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Hypno Headphones – The Bundle
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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.

––––––––
[image: image]


RECENT RELEASES

Bimbo Pill – Hot Crush

Sexy Rhonda has a sexy plan to turn her crush's wife into a bimbo to make him less interested in being married...but it backfires horribly. And sexily.

Just 18 Fantasies

EIGHTEEN sexy stories of BARELY EIGHTEEN babes desperate to be fucked as hard as possible by strong alpha studs. 

Bimbo Genie - The Bundle 

Airhead sex genie Zanthia is obsessed with cock, but forbidden to touch, so she lives vicariously through the wishes of one Master after another. But will she be ever be able to satisfy her craving?

Bimbo Processing Unit – Hot Household

John discovers a VR helmet that provides him an escape from his dull, loveless marriage. But when the helmet makes the women in his life kneel before him, the fantasy becomes an amazing reality!

Forbidden Cravings – A Bundle

TWENTY stories sampling treats and tricks from all over the Nadia Nightside catalogue!

Bimbo Office – The Bundle

The FULL story of the gorgeously mindfucked Delilah and her mission to become her Master's Number One Bimbo Office Pet!

Harem Maker – The Professor

Ethan is polishing off his plan to finish his harem (who regularly “polish” him off as well), but the gorgeous sorceress Izabel stands in the way...
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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Hypno Headphones – The Bad Girl
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Just a few weeks ago, I was at the top of my class.

Now my Master is on top of me—and god, he’s so fucking good. 

My legs are pinned between his heavy, muscular chest and my precious, perky tits—perfect 36C knockers that feel like they’re getting bigger ever since he started fucking my mind. 

He fucks me on top of his teacher’s desk. All around us are the empty chairs and desks of his classroom. My teeth rake against his chin and I’m whispering how much I fucking love him, because I really do. 

I know I do—because he made me love him. So many people are always questioning whether they’re in love or not. I never do. Master is in charge of my love, in charge of my everything, and he’s brainwashed me into loving him. How lucky is that?

My hands are clasped around his thick neck and I’m begging, moaning, aching for mercy—but he has none. His Cock, filling up my preciously wet barely legal pussy, is all that matters, and both he and I know it. Every stroke that fucks my cunt fucks up my mind even worse. I’m programmed by him to believe that when his thick, gorgeous Cock penetrates my young eighteen year-old pussy, he owns me a little bit more.

Like this:

He thrusts in me, his turgidity pushing directly on my g-spot. I cum—every time he thrusts in me, I cum. 

One thought in my mind drowns out the rest: Owned.

He shoved that thought into my mind, like he shoves his Cock in my cunt. He fucked my mind with that thought, fucked me with it so that I can't experience his Cock without that thought, and now when he fucks my cunt, he fucks my mind too.

He thrusts again, even harder this time. 

Again I cum and think:

Owned.

Thrust.

Owned.

Thrust.

Owned.

He’s in charge of me, and fucking me like this only proves it. 

I’ll do anything he says. I have all the time in the world to serve my Master. 

* * * * *
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A few days ago:
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I don’t have time for this. 

Mr. Astor has me sitting down in front of him in his class after school—after hours of this interminable day—and he wants me to do this stupid study session with him and it’s only his first day here!

“Chanel.” He’s sitting on the edge of his desk with his arms crossed, looking down at me. “I can tell you don’t want to be here. I understand. But I’m concerned about you.”

He's quite tall and well-built and has dark hair and blue eyes and I’m pretty sure I hate this asshole. I’m a fucking senior at the Luxuria Palaestra and I’m at the top of my class!

And that’s no small feat. This school is located in the most expansive and beautiful portion of the Swiss Alps. It’s an uber-exclusive private school entirely for girls aged eighteen to twenty. School is year-round with strenuous schedules and we fit four years of university education inside those two. 

Each and every girl in attendance—and there’s about forty of us per class—is a dancer, selected for our physical fitness, balance, beauty, and intelligence—not to mention a fantastically thick bankroll (semester tuition runs easily into six figures). We are the cream of the cream, the one percent of the one percent—and I’m at the very top of that pile. 

If he wasn’t so obviously such a nerd, I’d think he wanted to hold me back after class to just ogle me and hit on me. I am wearing some of my absolute tightest yoga pants today—the pink ones with the white stripes on the side.

Everyone I see wants to hit on me. I’m tall, toned, and gorgeous. I’ve got a dancer’s body and grace. Everything I do is infused with natural, God-Given beauty. I walk from class to class and dorm to dorm like I’m God’s Own Gift to the world, and you know what? I probably am. 

Everything here is about me. This is a dancing school—and I crush dancing. I’ve already got offers on lock from companies in New York, Paris, and Moscow. This is a prestigious academic institution—and I crush academics. I could talk to you for hours about Claudius’s motivations in Hamlet or discuss statistical anomalies in voting data from 1964 or theorize about the breakdown of quantum mechanics inside the singularities of black holes. 

And most particularly? Everything about this profession we're going after—dancing—is about aesthetics, and I crush aesthetics. I am aesthetics. I've got high cheekbones, brilliantly sculpted clavicles, a reality-bending jawline, beautifully built breasts, an ass so hard and round it should be illegal, legs that never quit, and bright dark eyes that might as well be concentrated orbs of the universe. 

I'm so. Fucking. Gorgeous. 

I Love it.

So I don't have time for this fucking bozo.

I roll my eyes at him. “There’s nothing to be concerned about.”

“You seem really hostile. May I ask what that’s about?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on,” he says. “I’m genuinely asking. It seems like I’ve made you mad. I can apologize, but not if I don’t know what I’ve done.”

“You’re just up in my business,” I explain. “There’s no reason to keep me here. I’m the smartest girl this school has got and I have been for the last year. You’re here, what? Like a day?”

He nods. “This is my first official day.”

“And you’re already keeping me back? This is ludicrous. I don’t have to be here, you know.”

“I know that. I appreciate that you stayed behind. I’m concerned about you.”

“You keep saying that. What are you concerned about?”

“Well, I looked over your recent work. What you turned in for Ms. Gibbs.”

He’s referring to the previous Literature instructor. She left quite suddenly one weekend. The rumor is that Ms. Lexington, the Headmistress, found her fingering herself stupid in a closet moaning some guy's name. 

The extra rumor—the kind that only I and other select, exclusive people know about—is that she was admitted to a mental institution because she wouldn't stop moaning the guy's name when Ms. Lexington found her.

We all sort of had a crush on Ms. Gibbs—I mean, everyone here is a dancer and there’s no boys for miles, so we all have little crushes on everyone (and everyone especially has crushes on me)—and so I felt bad when I heard about the absence. 

Mr. Astor is the first male teacher this school has had in over a decade. There was a scandal with the last one, of course, and if you ask me, they’re just asking for another scandal by hiring another male teacher again. 

“What about it?”

“It’s littered with errors.” He pulls out a sheet and shows me. “You’ve got syntax problems all the way through. Run-ons. Fragments. I’ve seen your test scores. They don’t reflect this kind of work. I’m worried there’s some larger issue. Or that you might be slipping.”

“Slipping?”

I say the word with sudden, intense dread. 

I’m the Lead Dancer in the Palaestra Group. I’m always on stage first; I take the lead in every production. If I slip—at all—there are fifty-nine girls dying to take my place. I love being above them; I define myself by being above others. I can’t be slipping. 

And yet I look at the paper he hands me and I see right away what he’s talking about. We had been studying Chopin’s The Awakening. My thesis was about how the expression of her sensuality was ultimately what doomed her. But I can barely make heads or tails of what I’ve read, it looks so terrible. There’s all this red pen everywhere. There’s...there’s some kind of scent to the ink...

“Do you see what I mean?” Mr. Astor insists. “All those errors.”

“Errors.” I shake my head. I feel flushed and faint. “I don’t understand.”

“I know we just met, Chanel,” he explains, “but I care about you. I know you want to stay in first.”

I nod. Very much. That’s exactly what I want. I feel heated. My nipples are hardening, probably visible through the slender fabric of my top. I hope he doesn't notice.

“I want to help you with that. Now, this is a little unorthodox...” he reaches under his desk for a pair of headphones. “...but I’ve developed a method that’s had incredible results with students in the past. Of course, there’s never been a student I’ve had as clearly capable as you. So maybe it will do nothing to help. But then again, maybe, because you’re so much smarter than they are...”

“...it will help even more?”

He smiles. “That’s what I was hoping.”

I take the headphones from him. Really, I snatch them. “What do I do? Just listen at home? It’s like...study tapes?”

“Exactly. You listen, and it’s filling in the blanks of grammar for you. All those spaces where you don’t know what to do, or where you feel like you’re guessing, you’ll stop guessing. You’ll know for sure. You’ll be smarter. For the first few times, you should do it here with me, because you shouldn’t have any distractions—at least until we know you’ve really got the technique of active listening down.”

“Active listening?”

He pauses, looking surprised. “Oh. You haven’t heard of active listening?”

“I...” I feel my flush come back. “I...yes. I mean, well...no, but—”

“You’re so intelligent, I thought you would have known it already.”

This is exactly the kind of comment that needles into my brain and makes me feel simultaneously incredibly vulnerable and on-guard and off-balance. In fact...everything he’s said since he brought out this paper has made me feel that way. I look down at the ink again. Locks of my shiny black hair frame my vision. The letters seem to blur. I recognize the content, but the red ink...the ink is all I can see. And there’s that funny smell...

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, Chanel,” he reassures me. “You should never feel ashamed to learn. Learning makes you more powerful.”

I nod. It’s a strange thing to say, but he’s clearly trying to be nice. I want to help him be nice to me; everyone is always so nice to me. I’m so fucking pretty and capable and people fall all over themselves trying to please me and it makes me feel warm and complete inside and man, I’m just feeling extra honest right now...

“Active listening,” he explains, “will be simple for someone like you. You just have to listen as hard as you can. Focus entirely on the headphones, on what they’re transmitting. Don’t allow any distractions. The more you focus, the quicker you’ll learn. Can you do that?”

I nod eagerly. “Yes. Of course I can. This sounds easy.”

“It is in some ways,” he says. “But people do find their minds drifting. If you feel that—that’s bad. That means you have to double down on focusing. All right?”

“Okay.”

“Let’s give it a shot, huh?”

He takes the headphones from my hands and places them over my head. Right away there’s a slow, steady, thumpy beat that powers into my ears. He stands in front of me and says something—I can’t hear him—and then walks away. The lights turn off. The only thing left is a light on his desk, flickering. 

It’s distracting. I’m not supposed to be distracted. I try to tell him, but I can’t even hear my own voice. These headphones cancel out everything. The beat is so thick. Like syrup. My thoughts feel slow and distorted. I’m trying to focus on the voices—there’s so many, so fast, up and down and coagulating like blood cells in my head—but that light on his desk is so...flickery...

And there’s something about the voices that’s off. They’re so breathy. Many voices, all of them girlish. They sound excited. Like, really excited. Pleasured. Orgasmic. 

And they’re saying something like...

Like...

Good grammar is for girls who know better.

That’s something I heard for sure. Which is...odd, right?

Thinking right is speaking right. Writing better is thinking better. 

Yes. Okay.

Good thinking is no thinking at all.

Huh?

No thinking at all.

No, but...

No thinking at all.

But I...

No thinking.

I...

No thinking.

No. 

Thinking.

Thinking?

No.

Thinking.

The lights come on. I adjust to them slowly. When we started, it was light outside. I could see the landscape through the spots in the windows. Now it’s dark. How long has it been?

He’s in front of me, snapping his fingers. He takes the headphones off and cups my chin in one strong hand. 

“You okay, Chanel?”

I giggle slightly and bite my lip. His fingers are so strong on my chin. There’s sticky wetness between my legs. I can smell his musk; he smells like such a man. My parents have been dead for ages, and they were never good enough for me, but looking at him I feel a strong and urgent tie to the word Daddy.

“I...I think so?” I’m shaking my head. I feel good. Like I’m floating. But also confused. 

“It’s been two hours,” he explains. “A good first session.”

“Two hours?” I exclaim. I sit up straight. “That can’t be right. This is crazy. I feel like it’s been two minutes.”

“I know. That means you were able to absorb so much more than most girls do on their first run-through. I’m really impressed with you, Chanel.”

I titter at the compliment. His compliments make me feel airy and happy. He thinks I’m special. 

“I think you could have kept going,” he says. “We maybe could have knocked it out completely. But I was afraid you had somewhere to be.”

“I...” I struggle, trying to think. Then I remember. “I do. Practice. And also my girlfriend...I mean...”

He’s not supposed to know that. We’re not supposed to have any romantic partners at school, let alone lesbian ones. 

He smiles, though, and puts a hand on my shoulder. I giggle again, feeling weak. What’s wrong with me? 

“I won’t tell, all right?” He winks. I feel weaker. He’s so cool. “Our secret, right? You can trust me.”

“I can trust you,” I say without thinking. “Thank you, Mr. Astor.”

“When it’s just us, Chanel? You can call me Marc, all right?”

“Yes, Marc. Thank you, Marc.”

I rush off, thighs still sticky and wet. I hope he doesn’t notice the wet kiss my cunt left on his seat. 

* * * * *
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OUR NEXT SESSION IS at the end of the next day. I’m smiling and sitting up straight this time. Before, I was slumped and brooding. But that was disrespectful. Mr. Astor—Marc—is only trying to help. He’s such a good man. I trust him.

My long legs are placed firm in front of me, my skirt going just halfway down my long thighs. My back, so svelte and tight, is long and tall. My eyes gleam with purpose; my hair is back in a purposeful low, loose pony so that I can put on the headphones without any issues. 

“Chanel, before we even get started, I’d like to say—it’s clear your attitude has turned around. I think you deserve to hear that when your focus is so clear.”

That word, deserve, makes my heart flip something funny. I have to take a second before I answer; my words feel slightly slurry when I do.

“Thank you, Marc. I was really trying to take good notes in class today.”

“I saw that. Did I also see you wearing your headphones in Ms. Radcliffe’s class?”

Ms. Radcliffe teaches calculus. She is—like all the female teachers—a former dancer herself who couldn’t quite make it in the big leagues. The Palaestra only hires former dance teachers because they want to be certain that the ultimate focus is entirely on dancing. 
I know that I made it to practice last night—I must have, or else I would have had a thousand angry texts on my phone. But instead, I got several compliments from our instructor Ms. Goya about what a spectacular, calm grace I displayed. 
The problem is, I barely remember it. I remember leaving the classroom with Marc, and I remember coming home and putting on my headphones for a little extra study time...but in between, there’s hardly anything. 

Just like between my ears. Hardly anything.

“Chanel?”

“Oh.” I smile my best charming smile. “Sorry. Yes. They were on there. I thought that...well, we just had a group project to work on, so I thought I may as well wear them then to get some more studying in. But she said to take them off.”

“I see. It is a school policy, you know.”

“Yes.”

“And it’s important to follow the rules.”

“It’s important to follow the rules.”

I repeat him, emphasizing like that, without even much thinking about it. My hands go to my chest, nipples firm and erect, breasts swelling into my forearms. He can see down my button-up blouse right down my cleavage. I don't mind.

“Good. Now, that being said, I’ll have a talk with Ms. Radcliffe. I’m sure she’ll see my side of things before long. I want to applaud your efforts so far. You’re clearly putting so much of yourself in this.”

“Thank you,” I say again. “It is...can I say?”

“Go ahead.”

“It’s rather hard to do like you say. To...focus entirely. That’s why I keep trying. I keep feeling my brain drift. In fact, it feels like long stretches of time just—”

“You’re looking really sharp today, Chanel.”

I preen with the compliment, barely noticing that he cut me off. I do rather think I have on a cute outfit today—though of course I’m obscenely rich and massively beautiful and so all my outfits are cute. The skirt is a dark pleated green and black a-frame from Tom Ford; the blouse white silk from Michael Kors. I’m pretty sure this little diddy cost more than the entirety of Marc’s wardrobe, but it seems wrong to hold that against him. I think so much of him, after all.

But, I have to keep him in his place. 

“I appreciate that, Mr. Astor. But, I don’t think that’s quite appropriate to say, do you?”

“You’re right, Chanel. I apologize. I just assumed you like hearing nice things about your appearance. You clearly don’t have to work for it very much, and I thought you’d enjoy knowing somebody else noticed how easy it is for you.”

“I...” I struggle to find the words to come back from this. He’s gotten straight to the heart of something deeply internal to me. I’m not supposed to talk about how easy it is for me to be as pretty as I am. Most people find it gauche. But it’s so easy for me, and I can’t be honest, and—

“But you’re right,” he says. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. We’re here to improve your learning. You’ve been wearing them at home, too?”

“Yes, of course.” I act like it’s been ages since we started even though it was just yesterday. “In fact...”

I hesitate. I know I can trust him, but I don’t want to get him into trouble.

“What is it?’

“It’s kind of a funny thing about...that thing I’m definitely not doing.”

“Oh.” He smiles. “That thing that’s definitely not going on with Kitty, you mean?”

I gasp. “How did you...?”

“I’m not blind, Chanel. You two are passing notes and eyeballing each other every class.”

“Oh.”

“In fact, her studies have started to go down some. I’m a little worried. You might be a distraction.”

I frown. This worries me. I don’t want Kitty to be sent home because of poor performance. She’s an excellent dancer—not as good as me, but then, no one is—and she’s extra stupidly pretty. 

She’s tall—an inch or two taller than me, honestly, and I’m mega tall—and blond, a true Norwegian Valkyrie. She’s classically, impossibly gorgeous, with bright blue eyes and a smile that completely melts my evil little heart. Sometimes I’ve even thought about telling her—trusting her—with all the wicked stuff that goes on in my head. 

The ways I gaslight some of the other girls. The stuff I do to stay on top. The weight-gain products I’ve stuffed into the weight-loss shakes of girls lowest on the totem pole just to make them feel worse about themselves. Suggesting bad outfits for them to wear; forcing girls to get bad haircuts or I'll cut them from our dance practice. I have a lot of power as the top dancer; I'm practically a coach all by myself. If girls make me mad, they're out of my practice session and they go with the B squad—and someone from the B squad moves up with us. 

I use the power exclusively to torture and abuse the ones beneath me. Why shouldn't I? They all want my spot.

All that kind of thing is practical—it keeps me where I belong, on top—but also deadly seriously erotic to me. Holding power over others. Fucking up their lives for my amusement and gain. It makes me wet. I know for a fact there's a girl named Sandra who hasn't eaten more than an apple in over a month. She'll probably drop out soon because she's so hungry she can't concentrate in class. 

That makes me wet; doing that to her. Because I definitely did. Just a few hints here and there about her weight, the “sag” in her arms. In truth, she was perfectly beautiful. I just wanted to fuck with her. Now she'll have starved herself right out of this school. All that effort to get higher and instead she'll have wasted her family's money here. I don't think she can afford it, either. 

God, I love that. 

I wish I could tell someone about that. I wish I could tell Kitty, but she's far too sweet.

“Do you think...” I try to problem-solve. Marc seems so reasonable. “Do you think we could put her on the headphones too? Maybe she could join me tomorrow?”

“Maybe,” says Marc. “You’re showing so much progress already. I don’t know how much longer you’ll need these sessions.”

I feel a drop in my stomach. I like these sessions, though! Marc makes me feel so warm and safe; no one has ever done that before. Not even Kitty when she uses her hot blonde mouth to lick my sweet hot teenage cunt. 

“She didn’t seem to mind when I put them on when we were hanging out last night,” I explain, trying to talk her up. “After practice.”

“I see. You two were...commiserating?”

“We were making out. We do that a lot.” That makes him blush; I understand. We’re both really gorgeous. What red-blooded man wouldn’t want to imagine beauties like Kitty and me making out? “And then I remembered the headphones...and I put them on right away.”

“What did she do then?”

“She knows what’s good for her. She didn’t complain. She let me do my thing.”

“Did she sleep over last night?”

I give him a warning look. “I can’t tell you everything, Marc.”

“You’re right.” He nods, holding up a hand in surrender. “I overstepped. I apologize.”

His willingness to make peace pleases me; I’d hate to put him on my shit-list. I’d ruin him like I have three other teachers at this school and I’d feel fantastic doing it just like I did for them, but at the same time...I do trust him.

“It’s all right. Just remember boundaries, okay?”

“You took the words right out of my mouth.” He nods. “Why don’t you put your headphones on and we’ll get started?”

I grab them, eagerly. Something about when they’re on feels so good. But I pause just for a moment right as I place them on my ears. 

“Wait,” I say. “If I just need the headphones on, and I've shown that I can do a good job, and that’s our session, then why am I even here?”

He leans over and turns them on and I don’t hear his answer; they cancel out all the noise.

I’m sure it was a good answer. 

He’s so full of good answers. 

He’s so full of good.

He’s so full...

He’s so...

He’s...

He’s so handsome. 

Ungh. It hits me like a ton of bricks. 

He’s the most incredibly handsome man I’ve ever seen. 

I’ve never met a man—any man—who makes me so giggly and light-headed and full of hot fluttery air as him. He’s like...he’s like some perfect combination of ideal husband, ideal boyfriend, ideal King, and ideal Daddy.

Ungh. 

Daddy.

And I’m a good girl, such a beautiful girl, such a perfect beautiful flawless girl, and so I should just do what Daddy says to do. Yes. That’s good; that’s so fucking good...

I see his fingers snapping in front of me. The sound follows after what feels like several minutes. 

“Da-da?”

“Shush, baby girl. Come back.”

With the headphones off, sound returns in stages. At first all I can hear is the high-pitched whine of the heating, but even that fades after a few minutes. It’s pitch black outside.

“I called dance practice for you,” he says. “You were really deep into it.”

“I...was?”

“Yes. I kept offering to stop, but you insisted on continuing. I’m proud of you, Chanel.”

“Ungh.”

I didn’t mean to groan like that. But I did. Audibly. And it’s matched with a hot wet feeling between my legs. There’s already been a lot of those apparently—I can definitely feel that I’ve been cumming, and probably over and over. I can barely move, I’m so worn out. As I moan, I rub my face into his hand—his strong hand, his Daddy hand...

“Marc?” I begin. “Did...did I...?”

“Please,” he says. “Call me Sir. We agreed.”

Oh, right. 

“Please, Sir. Tell me. Did I...?”

“Learn a bunch? I think so. You did fantastic, Chanel.”

He leans in and kisses me on the forehead. I cum, obviously, right then. Feeling his lips touch my forehead. I moan and whimper and shake and my leg travels up his calf. He slides away like I’m an affectionate kitten.

“D-Daddy...” I whisper.

“Shush, baby girl. It’s okay. You have to go home now.”

“Home?” 

“Yes. And talk to Kitty like we said. You’ll be such a good girl for Daddy, won’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

I nod enthusiastically, though I have no idea what he’s talking about. 

“Fantastic. And you’ll wear those heels and shorter skirts like you said you would, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I say, strutting out without even realizing what I’ve said until minutes later. 

* * * * * 
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FOR OUR NEXT SESSION, my head is full of warm, pleasant air. Every time I listen to Sir’s headphones, my thoughts get fuzzier and hotter. It’s the way my head should be. I’ve realized how smart it is to think of nothing.

If you think of nothing, then you’ve got nothing in the way of learning new things.

New things like how hot I think Mr. Astor is, or how much I want to kiss him, or how fun it is to think about making him hard. 

Those are the thoughts I think all the time now, and it’s all because of my headphones. I know it is. I know they’re changing me. 
I think I even know that they’re changing me not to mind. And that’s cool too. 
The only thing I know for sure is that we won’t sleep together. Like, he’s really handsome and all—he even makes me wet—but I can’t stomach the thought of having a man inside me without a lot of revulsion. Even thinking of touching his Cock makes me shudder, and not the good kind. 

But then, why do I keep thinking about it anyway?

I walk into his classroom after hours once again and sit at my desk. He watches me hungrily all the way there with those deep blue eyes. He should. I look fucking fantastic today.

“Good afternoon, Chanel. You’re looking fantastic today, as always.”

Of course he’s right. I’m wearing thigh-high leather boots and a tight, tiny designer Fendi skirt. The blouse, Alberta Ferretti and soft blue silk, is already half-unbuttoned in preparation of seeing my biggest crush ever, Mr. Astor. I want him to look at my tits and I want him to know that I want that. 

“I know,” I say, tossing my hair back and smiling, showing off my gorgeous jawline. “Thank you.”

He likes it when I say ‘I know’ to compliments; I can tell. He likes me vain; likes me arrogant. He likes his eyes on me; I love his eyes on me. I can see between his legs—gosh he's tall—that his bulge is already growing at the sight of me. He sits down behind his desk, probably to hide that big fucking monster he's sporting.

“I heard you had an altercation with Ms. Radcliffe?”

“Yes. She tried to make up with me.”

Good for her, too. I don’t know if it’s saved her from my wrath, but it’s at least delayed it. The volley of lies I was going to start to get her fired are chambered but not fired. 

“Did she succeed? What happened?”

“She came up to me before class and insisted I wear my headphones if I wanted. She apologized she made me take them off.”

“Good girl.” 

I can’t tell if he’s talking about me or Ms. Radcliffe. I realize I don’t care. 

I keep talking. “She was saying all this kind of stuff like, ‘you’re so beautiful’ and ‘I can’t believe I offended you’ and ‘I can’t believe I treated you that way’ and ‘please forgive me’...stuff like that.”

“And did you? Forgive her?”

“I said I’d think about it.”

“Good girl. You deserve better.”

“I deserve better.”

“You deserve the best.”

“I deserve the best.”

I repeat him because it just makes sense to repeat Marc—he’s so smart and good. 

“Maybe you can make her cry again next time and take a video of it. Make her apologize to me for wasting my time too. That’s important, Chanel. She fucked with my time in your head, not just yours.”

He wants me to make her cry. Ungh. My crush on him intensifies. Make her cry and video it. God. What a hunk. 

Is he...at all, like me? No one is. I'm so fucking alone with these needs I have, these bad thoughts. But him saying that...maybe...

I nod. “Yes, Sir. That makes so much sense. In fact...that reminds me...”

“Yes?”

“Your time, like time on headphones. I wanted to let you know I had Kitty wear them last night.”

He grunts audibly, shifting himself behind his desk. “How did that go?”

“She does what I say.” I shrug. “She always has. She’s terrified of losing me. I pretty much abuse her.”

It’s so liberating, saying the truth. 

He shifts again in his seat, more this time. “How do you mean?”

“I mean I make her walk on eggshells on purpose. I ask for a drink and she brings it to me, and I tell her she brought me the wrong one even though it’s the right one. I tell her to do my laundry, and then I make a big deal about a stain only I can see, because it’s not really there. But she convinces herself that it is. You know what I mean?”

“I do. You do this...on purpose?”

“It makes me feel something. When other people feel bad it makes me feel...”

“Good? Turned on?”

I can't tell him that much yet. Even if he's guessed right to the heart of it. 

“No.” I try to find a lie that will work. “Just...less empty.”

“I see. And you used this influence on Kitty to make her wear the headphones.”

I nod. “Partly because I’m pretty sure you’re messing with my mind.”

He coughs and sits back. He has to take a moment. “How do you mean?”

“I mean, I used to not even think about boys at all sexually. They were kind of gross. They still are, actually...except now I can’t stop thinking about you. And I call you things like Sir and Daddy in my head. And I want to kiss you all the time. I want to kiss you so much, Sir. Can we, please?”

“Not yet. Keep telling me about Kitty.”

“Well. I got to thinking how much I really enjoy fucking with her head. And you’re fucking with my head. So I thought, why not earn some points with you? Why not show you that I’m willing to do bad things for you? Why not show you that I can fuck with Kitty’s head, and then maybe you’ll want to fuck with my head more?” I hug my heavy tits, showcasing my cleavage. “Maybe you’ll want to kiss me more.”

He stands up and walks around the desk. His hard bulge is clearly outlined in his pants. I want to kiss it—kiss him—so fucking bad. I can taste it, my tits are heaving, my body is sweating and needy. 

“It’s headphone time, Chanel.”

I moan girlishly. I can’t do anything but obey. I pick up the headphones off my desk and sit back, languid and moaning and touching myself openly, as their sounds turn on. 

I used to be able to make out what the words said, but now I can’t anymore. 

I used to be able to make out what the words said.

Now I can’t anymore.

I used to be able to make out

Now I can’t

I used to be able

Now I

I used to be

Now

Used

Now

I’m his to use now. 

When the headphones come off my ears I’m on Marc’s lap. My panties are gone. I’m sliding my wet pussy up and down his crotch and shoving my heavy, perky tits in his face. I hear words coming out of my mouth.

“I love you, Daddy. It’s all for you, Daddy. I’m yours to use Daddy.”

Breathless, aching, hot. My thoughts slowly come back on. I realize where I’m at, what I’m doing, as his tongue is down my throat and mine is down his. I’ve never had a kiss like this before. A kiss so hot, so deep, so true. Oh, fuck, he burns me up inside!

Slowly I pull off of him. 

“Daddy.” I say it like it’s his name. “What are we doing?”

He grins, looking up at me. I’m still grinding his thick, hard bulge with my bare pussy—grinding in time with the music from the headphones drilled into my skull. 

“Sorry. Looks like I pushed them off, didn’t I?”

He’s talking about the headphones now on the floor. I stare at him with liquid wet eyes. I want to marry him. I have the biggest little girly crush and I can’t even help it. My lips slide along his chin and I moan and pulse my bare cunt harder along his bulge. 

“Daddy, please...”

“You’re right.” He stands up with me on his lap. “Here.”

Quick he pushes me down onto his desk and slides my panties back up my legs. I whimper and moan the whole time; I don’t understand. 

“You’ve got to get home to Kitty,” he explains. “She needs her dose of Daddy’s headphones. Doesn’t she, sweetie?”

I nod eagerly. Daddy’s message has to spread. I can’t think of anything more important. 

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” 

He leans over and kisses me hard and I melt all over again. 

As I leave, I push my panties off my heels where they fell and leave them for him. I stuff my fingers into my pussy and break down and fingerfuck myself right then and there, right outside his room; I make sure he hears me cum. 

He needs to know how badly I need him to fuck me. 

* * * * *
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JUST BEFORE MY AFTERNOON session with Daddy the next day, I’m stopped in the hallway by Denise Kline. We're near a stairwell under an exit light. I'm wearing an ultra tight Balmain wool mini-dress and sexy high-heeled Dolce & Gabbana ankle boots. I look like a model; I look better than a model because I know my mind is completely fucked for Daddy. 

Denise is the kind of girl I love to hate. Smarter than average, prettier than average, but neither in any great capacity—and both in a way that only serves to make her more annoying. She’s like the living incarnation of every mid-00’s female sitcom protagonist, and has the stupid bouncy ribbon-tied ponytail to complete the look. 

“You’ve missed practice for like two days in a row now,” Denise says. “They’re going to drop you.”

I’m barely paying attention to her. She’s so disgusting. I hear voices in my head constantly—voices that tell me to submit, that tell me to serve, that tell me that Daddy is my King is my God is Marc. 

The voices are so right. They know everything. They know where I belong—on my knees in front of his big, bad, Daddy Cock and begging for more.

I can’t stop. I need his Cock. My will is lost. 

Other boys are still disgusting. They're just boys. They're weak.

Daddy is Strong. Daddy is a Real Man. 

I’m listening to my headphones nonstop. I took them off to talk to Denise but I still hear their hot giggly voice undertones. They’re so good. All I need is a little bit of their melody and I can fill in the blanks. I’ve even started hearing the chants and voices in white noise, like fans running. I’m so fucked. 

I Love It.

I can’t stop.

I need his Cock. 

My will is lost. 

She can tell I’m not listening to her. She’s used to it. I’ve made no bones about the kind of scum I think she is. I lead the brigade that makes fun of her “above average” efforts during practice. As if that shit flies—only spectacular bodies will do for Daddy. 

Daddy deserves only spectacular. Only perfect. Only amazing. 

Daddy’s so good.

“I saw you outside his room yesterday.”

I shrug. “So?”

“So? I saw...I saw what you did, Chanel! I saw you...with your fingers...in there!”

She’s such a prude she can’t even say pussy. I laugh. 

“So?”

She’s aghast. “So? So you can be expelled for having, you know...a relationship with a teacher!”

“What? No. I wish. We only made out a little.”

“Made out?” Denise looks stunned, like the stupid cow she is. “Like, as in, you kissed him?”

“Well, he kissed me, and then I kissed him. He kissed me first. He pretty much forced his way on me.” I sigh happily. “He’s a real man.”

“That’s...Chanel.” She shakes her head. “He’s taking advantage of you. I have to report this. Is that why you’ve been zoning out on your headphones so much? Has he damaged you?”

“It has nothing to do with that.” I’m adamant. I know it has everything to do with that. I don’t care. I’m so happy he’s fucked my mind. He runs my life. It’s so good. “Mind your own business.”

“If we have a professor who is sexually assaulting our students, that’s definitely my business, whether you like it or not. You should let me see those headphones.”

She reaches toward the headphones on my neck and I snatch my head back. 

“As if. Why?”

“I’m worried. I’ve seen other girls starting to wear them and they're missing practice too. I saw Ms. Radcliffe wearing them. I’m worried there’s...something on them.”

Oh, there is. And I’ve leveled up, and she’s not jumping to my fucking level just because she wants my place in Daddy’s Harem.

“Don’t worry, then. It’s all fine. Mind your own business. Don’t be such a busybody.”

She crosses her arms one more time. “Chanel. Seriously.”

“Denise. Seriously.” 

I’m bigger than her. Stronger. She’s stupid if she thinks she can take anything from me. A stupid, stupid cow. 

“I’m going to expose him,” she says. “He can’t do this. This is wrong.”

She reaches toward me, trying to take my headphones away from me. Of course I knock her hands away. Several things happen all at once. She loses her balance just slightly on top of the stairs when I push her back. I see that she’s right in front of the stairs; I know that it’s the end of the day and I saw the Headmistress leave already. I know that the janitor squad won’t be back until morning. 

I know from practice that Denise really, really doesn’t know how to fall. 

She makes a little half-smile—holy shit, fine, I’ll back off, I shouldn’t have touched you—and I make an executive decision. 

I push her square in the chest and send her head over heels backward down the hard stone steps. I see her land at several awkward angles. 

“Moo moo, you fucking cow.”

There's a lot of blood. She looks bad. Her face “broke” her fall. I'm really fucking wet. I've never ruined anyone, never fucked anyone over, this directly before.  

I stand at the top of the stairs, triumphant. Watching with a brilliant sneer on my face; I did it all for Daddy. 

There are tears in my eyes. I’m pretty sure they’re tears of happiness. I’m so fucked up; I’ve probably crippled Denise and it makes me feel warm and gooey inside because I know I did it for him.

Even more than that—I wanted to do it.

I wanted to hurt her. 

I like hurting people. 

And I know Daddy will understand.

* * * * *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, I’m in Daddy’s room again. I’ve slid up on the front of his desk and turned my body sideways toward him, posing with my long torso and heavy tits in my tiny dress. He can see all the way up to my crotch, where I’m not wearing any panties at all. My heels click happily on the wood of his desk. 

“You threw her off the stairs?” he repeats back to me.

“I pushed her. I didn’t pick her up. I mean it’s my fault she’s there bleeding, but let’s call it what it is.”

“She’s still there?”

“Yes. Bleeding out, probably. She wanted to hurt you, Daddy. So I hurt her.”

He shifts at his desk uncomfortably. He’s clearly turned on. I hear a moaning and a thud.

I realize suddenly what’s happening. He’s fucking someone’s face. Someone who isn’t me. What the fuck? After all the trouble I went through to fucking probably murder someone for him? Am I not good enough?

I whip around his desk, ignoring his protests.

“Hold on. Chanel. Wait...”

I see Kitty on her knees, in a hot red minidress and heels, sucking off Marc. He’s fucking her face so hard he’s nearly off his chair entirely. I breathe in, ready to react.

“Wait,” he says.

And—I don’t know how or why—but I wait.

“Continue your story,” he says. 

“Wh-what?”

“Tell me about how you hurt the girl.” He’s guiding Kitty’s head up and down his massive Cock. Really, he’s masturbating using her head like a fleshlight. It’s really fucking hot to see. Kitty is so pretty and his Cock is amazing. “Tell Daddy how much you care about him. I want to know.”

“Well...” I gulp. I don’t think I was expecting this.

“You are a good girl, aren’t you, Chanel?”

I preen. “Yes, Daddy.”

“And didn’t you push that bitch for me?”

“Oh yes, Daddy.”

“Then tell me all about it. Tell me what you want to do for Daddy.”

“Oh.” 

I feel my cunt vibrating; I’m so close to cumming. He more than just doesn’t care that I hurt Denise; he’s excited by it! 

O. M. G.

I'm more honest than I've ever been with anyone. “I want to hurt people. All the time. I always have. I like hurting them physically almost as much as I like hurting them emotionally. I like that how pretty I am fucks them up.” 

He rams his cock into Kitty’s throat. I swear to fucking god I can nearly see it bulge through the back of her head he fucks into her so hard at that. He loves that. He loves that I love how pretty I am—that I’ve weaponized it.

“I mean, what am I supposed to say?” I continue. “It’s like I’m supposed to apologize all the time for just being born better than them. I’m sexier. I’m completely sexier. I’m completely better. I’m naturally better at everything they’re trying to do. And what, I’m supposed to not notice? I’m supposed to not say anything? I’m not a fucking coward, Daddy. I’m gorgeous. I’m amazing.”

“And I own you.”

“And you own me,” I agree, smiling brilliantly. “So, fuck people. You clearly don’t care. You’re so fucking bad. I love it, Daddy. I don’t like people. Most of them are just things to me. Things or obstacles or trophies. Kitty is a trophy. I picked her because she’s pretty and because I can fuck with her head really easy.”

“I noticed. She’s terrified of you.”

“She ought to be. I could ruin her life with a few sentences.”

“Now I can too. What do you think about that, Chanel?”

“I...” my pussy pulses with hot, sweet emotion. “I think Daddy Deserves whatever he wants.”

“Good girl, Chanel.”

I have to hold myself. I’m wracked with hot warmth I’ve never felt before. Is this what true love feels like? I fucking hope so. I’ve read about it for so long...will I finally feel it for myself?

“Daddy? I don’t want to not touch you anymore. Can I come touch you?”

He nods and waves me over. I slide onto his lap and hold Kitty’s head on his Cock. Her eyes are glazed over. She’s deep in the Headphone Zone. 

“We can fuck her up however you like, Chanel.”

He kisses my neck, his hands sliding up my shirt. 

“We can make her believe you’re her sister. We can make her believe I’m her Daddy too. She can be your best friend or your worst enemy.”

“I don’t like that. The enemy part. I want to fuck with her head, but not like that.”

“That’s fine,” he says. “Just an example. That’s the power we have now.”

“We?”

“I’d like to share it with the most gorgeous girl at school,” he says. “The one who’s so in love with me she’s willing to murder for me.”

“It’s not just that,” I explain. “I’ve always been willing to murder. To hurt. To kill. I—”

“I know, sweetheart. You just needed the right man to tell you how to focus your rage. Didn’t you? It’s good for you to feel angry. You are superior to them. You’re just not superior to me, are you?”

“No, Daddy.”

“You’re my little pet, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re my murderous little enslaving fuckpet who is all too happy to fuck up other girls’ minds for me, aren’t you, babe?”

“Yes, Daddy.”
Oh, he gets it! He truly gets it! I’m so fucking enamored. So lucky. Oh my god. I’m breathing hard. My heavy, amazing tits are pushing hard against his chest. 
“You look like you want to say something, Chanel.”

“I want to fuck you, Daddy. I want you to be my first.”

I slide my dripping wet cunt over Kitty’s head, rubbing myself on her pretty mindfucked skull. My dress rips open. I need him; he’s all that is Man. All that is Cock. I need him so fucking much. 

“Please,” I insist. “You’re so fucking handsome. You know everything. Please. Please, fuck me?”

He kisses me long and deep—kisses me like a real fucking man. Kisses me like he knows he owns me, because he does. He kisses me with our tongues melding together, with a love so deep and real and dark that if it were put on display in a museum it would fucking murder the faint of heart.

Every bad thing I’ve done, every terrible deed, every thing that would have gotten me thrown in prison except no one wanted to believe I did it because I’m so gorgeous and talented—it was all for him. 

I got rid of my parents with a fire when they started asking too many questions. And I know now I did it just for him.

I’m a bad girl just for him.

All my money, all my wealth, all my beauty, all my talent—it exists just for him. 

I exist just for him.

I don’t need the headphones to tell me that anymore. I understand it completely. I believe it completely. 

I don’t need his headphones to want to fuck up Kitty’s head. I don’t need mind control to want to be an evil bitch. 

All I needed to be mind controlled for was so I really understood, really completely got, how to be his evil bitch. 

I was always evil. Always terrible. Always going to murder someone else. Always going to make others pay for what I want—because there’s no way to be as rich and gorgeous and talented as I am without needing to punish others for not being the same. 

All I needed to be taught was how to be his. It was the last piece of the puzzle. 

And as I push Kitty’s head off his premium, perfect Cock and slide my wet, aching pussy down onto his length, cockhead pushing insistently at my slippery and needy entrance, I moan and shudder in his ear. 

“I love you, Master.”

He likes that. He surges inside of me, feeling almost none of the virginal resistance I have there. My hymen shatters from his Cock and my pussy sends a thunderously hot orgasm up my spine. 

That’s not how it’s supposed to work. It’s supposed to be painful.

But he fucked my mind so much that now I can only feel his Cock as pleasure—insane, long, thick, and pounding. 

And he pounds me so fucking hard. My orgasm is just the first chip to fall in a stack of thousands. His thick, strong hands fit tight around my waist and rocket me up and slam me down, fucking me mercilessly hard against his meat. He’s so fucking big. I can feel him almost in my chest. I feel full, fulfilled, for the first time in my life. 

From the way he started after I call him Master, I figure he must like that so much more than Daddy. So I keep calling him that. 

“Fuck me, Master,” I moan. “Fuck me, Master. Fuck me harder! Make me pregnant! Make me fucking pregnant, Master!”

“Fuck yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck. You’re such a good slave. Such a good slave for Master.”

I love that word. Love slave. Loveslave. That’s me. I’m his loveslave. I’m his loveslave fuckpet for life. I love the way it makes his Cock pulse inside me when he thrusts upward. 

Kitty is right next to us, brainwashed. Mindfucked. Completely gone. Eyes open but blank. I take Master’s hand and guide it over to her throat. He pumps into me harder. He loves it—loves that I want it. 

“Yeah?” he squeezes his hand around her throat. “You want me to choke her?”

I wrap my hands around his and squeeze harder, until Kitty is turning purple. “I want us to choke her.”

“Fuck.” He can barely keep a grip on my hips, he’s bouncing me so hard. “Fuck. Fuck, Chanel...”

And he cums inside of me. It’s so beautiful. We keep choking Kitty until it’s obvious she’s going to pass out, and then I/We let go only because we kiss madly, lips intermingling, my orgasm-laden voice one long string of “I love you, Master. I love only you. Only You! Only You! I love you, Master!”

When finally the moment passes, Kitty is moaning, cumming uncontrollably on the ground, her color returning to her. She’ll have bruises for days. 

Nnnf. Good. The bitch will have to learn who’s in charge of her. 

“I didn’t think you were going to let go of her,” he says.

“Neither did I.”

“Maybe next time you won’t.”

I raise an eyebrow. “And lose out on a perfectly hot slave to suck Your Cock with, Master?”

“I can always find another. I’m really good at it, you know.”

I melt into him again, kissing him madly, more long rounds of how badly and intently I love him. He’s so fucking perfect. He knows just what to say. 

“I’m surprised at you,” he says, when we finally break. He leans down and slowly takes the headphones off Kitty’s head. “I didn’t tell you to do any of this evil shit. That’s all you.”

He could be orchestrating this whole conversation—could have put the dialogue into my head to play it all out in front of him like a video game quick save; fucking my mind and re-fucking my mind until I say it exactly how he wants. 

That’s part of what makes it so hot—I have no idea what’s truly my will and what’s his will. That means I have no control, no responsibility, and no apologies.

“You don’t like it?” I raise a perfect eyebrow.

“I love it. I knew I brainwashed the most gorgeous girl here. I just didn’t know I brainwashed the most evil girl, that’s all.”

“You’re mindfucking girls left and right.” I drag a finger down his chest. God, I want to fuck him again already. “You’re pretty evil yourself.”

He smiles and kisses my neck. I love the way he grabs my hair and pulls me where he wants me.

“I guess we’re a good match, then. I don’t think I would have even thought to fuck your mind into being an evil pet for me.”

I bite my lip, making big eyes at him. “Does that mean you won’t fuck my mind anymore? Because...Master? I kind of like it.”

That excites him. His cock surges to life against the folds of my pussy. He’s such a man; so fucking ready to go again already. I giggle with delight. Kitty moans upward, starting to kiss and drag her tits along his calves. 

“Just promise me one thing,” I ask, earnest as I push my tits against his chest. His cock spurts precum around my thighs. Ungh. I love him.

“What’s that?”

“Don’t ever make me a good girl.”

He pushes his hard, straining cock back inside my pussy—now completely claimed by him. “Never.”

# # #
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Hypno Headphones – The Headmistress
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I giggle stupidly and moan as my new Master’s Cock slaps against my face. He likes bringing me down; likes humiliating me.

We’re on the floor of an office that belongs to him. There’s me, him, and a few of his favorites. The favorites wear delectable lingerie in pink and white and get to cling to his body with sliding thighs and urging, moaning grasps and slick tight wet young eighteen year-old pussies. Their hands roam up and down his body, centering all around his massive Cock, his Beacon of Masculinity. Cum drips and leaks from it, spilling everywhere. Spilling all over me.

I’m naked before him, of course. I’m too stupid for clothes. I’m too stupid for a lot of things now. 

Other girls he’s taken don’t know that he’s their new Master. I do, though. He wants me to know, wants me to remember. 

He wants me in my place.

When this started, I thought it was almost like a game. I thought I could control him, manipulate him until I got what I wanted. 

But I was wrong—so wrong. 

It’s not a game anymore. It’s life and death.

“Come on, dummy,” he grips me by the hair, lifting me up and over to his Cock. “Do your job. Do what you were made for.”

I giggle again—my brain is so stupid now—and slide my lips down on his massive shaft. The other girls around us coo and gasp in jealousy. They all wish they could be as dumb as I am, as completely brainfucked and empty.

It’s life and death because serving Master’s Cock is my life now and my mind is completely dead, thanks to him. 

He made me so stupid. I’ll never have to think again. 

* * * * *
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MARC ASTOR STRUTS INTO my office. Like a cat left in a house with open jugs of unspoiled milk, lanky and sliding between all the options, not a care in the world, he walks in and sits down. He's quite tall and muscular and wears stylish charcoal gray suit pants and a tight button-up blue shirt. The dramatic lines of his biceps and pectorals are extremely visible. It’s the end of the day and he’s left his coat in his own office, probably thinking this would only take a moment.

Blue eyes stare back at me. Probably thinking I’m barely worth his time. 

I hate him. I can’t stand him. He makes me feel so stupid. 

“What’s this about, Headmistress?”

“You needn’t be so formal,” I say. “Ms. Lexington will do fine.”

This is a prestige dancing school, one of the top in the world. And, appropriately, we advertise as being at the top of the world, located in the alps. Our grounds are state-of-the-art when it comes to everything from instruction to heating. My office is a robust 78 degrees and even so I feel a bit chilly most days, which is why I’m wearing a dark brown sweater and tights. 

As he came in, I was adjusting some papers on my desk. A show to make myself look busy. In actuality, I’ve been preparing for this confrontation all day. In fact, I’ve been anxious about it—anxious about even waiting this long. What if he does what he does all day while I wait? 

He probably has been! The pig.

But there’s no choice. I don’t want anyone else around on campus. I need to be able to corner him. 

“Ms. Lexington. What’s this about?”

“Do you really have to ask?” I push a long blond lock of hair out of my eyes. 

He gestures slightly with his hands. “The weather?”

There was a blizzard over the weekend and the roads are out; we’re all stuck here at the school with each other. No one can go in or out. That’s partly how I noticed the problem. 

“You’re going to talk to me about headphones, Mr. Astor.”

“Headphones?”

“The ones you’ve been handing out on this campus like candy. The ones that are changing our students. My students. My girls.”

He looks at me, confused. If I didn’t have solid proof he was doing what I’m going to say he is, I would have believed his expression. He’s clearly practiced in deceit. I can’t believe he fooled me. I hired him, and now he’s done this to my girls...and it’s all my fault. 

He can’t get away with this.

I mean, he won’t get away with this. 

“I can’t imagine I know what you mean, Vivian.”

“Ms. Lexington.”

He needs to be kept in his place. I’m sure this is how he works. Slowly working down the morals of these innocent girls. Start with calling them “babe” or “sweetheart” or “dearie,” and the next thing you know, she’s completely corrupt and doing whatever he says just because he’s the only man on campus. I won’t have it!

“Of course. Ms. Lexington. I’ve handed out a few pairs of headphones for studying. They’re specially designed to help with instruction. But they’re expensive. I don’t have enough to just give to everyone.”

“Oh? Then why is the entire student body wearing them?”

I turn my monitor and show him pictures. I have a folder collected. Girl after girl, class after class, all wearing headphones. Even some of the teachers are wearing them!

All the girls on campus are dancers. Even the teachers—even me—we’re all dancers or have been. I contribute every year in the winter festival dance, which they’ve been preparing now for a month. I’ll have a five minute section to myself; I’m not worried about it. I stay fit and make regular, daily visits to the studio where I keep flexible and taut.

It was coming out of the studio the other day, just as the blizzard hit us, when I became suspicious. I saw Mr. Astor talking with a student there after hours—Chanel Toro, one of our prized and most promising dancers. 

If a collection of the world’s best dancers came together to make the ideal female form for dancing—the most flawless, capable, gifted body and mind imaginable for what we do—they would have created Chanel. Her every single muscle is strong and lithe, graceful and competent. Her body is tall and narrow, thin, her neck elongated, her breasts high and perky and perfectly poised. She has long, thick dark hair and smoldering dark eyes that could burn the paint off walls. Her face features high cheekbones and drastically hollow cheeks, with smooth porcelain skin that seems almost synthetic it’s so flawless.

That it was after hours, which was strange enough. But then I saw him touching her cheek. I saw her moan and bite her lip—and then I saw them seeing me. I turned away, not wanting to start a scene and not even quite sure of what I saw—but it was enough for me to investigate.

Chanel Toro is exceptionally beautiful, even among our class of girls, all of whom are explicitly beautiful. It is, more or less, a requirement for entry here. This is an aesthetic, appearance-based art after all. And there’s something odd and shockingly invasive about all of them just listening to whatever he’s got on those headphones all the time. 

I point at the monitor, flipping through pictures. “Do you see?”

“I see...some girls wearing the headphones I’ve prescribed, yes. But a lot of those are just headphones you can buy anywhere. Those there,” he points to one student. “Those have a brand logo on them. I’m at fault for...girls listening to music?”

“You know as well as I do that they’re not listening to music, Mr. Astor.”

“Then what are they listening to?”

“I...” 

I don’t quite know. I just have a good idea. I change the subject. 

“More pictures. Look at our students. Look at how they’re dressed.”

“Yes?”

I notice him looking. He can’t not. Each girl is chosen to be at this school for her physical fitness. They’re also all quite young; the youngest are eighteen years of age. So they’re beautiful and fit and long-limbed and encouraged to wear their hair long so that any recruiters who see them can imagine them for whatever roles they may want. If my breasts hadn’t come in as large as they did, a late growth-spurt, I might have been recruited myself.

“They’re wearing skirts! High heels! Sweaters with the cleavage exposed!”

“They’re adults, Ms. Lexington. They’re welcome to dress however they like, aren’t they?”

“They’re mostly dancers! I grew up with dancers. Trained with dancers. This isn’t how they dress—like they’re on the cover of fashion magazines competing for the attention of boys! Boys who aren't here, by the way. Boys who would just be you.”

“I'm hardly a boy, Ms. Lexington.”

“I'm well aware of that. Four weeks ago, look. Here. I have more pictures.”

I show him. The same girls, wearing completely different outfits. 

“You see? Yoga pants. Sweats. Tights. Jeans, for god’s sake. But now, even over the last few days when it’s been freezing outside, they’re still wearing skirts. I’ve hardly seen a pair of pants other than on myself since you’ve shown up here! ”

“That’s too bad. You would fill out a nice skirt very nicely, Ms. Lexington.”

“Excuse me?”

He holds up a hand. “Let me see if I can get this straight. You’ve been collecting images of the girls—er, students—of this school, yes? You have before and after images. They’re wearing headphones and suddenly have a fashion sense. And you’ve compiled this theory or whatever it is...and I’m the one to blame? I’m the one with some kind of problem?”

“Don’t turn this around on me. I know what you’ve done, Mr. Astor. I have proof.”

“Proof of what?”

“Proof of conspiracy! Proof that you are taking advantage of our students! Do you see?”

Time to pull out the big guns. 

I show him video I took two days ago. My breath is hot and ragged. I’ve seen it before. Numerous times. I had to watch it over and over again to get it right. At first, I couldn’t believe what I saw. I’ve had to see it this many times now just to inoculate my brain to it. 

In my suspicions, I put up hidden cameras to watch Chanel around campus. To see if I could catch her and Marc in the act. 
What I found was so much more despicable and terrible than just a tryst between a student and a teacher. 
He’s controlling the girls somehow! And not just the girls, either. Teachers too.

We watch, together, footage from Ms. Radcliffe’s office just a thirty-six hours ago. She teaches calculus; a shapely brunette with probably the longest legs of any of the dancers on staff. Marc enters and walks around, casually. He doesn’t know he’s being watched. He tips over some of her pictures. Like a callous teenager. He pulls out a heavy bottle of liquor from her cabinet—which she should not have on campus, I have to remember to write her a citation for that—and pours himself a quick, stiff drink and then pours a little bit into her coffee. Then, shrugging, he pours in a lot more. 

When Ms. Radcliffe comes in, she looks hot and bothered. Her hair is in a tussle. Her blouse buttoned up all the wrong ways. Buttons criss-crossing over. Her fingers sliding all over her skirt. Her waist so tiny; like a barbie doll. She backs into her office, not seeing Marc there. Pushes herself against the door, spreads her legs, and starts fingering her pussy. 

There’s no sound in the video, but it’s clearly loud. 

“Should we really be watching this?” Marc asks. 

“You already did. Don’t try to hold the moral high ground with me.”

He does watch. I see him shifting his bulge as he does in the video. This monster is getting hard. Bile fills my throat. I want to kill him. 

Finally, after Ms. Radcliffe very clearly cums and screams, her tight gorgeous dancer body wracked with pleasure, he clears his throat. 

She tries to beg off, to explain herself. She oscillates between outrage and arousal. She’s clearly turned on that he’s there. He hands her a cup of the spiked coffee and gestures for her to sit down. 

“Do you want to know what we were talking about?” he asks me. 

“No.”

“It was about a student. That’s why she was so...disturbed.”

“I don’t care. Watch.”

“I know what’s happening. I know what’s going to happen. Vivian, can’t we talk about this?”

Some fear has struck his voice. Good. “No. And it’s Ms. Lexington.”

He sighs. “Yes, ma’am.”

As he talks to Ms. Radcliffe, he holds out a pair of his headphones. She gulps her coffee down—seemingly not minding the heavy alcohol content—and almost lunges for them. It’s clearly not the first time she’s seen them; there’s relief on her beautiful face. Three seconds after she has them on, she’s pushing between his legs, unzipping his pants, and revealing a monster-sized cock to jack off and wrap her plush, warm lips around. 

“I could expose you,” I say. “Like you exposed her. Like you’ve no doubt done to countless students here.”

“I think the number could easily be counted. This school isn’t that big.”

“I could do that,” I’ve practiced this speech, he can’t stop me now. “But that would make me look bad. Hiring you in the first place.”

He appears to visibly relax. “All right.” 

I hear him grunting as he watches himself being blown by what is clearly some kind of drunk, mind-altered instructor. In the video, the door opens. Chanel Toro walks in. So utterly gorgeous. An evil smile on her face. It’s like her mask has been taken off; that’s the same wicked smile she flashed at me when I saw her and Marc together after my time in the studio. 

Her grades had a sharp spike downward recently, and she had been missing a lot of practice—which is required for every student, every day. Previously, she was my best student until Mr. Astor arrived, which up until I saw this video I had assumed was coincidence. 

She struts toward Marc and kisses him long and slow. She’s not bothered in the slightest by the kneeling figure between his knees. In fact, she puts a hand on Ms. Radcliffe’s head and guides it up and down as she slowly french-kisses her scandalous lover. 

I pause the video there, but there’s much more. I’ve seen it all several times. Chanel ends up sitting on top of Ms. Radcliffe’s head as she grinds her body into Marc’s, making out madly with him while Ms. Radcliffe slowly and obediently sucks, apparently not noticing anything except for the sound between her headphones. 

“That’s who Ms. Radcliffe was all hot and bothered about,” he says. “If you were wondering.”

“I told you, I don’t care.”

“Aubrey has fallen for Chanel, hard. She’s obsessed with her. She calls her Mistress. Do you want to know what she calls me?”

“I. Don’t. Care.”

There’s little wonder about being hot and bothered about Chanel Toro. I’m as straight as a board and even my mind has drifted to her more than it should. She’s the kind of beauty who lights up a room; puts all eyes on herself and makes thoughts go blank. 

“If you’re not going to expose me,” he says, “then what’s your solution?”

He's still giving me that milk-lapping cat smile.

“First, you’re going to...undo whatever you’ve done. To Chanel. To Ms. Radcliffe. To everyone else. You’ve done it, and so you can undo it.”

His smile persists. “Yes. I can. What else?”

“You’re going to pay me.”

This catches him off-guard. “Pay you?”

“To keep quiet.”

He’s an asshole, and I can’t afford to have the full display of his asshole-ness out in the public world. This school relies on privacy. The parents and families sending their children here expect their girls to be trained in exclusion and to perfection. If they are compromised like this—like what he’s done—it could ruin the school. 

So, having him pay to keep himself out of jail is an insurance policy for me. As long as he’s paying, I know he’ll keep it secret.

“You don’t really pay me that much, Ms. Lexington.”

“You can control minds, can’t you? You’ll figure something out.”

He laughs. “I see. You don’t have a problem with what I do unless it affects your school, is that it?”

“That’s it.” 

He looks me up and down for a moment. I hate his gaze. 

“I don’t suppose I could trick you into wearing the headphones yourself, could I?”

“Of course not. I’m not stupid. Don’t talk to me like I’m stupid.”

“Just a joke. Of course you’re not stupid. I apologize, Vivian.”

“Ms. Lexington.”

“Mm.” He nods. “You know, I prefer Vivian.”

“I don’t care what you prefer. Do we have a deal or not?”

“We do. Here. I’ll even show you what I use to deprogram girls. I’ve prepared for this eventuality. They won’t remember a thing. They’ll remember...a brilliant school experience to tell all their rich friends about. You’ll have students forever. Do you want to see it?”

“Yes. Yes, of course I do. I’m not stupid. I have to see it to know you’re serious.”

He pulls out a small card from his coat pocket. It’s black and white. Or is it white and black? There are diamonds and rhomboids all along the surface. No, it’s spirals...spirals and stars...

“Do you see? Take a closer look. As smart as you are, you won’t understand it unless you’re looking really rather close. Zoom in, Vivian.”

Zoom in, he says. Like I’m a camera.

I try to roll my eyes, but I can’t. Instead, I feel my vision roll with the spirals...

But they’re not spirals anymore. They’re like...triangles? But no, it’s stars again. Stars and circles. Or is it pentagrams?

“Zoom in closer. Really look. You must be close to seeing it. Or are you stupid?”

“Not...stupid...” I say, dumbly.

I look closer. He must be right. His voice sounds right. I must be very close to seeing it. 

I zoom in. 

I zoom.

I...

I...

I have to see...

I have to listen...

I have to...

Have to learn...

* * * * *
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“YOU’RE MUCH DUMBER than I thought you would be, Vivian. This is going to take a while.”

His voice brings me back out of the warm place. The pink place. The pulsing place. I turn my head, groggy, noticing that I’m sitting in my office still. 

I’m no longer behind my desk. Now Marc is behind my desk, like he’s in charge of the school. The headmaster.

Headmaster.

Master.

Ungh.

My seat is all sticky, like I’ve been dripping from my pussy. I know that’s crazy though. I don’t ever have sexual thoughts at work. 

On the desk, my monitor is still playing the footage of Marc and Chanel fucking while Ms. Radcliffe—Aubrey—worships his balls. He’s watching it out of the corner of the eye. 

I can’t help but watch too. Before, I remember thinking it was disgusting. Beyond pornographic. Like a picture of some relatives having sex—it was that disgusting to me. 

But now I look at it and I’m fascinated. The smooth, beautiful lines of Chanel’s exceptional body. Marc’s strong hands up and down her form. God, he’s strong...

“Do you see?” he says. “You’re not even paying attention now. I’m trying to explain to you how we’re going to get your girls un-brainwashed, and you can’t even pay attention. Vivian, I’m worried about how dumb you are.”

“I’m not dumb,” I say, automatically feeling bad about contradicting him. “I’m just...I’m a little distracted. You showed me...something...”

He shakes his head. “I didn’t show you anything. We’ve been having this conversation for nearly an hour. I’ve been detailing all my plans for you, letting you know that you’re in charge. I’ve shown you how we’re going to help the girls. But you keep zoning out.”

Do I? It’s so hard to tell. I feel so empty inside. My head feels so fuzzy. 

There’s a soft schlucking sound. At first I think it’s the air conditioning. But why is it coming from under his desk...?

“I’m not zoning out. I’m trying to concentrate. You’re telling me a lot.”

His smile is pure condescension. “It’s not that much, honey. You’re just not up for it. I was afraid of this.”

I stamp my foot. “Don’t talk to me like that. I’m not...not your ‘honey!’ I am in charge of this school and you are an employee of mine!”

“An employee you really want to fuck.”

“I...I, what?”

I gasp, feeling a flush crawl up my cheeks and forehead. My entire body taut. 

“You want to fuck me, Vivian. You clearly do. You’ve been flirting with me this whole session. I think that’s why you can’t concentrate. You’re dumb for me.”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

“No.” I shake my head. “I’m not...I’m not dumb.”

“You’re pretty dumb,” he says again. 

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

That schlocking, slurping sound picks up. It sounds like it’s coming from his side of the office. 

“I’m not attracted to you,” I insist. Lying. “This is...this is...something is happening. Did you do something to me?”

I stand up, trying to gain my bearings. Arousal oozes down my thighs and drips down onto my plush carpet. I feel woozy.

I’m not wearing my pants anymore, I realize. I had pants on, and they’re gone now. That’s why my seat is sticky. My blouse is working like a dress.

A really short, pussy-juice-soaked dress.

Marc doesn’t seem to mind that I don’t have pants on. 

If he doesn’t mind, it’s no big deal.

He decides.

I moan softly. It’s like there’s someone else in my head, making me moan, making me pulse.

“If you’re not attracted to me,” he says, “then why have you only stared at either me—the guy you want to fuck so bad you’re dripping all over that seat—and the footage you made of me fucking other women?”

I shake my head. “This is crazy. This isn’t how it was supposed to go...”

“You made this footage,” he points at the screen where he’s brilliantly fucking the tight, fertile body of Chanel into a wall, knocking over books and knick-knacks of Ms. Radcliffe’s office. “I didn’t make it. You studied it. For hours, I bet. It didn’t stick with you? You didn’t fantasize about my cock in your body instead of Chanel’s? You didn’t have any curiosity about what those headphones would do for you?”

Cock.

That word really fucks me up. 

Cock. Inside me. Inside Chanel.

Cock.

Inside other girls. Any girl he wants.

Cock. 

Big. Long. Thick. Thick especially. Pumping fertile bodies full of virile seed.

Cock.

Inside my thoughts. Inside my head.

Cock. Cock. Cock.

“Yes,” he says. “Cock. My cock.”

I’m drooling, I realize. I wipe it away and shake my head. “I said that out loud?”

He nods, smiling. There’s moaning under the desk. I think I’ve figured out what’s happening there. As I walk over, Marc just smiles at me.

Between his legs is Chanel Toro. She’s come into the office at some point. When? How did I miss her? 

Her outfit is amazing. A tight denim skirt, expensive Wolford tights, thigh-high suede boots, and a leather jacket. No top—just her amazing, big, beautiful tits stuffed inside a leather jacket. The kind of look only a truly bad girl can get away with. 

She’s worshiping his Cock. Rubbing her gorgeous face all over it. Fucking his hot spit-lubed shaft between her incredible jawline and her hand and then into her mouth and then slurping down and groaning eagerly as he fucks her throat. Then she slides out, jacks him softly, slowly, and with pure love. Whispering soft words of adoration and prayer to his Cock.

“You're so good...so strong...oh.” 

She looks at me and sneers. 

The look is pure evil. She would be delighted to murder me just to make her Man hard. She hates me to my core. It scares me, some, the depth of her emotions for me, for him.

But one feeling overtakes me, even harder than the instant lust and fear: jealousy.

I’m jealous of her place between his legs. With his Cock.

His Cock.

When I look up again at Marc, he’s holding a pair of headphones in his hands.

Mouth on His Cock.

“You’re too dumb to do what she’s doing, Vivian.”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

“I’m...too dumb?”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

I’m so fucking turned on. I haven’t stopped dripping all over the carpet. 

“Way too dumb. The only way you’ll get smart enough to suck me off like she’s doing is to use my headphones.”

Suck Him off.

Suck.

Him.

Off.

I shake my head. “N-no. They’re bad. You’re using them...to...”

“To make girls smart enough to suck my cock. Like Chanel’s doing. Like you want to do.”

Suck His Cock.

I’m so fucking turned on I nearly drop to my knees right there. But somehow I hold strong. I gather my hands around my big tits, holding myself, shaking my head.

“No. This is wrong. You’re doing something to me. To us. I can feel...I can feel you in my brain! I won’t let you. I’ll expose you!”

“And then you’ll expose the school. You’ll lose everything.”

“I’m already losing everything!” I stamp my foot again. “I’m losing my mind. Nothing is worth this. I-I-I—”

I try to run. I try to turn and run and get out. I know that I could—I would have made it. He wouldn’t have been able to stop me with Chanel riding his Cock with her mouth like she was doing. I would hole up in my penthouse and fix my head. Detox somehow. 

But a pair of firm, toned feminine arms wrap around my torso and tackle me to the ground. 

“Chanel, please!” I shout. “He’s fucking up your brain! Don’t let him!”

But it’s not Chanel. Twisting, I see Aubrey Radcliffe above me. Her eyes filled with murderous lust, rage, and adoration. 

“How dare you try to get away,” she shakes her head. “He only wants to make you smarter. He just wants to fuck your brain until you need to suck his Cock. What's wrong with that?”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

I struggle and kick but she pins my arms behind me and pushes me around until I’m on my knees. 

Marc stands up from his desk and Chanel comes around with him, hanging off his gloriously built body. He takes off the rest of his clothes now, naked. Heavily defined abs. Hard pectorals. Built thighs. Massive shoulders. His Cock so fucking big and hard. 

She strokes him and locks her jawline up against his chest and shoulder. Her cunt drags up and down his hip, leaving a wet hot trail; she’s obviously not wearing panties. I’d be surprised if she’s worn any in the past several weeks. 

“God, you’re dumb,” says Chanel. “’Here’s my brilliant plan! I’ll tell a mind-controlling evil bastard that I’ll expose him if he doesn’t un-mindfuck all the hot fertile virgins in his possession! I’ll keep it all to myself and trap him in an office! Surely, nothing can go wrong!’ What a fucking maroon. How did you get in charge of a school?”

Shame burns through me. I keep struggling. I have to be able to get away. He can’t get away with this. He can’t!

“Can I snap her neck for you, Daddy?” Chanel asks. His Cock pulses in her stroking hands. “I don’t want her to be around anymore.”

He shakes his head, and I feel my body de-tense just slightly. At least he doesn’t want me dead. But he will destroy my mind. Is that any better?

“She’ll be gone, one way or the other. She might as well be gone but still around for me to fuck her life up. She’ll be so fucking pregnant and stupid that she won’t know what school is anymore, let alone that she worked at one.”

Aubrey, attached to my body and covering my mouth, moans and hugs me tight. It’s an erotic, aroused hug. I feel her damp cunt pressing into my backside.

Chanel reacts like she’s been given a bouquet of flowers, pulling him in for a hungry kiss. “You’re so romantic, Daddy. I love how bad You are.”

He smiles. “I know.”

I squeal, squirming my mouth away from Aubrey’s grip. “You won’t get away with this. People will know. People will talk!”

He comes closer to me. I can smell his Cock. I want it so fucking bad. It’s so big and so hard. Precum spurts all over the front of my clothes. I can feel it on my tits through the fabric. God. Oh God. I want it. I want everything he’s offering. But...but...

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

...but it’s so wrong!

“You’re the only one who could have stopped me,” he says. “And you’re too fucking dumb to do it right. Sorry, sweetheart. I win. Evil wins.”

Chanel’s jacking him harder than ever now, breathing hot, obviously cumming at his triumph, his bragging at beating me. 

He holds a card over his Cock. It looks so familiar. There’s...stars. No, spirals. Squares and diamonds. There’s...

Circles?

I have to look at it; I don’t have a choice. 

I have to zoom in...

I barely notice as the headphones in his other hand are shoved down over my ears. 

And I barely notice...

I barely notice...

I barely...

I...

I barely...

I barely think...

I’m too dumb to think.

I’m too dumb.

I’m so. Fucking. Stupid.

* * * * * 
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“GOD, YOU’RE so big,” Chanel moans. “How are you so big?”

“Genetics.”

“Nnnf. I know I say it a lot.”

“You do.”

“But you’re so big. I didn’t think cock could be this big.”

My head slowly comes back online, listening to Chanel talk to Daddy. I mean Daddy. His name is Daddy, not Daddy. 

Oh. Oh my. I’m all fucked up, aren’t I?

They’re sitting behind my desk. She’s on his lap, curled up next to him, rubbing her head against his neck and shoulders. Her thick mane of dark hair slides up and down his body as she slowly and deliberately strokes his Cock. He’s moved the chair up on a tipped-over bookshelf of mine, placing it deliberately higher so that anyone in the office can see the women serving him. He’s completely naked. His body is stunning. Mouth-watering. Scintillating abs and thick, powerful thighs, hard pectorals and brilliantly pumped biceps. Aubrey is at his feet servicing his balls and I’m terribly jealous of her. Of Chanel. Of them both. 

I want their spots. I want to suck him, service him, submit to him. 

Submit to Daddy.

“Ungh.”

I don’t even notice I’ve moaned until a few seconds later. 

“Oh,” says Chanel, sneering at me. “She’s awake.”

Submit. Obey. Please.

“I want you to walk her through it,” he tells her. “She needs a guiding hand. She’s too dumb to do anything else but obey now.”

That’s right. I am really dumb. I try to tell them I understand how dumb I am. 

Submit. Obey. Please.

Instead I say, “Daadddy...”

I’m touching myself all over, I realize. My hands don’t feel like they belong to me. I’ve torn my top off and am sitting in a disheveled mess of myself. My panties are gone, practically dissolved in a puddle of my juices on the floor. Pants are gone. Just me, sitting mostly naked on a leather chair, my cheeks sticking and squeaking against the material as I continue to look at Daddy and cum and cum and cum for Him and look at Daddy. My fingers press hard into my nipples and tweak and tilt them. I’m covered in a deep, hot sweat and shudder with every last breath. 

I try again to insist how dumb I am, to let him know I’m on board with him. I’m on their side!

Submit. Obey. Please.

Instead, again, I say, “Daaaady...” 

“That’s right sweetie.” He smiles, guiding Chanel’s perfect mouth down to his Cock. She’s all too happy to comply. “I told you how fucking stupid you were, didn’t I?”

That’s a question and demands an answer. I feel something in my brain open up, an ability to talk. 

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You didn’t believe me, though, did you?”

Chanel shifts to get between Daddy’s knees so she can stroke her mouth up and down up his cock. She shoves Aubrey away. Like a lioness taking ownership of her kill. Aubrey’s head bangs against the bookshelf throne but Chanel doesn’t seem to care. Aubrey’s motionless except for the twitching of her nervous system. She might be having a seizure. Marc sees it, sees what his chosen one Chanel did for him, did for his Cock, and plants a hand down on the back of Chanel’s head. Holding her head down while he fucks her tight, cunt-like throat. 

It turns him on when Chanel is vicious for him. 

“You’re such a good slave,” he groans. “Such a real fucking queen for me...my slavequeen.”

Chanel moans her accord, sucking and slurping as hard as she can. His balls are so big that when they tense up, readying for his load, it’s visible even as far away as I am. His abs tighten. Body flushed. He wraps a leg down on Chanel’s back just to hold her there tighter and then grunting, shoots his massive load down her throat. He cums so much that I can see it spilling from Chanel’s mouth even though she’s so pristinely designed to take his big Cock into her body.

When he’s done, she spends several minutes obediently swallowing and licking and swallowing more, cleaning him like an obedient sex-kitten. The sneer and arrogance has left her; she is brimming full of crushing, aching love like a fresh newlywed. 

Finally, though, he points at me and gestures for her to do her duty. Chanel stands, wiping the cum from her mouth and then elegantly licking it away. Her tongue is precious and long and pink; I love it. I love everything about her. 

She stands me up and takes me to the desk and forces my head down on the table. It bangs hard.

“Oops,” she says, clearly amused at banging my skull into the wood. “Sorry...”

All her arrogance and vanity returns, just like that. Gone only for Him. She knows she can get away with anything with her strong Godlike Master behind her, supporting her every move because of how sexy she is. 

That’s so hot. 

There’s a briefcase near the door of the office. Chanel grabs it and brings it over to the desk and extracts papers from it to place in front of me.

“What...what are?” I ask, drooling. 

I know I can make smarter sound wordy things with my mouth. But Chanel is just so pretty and Daddy is so handsome that it’s too hard to think of them. 

“These are papers detailing your bank accounts,” Chanel points, “the school’s accounts, the school’s leadership, emergency powers in case of crises, a statement declaring how you are unfit to be in charge, and a suicide note.” She winks at me. “Just in case we get tired of you. Which I already am, to be honest.”

So they can take all my money, all my power, all my position, all my responsibility, and then if they feel wicked enough so that they can get rid of me at any time. 

“Oh,” I nod. “Thank you! That sounds totally neat.”

I didn’t know that’s how I felt about it until I said it, but now that I have, I have to agree with me! It sounds so totally cool. I don’t want that stuff anyway. I don’t even want to be alive if they’re tired of me.

I sign each paper with Chanel’s hand on mine. Cool air from the A/C kicks on and makes my nipples hard, exposed as they are. Titties like mine should always be on display. I giggle helplessly with the pen because I’ve forgotten some how to write. She has to help me. She’s good to me. I should never complain about anything Chanel does.

Chanel claps her hands when we’re done and turns to Master.

“What do you think, Daddy?”

He considers for a moment. He’s already hard again. God. He must be God.

“I think I want her to suck me off,” he says. Then he holds up the headphones. “And, I think she could use one last session.”

I drop down to my knees obediently, giggling and clapping. “Yay! Thank you, Daddy!”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

I crawl over to him. Chanel helps me, dragging me by the hair and slapping my ass hard. She’s leaving marks and bruises. My whole body will be one big bruise tomorrow if she keeps this up. That’s so hot. She forces me down onto his crotch and slides his hardening Cock through my open, willing lips as the headphones slide down on my ears.

And I Know His Cock.

I Know His Cock.

I Know His...

I Know...

I...

Know...

Nothing.

I know I know nothing at all.

* * * * *
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MASTER’S COCK IS INSIDE my mouth!

Master’s Cock!

The ONE Cock!

The TRUE Cock!

The ONLY Cock!

It’s inside my mouth!

And not just that, he’s soooo fucking big that he’s inside my throat, too!

And not just like, a little inside my throat. He’s deep in there. He’s Godly Deep, which makes sense, since he is basically God. 

His DeepFucking ThroatBreaking GodCock is so far deep inside me that I can’t even remember the taste of anything else. 

His taste is sensational. So salty and warm and good. I moan and urge him further. I want him to fuck my throat like he fucks Chanel’s cunt. I want it to be brutal and lifechanging. If I’m hospitalized because of how badly and rough he fucks my throat, that’s a success for me. That means Daddy really wanted to make me his total and complete fuckslave and just couldn’t hold back.

It’s hard to make sense of my surroundings. Every so often I open my eyes and look up at him just to let him know how fucked he’s made my brain. I’m sure my big blue eyes are glassy and glossy and empty, just like my stupid little brain.

I’m so stupid. I’m so fucking dumb. I’ve never been this happy.

Aubrey is motionless at one side of me. She might be unconscious, she might be dead altogether. That bump she took against the corner of the shelf was pretty nasty. I don’t care because Daddy doesn’t care. Daddy can fuck up any hot babe he likes; one going down because it made his favorite happy is just hot for him so it’s hot for me. 

All I care about is worshiping his Cock like I should. Like a good girl. Like a good bimbo. If I do it well enough, he might tell me how stupid I am for him again!

“Daadddy...” I moan, licking his shaft.

Chanel and Daddy stop their intense make-out session for a moment, clearly enjoying one another. Just looking in each other’s eyes. They love each other so much. Whatever derision Daddy seems to have for me and the other girls, he doesn’t have it for Chanel. She’s truly his One and Only. He Loves her totally; it’s obvious. I don’t need to be mindfucked to think that—although now that I am mindfucked, I can’t not think that. 

“And what do we do with her?”

“With Vivian?”

Chanel shoves a knee in my face from her perch on his lap. Another bruise I’ll have tomorrow. I’ll wear it like a badge of honor. There’s so many girls at this school who don’t get bruises from Headmistress Chanel at all. 

I’m so lucky to be a student here. I know they could get rid of me at any time and then I wouldn’t be able to have Daddy’s Cock ever!

“Yes. I want you to decide.”

“You’re in charge, Daddy. You decide everything.”

He likes that. They kiss for a long time. I feel their drool slide over my face and I slurp on it and tongue it against His Cock. 

“I want you to decide,” he grunts again. I can feel him getting harder as he bosses her around, which is amazing because he already felt hard as steel. “That’s my decision. I want my Queen to make an executive order.”

I feel Chanel’s hand grab the back of my head forcefully. His fingers are so long. So perfectly designed for stroking DaddyMaster’s Cock. I love her so much. She guides me up and down; I do it obediently. I’m too stupid to do anything else. My head and throat is like a Cock-suction device in her hands

“Is she good at that?” she asks.

“Not as good as you.”

“No one is.” He pulses, harder. Loves her arrogance. “Is she acceptable?”

“I’d say much better than acceptable. She is, let’s say, seventy percent of how good you are.”

This praise overwhelms me. I never thought I would hear such kind words in my whole life! I moan against Daddy’s Cock, slurping him down deeper than I ever have. My lips touching his rough, masculine pubic hair. Chanel shoves me deeper against him.

“I want her to choke,” she growls. “I want her to fucking choke. And if she dies right now, then she dies. The only way she gets to serve you is if she can take this.”

I feel the air stripping out of my body. My lungs burn. 

“If she can’t handle this, she’s not worthy.”

Even as the air leaves my body, my mouth gets strangely wetter. Drool on overdrive.

“I’ll kill her, Daddy,” Chanel moans. I hope it’s just hot talk, but I don’t know anymore. Actually, I don’t care, so long as he’s hard. “I’ll kill her on Your Cock for You. Your Cock will have killed her. That’s so hot.”

Chanel’s rubbing her tight teen cunt into the side of my head. I can feel her clit pushing against my ear. Thighs wrapping around my skull. Holding me tight—choking on his Cock with her legs! 

She’s getting off by torturing me this way. So fucking evil. 

I love her so much!

“Cum in her, baby,” she groans to Marc. “Cum in her or I choke her out on your cock. I win either way. You’re such a man. You’re so fucking strong...”

His Cock throbs inside my throat, my esophagus tightening around it. I feel him powering up. He just came a few minutes ago and already he’s ready to go again. He was born for this. A true fucking man. A real fucking man. 

“You’re a real fucking man,” Chanel moans in his ear. “A true fucking man. Only you can do this to us. We belong to you. You deserve this...you deserve this...”

Like we have a hive mind of worshiping consciousness. I’d giggle if my throat wasn’t full of cock. I try anyway and it just makes me tighten down on his shaft and moan. We do have a hive mind—he made sure of it. He’s so fucking good. 

“Please cum,” Chanel begs. “Please Daddy? Please, Master?”

Another heavy load of his massive cock shoots down my throat. It’s sticky and hot and fills up my belly. I’ve never been so full before in my whole life. I feel complete—tasting his cum, knowing his cum, filled with his cum. It’s what I was born for.

But there’s so much of it and he just keeps going. I can’t take nearly as much as Chanel can. Maybe, maybe seventy percent, but numbers are super hard. Is that like, half?

Gasping, flailing unconsciously, I collapse to the ground. It takes me a few minutes to get my breath back. My lungs and mouth and throat are so fucking sticky. As I try to compose myself, above me Chanel is still on Master’s lap. She’s delicately stroking him and whispering in his ear.

“Oh, Daddy,” Chanel moans, “You’re still hard. How are you still hard?”

“You know how. Genetics. I was born to take control of you.”

She nods and nods my head on his Cock using her grip. “I do. I just...I’m always so impressed.”

“Good girl.” 

Chanel audibly cums at the praise. Her body shaking, writhing, dripping all over his sticky lap. He’s got so much complete control over us. Both of us. But there’s only one he truly cares about, and it’s her. I’m so lucky to be in their presence. 

“Now,” he continues. “What shall we do with her?”

Chanel considers. “If she’s acceptable at sucking cock—seventy percent Chanel, as you said—and you think she’s reasonably pretty...”

“I love your vanity, darling, but call things what they are. She’s definitely beautiful. Just not as beautiful as you.”

“No one is.”

“I know. What’s your decision?”

“We could just keep her as a breeder? God knows she’s never had a child. And she can take care of the baby you stuffed inside me as well. Those big tits of hers will give all kinds of milk.”

“What about your milk?”

“That’s for You, Daddy.”

Another long kiss. Gosh, they’re so fucking in love.

Minutes pass and they break it off. “So what should we do with her now?”

Chanel moans in his ear. “I want to watch you get her pregnant, Daddy. I want her marked with your seed. I don’t want her to ever be able to get away.”

He nods and slides Chanel down from his lap and pushes me down on the ground. This used to be my office. I used to run a whole school here, I think? Now I’m just a dumb giggly bimbo who just needs Cock Cock and More Cock all the time.

“Oh my god,” I moan. “Like, oh my god. Oh my god, are you going to fuck me? With that? But you’re so big. I don’t know if...I don’t know if it will fit in me, oh my god...”

I haven’t been fucked since I was a teenager. 

Except...I am a teenager? I’m a student. At this school? And we’re all like, barely eighteen...

I can barely make sense of what I’m thinking when Master shoves his brilliantly huge Cock inside me. Chanel is right there on his hips, shoving him in deeper, cheering him on. 

“Fuck her,” she chants. “Fuck her. Fuck her. Fuck her. Fuck her.”

She’s rubbing her tits all down his back. I see small beads of milk already starting to form from her breasts; she is pregnant for him. God, how is she still so fit? She was born to be his. Born to be God’s Favorite Pet. 

And I’m being Fucked. By. God.

He’s so big I can nearly feel his Cock shoving into my stomach. I’ve never been violated like this. Fucked like this. Owned like this. 

I want to form so many words—My God, My Daddy, I love You so much! You mean everything to me! I never thought anyone could mean anything like this!

Instead I just giggle and moan and gasp, blurting out sexy drooling cascades of “Dadddyy...Master...Daddy...” 

Inside of me. Daddy is inside of Me! He’s so fucking big and amazing and wonderful. I’m so happy and I’m cumming nonstop. 

The first orgasm hit when he shoved inside me. After that they just kept arriving. Cumming from looking at the intensity on Chanel’s face as he fucks his newest mindfucked slave. Cumming from watching the beads of milk on her tits turn into a sexy stream of fluid that runs down their bodies and funnels down to his Cock, slamming into my tight young pussy. Cumming from seeing the passion of ownership on his face. Cumming from the intensity of feeling that his Cock gives me—like nothing else ever! He crushes down on my big titties, his body so much bigger and stronger than mine. I feel enveloped by his strength, his power. He owns every part of me.

“You’re so big!” I moan. “You’re so big!”

His thrusts pick up in intensity and Chanel changes her chant. 

“Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master!”

He empties inside me and I can feel his amazing seed rush into every part of me. Flooding my insides. Flooding my womb. I’m so clearly designed to be a hyper-fertile fuckpet for Daddy and he’s so clearly fertile and I’m so clearly pregnant now, the second even a droplet of his amazing seed enters me. 

And, trust me, he delivers much more than a droplet. 

He pulls out of me, his Cock dripping with so many hot juices, and Chanel instantly slides down to her knees and cradles his enormity with her big, perfect teenage tits. Cum spurts out and covers her heavy tits, making them shine even more than her milk does.

“Still hard,” Chanel moans, seeing his wet, dripping, shooting Cock pull out from my tight pussy’s grasp. “Oh Daddy. Oh Marc. Oh Master, please. I need it. I need it...” she leans back, stroking her clit and spreading her legs wide while still holding it tight within her cleavage. “Daddy, I need You inside me please...”

Marc pushes me away to focus on her. She’s the main event. I’m discarded, thrown away. Set off to one side as he pushes Chanel down and enters into her lithe, gorgeous body. 

She sneers at me as she envelops him with her long arms, giving me an evil wink. Letting me know that she’s better than me. 

I knew that she was. I know my place. I’m an object. Not even a trophy. I’m so stupid. I’m pregnant now, and full of cum, and mindfucked, and a complete slave who will be discarded as soon as it’s convenient for these two.

Daddy was always going to get away with this.

I love him.

He makes me feel so stupid.

# # #
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Hypno Headphones – The New Student



[image: image]


I'm on my knees, sucking the Cock of my Master with the sexiest girl I've ever seen. 

Headphones pump deep hot trance knowledge into our skulls; with every thumping of the bass, we love our Master more. With every synthesizer note pulsing, we love each other more. 

We lick and slurp and adore his Cock, our young eighteen year-old pink tongues slobbering and forming a long, heady, erotic pool of dripping warm saliva that extends from his balls down to our tits and even to our precious, hot, uncovered pussies. Jets of precum and cum erupt from his massive turgid member, so big and so strong. He can cum for hours and not get tired; he's such a fucking man. 

I'm so lucky to have my mind fucked by him and by her.

Because she fucked my mind too. I used to be a good girl. I used to be a virgin. I used to be someone who would never get off on evil thoughts like mind controlling other girls for a Master or holding babes in place to put wicked thought-warping hypno headphones on their sexy skulls. 

But now I'm cumming with my partner-in-crime. Cumming as I lick and suck and slurp on Master's Cock, as his evil hot headphones fill up my mind with terrible thoughts of stealing and enslaving for him—only for Him. 

It's so weird now to think of this new, wonderful, cum-happy, Cock-Worshiping life as anything but normal. 

* * * * *
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A few days earlier:
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It’s my first day at the Luxuria Palaestra, and already things are...weird.

This is the most prestigious dance school in the world. Girls come here as amateurs and leave as professionals with some of the best contracts available—working for companies in Moscow, New York, LA, and so on. I one-hundred percent belong here. I’ve been dancing since I was four years-old. I’ve been training for this my whole life. I’ve gone to countless workshops, spent tens of thousands of hours practicing, and have even been to special physical therapy sessions to elongate my muscles and bones to make my body taller and more flexible.

Like any good dancer, I’m in perfect shape, with barely an ounce of fat on me. You have to be thin to be a dancer so that other dancers can fling you around with ease, after all. But, unlike a lot of dancers, I’m also crushingly tit-heavy. My tits worry me; I’m afraid that at 36D cups they’re too big for me to be successful for long, especially as I age. My daily routine relies on several core and back strength exercises, which is why my ab and back muscles are so perfectly defined. My hair is long and blond; my eyes are blue. I think in America, some would look at me and think “bimbo.” But I’m definitely not. 

I’m from Norway and where I’m from, tall and statuesque and busty are pretty much the norm. 

I wish I spoke the language better. I can read and write it better than I can speak it. The girls here all seem to speak English very well—it’s the standard international language—but I can barely follow them. They’re so fast when they speak! And they all seem so completely distracted. 

When I say weird—let’s start there. The weirdness starts with their distraction, and how they’re all wearing headphones. 

I’m in my dorm room now, trying to sort myself out. Tomorrow is the first day of the Spring semester, and I’m the only new student. That means that everyone else who was new this year started at the same time in the Fall. That would be weird enough. 

Once I went to a dance seminar for a long weekend—four days. I arrived there early to learn more from the teacher. Teachers are so important in my country; we respect them completely. One girl, due to unavoidable circumstances with her flights and a family emergency, arrived a day late. The day before she arrived, myself and the teacher and the other three students got to know each other really well. Even though the new girl was there for the last three days—seventy-five percent of the time!—it was never the same with her. That connection never felt as close.

These girls here have had four months to connect! Plus, they all speak English really well—the same language that is my absolute worst.

And the headphones. They have those little wireless earbuds or just giant headphones on. All manner of colors—pink, purple, rose, mint green. They seem to be listening to them constantly. What's that all about? 

Classes start tomorrow. I’m relying on my ability to wow them in the studio to overcome any barriers. 

“Knock knock!”

I turn and look to see who is entering, and immediately am confronted by the absolutely most stupendously gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen. 

She’s young; probably around my age, which is just eighteen a few months ago (the main reason I am only starting here now is because you must be eighteen and over and I only became of age in October). 

“I’m Chanel.” She holds out a hand, which I take. “You’re Alisha?”

I nod. I’m normally never shy—I put my body on display whenever I dance, after all—but Chanel’s gaze is direct and her eyes are smoldering coals, and I feel inadequate and small in her presence. Her hand is soft and warm.

“Yes.” I’m painfully aware of my accent; her own voice sounds so perfect. “My first day.”

“You’re completely beautiful.” She takes my hand and examines it. She looks me up and down. I feel inspected. I might have minded except for how beautiful she is. “You’re gorgeous. Just gorgeous.”

“Oh.” I titter. “Thank you.”

“You’ll fit in wonderfully here. You’re so lovely.” Her voice, her entire demeanor, is ravenous. Like she wants to consume me. Her eyes, so black and burning, feel like they’re going to set me on fire. “So incredibly gorgeous. Gosh. He didn’t tell me you would be so gorgeous. I bet it’s a surprise for me.”

I don’t entirely follow what she’s saying. I blame it on my language barrier. So I just smile and titter once more, shrugging as she continues to rub and touch my hands. It’s hard to let go. I find the action incredibly attractive. I hope she’s single. I’m definitely pretty enough to be her girlfriend if I play my cards right. 

In my heart, I’m a romantic, and the wheels are already turning, telling the story to others in the future—it was my first day, she was the first one to greet me, it was love at first sight, we had brilliantly hot needy sex for seven straight days even though I'd never had sex before at all with anyone... 

She smiles and looks at the one box I brought in. “Where’s the rest of your things?”

“Oh.” I shake my head. “No. That is all.”

She raises an eyebrow. “But...your clothes?”

I shrug. “I have some tights. Some sweats. I thought...mostly dancing, yes? So...”

“I see.”

She nods, clearly not seeing. I look at her again, feeling like it’s the first time. Like a work of art; every time you look at someone this uncontrollably hot, it feels like the first time. I only really saw her general outline and her face before, but her outfit is killer as well. 

She wears a tiny red leather skirt with unnecessary, non-working black chunky zippers. It rides up in a v-shape in front of her crotch, revealing a thigh-gap that’s at least three inches wide. Her legs are decorated in smoky tights leading down to a pair of tall, tall high-heeled ankle boots, and her top is a brilliantly tight cleavage-baring polo that looks like it came directly off the rack from a fashion designer’s workshop. 

Now that I think of it, that’s another thing that’s been odd about this school. Not only are all the girls completely beautiful—which I expected, it is a dance school after all—and not only are they all wearing headphones or ear buds (Chanel has her headphones around her long, sculpted neck while she speaks with me)—but they’re also all immaculately dressed.

In fact, the whole school looks like the set for some kind of fashion catalog. I mean, with girls this young and tight and fit, you don’t have to do much to make it all rather erotic. Normally, dancers would be wearing comfortable dancing clothes—tights, yoga pants, shorts, workout gear. Anything that allows freedom of movement. 

But like Chanel, they all seem to be dressing more to show off. They have all been in heels. Tight, skimpy tops. Skirts. Especially skirts, and especially dresses—the tight, constricting kinds that show off their lovely curves and hips. 

“Is there...” I search for the English word. “...dress code?”

“Not formally. There is a lot to know, though. It might just be easier to take the indoctrination course.”

“Indoctri...” I struggle. “I don’t know this word. Sorry.”

I smile and laugh, my go-to mechanism when I feel a bit overwhelmed. And Chanel is definitely Grade-A Overwhelming with how hot she is. I’m a little bit in love. I love the shape of her nose. It’s so perfect.

“Think like...a tutorial.” My hands in hers, she sits me down on the bed. “You know that one?”

I nod. “Yes. Like for class?”

“Yes. But in audio form.”

She hands me her headphones and gestures for me to put them on. 

“Now?”

“Yes.” She nods firmly. “Now. It’s important to indoctrinate you, Alisha. He demands it.”

“Who is ‘he’?”

But before she answers—or maybe she won’t answer at all—she takes my hands into her own and shoves the headphones down over my ears. 

There’s heavy thumping sounds. Thick bass. Words that I can’t really make out all the way. It’s a nice, pleasant song. One I’d be happy to hear again.

I feel happy when I hear it, though I can’t explain why. 

I feel happy.

I feel...

I feel totally fine? I’m not sure what I’m supposed to learn from this. 

Chanel looks at me expectantly. And with something...much more in her gaze. Much darker. 

It looks like desire, only more pronounced. She pushes a hand up her own skirt and then puts a hand on my thigh. 

I flip the headphones off and back away. 

“What are you doing?”

She looks at me with annoyance and curiosity. Eyebrow raising.  A bit of a sneer. “He said he’d made it more powerful than ever. It’s worked on the other girls.”

I stand up. Something really weird is happening. “Who is he? What are you saying? What is this-this—this!?”

My frustration with the language is reaching a breaking point. I want to yell at her, a little. I’m massively attracted to her, obviously, but I still would like a bit of romancing before being touched. I’m a virgin even if I’m a lesbian, and just because I like girls doesn’t mean I want to automatically and immediately bang every one that I see. 

Chanel’s face launches into a wide, charming smile. “I’m sorry. It’s just a little prank.”

“Prank?”

“A joke. On the new girl. I...thought you’d think it was funny.”

“Oh. Ha.”

I cross my arms.

“Don’t be like that. We’re doing it to include you.”

“’We?’”

“Me and the other girls. I’m...the head of the social committee. You see? And the head of our studio, naturally.”

I’m still wary. “Naturally.”

“It was a joke. It was in poor taste. I apologize.” 

She takes my hands again. I want to pull them away, but I can’t. She’s soft and warm. And I feel an urge—from nowhere—to do as she says. 

“I don’t think I understand the joke. Headphones and music and...touching?”

Chanel’s eyes sparkle. “You’ll understand soon. I promise.”

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, I’M UP before six am to prepare for class. I want to keep up with the other girls and how I saw them dressed yesterday, but also I don’t want to look like I’m trying too hard. And what if that was all part of Chanel’s strange joke?

I compromise with doing my hair for a long while. I brush it twice as much as normal and build up some long waves. I still wear yoga pants but also a tight, form-fitting sweater. It’s very likely that I’ll see Chanel again, and despite the weirdness yesterday, I want her to like what she sees. 

I hope she’s single. 

It’s hard to imagine in a school like this. Even as I bounce off toward class, massively excited about the opportunities here, I’m blown away by the beauty of each girl I see. Blond, brunette, redhead, dark and light complexions, every eye color, every height, but all of them in perfect shape and with empty, happy smiles on their faces.

And headphones and earbuds everywhere. 

If this is a joke, it is starting to go too far. There must be something about the headphones that I’m just not getting. Some cultural block. Where I'm from, it's rude to have headphones on all the time. You have to make room in your brain for other people!

As I walk into the main classroom hall—an ancient building with tall ceilings and brilliantly sepia-toned masonry—I notice that the hall is full of girls, all of them smiling and chatting idly. They talk about their outfits, mostly, and some about boys. They all keep referring to a “he” or a “him” as if everyone knows who everyone is dating. And they all seem to be dating. And it all sounds intensely serious. I hear lots of chatter like:

“I think he’ll move me up in the hierarchy soon. I’ve been working so hard—”

“—and he’s going to take me out Friday. I feel so lucky! I’m so in love. It won't just be me, of course. I think I'll be on right leg duty. But—”

“—he told me he loved my legs last night. I creamed for like, an hour afterward. You know that kind of deep, life-altering orgasm that is like a before-and-after moment? I had like, a hundred of those. My brain feels so clean, and I love him so much, and...”

Incredibly intimate detail just to hear from passing by! Just as I feared, these girls are already completely in tune with each other, and I’m in terrible jeopardy of being left out. Or, there was this conversation from two startlingly beautiful brunettes:

“He’s just so fucking handsome, you know?”

“Like, for sure. He’s the sexiest guy I’ve ever seen.”

“All I want to do, all day, is get between his legs and suck his cock.”

“I really want to stroke him off. I like talking dirty to him while he’s hard. He gets so turned on by that.”

“I’ll have to try it! Does he fuck you afterward?”

“Of course. Usually he cums first and then fucks me right after and fucks again. God. What a man, right?”

“Totally. How can he stay hard for so long? I feel like I’m not good enough for him.”

“Neither of us are. That’s why he needs all of us.”

I didn’t cut in, and I didn’t stare. For too long. These were two jaw-droppingly gorgeous babes having these conversations—smiling brightly and touching themselves. Touching each other. As in—their tits rubbing against each other in an incredibly familiar way. Their hands sliding up and down their sides and necks as if they can barely contain the heat. I can practically smell the wet moisture gathering in their panties. And they’re clearly—clearly!—dating the same guy!

And they don’t care! 

What is happening?

Speakers line every wall, every ceiling. An abundance of them. They look newly installed. There is an announcement from a calm, authoritative male voice, so crystal clear he sounds like he’s directly next to me, speaking into my ear from only inches away. 

“Good morning, girls. As a treat for our first day of class, I’m playing some welcoming tunes. Listen to them. Appreciate them. Learn from them. Accept them.”

The speaker shuts off with a click and a slow, thumping music begins to play. It's very soft at first. It reminds me a lot of what was on Chanel's headphones last night. 

“Who was that?” I ask a nearby girl, an olive-skinned beauty wearing a tight fuchsia romper. 

She takes a moment to register the question, clearly listening to her earbuds. “Oh. That? That’s the Master.”

She moans slightly, as do all the girls around her. They giggle and writhe, touching their bodies suggestively. Perhaps he is cute, and they all have a collective schoolgirl crush on them? I’ve never much seen the point of boys, but lots of girls at my last school had a crush on one particular math teacher.

“The headmaster? Of the school?”

She giggles. “If you like. You'll learn. And accept. And listen. And, y'know, appreciate.”

I don’t know what to make of this, but I don’t want to be late. My first class is dance history. 

Despite how early I arrived at the hall, I’m the last one there. The teacher, a brilliantly fit redhead wearing a sharp, tight pencil skirt and tight-fitting sheer-white blouse, smiles and points to a seat. 

“Welcome, Alisha. We’re so glad you’re here.” Her eyes are exotic and blue, like polished stones. “Take a seat there next to Chanel, would you?”

Chanel winks at me as I sit down.

“I kept it open for you,” she whispers in my ear, lips brushing my skin. I shiver. 

Fuck, she’s so hot. 

“Alisha,” says Chanel. “We read your file last night to better take care of you. I have a quick question though. Can you tell me what’s on this card?”

She holds it out for me to look at. It’s the size of a playing card, maybe a little larger. There are squiggly black and silver lines all over it. 

I shrug. “Just some lines.”

“They’re not moving?”

“No.”

She nodded. “I thought so. We’re pretty sure it only works on certain types of brains, and from your profile and psyche tests we already figured it wouldn’t work on you. We really lucked out with it one time, otherwise it would have gotten violent with Ms. Lexington.” She sighs wistfully. “Which is too bad. Violence turns me on, you know?”

I shake my head. I don’t think I’m understanding. “I...you talk very fast. And what do you mean by...my file?”

She smiles. “Don’t worry about it. It looks like we’ll stick with the new music and the simple repetitions.”

As if on cue—rather conveniently so—the music pouring out from the speakers turns up in intensity and volume as the teacher—a Ms. Kalloway—begins the lecture. The music is rather similar to what little I heard from Chanel’s headphones the day before. Is there a connection? I should probably listen to find out. The music is simpler, but there’s voices there, I think. Very soft. They’re easier to understand than yesterday. I want to pay attention to Ms. Kalloway’s lecture because it’s important to pay attention. It’s just so important to listen.

It’s important to listen. 

It’s important to...

Important to...

Important to listen. 

I listen to Ms. Kalloway as she explains the beginnings of the history of dance. Gosh, she has terrific breasts. I can see almost all of her cleavage. Women are born dancers—or, real women are. Women who can’t dance appropriately barely even deserve to be called women at all. 

Women need to be fit, happy, and beautiful to dance for their man. Because men are why women exist—it’s a historical truth. Women belong on the arms of men. Trophies. Eyecandy. Decorations. Things. Objects. 

Our heads are just pretty shells for their Will and Thought. Men are always so smart. Men are always right. Women just need to go along with the flow, to do what they can to stay out of men’s way and make men feel good, respected, honored, and pleasured. Dance does all of these things at once—especially intimate dance. Which is why it’s so important to know how to dance. 

Ms. Kalloway has been speaking—I've seen her lips move—but I hear all of this like it's transmitted directly into my brain. Her words are like a fire eating up my frontal lobe. My nipples are hard and my body pulses with happy, horny energy.

I feel a trickle of drool leave my lips. I can see the clock on the wall behind her and nearly an hour has passed even though it feels like two minutes. I keep feeling like I’m about to do something, like I need to get up and go take care of something like 

getoutrunthey’refuckingyoufuckingyouupgetoutrun! 

but I can’t think of what it would be. It’s hard to think. I’m just a girl so it’s very hard for me to think and that’s natural. 

Ms. Kalloway says so, and I should listen to her. She’s my teacher. It’s important to listen to teachers. Her words are so simple and direct; my language barrier is hardly ever an issue. The few times where I don’t understand, she course-corrects right away. It’s like she’s teaching just to me. She keeps unbuttoning her blouse. Her tits are right over my head and it's so nice to feel them when she pushes their fleshy hot warmth against my face.

Chanel’s hand is on my thigh, very high up. Touching my pussy. Fingering the folds there. I'm so desperately wet. I feel like I keep moaning but all I can hear is the music and Ms. Kalloway's voice.

Ms. Kalloway says not to worry about how Chanel touches me, so I don’t. Chanel is so pretty. I’m devastatingly aroused by her. I’m actually pretty sure I’m in love with her. 

“Thank you,” says Chanel. “I’m in love with how gorgeous you are. I think you’re the most gorgeous babe here now.” She giggles. “Besides me, of course.”

I know that I should feel mortified that she heard me tell her I love her. But I don’t. It’s very natural. Everything is natural. I should just listen and appreciate and learn and accept. Her fingers slide deeper into my pussy and I cum, and cum, and cum...

I’m not sure how, but I end up in a different class. The music keeps playing overhead. I hear moans in the classroom behind me. I think the walls have changed? But maybe it’s just the teacher? She’s a stunning young brunette who says her name is Ms. Radcliffe. She’s there to teach us mathematics.

Chanel is still right next to me. She says she’s my girlfriend now. That’s so nice. That’s so good. I always wanted a girlfriend like Chanel. I always wanted Chanel. I always wanted Chanel. Chanel is my girlfriend and has always been my girlfriend and I’ve always wanted her so that’s so fucking good.

I Listen and Learn from Ms. Radcliffe:

Mathematics are for boys and men. Girls don’t need to know math. Math is for businesses and hard stuff like adding. I don’t need to know any numbers harder than what I need to cook with. I need to know how to add cups and tablespoons and teaspoons. I need to know that three teaspoons are one tablespoon. 

But I don’t need to know algebra. I don’t need to know calculus. Girls are cumming behind me. I can hear them saying someone’s name. It sounds like Marc, or Master, or Daddy. The hot smell of girl-fucking fills every room here. Hot honey dripping from young cunts, sliding into fingers perfumed with wet needy saliva and eager tongues. And all those tongues, when they're not urging at a desperately aroused clit, make that name again:

Master.

Master.

Master!

I feel Chanel’s hand around my throat as her fingers go deeper into my pussy. I’m not wearing panties anymore. Me plus Chanel equals No Panties. That’s the kind of math I need. 

Math is evil for girls. It’s bad. I should just shut down my brain if someone tries to talk numbers to me. I don’t care about numbers or math. The most important number is my weight, and the closer it is to zero, the better. I need to be closer to zero for Chanel to be happy with me, and that’s so important. 

There are other classes too. I learn so much just in one day. I’m so lucky to be here! They’re teaching me everything I need to know in such a short time span. I learn all about how little I need to know how to read. Just basic words are good enough! I need to unlearn like thousands of words! And I don’t need to know so many languages. I used to know parts of Italian and French and German in addition to my own language. All I need is English. It’s sexy that I have an accent, though. 

The last class of the day is dance. It’s just theoretical today since it’s the first day of the semester. Chanel and I are curled up in each other's laps. She keeps kissing me on the neck and throat and clavicles. I want to kiss her back—she's so pretty—but it's too important to pay attention. I can't break attention for a single second. 

We watch professional dancers in action. They’re in dimly lit clubs with neon lights and tall metal poles. They strip slowly and sexily and make big shows of how gloriously hot they are. They revel in their gorgeous bodies. These are real women with real potential and these are the kinds of dancers I’ve always wanted to be. 

I’m learning. 

“You're a stripper,” Chanel moans in my ear. “You're a born stripper.”

“I'm a born stripper.”

“You were made to strip for Daddy.”

“Made to...strip for Daddy...”

I don't know who Daddy is but I know I should strip for him. Chanel says so.

“Your body is erotic art. You need to show off.”

“Need to...need to show off...”

“Do you want to see me show off, Alisha?”

“Yes!”

Oh god, more than anything. And she steps up on the stage. Disrobing as she does. Her top falling off. Skirt sliding down. I see her bare ass, no panties. No bra. Her back so perfectly porcelain, so perfectly formed. She's just about to turn...

My brain...

My brain...

My brain shuts off. I can't handle anymore. 

It's all blackness.

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT MORNING, THE spell—or whatever it was—seems to have faded some. 

I sit in a daze, my door locked, refusing to leave. I'm wearing a long sweater and thigh-high thick-knit wool socks and that's all. Panties just get in the way—which is a truth I hate, but it is a truth. I'm touching myself almost constantly; my pussy is on fire with desire.

This is insane.

This is insane!

My first day of class at the Luxuria Palaestra, and literally all I did was sit next to like, the completely gorgeous girl of my dreams and let her fingerfuck me while my brain filled up with thoughts that definitely weren’t mine. 

And the weird thing is that the thoughts felt like mine! I have real thoughts—good thoughts—all the time. They make sense to me. I love them. I love thinking about what a good dancer I am or how I look in a red dress or how much I love Chanel. 

But I don’t need to think about like, how math isn’t important. Or how reading is just for boys. Gosh! What the entire fuck?

I do...I do love Chanel, right? That’s a real thought?

My stomach fills briefly with a deep pitted dread that she might be in on this somehow, that my love for her is somehow manufactured. But then I think about her, about her face, about her body, about her fingers sliding up into my pussy over and over again and making me cum while I bite my teeth into her soft, slight shoulder...

I have to cum. Just thinking about her, that little bit, I have to cum right away. 

Easy to take care of with just the memory of Chanel. I feel I’m hot-wired to cum on command at the thought of her. My long nimble fingers find my dripping wet pussy—soaking at the mere thought of her name—and slide inside and I cum almost right away.

Dripping. Shivering. Shaking. Sweating and moaning her name. Like I have the flu, the Chanel flu. 

“Oh god,” I moan, pushing my face into my mattress to hide my moans. “Oh god. Oh fuck I love her so much...”

But do I? I feel so sure of it. But then, yesterday I felt so sure that I didn’t need math, that it was a stupid thing just for boys, and that girls are pure little pretty decorations who just need to get on their knees and serve the Man, the One Man, the One Male, to do as I’m told and finger my hot pussy and think of Chanel Chanel Chanel until...

Oh fuck, I’ve got to cum again. 

I do, sliding myself in for the second orgasm in about two minutes, moaning, falling off the bed this time and giggling helplessly. God, she’s so pretty.

Usually when I cum I get some clarity—or at least drowsiness. A kind of near-dream state where thoughts slipstream into strange connections and lull me into a state of deep, disconnected awareness.

But now I’m only more alert but somehow less cognizant. I’m just thinking of Chanel. How pretty she is. How much I love her. How I can’t live without her. How I’m so lucky to be her girlfriend for what feels like years after only being here for a day...

Fuck. My mind is so fucked. What the fuck is happening to me?

I need to get out of here, but I don’t have any money. All my available money has gone into paying for this place—room and board is egregiously expensive. The scholarship I have only covers tuition but not room and board. 

I try to look at my checking account but I can’t make sense of the numbers—numbers are for men—and I give up after about five minutes and cry on the floor. I’m still horribly aroused and I can’t keep my fingers away from myself so I’m just sitting on the ground, in fetal position, touching myself and whimpering and crying.

Thinking about Chanel. Still. She's not part of this, right? I have to save her. I have to get her out too whenever I get out.

I don’t understand what’s happening. I pull out my phone and try to read and re-read my bank statement and I can’t even make sense of the words. I used to be so good at reading English! 

There’s a knock on my door. 

“Alisha?” 

It’s Chanel.

“Alisha? Let me in, baby. We need to talk. You’ve missed class. That’s not allowed.”

“I don’t care!”

I have to lock myself in here until I get my head straight. But what if Chanel is being affected too? 

Maybe...maybe we could lock each other in until we get better? Just snuggle and fuck and cuddle and lick each other until we’re well?

But what if she’s in on it? I’m having new thoughts. Thoughts that feel like mine but aren’t. What if my love for her is one of those thoughts?

She can’t...they can’t manufacture love, can they? Manufacture consent like that?

Her voice becomes quiet. “Alisha? Are you okay?”

I try to stay quiet. I don’t know who or what to trust. I don’t even know if I can trust myself.

“Alisha?” There’s concern in her voice now. “Please, talk to me, baby. I want to help. I’m worried about you.”

Everything she says tugs me in all the right ways. 

“I don’t...I don’t know. I’m so confused...”

“Let me in and we can talk about it. I just want to see you.” Her voice drops very low. “I really, really need to see you. You’re so fucking pretty. I want to touch you again. I want to taste you...”

She doesn’t mean my lips. I moan, my fingers sliding up against my pussy. 

“Please?” she says again. “I want to taste you. Between your legs. I want to know what my tongue feels like when it drags up and down your clit. I want to taste your juices on my tongue. I want to make you cum, Alisha...please? We said we would love each other forever...”

We did say that. I remember saying that. And it’s so important to do what you’ve said you would do...

Before I can even stop myself, my hands are opening the door. 

Chanel is there with an evil smile on her face. She’s flanked by Ms. Lexington and Ms. Radcliffe. I don’t understand. All of them are wearing nothing but beautiful lacy lingerie and tall heels. Chanel’s is white, contrasting gorgeously with her thick dark hair. Tit-heavy blonde Ms. Lexington is in red, and the ultra-fit Ms. Radcliffe is in blue. 

I notice for the first time that Chanel is pregnant. I can't believe I didn't see it before. She's so slender—so utterly thin and tiny—that the bump wasn't that hard for her to obscure in her revealing clothing. But her smooth, toned belly is obviously sporting a delicious baby bump, her navel sticking out like a third nipple. 

God. It just makes her hotter. She's so...maternal. So in charge. 

The teachers take me by my arms and sit me down forcefully on the bed. 

“As if I’d lick your pussy.” Chanel sneers. “Or anyone’s. I’m a pillow queen, babe. I have my pussy licked, not the other way around. God, you’re desperate. You’re too fucking pretty to be so desperate, Alisha. That’s why I need to fix you.”

I shake my head. “Fix me? Wh-what is happening? Chanel? I love you. Please. Why are they here?”

There’s no strength left in my bones. The Chanel Flu has wiped me out. I don’t even struggle against Ms. Lexington and Ms. Radcliffe.

“You’ll understand everything soon enough. Won’t she, Vivian?”

Ms. Lexington nods. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you understand, Aubrey?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Ms. Radcliffe—Aubrey—sounds as love struck as I feel. 

Both teachers are full of gratitude just for the opportunity to answer a question of Chanel's. I can smell the heat from their pussies. I can see them dripping in their panties next to me, staining my bed. 

Chanel holds out a pair of headphones. They’re heavy, black and gold. 

“Master warned me this is his most powerful trance yet. It’s going to wipe you clean.”

“Clean,” Vivian and Aubrey echo. 

“Do you want me to wipe you clean, Alisha?”

“Clean,” they echo again.

I shake my head, crying. Tears running down my cheeks. “I don’t understand. No. Please.”

“You would be perfect,” says Chanel. “Utterly perfect. You’re so fucking hot. I want you for my girlfriend. But you’ve got that language issue and it makes you too hard to change subtly, like Daddy and I did with Bingo and Bongo here.” She points at the gorgeous women restraining me. “It’s got to be a brute force assault or else we won’t really change your personality. And I really want to change your personality. I understand Master so much better lately. Why he wants me above all the others. It’s because of what I believe. Are you following me, Alisha?”

She’s so fucking pretty. I want to hate her. I want to struggle and leave. But all I can do is stare dumbly at how fucking pretty she is. 

“I’m a bad girl, Alisha. Believe it or not, what I’m going to do to you? It’s like, the nicest thing I’ll ever have done for anyone, outside of completely giving myself up for Master’s service. Though maybe it’s even nicer than that, you know? Because this is all my idea. Although...” she puts a finger on one plush lip. “Maybe it’s not? Maybe he’s just letting me think it’s my idea?”

“I don’t know what you mean. Please. I am confused. Please, stop this. Let me go.”

She leans down and kisses me. My body can’t help but respond; my nipples are so fucking hard, and my pussy clenches and drips. My jaw moves against hers; I love kissing her. There’s a strong undeniable thought-feeling inside of me that I’ve always loved kissing her. 

“You don’t really want to leave me, do you, Alisha?”

I whimper in response. My cunt is so wet.

“I didn’t think so. So...as I was saying. I’m a bad girl. Daddy loves that I’m a bad girl. He thinks it’s really hot that I’m perfectly content to enslave girls for him and even murder for him if he wants me to. That devotion is special to him. And I want to make you as special to me as I am to him. Which, means, of course, that you’ll be a bad girl and that he’ll really, really want to fuck you all the time like he does to me...so we’ll be like, I don’t know, fuckslave sisterpets for him? Isn’t that hot?”

Vivian and Aubrey both moan and nod, kissing my neck. Their lips are so soft and warm. They’re barely even holding my arms anymore. How can Chanel be so evil when what she's set up feels so fucking good?

One hand from each travels to my thighs, then between my thighs, teaming up to touch my wet trembling pussy. 

Chanel leans in until her knee is pushing Vivian and Aubrey’s hands up into my cunt. Lightning bolts of pleasure sing through my spine. I’m convulsing with need. Her tits hang in front of my face, my tongue dangling and needy. 

“I’m going to wipe your whole mind clean,” says Chanel. “I’m going to wipe out every last part of you. I’m going to do it for him. Because I love him. Because he matters more to me than you do by a loooong shot. Because wiping you clean and building you from the ground up into being a wicked, manipulative, arrogant, vain, haughty, evil bitch who needs more than anything else to simply make her Master hard will make him really happy. And hard.” She slides her tits across my face, grabbing me by the back of my head. Milk drips from them. It tastes like sweet nectar. “And happy. And hard. And happy. And hard...”

Aubrey—or maybe it’s Vivian, I can’t tell—slide into me three fingers deep. I’m so needy and willing that my pussy clenches hard and my hips gyrate forward. They chant with Chanel:

“Happy...and...hard....and happy...and hard...”

“If you love me,” says Chanel, “if you really love me, you’ll ask me to wipe you clean. Then I’ll love you. For real.”

She slides my head up so my sculpted chin rests in her heavy breasts, looking me deep in the eyes. Her headphones rest in one hand, sliding against my cheek. 

“All you have to say is ‘please.’” She smirks. “So? Do you love me, Alisha?”

It doesn’t matter that she’s made me want to say it. It doesn’t matter that she’s put the thought in my head. 

I shudder and nod. “Oh, god yes.”

“Good girl. And do you want me to love you?”

I nod again, taking the opportunity to rub my face in her breasts. Her milk shines on my cheeks.

“Then beg for it. Beg for me to wipe you clean.”

I shake my head, but I say, “Please, Chanel...”

I think I was going to ask her to stop. I was going to ask for this to end. A part of me, though, wants her to love me back so intensely. A part of me wanted to find out what was on the other side...

That’s the part she heard, of course. She slides the headphones on and...

And...

And...

Clean.

* * * * *
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A DELICATE, LONG-FINGERED hand is on the back of my beautiful head, pushing me down harder as I suck, slurp, and lick my Master’s Cock. It doesn’t need to be there—I love sucking his Cock. But I like that it’s there. 

I like it so much that my hand is around her head too—Chanel’s head, my fucksister’s head—holding her tight against his shaft and balls as she licks and kisses and sucks. We hold each other tight and trade off positions, each wanting the other to choke and gurgle and groan on his turgid, massive meat as it crowds the small, hot, wet space inside our throats.

We're both so fucking gorgeous. We deserve this honor more than any of the other bitches and squalid sluts out there. Master needs Queens pleasuring him, deserves Goddesses of Beauty and Fertility attending his needs, and Chanel and I are definitely that. I'm surprised the air doesn't catch fire around us.

Marc Astor—my Master—is up on a throne in his office; an affectation he acquired I think after Chanel called him her King for the thousandth time. It was easy to order some of the lesser girls—the ones he’s not going to spend time fucking—to build it for him. It would have been hard to go to town on his Cock like this like we are, because he’s so high up, except that I had the bright idea of putting Vivian and Aubrey underneath us as footstools. 

It’s uncomfortable for them—our knees keep hitting their faces and even though Chanel and I are both incredibly fit and light, holding up weight for the hour or so we’ve been sucking down Master’s hot loads must be wearing them down. I’m sure they’ll have bruises all over their bodies tomorrow. 

I don’t care, though. 

I’m a bad girl. 

More importantly, I’m a bad girl for my Master.

Their pain, their discomfort, doesn't matter to me. No one's does. I don't care if someone dies—I don't care if a lot of people die—so long as his Cock is hard and he is happy. 

On our walk over, Chanel told me a hot little story about how some idiot had tried to get in the way of her worshiping Master's Cock, so Chanel pushed her down the stairs and left her to die. That's so hot. She's like, my idol. I wish I could do something like that for Master to prove my devotion. 

It's a little complicated because I was the last girl on campus to submit to him—and only because I arrived here so late. So I'll have to prove my devotion in other ways. There are some girls who aren't particularly rich or pretty here at the school. Sure, they're in shape, but they're not really adding to the vibe, you know? 

I've already started daydreaming about just lining some of them next to some stairs to push them down. Or maybe off windows? Maybe I could convince them that if they starve themselves—never eat or drink water again—that Master would want to fuck them?

He wouldn't, of course. Master's Cock is reserved for truly special, incredibly hot pieces of ass. Real sexy, bimbo bad girl trophies like me and Chanel. We're so fucking hot that we know when he takes us back to civilization we're going to give heart attacks and strokes to any old men who gaggle at us—which is, of course, going to be all of them. 

So, then, those starving girls I'm daydreaming will have let themselves waste away for nothing at my suggestion. 

That's pretty evil. I think he would love that—the manipulation, the subtlety. That would be really hot for him, I think. To have brute force fuck-you-up slave Chanel, and send-you-on-an-ego-death-trip Alisha. 

Ungh. 

“I love him so much,” I moan.

Chanel nods, kissing me and then his Cock. “I love him so much.”

Chanel strokes him with her beautiful hands and then moans something about him taking my virginity, but that’s just silly. Master has fucked me countless times. I Love his Cock inside me. I Love being fucked by him. How could I Love being fucked by him if he’s never fucked me before?

His voice is like the voice of God. Which makes sense, because to Me, he is God. Sucking and stroking and licking him feels so good—constantly orgasmic. Holy. This must be what Heaven feels like.

“Already?” he asks her. “We've only been going a few minutes...”

Chanel gives him the low-lovey-eyes look. “I want you inside her. Please?”

He smiles. “I can't turn you down when you ask so nicely. What about it, Alisha? You want this Cock inside you?”

“Yes, Master! Please, Master!”

There's no hesitation. He would have moved me even if I didn't want to go. He would have forced me; that's so hot. I love it when Master forces girls to do his bidding. He lifts me up—so fucking strong—and sets me down on top of his lap. 

His Cock pushes through my slippery wet folds with almost no resistance. There's a moment of discomfort—I feel him pushing through something, like a hymen, only again that doesn't make sense, because with how much I know he's fucked me there's no way I'm a virgin...

“So fucking tight...” he groans. “Might even be tighter than you were, Chanel...”

Jealousy marks Chanel's face, but it's surpassed by the heat she feels at our Master's pleasure. 

“Good, Daddy.” She puts her face right next to mine, kissing my neck and shoulders, squeezing my tits. “I want her tight for you. I knew she would be. That's why I chose her...”

He starts lifting me up and down his Cock and thrusts upward into me. I gyrate my hips, holding the edges of his throne, urging my hot teen pussy up and down. 

Chanel helps too—perfectly in tune with her Master's fucking, she pushes me down when he pushes up, and slides her slick cunt against my bare skin to lift me up when he pulls down. Her sexy baby bump slides up and down his side; her delicious milk dripping down his arm, through the valley of his hard abs, and mixing in to the precum and pussy honey pooling around his Cock. There's not a moment when his Cock isn't deep inside me, when her heavy, milk-dripping tits aren't sliding all over my shoulders and arms. 

His face buries in my big, healthy, happy tits. A better pair of tits he won't find anywhere—they're even bigger than Chanel's, and she's pregnant. My pussy clenches with orgasm as his tongue runs across my nipples. 

“Oh god, Daddy...you're so good...”

Voices—my voice—our voices get fevered as he fucks me harder and gets closer to cumming.

“Oh, he’s gonna cum in you,” moans Chanel. “Oh fuck, I’m so jealous. I’m so jealous. Oh, fuck, please do it, Daddy! Please cum in her!”

“Please cum in me! Yes Master! Yes, Daddy! Please fucking cum in me! Make me pregnant! Make me pregnant just like her!”

He erupts inside of me. There’s so much cum I can’t even believe it. It powers into my g-spot and I cum again and again. I cum from the sensation and then I cum harder, knowing he's cumming. That's the most important thing—that Master cums. Nothing is more important than that. 

I'm crying, I'm so happy. Biting his shoulder. Chanel biting me. All of us thrusting, sliding, dripping, cumming together. 

I know I'm pregnant. I know I'm right behind Chanel—that we'll be pregnant for him, only ever him, at the same time. 

Inside of me, Master's Cock stirs even as he shoots a few more post-surge loads. He's not satisfied, I can tell. He's too turned on by what Chanel was doing—shoving me up and down his Cock like that. That's fine by me. 

Eagerly, I slip off of his still-hard Cock and urge Chanel on top. She's as wet as I am except for all the cum dripping from my pussy. She slides right on his Cock just like I did—except for one difference.

See, she held me down on his Cock by my hips and shoulders. 

But me?

I'm holding Chanel down by her throat.

“A-Alisha...?”

Right away she can't breathe. I'm holding her hard. Choking her. Forcing the air out of her body. 

“How's this for wicked, Daddy?”

Almost right away, he's fucking her harder than he even fucked me. It turns him on—seeing me do this to her. Take power away from her like this. 

I choke Chanel harder, urging him to fuck her harder. She spurts and sputters, struggling to speak. Cumming hard; her cunt clenching on Master's Cock. Struggling to breathe. I'm not choking her safely. I don't care if she dies on his Cock if it makes him happy and hard.

“Please Daddy? I promise I won't let her go no matter how much she begs. I'll choke her out, Daddy. I'll do whatever you want me to do.”

Chanel looks at me, a kind of triumph in her eyes even as they get glassy and dazed from her nonstop orgasms and lack of oxygen. She's made me this way; she's so proud. And I know I'll get payback for it later—and I don't mind at all. 

I start cumming just from rubbing my freshly-pregnant body against Chanel's dynamite form. Seeing her fucked by Master. She's cumming because she can't not—Daddy's Cock is inside her and girls always cum from Daddy's Cock. And I can see he's cumming too, or just about to. Wrapping his hands around mine. Holding her tight on his Cock. Entire gorgeous body flexing, tensing, starting to blow his load. 

“I love you, girls.”

We moan and cum together, Chanel sounding like she's on her last breath even as her body convulses with pleasure. He erupts inside of her and his leftover seed spills out from her tight young pregnant pussy all over my legs and the slaves beneath us. 

Chanel's turning purple. Daddy looks at our hands around her throat. 

Maybe I'll let go. Maybe I won't. I'll let Daddy Decide. Either way, I'll be happy—because he'll be hard.

I'm a bad girl now. 

# # #
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter!

* * * * *
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

What's next?

––––––––
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WHAT OTHER THOROUGHLY hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

Bimbo Pill – Hot Crush

Sexy Rhonda has a sexy plan to turn her crush's wife into a bimbo to make him less interested in being married...but it backfires horribly. And sexily.

Bimbo Processing Unit – Hot Household

John discovers a VR helmet that provides him an escape from his dull, loveless marriage. But when the helmet makes the women in his life kneel before him, the fantasy becomes an amazing reality!

Harem Maker – The Professor

Ethan is polishing off his plan to finish his harem (who regularly “polish” him off as well), but the gorgeous sorceress Izabel stands in the way...

Hypno Headphones – The New Student

Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...

Harem Maker – The Gym Bunny

Ethan widens his grip on his power and his harem, and makes the local gym his base of operations. He recruits dozens of new girls and one new mega-babe...and meanwhile, the wickedly gorgeous immortal continues her plot against him.

––––––––
[image: image]


HYPNO HEADPHONES – The Headmistress

The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress. 

––––––––
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HAREM MAKER – THE DREAM Girl

Ethan has a one-off date with the girl of his dreams that ends with her declaring him her Master forever. Before his head can stop spinning, she's already gathering new slaves for him to breed with his transforming, super-hunk body? What the heck is happening, and more importantly...who will be the next addition to his harem?

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

Just 18 Fantasies

EIGHTEEN sexy stories of BARELY EIGHTEEN babes desperate to be fucked as hard as possible by strong alpha studs. 

Bimbo Genie - The Bundle 

Airhead sex genie Zanthia is obsessed with cock, but forbidden to touch, so she lives vicariously through the wishes of one Master after another. But will she be ever be able to satisfy her craving?

Forbidden Cravings – A Bundle

TWENTY stories sampling treats and tricks from all over the Nadia Nightside catalogue!

Bimbo Office – The Bundle

The FULL story of the gorgeously mindfucked Delilah and her mission to become her Master's Number One Bimbo Office Pet!

Fertile Cravings – A Bundle

TWENTY gloriously sexy tales of hot beauties who need to breed and the alpha males who are all too happy to make their day!

Harem Desires – A Bundle

Ever dreamed about harems of beautiful women serving one lucky guy? These TWENTY stories are just for you.

Haughty Queen Fantasies

TWENTY stories of brilliantly snobby, sexy women brought to their knees to serve the ONLY man who can own their pristinely perfect bodies.

Kinky Fantasies – A Bundle

TWENTY sexy stories of every kink you could think of, and probably a few more. A great place to get started if you're just starting to read Nadia Nightside tales!

––––––––
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FIRST TIME FANTASIES

TWENTY delectably devilish tales of achingly hot virgins finding true love (and LOTS of cums) in their first coupling with hyper-hung studs and lucky nerds. 

Alpha Male Fantasies

Men belong on top—in charge and dominant. In these twenty stories, they definitely are, and don't care if a girl says “no.”

Naughty Fantasies

Try a sampler of twenty different series, each with their own kinks, surprises, and delights!

––––––––
[image: image]


SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.

Hope to hear from you soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Hypno Headphones? Then you should read
              
                Bimbo Processing Unit - Needy Boss by Nadia Nightside!
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        John used to be hard-luck, now he's just plain HARD. The special VR Helmet he found has turned his home life into an erotic wonderland, with the women of the house becoming his fertile, bimbofied sexual playthings. They beg for his seed, need to carry his heirs, and sport devilishly hot bodies with overflowing cups. Even his hot neighbors, formerly so cruel and callous, begin to serve. When his hard-line, snobby boss Sharon investigates to see where he's been, she uncovers the secrets of his sensual harem almost right away. But instead of scared, she's turned on. And instead of running, she wants to make sure she's in his good graces by bringing him another super hot babe to own along with herself!


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
    
	    
	      [image: Nadia Nightside]
	    

	  
	    About the Author

        
            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:


http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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