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Prologue

My dream was crystal clear, every sensation as sharp as real life. I could feel a blindfold covering my eyes, soft fabric tight against my face and dim light peeking in from around the edges. My wrists were outstretched, tied to wooden bedposts by smooth rope. Nylon, I thought.

I could feel a man close by too, the mattress shifting beneath his weight. I could hear him breathing. I could even smell him, a hint of cologne accenting his natural scent, something musky and intoxicating. My own body was ready for him, my nipples standing stiff in the cool night air, my nether lips slick. My skin ached to be touched.

His hardness pressed against my cheek, hot and throbbing, already rock hard. I turned my head to try and lick him, to coax him into more.

~~~

I woke up abruptly, sweaty and disoriented. My heart was pounding in my chest like a frightened rabbit’s. I opened my eyes to the dim light of a lamp, and for a moment I was very confused: while my vision was too blurry to make anything out, I couldn’t figure out what had happened to my blindfold or my mystery man.

A meaty smacking noise came from the other side of the room, almost like someone was clapping or had slapped someone. It was loud, certainly loud enough to have woken me up. As it was, it made my heart beat even faster.

“Thank you, Sir, may I have another?” My roommate Jane’s voice was low and breathless. Needy in a way that I recognized, even though I’d never heard it from her before.

A male voice said, “Ten.” The word was just above a whisper, but it was followed by another loud thwap. It was all so jarring that it took me a moment to recognize his voice: it was Tony, a maintenance man who serviced our dorm. He was maybe forty, far too old for either of us… but Tony was spanking Jane, perhaps six feet away from me.

I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment in the hope of clearing them. When I opened them again, I could see the pair. Jane was on all fours on the bed, with her face down toward her pillow and her rear end aimed up. Her slip was tugged forward to leave her reddened ass exposed. Tony was kneeling on the bed beside her, facing away from me. He was naked too, his body glistening with sweat.

Jane repeated, in the exact same breathless tone, “Thank you, Sir, may I have another?”

“No,” Tony replied softly, “Time for you to finish me up. Blowjob position three, Jane.”

‹Blowjob position three.›

The words were intensely familiar. An image of a woman on her knees unfolded in my mind. I felt dazed as I watched Jane assume exactly the correct pose, hands on her knees. Tony turned toward her, cock already hard. He was big, bigger than I would’ve expected.

Jane took Tony’s cock into her mouth and began to bob her head enthusiastically, even though she couldn’t quite fit all of him in her mouth. Watching the scene was mesmerizing, like art: her head framed by the soft light of the lamp like a halo, his cock glistening with her saliva as her lips moved up and down on it.

I stared at the spectacle. A part of me knew that was wrong: I shouldn’t be watching two people having sex… but at the same time, they’d been so noisy. They had to know it would wake me. My head was muddled, sluggish. I tried to open my mouth to say something, but I couldn’t force myself to make a noise.

It slowly dawned on me that I couldn’t do much of anything besides blink: I couldn’t raise a hand, or turn away in the bed. My body felt leaden, in that twilight space between wakefulness and sleep when lifting your head becomes impossible.

All I could do was watch, helpless and dazed. Perversely, that was getting me going again. I’d woken up wet, and as Tony came in Jane’s mouth with a soft little grunt, I wished very much that I could touch myself.

Jane swallowed, then whispered, “Thank you, Sir.”

I didn’t watch porn, but the sight was still intensely familiar and right. It felt like something I’d seen many times, something I wanted to see.

Tony seemed pleased too. He patted her on the head and said, “Good girl. Lay down.”

‹Good Girl›

Those words felt right. Jane was obviously a good girl: she’d swallowed every drop of his cum. I positively tingled with need at the thought. I wanted him to come to me next, let me have the next one. I struggled to speak again, but I was just as paralyzed as before.

For her part, Jane scrambled to get back into a sleeping position on the messy bed, laying face up.

Tony slid off the bed, still naked and sweaty, softening cock still wet. Rather than going for a washcloth or his clothes, he picked up a sleek black phone from the nightstand beside Jane’s bed. He said, “Night night, pretty little toy.” He swiped the screen unlocked and added, “Bedtime.”

He tapped once, and my twitchy wakefulness was replaced with a wave of drowsiness and a strange buzzing sensation in my ears, a low hum that reminded me of a fan kicking on. The only difference was that it seemed to be coming from somewhere in my own head.

My eyes slid shut, completely leaden. A moment later, I was gone.


Chapter One

I woke to the sound of high pitched beeping and the feel of drool on my cheek. It took me a moment to remember where I was, or what was happening. All that did dance in my head were visions of Jane going down on the maintenance guy.

I flailed blindly at the alarm clock until it stopped squawking, then looked at the time, then things came flooding back. I was in my dorm room, and the clock was disorienting because I almost never used it. My schedule was very routine: I got up at 5:30 AM, rain or shine. That was enough time to hit the gym and the showers before breakfast or classes. The clock was only there for those rare occasions I overslept.

Like now. It was already 6:15. I didn’t have time for my morning workout.

I sat up, rubbed my eyes and looked over at Jane’s bed. It was both empty and made, so she’d gone ahead without me.

I slid out of bed, feeling off-kilter. There was a strange tingling sensation at the base of my skull, and my vision was still a little blurry. Maybe the most disturbing thing of all was that I still felt turned on. I decided that a cold shower would fix that.

Half an hour later, I was clear eyed and dry, and the tingling sensation was faint enough to ignore. I stepped out into the hall and headed for the cafeteria. Early as it was, the place was still bustling.

The Damiano Academy felt like its own little world, partly because it kind of was. The college was private, gated and girls-only. I privately wondered if I’d dreamed about Tony The Maintenance Man partly because male staffers were literally the only men I’d seen in three months. Visitors were only allowed during brief windows between terms, and trips beyond the walls were unheard of except around the holidays. It had gone on long enough that all my male teachers were starting to look pretty good. As I finished out the line to get a tray of breakfast, I realized even the guy serving up sausage links was cute.

In fact, as I surveyed the room, I realized that even my fellow students were starting to look tempting. I’d never been attracted to girls before, but everyone here was the product of Good Breeding: they were pretty, fit and poised. The blue plaid uniforms made us all look like we belonged in an earlier time.

The whole place was the prettiest jail I ever could have imagined, both in terms of the lush grounds and the student body. I still couldn’t believe my parents had shelled out the money for it. They were well off, but not in the social strata of most of my peers.

I decided I needed some time to get over my crazy dreams, so I quietly headed to a corner of the large room with an empty table and pulled out my tablet. I didn’t bother to pull anything up, hoping the appearance of study would be enough to discourage company. I privately wished that the school wifi linked to the Internet at large instead of their own private system so that I could at least get some pornography, and dug into my corn flakes.

I dimly remembered that the inventor of Kellogg’s Corn Flakes had believed in some kind of crazy anti-masturbation philosophy and devised the cereal to repress desire, but it didn’t seem to be working. I thought about going back for a second bowl.

My friend Terri sat across from me, derailing that train of thought. In a school full of beautiful girls, she was among the most stereotypically hot: heart shaped face, big breasts, doe eyes, full lips. I briefly wished I’d been watching her go down on the maintenance guy instead of Jane. I could picture her bobbing her head up and down on a cock way too easily, almost as though I’d dreamt about that too.

“Good morning, Maggie,” she seemed oblivious to my insane train of thought as she said, “Missed you at the gym.”

“Sorry,” I raised a glass of orange juice and explained, “Not sure what happened there.” I took a sip.

Terri leaned forward and whispered conspiratorially, “Jane said it looked like you were having a really good dream, and she couldn’t bear to wake you.”

I nearly snorted the juice out of my nose. I managed to swallow with a cough instead, and wiped tears away from my eyes. I shook my head and whispered back, “She said what now?”

“Sorry, didn’t mean to get you that bad, I just couldn’t resist,” Terri laughed and explained, “But it’s actually why I came to see you just now. I have something you might want.” She set her pink backpack on the table and let it fall open just a little so that I could see inside. My back was to a wall, so I was the only one who could look inside.

For a brief, mad instant, I expected her to be offering me drugs and I realized I had no idea what I would say. Fortunately, there were no little baggies of weed or pills or powder in her purse. Instead, there were vibrators and dildos. Her bag looked to be half full of them.

Despite the vaguely Catholic sounding name, our school had no religious affiliation. However, it did forbid just about anything fun. Sex toys and any form of hard copy pornography were almost as serious as smuggling in actual boys.

The contents of Terri’s purse were probably enough to get a couple dozen of the girls currently at the cafeteria written up. My eyes went wide and I asked, “… how?”

Terri smiled, eyes twinkling and explained, “I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you. Or worse, I might not share with you.”

“Share?” I blinked, uncomprehending.

“Please,” she righted the purse and said quietly, “I don’t need more money. Do any of us? Besides, where would I even spend it? We can’t go shopping until like a week before Christmas. I don’t need to sell you shit. No,” Terri shook her head and explained, “This is an act of civil disobedience. Like an… under-skirt railroad. Maybe our folks can tell us where to go and what to eat and what to study, but there are a few places that are none of their business. So, are you in?”

“In?” I still felt lost. The poor quality of my sleep was clearly affecting more than my supercharged libido.

“Well,” Terri said, “I can’t exactly fork that over right here, can I?”

“Oh,” I nodded and agreed, “Guess not.” I looked at her bag again. I knew I shouldn’t go along with this, but maybe a little relief was exactly what I needed. I blushed as I said, “I’m in.”

“Great!” Terri smiled and said, “Swing by my room after dinner and you can pick something out?”

“Absolutely,” I nodded again and said, “Thanks.”

“Don’t mention it,” she rose, patted my shoulder and added, “Seriously, my dad will kill me if I get kicked out.”

I made a motion of zipping my lips, then watched her go. I already had second thoughts, but anything had to be better than my current unbelievable frustration. The fact that my life had come to this, grateful that a girl was going to give me a contraband vibrator, was absolutely surreal. The whole thing kept me too distracted to actually study anything. I finished my breakfast quietly, then headed off for class.

~~~

Most of my classes went by in a blur. Truth be told, I wasn’t paying that much attention: the morning occupied me through math and literature and the dance class that I had for physical education this term. The sole exception came right at the end of the day in the form of etiquette class. I was surprised by that: it was the major difference between the Damiano Academy and a normal school, at least on paper. We were learning proper behavior. By rights, I should have resented it. I just couldn’t find it in me.

Half of that was that etiquette was easy. I didn’t need to study or take notes, just pay attention in class. The other half was that my favorite instructor ran it.

Professor Horn had a lot going for him. He was only in his mid-thirties, putting him a good twenty years younger than most of our male instructors, and he was fit and handsome. He had piercing blue eyes and curly brown hair that was always just a little messy. Past that, he was friendly, and far less discipline-minded than most of the staff.

I wasn’t the only one who thought so, or the only one going absolutely stir crazy with the lack of male attention. I knew half the girls on campus were ‘horny for Horn,’ and the rest were probably just too embarrassed to admit it. As I took my seat, I found myself picturing the scene with Jane and the maintenance guy, but visualizing the Professor instead. I wondered if the other ten girls in my class were going as nuts as I was. None of them seemed to be squirming.

My teacher stepped into the room as I thought about all of that, his tablet in hand. All the teachers had them instead of laptops or books. He smiled at us and said, “Good afternoon, girls.”

‹Girls›

Normally, I hated being called a girl. I was nearly twenty one. Somehow, when he said it, the word made me feel warm and sunny. I smiled and replied in chorus with the rest of my class, “Good afternoon, Sir.”

He raised his tablet, and the innocuous gesture made me clench. Then he asked, “Are you all ready to pay attention?”

‹Pay Attention›

The words sent a thrill down my spine. Suddenly, my crazy musings about sex and vibrators and who’d blow whom were gone. All that mattered was Paying Attention. I straightened up in my seat, folded my hands in my lap and chorused with every other girl in the room, “Yes, Sir.”

He swiped the tablet screen and tapped something. The room’s lights went down and a projector turned on. Everything here was so state of the art. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to be learning in such a nice place. I was so lucky to be here.

The image on the screen resolved into an intricate black and white design, two pinwheels on top of each other. The outer one was spinning clockwise, while the inner one was spinning counterclockwise. Seeing it gave me an intense feeling of deja vu.

“Eyes forward,” Horn said, “Focus on the screen.”

He didn’t really need to tell me that. I stared at the double spiral, utterly riveted. The swirling pattern was amazing.

“You will find your eyes drawn to the center of the design,” Horn continued, “Pulled, as if by magnets. If you try to look away, the tug will only become stronger. Your gaze is drawn by a force more powerful than your will.”

I didn’t bother. I couldn’t imagine why any of us would want to look away. The design was so beautiful, so compelling. I continued to stare at it, unblinking and rapt. Even Horn’s words seemed less important than letting it pull me down.

“As you continue to watch,” he continued, oblivious to whether we were paying attention or not, “You will see the spiral begin to shift. The lines will become jagged, then smooth again. You may see colors where black meets white…”

I was starting to lose interest in what my poor professor had to say. It was all very obvious, since I was looking right at the beautiful pattern. I found myself tuning him out as he continued to drone on about how wonderful the Spiral was. Instead, I focused completely on the design.

The only problem with that was, my poor sleep was finally catching up to me. I was starting to get sleepy. In the background, Professor Horn began to count backward, and that only made it worse.

I tried to raise my hand to ask him to stop, but my arms were leaden already, far too heavy to lift. I tried to look at him to see what he was doing, if this was supposed to be part of a presentation, but he was right about the design: trying to look away only made the pull more intense. My head drooped a bit toward my chest, my eyelids heavy too.

“Three,” Horn said, now that I was paying attention to him again, “Eyes shut.”

‹Eyes Shut›

I wondered, with dull confusion, why he was telling us to close our eyes when we were supposed to be watching the Spiral. All the same, my eyes slid shut at his command, and they did feel better that way. They had been burning from staring so long. Maybe he just wanted us to take a break.

“Two,” Horn continued, his tone now droning and measured, “Almost asleep.”

‹Almost Asleep›

That only made me more confused. I didn’t know why he wanted us to be asleep. For a split second, I struggled to open my eyes, to say something, but I felt tugged down by a force stronger than gravity. I couldn’t so much as twitch.

“One,” Horn finished, “And sleep, girls.”

‹Sleep›

I was gone.

~~~

I sat at my desk, hands folded across my lap, feeling a wonderful combination of relaxed and excited. I was so lightheaded that my neck seemed to be the only thing tethering my empty head to the world, while my body was warm and heavy. Beneath my blue jumper, my nipples were stiff and sensitive, every little motion sending little spikes of pleasure radiating outward. Beneath my skirt, I was sopping wet.

Life was Good. Life was Always Good here.

My Teacher stood at the front of the room, his handsome face framed by The Spiral. He was speaking, but I couldn’t understand what he was saying. The words seemed to slide right past my ears, though I could feel them deeper inside me. When he spoke like that, I could almost picture rods sliding into my brain, tamping down all my distractions and worries and replacing them with hard facts.

Then he addressed me directly, and I heard him. He said, “Maggie, tell me what a good girl thinks.”

That was so easy. I smiled brightly at him and replied, “A good girl thinks what she is told without questions or doubt.”

“Ah,” my Teacher responded, “But who tells her what to think?”

That was still so easy. I answered happily, “Her Owner or her Teacher.”

“That’s very good,’ Teacher nodded and agreed. He said, “Now Maggie, tell me about a good girl’s brain.”

He kept asking things I knew. That was Good too. I answered, “A good girl’s brain is weak and simple. A good girl only has a brain to hold her orders.”

“That’s just right,” Teacher agreed before he continued, “Tell me how a good girl responds to hypnosis, Maggie.”

“Instantly and obediently,” I replied without hesitation, “Hypnosis is the most natural thing in the world for a good girl.”

“Very good,” Teacher praised me, “Tell me about a good girl’s body, Maggie.”

The commands were starting to make me pleasantly tingly. I loved having so much direct attention from my Teacher. I said, “A good girl’s body is for her Owner’s use and display. She must be pretty and fit.”

“So good,” Teacher smiled at me and said, “You’re a good girl, Maggie.”

‹Good Girl›

I squirmed happily in my chair, certain I would leave a puddle on the seat. I nearly moaned, “Thank you, Teacher.”

“Now,” Teacher went on, “I want you to pay attention to the screen again, and only the screen.”

“Yes, Teacher,” I replied, turning my attention back to the screen.

Somewhere along the way, the Spiral had been replaced by a movie. A pretty blond girl was on her hands and knees on a kitchen floor wearing only an apron and an iPod shuffle, ear buds in her ears. The camera had a good angle on her bare ass as she methodically scrubbed the floor with a wet sponge and a bucket. She looked a lot like the students at the Academy, shapely and fit, with perfect skin and no tan lines. As she scrubbed, words flickered across the screen.

‹Good Girls Work Hard›

Even as I saw the words, I agreed with them. Good Girls had to work hard. It was good that the girl was scrubbing. I felt an urge to join her, to be Good too. As I watched, utterly rapt, a man entered the scene. He was young and fit, wearing tight green swim trunks. He said, “Heel, Ashley.”

‹Good Girls Obey›

I waited with anticipation for her to obey, but I didn’t have to wait long. The girl let go of the sponge right on the floor and turned around without getting up. She rose to her haunches facing the man, expression one of worship. Her blue eyes were wide, and she was panting a little with anticipation. I found myself panting with her. I wanted to be the one kneeling on the floor, waiting for orders.

The man in the video dropped his swim trunks, revealing a huge, veiny cock. He said, “Fluff me, but don’t get me off.”

‹Watch And Learn›

The thought filled my head as I watched the video: it was so important to pay attention to everything the girl did, so that I could do it later. I watched in utter fascination as she took the man’s semi-erect member into her mouth and began to get him hard. The camera zoomed in helpfully to get us a better angle on what she was doing, the screen now filled with her tongue working his shaft.

I wriggled in my seat, desperate to follow her example, skin aching to be touched. I wanted to practice, to take notes, to do even more to imprint everything that was happening as deeply as I could in my mind so that I could do it too.

At the very least, I wanted to touch myself while it was going on, but all I could do was sit and stare and squirm as Ashley languidly went down on her Owner. She got him ready while we watched, his enormous shaft glistening from her saliva.

‹Good Girls Are Always Ready›

The thought slid into my head, intensely true. I always had to be ready for an Owner, for a Teacher, for anyone who was in charge.

On the screen, the man said, “Doggy style, position one.”

An image popped into my head of a woman on all fours. Ashley must have had the same image in hers, because she moved to the exact same position. The man knelt and mounted her, and we were suddenly rewarded with a close up of him pounding her with his massive cock, the scene filling my entire world.

As I watched helplessly, the scene was overlaid with the Spiral again, like double-exposed film, pinwheels atop rock-hard cock.

I drifted off again somewhere before the pair finished.

~~~

A tone woke me up at my desk, my heart pounding like a frightened rabbit’s. I’d somehow fallen asleep during Professor Horn’s movie, even managing to drool a bit. Worse still, my panties were absolutely soaked. I wasn’t sure if I’d just had good dreams, or actually wet my chair.

The lights were still down for a minute as the credits rolled on his video, so I hastily wiped my mouth with my sleeve. Then I reached between my legs to make sure the chair wasn’t actually wet. To my relief, it was just my panties. I didn’t know what I’d been dreaming about, but I hoped getting a toy from Terri would clear it up. I couldn’t go on like this.

Professor Horn raised the lights and said, “That will be all for today, girls. Class dismissed.”

We chorused, “Thank you, Sir,” then all of us filed out quietly. There was never any small talk right after Etiquette. Normally, we were all too occupied thinking about his lecture.

Today, all I wanted to do was get to the dorms. I couldn’t even remember what had happened in class before I fell asleep.


Chapter Two

I always left Etiquette feeling better about my life on campus. It was a reminder that I wouldn’t always be here: no matter what, every day at the Academy was one day closer to a life outside of it. I was always preparing to go. That made it easier to take the gilded cage, even appreciate the amenities.

The campus itself was gorgeous, all old brownstones and carefully tended grounds. Flowers and trees were all over, all kept in lovely condition. Between the carefully tended grounds, completely free of litter and dirt and the uniforms, it looked like stepping into another time.

Once I got to the dorms, my mood about that soured a little. Porn wasn’t the only contraband here. We weren’t allowed very much from the outside at all, and our rooms were kept to almost military precision. Clothes didn’t just have to be folded, they were folded in a particular way. Socks were rolled up and stored precisely. Beds were made with hospital corners. There were no posters on the walls, no personal touches. None of us had books. We did have monitors on the walls, but they only accessed the school’s internal network, the same as our tablets. Even the theme was selected for us: our rooms were all pink and purple, as though someone had scaled up doll house furniture for us. Even our alarm clocks matched the decor. All of us kept everything relentlessly tidy, too. I’d never been much for dusting before coming here, but peer pressure turned out to be a hell of a drug.

Time spent there made me feel like a doll too: it was a subtle reminder that no one really cared what I thought, and that I was ultimately as interchangeable as the rest of the trimmings. Thinking about it made me chafe. Of course, my mother had been a graduate of the school and she was happy enough. More compelling, my father had offered to pay for all of my schooling if I put up with it. I only had two more years to go, anyway.

As I strolled past other students, I wondered if they were thinking the same kinds of thoughts, or if they liked it here. Complaints from the older girls were few and far between. Terri’s act of rebellion was the only one I’d ever even heard of.

I reached her room and knocked on the door, then waited. As I stood in the hall, I thought about bolting. It wasn’t too late to skip out on this, pretend I’d never heard anything about it. The odds of us getting caught seemed higher the longer I stood at the door.

Terri answered before I lost my nerve and bolted. She stood at the door in her uniform, face a little flushed and said, “Hey, Mags! C’mon in!” She stepped aside and waved for me to step past her.

I did so, heart pounding. I half expected the bed to be strewn with sex toys, but everything looked normal as she shut the door behind me. The place was virtually indistinguishable from my own room, and it looked like just Terri was there. I turned to her and said, “So, uh, I guess I’m here about what we were talking about earlier.”

“Dildos?” Terri asked, tone teasing, “Vibrators? Sex toys? I’m not sure I can share if you can’t even say the word. Go on, tell me what you want, Maggie.”

“Should we be talking about it if, uh, Liv comes in?” I asked, wondering where her roommate was.

“Liv’s hanging out with a study group right now,” Terri waved her hand dismissively and headed for her dresser as she said, “Besides, she’s the first person I let in on this. How was I supposed to keep it secret from her? She would’ve heard me tonight, bare minimum.”

“Right,” I nodded, stomach still lurching about this. I steeled myself and admitted, cheeks burning, “Okay. I’d like a sex toy.”

“See?” Terri asked, “Wasn’t so hard, was it?” She rummaged in the drawer.

“No,” I lied, stepping closer to see what she was doing. As I did, I had a horrible realization and asked, “How am I going to hide this from Jane?”

“You’re not,” she moved her panties aside and revealed some of the toys I’d seen earlier. She picked up two c-shaped devices, one pink and one green, either of which would’ve fit in the palm of my hand and said, “One for you, one for your collaborator roommate. Two of the finest pieces of contraband I have. And don’t worry about all this: it was her idea for me to talk to you, after seeing you so hopeless this morning.”

I hadn’t seen my roommate since last night, and I still didn’t know what I was going to say about apparently masturbating in my sleep. I blushed furiously and said, “I, uh… oh.”

“See,” Terri laughed and said, “The color on your face makes this whole project worth my time.” She held out the devices and said, “Take ‘em.”

I took them, one in each hand and looked at them uncomprehendingly. I asked, “How do they, uh, work?”

Terri pulled out a very small fob and explained, “They’re remote control. See?” She tapped the fob’s single button, and the green one buzzed softly in my hand. She added with a sigh, “Different remotes, of course. The alternative would’ve been too much fun.”

The noise was barely audible, but the vibration was intense enough that I almost dropped it. I gasped and asked, “Does it have a lower setting?”

Terri chuckled and said, “Yes. You can figure out how that works on your own. I’m going to need you to get out of here. I have more guests due in a little bit, and it’d be better if we weren’t all mingling together. You understand.”

“Right,” I agreed, relieved to be leaving. I set my backpack on the bed and buried both vibrators as deep down as I could. Terri offered the remotes, and I tucked them into the backpack’s pencil pouch.

“All right,” Terri said, “Wear it in good health. Talk to you soon?”

I nodded and agreed, “Sure thing.” In that moment, I couldn’t remember what I ever talked to her about in the first place. My head felt fuzzy.

The walk back to my own dorm room was incredibly tense. I expected someone to pull me aside and search my bag at any moment. At the same time, I knew I had to act casual, so I forced myself to stick to a normal walk. I only hoped I wasn’t blushing too badly.

When I got back to my room, I found Jane sitting on her bed, engrossed in her tablet. Like all of us, she was pretty: she had long black hair, straight and glossy. Her complexion was a little olive, and she had big brown eyes. Right now, it looked like she hadn’t even noticed me.

I closed the door behind me as quietly as I could. One benefit to the obsessive order and cleanliness of the Academy was that not a single door squeaked anywhere.

Of course, she looked up as the door clicked. Jane smiled and said, “Hello, Maggie. I was wondering what was keeping you. Did you get the toys from Terri?”

I froze like a deer in headlights and said, “I, uh, yeah.”

Jane laughed and said, “Man, this place really does a number on us, doesn’t it? You look like you’re gonna wet your panties, and all you’ve done is smuggle me a vibrator.”

“Done a number on us?” I blinked in bewilderment.

“The brainwashing,” Jane said it as casually as if we were talking about the weather, “The deep, daily scrubbing of every thought out of our heads, leaving our minds cleaned, pressed and folded?”

‹Brainwashing›

The word made my entire head fog up. Trying to focus on what Jane was saying reminded me of nothing so much as doing a really hard math problem: focusing on one part of the sentence made the rest of it fade out. I wasn’t sure what she was talking about at all. I furrowed my brow in concentration and asked, with difficulty, “… brain… what?”

Jane rose, tablet still in her hand and explained, “We’re being hypnotized. Repeatedly. Deeply.”

‹Hypnotized›

My whole body felt sluggish and heavy, my lack of sleep catching up with me again. I turned what she was saying over and over in my head, but I was too tired to make sense of it. I wasn’t even sure what the word meant, if it was a real word at all. All I could do was ask weakly, “… hyp-no-tized…?”

“Poor Maggie,” Jane said, “This will all make sense soon. Right now, I need you to pay attention.” She took her tablet in both hands, cleared her throat and added, “Override Seven-Two-Nine-Charlie.”

‹Seven Two Nine Charlie›

Quite suddenly, I couldn’t remember what I’d been thinking. I couldn’t remember what we’d been talking about. I felt a potent head rush, my entire body coming to attention.

Whatever Jane had to say, it was Important, as important as anything a Teacher might tell me in an emergency. I had to Listen. I waited passively for directions.

Jane said, “You saw me with Tony last night, didn’t you?”

I felt a twinge of resistance at that. I didn’t want to talk about it. All the same, I said, “Yes, Jane.”

“I want you to forget about that,” Jane said, “It’s so important that you forget. Tell me what you’re going to do about last night, Maggie.”

‹Forget›

That was easy. I said dully, “Forget.”

“Good girl,” Jane smiled.

‹Good Girl›

Tingling bliss washed over me. I smiled and said, “Thank you, Jane.”

“Now,” Jane asked, “Did you get the stuff from Terri?” She sounded excited, maybe even tense about that.

“Yes, Jane,” I answered. Something about the question made me uncomfortable, but I had no idea what. It didn’t matter though: all that mattered was telling Jane the absolute truth.

“Tell me, Maggie,” Jane went on, her tone uncannily like Professor Horn’s, “Would you mind using a vibrator in front of me?”

She sounded like my favorite Teacher, but the question was different. It was hard. I didn’t know. I frowned and opened my mouth to respond, but all I could think to say was, “I don’t know know, Jane.”

Jane nodded knowingly and tried again. She asked, “Does a good girl have any modesty? Any shame about sex or her body?”

That was easy. Images of girls fucking right in front of people danced in my mind’s eye. I replied, “No, Jane.”

“That’s right,” Jane agreed happily, “A good girl uses her vibrator when she’s told. A good girl cums when she’s told. Tell me what a good girl does, Maggie.”

I relaxed as she continued asking easier questions. I replied happily, “Uses her vibrator when she’s told. Cums when she’s told.”

“Perfect, Maggie,” Jane nodded approvingly and said, “That’s just right. Now, I need you to give me your bag.” She held out her hand for it.

I handed it over with a smile, then let my arms hang loosely at my sides while I waited for further directions.

Jane took the bag and set it on her bed. She unzipped it and said, “Go ahead and strip for me, Maggie. He wants you naked for this.”

“Yes, Jane,” I replied. A small voice in the corner of my mind wondered who ‘he’ was, but it didn’t matter. I just began to take off my uniform. It took a lot of focus to get my clumsy fingers to work the buttons on my blouse. It was difficult enough that I lost track of what Jane was doing entirely. The process didn’t frustrate me though. I just carefully placed each piece of clothing in the hamper, completely absorbed with the complicated task.

When I finished, I just stood naked in front of the hamper waiting for directions. It felt good to be naked and passive. Familiar. Comfortable.

From behind me, Jane said, “Sit comfortably on the bed and spread your legs for me. Rub yourself. I need you wet.”

“Yes, Jane.” I sat naked on my bed, resting comfortably against my pink pillow and spread my legs wide for her. I put my hand between my legs and began to make slow circles, rubbing myself firmly. The truth was that I didn’t really need to touch myself though. A Good Girl was always ready. Just being told I needed to be wet was turning me on.

She hadn’t asked though, so I just placidly rubbed myself, staring at the wall and feeling increasingly passive.

After awhile, Jane sat on the bed beside me. She was still in her school uniform, with the pink toy in hand. She gently tugged my hand away from my now sopping pussy and pressed the business end of the toy inside me. It was cold and rigid, and it felt bigger than it looked. As she pressed it into me, I wriggled a little to improve the angle. Finally, one end was buried inside me, while the other was pressed against my clit.

Jane picked up the remote control and said, “I want you to look at the screen now, Maggie. Focus.”

“Yes, Jane.” I obediently looked at the monitor on our wall as the toy inside of me began to buzz. The screen filled with a beautiful double spiral, just like the one from class. Words began to appear on the screen, sliding into my mind.

‹Obey›

‹Submit›

‹Spread›

‹Surrender›

I fell into the swirling depths of it, my body tingling with pleasure.

~~~

I woke to the sound of my alarm clock beeping, but I needed more sleep. My entire body was leaden, and I was sopping wet. The vibrator was still buried inside me, still pressed against my slick clit, but it was presently off. My eyes were shut, and I was very, very naked. We normally slept in pajamas at the Academy, uniform pajamas the way everything else we wore was the same, but I’d managed to fall asleep without a stitch on.

My entire world smelled like sex.

“Wake up, Sleepyhead,” Jane insisted from somewhere over my head. She shook me for emphasis.

‹Sleepyhead›

‹Wake Up›

The words focused me on her voice. Jane was so smart. I had to listen to her. I opened my eyes with difficulty. I’d drooled all over myself in my sleep. I knew that should embarrass me, but it was only Jane. I looked up at her and managed to say, “… buh?”

Jane was naked too, but she was very much awake. She reached between my legs and tugged out my vibe. It slid out of me easily, shiny from me. She set it aside and said firmly, “You can’t miss gym again,” Jane said firmly, “Or someone will notice you’re off-schedule.”

My eyes focused on the sex toy instead. I didn’t remember much about last night, but I did remember letting it buzz inside me until I fell asleep. I wanted to spend all day doing that too, classes be damned. I said, “Don’ wanna move.”

Jane gave me a sympathetic look and said, “I understand. All the same, up, Sleepyhead.”

‹Sleepyhead›

‹Up›

That focused me on her again. I had to listen to Jane. She was so much smarter than me, almost like a Teacher. I took her hand and let her hoist me to a sitting position. I was starting to wake up, but I still felt foggy.

Jane guided me to our shower, one hand on my shoulder, the other on my ass. That seemed a little strange, but I couldn’t remember why. She helped me into the stall and explained, “There’s no time for us to do this separately and we can’t skip it. You’re going to rinse off with me and then we’re going to exercise. Understand, Sleepyhead?”

‹Sleepyhead›

‹Rinse›

The nickname was turning me on. I felt a twinge of disappointment that she wouldn’t be washing me, touching me all over. I couldn’t say why: the nickname itself seemed a little demeaning. It wasn’t my fault I overslept. Plus, I’d never been attracted to a girl before this moment. Maybe I needed some more time with the toy to work off my hyperactive libido. All the same, she was right, and she was in charge for the moment. Jane was practically a Teacher today. I agreed, “Yes, Jane.”

She stepped in front of me and turned on the water, adjusting it to be as steamy hot as we both liked, then she turned so that some of the stream hit me.

The water perked me up, clearing my head. I still couldn’t really remember anything about last night, just getting naked. No studying, no homework, nothing but the toy inside me. I couldn’t even remember putting it in or using the controls for it. Nothing but the feel of it inside me. The whole experience was somehow slippery, like the harder I tried to think about it, the more it got away from me.

Worse, focusing on the memory just made my head feel fuzzy again. If I kept it up, I wouldn’t be able to give my hair even a cursory rinse. All the same, it was bothering me. I asked, “What happened last night, Jane?”

“Which part?” Jane asked impatiently as she hurriedly rinsed off her lather.

“Well,” I hesitated for a moment before I said, “I remember playing with the, uh, with the new toy. But I don’t remember anything else. Like… I don’t even remember us talking about it.”

As I said the words out loud, I realized how weird all this was. Jane and I had been roommates for the better part of a year now, but we didn’t really talk about personal stuff. Getting naked and masturbating in front of her suddenly sounded incredibly strange.

My roommate turned to face me, making eye contact. Her expression was stern and she said firmly, “Listen to me, Sleepyhead.”

‹Sleepyhead›

‹Listen›

Her forceful words made me almost dizzy. I swayed in place a little, eyes wide.

She pushed me against the wall of the shower stall with one arm, my back against the cold tile as she put it against my chest. She reached between my legs with her other hand and slid two fingers inside me.

The sudden penetration was electric. Her fingers were slippery and hot from the shower, and they felt better than the toy. I clenched around them reflexively. I wanted to beg her to use them, to thrust them, to put more in, but all that came out of my mouth was a little squeaking noise.

I felt like a chew toy.

Jane said firmly, “I will let you know when we can talk about this. In the meantime, nothing happened. Forget last night. Forget this conversation. Forget.” Her thumb pressed against my soapy clit and she said, “Tell me what you’re going to do about last night and this morning.”

My head swam with the words. She was talking too fast for me to follow them very well, and I could’ve fallen into her deep, dark eyes. All the same, I agreed dully, “For-get.”

“Good girl,” Jane pumped her fingers a couple of times before pulling them out of me, “No more thinking. Just finish cleaning up, we need to move.”

I obeyed.


Chapter Three

My next week at the Academy was better. My libido was in better check: I was no longer sizing up my classmates, most of my professors or the general staff on the grounds. The only time I felt like dry humping anything was after Etiquette class: Professor Horn remained yummy, even though his lectures were increasingly becoming snooze fests. At least he didn’t seem to mind. He was good like that.

Nights were mostly a blur. I would get back to my dorm room and masturbate myself senseless. One night just ran into another. Fortunately, Jane didn’t seem to mind. In fact, I was reasonably sure she was joining me, I just couldn’t quite remember it.

My dreams were intense and confusing. I wasn’t sure what happened in them, I just know that I woke up feeling disoriented each morning, a sensation that lasted until I hit the shower at the minimum.

~~~

I filed into Friday’s Etiquette class with everyone else, quiet and eager to learn. It seemed like a wonderful way to end the week. Professor Horn looked especially good today. He smiled at us and said, “Good afternoon, girls.”

We chorused back, “Good afternoon, Sir.”

“Before we get started with today’s lecture,” Horn said, “I have a few questions to see how well everyone is doing with the material during this section.”

For a moment, I froze up. I had no clue what we’d been talking about for days. All we’d been doing was watching films, and I couldn’t help but sleep through them.

Then the professor nodded at the end of the row and I breathed a soft sigh of relief. He asked, “Claudia, can you tell the class about one of the possible uses of hypnosis?”

‹Hypnosis›

I wondered if we’d been talking about it. I didn’t think I would forget such an outlandish topic in a classroom, especially one that was supposed to be about manners, poise and fashion. At the same time, I knew the answer.

Rather than blurting it out, I and everyone else turned toward Claudia. She was a slim, busty black girl who sat a couple of seats over from me, closest to the door. Her expression was a little too relaxed, eyes too wide as she replied, “Anesthesia. Hypnosis can be used for pain of various types, including childbirth, burn treatment, chronic back pain and so on, Sir.”

“Very good,” Professor Horn smiled at her, then nodded to the next girl, “Alicia, tell me another.”

Alicia was a petite redhead, her hair striking against her blue uniform. She looked a little wide-eyed too as she responded, “It can be used to treat high blood pressure, Sir.”

He got to me, making eye contact. I suddenly felt light-headed, and sat straighter in my seat. Teacher asked me, “What about the use of hypnosis in behavior modification, Maggie?”

The words came out of my mouth before I could think about them. I replied, “Hypnosis is very effective for behavior modification, including disorders like post traumatic stress or anxiety.”

“Very good,” Horn moved on to the next girl.

‹Very Good›

I didn’t turn to watch, instead basking in the praise and tuning out the rest of the talk. I wasn’t sure how I’d known that, but it made me feel warm and fuzzy.

Professor Horn kept asking each girl a question about hypnosis until he’d gotten to all of us, then he stepped back to the screen for today’s presentation. He said, “I’m sure you are all wondering what I’m leading up to, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” we chorused. The sing-song tone of it made me happy. I liked being so in sync with everyone else.

“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. My cheeks burned at the realization.

“This is a process we refer to as ‘priming,’” Horn explained, “Getting you mentally prepared for hypnosis so that you go under more easily. In a moment, I’m going to give you all a command, and you will enter a trance state instantly and easily. That’s very true, isn’t it girls?”

We all happily chorused, “Yes, Sir!”

“Be good girls,” Professor Horn said, “And sleep now.”

‹Good Girls›

‹Sleep Now›

I had just enough time to gasp in pleasure at the praise before I slipped away.

~~~

A tone woke me from sleep, one that sounded exactly like our Academy-issue alarm clocks. I came to my senses instantly and easily, as though a switch had been flipped in my brain.

I supposed, with a twinge of pleasure, that it had been.

My body felt warm, loose and relaxed, and I was sopping wet. I wondered if that was part of the conditioning, or if I just had a particularly strong reaction to it. I couldn’t remember anything from the session, just a deep sense of well-being. Whatever Professor Horn was doing to us, doing for us, it was wonderful. I looked up at him and offered him a wide smile.

“You all feel great,” Professor Horn said firmly, “Tell me how you feel, girls.”

That was certainly true. Everyone else agreed: we chorused, sing-song, “Great, Sir!”

“None of you can think of even one question to ask me,” he continued in the same firm tone, “Can you?”

I tried to think of anything to ask, but the notion felt slippery. Focusing on it just made my head feel funny. This time, the rest of the girls and I didn’t speak in unison, but offered a bunch of poorly timed ‘no sirs.’

“Good girls,” Professor Horn assured us, “You’re all responding extremely well.”

‹Good Girls›

The words made me feel warm, sunny and even more turned on than I’d been. I sighed with contentment. I was Good. I was responding to my Teacher properly.

He pointed to a row behind me and said, “Phoebe, can you tell me how you feel about today’s lesson?”

We all turned to look at Phoebe, a zaftig blond girl with pretty gray eyes that I’d never really spoken to. She blushed and said, “Surprised, Sir. I didn’t realize people did things like this, well, anywhere.”

“No,” he agreed, “We’re very ahead of the times. But how would you feel if this became the norm? Girls programmed with what they need to know via hypnosis instead of normal teaching methods?”

Phoebe’s blush deepened and she said, “I, uh, I don’t -”

“Be honest,” Professor Horn cut her off firmly but gently, “You must all be absolutely honest with me at all times.”

‹Absolutely Honest›

I nodded along with that. It was so important to be honest with any of my Teachers. They were in charge of us.

Phoebe blurted out, “Horny, Sir.” All of us giggled, and her cheeks absolutely burned. She covered her mouth, looking horrified.

Professor Horn raised a hand to quiet us and said, “I want you all to consider that for a moment: the idea that every girl at this school, for instance, is conditioned the way you just were today. Raise your hand if you find the idea exciting.”

I thought about it for a moment, every girl I’d ever seen here blank faced and obedient, soaking up Teacher’s words like an eager little sponge. Terri with her eyes glassy. Jane with a vacant smile pasted on her face. I blushed, but I raised my hand. Everyone else did too.

“Now,” Professor Horn smiled at the display, “There’s no need to poke fun at Phoebe. She’s correct to feel that way. Claudia,” he turned to her and went on, “I’m going to put you on the spot instead. Why don’t you tell me about modesty?”

Claudia’s expression was soft again, relaxed. She answered, “Modesty is a social construct, Sir. It doesn’t have anything to do with reality.”

“That’s absolutely correct,” Professor Horn agreed, “Good girl.”

Claudia’s smile was wide, showing off her perfect teeth. She said happily, “Thank you, Sir.”

“So in the outside world,” Horn went on, “Standards of correct dress and appropriate behavior are a community decision, and those decisions have varied considerably. For instance, there have been places and times when public nudity was completely acceptable, and others where the outfits we’re wearing now would be scandalous. Modesty, shame and other values are specific to times and places. That’s true, isn’t it girls?”

He was talking at a normal pace, but the words were still coming too fast for me to follow them as well as I wanted to. I was starting to feel lightheaded again, wondering dully why we were talking about modesty in etiquette class. It almost sounded like a windup to getting us naked or something. As soon as the thought occurred to me, I hoped it was true. I didn’t voice any of that though. I just chorused with the others, “Yes, Sir.”

He had a point. Society decided our rules.

“This room is different though,” he went on, turning to another girl, “Frankie, if you are being hypnotized in this room, who decides what you think?”

We all turned to the willowy brunette. She said softly, “You do, Sir.”

“That’s true,” Horn agreed, “In this room, I am in charge of your thinking, behavior and ideas. You’re being programmed to obey me without question.” He turned to Alicia and said, “Bark like a dog for me, Alicia.”

We all watched in fascination as the redhead’s expression went a little soft. She raised her hands in front of her like paws and said, “Woof! Woof!” Her tongue lolled like a puppy’s.

It should have been silly, but it made me even hotter. We really were being programmed. Like robots or toys or something. Whether I had signed a waiver to start with or not, it didn’t matter if I agreed anymore.

“Good girl,” Professor Horn smiled at her and said, “Treat, Alicia.”

‹Treat›

The word sent a tingling thrill of anticipation down my spine. The effect on Alicia was more profound: her mouth formed a surprised little ‘o’, and she squeezed her eyes shut for a moment.

I felt a twinge of jealousy, but I didn’t have time to dwell on it.

Professor Horn said, “Tell the class how that command felt, Alicia. Don’t be shy.”

“Gooood, Sir,” the girl nearly moaned. Her eyes were a little glassy as she clarified, “Like gettin’ rubbed down there.”

“Notice how none of you are giggling now?” my Teacher asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I chorused with the other girls. He was right: watching Alicia maybe have an orgasm right in front of us didn’t seem awkward anymore. I just wanted one of my own.

The professor went on, “I want everyone here to unbutton their blouse, then shrug out of it. Be good girls and do that now.”

‹Good Girls›

I felt very clever for seeing that coming. All the same, my fingers were clumsy as I moved to comply, almost like if I were tipsy. It took me a moment to finish unbuttoning my blouse, letting it fall open. It was easier to wriggle out of it, letting it fall to the seat behind me. Doing that made me feel Good.

My Teacher looked us over and said, “You feel better like this. Tell me how you feel with your blouses off, girls.”

“Better, Sir,” we chorused. It was true: I liked that he could see me. I hoped the bra was coming off soon too.

“So,” Horn explained, “We’ve established that your minds are under my complete control, and that I decide the rules of this room. It feels good to be open, here. Exposed.” He finally turned to me and asked, “Maggie, can you think of any ethical or moral problems with complete obedience to me?”

My head felt sluggish and I wondered if we were in a trance right now. Even so, I did my best to concentrate on the problem. It seemed like there should be something, a nagging worry in the corner of my mind. Only one set of words came to mind. They didn’t feel like anything I’d come up with, but I said them happily, “No Sir. You’re our Teacher. We’re here to learn whatever you want, any way you want.”

“That’s right,” Horn agreed, “Treat, Maggie.”

‹Treat›

This time, the word set off a spasm of pleasure between my legs. It wasn’t quite an orgasm, more like the memory of one. My body twitched and my eyes closed involuntarily.

Alicia was right: it was good. I didn’t know why he was making us repeat things he’d obviously put in our minds, but I didn’t care as long as he kept doing that.

He moved on to the next girl, but it took me several moments to follow the lecture again. Unfortunately, he was winding down, “I’m afraid we’re almost out of time, girls. Etiquette class will also be on hiatus for two weeks.”

That got a number of unhappy noises from my classmates. I bit my lip instead. I didn’t want to disappoint him.

Professor Horn nodded at the disappointed expressions and said, “I understand. The good news is that I’ll be pushing some videos like the ones in class to your inboxes for you to watch. Even better, all of you are going to be reporting for some one-on-one tutoring in this, starting this weekend. As much fun as group sessions are, you all need individual attention. I’ll send word to each of you when it’s your turn. Some of you will even be doing it with me.”

I perked up at that. Time alone with Professor Horn. Maybe with my top off. Maybe with everything off. I hoped I got him.

He went on, “And we have time for one more short video. I want each of you to focus on the screen…”

I looked up at the screen, where he’d put up a beautiful double spiral.

I knew I’d seen it before, then I didn’t know anything at all.


Chapter Four

Weekends at the Academy were usually incredibly boring. We couldn’t leave campus or throw parties or anything, so all there was to do was study, hang out and use the gym. I normally got in a lot of swimming at one of the school’s indoor pools.

This time, of course, I had my new vibrator to look forward to. I was already thinking about putting it in, putting on whatever video Professor Horn sent out for us, and just checking out until Sunday night. Jane didn’t seem to mind me being a drooling vegetable most nights anyway.

And she’s already had Etiquette. That meant she had to understand.

When I got to my dorm room, Jane was out anyway. It wasn’t unusual: there were some senior girls she liked to go see whenever she had time, including Terri. I didn’t know what their clique actually did for fun, but it was none of my business. I didn’t worry about it. I just stripped, put my clothes in the hamper and crawled into bed with my toy and my tablet. I covered up with my purple blanket and carefully inserted my toy.

As I worked the thick, yielding vibrator inside my sopping passage, I had the strange sense Jane was always a lot rougher about that, but I couldn’t remember ever letting her do it with me. Trying to focus on that just made my head feel funny, so I shrugged it off and worked on getting comfortable.

Once the toy was properly seated, I turned it to a low setting and picked up my tablet. Without even really thinking about it, I used the tablet to turn on the monitor on my wall and tapped an oddly familiar bookmark.

The same pretty, soothing patterns Jane liked to show me flickered to life on the screen. I stared at it, eager for it to take me down.

~~~

People were talking nearby, the sound of it enough to rouse me to semi-awareness. I was still too sleepy to open my eyes, but I could feel

“Wow,” a familiar female voice hovered somewhere over my head, “She really is an eager beaver. You weren’t even here to queue up her programming.”

It took me a moment to realize it was Terri speaking.

Someone ran their fingers through my hair, setting a wave of tingling pleasure running down my spine. Jane said, “Maggie’s got top marks in all the important categories for suggestibility: smart, creative, not very assertive. I bet Professor Horn had her eating out of his hand today.”

Suggestibility.

I didn’t understand what they were talking about. Thinking about it made my head feel muddled. I struggled to open my eyes and look at them, or my mouth to say something.

Terri seemed to notice my predicament. She said, “Looks like our girl’s coming around. About time.”

“Not her fault,” Jane’s fingers traced a delicious line down the nape of my neck as she said, “I mean, this was a very big day. All the same, I guess I should help.” She pulled her hand away, and then snapped her fingers.

The dry crack seemed incredibly loud and woke me with a start. I sat bolt upright, heart pounding. Somewhere during my nap, my blanket had ended up pushed aside, and I was stark naked. My bare chest was heaving as I tried to catch my breath, and my sopping pussy was exposed to both girls. At some point during my nap, my toy had either come out or I’d taken it out, but I was grateful. I was feeling hypersensitive.

I wanted to reach for my blanket, but my body felt sluggish and leaden. I couldn’t even raise my arms to cross them in front of my breasts or close my legs. All I managed to do was blush furiously and stammer, “Wh-what’s goin’ on?”

Jane fixed me with her big, beautiful eyes and said in a low and soothing voice, “Relax, Sleepyhead. Just take some nice, deep breaths and relax.”

‹Sleepyhead›

‹Relax›

I stared into her eyes, my own going wide, and obeyed reflexively. She was right: I just needed to relax.

Jane went on, in the same voice, “Everything is just fine. It’s just us, nothing to worry about. Tell me how everything is, Sleepyhead.”

‹Just Fine>

Her nickname had grown on me. It always made me feel so placid and happy. I was already having trouble remembering why I’d been upset in the first place. Terri and Jane were my friends. They could be in my room. I replied dully, “… fine…”

“There’s a good girl,” Jane smiled at me and rubbed my cheek. She said, “We’re going to have a nice talk with Terri. Tell me what we’re going to do now, Sleepyhead.”

‹Good Girl>

‹Nice Talk>

I felt so lightheaded that I thought my head might actually bob away if it weren’t tethered to the ground by my neck. I leaned into her touch and agreed, “… nice talk…”

“And no matter what we talk about,” Jane assured me, “This is all perfectly normal. We can talk about anything here and it will never be strange or upsetting. Just perfectly normal. Tell me how our talk will be, Sleepyhead.”

‹Perfectly Normal>

“… nor-mal…” I agreed. That made sense. We were all friends here. We could talk about anything. It was perfectly normal for friends to do that.

“In fact,” Jane continued, “You’re very happy to see Terri. You love her gift. You’re so grateful. That’s true.”

That felt like such an understatement. I’d spent more time plugged into my new vibrator than anything, since getting it. I agreed happily, “… yesssss…”

Jane pulled her hand away from my cheek and said, “Wide awake, Sleepyhead.”

‹Wide Awake>

I blinked rapidly, my head clearing. I realized Terri had come over to visit Jane while I’d been playing with my toy, but it was fine. Perfectly normal. It was her room too. I thought about covering up, but it seemed like too much effort. Besides, Terri had given me the thing. She knew what it was for. Rather than worrying about anything at all, I just smiled up at them both and said, “Hi, Jane. Hi Terri. Thanks for the gift! I’m so grateful for it!”

Jane said, “Hello, Maggie.” She took a seat on her own bed and picked up her tablet.

Terri smiled back at me and took a seat in one of our two chairs. At some point, they had moved it close to my bed, putting her within arm’s reach. She said, “You’re very welcome, Mags. I see you’ve been really going at it. Jane says you hardly get out of bed when you’re here.”

I blushed. That question seemed a little familiar, but I decided it was perfectly normal for Terri to be curious. After all, she’d given me the vibrator in the first place. I agreed, “Little bit.”

“Of course, it’s understandable you’d be so horny,” Terri said, “Given givens.”

“Given givens?” I blinked, puzzled. My head still felt a little funny. I’d probably overdone it, taking a nap.

“Can you tell me what you learned in Etiquette today?” Terri answered my question with one of her own, adding, “It’s related. I mean, based on the schedule, you should’ve gotten the Damiano Academy equivalent of the birds and the bees talk today.”

“Oh!” I nodded and agreed, “Um. Yeah. We had a big talk today. Professor Horn explained that we’re being hypnotized to help us learn things.”

Terri nodded back and said, “And he had a big demonstration where he showed how he’d been hypnotizing you systematically for awhile now?”

“Yeah,” I tingled just thinking about it and said, “It was great! So much better than studying. He’d ask us stuff and we would just know the answers.”

“Oh,” Terri agreed, “I know. It’s all very heady. That’s why you’re so turned on all the time lately. The same process that stimulates your brain gets your body all worked up, and you’re being programmed literally every day and every night here. That’s why you’re so brainlessly horny all the time.”

The idea raised goosebumps on my arms and, as overworked as my pussy felt, I was getting tingly again. I asked, “I am?”

Terri tilted her head and teased, “Your nipples are already hard again, Mags. You look horny to me.”

“No,” I shook my head, feeling a little more awake now as I asked, “I’m being programmed day and night?”

Saying aloud just made me want to touch myself.

“All of us are,” Terri said, “That’s what the school’s for. And it’s not really to help us study, either. What did Professor Horn have you learning? Was it science? Literature?”

“… no,” I admitted. I knew this should make me feel uncomfortable. I’d come here to learn what I needed to get a good job. All the same, I couldn’t feel upset about it. Etiquette class felt much too good.

“He was more getting you used to obeying him,” Terri continued, “Getting used to thinking what he says. Feeling what he says. Doing what he says. And doing that without hesitation, or reflection or doubts. Getting you used to obeying him mindlessly.”

She sounded very matter-of-fact about that. For my part, thinking about it felt slippery. The more I considered the idea that Professor Horn was making me mindlessly obedient, the harder it was to think about anything at all. Feeling befuddled, I asked, “… he is?”

“Not just him, either,” Terri said, “You’ll already obey any staff member the same way you’d obey him. And the real idea is to program you to obey anyone who gives you the right trigger, the right code. Ready to go from independent, thinking girl to mindless robot in a word or two.”

It sounded silly, but Terri definitely believed it. I also knew that it should sound awful, but I couldn’t remember why. If Professor Horn thought I should be a mindless robot, he was my Teacher.

Teachers Knew Best.

I shivered, desperate to touch myself and asked the only question I could think of, “… why?”

Jane snorted and asked, “Why would you want a steady supply of hot girls who’ll do anything we’re told? We’re fucktoys. At fucktoy school.”

‹Fucktoys>

The word made me feel tingly good. All the same, I forced myself to concentrate and protested weakly, “… but my mom and dad sent me here. And,” my eyes widened in realization, “My mom went here!”

The idea of my mother in a class like Professor Horn’s was enough to help me focus and feel some actual concern.

Jane made eye contact and said, “Calm down, Sleepyhead. Don’t worry about that. Don’t think about that.”

‹Calm>

I felt placid immediately. It was hard to remember what we’d been talking about.

“All I want you to focus on is that we’re going to fucktoy school, nothing else,” Jane went on firmly, “In fact, play with your breasts, Sleepyhead. Rub anywhere else if you feel like it. It’ll help you stay on task,” Jane said firmly, “While you listen to Terri. Won’t it, Sleepyhead?”

‹Fucktoy>

‹Play>

‹Focus>

‹Listen>

“… uh huh…” I agreed dully, reaching up to fondle my breasts. I was surprised for just a moment at how easily my arms moved when Jane said to do it, but it felt too good for me to mind. I looked back at Terri expectantly.

Terri smiled and said, “Jane’s right. This is a school for living, breathing sex dolls. I’ve been here long enough that I’m in whole classes about how to do better in bed.”

I made slow circles around my nipples, savoring the way it felt, and tried to focus on what Terri was saying. I managed to ask dully, “… sex classes?”

“Mmhmm,” Terri nodded and said, “You’ll have them too. Probably sooner rather than later. The curriculum is a bit of a blur for me, right where you’re at. Everything’s so fuzzy right at the start. Isn’t it?”

My head felt stuffed full of fluffy cotton candy. I agreed, “… yeah… fuzzy…”

“Of course,” Terri continued, “You’re probably wondering why we’re talking about it at all. At least, you’d be wondering it if you could think. We should be like you: simpering, brainless drones. You agree, don’t you, Mags?”

Simpering brainless drones. That’s what my school made us. I slid my right hand down between my legs and moaned, “… uh huh…”

“Some of us,” Terri said, “Have some contacts on the outside. They help us get stuff we want. Do things we want. Even after we’re sold off to be sex dolls to some rich douchebags, they’re going to keep in touch. Help us out some. And we’re bringing you on board. That’s why I got you the toy. To help Jane program you so you’ll be able to join us.”

“… program… me…?” I managed to ask, sliding a fingertip inside myself. It didn’t feel nearly as good as the toy, but I was too sensitive for anything more.

“Mm,” Jane said, “Can’t be in the club without a guarantee you’ll keep your mouth shut. Although I still don’t see why she should be one of us, Terri.”

Terri got up and said, “Because Tony said to bring her in, Jane. And he said to get her up to speed tonight, because he’s visiting.”

“It’s just,” Jane said petulantly, “That there are already enough in our group, and I don’t really want to share my Friday with a new recruit.”

Terri glanced at her pink watch and said, “There’s no time for an argument Janey, even if I wanted to have one. Curfew soon. Just be a somnorific gulpin and drop it.”

Jane’s expression softened instantly, eyes half-lidded and glassy. She replied breathlessly, “Yes Terri.”

I blinked at Jane in surprise, then turned to Terri and asked, “… what’d you do?”

Terri smiled and said, “Jane brought you in, but I brought her in. Now, it’s time for you both to get ready for tonight. All you need to do is relax, Sleepyhead. Relax and watch the screen.”

‹Relax>

‹Watch The Screen>

I turned to obey, and the beautiful Spiral swallowed up any all my worries.

~~~

I woke to wet smacking sounds close to my head, somewhere off to the left. My whole body was heavy and pleasantly tingly, and I was so wet that I wondered dully if I’d had an orgasm or wet the bed. That question was intensely familiar.

A deep male voice said, “And there she is.”

He was standing to my left, where the noise was still coming from. It took me a moment to process that it was Tony the Maintenance Guy.

My eyes were heavy, but I managed to open them anyway. The lights were dim and that was also very familiar, something I’d maybe dreamed about. I rolled on my side to see what was going on.

Tony was standing beside me, buck naked. Jane was on her knees on the thick purple carpet beside him, her mouth completely covering his manhood. Her eyes were a little wet, but her expression was one of absolute rapture.

For a moment, time seemed to stand still. I flashed to everything Terri had told me: the Damiano Academy was turning us all into sex toys. I was only awake because Tony had ‘requested’ me. He could probably make me do anything he wanted. I opened my mouth to speak, but I didn’t know what to say. I wasn’t sure if I wanted him to just put me back to sleep, make me forget all of this, or if I wanted to take Jane’s place at his feet.

Tony looked down at Jane and said, “Say hello, Jane.”

Jane pulled off of his cock, and it was quite a sight. He was huge, his dick big and veiny like I’d seen… somewhere, before. She’d managed to get it into her throat, there was no other way he would have fit inside her mouth. She reached up and held him tightly in her hand. She half turned her head toward me, pressed his glistening wet cock against her cheek and said, “Hello.”

I stared at her, my brain totally vapor locked.

Tony looked down at her and said, “You can have a little rest right now, Jane. Relax.”

Jane’s eyes fluttered shut and her head drooped down to her chest, her breathing deep and measured.

Tony turned to me and asked, “Feeling a little fried, Maggie?”

“… uh huh,” I managed. With difficulty, I asked, “What’s… what’s going on?” I couldn’t look away from his cock, still erect, pointing at Jane’s face.

“God, you girls are so cute when your brains are fogged up,” Tony sighed, “Sorry. You’re getting it from both ends. The school’s stuffing your head full of crap to turn you into a little fuck doll, and I’ve had Terri and Jane install a back door in your head on top of that. That’s my job: installing back doors in brainwashed sluts like you. You probably haven’t spent a whole five minutes able to think for yourself in weeks.”

“Back… door?” I asked, increasingly nervous, “… sluts?”

“It’ll all make sense in a moment,” Tony assured me, “Remember, Sleepyhead. Override Three Five Eight Blue. Remember.”

‹Override>

‹Remember>

The words slid deep into my brain, the force of them making me shut my eyes. My world twisted, a flood of jumbled images and thoughts cascading over me. I tried to cling to any of them to understand what was going on, but they hit me too fast.

My world slipped away.

~~~

“Hey, Maggie,” a familiar male voice asked, “Still with me?”

I opened my eyes and saw the most wonderful man I had ever known looking down at me: my Best Friend Tony. He had the most beautiful brown eyes, the most ruggedly handsome face I’d ever seen. I’d had the biggest crush on him since the first time I’d ever seen him. I knew he was the one who had smuggled Maggie my wonderful vibrator, and told Jane to program me. He’d made my life so much better, and he was here to see me. Jane was asleep at his feet, even though he could have us both.

All I could do was stare up at him in wonder, mouth hanging slightly open. I felt dazed just looking at him. It took me a moment to realize he’d asked a question, and that I had to respond. I breathed, “Yes Sir.”

Tony smiled down at me and asked, “How are you feeling? Feeling slutty?”

‹Slutty>

I’d never liked the word before he said it, but now that he had, he was right. Tony was Always Right. My eyes slid from his face to his magnificent cock at the suggestion. He was only semi-erect now. I nodded as I stared at his slick shaft, eyes wide, and agreed, “Yes Sir.”

“I’m supposed to check and make sure you took your programming right,” Tony said, “They wouldn’t like it if there were any glitches. Tell me who I am, Maggie.”

“My best friend,” I said, eyes still fixed on his cock. Saying that made him stiffen again.

“Good,” Tony replied, “And what would you do for me?” He reached down and began to stroke himself, his dick aimed right at my face.

Maybe he’d cum on me. Nobody ever had before. I breathed happily, “Anything, Sir.”

“That’s so good to hear,” Tony stepped a little closer, a bead of glistening pre-cum forming. It was mesmerizing. He said, “I have such an important job for you. I need help installing back doors in the rest of your class to let me see them too, let me help them like I help you. Do you think you could help me with that? It’s so, so important, Sleepyhead.”

‹So Important>

I nodded, eyes still fixed on his manhood and agreed in awe, “Yes Sir.” He was trusting me over Jane. Trusting me over Terri. He was letting me be his helper. I realized I didn’t have any idea how to do that though. I asked hesitantly, “How, Sir? I don’t know how to hypnotize people.”

“You’d be plugging a thumb drive into one of Professor Horn’s computers when he takes you for treatment,” Tony explained, still jerking off right toward my face, “Without him noticing. Would you be comfortable with that?”

“Yes Sir!” I agreed, feeling so happy to be chosen.

“Good,” he smiled, “Good girl, Sleepyhead.”

‹Good Girl>

My body tingled, and I moaned, “Thank you, Sir!”

He moved past me to clamber onto my bed, and as he changed position, I saw Jane. My roommate was back on her bed. She was sitting upright against the pillows and headboard, legs spread wide. Her toy was buried inside her, and her expression was vacant: eyes half glassy, mouth hanging open a little. A trickle of drool ran down her chin. She was rubbing her breasts the way I had been earlier. Even though she was looking our way, I had no idea if she was paying attention to us.

I wasn’t sure which idea was hotter: that Jane might watch me with Tony, or that she might be too spacey to manage it.

Tony got onto the bed and climbed on top of me, ending that train of thought. His body was warm and heavy again mine, and he straddled my chest. He laid his beautiful cock right between my breasts, his hardness almost feverishly hot and throbbing against my bare skin. He explained, “I can’t put it in your cunt, babe. Not yet. Not until you’ve been to see old Prof Horn at least once and gotten the exam. In the meantime, we’re improvising.”

I nodded and said, “Yes Sir.”

He held eye contact and pressed my breasts against his shaft, holding them tight against himself. He was slick from Jane’s saliva, and began to fuck my breasts. I leaned down without being told and lapped at the head of his cock each time it got close enough.

Physically, it didn’t feel like much. There was just friction, the press of his body against mine, but that was it. He tasted a little salty, making me wonder if he’d already cum with Jane while I was sleeping.

It didn’t matter though: he was using me. Not Jane. Not Terri. Not anybody else from class. Tonight, I was his toy. Just me.

That felt wonderful.

Tony pulled back in short order, and I realized he was about to cum. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. He shot a load of hot, sticky seed, but he aimed lower. It spattered my chest, nothing getting any higher than my neck. He said, “There’s a good little fuckdoll.”

‹Good Fuckdoll>

I shivered with pleasure and said, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Get cleaned up,” Tony said, “Then get some rest. I left the drive for you in your drawer. You’ll know what to do with it when the time comes. You soaked it up like a sponge. Didn’t you?”

I had no idea, but Tony was Always Right. I agreed happily, “Yes, Sir.”

He began to get dressed. I wanted to watch, to look at him, but I hurried to obey instead. I needed a shower.

All that really mattered was that he picked me to help.


Chapter Five

I woke up with my alarm clock, the familiar tone making me feel awake and alert instantly.

Like I’d been programmed to do. The thought made me tingle, and it brought back a flood of memories from Friday night: I remembered Terri explaining the truth of the Damiano Academy to me. I remembered getting both an important mission and a tit-fucking from my Best Friend Tony while Jane watched and masturbated mindlessly.

For a moment, I laid in bed and wondered if I was just having really hot dreams because of all the time spent with my toy, but the need to get up, shower and exercise was real and compelling.

I sat up and saw that, for the first time since coming here, I’d woken up before Jane. She was curled up on top of her covers, toy still wedged inside her. Drool trickled down her cheek.

That was proof enough for me. I knew I couldn’t leave her like that. She was supposed to report to the gym too. I slid out of bed and padded over to her, then touched her shoulder lightly. I said softly, “Jane?”

Jane opened her eyes and blinked up at me slowly. She slurred, “Wha…?”

“We need to get to the gym, Jane,” I said, “If we miss it on a weekend, someone will notice.”

Jane grumbled, “Nee’ more sleep.” She flopped her head back on the pillow.

“But you could mess up Tony’s plan!” I protested impatiently.

Jane closed her eyes and said, “You got that covered. Tony likes you.”

She was jealous. She’d gotten to suck Tony’s beautiful cock, but she was still jealous of me. I wondered why that hadn’t been programmed out of her… then I realized Terri had been able to control Jane last night. I wracked my brain a moment and said, “Somnolent, no that’s not quite right…”

Jane struggled to sit up and said, “Don’t even -”

“Somnorific gulpin!” I said firmly, relieved to remember, “Relax and listen.”

My roommate’s expression softened, her eyes going wide and glassy. She stared at me, mouth hanging open slightly. Her hair was a mess, and there was dried cum on her neck and chest.

The sight of her ready to do whatever I said was hot. I wished I could see footage of myself like that, see if I looked half as good. I shook it off though. I had to hurry. I continued firmly, “You want to help me. Tony picked me, so I’m in charge. You want that. You want to help. Tell me what you want.”

“… help you…” Jane said breathlessly, “… obey you…”

“Good girl,” I said, “Forget I said your trigger. Let’s get moving.”

Jane shuddered in pleasure, squeezing her eyes shut, then clumsily got out of bed and followed me to the shower.

I resisted the urge to get off, but only because the plan was more important and we were already running late. I just popped the tiny black thumb drive into my backpack, a device scarcely bigger than my thumbnail. It was so strange to think about something so small being able to subvert my whole class, but my Best Friend Tony obviously knew what he was doing.

The only concession I made to my maddening horniness was to skip panties.

The rest of the morning was frustratingly normal. Jane and I went to the gym, then the cafeteria, then we parted company. I had swimming, while she had dance. I couldn’t stop thinking about Tony’s mission. I wished the school would put me in front of a hypnotic screen just so that I could relax about it. Nothing in my school-mandated Saturday routine seemed to include that though.

Nothing changed until I sat down to lunch. I brought my tray to a table in the corner, set it down and moved to take a bite of my sandwich when my tablet hummed. I set the sandwich down and picked up my tablet.

The message didn’t have any text, just dazzling pink graphic that filled the screen of my device. The design looked like a maze or maybe a circuit board, all angular lines rendered in neon pink. I felt dizzy as I stared at it, my head filling with pleasant pink fog.

The next thing I knew I was dumping my lunch into the trash uneaten, and then I didn’t know anything at all.

~~~

“Wide awake, Maggie,” Professor Horn’s voice snapped me back to reality abruptly. My eyes and mouth were dry, and I felt dazed. I was also hungry, but it wasn’t biting yet.

I was sitting on the edge of a bed in an unfamiliar room. It looked a bit like my dorm, but the color scheme was less doll-themed: everything was in neutral colors, brown and green, more like a normal hotel room. The bed was king-sized and soft, and sunshine peeked in through drawn curtains. There was a monitor on the wall, and a computer terminal in the corner. I blinked rapidly and said, “Hi, Sir.”

As if reading my mind, he said, “This is my place on campus. Teachers aren’t quite as restricted as students at the Academy, but we’re expected to live here.”

I was in Professor Horn’s room. I tried not to stare at the computer terminal. There were USB ports right in the front. All he’d have to do is go to sleep, use the shower. Even just be in the bathroom a few extra minutes. That’s all I’d need. Instead of talking about any of that, I asked, “You live here all year too?”

Somehow, I’d imagined him leaving the grounds at night.

“Most of the year,” he nodded and agreed, “It’s a little confining, but the work is too rewarding to complain about. These one-on-one sessions with freshmen are my favorite part of the job. I had Phoebe here from Friday night to this morning.”

I nodded and agreed, “Yes Sir.”

“Now,” he asked, “Do you know what I would be doing with Phoebe for like twenty four hours straight?”

“I…” I trailed off, blushing. I wasn’t sure why I was blushing, considering the night I’d had, but I still felt shy with my Teacher.

He took a step closer to me and said firmly, “Remember to be a Good Girl. Be absolutely honest with me, even outside the classroom, Maggie. No matter where we are, you must always do that.”

‹Good Girl>

‹Absolutely Honest>

The words focused and calmed me immediately. He was right: he was always my Teacher, inside the classroom or out. I agreed, “Yes, Sir.”

“Now,” he smiled at me and said, “Let’s try this again. I had Phoebe in my apartment for a full day and night. Do you know what I might have been doing with her for that time?”

“Fucking her, Sir,” I replied without hesitation this time.

“That’s better. Yes, I was having sex with her for most of the visit,” Horn agreed. He went on to ask, “How do you feel, knowing that?”

“Fine, Sir,” I smiled at him and said, “What you do with Phoebe is entirely up to you.”

He nodded and said, “That’s a better answer. It’s important to always be completely honest with the people in charge of you.” He made eye contact and his tone got firmer as he continued, “At the same time, it’s important to know that their choices are always to be trusted and accepted. Tell me what you should do about any choice I make, Maggie.”

‹Trust and Accept>

I felt lightheaded already. I said, “Trust and accept, Sir.”

“That’s very good,” Horn said, “Treat, Maggie.”

‹Treat>

Tingling pleasure blossomed between my legs, and I moaned, “Thank you, Sir.”

“Such a good girl,” he said, stepping closer to me, inside my personal space. He held eye contact as he asked, “How did you feel about taking your top off in class, Maggie?”

‹Good Girl>

The compliment made the tingling sensation build, warm and wonderful. I stared into his pretty eyes and said, “Nice, Sir. I feel better with my top off.”

“Do you know why I’m getting you used to being naked, Maggie? Why I would be taking students to my room one after the other and having sex with them?” Horn smelled nice. A little musky.

I felt a flicker of hesitation at the idea that he might find out about my Best Friend Tony, but I couldn’t stop myself. I answered, “This is a fuckdoll school, Sir.”

“Did your friends tell you that?” Professor Horn asked me, tilting his head in mild surprise, “Maybe your roommate Jane?”

“Yes Sir,” I answered, keeping my relief to myself, “Terri said it first.” I leaned into his touch, delighted by it.

He reached for my cheek and dragged his fingertips across my skin, barely touching me. The gesture sent little thrills of pleasure across my skin and down my spine. He said, “That’s a little cruder than I like to put it, but they’re not wrong and you were going to find out today anyway. The Damiano Academy turns normal, undisciplined girls into good girls. Girls who can be trusted. Girls who know their place. That means girls who can keep secrets and girls who will fuck when they’re told. How do you feel about that?”

I leaned into his touch. He was talking too much again, my head swimming with all he had to say, but I got the gist of it: Professor Horn was admitting I was being programmed to be a fuckdoll. I said, “Good, Sir.”

“Are you a virgin, Maggie?” Horn asked, “Ever had it up your ass or in your mouth, either?”

It was strange to hear him use words like that.

I flashed back to last night. Now it made sense, Tony not actually penetrating me. My Best Friend was so clever. I closed my eyes and said, “I’m a virgin, Sir. Never had it in my ass or mouth.”

“If you have never had sex,” Horn’s hand slid beneath my chin, his fingers rubbing a little more firmly, “How do you know you’d enjoy being a fuck doll for someone?”

“I trust you, Sir,” I answered honestly, “But if you wanted to show me…” I trailed off, cheeks warm at the admission. I had to be absolutely honest though.

“Bold,” he nodded and said, “That’s good. You’re one of my favorite girls in your class, you know. I’ve been looking forward to some one-on-one time. I want you to be comfortable with me.”

My heart fluttered and I opened my eyes again. I asked hesitantly, “Really, Sir?”

First my Best Friend Tony picked me over Jane, and now Professor Horn wanted me more than the rest of my class. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was.

“I think you’d make a good Teacher’s Pet,” Professor Horn assured me smoothly, “One that absolutely purrs for me. You agree, don’t you?”

‹Teacher’s Pet>

I felt a head rush, the rest of the world receding and his eyes seeming endlessly deep. Thoughts of Tony fled my helpless brain. My knees felt weak and my body quivered. Professor Horn was the handsomest, best man I could imagine.

The only person I wanted.

I moaned, “Oh yes, Sir!”

He leaned and to kiss me. He wasn’t my first. I knew what to do: I tilted my head, closed my eyes and opened my mouth. His lips met mine, then he put his hands on my head, fingers in my hair. His tongue was warm and wet against mine.

By the time he let me up for air, my heart was pounding and I was short of breath. I felt a little dizzy.

Without any further warning, Horn reached down and grabbed the top of my blouse with both hands. He ripped it open, my buttons scattering to the carpet. I gasped in surprise, heart pounding again, but I didn’t move to resist. Horn reached behind me and deftly unhooked my bra in a single smooth motion, then tugged it up to free my breasts without bothering to get it off either.

Finally, my Teacher pushed me flat onto my back on the bed, legs still hanging off the side. All I could do was pant and stare up at him as he unfastened his trousers and dropped them. His cock was already hard. He hiked up my skirt and pushed my legs apart, his hand warm on the inside of my thigh.

In the back of my head, I was dimly aware that it wasn’t quite as big as my Best Friend Tony’s, but I didn’t care. It also occurred to my addled, dazed mind that he wasn’t surprised by my lack of panties. He’d probably been the one to make me skip them this morning.

My Teacher was always prepared.

He pushed the head of his cock against the inside of my thigh, and then rubbed it against my sopping nether lips. The contact was electric, so different from the toy. He was hot and throbbing, and his flesh yielded even though he was hard. My body responded much more intensely than it did to the toy, just at that teasing friction.

I moaned, “Please, Sir!”

Horn reached down and pawed at my breasts, palm rubbing my right nipple while he kneaded my soft bosom roughly. He asked firmly, “Please, what?”

“Please,” I begged, “Fuck mmmngh!”

He picked that moment to thrust into me, hard and deep and sudden. The sensation was one of incredible fullness, so much better than stuffing plastic inside myself. He penetrated me in a single motion, so much deeper than I’d thought possible.

Instead of finishing my helpless plea, I made a sound like a squeak toy someone had stepped on. He was nowhere near my lungs, but I could imagine his cock driving the air out of them anyway.

Above me, Professor Horn’s expression shifted to one of concentration, and he began to thrust inside me, slow and deep. He said, “This is what you’re for. Tell me what you’re for, Maggie.”

“Nnngh,” I moaned, “Fucking, Sirrr!”

He tweaked my nipple, sending thrills of pleasure and pain radiating through my chest. I gasped, and he said, “Good Fuckdoll.”

‹Good Fuckdoll>

A wave of heat washed over me, pleasure and need intermingled. I was his fuckdoll. It was all I was for.

“Position fourteen, Maggie,” Horn continued firmly.

‹Position Fourteen>

An image unfolded in my mind of two stylized figures, like an airline safety card, except the woman was on her back with her legs wrapped around a man buried inside her.

I moaned and wrapped my legs around my Teacher tightly, just like in the helpful image, and I was rewarded with him pushing even deeper into me. Teacher began to rock and grind his hips, working deep inside me instead of thrusting. His rock-hard cock stretched me, moving side to side. Tense anticipation built between my legs, tingling pleasure running up and down my spine. Teacher pawed at my breasts roughly, squeezing and groping them, tweaking my nipples.

I moaned helplessly, unable to keep quiet or find words anymore.

Then Teacher dragged his hand lower, down my belly and between my legs. In a moment, two of his fingers were pressed hard against my clit. He rubbed me fast and hard and nearly growled, “Cum, Fuckdoll.”

‹Cum Fuckdoll>

The words echoed in my helpless brain, setting off an explosion of pleasure between my thighs. I let out a ragged cry, body jerking beneath him. I squeezed him tightly with my legs, fingers clutching at the blanket beneath me.

Teacher’s cock twitched and tensed inside me. He came a moment later, a torrent of hot sticky seed pumping into my belly. He continued to grind inside me as his cock softened. The motion set off delicious aftershocks as cum rolled down the insides of my thighs. Waves of pleasure crashed through my body, far more than I was used to.

He let up on my breasts and said firmly, “Relax, Maggie. Lay down.”

‹Relax>

I let go of him, panting. I closed my eyes as he pulled out of me, his semi-erect cock glistening with our shared fluids, then laid on the bed properly.

Teacher said, “I was really supposed to show you the orientation film before we did that, but I couldn’t wait. God, you’ve got a tight little cunt. Maybe I can requisition you for the school. You’d make such a good training dolly.”

My head still felt foggy, but that got through. I breathed, “Thank you, Teacher.”

“Well,” Teacher said as he stepped away from me, “Let’s get the formalities out of the way so we can do more of that. I really ought to have a shower and pop a Viagra anyway. Eyes open, Maggie. Look at the screen.”

I opened my eyes and looked at his computer screen obediently.

He tapped a remote with an audible click, and the monitor hummed to life.

A dazzling pattern of pink drew my gaze immediately, but it felt strange. I was still aware of Teacher’s footsteps, still able to think even as the beautiful designs danced in front of me. I heard him step away, into the bathroom, and the shower turn on.

Somehow, I managed to tear my eyes away from the pattern. I turned around to face my backpack instead and unzipped it. I fished out the thumb drive and padded to Teacher’s computer, standing instead of sitting. I didn’t want to leave a telltale wet spot on his chair. The screen wasn’t even locked. I guessed he didn’t expect a brainwashed student to try to look at anything.

I plugged in the drive and wondered what I was supposed to do. Fortunately, my Best Friend Tony had taken care of that: files began to copy automatically. It was done in moments. I hastily unplugged the drive, tossed it back in my bag and laid back down on the bed.

This time, the beautiful patterns swept me away almost instantly.


Epilogue

I stood on a stage clad only in slinky white silk and gold chains that did nothing to conceal my body. White hot lights painted my bare skin, bright enough to be uncomfortable even with my eyes closed. The wood beneath my bare feet was almost icy by comparison, leaving me uncomfortable everywhere.

All the same, the big smile I wore was entirely sincere. I wanted to be here. I couldn’t imagine wanting anything more than this.

In front of me, the auctioneer said, “Our next item up is Fuck Doll Maggie. She graduated from the Academy with top marks in all techniques.” He stepped close and said, “She’s in perfect condition. Natural breasts, all her teeth. The tightest twat in her entire class. We’re going to begin the bidding at fifty thousand dollars. Do I have any takers?”

I couldn’t make out the faces in the audience, but I saw someone raise their hand.

“Wonderful!” the auctioneer continued, “Do I hear fifty five? Sixty?”

Listening to them bidding on me, fast and eager, was making me wet in spite of the mixed heat and cold. I couldn’t wait until someone won me. Bought me. Owned me.

The world dissolved mid-bidding war, somewhere after a hundred thousand dollars.

~~~

“And wide awake, girls,” Teacher’s voice brought me back to reality, amid a bunch of moans and sighs from the rest of the class. The screen in front of us was dark again, no longer lulling us into visions of the auction block. He continued, “Much as I would like to leave you down there, that’s all the time we have for it today.”

I stretched languidly, the whole front of my body tingling from where I had imagined the spotlights aimed at me. My feet were still a little cold. I was also very, very wet, but that was the norm in Etiquette now that the cat was out of the bag.

I liked it. The only thing that bothered me was being unsure if my stunt with the thumb drive had worked. I hadn’t seen my Best Friend Tony since he gave it to me.

Teacher said, “Who can tell me what you saw in your lesson?” Everybody raised their hands, but Phoebe was first. He pointed to her and said, “Yes, Phoebe?”

She said happily, “I was being auctioned as a slave, Teacher.”

“That’s very good,” Teacher smiled. He asked, “And the rest of you had the same daydream, didn’t you? Being on a stage with an auctioneer?”

We all chorused, “Yes, Teacher.” Listening to us all have the same thought at the same time always made me tingly.

“The good news is that this is what will happen to all of you,” Teacher said, “It won’t be on a stage, of course. But all of you will be bought and paid for by the time you leave the Academy, either by a customer or by the school itself. Now, I’m going to need the following students to come with me: Carol, Julie and Phoebe. Time to begin anal training. Oh, and Maggie: I’ll be calling for you tomorrow for some extra one-on-one time. The rest of you, have a good weekend.”

I blushed and said, “Thank you, Teacher.”

Everybody else filed out, the three girls Teacher had called going with him out of the faculty exit. I was a little slower on the uptake than most of the girls, taking my time to savor what he’d said. Apparently, Professor Horn’s talk of my being a Teacher’s Pet hadn’t been pillow talk. I watched most the other girls file past me.

As I made my way to the courtyard though, Alicia came up from behind me and asked, “Hey, can I hang out with you tonight?”

I felt a momentary flicker of annoyance. Alicia and I weren’t really friends, and I was eager to be alone in my room so that I could plug in my toy and turn off my mind, the same as I did every night. I didn’t want company for that. Truth be told, the only reason I didn’t mind Jane being around was that she normally did it too. As we stepped out into the hallway, I floundered, “I, uh, I don’t know…”

Alicia offered me a hopeful smile and said, “I know we haven’t before, but it just sounds like a really good idea today.”

That was weird, and I was distracted enough by it that I almost missed Terri waiting outside the building, standing near the doors like she might have been ready to come inside. I narrowly avoided bumping into her and said, “Um, hi Terri. Sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it,” she favored me with a big smile and said, “I was hoping to catch the both of you together. What’s up?”

Alicia said, “I was just trying to talk Maggie into hanging out tonight, but…” she sounded puzzled, “Now that we’re talking about it, I’m not sure why. We’ve never done anything together before.”

It clicked for me right before Terri opened her mouth again. It was a relief to know that my mission had worked out.

“You were just first on the list,” Terri assured her smoothly.

“The list?” Alicia asked, clearly baffled.

Terri shot a quick glance left and right to make sure nobody was close before saying, “It’s all right Red Riding Hood. I’ve got something to show you. That’s just fine, isn’t it?”

Alicia’s expression softened at the trigger and she agreed dully, “Uh huh.”

Terri turned to me and said, “C’mon, let’s get her back to your room and explain everything before tonight. Move it, Sleepyhead.”

‹Move It>

“Yes, Terri,” I agreed perkily, following her as she led us away. I couldn’t wait for Tony to come back.

###


Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

About the Author:

Jessie is an unapologetic Internet junkie and an author of everything from essays to erotica and, perhaps most importantly, a freelance bacon ninja.

Connect with Me Online:

At Amazon

And at my blog

License Notes:

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

For more stories about subverted brainwashed slaves, check out:

Jacked & Jilled: Stories of Stolen Slaves

Excerpt:

“Oh,” the doctor glanced at my hand, “The ring will need to come off too.”

I looked down at my wedding ring, white gold with a two carat diamond. I knew that I should care about letting it out of my sight. For the past five years, I’d worn it almost nonstop, and never had it out of arm’s reach. Beyond that, it had cost about six grand altogether - Greg had had a very good year, before he proposed to me. It was tasteful, it was lovely. Objectively, her request should have been a big deal.

All the same, trying to be concerned was like leaning on empty space. I just couldn’t muster the slightest dismay. After a moment’s hesitation, I slipped it off and dropped it in the bin, atop my sweaty nightie, and said, “Right.”

I didn’t bother to ask if I’d see it again. It was part of my old life.

The doctor smiled at me and said, “That’s very good compliance.” She offered Nathan a sidelong glance and asked, “Did she really get this far on just two months of conditioning? I mean, I know you’re good, but that’s very impressive.”

“Conditioning? Like… we’re talking about my hair, right?” I blinked in confusion. I felt a strange tingling sensation at the word. Despite the question I was pretty sure that they weren’t talking about my hair care.

“Actually,” Nathan said, “It was only six weeks. Tina here is a complete natural, one of the best subjects I’ve ever encountered on an assignment.” He smiled at me and said, “We’re just talking about how receptive your mind is to hypnotic programming. What can you tell the good doctor about your experience with hypnosis, Tina?”

‹Receptive.›

‹Hypnotic programming.›

“I have no experience with hypnosis, Sir.” The words fell out of my mouth, completely automatic. Hearing them made me feel muddled though. On the one hand, I knew what I said was true: I had never been closer to a hypnotist than watching a stage show on TV. On the other hand, I had the intense sensation that I’d forgotten something important, the sort of feeling I might get if I left the oven on, or left my keys at work. The more I tried to focus on it, the more slippery it felt.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Contents


    		Title Page


    		Prologue


    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Chapter Four


    		Chapter Five


    		Epilogue


    		About the Author


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents






OEBPS/images/image_12ea3f42-6f55-4727-9b41-b12121e540701724487840807878694.jpg





