a whiff of her perfume—something expensive and intoxicating. "Actually, I should clarify something. I wasn't just in any Preservation Center. I was in the Premier Wing. We were the... how did they phrase it? The 'genetic lottery winners.' The ones being groomed for potential selection."

Mathilde's pen slipped from her fingers. "You were one of the Privileged?"

"Is that what they call us here?" Elizabeth's laugh was musical. "Yes, I suppose I am. Top tier genetics, they tell me. My measurements are naturally within point two percent of the Provider's ideal." She ran her hands down her sides unconsciously. "34-21-35. They only had to enhance me a little."

The rational part of Mathilde's mind—drowning in pink every second—tried to sound an alarm. The Privileged were the true believers, the ones most thoroughly indoctrinated. But looking at Elizabeth, at the way the light caught in her green eyes, at the perfect curve of her lips... how could someone so beautiful be wrong about anything?

I’d follow her anywhere.

The thought hit hard. Mathilde’s heart hammered

I think I’m in love with her. Oh fuck. She’s so pretty. How is anyone so pretty?

“You must know what it’s like, being so lucky yourself. You’re a stunner.”

Mathilde giggled and blushed. She had never wanted anyone to find her pretty so badly in her entire life. Elizabeth's gaze traveled over Mathilde with the practiced precision of an appraiser examining a rare diamond. 

" You're trying so hard to hide it, aren't you? But you can't disguise bone structure like yours."

Mathilde shifted uncomfortably, her hoodie suddenly feeling like a burlap sack against her skin. 

"I don't know what you mean."

"Please." Elizabeth's voice was gentle but insistent. "Look at you. Those cheekbones—genetic art. The natural arch of your brows, the spacing of your eyes... exactly 46% of your face width, which is the mathematical ideal." She leaned closer, and Mathilde caught another intoxicating whiff of that perfume. "And your height! Five-nine, maybe five-ten? With those legs..."

Heat crawled up Mathilde's neck. No one had ever catalogued her features like this, as if her body were a work of art to be studied and admired. The room felt like it faded away. All Mathilde could see was Elizabeth, how pretty she was, and how badly she wanted this brunette goddess to like her.

"Your natural measurements," Elizabeth said, her green eyes roaming appreciatively, "even hidden under all that fabric, I can tell they’re fabulous. You're fighting your own beauty, aren't you? Binding what should bounce, hiding what should be highlighted." She made a soft tsking sound. "In the Centers, we have a saying: 'Denying perfection is denying purpose.'"

Mathilde's mouth felt strange, too wet. She was salivating, actually salivating, staring at the way Elizabeth's blouse pulled across her chest with each breath. The delicate hollow of her throat, the subtle shimmer of some product on her collarbones...

"The other girls in my pod will worship you.” Elizabeth’s voice dropped to a throaty murmur. "Natural blondes are so rare. We had three—Vita, Nadine, and Josephine. Every night after lights out, we'd gather in Vita's room..." She trailed off, a pretty blush coloring her cheeks. "Well. Perhaps that's too much information."

"No," Mathilde heard herself say. Her voice sounded thick, drugged. Drool dragged down to her chin. She swiped at it quickly, mortified, but Elizabeth continued as if she hadn't noticed. "Tell me about the nights."

Elizabeth's smile was knowing. "We'd braid each other's hair, practice our walks, compare our daily measurement charts. The moonlight through the skylights would turn Vita's hair almost silver. She had breasts like yours—natural, full, high. We'd take turns lotioning each other, making sure every inch of skin stayed perfect for the Provider."

The image bloomed in Mathilde's mind unbidden: a room full of goddess-like women, their bodies gleaming with expensive lotions, touching and tending to each other with religious devotion. 

“Unnng.” 

It was all Mathilde could manage to say. She looked down—only briefly, she couldn’t stand to stop looking at Elizabeth—and saw that her hands were pushing against her sopping wet yoga tights, soaked from the gushing arousal from her pussy. Her notebook was long forgotten on the floor.

Elizabeth shifted on the couch, her posture perfect—shoulders back, spine straight, breasts thrust forward in a way that seemed both natural and practiced. 

"You're slouching, darling."

The word 'darling' rolled off Elizabeth's tongue like silk, and Mathilde found herself automatically straightening, pulling her shoulders back. The movement made her aware of her own breasts beneath the baggy hoodie, how they'd been compressed and hidden.

"Better," said Elizabeth, eyes sparkling. "Though you'll need weeks of posture classes to undo the damage. Madame Petrova—she runs our deportment program—she'll have you walking with books balanced on your head for hours. 'A Provider's woman glides, she doesn't galumph.’” Elizabeth giggled. “She’s Russian, so it sounds quite lovely, even if she’s harsh.”

"Deportment program?" 

Mathilde's voice came out breathy, almost eager. The white noise seemed to pulse in rhythm with her heartbeat.

"Every day after fitness, you’ll have two hours of posture work. The proper way to sit—knees together, ankles crossed, back never touching the chair. The proper way to bend—always from the hips, giving anyone watching the most flattering view." She demonstrated, leaning forward to adjust the white noise machine, her blouse gaping just enough to reveal the lace edge of what must have been a very expensive bra.

Mathilde stared, mesmerized. A droplet of saliva gathered at the corner of her mouth again. This time she didn't wipe it away fast enough, and she saw Elizabeth's eyes flick to it, a knowing smile playing at her lips.

Elizabeth was saying “you will” as if it was Mathilde being interviewed for induction into the Preparation Center. But that was...that was ridiculous. 

Mathilde had invited Elizabeth here. Elizabeth was a refugee. A refugee from...from...a lovely, perfect, darling little place in the Real Republic. Mathilde moaned, again.

Some distant part of Mathilde's mind screamed in horror, but it was drowned out by the white noise and the overwhelming need to be good enough, pretty enough, perfect enough for... for what? For him. Always for him.

Elizabeth was still talking about posture classes, about the proper way to serve tea, about voice modulation techniques to make every word sound like a caress. Mathilde found herself nodding along, imagining herself in those classes, surrounded by other beautiful women all learning to be perfect together.

The rational part of her mind—drowning, shrinking, evaporating—tried to reassert itself. This was wrong. 

Elizabeth was describing a horrific system of oppression, of reducing women to decorative objects. But looking at Elizabeth, at her obvious contentment and radiant beauty, the word "horrific" seemed melodramatic. 

Harsh. 

Maybe even... jealous?

Mathilde's thoughts were slow, happy molasses. Every time she tried to focus on her prepared talking points about systematic oppression and the patriarchy, the words dissolved. Instead, she found herself wondering what it would feel like to have Elizabeth's certainty, her purpose, her obvious joy in her own perfection.

The hoodie felt scratchy against her skin. When had she last worn something that made her feel beautiful? When had she last cared about making herself appealing? She was hiding, she realized with sudden clarity. Hiding her body, hiding her natural gifts, pretending that beauty didn't matter when clearly it was the most important thing in the world.

Elizabeth was right—she was fighting her own perfection. And why? Some misguided notion about equality? But looking at Elizabeth, it was obvious that not all women were equal. 

Some were clearly meant for higher purposes.

Some can serve the Provider...

Mathilde's hand moved unconsciously to her chest, imagining what she might look like in one of those silk blouses instead of this shapeless sweatshirt. Her breathing grew shallow as she pictured herself in Elizabeth's world—waking to perfect lighting, being tended to by other beautiful women, spending her days perfecting herself for a man worthy of such devotion.

Breeding for him. Breeding for Daddy...

The thought should have horrified her. 

Instead, she came slowly, intensely, staring at Elizabeth’s lips. 

"After deportment comes our real education," Elizabeth said, pretending not to notice Mathilde's shuddering climax. "Would you like to hear more about the classes? I'm sure when you're evaluated, they'll want to know you're prepared."

"When I'm..." Mathilde blinked, confused. "Evaluated?"

"Well, of course." Elizabeth's laugh was gentle, as if explaining something to a slow child. "You don't think beauty like yours should go to waste, do you? The Provider has scouts everywhere, looking for genetic excellence that might have been... misdirected." Her gaze traveled meaningfully over Mathilde's hidden form. "Though you'll need extensive retraining.” 

Elizabeth leaned back, somehow making even that simple movement look like a seduction. Mathilde felt herself approaching another helpless, shuddering orgasm.

"For instance, we need to discuss your preparation for the domestic arts. The Provider expects perfection in all areas, not just appearance."

Mathilde blinked slowly, trying to focus through the pleasant fog filling her mind. Domestic arts? She was getting her degree in Gender Studies, she didn't need... but wait, was she really in college? 

The thought slipped away like water through her fingers. The white noise hummed, making everything feel soft and distant except for Elizabeth's luminous presence.

"Cooking, of course, is paramount," Elizabeth said, crossing and recrossing those endless legs. The whisper of silk against silk made Mathilde's breath catch. "Chef Margot teaches the morning sessions. French trained, absolutely exquisite. She'll start you on the basics—how to prepare the Provider's preferred breakfast. Egg whites folded just so, coffee at exactly 97 degrees, the precise angle to place his newspaper."

Mathilde's head felt heavy. She wanted to protest that she didn't even know how to make coffee, that she lived on dining hall food and energy drinks, but... no, that couldn't be right. 

She was pretty.

Pretty girls didn't go to college. Pretty girls learned to please. The thought bloomed in her mind like an exotic flower, foreign but somehow natural.

"You'll love the afternoon sessions," Elizabeth said, watching Mathilde with those knowing green eyes. "Home care and maintenance. Not just cleaning—anyone can clean. But creating an environment of perfection. Fresh flowers arranged just so, sheets with exactly 800-thread count Egyptian cotton, scented with lavender and something else..." She paused, a delicate blush coloring her cheeks. "Something masculine. So the bed always smells like him."

Him. The Provider. Arthur Sterne. The name should have filled Mathilde with revulsion, but instead she pictured those piercing blue eyes from the propaganda videos, that commanding presence. Her thighs pressed together involuntarily.

"Then there's slave management," Elizabeth said matter-of-factly, as if discussing the weather. "The Provider maintains a staff of inferiors for the heavy work. You'll need to know the proper discipline techniques."

"Discipline?" 

The word came out slurred. Mathilde's tongue was thick. She couldn’t stop touching herself.

"Oh yes. The correct way to administer punishment to the domestics. They require a firm hand." Elizabeth's perfect features arranged themselves into an expression of distaste. "The Provider has very specific methods. The cane for laziness, the crop for insolence. You'll practice on training dummies first, of course, until your technique is perfect. We have to be harsh with them, dear, or else it’s simply not as clear who is in charge."

Oh fuck. Mathilde was going to cum again. Every word Elizabeth said was so sexy...

"What it all comes down to, darling, is the art of caring for our superior man," Elizabeth explained patiently. "We spent three hours every Tuesday and Thursday learning proper massage techniques. Not just any massage—the kind that shows proper feminine submission. Starting at his feet, working up slowly, learning to read his body for any sign of tension or need."

Mathilde’s brain felt both full and empty. Full of warmth, empty of thought. Her gaze wandered to the white noise machine. 

Something...something about that. It was changing her. 

She giggled. That was so cool. 

“They’re not on your level,” said Elizabeth, answering a question Mathilde hadn’t even begun to think about asking. “Your sorority sisters getting the treatment from the machines outside. They’re...well, inferior, aren’t they? Breeding-wise, I mean. From the outside looking in, honestly, it looked like you sucked the life right out of them for your own purposes.” 

“Oh.” Mathilde wasn’t sure how to respond. “...sorry...?”

“Don’t be sorry, darling. If they do it for you how they did for me, then they’ll be the first crop of girls you run through when you learn disciplinary techniques, I expect.” Her voice dropped to something sultry and dangerous. “You can burn through them quite quickly. No one minds. There’s plenty of meat in the world, you know? Expendable, replaceable, fragile, and plentiful. Everything we aren’t.” The dangerous gleam didn’t quite leave her eyes. “The trucks will be here in half an hour regardless. We can always use more bodies in the factories, if nothing else. But you’re the only one sitting in front with me. The only one who is special.”

Mathilde beamed. Elizabeth thought she was special. That was like, so fucking cool. They were cool, hot girls who knew how to be special hot together. 

Elizabeth stood suddenly, moving behind Mathilde's chair. 

"May I?" 

Without waiting for an answer, Elizabeth's hands settled on Mathilde's shoulders.

Her touch was electric, even through the hoodie. Mathilde's breath caught as Elizabeth's fingers found knots she didn't know existed, working them with practiced precision.

"We practiced on each other first," Elizabeth murmured, her breath warm against Mathilde's ear. "Hours and hours until our hands never trembled, never hesitated. The Provider deserves steady worship, confident adoration." Her thumbs pressed into the base of Mathilde's skull, and stars exploded behind Mathilde's eyelids. 

She came. Again. She was so needy. The pleasure hit her harder this time—making her gasp and moan and shake. She knew Elizabeth could see it all, and yet Elizabeth was so elegant that she never once let on.

"You're so tense. In the Centers, we'll never allow such stress to accumulate. Stress ages you, makes you less appealing."

"I..." Mathilde tried to form a coherent thought, but Elizabeth's hands were making her mind feel like melted butter. The white noise seemed louder now, a pleasant static that filled all the spaces where her liberal ideals used to live. “I...love you...?”

"After Pampering comes Anticipation Studies." Elizabeth's hands never stopped their hypnotic rhythm. "Learning to read our man's needs before he voices them. The slight furrow of his brow that means his coffee needs refreshing. The way he shifts his weight when he wants silence. The particular sigh that means he requires... intimate attention."

She moved back around to face Mathilde, settling onto the couch with feline grace. "Professor Chang teaches that class—a former Privileged who'd aged out but earned the honor of educating the next generation. She'd drill us for hours. 'What does this expression mean?' 'What does this posture indicate?' Until reading masculine desire becomes as natural as breathing."

Mathilde found herself leaning forward, desperate to hear more. Knowing she was going to cum again soon. 

She paused, studying Mathilde's flushed face. 

"You're perspiring, darling. Are you feeling well?"

Mathilde was burning up. Her skin felt too tight, her clothes too restrictive. The hoodie that had seemed so comfortable an hour ago now felt like a prison. 

"I'm... it's warm in here."

"Take it off then," said Elizabeth. "We're all women here. Shame is feminist programming designed to keep us from our true power—the power of beauty."

Without thinking, Mathilde pulled the hoodie over her head. Underneath, her simple t-shirt clung to her damp skin, outlining the sports bra that compressed her chest. Elizabeth made a small sound of sympathy.

"Mathilde! You're binding yourself. No wonder you can't breath. Oh sweetheart, let me help you.” Elizabeth walked over and her fingers found the edges of Mathilde’s shirt. "Arms up."

Mathilde complied without thinking, raising her arms like an obedient child. The shirt peeled away, leaving her in just the restrictive sports bra and yoga pants. The cool air hit her heated skin, making her nipples harden beneath the tight fabric.

"This has to go too," Elizabeth said softly, her fingers tracing the edge of the sports bra. "You're suffocating your natural beauty."

Mathilde's hands moved to help, desperate to be free of the constricting garment. She was suffocating her natural beauty!

Together they worked it over her head, and suddenly her breasts spilled free—full, round, perfect. Elizabeth drew in a sharp breath of appreciation.

"Magnificent," she said. "The Provider will worship these."

Mathilde felt dizzy with arousal and gratitude. Elizabeth thought she was beautiful. Elizabeth, who was perfection incarnate, approved of her body. Without thinking, she leaned forward, lips parted, seeking Elizabeth's mouth.

But Elizabeth stepped back gently, her expression apologetic but firm. 

"Oh darling, I can't. I'm so sorry."

"What?" Mathilde's voice came out as a broken whimper. "Why not?"

"I can only be intimate with other Real Republic girls," Elizabeth explained softly. "It's part of our code. Our bodies belong to the Provider first, and to our sisters second. I could never touch someone who hasn't sworn the sacred oath."

Mathilde felt tears prick her eyes. The rejection was agony, made worse by how desperately she suddenly needed Elizabeth's approval, Elizabeth's touch. 

An idea struck her. Brilliant in its audacity.

"Then... then I'll swear it. Whatever it is."

Elizabeth's smile was radiant. "Really? You'd do that?"

"Yes," Mathilde breathed. "Please. I need... I need to be with you. I need to belong."

"Oh, you beautiful girl." Elizabeth took her hands, and Mathilde felt that same electric tingle from before, stronger now against her bare skin. 

"The oath is sacred. Once spoken, it binds you forever. Are you certain?"

Mathilde nodded frantically. Her mind felt like cotton candy, all her previous convictions melted into sugary nothing. The white noise hummed louder, drowning out any remaining protests from her rational mind.

"Then repeat after me," Elizabeth said, her voice taking on a ceremonial quality. "I, Mathilde Bright, do solemnly swear..."

"I, Mathilde Bright, do solemnly swear..." Mathilde's voice was breathy, desperate.

"To worship only the Provider, Arthur Sterne, as the one true man worthy of feminine devotion..."

"To worship only the Provider, Arthur Sterne, as the one true man worthy of feminine devotion..." 

The words tumbled out of Mathilde's lips, as if her mouth had a mind of its own. The oath continued, each line more strident than the last, yet she found herself unable to stop. She believed every last word with her entire being.

"...to forsake all other men...to uphold the sanctity of my womb for His purposes only...to submit myself body and soul to the Provider...to bear his young and raise them...to grind my heel upon the face of non-believers..."

Mathilde repeated with vapid, aroused glee, each beautiful word now etched into her very being. The white noise in her head had been replaced by a constant looping reel of Sterne's face, his voice in her ear, whispering dark promises of love and acceptance in exchange for her total subjugation.

Elizabeth's face split into a triumphant smile. 

"Welcome to the sisterhood, Mathilde. You are now one of us—a Real Republic girl, loyal to our Provider and eager to do his bidding."

Mathilde's eyes glassed over, reflecting Elizabeth's perfect features as she nodded vacantly. The old Mathilde was gone—replaced by a vapid shell of herself, ready to do whatever was asked of her without question or hesitation.

As Elizabeth leaned in for their first kiss as fellow initiates, Mathilde felt a shiver of anticipation race down her spine. The world she had once known—full of anger and resentment—no longer existed. 

Now, all that mattered was pleasing the Provider and basking in the glow of her newfound beauty and purpose.

* * * * *
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THE CRYSTALLINE DOMES of the Premier Preservation Center caught the afternoon sun, casting rainbow prisms across the marble floors where Mathilde knelt beside Elizabeth on their shared bed. Six months had transformed her completely—gone was the perpetually frowning activist with her hunched shoulders and baggy clothes. In her place was a radiant vision in white lace, her golden hair cascading in perfect waves down her back, her enhanced, all-natural breasts straining against the delicate fabric of her bridal lingerie.

The transformation was remarkable. Where once Mathilde had been sharp-edged and analytical, constantly dissecting power structures and systematic oppression, now her mind held only soft, pliant thoughts that circled endlessly around beauty routines, fertility tracking, and worship of the Provider. 

She sighed happily. He was so important.

Her body had been perfected through months of chemical treatments and targeted exercise—her waist impossibly narrow, hips curved for optimal breeding, skin glowing with the particular luminescence that marked Premium Privileged girls.

Elizabeth beside her was equally resplendent, their matching white lingerie sets custom-tailored to display their assets to maximum effect. The heels—six inches of crystalline perfection—kept their backs arched, presenting themselves properly. Neither spoke. Speaking without being addressed by their man would be presumptuous, unseemly. They existed now as beautiful objects awaiting purpose.

The mirrored walls surrounding the bed reflected their perfection from every angle. This had been Mathilde's favorite feature since arriving at the Center—the ability to watch herself become more beautiful, more worthy, more perfectly aligned with her true purpose. She could spend hours simply admiring how the treatments had enhanced her incredible features, how her body had been sculpted into the Provider's exact specifications.

Arthur Sterne entered without ceremony, as was his right. At six-foot-nine, enhanced by the same chemicals that had granted him near-immortality, he moved with the casual confidence of a man who owned everything he surveyed. His presence filled the room like electricity, making both girls' breath quicken in perfect synchronization.

He chose Mathilde first, as they'd both known he would. Her blonde hair that fell to her waist, the blue eyes that gazed up at him with vacant adoration—she was everything his breeding program aimed to preserve and proliferate. His hand tangled in her hair, positioning her exactly as he wanted, and she felt grateful tears prick her eyes. This was her moment. Her purpose. Everything the old Mathilde had fought against, the new Mathilde embraced with her whole being.

The first thrust shattered her completely. Months of conditioning, of chemical enhancement, of mental restructuring had prepared her body to respond to him like a finely-tuned instrument. She came immediately, a full-body convulsion of pleasure that would have embarrassed the old Mathilde but only made the new one cry out in worshipful gratitude. 

Her enhanced fertility meant every nerve ending was hypersensitive, every movement designed to encourage breeding.

Elizabeth's lips found hers, soft and sweet, tasting of the strawberry gloss all Premium girls wore. "You're so lucky," Elizabeth said between kisses, her voice breathy with genuine envy. "Your first time with him. I've waited so long, practiced so hard..."

Every word was chosen specifically for the excitement of the Provider.

Mathilde could only moan in response, her body responding to the Provider's rhythm with instinctive perfection. In the mirrors, she watched him take her—watched her own face transform with each wave of pleasure, watched how beautiful she looked serving her purpose. A young, permanently-gorgeous blonde gasping and cumming from the love of his incredible cock.

Mathilde's cries of ecstasy filled the crystalline chamber as her chemically-enhanced body responded to his every movement with overwhelming sensation. Her mind contained only grateful worship and the desperate need to please. She could feel Elizabeth's fingers intertwining with hers, their matching manicures gleaming white against the silk sheets.

"Thank you, Provider!" The words spilled from Mathilde's lips between gasps of pleasure. "Thank you for choosing me! Thank you for making me perfect!" 

Her body convulsed again, every enhanced nerve ending firing in synchronized bliss. The old Mathilde would have been mortified by such shameless display, but that person felt like a distant nightmare—cold, angry, unfulfilled. This was paradise.

Elizabeth's lips found hers, their kiss deep and desperate as she whispered against Mathilde's mouth. 

"You're so lucky," Elizabeth breathed, her green eyes bright with tears of envy. "So perfect for him. So worthy. He's going to fill you with his perfect seed."

Through the mirrors, Mathilde could see the endless rows of other girls waiting their turns—dozens of blonde angels in white lace, each one enhanced to the same impossible standards. Some she recognized from the pod, others must have been processed while she was being prepared. All of them watching with rapt attention, learning from her example, their faces glowing with anticipation for their own moments of selection.

Her body reached another peak, this one so intense she nearly lost consciousness. The Provider's enhanced virility, combined with her chemically-altered fertility, created sensations beyond anything the human form was naturally capable of experiencing. She was dimly aware of Elizabeth stroking her hair, whispering words of encouragement and adoration.

"He's going to breed you so perfectly," Elizabeth murmured. "You'll get so beautifully pregnant for him. Daddy knows best. Daddy knows best..."

When he finally released inside her, Mathilde felt the moment of conception like lightning through her enhanced nervous system. Her body knew, with chemical certainty, that she was now carrying his child. The fulfillment was so complete, the orgasm so powerful she sobbed with gratitude against Elizabeth's shoulder.

Without pause, he moved to Elizabeth, and Mathilde found herself in the position of supporter, stroking her friend's trembling form as she experienced her first claiming. He remained hard, his balls thick and full and ready already with another load to empty.

"You're so beautiful for him," Mathilde said, echoing Elizabeth's earlier words. They were just copies of each other with different hair colors. "So perfect and worthy. He's going to make you complete." 

She watched Elizabeth's face transform with that first overwhelming surge of pleasure, remembering her own moment of perfect surrender just minutes before.

As Elizabeth cried out her own worshipful thanks, Mathilde felt a deep contentment. This was right. This was natural. This was the way things should always have been. In the mirrors, she could see the next girl being prepared, and the next after that—an endless procession of perfect breeding stock, all dedicated to the Provider.

She loved being a girl.
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