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This entire series was written as a commission for an amazing fan. If this reminds you of another series of mine, that’s because it’s a sort of a “What If?” version of Hypno Headphones, exploring what might have happened if gorgeous hottie Chanel got control of the special mind control devices featured there before they got to control her. Thank you! – N.N.

I’ve been smiling and posing—legs together, chest out and up, ass flexed, back straight—for over thirty minutes in the dance studio. I can do this for at least another three hours without getting tired or my smile looking false. We practice this all the time, mostly in our dorms. Alyssa and I will just stare at one another, cumming and smiling and posing, thinking of Mistress Chanel and how wonderful it is to obey her will.

I look spectacular, of course, as do all of us. We wear skintight spandex leotards with deep scoop necklines, our breasts heaving from the corset-like tension on our torsos. Every salivatory inch of our slender thighs and utterly built, dancer's asses shown off by the clingy fabric.

Alyssa, my roommate and bestie and girlfriend, is right next to me. If we were allowed to, we’d be holding hands. The entire student body is here, all twenty of us—each one of us pristinely beautiful, thin, toned, tall, tight, gorgeous, and between the ages of eighteen and twenty-one. Our hair long, vibrant, and shiny.

We're real women; beautiful women. Only beautiful women are real women—and in fact, only beautiful women are real people. Mistress Chanel taught us so. 

All of us utterly mindfucked by Mistress Chanel. All of us totally controlled, seductive instruments of mass distraction and destruction able to siphon away the funds of entire banking systems into the coffers of our indomitable Mistress. She's the most beautiful woman in the world, and soon to be the richest, and even if she wasn't, she would still be able to fuck up the minds of anyone she wants with her endless amounts of hypnotic technology. 

We wait because Mistress Chanel ordered us to wait. There is no other option. We would wait all day, all night, all week, until the end of the world if need be. We would end the world for her, with blank happy smiles on our beautiful faces. 

My gaze continues to meet the reflection in the mirror as I wait, watching my breath mist up the glass with each soft exhale. My body feels electric with anticipation - every muscle taut under the restrictive fabric of our outfits, every movement calculated to display our perfection. 

I'm so fucking pretty. I'm easily the prettiest of Chanel's students. Even if she didn't tell me this constantly, I would think so. I love myself. The only thing I love more than my beauty—classic blond, regal nose, high cheekbones, bright puffy lips, smoldering eyes, and utterly stacked tight eighteen-year-old bod—is Mistress. I love Mistress, then there's 99 place-holders for the various iterations of her beauty, and then there's me—and then another 99 place-holders, and then there's Alyssa.

Alyssa looks a lot like me—probably why I love her so much—except brunette instead of blond. But she's classically hot like me, the kind of girl who looks like she would make the prom queen cry from jealousy. She's classy, she's hip, she's gorgeous, and she's my girlfriend and roommate. 

Alyssa subtly adjusts her stance next to me, her long chestnut hair shimmering in the light as she shifts her weight from one leg to another. Our fingers brush, and we both cum, inhaling sharply and suppressing our instant moans. 

We're so fucking in love.

I can hear the new arrival speaking to Mistress Chanel before I see her.

"I don't think I shall long to decide."

“Do not rush on their account,” says Mistress Chanel, at the other end of the line of girls, close to the door. “They’ll be here for as long as you require.”

Chanel smells like flowers and sweat; it's intoxicating. Her perfectly tanned skin glistening under the studio lights, her long dark hair gathered in a messy bun at the nape of her neck. The gentle sway of her hips as she walks betrays an athletic grace that matches our own. She's dressed in the same dance practice outfit as us—hot skintight leotard with revealing panels of skin on the sides (hers is white), incredibly tall strappy heels, and a loose sweater. Her voice is smooth and confident, almost taunting as she speaks with Christiane.

“Thank you,” says the woman, whose name is Christiane. I've heard Mistress Chanel speak of her many times, almost entirely with contempt. “We need only three.”

Though Mistress Chanel appears friendly enough—smiling, her voice warm and knowing, her posture open—I know this is all a façade. She hates Christiane and everything she stands for with a passion; I think Christiane knows it too, and yet all the same they participate in this weird game of courtesy and false-mutual-understanding.

I’m not allowed to turn my head, not allowed to move at all save for blinking. But just from hearing Christiane's voice, I can tell she’s beautiful, which is a relief. She smells like money, like power, like control. 

There’s a difference to how beautiful women sound—a confidence, an easiness, a happiness with everything about who they are. I just hate unattractive people— unattractive women, especially. I’d be delighted if every ugly woman on earth was culled from the population.

We’d all be so much happier for it. Mistress Chanel tells us so, and so of course it's true.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath as I revel in the anticipation of the moment. My breasts rise and fall with every breath, slightly pushing against the confines of my leotard. The cool air from the vent above us sends shivers down my spine as it brushes against my heated skin, my nipples protruding—erect and excited. 

“Th-three girls?”

It’s the first time I’ve ever heard Mistress Chanel disturbed. My heart races. I want to go to her, cling to her, whisper how it’s all going to work out, lick her pristine pussy until she never has a single worry ever again.

“It’s only ever been two in the past," Chanel continues. "I’ve brought them up in pairs, as you can see. Three is...an inconvenience.”

“I’m sure you can handle an inconvenience. Or should we have it be five?”

As Christiane steps into view, I can't help but admire her form. She's stunning - tall and lithe with flowing dark hair that cascades around her shoulders and high cheekbones that could cut glass. Her curves—lusciously built—are enhanced from the tight, luxurious cut of her tight tan mini-skirted suit. Her beauty is more exotic than mine or Alyssa's or even Chanel's—she looks Brazilian.  

I know Mistress so well that I can tell when she is displeased merely from hearing her voice.

“Three is more than acceptable," says Mistress Chanel. "I am simply surprised, that’s all. Why the change?”

“You are gaining in power all the time. The more power you have, the greater your tithe.”

Christiane pauses in front of me, examining my bone structure carefully. There’s quite a lot to admire. Her nipples tent in her soft, expensive silk blouse. I want to seduce her, ruin her life, make her make promises to me and destroy everything she is just so I can give it all to Mistress Chanel. It’s the only way I feel arousal anymore.

I love my new life. I love being a tool of seduction, power, submission, and destruction for my Mistress. 

I want to please her more than anything. She adores my tongue on her clit—and of course I do too—but I constantly feel the need to prove myself to her even more. She must see the potential in me waiting to be unleashed—a submissive queen who aches to paint the world in Chanel's colors, crush all who oppose her under my stiletto-clad heels ever so silently. I just need her to give me a chance to prove myself capable.

I long for the day when Mistress Chanel rules the world with me clinging to her high heeled feet, licking the base of her throne. Mistress Chanel has promised that day is soon, so close she can taste it on the air.

My face remains blank, smiling, happy as Christiane pokes and prods my perfect body. But all I think of is how badly I want to see Christiane’s eyes glazing over with the perfect submission to Chanel’s indomitable will—to see this utterly gorgeous, artistically sculpted masterpiece of a woman kneeling before my Mistress and begging to lick her goddess pussy. 

I want to see it in Christiane’s eyes—the knowledge that Mistress Chanel’s time is coming. 

Despite my ache for her knees to touch the floor, I can’t help but feel stark arousal at Christiane’s proximity. She’s truly gorgeous, rivaling perhaps even Mistress Chanel. I feel like I could orgasm on the spot just at her presence, her touch, her gaze. I know her type well – cruel, sadistic, and beautiful, exactly the kind of woman that Mistress Chanel would approve of.

“We do these checks and balances with everyone. It’s the only way to keep everyone from murdering one another. Or worse.” Christiane smiles at me, her eyes narrowing. I feel like she can read the murderous, life-destroying intent in my brain even though my stare is completely pleasant and blank, and my smile is eagerly wanton. “You might even try to seduce me again and ruin my reputation.”

“That was a long time ago,” says Mistress Chanel. “And I’ve no desire to experience the backlash once again.”

“You didn’t like calling me Mistress? You didn’t like serving my pussy? Licking me and begging to be mine forever and ever?”

Chanel blushes, turning to one side. She is clearly turned on and furious. Something about this should perhaps be surprising to me—something about Chanel being controlled somehow. But the thought is so alien that it simply disappears almost as soon as it appears, like oil running off wet ocean rocks.

“Must you bring that up every time you visit?”

“It was very pleasant making you submit. You’re lucky we anticipate all you new blood trying to fuck your administrators.” Christiane’s eyes lock with mine. “Beautiful, isn’t she? Perhaps I’ll take her as my own?”

My stomach flips with fear and desire. I would do anything for Mistress Chanel. Anything. But to be given to this woman—a symbol of the old order, the Administration, an upholder of the disgusting, disgustingly ugly status quo—is a fate worse than death itself. But if it meant pleasing Mistress, then I would gladly—

“If you want to arrange a meeting with her for your own purposes,” says Mistress Chanel, breaking my chain of thought, “I would direct you to our website, where you can peruse her profile and book an appointment.”

Christiane raises an eyebrow and turns away from me at last. Mistress Chanel remains composed—there are mirrors everywhere, and Christiane would be able to see any break in her composure easily. And yet the tiniest of glances towards me indicates the feelings of deep, intimate possession and romance Chanel feels for me. 

I am her favorite, favorite girl. She hasn’t even sent me out to be with any men yet. She wants me “unsullied.” 

The other girls hardly sully themselves, even advertised as they are via Mistress Chanel's website. 

Ostensibly, it's a kind of sugar-daddy dating website, the sort where wealthy men try to pick up young women who want to be spoiled: Chanel's List. 

Of course, only the wealthiest men are allowed access (Mistress Chanel requires statements from their checking, savings, and investment accounts to verify their wealth). In reality, it operates more like her own brothel with its very own website, as all the girls advertised are exclusively the property of Mistress Chanel. 

From the instant of meeting them, the girls use Mistress Chanel's technology—hypno headphones, unending amounts of pheromones and chemicals, and powerful mind-melting beats and spirals—to fuck up the brains and lives of these men. 

The most erotic thing they do is to encourage those pathetic losers to give up their money by coaxing them to one mind-breaking orgasm after another. There’s no penetration; I happen to know for a fact that every single dancer here hasn’t even seen a naked cock, let alone had one inside her for any reason. 

That’s not entirely true, I suppose. The most erotic thing is coming back to Mistress Chanel after they drain them dry and licking her pussy while she gloats about their incumbent deaths at her direction. 

Once a man is emptied of all his wealth and capital, he hardly has any uses—Mistress Chanel typically instructs them to off themselves. Fires, car collisions, drownings—anything that can look like an accident. 

The only problem?

Well—this world is full of mind controllers, apparently. And the Administration—embodied here by Christiane—keeps them all in line. Their agents are all immune to the effects of mind controlling devices, and sell this immunity to the highest bidders. These bidders are, of course, usually mind controllers themselves on top of being the kind of incredibly wealthy billionaires that Mistress Chanel deserves to drain and destroy. 

Christiane walks down the line to the end and then turns back. Her tall, tight form is incredible in her luxury suit. Every movement of her legs is like watching art move. 

She takes a breath, pointing. “Her. Her. And her.”

She deliberately picks girls outside of our pairings—taking three rather attractive seniors who I haven’t spent time with. In the mirror, I can see their dispositions crack with the sudden, forced madness of being broken away from Mistress Chanel. I see the same from their roommates, torn away from the loves of their lives.

Mistress Chanel does not hesitate, however, quickly shuffling the chosen dancers toward Christiane.

“Rachel, Gloria, Tracy, do as Madam Christiane says. Obey her as you would me.” She turns to the three remaining. Each looks absolutely devastated despite their wide, eager smiles and please-fuck-me eyes. “Alina, Ruby, and Bastina...you are now roommates. You’re very excited about this.”

They turn to one another and giggle, bouncing with sudden eagerness. Their madness forgotten. They hold hands and smile, not speaking (Mistress forbade speaking until Christiane leaves) but sharing knowing looks and biting their lips and quickly grinding their bodies into each other. 

I can't help but watch with a mix of disgust and fascination as the three chosen dancers eagerly shuffle towards Christiane. My Mistress Chanel has such power, controlling their every whim and desire like puppets on strings. A sick, twisted smile tugs at my lips as I imagine her doing the same to me—guiding my body, dictating my pleasure, making me submit without breaking my spirit. It's intoxicating. 

I don’t want to leave, ever—but I would relish feeling Mistress Chanel’s power over me in such a way, even if it was so much power that it compelled me to ignore her power. 

The air around us fills with the chosen three's nervous energy; electricity practically sparks between them as they exchange excited glances and whispered promises of what awaits them with Christiane's ownership. They strut their way over to her, each one moving with an unmatched grace that only comes from years of training under Mistress Chanel's tutelage. 

They will be held by the Administration for a time and then distributed, brainless and obedient, to someone who needs to be influenced or controlled to allow for the Administration to maintain its wealth, status, and power. 

Chanel lets Christiane walk ahead for a few seconds before turning back to us.

“Practice begins again in thirty minutes. Until then, relax.”

She closes the door behind her. 

The thumping, hard stereo turns up, pouring mindfuck audio into our thoroughly melted brains. Alyssa and I pull into one another, kissing as hard as we can. Loving each other, loving Mistress, and loving each other harder because we both love Mistress Chanel so fucking much and because we're still students here, not taken away by the Administration's tithe. 

Alyssa pushing and grinding and tasting me, tasting the favor of Mistress Chanel on my lips—loving me even more than she knew possible because Mistress Chanel loves me so deeply. Both of us aching and doting on one another because we’re young, we’re hot, we’re tight, we’re sexy, and because Mistress Chanel commands it—and her command makes it even hotter, and knowing that makes it even hotter, and knowing that makes it even hotter...

Our fingers find each other’s pussies. Just like all the other girls present. Grateful we’re still together. Grateful for our Mistress. Grateful to be slaves to the greatest woman on earth.

* * * * *
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“THAT FUCKING BITCH. That fucking bitch.”

Several hours later, Mistress Chanel stands up in her office, fucking my mouth with her cunt, knocking my head against the side of her desk while she rants.

“Did you see her? Did you fucking see her? Three. Three! It’s been two girls for a fucking year, and now three, with no warning. Fuck!”

I just moan and lick. It’s all I’m supposed to do. I’m so grateful to be used like this, to be her favorite, to be able to hear what’s on her mind. She’s so important. 

I’ve spent six hours bumping and grinding and dancing with Alyssa and the other girls, and still my tight, toned body isn’t tired. The constant workout of Mistress Chanel’s mindfuck dance routines has my body hard and supple in all the right ways—and the constant flow of milk at night from Alyssa’s perky, hot, delicious tits gives me constant energy.  

“And she took off-partner girls, just because! Just to teach me some fucking lesson I wasn’t even contesting!”

I’ve learned so much since Mistress Chanel has identified me as her favorite pet. All of her students are partnered up in the way that she has us because it makes us easier to condition, to control. When we’re happily and constantly fucking a partner, all we really want is to nest and snuggle in—which means our brains are more receptive than ever to being thoroughly fucked.

“And then there’s Alina and Ruby and Bastina...” She growls, fucking my face harder. “...it will take me at least six weeks to condition their minds to love each other the way they loved their partners. And we have the fucking show in three weeks and Rachel and Gloria were center stage, of course. Of course she knew. That bitch. That fucking bitch.”

I moan into her cunt. My tongue lapping at her clit, my hands clinging up her tight, impossibly thin, beautiful legs. Fingers gripping her ass cheeks and abdomen. I lick her pussy harder, desperate to please her, feeling the anger vibrate through her cunt into my face.

I hear her orgasm a moment before it even happens, feeling her wet juices pouring out onto my face and down my chin. 

She moans, long and deep into the cushioned sofa as she collapses backward onto it, panting and sweating.

“At least there’s you,” she sighs, petting my head as I look up at her with a placid look on my face. “At least there’s always you. Fuck. You are hot.”

My heart swells with pride. I slide into her lap and purr contentedly as she strokes the thick mane of my blond hair. 

Inspiration takes over, and I have to speak, even though I am afraid of displeasing her.  

“Mistress, I would like to volunteer to capture her for you. Should we be able to hold her overnight in the school, I am sure she would see the error of her ways and—”

Chanel slaps me. Hard. I can taste blood from where my cheek tore into my teeth.

She hasn’t instructed me to cry. So, of course, I hold my tears back.

“Shut up," she hisses. "Don’t even speak of such things or I’ll bury you like I did your mother and father when they came looking for you.”

A few weeks ago, my mother and father thought it would be a good idea to give me a surprise visit. They found me knee deep in Lara and Mistress Chanel’s pussy in my dorm. Mistress Chanel then, rightly, had me eliminate them and bury their bodies in an unmarked grave to keep them from ever asking any unfortunate questions. 

I don’t miss them. I hate them. I love Mistress Chanel and only her now. She’s the only Mommy I’ll ever need.

“The Administration can’t be fucked with, do you understand? Even if we somehow captured and controlled her—she’s immune, you idiot, by the way—they would know, and then we would be in opposition of the entirety of their resources. Do you have any idea how many billions and billions they control? It’s an organization of mind controllers! It’s—” She huffs. “Nevermind. Come here, sweetie. I’m sorry I struck you.”

She holds me close, my face resting against her large, perfect D-cup breasts. Her hard nipples slide against my cheeks. I think hitting me made her more excited. Nnngh, that's so hot. I love her so much. 

“Forgive me, Mistress.”

“You did deserve it. But I’m still sorry.”

I did deserve it; she’s very right. I shouldn’t have made her hit me. It’s always right when Mistress hits me; I should have anticipated her needs better. I made her do it. Next time, I’ll be better. If I can just be hotter, sexier, more obedient, if I can just lick her hot perfect pussy better, then she’ll know she never needs to do it again...

“Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” she purrs, stroking my cheek. “You know I love you, right? You know that?”

“Yes, Mistress. I know you love me, Mistress.”

She smiles and her beauty and power wash over me like a tide, sweeping away all other thoughts but her next desire. She looks into my eyes, holding my face as she inspects it for damage from her slap. The skin is red, but that’s all.  

“Our show is just days away.” She smiles. “You’ll be my new star, though, won’t you? You’ll be the one they all crawl on their knees for.”

Any thoughts of her striking me are forgotten immediately under the wave of honor and heady pride I feel at her recognizing my worth. 

“Yes, Mistress. Anything, Mistress. I’ll do perfectly for you, Mistress.”

“I know you will, my perfect little pet.” She smirks, pinching my cheek where she just struck it. My cunt spasms with delight. “And I’ll find a way for you to show me your appreciation.”

* * * * *
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BACK AT THE DORM, I can already hear the night’s music playing. All of us are now the thoroughly mindfucked property of Mistress Chanel, but we all understand that we could be even more of her property if we were truly lucky.

The way it works is this—at night, we are constantly inundated to mindfucking audio and lights. They melt our useless wills and personalities and reforge us to be more and more of what Mistress Chanel wants—obedient, mindless, happy, smiling servants of her desires. 

It only took about forty-five minutes to completely rewrite who we are, whenever it was this all started. Everything beyond that just reinforces the titanium-bonded mountain of concrete foundation of our utterly Chanel-fucked brains. 

If we ever need more time mindfucked, or even more intense sessions, we can use the special pairs of headphones that Mistress has supplied in triplicate in every room in the school. 

I’ve been here now for more than three months. I’m in my room for almost all the time I’m not dancing in the studio—at least ten hours a day. All that time spent with her music, her voice, her will...and it’s never enough. I need more, constantly more. She is my whole, whole world, and I am so grateful for it. 

And of course, Alyssa is too. 

There is, of course, one little wrinkle in all of that—Alyssa’s weird fixation on “Daddy.”

We’ve been roommates now for some time, and she’s always dreaming about this Daddy. Waking up in the middle of the night, fingering herself madly, aching to serve and adulate and worship his cock. 

In a certain way, I’ve internalized it as serving Mistress’s will. After all, she controls everything at this school, so wouldn’t this be part of everything? I sort of assume it’s just how she wants me and Alyssa to love one another—to be obsessed not only with Mistress Chanel as our Mommy but with this invisible, impossible figure as our Daddy. 

He’s enormous, Alyssa told me. His cock is enormous. His muscles are enormous. He’s the manliest man who’s ever existed. He can fuck for months, years. He breeds every woman he fucks. Every pussy in the world should belong to him. 

Such a man can’t really exist. So it’s just a fantasy Alyssa and I share to get closer to one another, to appreciate the reality of our Goddess even more. No one could ever really own our Goddess, but there’s something in our psyches that needs a man and a woman together. Something that needs an eternal cock to pair with Mistress’s eternal pussy. 

So, Mistress Chanel has given us Daddy. It’s so smart. I haven’t even mentioned it to her because I didn’t want her to think I was stupid. It’s obvious it’s part of her control, like the constant audio or the headphones or any of the rest. 

So, as I return back to my dorm, freshly fucked by Mistress Chanel and aching to fall into bed with Alyssa to snuggle-fuck and cuddle-fuck our way into the morning, gleefully mindfucking ourselves into deeper ownership by Mistress and enjoying our fun little pretend fantasy about Daddy, I am excited. 

Inside the room, the strobe lights of Mistress’s influence have already begun. Endlessly rotating spirals fill the massive screen on the living room wall. The deep thrumming of the endless soundtrack to our submission makes me unconsciously gyrate and sway as I move, stopping to grind and helplessly hump kitchen counters and the sides of empty bookshelves. Despite cumming for hours all day long, I still need to cum with Alyssa.

In our bedroom, though, a gorgeous young woman is sitting on our very large bed, holding Alyssa to her incredibly huge, lactating tits. She is built and voluptuous and clearly pregnant, wearing a tight red dress that is pulled down to her well-muscled, swollen abdomen. Her hair, rich and dark, slides over Alyssa's fuck-glazed face. 

“That’s it, honey. Just drink me up. Drink, drink, drink. That’s what Daddy wants.”

Alyssa’s fingers slide in and out of both her own dripping hot pussy and that of this new arrival. Her eyes open just so, barely registering that I’m in the room. The woman sees me and licks her lips, shifting her arm to expose her other tit. 

“Would you like some, love?”

I really, really would. I drink from Alyssa’s hot tits nightly, and this woman’s knockers are even bigger than hers. I’m pretty much addicted to Alyssa’s milk—although it tastes much, much sweeter than any milk I’ve ever had and makes my entire being cum from the moment it hits my tongue. 

But—this person is an intruder. Mistress Chanel demands vigilance. 

“Sorry, who are you?”

“I’m Deborah, dearie.” She giggles and latches Alyssa tighter onto her tits. “Alyssa’s newest Mommy.”

She’s not her real Mom, of course. Alyssa has told me all about Deborah, her (previous) best friend and neighbor. She described a nerdy gymnast type, a loner who only ever got along with Alyssa. 

This woman, though...

This beauty is a total fucking smokeshow. 

Her massive tits, straining against the confines of her built, toned arm. They are calling to be sucked, to be squeezed—to churn out enough milk for an entire continent’s worth of brainwashed women.

Deborah’s pretty face grins at me with the same knowing smile of Mistress Chanel’s. A calculating, predatory look that says she could devour me whole if she wanted to and I would thank her for the privilege. 

Her tight ass spills from the sides of her red dress, her thighs thick and muscular. Her abs poke out under her swollen stomach.

Deborah moans as Alyssa’s hands slide down to tease her throbbing clit and fill her up. 

I should go get Mistress Chanel about this intruder—but there’s a part of me, a part that feels like maybe it’s been there all along, that aches to join them. Deborah has an open, welcoming air about her—and she’s so pretty, so hot, with such big boobs—

She catches me staring, of course. 

“Don’t you want to see how I taste?”

I don’t.

Except...

I really, really do.

I lock eyes with Alyssa—and the pleading there lures me in even harder. I’m melting, dripping, sweating as I slip down to the bed. Even then, I tell myself it’s just to pull Alyssa away, it’s just to get away, but something about the scent lures me in, making me feel almost intoxicated as I slip down onto the bed and push my face into Deborah’s chest next to Alyssa’s lovely body.

“That’s it, sweetie," says Deborah. "Go ahead and drink Mommy’s milk. I want you to. I want you to so bad. Please?”

As I press my face between Alyssa's naked body and Deborah's, her fragrant chest fills my senses. The scent of her skin and the warmth of her body are intoxicating. I can feel the softness of her breasts against my cheeks and see the pink nipples standing tall, beckoning me closer. Deborah's breasts are full and plump, with delicate pinkish-brown areolas surrounding the dark nipples that seem to pulse with every ragged breath she takes.

I’ve tasted tits lots, of course. I lick Lara’s and Mistress Chanel’s constantly, as well as anyone Mistress Chanel orders me to take a fancy to. This time it's different though - there's a certain allure to it that goes beyond just the act of suckling. Perhaps it's the scent of Deborah's skin or the warmth emanating from her body as she holds them out for me, but something about it feels more intense, more intoxicating. The nipples are hard and pebbled, awaiting my mouth and glistening with thick, sumptuous milk.

Without thinking, my tongue darts out to circle one of those hardened peaks, tasting the sweetness of her flesh and milk. It's unlike anything I've ever tasted before—rich and creamy, almost like a velvety smooth custard that melts on my tongue instantly. Electric waves of pleasure power up and down my body.

Deborah moans above us both. “That’s a good girl. Oh, God, yes, just like that.”

I can’t help but moan as well—the vibration of my moaning only heightening the sensation for everyone involved. Alyssa starts grinding her hips against mine, trapping Deborah's hand between us, and I can feel how wet her thighs are.

“You like that, don’t you?” Deborah asks Alyssa, who blushes and nods.

“Y-yes, Mommy.”

Deborah smirks at her. “Such a naughty girl. You like it when people call me Mommy, don't you?"

“Oh, fuck yeah,” moans Alyssa, her hand moving against mine, clasping tight, like she does when she moans how much she loves me for hours at a time. “Fuck, yes! Suck Mommy’s tits, baby? Please? Call her Mommy?”

Alyssa's passion spurs me on further, and I find myself greedily taking as much of Deborah's titflesh into my mouth as I can, sucking and sucking like a desperate baby. 

"...Mommy..."

I barely recognize my own milk-drunk voice. My tongue lashes at her nipple, lapping up every drop of the sweet nectar that leaks from it. The more I suckle, the more Deborah moans, her hands tangling in my hair and guiding me closer to her chest.

I feel Alyssa's hand on my crotch now, rubbing me through my panties as we both continue to feast on Deborah's bountiful breasts. Her fingers are soaked.

Deborah moans above me and Alyssa, her hands tangling in our hair as she grinds her hips against our faces. "That's it, babies," she pants. "Suck Mommy's tits, make Mommy cum. I want to feel your little tongues on my nipples, licking and sucking and—"

She lets out a long groan that vibrates through my entire body. She tastes even better, more potent than Alyssa—whose milk I've been drinking for months now. Deborah's milk is ambrosia itself, filling every one of my senses as we both keep drinking from her swollen breasts. The room spins around me as Deborah cries out again and again, her orgasmic moans muffled by Lara's equally aroused gasps. 

She tosses her head to one side and looks down at us, smiling and intimately stroking our thick, gorgeous, milk-wet hair.

“Now, be good girls, and start thinking—this is for Daddy.”

It’s a ridiculous thought. A ridiculous order. I don’t have a Daddy. I certainly don’t have the kind of Daddy she’s talking about.

But Alyssa moans in response, and she’s so fucking turned on by the suggestion of a Daddy that I can’t help but entertain it.

I mean, it’s not like it’s that crazy, right?

Alyssa is here. She’s my best friend. And I love her.

So I close my eyes and pretend.

I lick and suckle at Deborah’s swollen breasts, I let myself imagine what it would be like to have a Daddy too. A Daddy like Alyssa describes.

A real Daddy, who loved and cared for us both.

A Daddy who would be just as cruel and demanding as Mistress Chanel, but even more dominant than her.

A Daddy who fucks me hard every chance he gets. Who fucks Lara. Being hot fucksisterfuckdaughterslaves with Alyssa and fucking Daddy together while he breeds us night after night. Raising his daughters together, teaching them how to be good girls in his new world. Breeding those daughters, and their daughters, and their daughters, a constant cycle of slavery and service and submission. 

I need Daddy.

The thought hits my fucked-up brain like a giant white wall of clarity.

Lara starts moaning through her sucking. “Daddy...”

Whimpering. Grinding and aching.

“Daddy...need Daddy...need Daddy...”

Deborah's hand on my head tightens, knuckles digging into my skull as she orgasms again, this time even harder than before. Her milk sprays across my face and into my mouth in hot, salty jets. It drips down my chin to mingle with Alyssa's juices already there, and I can't help but lick it off we start cumming together, sucking and sucking at Deborah’s breasts greedily as if our lives depended on it.

The three of us collapse onto the bed in a tangled mess of naked bodies and sticky sheets. Spent. Sweaty. Wet with juices, with milk. Fingers trembling over each other's forms. 

Deborah leans over and kisses me slowly, with deep longing pressure. And then, hands running down my tiny tight tall frame, she slides away.

“Well done, dearie. He’ll be so impressed with you.”

* * * * *
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MY DREAMS BOTHER ME.

Normally, like a good girl should, I dream of Mistress Chanel. In fact, she’s the subject and object of nearly every dream I remember for my whole life. Why she would always look the same age even though I remember dreams of her while growing up, I can’t say. Those kinds of questions are too big for sexy girls like me.

It was those dreams that helped inform the kind of person that I am—an endlessly vain evil bitch who strives only to make her inferiors (that's practically everyone) suffer while her Mistress receives all the adulation in the world. 

But these dreams were of...well.

They were all about cock. Big, yummy, mind-fucking cock that I had to obey.

Daddy’s cock.

He was a large man in my dreams, broad-shouldered and muscular, with a square jawline and a thick, bushy mustache. His eyes were cold blue, like ice chips but hinting at hidden fires underneath. He didn’t say much; instead, he let his actions speak for him—dominating both myself and Alyssa as we knelt side by side on his king-sized bed, our asses up in the air as he took us one after another without mercy or pause.

And even though it hurt so much that stars exploded behind my eyelids each time he thrust into me deeply, I couldn’t help but grind back against him harder and harder, begging for more.

It was twisted and depraved and wrong...but it felt right too.

So very right.

I could practically feel it in my dreams, that perfect cock, sticking up hard and swollen between my legs, aching to be touched. Aching to be sucked and fucked and adored and worshiped.

It demanded perfection. 

It excited me how much I wanted it, believed it.

In the dream, I would do it all for Master.

That felt like a betrayal to Mistress Chanel. 

I would never, of course. I would die first.

But the dreams... they were so vivid.

So realistic. And worshiping cock with my beauty felt so right. 

I woke up soaked through my panties, my little virginal hole aching for something I knew didn’t exist.

But something about it—something about last night, about suckling on Deborah’s perfect tits while Lara fucked herself below me—it had felt...right.

Not just right.

Natural. Like it’s my place, as a beautiful woman, to suck on big lactating titties to make myself hotter for Daddy’s enjoyment. 

When I woke, Deborah was gone. Alyssa and I took our normal hour-long shower together, making out and fingering one another and slowly dressing each other afterward. Then, we decided to head to town. 

It’s Saturday, and there’s no class. That doesn’t stop most students from spending most of the time in the studio anyway—good girls are always making their bodies hotter for Mistress—but we are encouraged to spend time in the town to engender worship and tribute from its denizens.

Mostly the town is all women now. Almost all of the men have killed themselves out of despair from being unworthy of our attention. Of course, we cultivated that opinion and their exterminations, and also ensured that all their wealth flowed directly to Mistress Chanel afterward.

The women who remain in the town are, of course, unworthy—or otherwise they would be students at the Luxuria. They are fit, at least, and the ones whose faces are harder on the eyes make sure to wear their hair long or sometimes even wear cowls and burkas to protect themselves from our life-ending criticisms of their ugly existence.

A few men still wander around, tending to the last vestiges of their previous lives, keeping things running until we can finally purge them all.

And they are so pathetic. So desperate for even a glimpse of our toned, nubile bodies in our revealing outfits.

I smile at one, and he nearly has a heart attack right there on the spot.

Lara and I link interlocked fingers and giggle our way down the street, drawing appreciative glances from all around us—even from the other Luxuria girls who walk by with their boy toys in tow. Just being around us elevates them, too.

A man stumbles into my path. I look down at him with contempt, and he shivers and falls into the side of a nearby dumpster, jerking himself off. 

Everywhere, all around, are speakers pouring out a constant stream of Mistress Chanel's will.

Very efficient. Very neat.

Now, the town is ours.

The few remaining men are the ones who do menial hard labor—digging ditches, pouring concrete, laying brick and the like. They're too busy working, or too afraid to look up from their shoe-shines lest they be beaten by the patrolling women.

I spend most of these sorts of days shopping with Alyssa around town, charity-smiling at the beta bitches who stare at our unstoppable hotness.

We begin the day at the cafe. I haven’t yet brought up everything with Deborah. I’m too busy admiring Alyssa and how fucking hot she looks today. Her tits look bigger. Mine do too. I can’t explain it, but I think it has something to do with drinking Deborah’s milk. 

We're wearing casual, tight minidresses. Mine has a big useless leather belt with an oversized silver buckle, the tight black fabric matching the dark suede of my high-heeled thigh-high boots. Alyssa's dress is so pale blue it's almost white, the spaghetti straps barely molecules wide and scooping so low that it's obvious how little of a fuck her insane biology gives about gravity. 

We stop at a café to sit and absorb the attention of the onlookers for a while. We're addicted to Mistress Chanel, it's true, but I think we're equally addicted to attention. We sit in the front window in a booth, side by side, our hands constantly slipping over each other's body. 

“D-do you love me, Lara?”

I adore her too much to be insulted by the question. I tell her constantly how much I love her. I assume she just wants to hear the soft, gentle, urgently affectionate words from my preciously hot lips just like I sometimes do.

“Desperately,” I nod. “I love you so fucking much, Alyssa.”

“That’s so good. I’m so afraid to tell you what I need to tell you.”

She seems truly troubled. My face is pure compassion. It's so hot for her—for me—knowing I'm so deeply capable of the most evil acts in the world but still so ready to soak my perfect girlfriend in nothing but kindness and love. 

“You can tell me anything, baby. I’m here for you.”

“It’s just...it’s about Mistress Chanel. And Daddy.”

I frown, but only just a little. 

“Do we have to talk about that now?”

Something catches her eye behind me, but then she locks her gaze into mine again. 

“We really do. I want you to love him with me.”

“I...” I blush. “I mean, I love our little game. And that thing with your friend, Deborah, um, that was...”

“You mean Mommy.”

I shift, uncomfortable. “Come on, Alyssa.”

She nods, her eyes a little unfocused. “You’re right. I mean, Chanel will be our Mommy soon enough. But only after she bows to Daddy. Don’t you think? She’s so fucking gorgeous. There’s no way anyone else will ever be good enough for him ever again. But he’ll inherit everything she has when he takes over, and that won’t be long at all now.”

I can barely take in everything she’s saying. I can’t even respond, because she stands up—clapping and bouncing—and leaps into the arms of a man who suddenly arrives from behind me. Alyssa slides up and—climbing him like he’s a rock wall—lifts herself up and kisses him passionately. Her teeth rake against his chin and shoulders and chest, her plush lips running all over his hard muscle. She greets him like a long-lost soldier coming home from a war to his ovulating, obsessed wife.

He’s fucking gorgeous, this man. Broad-shouldered and muscular, with a square jawline and a thick, close-trimmed beard. His cold blue eyes...

He looks at me, and I cum.

“Lara, meet Daddy,” she says, pulling away from him but keeping her hand around his broad shoulder. “Daddy, meet Lara. Her pussy is as tight as mine.”

He’s not her real Daddy, of course; they’re not related by blood. But she treats him like a good daughter should treat a Daddy—obedient and subservient and erotically available with every part of her. 

He grunts and nods, shoving Alyssa’s legs apart and pushing her hard into the cushions of the booth. Not waiting for privacy or romance. 

He spreads her legs apart and pulls his pants down. His cock is already hard, streaming with precum, and flushed. 

"Never should have listened to you," he grunts. "Never should have let you come to this school. I could have been fucking you for ages..."

"Yes, Daddy," she nods. "You're so right. I'm so sorry, Daddy. Please, fuck me. Please, do it now?"

He’s an utterly built, musclebound, mindfucking alpha male, and he needs to fuck. 

Nothing can stop him. No one can stop him. I cum again as he enters my girlfriend, his daughter, and cum again as I watch Alyssa obviously orgasm from his entrance. 

I want to hate it. I can feel the jealousy boiling up inside me like bile, but all I can do is stare and masturbate as he pounds my best friend hard right in front of me. His cock... it’s so much thicker than anything I could have imagined. Longer too. Bulging in Alyssa's tiny, tight teenage abdomen. And Alyssa moans louder and louder with each powerful pump into her tight, greedy pussy.

She looks at me, her eyes wild, her jaw slack, and precum dripping down her thighs onto the table.

“Join us, Lara,” she gasps out between moans. “Taste his cock while he fucks me.”

I back up. My body quivering. Hot whimpers leaving my puffy, glossy lips. Seeing his shaped muscles so present, so near, and not being kissed or licked or adored at all except by the one woman he’s chosen to fuck—it’s so wrong. He needs more, he deserves more, Daddy deserves all of it...

“Oh, oh god, Daddy!” Alyssa moans. “Daddy, breed me, please!”

He’s going to. He’s fucking her too hard to last long. The booth has broken off its bolted place in the ground. He’ll fuck her more later, maybe, sweetly and slowly, but for now he’s just filling her up with his obviously ultra-virile load into her super-fertile pussy to make sure she’s pregnant and belongs to him for life. 

And I stand there, envy coursing through my veins like acid, face hot with a blush and my pussy soaking wet. Like some pathetic beta bitch in the street, longing for even a crumb of his attention.

It... It’s so fucking hot. 

It’s so wrong.

“Oh, Daddy, I love you! I love you!”

The air is thick with desire and lust as Daddy continues to pound into Alyssa, their skin slapping together in a rhythmic symphony of heat. He grits his teeth and grunts with each powerful thrust, his massive biceps bulging as he leans forward, forcing his muscular weight into her quivering dancer's frame. The sound of flesh hitting flesh echoes in the café, filling the silence with primal need. His hands grip her hips tightly, leaving lines of red on her porcelain-white skin as he holds her roughly in place. Their hard fucking movements force the booth into the window, cracking the glass.

Alyssa's eyes roll back into her head, mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy, as she surrenders herself fully to the unbridled passion of the moment. Being fucked by her father, being bred by him. She's a vision of debauchery—her perfect breasts bouncing with every savage thrust, nipples hardened to sharp points. 

I can't stop touching myself as I watch. My girlfriend being fucked by her Daddy. My Daddy. My perfect Daddy fucking my love. It's so good. My hand slips between my legs, fingers seeking out the wet heat between my thighs, pleasure coiling low in my belly.

"Daddy!" Alyssa screams, her climax crashing over her in a tidal wave of bliss. Her entire body trembles as she convulses around him, milking his length, coaxing his seed from his muscular frame.

He roars, head thrown back, as his orgasm washes over him. Thick jets of white-hot cum fill Alyssa's waiting depths, marking her as his own. His handle on her hips tightens, fingers pressing into her flesh like vice grips as he empties himself inside her, claiming her as his own in the most primitive way possible.

As their breathing slows and their heartbeats begin to return to a semblance of normality, Daddy removes himself from Alyssa's quivering form, cum still dripping from her abused entrance. 

"I'm so in love with you, Daddy," says Alyssa. "You're the only man alive to me, Master. I live for you. I'm yours forever."

He doesn’t make eye contact with her. He looks at me, cum dripping from his hand and cock onto the table. 

“You next.”

I run. 

* * * * *
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I DON’T EVEN PROCESS where I’m going. I can’t really run-run anymore—Mistress Chanel has commanded us that we’re to strut everywhere we go. So I do a long-legged sexy, urgent attack on the cobblestones of the small mountain town as I rush back towards the school, paying no mind to the women who drop to their knees in reverence or the few men who cower as they fondle themselves uncontrollably. 

My high heels strike each stone hard; if I weren’t so utterly thin and lightweight, they’d probably be in danger of snapping. 

But, of course, they’re fine. They were made for girls like me, and they cost thousands of dollars besides. They’re built for stylish, endless durability because the kinds of girls who wear heels like this—tall, elegant, and sexy—wear heels all the time.

Stupid Alyssa.

Why does she have to love Daddy so much?

Her Daddy, I mean. Not my Daddy. 

My Daddy...

With...with his cock....

The stairs up to the Luxuria Academy are before me. I can already hear the soothing sounds of beautification spells and enhanced moans of worshipful pleasure as I race to them, desperate to get away from Daddy’s eternal, endless, mindfucking cock that is almost certainly breeding Alyssa once again right this very instant. 

But thoughts of my own safety are far from my mind. My mind is reeling. Mistress Chanel betraying us? Alyssa—my own roommate, my best friend—lusting after that...that...Adonis...that God...that hunk...

My heels clack up the steps of the Luxuria academy two at a time. It’s quiet inside, and always feels a little cold without the presence of Mistress Chanel. I don’t know where I’m going until I find myself outside her office door.

I knock tentatively, my heart pounding harder than it ever has during any single workout session.

“Mistress? It’s me, Lara.”

I can hear nothing from the other side of the door. Is she even in there?

The door swings open, and I stumble into Mistress Chanel’s arms. All my emotion comes pouring out of me all at once; I can regulate nothing. Hide nothing. I'm a completely open, transparent book for Mistress at all times. 

“It’s a-awful!” I cry, my pussy dripping wet. “I c-couldn’t stop her!”

I’m grinding into her perfect, tight, Mistress-hot body almost immediately, kissing her neck and chin and jaw and stripping myself down to just the lingerie I wear under my clothes. This is how I always greet her. 

She’s wearing a tight, hot blue dress, 90s business woman chic, with a tight pencil skirt and a white blouse buttoned all the way to the neck. Her glasses rest on the tip of her perfect nose, and her hair is up in a bun. 

“Shh, shh, Lara,” Mistress soothes, picking me up and carrying me into her office. She doesn’t close the door behind us, but I don’t care. All I can think about is how safe I am in her perfect, capable hands. “I know. I know everything.”

Of course she does. She has surveillance through the entire school and the town as well. Her control here is absolute. Except...

Except, well. Daddy is making me doubt her control. I want him so bad, want his giant cock filling up my tiny virgin teen cunt and—

“We have to move fast," she says. "Do you understand? I’m glad you’re here. I need your assistance. The Administration warned me that someone like him might exist from time to time, but they said he would be a nuisance. Nothing like this.”

She walks to her desk and grabs her sexy luxury purse. 

“You’re still utterly mine, aren’t you?”

“Of course, Mistress.”

It feels bad to lie. But I can’t help it. I do want to be hers. But I know some part of me, some irrecoverable piece, belongs to Daddy forever now. 

And I want that piece to only get bigger. 

She pulls out a pocket knife from the bag and clicks the blade open. “Cut yourself.”

Right away, I grab the knife and make to cut my palm. She snatches it away at the last moment and makes a small, apologetic smile. 

“I’d sooner tear apart a Rembrandt than see your skin split. I just had to know.” She walks to the tall standing mirror across from her desk. “Come here, please.”

She’s so incredibly vain that she’s had this tall studio mirror placed across from her desk so she can watch herself in amazing detail at all times.  

“You’re going to help me, all right?”

I see no reason not to; she’s still my Mistress, after all, even if Daddy is clearly my Master.

I realize that almost as soon as I think it—it’s so natural, so easy to call him Master. Just as easy as it is to know he’s my Daddy, my real Daddy. I love him. I want him to own my mind, to own everything about me. 

And all he’s done is be in front of me. That’s how powerful he is. He’s already short-circuited weeks and weeks of constant, ongoing mindfuck from Chanel in just a few seconds of not-even-contact. It’s almost like even knowing he exists is what fucked me up. 

What a man. What a god. 

I wonder if he’ll like my C-cups. Or should I get them done up? But then, drinking Deborah's milk has made them bigger. And more sensitive. And I think they might be leaking, too. Could I drink my own milk and make my titties even bigger for Daddy? I love him so much. I...

I...I need to focus.

Very quickly, she presents a pair of headphones. 

“I want you to take these off of me in about two hours. Two hours, and no sooner. Yes?”

“Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress.”

She stares at her gorgeous features, stroking her face, considering the headphones in her hands. 

“For him to take control of Alyssa like that...Alyssa and apparently everyone else in that café—he must be immensely powerful. It’s a testament to your loyalty that you’re even here now.”

“You saw him, Mistress?”

“I have security feeds in every building in this town, sweetling. It belongs to me.”

“Oh." Right. I knew that. "Did you watch it all?”

I'm thinking, of course, of the way I fingered myself while I watched him fuck my girlfriend and his daughter into his service.

“Of course not. Why bother watching him fuck? I switched it off to get these ready.” She points at the headphones. “They’re full of the highest quality Chanel-worship I have. It’s so concentrated and dense that even a few minutes would drive someone like you insane, and you wanted this to be your life. No, it will only really work on me. I kept it as a contingency.”

I’m curious, of course, even though I’m also relieved she didn’t see me in the security footage. The way I submitted, the way I gave in, even though I ran.

“Contingency, Mistress?”

“If I’m so in love with myself that I can barely function without cumming to my reflection every three minutes, then I’m hardly going to fall in love with someone else, am I? So he’ll quickly have to just take whoever it is he can afford to take, and then move on. I assume there’s a limit, yes? I mean, harems have mouths to feed, after all.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She holds the headphones over her ears. 

“Right." She raises an eyebrow at me. "How long?”

“No less than two hours, Mistress.”

She caresses my cheek and gives me a swift, passionate kiss. “Good girl. I love you.”

The headphones come down, and right away she kneels, pulling at her clothes to reveal her hefty, gorgeous tits in her tiny white lace bra. 

Mindfucking herself to the thought and image of herself. Fucking up her brain on her own beauty and power. Hypnotizing herself to become her own servant. 

“Goddess...” she whimpers. “Holy...I will...I promise...”

It’s happening faster than I thought. 

The only thing that keeps me from passing out from pleasure exhaustion is, strangely, how horny I am. I want Daddy to do this to me. I want him to lock me up and fuck my brains out while forcing me to watch my every move on a monitor. I want him to grind his cock into my face while I cry out that I love him and wish I’d been born on his cock, bred by him my entire life. 

In front of me, Mistress Chanel is already gone, moaning into her reflection and rubbing herself furiously as she strokes one of her luscious breasts. 

* * * * *
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WHEN HE ENTERS, MISTRESS Chanel has been fingering herself and warping her mind for some time—I think over an hour. More than enough to have her fully mindfucked and utterly obsessed with her own appearance and holy presence.

She was already the most vain woman imaginable. I love that about her, of course, as I love everything about her. She mind-controls dozens of beautiful, young, athletic beauties into celebrating and worshiping her and siphons the monetary affection donated to them for all of her own desires, and had zero moral or emotional issues with any of this. 

She is already a narcissist. Now, after an hour of purposefully mindfucking herself on herself, she’s something else entirely. She’s reached a singularity of obsession and worship, where all questions and answers congeal into one single name—Chanel.

I feel him outside the door before he enters. Something in me tugs. Like even the blood in my body wants to jump towards the ground before him and kneel.

He doesn’t knock, of course. People like him—and I have met a surprising amount given the amount of power he holds—never do. Christiane would have used an army of lessers to open the locked door. Chanel would have willed it open through her force of personality, not happy until the door was kneeling and begging for forgiveness for blocking the way.

He simple rips it off its hinges, the same way you or I might rip a paper towel to deal with some spilled milk. He sets the discarded door into the hallway, propping it up and ducking his head through the doorway.

He’s so. Fucking. Handsome.

I don’t have sexual thoughts about men. I never have. Even if I have, perhaps, at some point in my life, Mistress Chanel has so thoroughly fucked my brain that I recall none of them.

Perhaps that’s the flaw in her method, though? Most men I don’t recognize as anything more remarkable than discarded waste. Sentient piles of disgusting refuse to have their money coaxed away and into Mistress Chanel’s clutches where it truly belongs.

So. For a man to register as handsome...

And he’s so. Fucking. Handsome.

It really, really hits hard.

And—the funny thing is—I don’t even really see him. He’s in the shadows at first. I just know he’s handsome. His presence tells me he’s handsome. His demeanor, the way he holds himself, the way he fills the air between my brain and his with his indomitable will.

The first thing I truly notice is how built he is. The thickness of his arms in his tight button-up shirt. The broad expanse of his hard chest. His massive trap muscles and deltoids, the power in his legs and core. He moves like a panther, despite being so utterly jacked that I would have to think he would give Hercules a run for his money.

And then there’s his bulge, of course. So fucking huge. Thick and throbbing even behind his pants. Clearly large enough to break me in half at any time of his choosing—and that’s if he doesn’t choose to break me in half with his bare hands, which he so obviously could.

I’m just a girl, after all, and hot girls like me were made to serve Him. He’s so important. It’s so obvious how important he is.

His eyes captivate me most of all. They’re so cold and calculating, as if he doesn’t see me as a person but an obstacle to be removed or a mathematical equation to be solved.

And I love it. Oh, how I love it. How I want him to find the solution to the problem of me, fucking me into submission and keeping me there forever. 

Alyssa is with him, of course. Hanging on his arm. Her foot popped as she smooshes her hot tits into his bicep. He clearly gets off on her doting. Behind them, kept in the hallway, are a line of the other girls, the dancers at the school. 

Each one of us mindfucked for weeks, months, years by Mistress Chanel. It means nothing within instants of meeting him. 

He's so. Fucking. Perfect.

“Hello again, Lara.” His voice is low and deep, like the rumbling before an earthquake. 

Everything else fades away, including Mistress Chanel. Which is good, because as with all great works of art, I suddenly realize that her total aesthetic perfection only exists in service to the one true God—the only man I could ever want or need.

Not that I could have ever thought such a blasphemous thought before now—but now that I see him my entire worldview has shifted. I am gorgeous for him. I exist for him. My beauty exists only for him. My worth as an entity comes only from my beauty. Other women were put on this earth to feel like shit in front of me, so that Master knows when he fucks me, he’s fucking and owning a goddess who makes almost every other woman alive feel like a bag of shit simply for and by existing. Just by breathing, living, being, I make normal women—uggos and fatties and losers—hate themselves. I fill them with endless, existential emotional and spiritual and mental and physical torment. I am the living avatar of everything they wish they were and could ever be. 

I am the embodiment of the impossible standard, and as such, I represent everything that is good and right and true in this world.

And before him...

I am desperate to please. 

I fall to my knees before him, eyes downcast. “Master.” I say the word like a prayer, and it is. Every fiber of my being wants to serve him, to please him, to please him and only him.

“Stay kneeling.” He says in a voice so fucking deep it vibrates through my whole body, sending shivers of electric pleasure up and down my spine as he prowls closer. The kind of voice that makes me feel special and blessed to hear it.

He holds my chin, turning my face this way and that. Alyssa, at his side, clings to him and smiles. 

“Fuck, you’re pretty. And you’re Alyssa’s girlfriend?”

I cum, breath catching, just from being paid attention to by him. To be of interest to him.

“Yes, Master.”

“Spectacular. We can trade notes on how her pussy tastes later.” Alyssa titters. He looks over at Chanel. “And this...this is the one I heard about, yeah?”

Chanel still has her headphones on, but her eyes are open. I can’t even imagine what’s going on in her mind right now. Her consciousness being assaulted, reformatted on all sides—the headphones fucking her up on who she is, and Master’s presence fucking her up on everything about his existence. I think about stars exploding, gravity slowly forming planets to one day host my new Daddy, and I cum. Everything that exists has only existed in his context; everything can make me cum now.

“Yes, Master. This is Mistress Chanel, Master,” I say, and cum again just for the privilege of saying his title.

“Is she ready to meet her new owner?” He asks, stroking my cheek and sending me into a sea of orgasms.

I cum and cum and cum. My breaths shake. My vision tunnels down to just his amazing forearm right in front of my eyes. Hyperventilating. Breasts heaving. 

People have died for knowing that I've smiled; I cannot exist without the knowledge of this perfect man. 

“She...she’s never...never been owned by anyone...”

He chuckles, and it’s so fucking sexy. “I bet. That’s about to change.” He grabs her by the hair, none too gently, and rips the headphones off her head. “Hey there, babe.” She stares at him with doe eyes as he slaps her lightly “Yeah, you know me. The fucking man. The most Alpha guy in existence. You’ve been a very bad, bad girl, do you know that?”

Her eyes—glazed over by her self-worship—slowly focus. She turns up to see him—a living god of masculinity—and bites her lip and moans. 

She’s going to submit to him. There is no chance she won’t. It’s only a matter of time. Already I can see the love blossoming in her eyes, the obsession, the romantic desire. The crush formulating into intimate, aching love for long soulful fucks on Christmas morning while she wears thick-knit socks and promises to breed him slaves for centuries. 

“You fucked up my daughter, bad girl. You fucked up all these girls, it looks like. Did you think you could get away with it?”

She takes a moment before answering him. A mischievous—evil—glint fills her eyes. She leans into his hand on her face, kissing his wrist, tossing her hair to one side. 

“Of course I did. I still want to.” She licks her lips. “Isn’t that why you want me?”

The way she pushes back so immediately seems to intrigue him. I’m so fucking jealous of her strength and beauty, but she’s been controlling minds so long now that it makes sense she would be able to keep her composure a little. Everything I feel is now entirely wrapped up in Master, and she’s just spent the last hour fucking up her mind by soaking in nonstop ego. There’s just more of her identity, her sense of self, to own. So, it takes longer.

“You don’t want to change anything about me, really.” She smirks.

He groans, and I can tell it’s true. She’s one hundred percent right.

Master wants and deserves good girls. Obedient pets. Eager, submissive playthings and fuckslaves.

But what turns him on the most is a partner. A Queen to his King.

And that’s what she’s offering.

“You want me evil,” she continues. “You want me to cheer you on while you enslave hot, innocent virgins. While you force them. While you one-eighty their sense of reality so hard they cum to the thought of being your bitches. You want me stroking you while you turn soft, liberal dummies into hard-nosed, conservative tradwives begging to be knocked up by their red-blooded god. You want to watch me cum,” she whispers, right into his ear, her breath hot and aching, “as your seed pours into Alyssa or Lara’s fertile womb. While you fuck your daughter. While we make your daughter's girlfriend believe she's your daughter too, and breeds for you. You want to see me cum so hard I pass out as they writhe and moan and fill their inner thighs with your tribute. You want an accomplice. Someone who will laugh and applaud as you bring entire nations to their knees.”

He pulls her into a fierce kiss, and I cum again at their display of lust and raw, unfettered sexuality.

“I...” He nods. “I do.”

“And most of all...” She wraps her arms around his neck. “You want to be able to tell me all your deepest, darkest fantasies while I tell you mine, and we cum together as we share notes on how good it is to be the most important people on earth.” She kisses him softly, insistently. “You want someone to share it all with. A truly evil goddess who will never stop believing she deserves more and more. Isn’t that right?”

By way of answering, her picks her up and slams her down to the carpet with her legs spread open. Quickly, his cock is out and he’s aching to shove inside her.

“Fuck, yeah.” He growls, sliding into her so, so easily. “You're mine now. And I’m yours. Partners.”

“Partners.” She moans, cumming as he enters her. “Oh fuck, Daddy—"

And they're lost to each other. He fucks her harder, and quickly I position my perfect body against his. Alyssa moves across from me, pushing in on the other side. Adoring our two mind controllers, our Mommy and Daddy. My real Mommy and my real Daddy, so eager and grateful for their control. Cumming at her pleasure, at his pleasure, at the pleasure they get from pleasuring each other. In love with their newfound, terrible, awe-inspiring love.

"Let's take it all." Chanel holds him tight, kissing him madly. Permanently, endlessly, instantly in love with him. "Let's take the world."

Chanel's words are a wicked seduction, like a serpent's song that wraps around Master's heart and soul, seeping into his core. He groans in agreement, taking her face in his hands and devouring her lips as he lustfully assents to her spellbinding influence. Their tongues dance wildly, tasting each other hungrily as they share their twisted desires. The room seems to shudder with their passion, the curtains fluttering in ecstasy as if alive itself. Sweat drips from their bodies, mixing together on the sheets creating an erotic sheen that glistens under the dim light.

His thick cock slides into Chanel's tight warmth with ease, filling her perfectly bare pussy. She greedily meets his thrusts, moaning in delight as they become one. 

Breeding her. Marking her. Making her his. 

His hips slam into hers forcefully, and she gasps and moans, arching her back to meet his thrusts as he takes her roughly from on top. Her legs bent and bunched up beneath his chest. Her nails dig into his shoulders as she holds on. Scratching. Bruising. Her teeth raking into his muscles. 

Her breathing becomes ragged and labored as he continues to pound into her, filling her with his thick cock that stretches and fills her tight pussy with each thrust. 

She was a virgin. Just like Alyssa, just like all the girls.

All the girls who—each impossible beauty—are now inside the office with us, on their knees and chanting and begging. 

Mommy...Daddy...Breed her...Mommy...Daddy...Breed her...

The room is filled with an almost otherworldly energy as Master and Chanel engage in their intimate encounter. Their passion is palpable, their desire for each other intense. The air is thick with anticipation and lust as they lock eyes, their bodies moving in perfect sync. We are begging louder than ever. Alyssa and I gyrating madly against Daddy's hips, crying as we plead. 

Mommy...Daddy...Breed her...Mommy...Daddy...Breed her...Daddy...Daddy!

Chanel's perfectly sculpted ass cheeks slap against Master's hard thighs with each powerful thrust inside her. Her hair like a blanket underneath her. All of hair so long and shiny. All of us kneeling, begging, fingering, needing. 

He gropes her full breasts, pinching her hard nipples between his fingers as he thrusts deeper into her wet heat. 

Mommy...

Daddy...

Breed her...

Daddy...

Daddy...!

He's going to cum, I can feel it. His thrusts reaching an impossible speed. 

"Oh my fuck, oh god yes, oh my god fuck her, fuck my Mommy, breed her, oh my god please yes please Daddy please oh my god, oh Daddy wow oh wowww!"

He cums inside of her, and she cums with him, hard. Together, they cling tight, as Alyssa and I cling to their trembling hot bodies. I bite his shoulder as hard as I can and I'm lucky I don't chip a tooth.  

“I love you...” I’m crying as I say it. I don’t know if I mean it for Alyssa, Chanel, Master, or all three. I only know that Alyssa is whimpering in the same, worshipful, lovey-hot way that I am. “I love you...”

Their bodies are slick with perspiration, and they're both panting for breath as they finally come down from their orgasmic high. Master pulls out of Chanel's hot pussy with a wet, satisfied sound, their combined juices dripping onto the floor below. Their chests rise and fall in unison, their heartbeats gradually slowing down to a more normal pace.

Lust, desire and control hang heavy in the room, binding us all together. His new harem leans in, content to snuggle and smother Master in the bodies of more than a dozen perfect dancing slaves. 

Master pulls Chanel closer and kisses her forehead gently. "Good girl," he whispers softly into her ear before turning to Alyssa and pulling her into their embrace as well. "You too." And then he grabs me, kissing me deeply.

It's my first kiss with a boy. I cum again, crying, whispering thank you, thank you, thank you as he tastes my lips and tongue.

Eventually he slides back over to Chanel and Alyssa and I share a look over their shoulders - one full of unspoken admiration for one another and our owners. 

Chanel eventually kisses her way back to full consciousness, holding Master tight.

"You're incredible."

He smirks. "I know."

"I'm going to be the most perfect, evil bitch imaginable for you. Do you know that?"

"I hope so."

"I'm going to ruin lots of lives for you."

"You better."

She thinks for a moment, just smiling up at him. 

“Master,” she says. “How much do you know about what's going on here?"

"I know you've fucked up this town somehow. And all these girls."

The harem around him moans in rapturous appreciation of their controlled brains. 

"I didn't think you would be able to stand against me, even with as hot as you are. And I was right."

"Were you ever. I never stood a chance." She sighs happily, as if nothing could make her more delighted than her submission to his masculinity. "But...do you know the rest? Did you know there’s a whole organization that administrates mind controllers?”

He scoffs a bit. “What? Really?”

“It’s true. And...well.” She shrugs. “They require a tithe from me monthly. But I was thinking that they could use a little change in leadership. Don’t you?”

# # #
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