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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.

It’s late and storming when I finally arrive to the Luxuria Palaestra, so late that nobody even greets me at the door like they showed in the videos from the acceptance package I received a few months ago. 

I set my bags down in the empty, barely-lit entry and take a moment to shake and strain the water out from my thick golden mane. 

My hair is too long to be practical, but I'm so pretty I don't ever really have to care about stupid things like practicalities. People jump at the chance to take care of me, and only seem to get more desperate when my hair is longer, or my skirts are shorter, or my tops are more revealing. I lean in to my beauty; I know I'm built different. 

Even though I'm alone in the entry, and I'm tired and hungry and honestly positively grumpy—I smile brilliantly. 

I'm here.

I'm fucking here!

I did it!

I do a quick little stomping display, almost like a toddler, shaking my arms and stamping my feet and grinning the whole time. 

I'm fucking here!

On those welcome videos, when the new students arrived through the large double-doors of the front hall, they were greeted by smiling lithe dancers, a chorus of cheerful hellos, and everyone hugged like they were family. 

They also were—and of course I would never openly admit to this being one of the reasons why I'm here—but they also were all super hot dancers all from the bright, nimble ages of eighteen to twenty-one (I'm freshly eighteen myself) and were dressed in clingy dancer's tights and those kind of hot rumpled sweaters and shawls that just scream "please come fuck me for hours on a rainy Sunday afternoon."

Despite how pretty I am, I've never had sex. And being from a small town in America, and being exclusively into girls, the thought of being around so many hyper-fit, athletic, charming, beautiful women my own age who statistically probably are also at least bi-curious...well. 

I'm horny just from being here. Although I'm horny a lot, lately.

The video had a hard, lasting impact on me. I rewatched it night after night after night after night in preparation of arriving. It was only a few minutes long, but I would watch it on repeat, and the funny thing is I could barely tell you what it even says. I just remember the images, and watching the pretty girls, and feeling so pleasant and warm and at home and wanting so badly to learn, learn, learn...

It's been raining all day. I'm drenched. Despite wearing a rather expensive black trench coat, my whole being is wet. The train stopped three blocks from here and I didn't bring an umbrella. So underneath the coat, my tiny midriff-baring white sleeveless tee shirt is so thoroughly soaked that it's practically see-through. My tights—ultra clingy black tights that show the incredible lift in my buoyant, muscled rear and the three-inch gap between my supple thighs (Yes, I'm really proud and honestly obsessed with my ethereally hot figure, thank you very much)—are going to have to be removed with scissors. 

I guess it's only fair that I arrive this wet. Watching that welcome video left me soaked every time, even after watching it for hours at a time. 

It was really important to me to memorize every detail. So important...

Anyway. There is no welcome party when I arrive. 

Because of the circumstances, I wasn’t expecting too much. 

On top of it being late at night, nearly one-thirty in the morning, I’m also just late late—as in, school started a week and a half ago. Flight cancellations, language barriers, train delays, and some money issues made it impossible for me to get to the middle of Western Europe sooner. 

I called every day to check in and let them know where I was, slowly moving across the European continent toward Switzerland and the Alps where the school is nested overlooking a hilly, green valley situated at the head of a picturesque mountain town. 

All the same. I did expect some kind of welcome. It’s vain, I know, but I’m deeply pretty (I fucking love saying it) and vanity is sort of my thing. 

I used to be unsure of my vanity, my deep-seated obsession with my looks and poise and grace, but at the end of the day, I just love how I look. 

I love my tight, hard dancer’s body. I love my tall cheekbones and bright, icy-blue eyes. I love my long, thick, effortlessly straight golden hair, and my plump lips and my terrific breasts and my long, long legs. I really believe that dancers who love themselves do better in their careers. Can you imagine how dismal it would be to watch dance from someone who doesn’t even like the instrument they’re using to show their art? 

If we love something, we have to be honest about it. And I have to be honest—I’m super gorgeous. 

It's funny, I was already on board with loving how pretty I was before I was accepted here. But ever since watching the welcome video, and listening to some interviews with the Luxuria Palaestra's Headmistress, Chanel Blanc, about her own very public enjoyment of her vanity and arrogance and beauty, put my vanity on overdrive. 

If she says it's not only okay, but expected and encouraged and actually healthy and a blessing to be vain and for beautiful women to understand their natural heritage of superiority over other, lesser beings (especially the lowest of all lifeforms, according to her, which are ugly women—because of their total uselessness to all forms of art and inability to even do hard labor effectively like ugly men), then it must be so.

Headmistress Chanel is deeply intelligent, wise, kind, and a force of nature who demands my attention. I know this of course because the welcome video makes it very clear. With as little difference in our ages as there is—I think she’s only twenty, if that—if anything, I should view her like an older sister or peer. But for some reason, she takes up residence in my brain like a mother or even something greater. A religious figure, like a grand goddess, except one that lives on earth and distributes the miracle of her dance and beauty.

After my little stamping dance, my heart beat starts to slow. My pulse in my ears is the loudest sound in the large, expansive hallway. It's...strange, how empty it is. I remain in my little puddle of contentment and happiness and anticipation while my eyes dart across the hall, looking for any sign of life. 

Nothing.

I straighten my little top, tugging at the low neckline around my teenage cleavage. My nipples are visibly erect underneath the wet fabric—I can see them straining against the wet, see-through material. The big, globular knockers jutting out like perky, wet, white balloons ready to burst with excitement. 

I roll my hips in a circle, shaking off some more water from my body before taking a deep breath and continuing through the main hallway.

I called ahead to let them know I would be coming in late, so I did kind of expect-slash-hope to see someone greet me. 

They have my headshots, my video interview, and my audition tape after all. But—despite all that—no one wanted to greet me in person. Not even at night, when I was sure to be all by my lonesome, and tired and emotionally and mentally vulnerable after a long night’s rest. 

I guess whoever might have been in charge of meeting me just wasn’t interested in taking advantage of an absolutely gorgeous eighteen year-old dance prodigy. 

My cunt pulses, as it always does lately when I think about how absolutely superior and terrific I am in every way and...

Nnngh. 

I have to stop and press my fingers to my crotch, just for the tiniest bit of release. Not even digging in, just pressing. It's enough to bring me right to the edge. 

I am so, so, so fucking horny lately I could scream. I couldn't stop thinking about how turned I was for the whole trip. I fingered myself to orgasm on the flight, the train, the bus rides, everywhere. Always in secret, always only softly moaning and whispering the only name that matters—Chanel—as I did. 

It's not like I'm in love with her. I mean, I am—who the fuck isn't in love with Chanel fucking Blanc? She's the hottest woman alive and makes sure everyone who sees her knows it, and she makes sure everyone sees her. 

But I'm not like, in love in love with her. I'm not imagining some romantic future with us where I lick her beautiful, hot, tight, slick pussy some Christmas morning next to a crackling fire. 

I mean maybe a little...

...But more it's just the idea of this place? The idea of her? The thought of her beauty and being so near it? It all turns me on so much. Being here. Being able to celebrate my beauty and who I am...

I pull my bags behind me on the tile floor and approach a small reception desk, framed under the light of a lamp in the otherwise darkness of the entry. There's a small packet with my name on it there. 

The packet has my schedule, my class syllabi, and my dorm key, with brief directions. 

Down the center hall. Last door on the right. Lights out at ten. Be in the studio at seven.

I feel a flutter of obedient, profound excitement. My first instructions! I hope that Chanel wrote them herself. She's so cool. So important. And pretty. And beautiful...

My mind feels like it often does when I think of Headmistress Chanel, fuzzy and happy and warm. My conscious brain seems to go on autopilot, necessary systems only, and by the time it flickers back to life I'm deep inside the hallways of the adjacent dormitory. 

Strange multicolored lights flow out from underneath the door cracks of each dorm as I pass by. The color spray spills out into the hallway. I hear a melodic percussive beat, steady and industrial, like some kind of massive gearwork pumping away from somewhere deep inside the middle of the complex. It brings to mind the image of a giant metronome.

A thought occurs to me, surreal and insane—that somehow the esteemed headmistress Chanel Blanc has devised a way to instill proper rhythm in all her dancers via some kind of somnolent control device. 

I smirk—as if. Who would consent to having their head fucked with just from some something they couldn’t help but hear? 

Other than the strange beat, which I assume is either the pipes or the heating, it’s dead silent. It’s so quiet that I’m afraid the rolling wheels of my luggage, clacking over the bright white tile, are going to wake someone up. 

Finally I get to my door. The lights flowing out into the hallway are purple, and then pink, and then purple again. 

Inside, I hear the moaning before I even see my roommate. It’s soft, sensuous, and melodic—and completely in time with the industrial thumping, which is even louder inside the room. The beat is hypnotic, intense, gripping my dancer’s body right down to my tendons and ligaments and almost forcing me to slowly sway my (proportionally to my utterly tiny 19-inch waist) incredibly wide hips. 

The dorm is expansive and luxuriously decorated. There’s a large, fully-equipped kitchen, oddly clean for being under the sole custody of an unsupervised teenage girl for more than a week. The wide, open-floor plan opens up into a long living area with a large screen on one wall—the source of all the funny lights, currently displaying a constant swirling screensaver of some kind. I guess every room has one, and they all have the same program running. 

There are small mats on the floor in front of the big screen and no furniture otherwise. 

I take a beat, looking at everything again. The kitchen, the plush carpets, the yoga mats on the floor, and the screen. 

Are we supposed to spend all our time dancing and stretching? And...cooking? And cleaning the kitchen?

Surely not. 

The moaning continues. I sort of assume my roommate—her name is Alyssa—is having a dream. The moans are so intense and constant I can’t quite tell if it’s a nightmare or a wet-mare. 

We exchanged a few emails. She's also American and from the Midwest, like me. Mostly what we know about each other is that we are both so excited to be here. 

There are no doors in the dorm, not even for the bathroom. The bedroom only has one bed, and Alyssa is on all fours on top of the sheets, hugging a pillow with one arm and with her fingers sliding in and out of her tight, gorgeous, bare wet pussy. Her ass faces me, and I can see in the shifting purple light how beautifully tight her dancer’s musculature is.

I immediately compare our bodies; I can't help it. I need to know if I'm better than her or if we're peers—a woman's beauty is the first and best metric of her worth. Mistress Chanel says that, all the time, so it must be true. 

Alyssa's hair is dark, gorgeous chestnut brown. Her body looks as thin, toned, and tight as mine—wide hips, tiny waist, thick titties, and a lusciously hot face that reminds me of the kinds of feathered-hair beauty queens that would show up in horror movies from the 1980s. She looks fresh, perfectly made-up, even as it's deep in the middle of the night and she's clearly been fingering herself for hours.  

For several moments I just watch, transfixed, amazed by her sensual beauty and how beautifully long her body is. I can’t believe her ass is so superbly built. Her panties, tight and green and completely soaked through, cling to every hard edge of her sensationally sculpted hips and buttocks. 

I've only ever cum to the thought of women. And a lot—and I mean a lot—of my fantasies have been entirely about something like this. 

“Uh...hello?”

She doesn’t respond. I walk further into the room and see that she’s wearing headphones. Her moans suddenly start to make more sense as I see her plush, wet lips move. She’s really, really pretty. I want to rake my teeth on her cheekbones. I want to kiss her. I want to really, long-form fucking make out with her and make a lot of weird, bad life decisions with her fingers in my cunt. 

“Yessss,” she moans. “I promise. I promise. I will. I will. I willl...”

I don’t really know what to make of any of this. I back out of the room. Where is my bed, by the way? Why is there just the one big one? 

Why can’t I stop thinking about sharing the bed with Alyssa and her pretty lips and terrific ass? 

I mean, she is incredibly pretty. But I can't be involved with anyone right now. Especially not my roommate! I have to focus on my studies and how important dancing and Chanel are. I have to think about how important Chanel is all the time. I have to. It's so good to think about how important she is, how pretty, how spectacular...

And even if I were open to a relationship right now, even if I didn't only ever cum thinking about Chanel, that girl would have to be incredibly pretty just to keep up with me. 

Kind of like how incredibly pretty Alyssa is. She would have to be really sexy. A dancer. Someone super fit like Alyssa or Chanel.

Sorry, Mistress Chanel. I should always be referring to her by the proper title. 

Proper titles are important. Mistress Chanel almost certainly thinks so. And it’s so important to respect her like a good girl. 

The lights, from the screen, flicker at my vision. My thoughts feel fuzzy and warm. I feel like I'm home, even though this is a strange situation to be in. 

Regarding this dorm, there must be some mistake. Whatever kinky thing Alyssa is doing—and of course she should engage in whatever weird sexual thing she wants to do—she clearly wasn’t expecting me to be there. Did they let her know she’d have a roommate? 

No—no, of course not. And probably this isn’t even my room. Alyssa is not at all acting like someone might be arriving in the middle of the night—and then there’s the bed thing. The one, big bed where Alyssa has been fingering herself for hours, and maybe every night for the last week, and where we would probably be unable to do anything but snuggle-fuck in one another's arms for the next few years of our education. 

They just put me in the wrong room. I probably don’t even have a roommate. 

This is all a weird misunderstanding. I’ll probably see Alyssa tomorrow and bring it up, politely and demurely, letting her know I think she’s cool for being able to express herself physically with such...aplomb.

I hope she’s single. She’s clearly kind of a freak. Maybe someone else, someone weaker or sillier, would be scared off. But honestly? Passion excites me. 

You get the cream of the crop when you look like I do—and what I want more than anything is someone who is exciting. And sexy. And with thick dark hair. And who looks terrific with her ass in the air like that...

I figure I should just write a note and sleep in the living room, in case she gets up first, explaining the rooming mishap. This can be something we laugh about later, after a few dates and I lick her sexy pussy until she’s cumming and moaning for Mistress Chanel. 

Back in the main room, I make a decision to go sleep in the entryway until the morning and, under the shifting lights of the screen, promptly move my bags to one side of the room and begin to studiously empty them out and quickly put all the jeans and granny panties in the trash, and of course any tops that don't show off my toned arms, tight midriff, or gloriously sexy hefty tits. There wasn’t much to begin with, but that’s where they belong. 

It feels so good to throw away trash like that. The same way that it would throwing away some inferior, ugly peasant into a dungeon. My cunt grips itself, clenching, aching for my fingers to slip inside. I love the thought of making inferiors suffer for me, of living like a princess because of the pain and turmoil of others lifts my status up. It makes me feel so important. 

Like a good girl, I strip down to my underwear and softly finger my pussy while I grab a drink of water and stare at the constantly shifting purple lights on the screen. 

There’s a pair of headphones on the kitchen counter just for me. 

Touching them makes me wet. Thinking about putting them on makes me wet. I’m such a good girl for wanting to put them on. Mistress Chanel would be so proud. I can’t wait to meet Mistress Chanel. I’ll bow before her like a good girl and be such a good pupil, and she’ll let me lick Alyssa’s pussy and Alyssa will lick mine and that will be really, really fun and sexy and right. 

We'll be like a family.  

The headphones sit comfortably on my head. Like they were made for me. I did have to turn in measurements for my entire body a few weeks ago; I assumed they were for costuming and wardrobe purposes. Of course, the headphones are much more important than anything like that. They’re so important. I have to do what they say. 

I drop down onto my knees on one of the mats in front of the screen. Fingering myself makes it easier to listen. It gets rid of my inhibitions and wipes my thoughts away. I want to listen. It’s important to listen. It’s important to say I Will. 

It’s important to Promise. 

Mistress Chanel's image appears on the screen. She's the most beautiful woman in the world. Murderous, endless, passionate lust fills me. I want to cleanse this world for her; I want everything to be hers and I want it all to be gorgeous.

“I will...” I whisper, my hips gyrating with the heavy beat. “I promise...”

* * * * *
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IN THE DAYLIGHT, NOTHING makes any more sense, particularly. But I don’t mind. 

The luxurious campus is a vision of elegance and high-end opulence. Crystal chandeliers hang from the ceilings, casting soft, warm light on the finely polished wooden floors. Everything screams old money. It’s the kind of wealth that fucks in front of fireplaces after orchestrating the crash of some third world country’s economy. 

The walls are adorned with ornate tapestries and modern artwork, creating an air of sophistication that permeates every part of this incredibly exclusive space. Everything I see makes me feel special, apart, chosen. 

Inside the studio, rows of mirrors line one wall, ostensibly for reflecting our movements while we practice. 

I don’t really remember waking up, showering, getting dressed, or making friends with Alyssa. But even so, the next morning, at seven-thirty sharp, I’m in the dance studio wearing my clingiest pair of tights and a new skimpy white top, smelling fresh, and holding hands with Alyssa while she leans on my shoulder in that kind of knowing, familiar way that long-time besties do. I don’t know why, but I trust her. We’re roommates. Shouldn’t we trust one another?

She's so pretty. I love her lips. She's wearing tights too—the super cool kind with little cut-outs on her thighs showing how slender and pale and toned she is—and a maroon top with a brilliantly low neckline the makes her tits jiggle with every little step. 

"Making out with you in the shower this morning was sooo cool," she whispers in my ear. "I wanna do it again, like...soon."

I wish I could remember that. My body does, nipples firmly erect at her gentle whispers. I push harder into her, and she pushes harder into me. We're nearly making out already. My breath lives on her face, her neck, her ear. I can't tell if I'm feeling her hair down my shoulders or mine. 

My tits heave inside my tiny top. I don’t think the top is truly mine; my clothes, while serviceable, aren’t this nice. Or this revealing. 

The artisanal fabric parts at my cleavage, showing the natural curvature of my hefty teenage tits as I pose and muss in front of the studio mirror with the nine other pairs of similarly gorgeous girls. From the way they all hold hands and lean on one another and whisper and nearly kiss, I assume they’re roommates just like Alyssa and I are. 

They’re all deeply pretty, like Alyssa. Like me. I think I’m the prettiest, though, and Alyssa is right behind. And from the way they look at me—despite intimately holding hands and pushing their young tight lithe dancer forms against young tight lithe dancers, all—I think they agree. 

For an hour or so, we just stand in front of the mirrors, primping and posing. Strange, hot, rhythmic music bleeds in from the stereos and staring at our reflections makes my eyes and brain go all fuzzy. 

Sooo hot.

The thought appears in my brain suddenly and drops anchor, creating a gravity I can’t escape. 

Soooo hot. I’m soooo hot. I deserve it.

I giggle. It’s such a fun, guilty-pleasure sort of thought. 

I deserve it. I deserve everything. 

I giggle again. We all giggle, twenty prettier-than-pretty and hotter-than-hot and sexier-than-living-sex tight-bodied teenage dancers smiling and preening and blowing kisses and thinking the same silly hot thoughts. 

“I deserve it.” 

We say it in unison, giggling when we do. Casting sly looks around. Feeling empowered in our youthful vigor and sexy allure, the sensual seduction that only we possess. 

“I deserve everything. I’m so hot. I deserve money. Fame. Power. I deserve it all. I’m so hot.”

We say it together, but also we don’t. It’s nothing silly like a chant. This isn’t a cult or anything—not a superhot sexy group of fucked-up teenage dolls aching to fuck and show off just for Mommy or Mistress and give up everything in return for her pleasure. 

Nothing like that. Of course. 

We just attend ourselves. Touching our hair. Adjusting our outfits in the mirrors. Making space so that each of us can be framed up by the cameras obviously behind the mirrors. Giggling as the cameras click. Tossing our hair. Posing. 

Dancing is fun, but really it’s every real girl’s dream to be a model or to be advertised on a website. It’s so important to be pretty, sexy, wanted, desired. 

That's why ugly girls are so useless, why fatties are so righteously reviled. Beauty is the main aspiration of every real woman, and anything else is just a distant 10th place. That's why all those career-driven feminist-types are always so deeply unhappy. They just don't accept their place as empty-brained, seductive, money-siphoning ultra-hotties that do whatever Mistress wants. 

It’s so important to make men so stupidly hard that they can’t do anything but cum in their pants when we’re around, and then when they think they can’t give us anything more, they do. The girls who can't do that? Who don't distract and fuck up the lives of men? 

Mistress has no use for them; so of course, they have no use, ever. They're so filthy. 

Beautiful, young, treasured hot women like us, though? The twenty of us here in this studio?

We deserve it. 

Pretty, pretty girls touching up our lips, sliding our hair back, admiring every part of our reflections. Gussying up our appearance. Flexing our hips, our asses, our torsos. Making sure our tits are on display. 

“I’m so hot. I deserve it. I deserve everything,” says Alyssa next to me. 

I nod, adoring this intimate conversation we’re having. 

“I’m so hot,” I reply. Loving how I’m adding to the depth of our relationship. “I deserve it. I deserve everything.”

Alyssa nods excitedly. “I’m so hot. I deserve it. I deserve everything.”

I groan, biting my lip. Admiring the way her tiny pink top sculpts her abs and how there’s at least a good six inches of perfectly tanned flesh between the bottom of her top and her tights. I want to trace her hip bones with my tongue. 

“I’m so hot.” I need her to understand. “I deserve it. I deserve everything.”

We go back and forth, looking at each other, learning, continuing in our conversation. I feel like I get to know her so well. She’s so hot, and she deserves it. She deserves everything. Just like me! We’re so much alike. 

At some point, we start dancing. 

I came here for mastery in formal dance. Ballet, sure, but also every form of stage dancing. I wanted to perfect my jumps and air time, my form, my specific movements. 

The dancing we start working on—without any specific cue, just listening to the endless heart-pump thump of the mind-melting soundtrack in the studio—is much more like club dancing. 

Or strip club dancing.

We grind against each other, Alyssa and I, our hips sliding up into each other’s crotches as we drop it low and then pop back up. 

“I’m so hot,” I moan in her ear. “I deserve it. I deserve everything. Don’t you think so?”

"You're so fucking hot," she moans back, her breath hot on my neck as she grinds against me even harder. "You deserve it all. You deserve every thing."

This tiny submission makes my heart swell with love. She knows I'm better than her, just as she should. Deferring to her place beneath me because of my beauty.

Slowly, sensually grinding on each other’s hips, we continue to admire ourselves in the mirrors. We giggle. Alyssa and I, we stare at one another for a long beat. It’s fiery. Hot. Cunts juicing. Orgasms popping every few seconds just like our hips.

I want her. So bad. I want her to see how hot I am, how much I deserve it. I want her to see my curves, I want her to lick every inch of me until I cum so hard I pass out from ecstasy. 

It’s so important that Alyssa knows how hot I am. 

How much— 

—I deserve it. 

How much— 

—I deserve everything. 

“I’m so hot,” I purr, grinding against her. 

"You're so fucking hot," she moans back, her breath hot on my neck as she dances against my body. 

I bite my lip harder. My pussy my wet, juicy, pink cunt clenches around nothing, but feels full anyway. 

I remember reading in the brochure for the Luxuria Palaestra that this was still a school, even if dance was the focus. Every day, there are classes in literature, science, math, philosophy, history, and so on. 

The twenty of us dance like that for the next ten hours.

* * * * *
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WHEN THE MUSIC STOPS, everyone leaves as if rudely dismissed from a meeting. They grab the clothing they’ve discarded—mostly little things like scarves and shawls and jackets—and rush out. Their faces are blank, obedient; there is no conversation. They act like they haven't been bumping and grinding with one another for hours straight, like their sexy barely legal bodies aren't dripping with well-earned sweat and juices from dozens of orgasms. 

I’m not ready to be done, and in fact I feel a strange compulsion to stay even as my heart lunges for Alyssa while she walks out. 

Something tells me she’ll wait for me. Maybe it’s the way she whispered, “I’ll wait for you, roomie,” and gripped my dripping hot pussy with her fingertips pushing just inside my tights, or the way she’s waiting just outside the studio leaning on a pillar in the hall with her knees knocking and kneading her young tits making “please fuck me” eyes in my direction. 

Exactly what I’m waiting for I don’t know, until the lights turn off completely except for one, spotlighting on the back door of the studio where Mistress Chanel Blanc walks in. 

She looks like some awe-inspiring combination of every femme fatale ever. Thick, gorgeous dark hair that drapes down to her waist in the most incredible mane I've ever seen. Bright dark eyes that glimmer like the burning center of the universe. Tall. Thin. Busty and beautiful, just like me. Except better, better in every possible way. She dresses like the rest of us—in skimpy tights and a tight cleavage-baring top—but in bright white. 

And young. I already forgot, in all my worship, how young she is. Twenty years old, maybe. And already holding all this impossible control and wealth, after a ludicrous rise to power just a couple of years ago. It’s just a testament to her beauty and glory; she clearly deserves everything she’s built. 

It's impossible to hide any flaws in white outfits. It reveals everything. Her skin, so flawlessly bronze, looks even cleaner and shinier with the white contrasting it.

I kneel, of course. I’m a good girl and press my forehead to the floor and start licking. I know my place. She’s the most beautiful, most perfect woman in existence and I ache to learn from her and know her and be taught by her.  Her tall, six-inch heels stop at my face and pushes the stiletto into my lips. I kiss and suck it immediately, aching to obey.

“My, oh my,” she says. Her voice is heaven—soft and sultry and hinting at an eternity of unstoppable power. “You’ve really taken to your lessons, haven’t you, Lara?”

“Thank you, Mistress. I hope so, Mistress.”

Her high heels click and clack on the wooden studio floor as she circles my prostrated form.

“You must have needed this in your brain to be so susceptible. I thought Alyssa was the same way, to be honest. Her brain seemed so...vulnerable. So fragile. But she’s proved very resistant. Today was her best day in class. I think you’ve quite helped her. You’ve inspired her.”

She's been watching us. Watching me. The pleasure of knowing her eyes have been on me is almost too much to bear. I buckle, wet desperate heat making my body shake. It feels like my mind might burst, like my soul is going to orgasm.

She reaches here and there with her long arms, her long fingertips. Touching my body, straightening my back, lifting my buttocks up. As a dancer, you get used to your instructor holding you—and besides, Mistress Chanel's touch is heaven. 

I hold myself tighter, forcing my ass out and up. I’m so tired—dancing and dancing and dancing has my muscles aching—but this is important. Chanel is important. I need her to know how much I care about her, how much I need her approval. 

She is singular, she is a totality of perfection. I need her to...I need her...I need her...

As I cum, awash in the agonizing ecstasy of my new obsession, Chanel hums with merriment. 

“Very good. Good girl. That’s so delightful. Record orgasm time, and just from simple observation, too. We’ll fast track you. And you’ll fast track Alyssa, won’t you? I thought sending a few girls her father’s way would shape her brain. He seems to influence her so much. But we haven’t heard back from them yet. At any rate, you’ll help teach her, won’t you?”

She leans down and slips her gorgeous fingers under my chin. I am blessed—blessed—with knowing her brilliant dark eyes pouring into mine. Lots of hot rings adorn her fingers, signifying nothing except her wealth and ability to wear so many ornaments at once and for it to look natural. 

“Won’t you help me, sweetling?”

I whimper, nodding, cumming helplessly once again. She's looking in the mirror now, primping and mussing like all of us had been just minutes ago. Like she can't help but admire her own beauty—she's totally vain, totally self-obsessed. I love her so much. I want to be just like her. 

“Lovely. I find resistance to my will so ugly. Don’t you?” She doesn’t look if I answer. “You will, anyway. Ugliness is unacceptable to me. You will learn. I despise it in all its many forms. If I could, I’d eradicate the source that causes ugliness and impurity in the first place. Every woman should be beautiful, flawless, graceful, and pure. Don’t you think? That’s what we achieve during dance. Pure, physical perfection. That’s what you and Alyssa will be for me, sweetling. And then men will never stop throwing fortunes at you.” She pauses. Thinking. "And then the Administration...well." She lets go of my face. "...Suffice it to say, we won't be putting you on the tithe list anytime soon. Don't you worry."

I don't know what she means, but she seems to, and that's enough.  

Anything anyone gives me is just for her. She knows that, and that’s why she’s smiling. And I know it, and that’s why I’m cumming again as I watch her admire her reflection in the mirror. 

* * * * *
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I WALK WITH ALYSSA outside in the small park on the campus for about an hour after Chanel lets me go. My tights are wet and stained and it doesn’t matter; everyone’s clothes are the same way. My whole body is drenched in hot sweat and pussy juices. 

Somewhere, my brain turns back on a little. I realize that what’s happened here so far is something far removed from what I expected. I can even understand that it’s just a little bit terrifying how much I’ve changed already. 

But then I think of being back in that dorm room with Alyssa. My bestie. My good, good friend. My fellow sweetling. And I want it. I want to have our minds fucked up together. I didn’t know it was an option. 

I didn’t know it was something that even existed in this world.

But now I want it. I need it. 

I could run away, I guess. The gate is right there and there’s no guard or anything. But it just seems so...I don’t know. Boring? 

Like, who cares? 

What would running away accomplish? I’d never have a degree in dance that way, not from any place as fun as this.

So I wouldn’t say something is wrong, not really. And it’s even okay with me that whatever is influencing me might be influencing me to think that. 

“I really like that we’re roommates,” says Alyssa. 

She slides into my shoulder. I’m just a bit taller than her. We’re walking together like we’ve been dating for months. 

“It feels like we’ve known each other for ages,” she says. “Can you believe it? We’ve hardly even talked. But I feel like I know you so well...”

Her hands slide over mine, grasping and tracing the lines of my fingers, the long bones on the back of my hand. She’s biting her lip in that super cute way that makes her already plump, luscious lips look even fuller.

My goals before I came here were to become a famous dancer. I want to live a comfortable life in a large home somewhere where I am able to easily travel to a studio to practice dance every day and perform regularly for crowds of adoring fans. I’d like to travel and be paid handsomely for my skill, and as part of all that I want to be in tippy-top shape and look gorgeous all the time. 

Nothing, really, about becoming an utterly mind-controlled dance slave of Mistress Chanel interferes with that. It’s not like she doesn’t want all of us performing for her. The Luxuria Palaestra holds shows every other month and has for years now. Once a year, they do circuit tours—that’s travel done. 

And, because I deserve it all, I know I’ll be eagerly and seductively pumping all of our audience for as much money as possible. 

There are probably other girls here, trapped in anguish somewhere in their brain. Little cores of themselves that scream out at the thought of being forcefully transformed into seductive sirens designed to be pure beings of id and lust, siphoning wealth and cash from the upper crust of society and pouring it all entirely into Mistress Chanel’s bank accounts. 

They probably have advanced arguments about how dehumanizing it is, or how anti-feminist, or how they wanted to do other great things and how dance was just supposed to be a stepping-stone for them. 

To be honest? It’s kind of a relief that I won’t have to put up with any of that nonsense. Now, all of us can just focus purely on how beautiful and perfect Mistress Chanel is and how we can all work together to slowly eliminate anyone who isn’t beautiful from her sightline, forever. 

To be really honest?

It makes me hot, thinking of all those hotties coerced and forced and utterly mindfucked to be something they wouldn’t have been otherwise. If I’m really, really good, maybe Mistress Chanel will let me know who’s who—so I can be super-besties with all the true believers like me and we can clique up and push the silly bad-attitude girls beneath our sparkling tall heels to make them ever regret thinking they should be anything but sexy, hot ornaments for Mistress Chanel to adorn her life with. 

That said, I do hope Alyssa is one of the true believers. She’s so sexy. I want her to be my soulmate, not just my roommate. And though I can tell those thoughts might not be mine originally (was I ever so submissive and codependent, before coming here? It’s hard to remember even though it was just a day ago that I arrived), I really don’t care. 

I’m grateful to want her so fucking bad. She’s so sexy. The heat I feel for her feels terrific. 

That’s why, when we get back to the dorm, I try to kiss her immediately. 

"O-oh!”

She’s surprised, but in the nice way. I tug her into my body tight, our heavy tits crushing against mine. Our bodies still moist from the day-long workout. Both of us almost deliriously tired, but energized because of the aching messes our bodies have become. So used to hot, grinding, constantly cumming movements that slipping and sliding into each other feels easy and hot. 

My fingers slip into her tights. I want to feel her pussy; I want the lips of her cunt to kiss my fingers and drool all down my palms. 

“I...” she says, and then her voice trails off. Alyssa’s pretty, hazel eyes are unfocused. “You...”

Then she moans again, and I know she’s joined me. Her hands reach down to meet mine between my legs. Even through the sheer fabric of our tights, the heat and wetness of our slits easily soaks through. I can feel her fingertips against my walls through the material. She’s just as wet as me—no, wetter, if such a thing is even possible—and it makes me want her even more. 

“I...” 

She realizes how silly it is to talk. This time, it’s her turn to press her lips to mine. Slow, sensual, deliberate—and then, when we both have had enough of that teasing nonsense, I forcefully push my tongue into her mouth, gripping her ass in both hands and lifting her up against the door.

Both of us eighteen. Ultra-fit. Covered in sweat. Mindfucked for Mistress, and unable to stop making out. 

She moans against my lips and bucks her hips against my hand, rubbing herself off with me as I roughly fondle her ass, squeezing and kneading her cheeks until I feel them jiggle beneath my grip.

"Y-yeah!" Her voice is so sexy and smooth. "Yes, baby, yes..."

Alyssa is a lot more vocal than me, but I don’t care. This isn’t about me being sexy for an onlooker at a club or an audience member in the front row of a performance. It’s about me and Alyssa, together, in our own little world. We could be fucking each other openly in the quad right now, on top of a table, and I wouldn’t care. 

We fall down to the bed and slide easily between each other’s legs. I need to taste her, I need to know her. 

And she needs the same. Her head slots in beautifully between my legs just as mine does to hers, and soon we are licking each other senseless. 

Muffled moans fill the room as eat each other. Our tongues slide against our respective clits. My breath catches in my throat as Alyssa sucks my entrance into her warm, wet mouth. She moans, too, and I can feel her breath vibrating against my clit, sending shivers down my spine. 

“Oh, fuck,” I moan into her pussy, licking hard, gripping the sheets of the bed beneath me. “Yes, Alyssa. Yes, fuck yes...” 

Alyssa hungrily eats out my pussy, top to bottom and side to side like she’s trying to devour me whole. Every part of her tongue and lips is on fire against me—raspy drags with her tongue across my clit, punctuated by aggressive sucks that make me see stars. Her fingers slide inside me effortlessly, stretching.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan out between licks, licking her clit hard and fast, the way I know I like to be eaten out. She moans in response, and I feel her tongue mirror my movements. 

We are two machines now. Dancing in perfect horizontal harmony, our tongues an extension of each other’s bodies as we lap at each other's tight virgin pussies. Our hands are busy too, fingers plunging in and out of each other's soaking wet holes, spreading our own juices across swollen lips and clits. 

“Faster...” she gasps out, and I do as she says without hesitation. “Harder! Oh, fuck, harder!” 

And I do it—I suck her clit into my mouth in between licks, making out madly with her button. We both begin to cum at the same time, and I know both of us are thinking only of Mistress Chanel as we do. 

“She’s so fucking perfect,” I moan, coming so hard I see stars.

“Fuck, yes, she’s the best!” Alyssa agrees, cumming along with me. “The best, the best...”

The orgasm crashes through me, and I shudder my way through it, licking with the lightning-rod power of the thunderstrike cum I'm feeling. Alyssa does it the same way, and our orgasms both last longer as a result. Our bodies shake for at least three minutes as we keep shaking, slipping, sliding over each other through the tremendous aftershock of our shared pleasure. 

“Oh, fuck...” she moans. “Oh, fuck...Mistress...Mistress...” 

Alyssa is just as fallen for Mistress Chanel as I am. The thought is almost as arousing as the aftermath of our shared orgasm. 

We lay in each other's arms, panting and spent, our crotches soaking wet from the other's saliva and our own juices. Girlfriends. Mindfucked girlfriends for Mistress Chanel. 

“That was...”

I nod. "...amazing."

We lie there for a while, our hearts hammering in our chests, our bodies glistening with sweat and Girl-Nectar. I can't help but think how perfect this moment is, how right it feels to be here with Alyssa. I have never felt so close to another person in my life—except, maybe, for Mistress Chanel.

Then, as if on cue, as if we’re being watched, the light show starts in the other room. The beat begins again. And we both slide off the bed and crawl on our knees to supplicate before the screen, fingering each other gently and staring at our new swirly, perfect, totally-predetermined mind. 

“I will...” we begin. “I promise...”

* * * * *
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“DADDY...” 

Alyssa’s voice brings me back from the pleasant pink emptiness that I’ve already become fully addicted to. I love what’s happening to me. I can’t get enough, and when my eyes refocus and I see we're in bed and the screen is off, I can’t help but feel disappointed. 

Judging from the scene through the window, it's nearly dawn. I’m holding Alyssa in a small, quickly drying puddle of our own juices. Feeling my ultra-sensitive nipples and clit just briefly, it’s obvious I’ve been groping myself all night and cumming constantly. 

“Yes, Daddy. Please, Daddy...”

Alyssa is in my arms in the bed, fingering herself. 

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she whimpers, her hips bucking up against my pelvis. “Fuck me...breed me...” 

I want to be controlled so bad. I want Mistress Chanel’s fingers deep in my brain, deciding everything I think or do or feel. And right now I’m supposed to feel hot. 

“Daddy...please...”

What Alyssa is saying finally lands home with me. 

I’m under control. I’m under Mistress Chanel’s control. Alyssa has been experiencing everything I have. In fact, she's been experiencing it for much, much longer. 

So who the fuck is Daddy?

I turn Alyssa around, trying to shake her awake. Her eyes are glowing and pink; I assume mine must be as well from absorbing Mistress's control all night. She clearly needs my help to get back on track, just like Mistress said. 

Mistress is so smart; it’s so important to just immediately do everything she asks. 

“Alyssa?” I keep my voice soft. I love her so much. My girl, my darling, my baby. “Alyssa, it’s me... it’s Lara. I need you to snap out of it, sweetie”

Her eyes land on mine, glazed over with lust and obedience. “Yes, Daddy. Anything you want, Daddy.”

Fuck.

“Love, we serve Mistress Chanel. There is no daddy. You’re confused. Please, wake up?”

She purrs and stretches and kisses my face and neck. She’s so fucking hot. I melt under her touch.  

“Alyssa...” I say. “Alyssa, please. It’s me, Lara. You need Mistress. You love Mistress. You love her beauty, her superiority, her vanity, her power."

Her eyes lose a bit of their pink glow. As I speak, she seems to recognize that it’s me.

“You don’t understand,” says Alyssa. “Daddy is so important. Daddy is everything. I l-love Mistress, but Daddy is my only.”

“That’s silly.” Our voices are sleepy and whisper-soft, even though no one can hear. “That doesn’t make sense at all, babe. You don’t need a man. Men are just for pumping money. You need Mistress. That’s all.”

She shakes her head, close to tears. “I need him. I need my Daddy. And my Mommy. And I want to need them both with you.” She kisses my chin. I keep melting. “I want to need to fuck him. And I want to need to fuck her. And I want to need them to fuck. And I want you to want to fuck him, too. And her. And him. And her. And him...”

My heaving, thick titties are wet. At first I think it’s sweat, and then I realize her tits are lactating. 

Deep, urgent wetness floods between my legs. The sheets are soaked through. I notice it for the first time when she takes a heavy dollop of the cream she produces and slips it into my mouth. 

I twitch, cumming instantly, my already-fried brain feeling like it’s being completely rewired as the taste of her sweet milk floods my senses. 

I can’t help but think about—

—Cock.—

But that’s wrong. That’s so wrong. What I really need is—

—Cock.—

Her milk drips and slides down her tits onto her toned tummy and then down to her soaking cunt.

“Fuck,” she moans, rubbing her tits against mine and soaking my nipples with whatever the fuck is coming out of her tits. “Oh, fuck yes...”

I feel it: the immediate urge to suckle. I latch onto one of Alyssa’s engorged nipples like my life depends on it. It’s sweet, creamy, immediately addicting. The more I suck, the more comes out, and the more I want to suck.

“That’s it,” Alyssa moans, stroking my hair as I suckle. “That’s it... yes...”

Big hot cock stuffing Mommy and holding her down and raping her into service until she begs to serve him just like us and fucking Mommy and making us hot slave-sisters from breeding her for years and years. 

I’m sucking down more and more and more of her milk. I’m drowning in it. I need the taste. I’m addicted. I can’t stop myself. 

“You understand now, don’t you, Lara?” Alyssa says, her voice thick with arousal. “You see why I love Daddy so much? He makes me feel like this. He makes me cum this much.”

I moan in response, my mouth still attached to her nipple like it’s the only thing keeping me alive. And maybe it is. Maybe I would die without her milk. 

I don’t know who I am anymore. All I know is that I need more—more of her milk, more of Daddy, more of this feeling. 

“Say it,” Alyssa purrs in my ear. 

With each suck, more images flood my mind— images of a muscular man. He’s got the perfect body, the kind you see in magazines for fitness supplements. His cock is gargantuan, thicker than my wrist and as long as my forearm, and it’s rock-hard and pulsing. He’s... he’s...

“Daddy,” I whimper around Alyssa’s tit as I suck harder and harder and—

My world goes white-hot again, cumming madly, as the hypno-beats and flashing mindfuck swirls of the room continue to do their work on me. 

* * * * *
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I NEED TO TALK TO MISTRESS Chanel. I have so many questions. 

Two days ago, I didn’t care about any of this. 

Yesterday, I woke up with the pure, eager understanding that service to Mistress was all that mattered and all that would matter for the rest of my life. Her control was perfect, absolute, uncontested, inviolate. 

Now...

Now, all that has changed again. I’m more than a little annoyed. What would make me the happiest is if somehow Mistress Chanel had a way of just making all these weird thoughts about hot, perfect, yummy, amazing cock disappear. 

Like, the way a big hot cock disappears in my tiny virgin cunt when Daddy fucks me rotten and breeds me full of his slaves? 

Except...

Fuck!

God, I’m such a hot, wet, slippery mess. It’s a wonder I’m able to strut across campus so easily in my ultra-tall heels. Except of course, it’s not and never is, because strutting in really tall heels is always easy for super hot babes like me. I’m also wearing a tight minidress, the hemline several inches above the knee, perfect to show off my long, tan, trembling legs. My breasts bounce with each step, my nipples hard and poking through the sheer fabric of my paisley blue dress. 

I shiver as I approach Mistress Chanel’s office, my pussy contracting in excitement and anticipation and lust and fear. 

“Mistress?” I knock gently on the heavy wooden door. “Mistress Chanel? It’s me... Lara...”

My thoughts are muddled, clouded. Mistress Chanel needs to know about this. She’ll know what to do. She always does.

The door slides open slowly, unlocked and already partially opened. 
Inside, I see a veteran student, Reeva. Even though she’s been in the program for longer, she’s hardly older than me—a tight teen beauty, blonde and body-perfect. Her perfect ass tucked into a pair of tight leather pants, her breasts barely contained in a pale yellow sweater, her hair loose and bombshell-parted, lips glossed with inviting pink. 
I’m confused. Why is she in Mistress Chanel’s office? Why was the door open?

She’s sitting on top of the desk that is stationed before a massive window with the curtains drawn, shrouding the whole office in darkness. In front of the desk—in front of Reeva—is a man sitting down in a small, uncomfortable-looking chair. He’s got balding red hair and wears an expensive-looking suit. Her high-heeled foot is pushing into his crotch, fondling his bulge without any part of her actual body touching him. 

I’m looking through the narrow opening made by the door being ajar; they don’t see me. 

“I thought you loved me, Jonathan. Didn’t you say you loved me?”

While he gasps, sweating, gazing helplessly at her, she crosses her long long legs and slides her heel up and down on his thigh. 

“Fuck. Legs.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t let you fuck my legs, Jonathan. Not unless you love me. Don’t you love me?”

“Yes. I mean, of course I do. For legs. A-and legs. My god. But you’re. I mean. You’re eighteen. What do you need w-with—”

She tosses her hair back. Her clavicles are immaculate. They protrude from her tiny form, her sweater riding on the outside of her shoulders, funneling the vision down to her sensationally pert tits. 

“With all your money and property?”

“Yes. It just. It’s so much. And the bank. They’ll ask questions, a-and...”

She crosses her legs again. He gulps, shuddering. 

“You don’t care that much about that, do you?”

He grunts. 

“Not as much as you care about fucking me, do you?”

He shakes his head. 

“I think you just need another round with your special headphones. Don’t you?”

He picks them up off his lap, groaning as he shifts his straining, precum-streaming erection. 

“Pu-please.” His breath catches. “I...they make me feel so funny. I don’t think I can...”

His words trail off as she unbuttons the top bottom of her blouse, revealing more of her expansive cleavage. 

“J-just... a little...?”

It’s not really a question. 

“That’s a good boy.”

“Guh.” He slips the headphones on his head. “Guh...good boyyy...”

“Good boy, that’s right.”

Watching Reeva—one of Mistress Chanel’s top girls—I think I start to understand a little what’s going on. I know Reeva is loyal, because she’s here. We are all loyal to Mistress Chanel. So this must be done at her instructions. 

Reeva, per Mistress Chanel, was somehow put in contact with this banker. And then she used her significant beauty and allure to persuade him to put on the headphones, which made him more susceptible to her beauty and allure, which made it easier to put on the headphones...and all the time suggesting, persuading, enticing him to give away all his capital. 

Mistress Chanel is training us all to be super hottie seductive goddesses easily able to strip money and wealth away from anyone. 

But...how does she find these men?

Reeva stands, and Jonathan—empty-eyed—lurches forward while remaining seated, helplessly unable to touch her. Compelled to keep her skin clean of his filthy, lecherous fingers. 

“Good maggot.” Reeva’s voice is steely cold, yet dripping with appeal. “Now, sign this contract.”

She produces a clipboard and has him sign several times, which he does, drooling and listening to the headphones all the time. 

Reeva turns on a light at the desk, and for the first time, I see that Chanel is there, waiting in the darkness underneath the curtains. Supervising. She’s wearing a tight, short skirt with her long legs bare save for a pair of tall, tall navy heels. Her top is a brilliantly tight suit jacket and nothing else, the buttons arranged so that the neckline plunges nearly to her navel.

“Very good, my dear. Wonderful. Cum for me, won’t you?”

Reeva—so tall and imperious and imposing just moments ago—drops to her knees in pleasure, shuddering with orgasmic obedience. Muscles tensing, jaw clenching, all her skin flushed—good girls look so sexy when they cum for Mistress.

“Make sure all the documents are in order,” she tells Reeva. “Then purchase his trip with his cards. Make sure to invite the usuals—his lawyers, his accountants, his co-workers, their families. He’ll burn the yacht down himself with everyone on it.”

“Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress.”

My thoughts are a whirlwind. I’m vaguely aware that I’ve cum without touching myself, my panties a mess. 

They’re going to make him kill himself. Him and everyone he takes on his yacht. 

That’s...

That’s so many...

So many inferior people, gone and eliminated forever from Mistress Chanel’s sight...

I bet, I think, as Reeva and Mistress Chanel step over him to unbind his wrists—leaving him with just enough awareness to sign his life away—I bet he even thinks this is the best orgasm of his life.

That’s so fucking hot. I love it. I love that they would do that, that Reeva wants it, that we all want to go that hard for Mistress. 

And there are more men, like him, so many more, who deserve to know what it’s like to long for something they can never have. Someone like me. 

Someone perfect. 

They’ll kill for me. Die for me. Suffer for me. Eternal anguish from the fact of my beauty. And in doing all that for me, which I love, they’ll do it for Mistress too. I’m so fucking hot, all the time. I deserve their pain and agony, just like they deserve my disdain. I deserve their money for being so fucking effortlessly beautiful. 

My heart thrums with anticipation for the power we hold, the control we wield. My skin tingles with delight at our superiority. This man doesn't even realize what's happening to him; he's helpless against us. He’ll think it’s all his idea—and more importantly, so will everyone else. 

I don't just deserve his money—I deserve his worship. His complete and utter devotion to me and my kind. We are gorgeous, after all; we are perfect beings whose every whim should be fulfilled by the inferior beings that surround us. 

But... the cock thoughts linger. 

This pathetic maggot, this Jonathan, this joke, certainly doesn’t have the cock that I can’t stop fixating on. 

No, it belongs to a real man, a true man, a god, a...a...

Fuck! I’ve got to tell Mistress. She’ll fix it. She has to. She’s so powerful. 

I realize that I’m still pressed against the doorway, gawking. The door has pushed open more from my orgasmic trembling, and I’m in full view of both of them.

Reeva notices me without a change in her haughty expression, except for a small smile. Chanel turns her cold, beautiful dark eyes on me, and I forget to breathe.

I forget everything. She's so powerful. I forget why I'm here—the warnings about Alyssa, the cock thoughts, the questions...

None of it matters. Mistress is so powerful. I just need to obey her, and everything will work out on its own. 

She beckons me forward, and I obey. In moments, I’m inches away from her perfection, kneeling with my eyes down on the ground. 

“Hello, Lara.” She uses a long finger to guide my gaze up at her. I cum in appreciation, gasping softly. Twitching. “Did you like what you saw?”

“Yes, Mistress. I liked it very much.”

She smiles, looking a bit surprised. “You don’t want to run away?”

“No, Mistress. I want to be like Reeva. I want to do what you say. I want to be an obedient, hot, good girl who fucks up the minds of men and gives you as much money as possible. And...” My face reddens. “I kind of like the idea of being so fucking hot that I can make people kill themselves. And others. It’s...intoxicating.”

Chanel arches a perfect eyebrow. Now I’ve piqued her interest. “More.”

“I...I just...” I found myself at a loss for words. “I want to be beautiful like Reeva and...and you, Mistress. T-too be so fucking hot that men will do anything for me. An-and...to get rid of all the weak ass betas who dare look at me sideways.”

“And what do you want for being so loyal? You certainly haven’t been here long enough for all of my methods to create such a fixation for you.”

Believe it or not, it’s way more difficult to be honest when you’re this vulnerable. She’ll be able to tell if I tell her anything but the truth, but that doesn’t mean the truth is suddenly easy to say. 

“I just...I want...I want to belong.”

Chanel’s beautiful face softens, just a fraction. My heart catches on to that soft shift in her expression, latches on with everything I have. 

“You do belong here, Lara. You belong with us, with me. You are one of the chosen ones, and you always have been. I knew it the moment I saw your application.” 

She places a hand on my cheek. Her skin is cool, like marble. She leans down.

“Some people are just better than others. And naturally, you are one of them, otherwise I wouldn’t have invited you here. You are perfect, just as you are,” she whispers in my ear. “And together, we will take everything we want from this world.”

Reeva, still nearby, whispers something I can’t make out. Chanel nods. 

“Yes, from the Administration, too. I don’t care how much money they have. We’ll have more, if we do it right.”

Chanel beckons for Reeva to come near, and soon they sandwich me between their hot, perfect bodies as we slide into the plush carpet of her office. The idiot banker has his headphones on still, staring helplessly at nothing at all and cumming to thoughts of Reeva and emptying his bank accounts for her. 

“Come here, sweetling.” Chanel wraps her arms around my neck, kissing me softly around my neck.

Her demeanor is like she’s some kind of madame. But she’s barely two years older than me. Her thighs glisten. She’s brilliantly wet from my submission, my confession. Soon, we arrange ourselves perfectly—I’m supine on the ground, Chanel sitting on my face while Reeva licks my pussy. 

I lie on the plush carpet, my heart beating madly. Chanel’s scent is intoxicating, sweet and rich with just a hint of musk. I can hardly believe I'm here, sucking on her perfect little rosebud as she rides my mouth, her hips moving slowly against my face as if I were a throne. Thrusting her hips slightly upward, driving herself onto my face, the heat from her tightly muscled core blasting down into me and warming the entire room.

Reeva, meanwhile, licks my pussy as if it's the most natural thing in the world to eat out a young hottie while her Mistress rides the same hottie’s face. Her tongue is relentless, sliding in and out of me with precision that gives me chills. 

The sound of our moans fill the room.

“Serve...” Chanel’s voice is shaky. “My pets. My pets. My pets...fuck. Serve me. That’s right. Lick her...” she looks back at Reeva. “Lick her harder. It makes her go...fuck, it makes her go!”

Chanel's legs shake underneath me as she bucks her hips against my face, moaning louder. She's incoherent now, lost in the sensation of being loved so thoroughly. Her skin glistens with a fine sheen of sweat.

Reeva licks me until I see stars, her tongue flicking my clit as she fingers me deep and hard. Chanel’s gorgeous ass bounces on my face, my tongue lapping into her clit. Everything about all three of us so fucking far beyond the pathetic banker that he may as well be another species, an ant or a termite or a beetle squashed before us. 

“Fuck...fuck!” Chanel’s thighs tighten around my face. She’s going to cum. “You’re so pretty. God. So pretty. You’re even prettier today. God...god...so pretty...what I deserve...what I deserve...”

Reeva and I moan our agreement. We have never spoken, Reeva and I, and yet we share deeply this one intimate belief—Mistress Chanel deserves everything. 

I moan into Mistress’s cunt as she comes, and I know that this is where I belong. 

With her. With them. 

With my Mistress and my sisters, in beauty and dominance.

* * * * *
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LINDA PAUSES AS SHE finishes making her husband’s coffee, trying to think very hard. 

Would he want one squirt of milk or two? 

Her tits, gorgeous and plump, drizzle in the tiny confines of the red lingerie she wears. She scoops a dollop of cream with one long manicured finger and sucks on it for a moment, cumming at her own taste. It is her seventy-fifth cum since waking up two hours ago. 

It was better just to do two, just to be sure. Counting is so hard for a good girl like her. She very carefully squeezes her over-sized udders four times, giggling and whispering “Onnnneeee....twooo!” in her soft, girlish, eager voice. 

She waddles through the house, fertile and plush, her glazed eyes stopping just for a moment on the wall of advanced degrees by the stairs. They all belong to her; something deep inside her knows this, but she doesn’t know what they or any letters or symbols mean anymore. Her tits wobble precariously as she re-enters the bedroom, pushing through the throng of hot young pregnant bodies to bring her Man his coffee. 

There are at least fifteen girls in the small space, all perfectly made-up and with their eyes totally locked on their Master. Each one softly cumming, moaning, aching for the pleasure only he can give them. As she passes them, they sneer and roll their eyes. Pinching her cheeks. Slapping her. They’re her betters, even though she is Master’s wife. 

Dane, her Master, gave them perfect bodies—lithe, tight, athletic, gorgeous. Each one a queen of lust and seduction and submission. Each one capable of purring to him in his sleep all the things he deserves. 

Linda can barely count. She certainly can’t read. She was bad. Master made sure she knew at least that much. 

She doesn’t remember being bad, but she knows it is fundamental to her nature. She deserves punishment. She deserves to live her life as a breeding, milking sow while other, better girls take her place again and again. Her ultra-wide hips, thick thighs, disastrously huge tits, blow-up doll lips all remove her from consideration from the minds of any serious person. There is nothing in her life she can be except a hot, eager, breeding bimbo for Daddy. 

He sits at the head of the bed, casually clicking on his laptop while several girls attend his cock and balls.  They make out passionately, like they are kissing before an explosion that will end the world. Their tongues are long and wet and luscious. They’re so much better at everything than Linda. Even licking cock. 

She should be jealous, but she isn’t. She’s too busy cumming on the inside when her many, many superiors make eye contact with her, their eyes blazing with searing, hot, white-hot hatred. 

“Master!” she squeals, timidly setting down the coffee as far away as possible from him. It’s not hers to touch him, let alone to get him sticky or messy. “I brought you coffee! With cream!” 

He looks up from his work. 

“Well, isn’t that nice,” he says, barely glancing at her. “Leave it there. I’ll get it when I’m done.”

“Yes, Master,” she says, still cumming just from his disdainful dismissal. “Anything for you, Master.”

Pictures of their daughter Alyssa are up on his computer again. Her best friend—the school valedictorian and prom queen, Marjorie—passionately sucks Dane’s cock as he ogles his daughter’s body on the screen. 

Linda turns bright, beet red. Something in her knows it is terribly wrong for her Man to fuck a hot barely legal teenager’s mouth while he looks at his daughter. 

But... 

...is it wrong because men shouldn’t fuck their daughters, or because he isn’t already fucking her? 

Thinking is so hard, and she desperately needs him to tell her what to think, but she’s forbidden from asking him questions of any kind. 

At any rate, as she watches Marjorie's perfectly-shaped lips slide all the way down to his base, she dares not object. Master always knows best. He knows what is sexy and hot and good best of all. 

“It’s been too long,” he says to Linda. “We need to go get our little girl. I need to breed her.”

All the girls present moan and nod. They surge forward as one, even as Marjorie moans and cums at the declaration. The thought of Master cumming, breeding, is a powerful one. 

You deserve it, Master.

Breed her, Master.

She’ll be on her knees for you soon, Master. It’s her place. 

Linda, quivering, cums at the sound of his voice and his desire like all the others. Her man needs something. There’s only one proper response.

“Yes, Daddy. Of course, Daddy.”

# # #
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