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Prologue

My friend Julie was on her knees on the floor of my dorm room. Her blouse and bra were both on a chair nearby, her pale skin gleaming with a sheen of sweat. Her silky blond hair was in disarray, and her bright blue eyes were glassy and half-lidded. Her expression was one of rapture, as though she were on her knees in blind worship instead of lust.

I knew how she felt because my Best Friend Tony stood over her, his magnificent cock in her mouth instead of mine. He was still wearing his clothes, but his jeans and boxers were around his ankles, his erect cock glistening with her spit. Both his hands were on her head, holding it steady while he fucked her face like she was an object.

Tony always knew just what to do. Unfortunately, he was completely engrossed in that, not paying me any attention at all.

Meanwhile, I wasn’t even allowed to masturbate right now. I had work to attend to first, so I was sitting on my bed with Tony’s tiny netbook perched across my lap and an even tinier black thumb drive plugged into its USB port. I was still dressed, because I needed to verify the data on it.

Once upon a time, the situation would have made me feel bad. Out in the world, before attending the Damiano Academy, I’d been like any other person: I would have been shocked to see sex on display like that. Right in front of me, shamelessly. I could hear every wet smack, smell Julie’s intense arousal.

As recently as a month ago, I imagine I would have been jealous. I still wanted to be the one on the floor, the one zoned out of her mind while Tony used her. I still hoped he was just getting fluffed so he could reward me.

All the same, I’d come far enough in my studies to appreciate that all of those decisions belonged to Tony. He was in charge of both of us, and it was our job to obey him regardless of what we wanted in any given moment. Right now, he wanted me to look over some files while he enjoyed himself, and so that was what I would do.

After all, Tony was my Best Friend, and I was a Good Girl. More than that, I was a little flattered he had picked me to do the important job. It didn’t mean Julie was hotter, it just meant I was able to think better with him talking. I was better trained.

Thinking about that not only took the edge off, but it made me wet beneath my plaid skirt.

I was grateful I had that to keep me distracted, because the netbook was very slow to boot up. I wished he had brought something bigger, but this was all he could smuggle into the dorms in his toolbox. Officially, Tony was only the maintenance man. He was only supposed to be laying pipe in a literal sense around us.

All of this was clandestine, which only made it more fun.

Fortunately, the netbook did finally boot up, the screen resolving to a friendly desktop. I clicked open the thumb drive and peeked. There were a bunch of Excel files.

It was funny to think about how much trouble we’d gone to in order to retrieve spreadsheets for Tony, but he knew best.

In the background, Tony pulled out of Julie’s mouth and rubbed her cheek with his cock. He turned his head to give me a sidelong glance and asked, “How’s that coming Maggie?”

“I’ll know in a moment, Sir,” I replied. I clicked on the first one to make sure it had saved properly, and waited for it to open.


Chapter One

The Spiral filled my world. It was glorious monochrome, black and white whirling together. As I stared into it, I could see other colors forming in the edges between them, iridescent in the center of the spinning pattern. I floated in it, body light as a feather. I could have floated away, but the Spiral tugged me back down. It kept me grounded, kept me safe. The Spiral was everything.

There were words in the pattern too. They came almost at random, just one or two at a time, each one so much bigger than I was:

‹OBEY>

‹KNEEL>

‹SUBMIT>

‹SURRENDER>

‹GOOD GIRL>

Each one filled my head in turn, becoming the only thought my pliable brain had room for, washing away everything else. Each one was the Truth, something I knew deep in my bones, beyond questioning. I would obey. I would kneel. I would submit. I would surrender.

Above all, I was a Good Girl.

My body tingled with joy through the whole thing, deeply aroused. My pussy was wet. My nipples were hard. Electric joy arced across my skin as the Spiral turned and the words changed.

It was bliss.

I could have remained that way forever, but my world eventually shifted.

~~~

“… two,” a familiar male voice said, “Almost awake. Thoughts flowing slowly and peacefully. Happy and relaxed. Take a deep breath and open your eyes.”

My body responded automatically, taking a deep breath. My eyes snapped open of their own accord, despite how bright it suddenly seemed. Physically, I felt amazing. My body hummed with pleasure, my thighs were slick with arousal and I felt like I’d just woken from the most wonderful dream.

My head was muddled, but I realized that I was in a familiar classroom. The speaker was my Teacher, Professor Horn. I looked at him fixedly as he finished counting.

“And one,” Horn said, “Wake and obey, girls.”

‹Wake And Obey>

The words slid into my brain easily. I was completely awake. I would obey. It didn’t hurt that I loved to please Teacher even without hypnosis. Professor Horn was one of the most handsome men I’d ever met, with artfully tousled brown curls and piercing blue eyes. He was only in his mid-thirties, putting him younger than most of our Teachers here at the Academy.

Busy as he was, I didn’t get the opportunity to show him how much I appreciated him very often, but I always enjoyed it when he asked. Feeling momentarily self-indulgent, I closed my eyes and pictured his cock for a moment, how it had felt the last time he’d pulled me aside for private training.

“Today,” Horn snapped me back to reality when he spoke again, “We are going to talk a little bit about your responsibilities as good girls. Who can name one of them?”

Every hand in the room shot up, including mine. I knew I wasn’t the only one squirming in my seat at the idea of pleasing him.

He pointed to another student, a busty black girl named Claudia, and said, “Go ahead.”

Claudia said eagerly, “Obey mindlessly, Teacher.”

“Good girl, Claudia,” Horn agreed, “But can you tell me what it means to obey ‘mindlessly?’”

‹good girl>

Even when the words weren’t directed right at me, they were good. I wanted all of us to be Good Girls, not just me.

Claudia cooed happily, then clarified, “It means we don’t stop to think about what you order us to do, Teacher. We do it without questions or hesitation. Like, we have minds, but we can’t let them get in the way of what you want. Not even for a second.”

“That’s an excellent answer, Claudia,” Horn smiled brightly, “Hike up your skirt and play with yourself. You’ve answered enough questions for now.”

“Thank you, Teacher,” Claudia moaned. I craned my neck to take a look at her. She pushed her uniform’s skirt up and began to rub herself through her panties, eyes squeezed shut in pleasure.

I was happy for her.

Horn turned to the rest of us and asked, “Who can tell me another responsibility of good girls?”

Every other hand shot up. Unfortunately, Horn picked someone else again. He turned to Alicia and said, “Go ahead.”

The redheaded girl said eagerly, “We shouldn’t always need to be told what to do. We should obey our standing orders when no one gives us directions.”

“Good girl, Alicia,” Horn replied, “Tell us a few of your most important standing orders, no matter where you go or what you are doing.”

‹good girl>

I shivered and felt the orders pop into my head unbidden.

Alicia recited them aloud, exactly as they appeared in my brain, her voice brainlessly perky, “I must always keep my space spotlessly clean and tidy, including any shared living areas. I must always eat correctly, counting my calories and choosing good food unless ordered otherwise. I must always maintain my exercise regimen to stay fit. I must always maintain my appearance, including grooming and wardrobe. I must use any hypnotic reinforcement available in my off hours to keep my mind properly disciplined.”

I would have said the same, word for word. Knowing the exact orders had simply been programmed into us like we were robots made my heart flutter.

“That was perfect, Alicia,” Horn said, “Join Claudia in masturbating for me.”

“Yes, Teacher!” Alicia agreed eagerly, hiking up her skirt.

Horn asked, “Has anyone else got another?”

Once again, the rest of our hands shot up. This time, Horn turned to me. He said, “Go ahead.”

“A good girl is eager,” I said, “Not just obedient, but enthusiastic.”

“Good girl, Maggie,” Horn replied, “Tell me a little more about that, please.”

‹Good Girl>

Aimed directly at me, the praise made my entire body feel warm and heavy, like I’d just gotten tipsy. The words he wanted to hear were easy: like our standing orders, they just bubbled up from wherever he had put them in my subconscious. I explained happily, “If our owners wanted sex objects, they could buy Real Dolls or fleshlights. If they wanted someone to pretend to like them, they could hire call girls. A good girl truly wants to serve. A good girl is truly happy in her place. A good girl loves her life.”

Horn smiled at me and said, “Join the others, Maggie.”

I pushed up my skirt and began to rub myself too. I wanted to keep listening to what he had to say, but I couldn’t focus on anything but the sensation. I zoned out.

~~~

Visions of girls obeying filled my world. The images were slick and glossy, and covered with a subtle pink and purple hues. It was as though I were looking at the world through a thin sheen of soap or oil. I watched as they cooked and cleaned, usually in skimpy and impractical outfits. I watched them spread and suck, their pussies pounded by nameless men with huge cocks.

As I watched, I rubbed my pussy languidly, never quite able to get off.

Through it all, I could feel the words beneath the mesmerizing film, as though they were always on the tip of my tongue, just out of reach.

The whole thing teased both my mind and body equally, for what felt like days.

~~~

“… one,” Teacher’s voice was pleasantly close and unusually low, “Wake and obey, Maggie.”

‹Wake And Obey>

I snapped awake, feeling dazed, and looked up at Professor Horn. He was right in front of me. I could see that several other girls were still asleep, so he was talking to us one by one today. I wondered if it meant he had anything special for me, but I knew better than to ask.

Horn smiled down at me and asked, “How are you feeling, Maggie?”

“Good, Teacher,” I smiled back and said, “Thank you.”

“Several students have been tapped for a special occasion. A couple have been requested by name, but a few are at my discretion,” Horn said. He explained, “It’s for a big party… and it will be off-campus. Do you think you’re ready to perform at something like that, Maggie?”

The idea was exciting. I literally couldn’t remember the last time I had been off campus: my life before the Academy was foggy at best. All the same, it wasn’t really my decision. I replied sincerely, “That’s for you to decide, Teacher. You tell me what to think.”

He reached down and stroked my cheek affectionately, then said, “The client will want to look you all over, and he might want a different body type, but you’re definitely ready.”

“Mmm,” I leaned into his touch and agreed, “Yes, Teacher.”

He made eye contact and added firmly, “You want to go. You want to serve.”

‹Want To Go>

‹Want To Serve>

The words slid deep inside me. I already agreed with them, but hearing him talk that way made me quiver. I agreed, “Yes, Teacher. I want to go. I want to serve.”

“Tomorrow after breakfast,” Horn continued stroking my cheek as he said, “You will report to Weber Hall for examination. If you are turned down, you will report to my office afterward, and I will take advantage of their mistake. You will obey.”

‹Obey>

“Yes, Teacher,” I agreed dully, “I will obey.” I felt ready to drop again, and I wanted to masturbate at the idea that Horn would take me if the party people didn’t.

“In the meantime,” Horn said, “You will go to your dorm. You will have a pleasant evening.” He pulled his fingers away and added, “Dismissed, Maggie.”

‹Dismissed>

The world was suddenly sharp again. I felt good, pleasantly tingly, but my head was clear. I said, “Thank you so much, Sir!”

“Welcome,” Horn said, “And don’t worry, if we miss tomorrow, I’ll make time to see you soon.”

I rose and slung my backpack over my shoulder, then said, “You’re the best, Teacher.”

“That’s true,” he patted my ass affectionately and agreed playfully, “Don’t forget it.”

I giggled, and headed for the door. As I exited, I could hear him starting to wake Phoebe behind me.

~~~

My dorm room was empty when I got finally back to it after dinner. That was pretty typical for a Friday night, even though I had a roommate. Jane liked to spend time with friends on the weekend instead of ‘being cooped up here.’

Personally, I didn’t understand it at all.

The Academy was as completely closed off from the rest of the world as a prison: no one in, no one out. In fact, it was actually more severe. Unlike prisoners, we didn’t have contact at all. There were no visitors or trips. We didn’t have e-mail or Facebook or telephones, only the school’s internal messaging system. We were only supposed to think about what the school had to teach us.

‘No distractions’ was taken very seriously here.

For me, that meant the difference between my room and anywhere else on campus was pretty minimal, and mostly in my favor. If I wanted to be naked or fall asleep or usually both, my dorm room was the best place for it.

Jane still missed the outside, and I supposed some other girl’s room was a substitute of sorts. I wasn’t sure if that was faulty programming or just didn’t interfere with her behavior enough to correct. I’d never ratted on her. I figured they knew where we slept.

Either way, it didn’t matter. Right now, it just meant that I both had the place to myself, and would until morning.

I stripped and carefully put my uniform in the hamper. Leaving so much as a sock on the floor felt like it would give me hives now. I had the dim recollection that I used to be messy, and one of the minor perks of being an Academy girl was them fixing that for me.

After I was done, I took a long, hot shower. I wanted to make sure not a hair was out of place in the morning. I shaved. I plucked. I scrubbed.

Finally, I soaked in the tub to relax. As I laid in the warm water, confident I looked my very best for tomorrow’s inspection, I heard the dorm room door open after all. I was surprised, given how late it had to be.

The door to the bathroom opened a moment later, and Tony stepped in, wearing his work uniform. Officially, Tony was one of the school’s maintenance men, in charge of wiring and air conditioners and a thousand other things we needed to work properly all the time.

Unofficially, Tony was willing to smuggle stuff into the school from the outside, contraband that included vibrators, dildos and even chewing gum a few times.

Even more unofficially, Tony was my Best Friend in the whole world. It was impossible to think about him without capitalizing the words.

Tony was also the single most attractive man I’d ever seen. He was swarthy and square-jawed, and powerfully built. He had straight dark hair cropped short, and intense brown eyes. His beard was short and neatly trimmed.

He was one person who had implicit permission to walk in on me in the tub any time, and from the look on his face, he knew that too.

I smiled up at him and waited expectantly for him to speak. Best Friend or not, he was still an employee of the Academy, and technically my superior.

He smiled back down at me and said, “Good evening. How’s my favorite little Sleepyhead?”

‹Sleepyhead>

The pet name made my toes curl. I sighed happily, “Gooood, Sir.”

“I’m so glad to hear that,” Tony took a seat at the lip of the tub, rolled up his sleeve and said, “I set aside some time tonight. Even asked Jane to give us a little space.”

He reached into the water, nudging my thighs apart with one hand.

I spread my legs wide and asked, “You did?” That was a surprise. Tony liked it when one of us watched the other one.

“Mmhmm,” Tony nodded and rubbed my pussy with his stiff fingertips as he explained, “I needed a little private time with you tonight. I understand you’re going to a party tomorrow?”

“Mmm,” I moaned and agreed, “Probably. They’re going to check me out tomorrow morning. If I’m turned down, I’m supposed to visit with Professor Horn.”

Tony chuckled and said, “They’ll take you. You’re a hot piece of ass, Sleepyhead, and anybody who can afford our school will be smart enough to see that.”

‹Hot Piece of Ass>

The words made me tingle. I spread my legs a little wider and said, “Oh, thank you, Sir!”

“The thing is,” Tony went on, “I need a favor from you while you’re out.”

“Mmyess,” I agreed happily, “Anything for you, Sir.”

Tony slid a single finger into me lightly and worked it from side to side. As he did, he said, “I don’t think I’ll be able to talk business until I get a little relief though. Drain the tub. We’ll do it in the shower. I wouldn’t want to get you messy right after you got all cleaned up, babe.”

Unfortunately, he pulled his hand away after he said it.

Still, it was for a good cause. I agreed, “Yes, Sir!” Then I leaned over and pulled the plug.

Tony stepped back and began to peel out of his clothes, piling them carefully beside the sink where they wouldn’t get splashed. Technically, he wasn’t supposed to be here at all, and it definitely couldn’t look like we’d been playing.

He hadn’t told me to get up, but I didn’t think I could manage doggy style in such a cramped space, so I got up unbidden.

In moments, he was naked. His body was everything that I remembered, toned and fit and hairy without being all caveman. He stepped into the tub and pushed me against the cool surface of the bathroom wall, pinning me effortlessly with one strong arm across my chest. I gasped in surprise, but before I could catch my breath, he leaned in. Tony kissed me hard, his mouth open and hungry, tongue probing.

My pulse pounded in my ears and I felt lightheaded, chest tight. By the time he let me up for air, I gulped it down helplessly. I only kept my feet because he still had me pinned. I looked up at him, eyes wide, trying to think of something to say.

Tony lifted his arm, and I clutched uselessly at the smooth tile behind me for purchase, trying not to just fall over. Thankfully, before I could lose my balance, Tony reached down and cupped my ass with both hands. He hoisted me completely off my feet, pressing my back against the wall again to get situated. The head of his stiff cock rubbed against my slick inner thigh, all over the place for a long moment before he managed to line himself up right. He stopped putting my weight against the wall, and then he was inside me.

The motion was incredibly sudden. One moment, his cock was off to the side, and the next he was buried deep inside me, lowering my body onto him. The motion was incredibly fast, filling me so quickly that I thought he was going to tear something. He began to bounce me up and down on his shaft, lifting my entire body as he rocked his hips.

My heart beat so fast that I thought it might explode. My head swam with the combination of excitement and terror. It felt like I was having sex on a roller-coaster, jostled and thinking I’d fall at any moment, all while he hammered my sopping pussy with his rock-hard cock. Pleasure built between my thighs as my breasts bounced and jiggled. I didn’t know how long I could last.

Tony was already near the edge too, barely able to contain himself with the whole weight of my body coming down on him. He growled, voice low, “Cum!”

‹CUM>

The command was white hot this time, wiping out even my fear. Pleasure exploded through my body. I jerked in his grip as he lifted my body, eyes rolling back as it seared every part of me.

A heartbeat later, he gave in and came inside me, hot and sticky seed spurting into me as he brought me back down on his cock. The ejaculation set off more tingling pleasure.

Breathing hard, Tony lifted me off of him and pulled away, glistening cock softening. He panted weakly, “Override Four Two Nine Green, Sleepyhead.”

‹Override>

The words slid past my ears, deeper into my brain. The entire world shifted into slow motion, my thoughts jumbled and foggy. I was mesmerized by a strand of cum stretching between the head of his cock and my body, the whole motion seeming to take forever. It was getting hard to keep my eyes open, and now only his firm grip was keeping me upright again.

Tony turned me around and reached clumsily for the shower, turning warm water on the both of us.

As I slipped out of consciousness, the last thing I was aware of was Tony rinsing me off like the sex doll that I was.

~~~

I came to my senses damp and naked, brain feeling stuffed with cotton candy. I was happy, but it was hard to move or figure out what was going on. It took a long moment to remember that I was having a pleasant evening alone with my Best Friend Tony. My pussy was still aching, and the rest of me tingled with afterglow.

“Doing all right there, babe?” Tony asked, stroking my side lightly. He was on the bed beside me.

“Uh huh,” I replied.

“Ready to go over that favor I needed?” he asked, his hand wandering to my bare bottom. He fondled it softly, his gentleness a sharp contrast with earlier.

“Yeah,” I agreed dully. I would always do whatever he wanted. That’s what Best Friends were for.

“Good girl,” Tony replied, “Tell me what you have to do for me, Sleepyhead.”

‹Sleepyhead>

I wriggled a little atop my sheet, settling in contentedly as words popped into my head. I recited sleepily, “I need to get to Mr. Dossett’s computer. I need to plug in your thumb drive. I need at least ten minutes of uninterrupted time for files to transfer. No one can know. No one can see. No one can find the drive. All my classmates have back doors to use to help me. I will use them if I need a distraction. I must keep the thumb drive safe and return it to you when you visit again. I must obey you. I must complete my task.”

Back doors.

Tony was secretly programming my class. I wondered dully why I hadn’t remembered that before. Maybe it was new. Either way, thinking about Tony with the power to secretly control us all made me wet all over again.

I wanted to obey him. I wanted all of us to.

“Good girl,” Tony patted my ass a little more firmly and said, “That all sounds about right. Time for bed.” He pulled his hand away, and there was an electronic tone a moment later.

I was gone.


Chapter Two

Inspections at the Academy were normally brief and painless. Sometimes a Teacher would inspect our dorm rooms to make sure they were completely spotless, and they always were. Sometimes we would need a physical examination instead, and we usually got those from Dr. Campbell and a staff nurse. Campbell had an excellent bedside manner, and the nurses were all wonderful because they were graduates of the Academy. Going to get blood drawn or anything else was always easy. Whatever the staff of the Academy wanted to know or see, it was normally fine.

This morning was different. It was awkward.

There were a half dozen of us in the room, all naked, which was mostly fine. Really, I thought it was smart if we were being judged on our appearances. A uniform could hide an accidental blemish or other problem a guest might care about.

It was also a little strange because I didn’t recognize half the girls. Julie was from my Etiquette class, a skinny blond girl with corn silk hair and pretty blue eyes. Phoebe was from there too, the only really curvy girl in my classes. Her breasts were enormous and natural. It was strange to see my thinnest and largest classmates side by side. Despite their different body types, now that I paid more attention, they looked like they might be related. Cousins, perhaps.

The other three girls were blonds too, more the school’s usual build. I had probably seen them around before, but I didn’t know their names. They were probably not friends with Tony.

That was all fine, just a little irregular. I got naked around my classmates all the time, but not usually around anyone unfamiliar, not yet.

On the other hand, the room was genuinely off-putting. It was a sterile white examination room I’d never seen before. The floor beneath my bare feet was uncomfortably cold, the air conditioning was maybe two notches too high. The air smelled of disinfectants.

There was nothing sexy about it, barring a medical fetish.

Our guest today didn’t appear to be into that. I wasn’t sure he had a fetish of any kind, much less one that would work to our advantage. He was in his early fifties and worn looking, the sort of guy who had spent a lot of time outdoors, probably doing manual labor. His brown eyes looked far too small beneath his steel-rimmed glasses, his graying hair was cropped to a severe cut and his body was thin and wiry.

Physically, Mr. Murray reminded me of nothing so much as human beef jerky. I hoped we would not be expected to perform for him. I knew I was always supposed to be eager, but I didn’t think I could manage it.

His mannerisms seemed to fit his looks. Right now, he had one of the other girls bent over a workbench, and was smacking her round ass with the flat of his hand. The motion was completely joyless, almost angry. He straightened up and peered at her reddened cheeks for a moment before allowing, “Her ass will do. She goes.”

Dr. Campbell nodded. His expression betrayed some unhappiness about the treatment, but he agreed in a neutral tone, “Of course. Shelley, move to the left and wait.”

“Yes, Doctor,” the girl, evidently Shelley, agreed in a soft voice. She shuffled off to the side.

Murray turned to Julie and said, “Now you.”

Julie looked decidedly uncomfortable, but she stepped out of line and in front of him without hesitation, facing us. Murray stepped around her, running a finger along her skin seemingly at random. Strangely, he didn’t spank her or tweak anything. He did reach between her legs and rub her pussy. She managed to keep her expression impassive.

Murray withdrew his hand after a long pause and said, “Shave that bare before tonight. Nothing else needs any work.”

“Yes, Sir,” Julie agreed. All she had now was a wispy landing strip of blond hair anyway. She shuffled off to the side.

Murray gestured at Phoebe, and she moved to where Julie had been. Unlike the rest of us, she actually looked nervous. Murray stepped behind her and cupped both of her enormous breasts from behind experimentally, like he was going to fuck her right there. He tweaked both nipples at the same time between his fingers, getting them stiff, and leaned in to smell her hair.

Phoebe had the look of a deer in headlights. I had never seen her look so unhappy at attention given to her breasts. As far as I knew, she loved that.

Murray let her go after a moment and said, “I wish those nipples were pierced.” He was clearly not the least bit worked up by practically dry humping her.

Phoebe said softly, “Sorry, Sir.”

Dr. Campbell shook his head and said, “We don’t do any body modifications while the girls are still learning, Mr. Murray. You know that.”

“I remember,” Murray sounded mildly put out, the same as he did about everything else as he explained, “My employer just has a very specific vision for her, and he will be a little disappointed that she’s not conforming to it yet.”

“We have a process that works,” Campbell said, “We’re already making an exception letting the girls out of our sight for a night, but we have to remain firm about piercings, tattoos and other events.”

“I expected you’d say that,” Murray agreed with a frown. He turned to Phoebe and said, “You shave the last of that too. Nothing else needs to be done.”

“Yes, Sir,” Phoebe agreed softly, “Thank you Sir.” She moved aside gratefully.

That explained what she was doing there. In my head, I knew that some of us had been sent here because a buyer already wanted us, while some of us had not. This was the first time I’d known which category a specific girl fell into though.

Murray turned to me and gestured.

I stepped up, now more curious if I was like Phoebe than uncomfortable.

Murray examined me critically and asked, “What’s her story?”

Guess nobody was buying me with Phoebe as a set, then. To be fair to Murray, I wasn’t quite the plastic Barbie the slightly older girls were though. The question didn’t make me feel rotten.

Dr. Campbell said, “Professor Horn hand-picked her to fill your employer’s request. She gives the best head in class.”

I beamed at the praise.

Murray looked my face over a little more closely. I didn’t worry though. I knew I didn’t have so much as the ghost of a blemish. He nodded and said, “You’re fine, then. Scoot.”

I moved aside, stepping between Julie and Phoebe. I watched Murray examine the other two girls, but I expected he would choose them and I was not disappointed. They were more the bimbo ideal. I was more interested in whether Julie was also hand picked, since she’d gotten such an easy exam.

Maybe my Best Friend Tony or Professor Horn would know, although Tony was more likely to actually tell me anything.

When Murray finished, he left and we put our uniforms back on.

While we dressed, Dr. Campbell said, “As you girls know, it’s unusual to send you off-campus before graduation. In this case, the one making the request is a major figure for the school. He makes sure we’re good to operate at our current location and donates a lot of funding. That means keeping him happy is important. Is that clear?”

We all chorused, “Yes, Sir.” Speaking in unison like that always made me tingly and happy.

Campbell smiled too. He said, “I have some special training videos for you girls before we send you off, to help with any unusual situations that may arise. Julie, Phoebe, Nurse Susie will take you to get shaved. You can join the others after you meet Mr. Murray’s requests. Do any of you have any questions?” Several of us raised our hands. I noticed that neither Julie nor Phoebe did. Campbell picked Shelley and asked, “Yes?”

“Mr. Murray won’t be at the party, will he?” she asked, voice still soft.

The rest of us giggled nervously, like a figurative bunch of schoolgirls.

Campbell shook his head and chuckled, “No, Mr. Murray is a working man, like myself. He won’t be at any fancy party, not like this. Besides, I’ve never known him to be interested in girls like you. That’s part of why he’s tasked with this job. Anyone else?”

We raised our hands again. He looked at me and asked, “And you?”

“Who will be there, if I may ask, Sir?” I knew that was pushing it, but he’d opened the floor to questions.

“Our benefactor is James Dossett,” Campbell said, “This party is for his son Spencer. You won’t have heard of him, but that doesn’t matter. He is wealthy and important to the Academy. What matters is that Spencer is turning twenty one, and Mr. Dossett wants him introduced to the family business properly.” He added firmly, “Everything else you need to know about them will be in your video. That’s all I need to tell you.”

‹Everything You Need To Know>

The words slid deep into my head, making me feel relaxed and happy. The doctor was right: my video would explain things best anyway. I smiled and agreed, “Yes, Sir.”

“Anything else?” Campbell asked.

“No, Sir,” we chorused again, in perfect harmony.

“Good girls,” the doctor smiled at us and said, “Relax and follow me.”

‹Good Girls>

‹Relax>

The praise left my brain foggy and my body tingling. I followed him as he led us out of the room, but I barely noticed where we were going. I just took a seat when directed, and let the videos wash over me.

~~~

I drifted peacefully, body warm and weightless, completely untethered to the world. It was bliss. As I floated in the realm between wakefulness and sleep, images washed over my brain, one after the other. Some of them went by too fast to even register, but I didn’t mind.

Other images stood out. Names and faces appeared one after the other so that I would know who was Important. Pictures of cocks and lists of likes and dislikes came either before or after, I couldn’t be sure. I did know that there was an uncircumcised man coming who liked sloppy blowjobs. Someone else had a dick that curved upward, and he only liked blonds.

I let all of it penetrate me, suffuse me. When I got where I was going, I would be prepared. I would be a Good Girl. I would obey.

The images followed me even as I sank into a deep, wonderful sleep.

~~~

I was in a moving vehicle. That much, I was sure of. I could feel a seat belt across my chest, feel the road beneath us. Cold air was hitting the right side of my face, and my head was resting on a hard surface. I couldn’t quite open my eyes yet. My whole body felt drugged and heavy.

It was nice.

An unfamiliar male voice had roused me from my dreamless sleep. I was pretty sure about that, though I couldn’t remember what had been said.

A second man spoke. He asked, “That’s Phoebe Dossett? Really?” He sounded surprised, maybe even disbelieving.

Phoebe Dossett.

I turned that over in my head, still feeling muddled, trying to figure out why James Dossett would be pulling her for a house party if they were related. Surely, he couldn’t want her for a fuck doll? An image of him appeared in my mind’s eye, and I realized they looked nothing alike. He had dark hair and their facial features were nothing alike.

Maybe he was her stepfather, or maybe he was marrying her off to someone.

The first man assured him, “His stepdaughter, in the flesh. The twig’s her first cousin. Go on, cop a feel, Mitch. She won’t notice.”

“I dunno, Joey,” Mitch protested, sounding unconvinced, “I mean… she could wake up.”

Joey chuckled and said, “Hell, she wouldn’t care if she were awake. You’ve never been on slut detail before, so you don’t understand. These girls love it. Last time, I saw the richest guys I’ve ever met run a train on some teeny little redhead, and she was begging for more after they finished.”

Slut detail.

I liked that. We were sluts. We loved it. And Joey was right, I wouldn’t mind being touched right now one bit. I wondered if I knew the redhead, if she would remember the party if I asked her about it. The fact she probably wouldn’t only made me wish I had been there too.

“Just too weird for me, man,” Mitch protested.

I managed to open my eyes with difficulty. My vision was a little blurry, but I could see that we were in the back of a large utility van. There weren’t any windows back here, but a quick glance to the side revealed that we were on the freeway… somewhere. It was late morning or mid-afternoon. I couldn’t see the dashboard from here.

Mitch was in the back with us. He looked like stereotypical hired muscle, the sort of guy you’d cast as Mobster #3 in a movie about the Mafia. He was burly, far more muscular than I normally liked, and wearing a brown suit. He was sitting between Phoebe and Julie, neither of whom looked awake. In fact, I looked to be the only girl who’d come to. Right now, Mitch was facing away from me, more focused on wherever we were going.

I tried to open my mouth, maybe ask for attention too, but I couldn’t quite manage it.

Mitch turned back toward me and said, “One of them’s awake.”

Joey sighed and said, “We’re trading spots.” He pulled the van to the left, and we hit the upward slope of an exit ramp.

Mitch looked uncomfortable, but he didn’t say anything.

Neither of them seemed mad I was up, so I didn’t try to close my eyes and nap.

Moments later, we pulled into a gas station parking lot. Joey said, “Trade me and gas up, Mitch.” He clambered to the back without getting out.

“Yeah,” Mitch agreed, “Okay.” He unfastened his seat belt and climbed over Julie, Shelley, and the bubble-butt of a girl I didn’t recognize. He slid into the driver’s seat and then pulled us alongside one of the pumps.

Joey took the seat opposite me. He was a little leaner than his fellow guard, and his hair was straight black instead of curly brown. His eyes were gray and piercing. Overall, he was more attractive than Mitch, that was for sure. He smiled at me and asked, “How are you doing, sweetheart?”

I managed, feeling more awake now, “Good, Sir.”

Mitch sidled out of the van and began to pump gas.

“Not sleeping, though, are ya?” He leaned forward and stroked my cheek gently, making eye contact.

“No, Sir,” I agreed, tilting my head to rub my face against his fingertips and added dully, “Don’t know why.”

“That’s just fine,” Joey said smoothly, “Just means you get to suck some dick on the way over. Doesn’t it, pretty girl?” He put a finger to my bottom lip.

“Uh huh,” I agreed. I let him push the tip of his finger into my mouth and sucked on it for a moment before he pulled his hand away and unbuckled my seat belt too. I slid forward onto my knees on the floor of the van awkwardly. There wasn’t much room with all of us piled in.

Joey unfastened his fly and produced his cock, already semi-erect. I stared at it, half-remembered images from a hundred training films dancing in my head.

‹Good Girls Love Cock>

The thought bubbled to the surface of my mind unbidden. It didn’t matter who he was. It didn’t matter where we were. I loved cock, and I wanted it right now. I bent forward and kissed the head of it.

Mitch slid back into the driver’s seat and started the van. He glanced back and said, “You’re gonna get busted, man.”

“These girls love it,” Joey put a hand in my hair, twining his fingers in it possessively. He turned my head away from his dick and toward the front of the van, then said firmly, “Tell him you want to blow me, doll.”

“I want to blow him,” I smiled at Mitch and added helpfully, “I’ll do you after.”

“You’re not going to tell anybody I had a little fun, are you doll?” Joey’s fingers tightened just a little bit in my hair as he added, “It’s not important.”

He didn’t have Professor Horn’s voice or manners, but he had obviously watched someone handling students before. I smiled brightly at Mitch and agreed, “Nope. It’s not important.”

Mitch shook his head and said, “I won’t say a word, but this is a bad idea.” He turned forward and started the van, pulling out of the gas station.

Joey chuckled and said, “You’ll get it after the party.” He turned my head back toward him and said, “Get to work, babe.” He relaxed his grip, stroking my hair instead of tugging it.

As Mitch got back on the freeway, I leaned down and took him between my pursed lips, rolling my tongue against the underside of his shaft. He stiffened at my attention, pulse racing even as the van picked up speed.

For the first time in a long time, I realized I’d never done anything like this before. I braced against the floor of the van with one hand and reached up to pump his slick shaft with the other as I worked the head with my tongue. Joey held eye contact, making small animal noises of pleasure.

He wasn’t going to last long. I could tell. I slowed down to try and prolong it anyway, but he came in a hot torrent of sticky seed in moments. I swallowed, heedless of the taste.

Joey leaned back and panted, “God, I gotta get my wife a term at your school. Do they do continuing education? Transfer credits?” He was clearly joking.

I let his softening shaft slip out of my mouth, but continued to pump it gently. I offered him a small shrug and said, “Sorry, I don’t know much about that, Sir.” Feeling bold, I added, “I didn’t even know Phoebe was Mr. Dossett’s daughter.”

Maybe they would tell me something. Joey was still semi-erect in my hand.

He looked down at me and said, “Well, stepdaughter.” He patted Phoebe’s knee and explained, “Her mom was a model from Eastern Europe someplace. Gorgeous. Word is, she went to your very fine university too. The boss isn’t related at all. That’d just be weird.”

I turned that over in my head. I had no idea the place had been open so long. I wondered when the Damiano Academy had been founded, how they’d kept it secret for so long. My head was sluggish, but I still managed to ask, “And Julie’s her cousin?”

“Mm,” Joey nodded and said, “First cousin. Neither of them look much like the missus though. Mrs. Dossett’s more like this one.” He patted one of the more conventionally ‘perfect’ students on the leg, then asked, “They really don’t tell you sluts anything, do they?”

“Not about that, Sir, no,” I shook my head, still pumping his dick.

“But talking about this is all perfectly normal to you,” Joey asked, “Isn’t it? Nothing weird about hearing how some rich guy sent his girls to get brainwashed into fuck toys?”

He had a point. It seemed like that should be strange or bother me, but I just couldn’t work up any strong feelings about it one way or the other. I shrugged and said, “We’re all happy to be there. It’s a good life.”

“Guess so,” Joey chuckled and said, “You girls don’t wake up on these rides often, but I always love it when you do. Wish I was rich enough to afford one of you full time.”

His dick was already getting hard again.

‹Good Girls Love Cock>

The thought echoed in my brain. I loved cock. His cock. Any cock. I wondered dimly if the films I’d watched for the party had gotten me so friendly, or if I would be like this forever. Either way, I wanted it now. I tightened my grip just a little and said, “Well, we can pretend for one long drive, Sir.”

Joey said, “There’s a good girl.”

‹good girl>

He wasn’t really authorized to decide that about me, but it still felt good to hear. I shivered with pleasure, then I leaned forward and took him back into my mouth.

This time, it really did take awhile to get him there.

~~~

Mitch was pointedly silent for the entire drive. I wished he would have let me relax him, but he seemed opposed to the whole idea. I wondered if I should tell Mr. Dossett, but I supposed there was no way to do it without getting Joey in trouble too.

I didn’t want that. He’d made the boring ride much more tolerable.

We finished when one of the other girls, one I didn’t know, stirred. I got back in my seat and buckled up, and he zipped up, and we both tried to look bored. I finally got a look out the window though, which was nice.

We were in rolling hills somewhere, with big pine trees. I wondered what state we were in, or if we were even still in the United States at all. I thought about asking Joey, since he’d been so forthcoming about Phoebe and Julie.

‹It Doesn’t Matter Where I Am>

The thought came out of the blue, but it felt right. It didn’t matter where we were, only that I was going to be used. I sat with my hands in my lap and kept my mouth shut. The view was pretty great either way. The mansion was beside a small lake, and it had a wall a good ten feet high. Mr. Dossett was clearly ready for almost anything, up to and including a zombie apocalypse.

We were waved through the main gate, then stopped right inside. Joey opened the rear door to the utility van.

Mr. Murray was there, despite promises to the contrary. He said, “Form a line, girls.”

I kept my expression neutral as we clambered out of the back of the van.

Murray looked us all up and down before allowing to Joey, “All right, they’re in good shape. Get the van to the garage.” Then he turned to the rest of us and said, “Override Three Three Seven Red, girls. Be dolls.”

‹Override>

‹Dolls>

The world slipped away in a haze of tingling pleasure.


Chapter Three

I was dimly cognizant of changing clothes. The feeling was surreal and dreamlike: I was aware of my uniform hitting the floor, something that I normally avoided like the plague. I was also aware of pulling on nylons and putting something on my head. In the background, a woman was talking. Most of the words slipped right past my ears and deeper into my brain, but a few stuck out:

“… serve the men…”

“… obey…”

“… happy to be here…”

Whoever she was, the Woman was right: I would serve the men. I would obey. I was certainly happy to be here. Even in my addled state, I reflected dazedly that she didn’t really need to tell me any of that.

Finally, there was a loud tone that matched my alarm clock exactly.

I snapped fully awake, heart pounding. I was in a dressing room, the sort I might expect to see backstage at a theater. There was a whole row of mirrors opposite me, with excellent lighting for makeup. I was standing in a row with some of the other students. A quick glance revealed that Phoebe was missing, though I couldn’t muster any worry about that. Her stepfather probably simply didn’t want her passed around as a sex toy right on the floor. Her cousin Julie, on the other hand, was beside me.

We were all dressed in French maid outfits, rather than our school uniforms. It made sense: while our uniforms would certainly appeal to a schoolgirl fetish, they were actually comparatively modest. The uniforms they’d put us in were anything but: the dresses and aprons were extremely low cut, virtually guaranteeing that our breasts would spill out of them at some point during the evening. Beneath my skirt, I could also feel a breeze that meant that my panties were crotchless. There was a feather duster hanging from my belt, but I didn’t think it was intended for my use. The only detail not in keeping with the maid motif was that we were all wearing black leather dog collars with heavy steel rings for leashes.

I felt a brief moment of panic: I didn’t know where my thumb drive was, which meant I couldn’t fulfill Tony’s errand. A quick glance to the side revealed that our bags and clothes were piled in the corner though. I would just need to make my way back here before I took care of it.

I could do that.

The woman who had been speaking was none other than Adele Dossett, Phoebe’s mother and the lady of the house. She was curvaceous and buxom, though less full-figured than Phoebe was. Her eyes were bright blue and her smile was absolutely perfect. She was dressed in a cocktail dress, something befitting a partygoer rather than the help. She smiled at us and said, “There’s a whole bunch of good girls.”

‹Good Girls>

Her praise was warm and tingly. We all chorused, “Thank you, Ma’am.”

My other thoughts faded and I focused back on her. I knew that Mrs. Dossett was in charge right now.

She said, “I imagine you’re all ready to serve drinks on the floor now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” we chorused again, sing-song. Speaking that way always made me feel fuzzy and unfocused. It was pleasant.

Mrs. Dossett seemed to feel the same. Her smile widened and she said, “Ah, I miss having sisters. Go make our school proud, girls. Obey.”

‹Obey>

She had been one of us. There were a million questions I wanted to ask her, but the word ‘obey’ left them a jumbled mess in my head. I heard myself chorus with the others, “Yes, Ma’am.”

We filed out, and I was well past her before I had control of my mouth back. We were handed trays of champagne and set loose in a large ballroom. The place was chaotic already, bustling with men and women in costumes. I separated from the other girls to mingle and saw a man dressed like Richard Nixon dancing with a girl my age dressed like Marilyn Monroe. There was a man in a Stormtrooper outfit, helmet off, making out with a girl dressed like Little Bo Peep. The rest of the partygoers were just as fanciful, everyone in elaborate and expensive looking outfits.

The music was Rated R Rihanna, set entirely too loud, and as I got a closer look at events, it seemed terribly appropriate. Not all of the partygoers were just making out or dancing: I saw a man in a toga getting head from Adele Dossett herself. A second glance proved that the man was definitely not her husband James, and nobody seemed to care. Two men, one dressed like Adam West’s Batman and the other as Heath Ledger’s Joker were doing lines of cocaine at the bar.

Everywhere I turned, the scene was similar: lots of couples having fun that ranged from completely innocent to ‘they need a room.’ I didn’t see James or Spencer yet.

I wondered why Spencer’s birthday party looked more like the Halloween version of Eyes Wide Shut, only to realize that I didn’t actually know the date. The flowers had still been in bloom when I left school this morning, but I had no idea what hemisphere I was even in. It wasn’t my place to ask, either.

Maybe Spencer just really liked dressing up, or maybe it was the end of October, but I’d only know if someone told me.

Several people took drinks off my tray without so much as an appraising glance, which was disappointing. It had been a long time since I’d been around so many men, and I had sort of expected more attention, especially with my tits practically falling out, but a lot of men were otherwise occupied already.

Across the room, I caught sight of Shelley. She no longer had a tray of champagne glasses in hand. Instead, she was sitting on the lap of a man dressed like a biker, though he didn’t have the build for it at all. She was either giving him a very enthusiastic lap dance or they were actually fucking.

That was reassuring. Maybe someone would want me soon.

As if on cue, someone patted my ass and a male voice said, “Hey, pretty Doll.”

‹Doll>

That word snapped my attention to the speaker. I could hear him capitalizing it as he said it. I turned and saw a man in his mid-forties. He was tall, with short cropped black hair and big brown eyes. He was dressed like a pirate, though his eye patch was pulled up.

I felt a head rush as I looked at him, my eyes wide as information flowed into my helpless brain. I knew his name was Eugene Ward, and that he was highly placed in a multinational research corporation of some sort. An image of his cock sprang to mind, along with the certainty that he liked giving spankings.

He was a Guest. He was to be Obeyed.

My head cleared, but the sensation was intense and arousing. I smiled brightly at him and said perkily, “Hello, Mr. Ward. How may I serve you?”

He took one of the remaining glasses and said, “You can start by telling me your name.”

“Maggie, Sir,” I replied happily.

“First time at one of these things?” Mr. Ward asked. He reached out and touched my cheek lightly.

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, cocking my head to nuzzle his hand.

He downed the glass and said, “Well, Maggie, I want you to lose the drink tray and come back to me. I want to plunder that booty, yar. Oh, and make my request a priority, Doll. I’m calling dibs.”

‹Priority>

The word slid pleasantly into my brain: now that he had tasked me with something, I was no longer up for grabs by the others. That was so flattering. I replied perkily, “Yes, Sir.”

“Go ahead,” he nodded at the door and said, “See you in five.”

“Yes, Sir!” I turned and headed for one of the tables where there was room to set the tray down. As I walked, I could see that the party was turning more into an orgy: one of my unfamiliar classmates was on her knees in front of the two coke-fueled comic book fans, alternating between taking Batman and the Joker deep into her mouth. Adele Dossett was on all fours now, getting spit-roasted by two men. Neither of them were her husband. Other girls were similarly unrestrained: I saw a petite brunette dressed like a witch grinding in a very jolly looking Santa’s lap, a couple of blond girls making out while men fingered them from behind. Shelley was with someone new too, giving an 80’s rocker head.

I found a table to set my tray on, then worked my way back through the crowd for Mr. Ward. Fortunately, he was easy to spot. He’d taken a spot on a couch, clearly waiting for me. I made my way to him.

Ward rose when he caught sight of me, and rather than giving me further verbal orders, he grabbed the back of my head and yanked me into a hard, open-mouthed kiss. My heart flipped in my chest and I stiffened for a moment, then I leaned into it. I wrapped my arms around his warm body as he probed my tongue with his mouth.

He ended the kiss just as abruptly, grabbing a fistful of my hair and yanking my head back without the slightest preamble. I let go of him and panted, heart still racing. He let go of my hair and grabbed my shoulder, then spun me around bodily and bent me forward against the couch.

I caught the arm of the couch to keep from falling forward. Behind me, Ward hiked up my skirt and drew his hand back, then smacked me hard on the ass. The blow was sharp and stinging, more pain than pleasure, but it still sent thrills up and down my spine. I felt lightheaded for a moment. My fingers tightened on the couch, I braced myself and I heard myself say, “Thank you, Sir. May I have another?”

I sounded spacey.

“Oh yes,” Ward agreed. He twined his fingers in my hair and tugged my head up hard, then continued to hit me again and again, alternating cheeks at random. The blows continued to be sharp and stinging, hard rather than sensual. He kept a firm grip on my hair, holding me in position.

I had never been spanked that way at the Academy, at least not that I remembered. My Best Friend Tony liked to take a hand to my ass sometimes, but it was in a much friendlier way. Right now, my bare ass ached, pleasure and pain mingling as he struck me over and over. I was surprised by how good the pounding felt. It was hard to think past that sensation, hard to do much of anything but hold on and take it.

When Ward finally stopped, I realized my mouth was hanging open and I was panting. I was lucky I wasn’t drooling. My ass ached, but the sensation was very satisfying. I was also dripping wet, my thighs slick with it.

Ward continued to grip my hair tightly, keeping my head high. At the same time, he rubbed my sore ass, then slid his hand between my legs. He splayed me open with his fingers, probing at me with the tip of one of them.

I moaned desperately, hoping that meant he would be inside me soon.

Thankfully, Mr. Ward didn’t disappoint: a moment later, I felt the head of his cock press against my spread pussy, then plunge into me. He wasn’t as heroically proportioned as the men at the Academy, all of whom seemed to have been chosen as much for their looks as their other skills, but he knew what he was doing. He kept one hand firmly on my hair, while he shifted the other between my legs. He didn’t bother to move it around, but his fingers pressed firmly against my slick flesh, teasingly close to my clit, my body rubbing against them as I moved with him.

I kept right on moaning as Ward hammered me, right in front of everyone. Shelley’s partner was watching while she went down on him, fingers tight in her hair while he stared at me get pounded. Another pair of guys dressed like a ninja and the Big Bad Wolf looked about ready to come over.

A tiny voice in the corner of my mind pleaded that I was being a slut. I shouldn’t want to be watched. I should serve in private, where people wouldn’t see it.

‹A Good Girl Has No Shame>

‹A Good Girl Is A Slut>

The thoughts bubbled up to the surface of my brain, wiping out my weak misgivings. Images from training films of girls being used in front of people danced in my mind’s eye. I could remember them spreading, kneeling, accepting their place, just like I needed to. I had no shame. I was a slut. I was so happy that the Academy had corrected my thinking.

I ground back against Ward eagerly, and knew that my expression had shifted to one of joy instead of reluctance.

The Big Bad Wolf came over, ninja in tow. I guessed the ninja was a henchman. He asked, “This one of the new ones, bro?” He sounded younger, right around my age. Maybe he was one of Spencer’s friends. Unlike Mr. Ward, he had a mask on, so he wasn’t immediately identifiable.

“Uh huh,” Ward grunted.

“Dibs after you?” the Wolf asked.

“Yep,” Ward agreed, speeding up his motion. He seemed at least as nonchalant about the whole thing as I felt. He gave my hair another tug and said firmly, “Doll, you will serve Cole here as soon as I dismiss you. That’s a priority too.”

‹Priority>

The word slid into my head pleasantly. I agreed happily, “Yes, Sir!”

A moment later, the name ‘Cole’ rang a bell. There was only one guy like that on the guest list, and he was indeed a peer of Spencer’s. An image unfolded in my mind of a face and a cock. He didn’t have any special requests on file. Too young to know what he liked, maybe. As I closed my eyes and focused on that information, Ward came deep inside me. Hot gushing cum derailed my train of thought, with Cole standing right there.

It was almost enough to push me over the edge myself, but not quite. For a split second, I waited for Ward to take care of me too. To tell me to cum, to rub my clit until I exploded. The men at the Academy always did, no matter who they were.

Ward let go of my hair, removed his hand from the inside of my thigh and pulled out of me. He said, clearly amused, “I think we can leave her revved up for you boys.”

Revved up.

I wasn’t allowed to disapprove verbally, but that still raised a soft, helpless mewling noise. Ward slapped my bottom and said, “Serve this man. Obey.”

‹Obey>

“I obey,” I heard myself parrot dazedly. That word always felt especially good in my head. I enjoyed the tingly sensation as my attention refocused. I was only dimly aware of Ward fastening his pants behind me, getting ready to move on. He wasn’t important anymore. All I could pay attention to was Cole right now. The rest of the party even seemed a bit distant, though I could still see a girl having sex out of the corner of my eye.

The Big Bad Wolf mask was sexy. I had never had a thing for men in costumes before, but I suddenly wanted him to take Ward’s place behind me. A tiny voice in the corner of my mind realized this feeling was artificial. I wanted a guy in a wolf costume because someone told me to.

The realization set my whole body tingling. I was helpless. I couldn’t even decide who or what was sexy. They could make me love fucking anyone, maybe anything. I stared up at him, mouth hanging open in awe at how well the school had trained me.

Behind me, Ward shuffled off, forgotten almost instantly.

In front of me, Cole straightened up and said firmly, “My friend Rob and I want you a little longer. You will come with us. This is a priority, and you must obey.”

‹Priority>

‹Obey>

‹Come With Us>

I agreed dazedly, “I will obey. I will come with you.”

He stepped back and said, “Up. Follow.”

‹Up>

‹Follow>

Cole had a good voice. Not as good as Professor Horn, but he knew how a Doll liked to be spoken to. He turned and walked without bothering to see if I was following. I hurried after him, remaining two steps behind and wondering who his friend was. We left the ballroom and ended up in the hallway. We hadn’t been the first guests to spill out: a pudgy man in a Captain America outfit had a redhead pinned face first to the wall and was fucking her vigorously from behind, not far from the door. Cole just turned the other way and headed to the stairwell.

In moments, we were in one of the guest suites. It wasn’t too different from Academy ones, though I doubted Mr. Dossett stocked a minibar for his guests.

Cole’s ninja friend closed the door behind us and took off his mask, revealing a passably handsome face. He had gray eyes and curly brown hair, now in disarray from being trapped beneath the costume’s mask. As with Cole, he didn’t have any strange foibles to cater to.

I was almost disappointed.

Cole tapped a spot on the lush brown carpet with his foot and said, “Kneel, Doll.”

I stepped to the spot and knelt, still looking up at him. I watched as he removed the mask, and realized his face was just as good. He had aristocratic features: a sharp, hawkish nose and penetrating blue eyes, just the kind that I loved.

Cole unfastened the pants on his costume. Rob stepped beside him and did the same. In moments, the pair of them were both stroking semi-erect cocks right in front of my face. Neither one seemed uncomfortable to be sharing.

That was fun. I had never been shared before, not that I could remember. I wanted to beg for things, but neither of them had given me permission to speak.

Rob asked, “So this is totally for real? I mean, I hired a couple girls off Backpage, but… she’s not like that?”

Cole shook his head and said, “Ask her.”

Rob looked down at me and asked, “You’re really not getting paid for one minute of this, are you? You just got told to come here and suck some dick, and you did it?”

“Yes, Sir,” I nodded, “Dolls aren’t paid.”

“Hot,” Rob decided and said, “Glad I made the old man’s guest list.” He pressed his now stiff cock against my cheek, rubbing my smooth, cool skin with his throbbing rod.

Hot.

They were happy I was there. The praise wasn’t nearly as good as being called a Good Girl outright, but I still basked in his approval. I knew I was not supposed to move without being told, but I still turned my head to kiss his hard shaft.

“Keep your numbers up and your mouth shut,” Cole said, “And you’ll keep getting to come. Maybe do better, too: I’m hoping to earn one of these bitches in a couple years.” He put his cock on my other cheek, rubbing it against my skin too. He said, “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Being sold to me.”

Sold.

I felt a split second of hesitation.

‹Good Girls Want To Be Sold>

The thought was accompanied by a deep sense of well being. I closed my eyes and images of girls at the auction block danced in my head. “Mmm,” I turned back his way and agreed, “Yes, Sir!”

He pushed his cock into my mouth and said firmly, “Good Girl. You’re going to suck us both.”

‹Good Girl>

I shivered with pleasure and wrapped my lips tightly around his shaft, letting him thrust into my mouth. At the same time, I reached up and took Rob’s cock in my other hand, getting a firm grip on it and beginning to jack him off while I sucked on Cole.

Rob ran his fingers through my hair while I did it. I tilted my head and let Cole’s slick shaft slip from between my lips, then leaned down to take in Rob’s. I pursed my lips tightly around him and bobbed my head. Meanwhile, Cole rubbed my cheek with his now wet shaft, pressing it against my skin again.

We alternated like that for several long minutes: I would suck one of their cocks while the other one left my face increasingly messy. It seemed like we could go that way awhile, but I turned to let go of Rob and Cole said, “Both of us at once.”

I didn’t try to talk with dick in my mouth. Instead, I just turned my mouth to comply. Above me, Rob blushed. It probably occurred to him that this meant their cocks would touch intimately, but he didn’t protest. That was hot. My only regret was that neither of them had told me to masturbate while I was doing this yet, and I couldn’t ask. Still, it was worth it to see something new.

I took Cole’s cock into my now overstuffed mouth, tightening my lips as much as possible. I was still drooling everywhere at this point, but that was fun too. I ran my tongue along the undersides of both their shafts, back and forth, then bobbed my head as much as I could. It wasn’t much, but I could feel them both throbbing at the attention.

Cole closed his eyes and began to thrust just the tiniest bit, pressing against my cheek and rubbing against Rob’s shaft. He was clearly getting close.

Rob’s blush deepened, but he was getting close too.

I closed my eyes and pictured my two favorite men in the world, Professor Horn and My Best Friend Tony, using me this way instead of two admittedly handsome youths I’d never met before. As aroused as I had been before, the image was almost enough to get me over the edge all by itself. I worked them even more diligently with my tongue, still fantasizing.

Rob came first. He pulled back just a little to avoid choking me, and spurted hot cum into my waiting mouth. I put my tongue in the way to keep from inhaling it, just in time for Cole to finish too. He came immediately after. I still couldn’t close my mouth, so their mingled seed flowed over my bottom lip and dribbled down my chin.

The moment made the entire trip out something special. I opened my eyes and looked up at the two young men.

Rob said hesitantly, “We better get her ready. We don’t know how much time we have.” His cheeks were positively burning, but he still hadn’t pulled out of my mouth.

I wondered what he was talking about. As far as I knew, I was here all weekend, and no one much cared who I fucked in the meantime.

Cole nodded though. He agreed reluctantly, “You’re probably right. I’ll get her cleaned up.” He pulled his dick out of my mouth, a long strand of cum and saliva still connecting it to my lip and said, “Take a nap, Doll.”

‹Nap>

The last thing I was aware of was Rob’s shaft slipping out from between my now parted lips. I was gone before my body finished drooping to the floor.


Chapter Four

I woke up blindfolded, bound and completely stripped out of my school uniform. My wrists and ankles were tethered to the posts or frame of a bed. I could feel more elaborate rope work across my chest, raising and separating my breasts. Whoever had done the work was skilled: the knots were tight against my body, but not cutting into my flesh anywhere. I didn’t remember any part of it. It took me a moment to remember that I’d been with two young men before, but it was hard to picture either of them as a shibari expert.

I hoped it had been Cole though. The only other idea that came to my addled brain was that maybe Mr. Murray had done it, and the image was singularly unpleasant, my training notwithstanding.

Opening my eyes revealed that the blindfold was very secure. A tiny bit of light seeped in through the corner, but I couldn’t see anything. I strained at my bonds experimentally too, out of curiosity rather than any desire to escape. The bed was comfortable enough. Pushing a bit, I had room to wriggle, but I was stuck spread-eagle until someone came to let me loose.

It was fine though. While I didn’t know how long I would be left like this, but it was unlikely the boys would actually hurt me or leave me to wet the bed or something. I was sure I would still be able to run Tony’s errand after they’d had their fun.

After all, they weren’t the ones who owned me.

In the meantime, being tied up was fun. I was used to being helpless in my head, unable to control my own thoughts or feelings, but physical bondage was new. We hadn’t covered it in the Academy, although I now assumed it was coming.

I thought about calling out, but it felt like poor manners. While I hadn’t been gagged, ‘speak when spoken to’ was very important, dealing with people in authority.

Thankfully, I didn’t have to wait long. I heard a door open, then footfalls as someone approached the bed. The room was on the large side, from the distance. I only heard one pair though, so I knew both boys weren’t back.

Whoever it was paused at the side of the bed for a moment. I heard a zipper and then the rustling of clothes. It didn’t take the person long to shuck them. Then the bed shifted as they put their weight on it.

I could smell alcohol and musky aftershave as the strange man climbed atop me. His legs were a little hairy and his body was warm and heavy atop mine. I didn’t think he was overweight, just considerably larger than me. He didn’t smell like either Rob or Cole.

The man reached down and ran his fingers through my hair, then leaned in and kissed me, hot and hungry. His chest crushed my breasts, firm and muscular. I opened my mouth, letting his tongue probe it. He not only smelled like he’d been drinking a bit, he tasted like it, but I could feel his cock stiffening against my thigh. He reached between my spread legs and rubbed my pussy with his hard fingertips. I was getting wet already.

The stranger broke off the kiss after a long moment. He splayed my nether lips open and penetrated me with his fingertip, then leaned up to my ear and breathed, “Beg for it. Beg for more than my finger, slut.”

For a split second, all I could think was how young he sounded. Definitely in Cole’s age group, not one of the elder statesmen of the gathering. Cole and Rob leaving me to him made more sense now. Maybe he’d needed coaxing.

A moment later, the voice clicked. He was Spencer Dossett, here with me instead of one of the other girls. The realization was electric. Thoughts unspooled in my brain, bubbling up from where the Academy training films had placed them:

‹It’s Spencer’s Day>

‹Serve>

‹Obey>

‹Make Us Proud>

Whatever I did today, it would get right back to my Teacher. It would reflect on him. I had to be a Good Girl. I had to make both Professor Horn and Dr. Campbell proud of me.

I had never had to beg for it before, but I hoped he would appreciate enthusiasm. I wriggled beneath him, working my hips to try and impale myself further on his single digit. At the same time, I pleaded with as much desperation as I could muster, “Please, Sir! Please, I need your cock! Don’t keep it from me!”

Spencer pulled his hand back, only to slide a second finger inside me. He hooked them inside me, stretching my inner passage, and began to pump them in and out of me hard and fast. The friction was sudden, intense and delightful.

Finally, someone seemed interested in getting me off.

I began to babble, stream of consciousness, “Sir! Oh, Sir, please! Please, give me your cock! I need it! Please! Please!”

Rather than listening to that, Spencer leaned in and bit the nape of my neck pretty hard. His teeth sent a shock of pleasure and pain through me.

My whole body stiffened in response, and I nearly came on the spot, already so turned on. My babbling dissolved to helpless moaning, and I thrashed as much as my bonds would allow.

Spencer finally let up, releasing my neck first, then pulling his hand away. He shifted on the bed, rising a bit and breathed, clearly impressed, “If you’re faking, you’re good.”

I wriggled, heart pounding, wishing he would touch me and whined, “Not faking! Please! Finish me up!” This time, I tugged at the ropes hard enough to feel them bite into my wrists and ankles as I genuinely tried to get loose.

Spencer cleared his throat then said firmly, “My name is Spencer Dossett, and you’re my birthday present. Relax.”

‹Birthday Present>

‹Relax>

Hearing him say it aloud was different than remembering my instructions. I felt crystal clarity: I had to obey him. Tony was my Best Friend and Professor Horn was my beloved Teacher, but right now, Spencer was my Master.

In the back of my brain, I could feel limitations on that: he hadn’t actually bought me. All the same, I would follow any permitted order. I would even relax when I was horny enough to masturbate in public. The burning need at the core of my being was still there, but I felt removed from it. I flopped bonelessly on the bed and panted, “Yes, Master.”

“Master, eh?” Spencer sounded very amused, “Cluck like a chicken, slave girl.”

‹Cluck>

For a split second, I wanted to protest about how stupid that was, but the words slid deep into my mind anyway. Suddenly, I realized what a wonderful idea he had. Master wanted me to act like hypnotized girls he’d seen on television, and that sounded exciting. I squawked eagerly, “Bawk, bawk, bawk!”

Spencer laughed and said, “Tell me your bank PIN, slut.”

‹Tell me>

“Don’t have one,” I shivered and explained dully, “Slaves don’t have bank accounts, Master.”

Spencer reached down and fondled my breasts roughly. As he pawed them, he asked, “Where’d they find you? Did they kidnap you at a bus station or something? You a mail order bride from Eastern Europe? Where does someone even find a slave these days?”

“Mmm,” I wriggled at his touch, arching my back to offer my breasts to him and said, “My parents sent me for training, Master.”

Spencer tweaked my nipples, sending little shocks of pleasure through my chest. He paused a moment before asking, “Really? Your mom and dad wanted you to be a brainwashed bimbo slut when you grew up?”

‹Brainwashed Bimbo Slut>

The words slipped deep into my brain, and I moaned loudly before answering, “Yes, Master!”

“Bet they sold you,” Spencer went on, kneading my breasts roughly, his hands warm and strong against my supple flesh, “Or maybe you really were just kidnapped off the street, and they just brainwashed you to think you were somebody. Tell me what you think about that, slut.”

‹Tell me>

I could picture that, one of the burly fitness instructors from the Academy just tossing a bag over my head and pulling me into a van, then Professor Horn making me think I’d come willingly. I moaned again and said, “That’s so hot, Master!”

“I really think you’re on the level,” Spencer marveled, “That’s so fucked up.”

That didn’t sound good, definitely not the kind of talk I wanted to hear from my Master. I wriggled more, rubbing my thigh against his stiff cock as best I could and begged, “Please, Master, just use me. I need it. I want it. Please!”

That seemed to jar Spencer out of whatever he had been thinking. He let go of my breasts and leaned back down, his body pressed against mine again. He splayed me open, but this time he guided the head of his cock between my slick folds.

Spencer braced himself and began to pound me fiercely against the bed, each thrust driving his rock-hard cock deep inside of me. Pleasure mixed with pain both at the hard strokes and the ropes biting into my flesh as he hammered me. The bed creaked beneath us and my hands clutched uselessly at nothing. I moaned wildly, unable to help myself.

Above me, my Master panted, so caught up in it that he was past speaking.

I was too far gone to even guess what had changed. All I could do was twitch helplessly in my bonds while he rode me, pleasure building between my sopping thighs.

Spencer came abruptly, with a sound near a growl. Hot seed poured deep inside me. He relaxed on top of me, breathing ragged, cock softening inside me.

I squirmed beneath him, not sure of what to do. I couldn’t remember ever not being made to climax before, but I didn’t know if I was supposed to ask.

‹Good Girls Speak When Spoken To>

The thought unfolded in my mind, crystal clear. If Master wanted me to cum, he would have told me to. I laid beneath him and tried to relax, still unbearably horny.

Spencer pulled out of me, leaving me aching with emptiness. Oblivious to my need, he clambered up my body, resting part of his weight on my chest. He rubbed my face with his cock, still slick with my juices, then pressed it to my lips and said, “Clean me off, bimbo.”

‹Clean Me>

‹Bimbo>

I opened my mouth and let him push his soft cock into my mouth, feeling how close he was. I worked him with my tongue, rolling it around the head of his cock, up and down the shaft. The blindfold was an interesting wrinkle, but this part was very familiar. Even being tied up didn’t really change what I needed to do much.

Spencer stiffened again between my lips, which only served to turn me on further. I hoped he would use me again, instead of being offered one of the other girls. I wasn’t sure where Shelley or the others had gone, though it didn’t seem likely he would be offered a stepsister.

It didn’t take long to get Spencer hard again. He put a hand on the top of my head and pulled out of my mouth, then slid off the bed without a word. I could hear him pad to the door.

My breath caught in my throat and my heart flipped. He was going to leave me… but it didn’t matter. For now, he was my Master, and whatever he wanted was just fine. I bit my lip and didn’t say anything.

Spencer stopped at the door and asked, incredulous, “You really weren’t going to beg to be let up, were you?”

“No, Master,” I said, “Good girls speak when spoken to.”

“Yeah,” Spencer agreed, “Guess they do.” He came back, stepping to the foot of the bed. I felt the rope around my left ankle tighten for a moment, then go slack. He added, “The ropes were fun, but fucking like that is a little limited, isn’t it, uh…?” He moved to the other side of the bed before asking, “What was your name, or do I just call you ‘slave’ or something?”

He was going to fuck me again. My heart leapt. I explained brightly, “My name is Maggie, Master, but you can call me anything you want.”

“What do they call you at that school?” Spencer freed my right leg next, before moving to my right side.

“By my name,” I stretched and flexed my legs a bit as I explained, “Or sometimes ‘Doll’ or ‘Fuck Doll.’ Or, if we’re good, ‘Good Girl.’”

“Huh,” Spencer freed my right arm and moved all the way around the bed. As he walked, he said, “Good Girl, Fuck Doll Maggie.”

‹Good Girl>

‹Fuck Doll>

The words made me feel warm and tingly, stronger even than when Teacher said them. Master thought I was a Good Girl. I sighed with pleasure and said, “Thank you, Master.”

The ropes went slack, including the ones around my breasts. I could feel the elaborate tangle of ropes confining my breasts loosen. Spencer cut my left arm loose, then tugged that way, the ropes sliding against my skin. They were smooth enough not to burn, despite being against such delicate skin. The bonds around my wrists and ankles came loose easily, the knots not right against my skin.

I rubbed each wrist in turn, but didn’t move to take off the blindfold without permission.

Spencer tugged that off last and asked, “Better?”

He looked wonderful: fit and tall, better than the picture. He had perfect teeth and what imperfections there were in his features only lent him character. His cock was semi-erect again, slick with my saliva. That was mesmerizing. I licked my lips, feeling like I could stare at it all day without budging.

He was almost as handsome as my Best Friend Tony, or Professor Horn. Looking at him made me want to finish myself off with my hand, but I was hoping he would fuck me again instead.

It took me a moment to remember that he’d actually asked a question, and that my Master always required a prompt response. I sat up, smiled at him and said, “Yes, Master.”

“So they really make you a passive toy, don’t they?” Spencer sat on the bed beside me.

‹Toy>

That was certainly true. I agreed happily, “Yes, Master.”

“So, you didn’t have any say about any of this?” Spencer put a hand on my thigh, stroking it lightly.

I shook my head and said, “No, Master. They told us where we were going, and we came here.”

The whole line of questioning was strange. Cole and Rob both seemed to either know more about it, or they were less curious. I decided, since Spencer was my Master, that it was probably the latter.

“Do you know Julie or Phoebe? Spend any time with them?” Spencer sounded a lot more curious about that. His touch was firmer as he spoke.

“Yes, Master,” I nodded and said, “We’re not close, but we attend many of the same classes. They’re both in Etiquette with me, attend the same gym sessions and so on.” I wasn’t supposed to talk about what all three of us did with Tony, not even with Master, so I added a little lamely, “We’ve hung out sometimes.”

“So you girls do have free time?” Spencer asked, “What’s…” he hesitated, “What’s life like there?”

I shrugged and said, “It’s just a private college, Master. The only real difference is that we can’t have any contact with the outside world without permission.”

“And that they brainwash you to be like this,” Spencer gestured at me.

‹Brainwash You>

The words made me shiver. I nodded and agreed, “And that, yes Master.”

“How do they do that?” Spencer’s hand moved up my leg, and I could tell that whatever had him asking about this, my answers were turning him on. He added, “Do they drug you? Is there some kind of sci-fi machine they hook up to your brain?”

In my head, I pictured Etiquette class, Professor Horn hypnotizing the class with films, with his beautiful voice. I opened my mouth to tell him a little about what class was like, but all that came out was a brainless and perky, “That information is proprietary. This Doll is unable to discuss it.”

I clapped a hand over my mouth in surprise.

Spencer cocked his head at me, then he laughed.

I giggled with him and said, “Sorry, Master. I had no idea. You’re the first person I’ve ever really talked to about it who wasn’t in on it since I got into this whole thing.”

He shook his head, waved a hand dismissively and said, “No, it’s fine. I guess they can’t really have everybody trying… whatever it is that they do. But it’s not bad?”

It finally hit me that he was worried about them, maybe thought they were being mistreated to get them to obey. That was so sweet. My smile widened and I explained, “No, Master. Girls would be pounding on the door, demanding to be let in if they understood what it felt like to be there. Nothing I was doing before was half as good as this. I’m a willing participant. Don’t feel bad about using me, and don’t think they’re being tortured or something. We sleep in beds, not dog kennels. We eat the same food we would at a normal school. We’re all just fine. Better than fine, because they teach us to do this.”

Spencer seemed mollified. He nodded and said, “Thanks.” He paused a moment before adding, “You’re not what I was expecting.”

“What’d they tell you?” I asked, desperately curious now. I had trouble remembering life before the Academy, life where every girl in my life wasn’t a fellow slave, and every man wasn’t training us to be.

I didn’t really miss normalcy because it was so foggy to me now, and patently inferior to my current life, but I still wanted to know about it.

“That you were all slave girls, and that I’d be getting one to use ‘all for myself,’ instead of having to take a turn,” Spencer said, “I think they’re prepping me to marry a girl like you. ‘Family tradition.’ They were fuzzy on a lot of the details though, and I bet it’s because they don’t know much about how you work either.”

For a moment, I wanted to ask why he hadn’t been at his own party. Three other men had used me without even counting my driver on the way up, despite whatever promise he had been offered. At the same time, it wasn’t my place to ask questions. More than that, I didn’t want to get any of them in trouble.

I put it out of my head. I was good at that.

Besides, the rest made sense. I’d never seen someone take a tour of the school or anything, not even someone as rich as the elder Dossett. We were kept away from anything that would interfere with our training. The only way to sample us was to bring us outside. I nodded and said, “I see, Master.”

Spencer looked thoughtful again. He clearly wasn’t that drunk. He asked, “So, if I let you do whatever you want right now, what would it be?”

The first thought that sprang to mind was to just mindlessly parrot ‘whatever you want, Master,’ but I resisted the urge. I could tell that he was serious, and it would be disrespectful to fall back on it. Besides, I had to be absolutely honest with my Master, permanent or temporary. So I smiled and said, “I’d love to get off too, Master.”

“Heh, right. Sorry,” Spencer nodded and asked, “Got a favorite position, Doll?”

‹Doll>

“I like everything, Master,” I smiled and said happily, “But I haven’t been on top in awhile. And don’t worry about it: you’re not here for me. I’m here for you. I’d be happy to spend the rest of the evening sucking your cock while you watch TV, or anything else you want.”

Spencer nodded and said, “It’s weird, believing you. But get up.”

I slid off the bed and stretched a little more. I definitely hadn’t been tied up long.

Spencer laid on the bed, taking a minute to get comfortable. His cock stood up, at half mast. He patted his lap and said, “Fluff me, Doll.”

‹Fluff Me>

The words felt good in my head. I loved fluffing.

“Yes, Master!” I clambered back onto the bed, kneeling between his spread legs, and took his cock in my mouth. This time, I lapped at him gently, not wanting him to get too excited before I could mount him.

Spencer ran his fingers through my hair, stroking and petting me. I could feel him getting worked up, his cock stiffening between my lips, his pulse picking back up as he throbbed between my lips. Finally, he twined his fingers in my hair and gently tugged my head off of him. He made eye contact and said, “Up. Now.”

I mounted him eagerly, spreading my nether lips with my fingers and carefully guiding myself onto his cock. I shifted position a little to get a good angle, then I began to ride him, slow and deep.

He put one hand on my hip to steady me, and used the other to rub my slippery wet clit.

We stayed like that for ages, slow and rhythmic and deep. I kept it slow to prolong the whole experience, enjoying riding both him and the edge of my climax. My body was alight with pleasure and desire, building slowly and wonderfully. Through it all, I maintained eye contact, watching my Master enjoy it too. He was rapt.

It took forever for him to lose control, but when it happened, it was wonderful. Master spurted a stream of hot, sticky seed up into me. A moment later, he pressed down harder on my clit and moaned, “Cum, Doll!”

‹Cum>

Pleasure exploded from my sopping, full pussy and washed over the rest of me in tingling waves. I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment and moaned loudly.

Spencer flopped on the bed, his cock softening inside me, hands moving to his sides. He looked up at me and asked, “Better?”

“Mm,” I nodded and agreed happily, “Yes, Master.”

“Want to hit the shower?” he asked, reaching back up to fondle my breast. He added, with a wink, “I could get you all squeaky clean before returning you to the store.”

I laughed and agreed, “Yes, Master. Thank you.”

We hit the shower together. He lathered and polished my breasts until they were literally squeaky clean. I made sure his cock was spotless.

Afterward, we slipped into bed, both worn out.


Chapter Five

I wasn’t used to sleeping with company. As often as I had sex at the Academy, I didn’t normally share a bed with my partner afterward. I think this made me a little more sensitive to shifts in weight, because Spencer didn’t actually say anything to wake me. He just moved a bit.

I opened my eyes to the dim light of the suite’s monitor. Spencer was beside me, sitting comfortably against the pillows and headboard, wearing an oversized pair of headphones. His expression was a familiar sort of blank, eyes wide and glassy, mouth hanging open. He was still naked, covers off of his impressive body, and he was slowly jacking off as he stared forward. From the slow, steady rhythm, it looked like it might take forever for him to actually finish, though there was a gleaming bead of pre-cum at the tip.

Spencer was obviously deeply, deeply hypnotized.

I stared in fascination. I’d never seen a man like that before. I wondered, quite suddenly, if boys could be Dolls too. It seemed like there had to be rich people who would want them… but Spencer was rich too. It didn’t make sense to turn him into a toy for money.

I knew I shouldn’t look at the screen. The training film would surely drag me down, and I’d never get anything done. All the same, I had to know. I looked at what had Spencer’s attention.

The screen had a familiar oily tinge, all soft edges. It skipped mildly too, and I knew from experience that there were subliminal messages hidden in it. The picture itself was of Julie and Phoebe, both in uniform. I wasn’t entirely sure what was going on without audio, but they were kneeling in front of a gigantic spiral, expressions blank and blissful.

Someone was programming Spencer to accept brainwashing as good and right. Maybe he had skipped the party on purpose.

As much as I wanted to stare at the screen, Tony’s instructions had been specific: as soon as I was alone, I needed to find a computer in the house and get his files. The notion was compelling enough to keep me focused, even looking at a screen like this one.

With some difficulty, I tore my gaze away from the training film and back to Spencer. I felt a momentary urge to blow him while he watched, just to help cement the lesson in his pliable brain. I wanted him to accept it, to understand that we were all better off.

Maybe after my secret mission.

In the meantime, the trick was to get all the way back to my bag without being caught. A stray word from almost any man here would have me kneeling and sucking, and as much fun as that would be, Tony needed my help.

I slid out of bed gingerly, careful not to disturb Spencer. A peek at a slit in the curtains suggested it was the middle of the night. I padded over to them and peeked. There were a few people dancing out on the lawn, but it looked a lot sparser than earlier. The music was either down or off, because I couldn’t hear it from here.

Satisfied that things might be quiet outside, I padded to the suite’s bathroom and looked around for clothes. There was a pink bathrobe on a hook. I slipped into it and moved to the suite’s door. I pressed my ear against it for a moment, but I didn’t hear anything.

I slipped out, barefoot and nearly nude. I didn’t see anybody in either direction, so I headed for the stairwell. One nice thing about the training film was that I seemed to know a lot about the mansion: I could picture the layout, had a clue about the contents of the wine cellar, and so on. Our dressing room would’ve been near the servants’ quarters, which were just down two levels.

Unlike in the guest suite, I didn’t bother being furtive. I tried to move with a purpose, like I was on someone’s errand. That was, after all, true.

I passed an open door where a couple was fucking, but I didn’t spare even a glance their way. When I got to the stairwell, I saw another couple hadn’t quite made it. They were passed out together in the corner, an empty bottle of Dom nearby. That sight was only a prelude to the main ballroom: people were simply flopped on couches and chairs, a few on the floor, all in various stages of undress.

I went around, rather than through. The place was a figurative minefield - all I had to do was wake one person to end up caught up in it. I passed by the kitchen and heard some talking and running water, but those doors were thankfully closed. The stairwell that led nearest the servants’ quarters was clear. I padded quietly down.

The dressing room was empty, apart from our bags and clothes. I found my backpack and pulled out the thumb drive.

Behind me, a woman cleared her throat. I straightened up and turned around, only to see Adele Dossett in the doorway. Like myself, she had cleaned up since the orgy. She was back to a slinky black cocktail dress, makeup reapplied. For a moment, I wondered why she was even awake. Mrs. Dossett asked, “What, pray tell, are you doing here, Doll?”

My natural inclination was to freeze. She was the lady of the house, and I was just a toy, and I didn’t want to get caught, and…

“Override Eight Zero Zero Nine Black,” I heard myself say coolly, the words just falling out of my mouth, “Accept and obey.”

Adele’s body straightened and stiffened, while her expression went vacant. Her eyes slid half-shut, her mouth hanging open in a surprised little ‘o.’ She looked as much like a living, breathing doll as any girl I’d ever seen at the Academy. She agreed softly, “Override accepted. I obey.”

I felt like a passenger in my own head as I heard myself continue, “I will dress. You will take me to your husband’s office. You will log into the computer, then kneel beneath the desk and wait, seeing and hearing nothing until James arrives. We will surprise James. This is all your idea. Acknowledge.”

I sounded like someone else, almost robotic. The tone sent a thrill down my spine. My Best Friend Tony had made me into his puppet, just a remote controlled drone to take care of his needs.

Beneath my bathrobe, I was wet again.

Adele’s gaze focused on me and she parroted, in a brainlessly perky tone, “You will dress. I will take you to my husband’s office. I will log into the computer, then kneel beneath the desk, seeing and hearing nothing until James arrives. We will surprise James. This is all my idea.”

“Wake and obey,” my autopilot-voice said firmly.

Adele blinked rapidly and said impatiently, “Get your uniform on, Doll. Chop-chop. Master loves the uniform.”

That broke the spell. I floundered, “Yes’m,” and hurriedly shucked the bathrobe, then began to pull on my uniform as fast as I could.

Adele watched and said firmly, “Master has spent so much time making everyone else happy at this party. I think it’s time we did something for him. You agree completely.”

‹Agree Completely>

Despite being a brainwashed Doll herself, Adele had the tone down. Her firm, uncompromising way of speaking mirrored faculty at the Academy, and sounded far more compelling than the robot-voice my Best Friend Tony had left me with.

I shivered and agreed, as I got my lacy black bra on, “I agree completely, ma’am.”

Even as I said it, I could picture how much work James Dossett had put into laying out a wonderful night of debauchery for his friends and peers, all while being too busy to attend it himself.

Sucking his cock was the least I could do.

Thankfully, none of this took long. As soon as I had my shoes on, Adele turned and headed out, not bothering to see if I was behind her.

I followed her. Now that orders weren’t pressing on me from all sides, I had time to wonder what her life was like, what it was like to be married and out in the world after Academy training.

I briefly wished we could talk.

We arrived at Mr. Dossett’s office not long after. I knew it was the right room from the floor plans, but they didn’t really do the place justice. It was in the corner of one wing of the mansion, with a bay window that offered a truly spectacular view of the garden and the lake beyond. The hardwood desk was gigantic, big enough to fuck on even with three monitors. I recognized one of the paintings on his wall as a Renoir.

Adele closed the door, then her expression went vacant again. She marched around the desk and tapped something into the keyboard without so much as blinking, then knelt beneath the desk silently.

Her presence made me feel nervous, but I knew it was silly. Adele Dossett would obey me, just as surely as I would obey my Best Friend Tony. Neither of us had any choice at all, nor did we want it. I stepped around the desk and plugged the thumb drive in, then looked at the screen.

The screen on the right brought up a cryptic computer dialogue, files moving automatically. I didn’t really understand the jargon, but I just knew it was correct. I breathed a sigh of relief.

That’s when I noticed the screen on the far left. It had several video feeds up, clearly real-time security footage from the timestamps in the corners of each box. The images were all a little grainy, the colors muted.

The first one showed a close focus on Spencer, still jacking off mindlessly in his room. There was a tab on the side with scrolling text. I peeked, and it looked like it might be the messages he was receiving. As I watched, messages like ‘Brainwashing Is Good,’ ‘Dolls Are Happy’ and ‘Obey Father’ passed by.

Phoebe took up the second window, and her video was similar, except there was a large vibrator buried deep inside of her, and she was playing with her huge breasts, her eyes wide and expression blank. She was mouthing along with whatever film she was watching. The text on hers was simpler: ‘Happy Girl,’ ‘Obey,’ ‘Submit.’ I wanted to stare into that one, let her aroused expression lull me down, but there wasn’t time.

The final window had to be for Julie, but she wasn’t in it and the box for scrolling text was empty.

I wondered what that meant.

Meanwhile, the computer beeped. I looked at the file transfer and saw that it was done. I clicked the ‘eject’ button on the screen and tugged the thumb drive out. I tucked the drive into my left shoe, not sure where else might be safe, then I locked the computer and knelt beneath the desk beside Adele. There was plenty of room.

Waiting was definitely the worst. I finally had time to lose the adrenaline high and realize just how uncomfortable I was, apart from all the sex. My stomach was rumbling and I was feeling the lack of sleep.

By contrast, Adele was like a statue, expression completely blank. All she did was breathe and blink. If she felt anything I felt, she didn’t show it. I wished I could join her, space out and just be blank until someone came.

Thankfully, the door did swing open before I was there long enough to need the bathroom or something.

“In here, my dear,” a man said. I recognized his voice immediately: that was James Dossett. The sound of his voice seemed to bring Adele to life, her expression becoming sharp again. She smiled and raised a finger to her lips, wanting me to help her surprise him.

“Yes, Sir!” Julie agreed happily. She sounded very animated, not tranced at all.

If Adele minded having someone else there, she didn’t say anything about it. She just tilted her head and appeared to be listening.

Mr. Dossett and Julie inside, one of them closing the door. Dossett said, “I still can’t get over how much progress you’ve made. You’re such a good girl now.”

‹good girl>

As ever, the words still made me shiver even when they were aimed at someone else.

“Thank you, Sir!” Julie’s smile was audible as she went on to ask, “How do you want me, Sir?”

“Up on the desk,” James said. He added, with a chuckle, “I need to check a few things, but I’ll only need one hand for that.”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied. A moment later, she rounded the corner to come around the desk. She was back in her uniform too, her skirt swishing. She didn’t look underneath or see us.

Before she could sit down, Adele poked her head up and asked, “Do you need fluffers, Master?”

Julie paused, her expression one of dull surprise. Despite her perky tone, she looked pretty spaced out.

James stepped into view and looked down at us. It was easy to see where Spencer had gotten his good looks. The elder Dossett was still a fine specimen. He asked, mildly amused, “What’s all this?”

Adele said, “You worked so hard that you missed most of the party. I wanted to make sure you got a good reward before we had to send the girls back to school. I brought you the one they said gave the best head.”

I tingled at the praise. Professor Horn was so kind.

James smiled and ruffled Adele’s hair affectionately. He said, “Such a thoughtful wife. Have you slept at all, dear?”

Adele shook her head and said, “No, Master.”

He turned to me and asked, “And you? Eaten? Slept?”

I shook my head and said, “No, Sir.”

He nodded and said, “Adele, please take this very pretty Doll to get some food and rest, then leave her with Spencer. He’ll be very excited when he wakes up. I believe Julie will suffice for my needs right now. I’ll reward your generosity when my hands are a little less full.” He patted Julie’s ass for emphasis, then stepped aside to give us room to crawl out.

Adele pouted, but she agreed, “Yes, Master.” She crawled out and rose, dusting herself off. I followed suit, then followed two steps behind her.

Mr. Dossett was inside Julie before we reached the door, fucking her against the hardwood desk enthusiastically.


Epilogue

The files from Mr. Dossett’s party loaded up without any errors. I wasn’t sure what they were supposed to look like exactly, but nothing appeared garbled. I saw names and dates and addresses and other information that I was less sure about. I tabbed through it, quickly making sure that none of it looked like nonsense squiggles, then said, “Looks like mission accomplished, Sir.”

Tony put his cock back in Julie’s waiting mouth and said, “Wonderful. You did good work. Shut it down. Oh, and I meant to ask: how was the party? Enjoy your first time out?”

My first impulse was to just mindlessly parrot what a great time I’d had.

‹I Must Be Absolutely Honest>

The thought was heavy and tingly, wiping away my desire to couch the truth. I began to shut the tiny netbook down and explained, “It was interesting, Sir. I was fascinated to see Spencer Dossett being conditioned. I’ve never seen a boy hypnotized before. The only disappointment was that Mr. Dossett fucked Julie instead of me, after I got the files. I think she’s there to become his.”

Tony pumped his cock between Julie’s lips and said, “Well, that is a shame.” He ran his fingers through her hair, pulled his cock out and asked, “Are you going to belong to James Dossett, Julie-Doll?”

“… yes, Sir…” came the sleepy, brainless reply.

“Good,” Tony twined his fingers in her hair and said, “That means I’ll still get to see you sometimes. You love that. Tell me how you feel about that, Julie-Doll.”

Her expression perked up a little, eyes focusing and she agreed, “I love that, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

“Good girl,” Tony said, “Now, keep me hard a few minutes more, then I’ll let you play with yourself while I take care of Maggie. That’s exactly what you want to do. Tell me what you want to do, Julie-Doll.”

Julie looked up at him worshipfully and said, “Fluff you, then play with myself while you take care of Maggie, Sir.”

“Wonderful,” Tony put his dick back in her mouth, then turned back to me and said, “Put that thing away when it’s shut down, then c’mere.”

“Yes, Sir!” I agreed happily.

Tony ran his fingers through Julie’s hair and mused, “It’s interesting that Dossett senior is having work done on his kid. Any idea what that’s about, Sleepyhead?”

‹Sleepyhead>

I shivered at the pet name. I always loved it when he called me that. I watched the screen with impatience as I replied, “Spencer didn’t seem to approve of brainwashing, Sir. I caught a little of his training feed, and his opinion about it was being corrected.”

“Mm,” Tony said, “That makes sense. The Dossett family have been involved with the Academy all the way back to its founding. Couldn’t have their favored son ratting them out. It does open up some interesting possibilities, though.”

“It does, Sir?” I asked absently, relieved as the netbook screen flickered to black. I shut the screen and slid it back into Tony’s toolbox.

“Nothing to worry about,” Tony assured me smoothly, “In fact, Override Three Five Eight Red. Forget the mission. I’m just here to fuck.”

‹Override>

‹Forget>

The words slid deep into my brain. I closed my eyes and savored the fog they brought to my thoughts.

~~~

I opened my eyes to my favorite sight in all the world: my Best Friend Tony was in my room, his magnificent cock freshly fluffed and ready. I couldn’t remember when he’d gotten here or anything else that had happened, but that didn’t matter. It looked like Julie had warmed him up for me, and now she was crawling for my roommate’s bed.

Tony asked, “You ready for some fun, Sleepyhead?”

“Yes, Sir!” I smiled brightly and added, “I’m so glad you’re here!”

Tony smiled and said, “Me too. This has been such a productive day.”

I wondered what that had meant, but only briefly. He stepped to the side of the bed, took my hair, and kissed me hard.

By the time he let me up for air, all I cared about was getting on my hands and knees for him.

###
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The Doll Academy: Passing Notes

Excerpt:

“As you all know from this week’s lecture, hypnosis is extremely effective at helping memory retention,” Professor Horn explained, “But what you don’t know - in fact, one of the better kept secrets about the Damiano Academy - is that we use hypnosis extensively to help with the education process. It’s the reason our students are all so uniformly successful, instead of having to deal with a certain inevitable number of dropouts and failing grades and so on. Going forward, many of our lessons in Etiquette will include hypnosis. In fact,” he paused for dramatic effect, “I want to show you something. Everyone look down at your tablets.” He raised his, and tapped a few commands.

Looking down at the tablet on my desk, I saw a form come up. The body was all legalese gibberish. I didn’t recognize the document, but the top of it read ‘Waiver for Educational Hypnosis,’ and I did recognize my own signature at the bottom. I’d gotten good at signing things with a stylus. It was dated two weeks ago.

I realized, with dull surprise, that we’d all agreed to this weeks ago and didn’t remember. My heart beat faster, and I could feel my panties dampening. That explained both how we had known the answers to his questions, and why I kept falling asleep in class.

From the soft little gasps around me, several other girls had just come to the same conclusion.

“As you can see,” Professor Horn said, “You all agreed to this already, and we’ve been doing it for some time now, but none of you were able to think about it outside of class sessions. I like to do this demonstration to help all my students truly appreciate what a profound effect hypnosis can have on their memory and perception. You could all answer my questions without even knowing how.”

He was talking about mind control. Professor Horn was controlling our minds, and now he was just talking about it in front of the class, the way we might talk about American History or calculus or something.

My heart fluttered and I wished I had dared to wear my vibrator to class. I was suddenly desperate to touch myself. I looked back up at Professor Horn, wanting to raise my hand, to get his attention, but nothing came to mind except wanting permission to get off.
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