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HYPNO WORLD ORDER – The Series

Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! 

- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!) 

- Opportunities for Commissions!

- Discord Community Full Of Kink-Minded Folks!

- Show your support for the stories I write!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter! 

- Enjoy THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! 

- Totally Free!

- Periodic Emails about New Releases, Special Offers, and Discounts!

Find more of my books!


-  My Website, With 20% Off Your First Purchase Available!

-  Nadia Nightside on Smashwords

-  Nadia Nightside on Kobo

-  Nadia Nightside on Apple

-  Nadia Nightside on Barnes & Noble

-  Nadia Nightside on Google Play



Want to get in touch? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access to share naughty thoughts, and visit my website for all the latest stories and terrific exclusives!

Leave a Review When You’re Done!

- Feedback is Always Welcome

- I Always Read Reviews

- Your Voice Matters!

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...”

* * * * *
[image: image]


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.”

# # #
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Hypno World Order – Making His Harem
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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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Hypno World Order – Making His New World
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When we arrive at the high-end clothing shop, Greci, it’s close to midday. 

All eyes are on us immediately. The massive, hulking giant, musclebound and tall but still dashing in his custom-made suit. He looks like a deity, a being beyond the brain's ability to parse. His proportions are so perfect despite his size that he makes the world around him look tiny, like everyone and everything else is what's odd. 

And then there’s his three Best Girls, of which I am eternally grateful to be a permanent member of. His daughter Alyssa (not by blood)—the epitome of youthful perfection in a tight, white, sheer minidress. Me, Lara—the avatar of sensual, hot intimate need in a tiny pleated skirt, thigh-high high-heeled boots, and a skintight sweater. And his darling partner Chanel—the Mistress to Alyssa and I both—the goddess of beauty, lust, love, and longing dressed in an elegant tight evening gown with a plunging neckline and tall leg slits up past her hips like she's going to a red carpet event. All of us incredibly busty, gloriously beautiful and thin, with legs for miles.

On a tight, spike-collared leash, I hold the dog Linda. She’s the dumb cunt who, once upon a time, thought she was worthy of being the wife of our Master. She’s paying for that mistake now, her knees red and sore and bruised, her palms mostly scar tissue. Naked. Her ludicrous, oversized tits red and bruised as well from being dragged on the ground; she doesn't ever feel any kind of relief. She hasn’t been allowed to walk for months; she lives on all fours now, like the bitch she is. 

The lone clerk, seeing us enter, shivers and cums and begins to babble. 

Alyssa and I share a knowing glance. We understand what's going to happen to her. We strut into the store, our bodies daring the plebes to look at us. 

We used to fuck up minds as the property of Mistress Chanel. She had installed special speakers in the town around our dance school, constantly brainwashing the population to compulsively kneel, masturbate, and ideate suicidal thoughts from our proximity. 

Now, under Master Dane's glorious control, we no longer need such tools. He simply wants us to create that kind of effect, and so we do. 

The clerk, a pretty but ultimately forgettable brunette, rushes over to greet us. She reminds me of the pretty things you see in brainless young adult dramas with names like One Bush Lane or Haylee's Delta. 

The other women in the shop—not even close to the clerk's level of natural beauty—start to wither like grapes left out in the sun for too long. They retreat, running home to regret their every last choice and second of living that brought them to a world where they don’t get to taste Master’s Cock.

The clerk’s eyes widen when she sees Chanel in her skintight gown. I smirk, watching the quick rotation of emotions on her face as her brain melts in awe. She's in love, she's in worshipful love, she's just worshiping, she's not good enough, she's not good enough, she's in love...

And on and on. 

As expected, the clerk fawns over Chanel and Master, ignoring Alyssa and myself completely. It’s just as well; I prefer to observe and admire Master and his trophy wife-to-be. She’s everything a woman should be, and he is everything a man should be, and together they are the most perfect pair in existence. I’m so fucking in love with their love I can hardly stand it. 

The two of them walk in front are both tall and beautiful specimens of humanity. Master, with his Adonis-like physique and golden skin, like he stepped right from a Greco-Roman idealization of what a man should be: perfect in every single way. And Mistress Chanel—her flowing dark locks, her devastatingly tall leggy thin figure, her full, perky breasts and her perfect ass.

Both of them look like they just stepped out of a time machine from a thousand years in the future where people had ‘fixed’ their ugliness genes. Both of them so fucking hot that it’s criminal.

I have never seen such love. It’s honestly heartwarming to watch them together, even if I am relegated to the role of spectator as always. I don’t mind, though. Mistress Chanel is his trophy, and the rest of us are just the free T-shirt you get when you buy a car.

Alyssa squeezes my hand, whimpering as we watch them together. Alyssa is my honey, my darling, my sweetie—the only things we love more than one another are Mistress, Mistress and Master’s love, and Master—in that exact order, with Master at the top. It's what he deserves. Not only our love, but the knowledge that being his means we get hot, pure, intimate love of the kind that no one else in the world does.

While Master and Chanel smile at and toy with the clerk, I take a look around the shop. We did come here to buy little prizes for us, after all. Nothing is less than a thousand dollars; even the shoe laces (made with diamond-sprinkled fabric and with ebony ends) are twelve hundred dollars a pair. 

Shopping is my favorite. It's so deeply affordable when billionaires everywhere exist to siphon their money directly to you. 

I've read that billionaires only have their wealth by ruthlessly exploiting the labor of the classes beneath them, that there is no such thing as a "moral" billionaire because the manner in which they accumulate wealth necessitates constant, relentless, merciless exploitation of regular working people.

If that's true, then I exploit even worse than those wretched fools. Each of Daddy's favorite pets is a billionaire, a billionaire heiress, and a trillionaire-to-be, and none of us use our wealth for any sort of investment in the economy or taxes (not that regular billionaires seem to do that either), but instead we just waste it all on the most lavish expenses we can think of. All just to make ourselves more unattainably hot, more exclusive, more haughty and vain and arrogant just to prove what a god Daddy is for owning us so completely. 

Before Master entered my life, I never really thought about clothes.

They were just things people wore to cover their bodies because nudity is frowned upon in public. That all changed when I met him.

Now, I can’t get enough of shiny new fun clothes. Every fiber of my being longs to look my absolute best for him at all times: radiant, glowing, perfect. A living doll of his perfection that he’s allowed to grace the rest of the world with my presence.

My clothes match this attitude, naturally. I wear only the highest-end of clothing—hand-made designer fashions designed purely for ultra-tight, XXXS size 000 beauties like me with massive tits, long legs, and perfectly-built torsos. Tight dresses, daring miniskirts, cleavage-baring tops, thigh-high boots, high-heels, and ultra-expensive jewelry are all just part for the course. 

Of course, I still look down on the rabble around me, like a predatory eagle marking its prey. After all; they aren’t as blessed as we are and so they deserve to live in torment and agony as a result. 

Normal people fill me with disgust. They always have. I’m just better than them, and their entire existence is a stain on reality. I want them to be illegal. I want crippling fines for walking around ugly, for polluting the sights of superior beings like myself.

Even before I met Master, I would have thought this way. It’s only natural that I would have, given my heritage as a natural-born beauty queen supreme. Mistress Chanel drilled it into my head from day one: we are the chosen ones. The elect. Above others in every single way that matters.

Worthy of normal people's adulation and obeisance and devotion—and most importantly, their money. 

But now? Now that I’ve seen him? My priorities have shifted a bit.

Now, all I want is to please him and him alone.

Of course, that doesn’t mean I can’t still take a little thrill in degrading others for his amusement while we walk hand in hand.

And everything I feel? All that contempt and hatred and righteous vanity and superiority? I know Mistress Chanel feels it a million times more than me, just like she deserves. She’s Master’s Chosen Bride, after all, his vain goddess. His arrogant super-bitch. His ultra-hot, ultra-wrathful, ultra-adoring empress.

She should feel that way. She should feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. She fucking is, after all.

Even with her belly starting to swell with his child, she is thin and absolutely radiant. It's just another curve on her incredible body. 

And I know it's possible that some men, in Master's position, might want to "teach that bitch a lesson." They might want to show Chanel "her place."

I know—Alyssa knows—Chanel knows—every real slavedoll knows that that is the attitude of a beta cuck loser. 

She is never degraded, never humiliated, never put down or insulted. Instead, he has arranged her entire life for her to be celebrated for her vanity and arrogance, because then it means all the more for her to kneel before him in total supplication of his cock and to beg tearfully to be bred by him.

Even her powers of mind control, her expertise in hypnosis and chemistry, can’t save her from his gaze and power; the way she craves his approval and nod of acknowledgement

I’m just the side piece who’s along for the ride, and I couldn’t be happier about it. That thought alone makes me cum all the time, in fact. 

Linda is staying close behind me. All the same, I jerk hard on her collar, dragging her several feet across the floor. Master's regular doses of cum make me superhumanly strong. Not as strong as him, but strong enough to live when he cums inside me. 

Linda chokes and slides across the floor, her clumsy limbs causing her to flip over and get tangled up in the chain even more. 

Alyssa giggles in delight. "What a dummy.”

Once upon a time, the Linda-thing was Alyssa's mother. I remember it, but I don't think Alyssa does anymore. If she does, she certainly doesn't care—and nor should she. Her real mother is and always will be Chanel.

Linda chokes and gasps, trying to get her breath back. I snap the chain a few more times, holding hands with Alyssa and giggling.  

Her eyes still radiate hatred, but her body obeys. Good. She deserves pain after trying to break up his perfect family in the first place.

Once upon a time, she tried to stop Master from fucking Alyssa. She convinced him to send Alyssa away to school, where I met her at the Luxuria Palaestra. But then Master changed, and he needed his Alyssa...and she wasn't there. 

Because of Linda. The bitch.

For a while, he let Linda live in blissful ignorance of his total transformation of her life. But then Chanel put it in Master’s ear that it would be so much better if she was trapped in her ultra-fertile, hyper-breeder body against her will. 

And so now Linda 2.0 crawls behind us, hating her entire existence and yet unable to stop her body from cumming to it, leash in hand, as we parade her before the world to see what happens when you fuck with the wrong Chosen family. Her brain is still just as intelligent as it ever was, and yet she’s only able to communicate as a breathless, happy, giggly, mindless bimbo. 

Master fucks her from time to time with all of us cheering him on. Alyssa cheering on her mother's breeding, and thanking her Daddy for it, and then telling her new Mommy how much she loves and adores her. 

There's something truly special, deep, and wonderful about a beautiful woman declaring her love. And that's why it hurts so fucking much to be around such declarations all the time and to know that they'll never be for you. 

That's how Linda feels all the time, in addition to having sore tits and knees and hands. 

My pussy clenches at the thought of how humiliated she must feel, but I don’t allow myself to cum. Not yet.

I give Linda a haughty look as I take a few more items off the rack, including a gorgeous white knee-length A-line dress with a sweetheart neckline that would look amazing on me.

Nearby, the clerk finally starts to try to say something to Chanel.

“Um, Miss, I was just w-wondering i-if—”

Immediately, Chanel pounces.

“Excuse me?” Chanel snaps.

Master grips Chanel’s ass in anticipation. His bulge straining against his pants. Wanting to see her dig in.

The clerk babbles in response, unsure what to do with this much furious anger. She looks shamed just from Chanel's angry glance—as well she should. 

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Chanel says to the clerk. “Did you just try to talk to me, peasant?”

Alyssa groans with lust, pushing up hard against Chanel. “Oh, Mommy...”

I can’t help but agree. As Chanel begins to dig in, Alyssa and I start to circle the fool like the sharks we are. 

The clerk has a name-tag that reads ‘Becky." She goes as red as a tomato.

“N-no, I–” she stutters. “I just wanted to ask if you needed any assistance, ma’am.”

Chanel narrows her eyes, her perfect brow furrowing in disgust. 

“Really? Because it sure sounded were trying to address your betters without permission.”

Becky gasps, holding her hands to her mouth. It’s an ugly sound. 

Alyssa, next to her, looks meaningfully at the ground. 

“Ohmygodrightsorry,” Becky blurts, dropping to the floor with her head down. 

“Better.” Chanel puts her foot on the back of her neck, posing for Master.

Becky squirms and moans. 

Chanel scoffs and looks back at us, flipping her hair over her shoulder like the goddess she is. “Can you believe this dummy?” She asks me and Master, as if Becky isn’t even there.

We both shake our heads in disbelief as one, while Becky stares at the floor, cumming silently from knowing Chanel’s heel. 

“I mean, I don’t expect much from normies like her, but come on,” Chanel says with a huff. “It’s just basic manners not to talk to your betters without being spoken to first. Isn’t that right, pet?”

She bends down and pets Linda's head like a dog’s before straightening up and turning back to the Becky. Linda, hating her completely, cums at Chanel's goddess-like touch.

Becky’s orgasm intensifies, and my cunt pulses with pleasure at her lightning-quick submission. It’s so hot to see someone so pathetic reduced to a quivering, sniffling mess like that. She deserves it. Alyssa has pushed up into Master's arms and grips and strokes his cock through his pants as they watch Becky’s mind self-deconstruct from Chanel’s presence and beauty.

Chanel pinches Becky's cheeks. “There, there. It’s going to be all right. You’re going to do nothing else with your life but worship Master and myself, aren’t you?”

Becky nods as fast as she can. “Y-yes, Mistress. I-I swe-swear.”

“Good girl,” Chanel says, patting her head like she did Linda’s. 

The clerk whimpers her entire life ruined by an interaction less than five minutes long. She had hopes, dreams, aspirations once—all utterly ruined and flattened by the steamrolling power of my Master and Mistress’s divinity. 

It’s just another trip to the store for us. We do this everywhere we go. 

* * * * *
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OUTSIDE, CHRISTIANE stands up straight, seeing us approach, and puts on a bit of performative, business-like poise. She’s in front of the luxury town car, sliding off the hood where she was posing and enjoying the lustful, helpless gazes of helplessly jacking-off passers-by.

We're in the middle of a very large city. Master's control radius is a few miles, although it gets exponentially more intense the closer someone is. Someone at the very outer edge may start having intrusive thoughts about cock, service, and worship—if she's a really hot young babe like me, I mean. Otherwise, it's a lot of urgently dark thoughts about what failures they are.

Christiane wears her customary ultra-hot outfit—a tight miniskirt paired with a silk blouse and clingy suit jacket. Her long, bare legs are shiny in the bright sun, almost reflective. Her Brazilian heritage makes her look terrific in anything with a lot of skin showing. Her hair, thick and dark and down to her ass, is coiled to one side. 

She is, officially, a representative for the Administration—the secret worldwide apparatus that facilitates and mediates all the world’s various mind-controllers. Her position is one of many that exists to ensure that all these powerful people are kept in check, so that none take advantage and control too much. 

She has her own mind controlling techniques—much more limited than Master’s, of course—to do this. That, plus her beauty, was supposed to have made her near impossible to dominate into service. It certainly was impossible for Chanel, who controlled me so easily and absolutely.  

Now, though, she’s little more than a handmaiden for Master’s will. 

As we approach, she holds out a thick manila envelope for Master. 

“Welcome back, Sir.” She gulps, struggling to say Sir at all. Some compromises must be made in public. “This is the latest report and tithe receipt for your operations.”

The air feels empty when she doesn’t call him Master. All good girls should call Master by his title.

I happen to know what she hands him is not really a report of anything. She's delivering him something else entirely. 

He takes the envelope. “They’re watching, I presume.”

She nods. Her breath catching.

“Even here?”

“Everywhere. All the time. Especially now. Especially me.”

“And inside...?”

He points to the car.

“They can’t. Not in there. They need at least a week to install surveillance inside a vehicle.”

Very soon we’re inside the car, Master is reading the envelope, and Christiane sits across from us. She looks close to panicking. Tugging at her jacket. Her knees knocking together. Biting her lip, staring at Chanel and Master with helpless, lustful abandon. 

“The windows are completely opaque,” he says. “So, go ahead.”

Christiane whimpers her gratitude and drops to her knees, crawling in a rush across the short space to his crotch. Her beautiful face immediately competes with our stroking, pawing hands as she open-mouth kisses his bulge through the thin fabric of his pants.

Christiane's lips touch the bulge in Master’s pants, and the sound of her kiss is loud, and wet, and needy. Her tongue darts out to taste him through the fabric, and it's clear she knows how to tease as she laps at the precum that has already formed there. She's perfect in this moment—kneeling before him with her lush yet tight ass in the air, her skirt hiked up to reveal her black lace panties that match her bra. Her garter belt holds up her thigh-high stockings, sliding slightly as she moves. 

“This is the entire list?” Master asks.

Christiane procures a small, hand-written list from her bag. “Physical copy, as you asked for.”

Her lips brush against his still-covered cock as she speaks.

It’s not safe to trust technology. Fully fifty-percent of mind control operators initiate their tactics with some kind of thumb drive or app these days. A few even still use CD ROMs, but not in major metropolitan areas.

“Good girl.” He unzips and reveals his hard cock. “Go ahead and suck.”

Master is already hard, of course, his thick cock sliding against Christiane’s perfectly smooth cheek. He’s so wonderful. Christiane groans with eager, happy lust and falls on his cock to suck.

Like any good girl should.

His cock is so long—almost a foot, easily, and thicker than my wrist. I remember how it felt inside of me, stretching me, filling me, tearing my virginity asunder like the gift-wrapping on a million-dollar present. How right it had felt to be completed by him, to experience what it means to be a true woman.

I remember my own mind-controlled moans of ecstasy as he fucked me for the first time, and I think about how much I can’t wait to get home and rewatch that tape with him. If I'm really lucky, he'll make me forget I'm mind-controlled and fuck me while Chanel cheers him on as we watch. He does that about once a week, and then makes me suck him off while he watches that tape.

She slides the head of his cock into her mouth with practiced ease, sucking gently at first before taking more inch after inch deep into her throat. He moans in pleasure, one hand twisting in her perfect hair as he threads the other through Alyssa's. Very soon, his daughter is on his lap, urgently making out with Christiane and her Daddy's cock.

Christiane was so haughty, so arrogant. She thought the Administration had made her invulnerable. But no one's invulnerable to Daddy. 

Now, she’s just another hyper-loyal cocksleeve for Master.

“Suck that cock until you’re gagging on it,” he growls. “Gag on it for Daddy.”

Christiane obediently complies, taking more and more of his length into her eager mouth, her cheeks hollowing with each desperate try to suck him down further. Her eyes water, but she doesn't care - all that matters is pleasing him. She's sobbing with lust and need, the kind of need only a owned girl can understand.

Master grunts and groans in approval as Christiane's wet, hungry mouth bobs up and down on him. I know she’s practically drowning herself on his cock, but she wouldn’t have it any other way. This is where she belongs—on her knees, worshipping Master's cock like the godly tool it so clearly is.

The car pulls away, and the world slides past us.

“Faster,” he moans. “Faster, bitch.”

Christiane picks up the pace as Master approaches his orgasm. I know what awaits her—the taste of his heavenly seed spraying into her stomach, filling her up, altering her conception of reality itself. She’ll experience tens of millions of years of perfect, unstoppable pleasure for the minute or so that Master cums load after load down her tight, sculpted throat.

“That's it," he groans, his grip on her hair tightening. "Get every drop of your Daddy's cum, you brainless whore."

Christiane moans around his cock, her turbo-throated suction intensifying as she feels him climaxing deep inside her. His seed shoots down her throat in thick, hot spurts, claiming her as his property. Her eyes roll back into her head as she experiences the bliss that only comes from pleasing Master. Her body convulses, and she cums too, just from taking his seed inside of her. Alyssa cums, from being so close. And Chanel and I cum, from knowing Master has cum.

As he finishes, Christiane collapses against him, panting and spent. Alyssa kisses her clean, sucking down her Daddy's cum. Their makeup is a mess from the passionate performance, but neither girl cares—all that matters is that she served him well.

* * * * *
[image: image]


THE MORNING AFTER MASTER fucks me into service—the morning after he makes Chanel his slave queen—Christiane arrives to collect some paperwork regarding the tithe she had recently acquired for the Administration.

This was a long time ago. I remember it—think of it still—like it's still happening. 

Chanel clings to Master, who sits in the dance studio on a pile of pillows and gym mats surrounded by even more girls oohing and ahhing all over his body. I’m lucky enough to cling to Chanel—chosen by her, and more importantly—by Him. I’m such a lucky girl to be close to his constantly streaming, spurting cock. If I’m very lucky, Chanel may not be able to take all his cum and some might shoot my way. Or I’ll be allowed to lick her pussy clean and taste my Master’s seed that way.

Christiane is brought into the studio, already “detained” by the girls we posted outside to meet her upon her arrival. She’s tied up with sturdy, soft rope—her hands bound in front of her—and has a blindfold on. She wears, as ever, a tight mini-skirted suit. This one is cream with a red blouse. 

“Didn’t we do this already?" she snaps. "You cheap little hussy. You can’t control me, and the second you try, I’m going to ruin your life.”

Christiane refers, of course, to Chanel—who tried and failed to control her when Chanel was first introduced to the Administration’s tithing. 

“Fuck,” says Master. “You didn’t say she was so fucking hot.”

Chanel drops deep into his lap, holding his huge cock like a stripper’s pole to guide her body down. “I said she was beautiful.” 

“You did. You said Lara was beautiful. I think Alyssa is beautiful. This one is nearly as hot as you. Fuck.”

Chanel kisses his cock urgently, passionately as he admires Christiane. 

“Wh-who is that?”

Christiane’s knees suddenly splay, wobbling inward and then outward as she hears the unstoppable mindfuck tones of Master’s voice mixed with his onslaught of mood-altering pheromones.

“I-is there a man here? You brought one of your little...your boy...toys?”

She sounds increasingly unsure. Her breasts are heaving, her nipples obviously hard in her transparent red blouse. Sweat beads on her forehead, her neck, between the glorious orbs of her cleavage.

Master nods, and Alyssa slides the blindfold off of Christiane. She takes her time, groping Christiane’s helpless form and sliding her hands through her impossibly thick hair, kissing her forehead and shoving her own tits against Christiane’s face. Master’s cock throbs and slaps against Chanel’s lips as he watches this display his daughter puts on for him.

“O-oh my god,” says Christiane when the blindfold is finally all the way off. Her cunt, gushing, leaves a puddle on the floor. 

Her eyes stay firmly shut, squinting to keep the sight of him out. Master slides Chanel’s lips fully over his cock now, enjoying her full-throated efficacy as she sucks him with all her talent.

“Oh my god,” she says again. “You couldn’t have. You can’t have. You found a natural? Oh...oh my god...I’m already breathing him in...”

She begins to breathe faster, hyperventilating.

“Oh fuck...” she whimpers. “I can’t...I can’t fight it. It’s already too late to fight it. It’s already...oh fuck...”

Watching this, Master stands up a little, rapidly fucking Chanel’s mouth and throat.

“It’s impossible. You can’t be stopped...” Christiane’s eyes open, the color of bright, warm honey. “You can’t be stopped. You can’t be stopped...”

Chanel moans around his cock as Christiane loses her will, collapsing to her knees and unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a perfect set of D-cup tits.

Christiane begins to convulse, drool leaking from her now slack mouth.

“...by...” she gasps. “...by...”

“Anyone,” He finishes for her. “Untie her and bring him here.”

Christiane collapses all the way to the ground in an erotic prostrated position as the ropes binding her disintegrate, soaked from the waist down, juices painting a filthy Rorschach test beneath her on the studio floor. He shifts Chanel to one side, holding her hair tight. Chanel kisses his thighs, his hips, staring up at him with open, zealous worship.

“Kiss my cock,” Master says. “Kiss it, Christiane.”

She shakes her head no, but her beautifully manicured nails are already fumbling with his cock, quickly learning how to stroke the first cock she’s ever touched or seen up close.

“No,” she whimpers as she takes Him in her small fists, her incredibly long fingers not even touching as they circle around his massive girth. “No please no please don’t make me please please don't make me...”

“Chanel,” he growls, “Hold her head in place.”

Chanel does, and Christiane whines as her mouth is forced onto Master’s cock. She shakes her head no and no and no as He forces himself inside her tight, untouched throat.

“Yes,” Master growls, grabbing the back of her head. “Feel how fucking good it feels to be mine, you bitch! You’re mine now, all mine.”

Christiane whimpers and sobs around his cock, but her hands continue to work his shaft, like they have a mind of their own. I can see that same look in her eyes—the same look that was in mine only hours ago—the look of an elite woman whose entire world has been turned upside down by one taste of God.

“You’re going to suck it,” he growls. “Then you’re going to fucking love it.”

That was all it took.

Christiane, the dark-haired beauty who thought she was unstoppable, thought she was untouchable...well, she was the one who had been stopped now, kneeling before Him just like the rest of us. Her reddened lips, swollen from pleading with Chanel and Alyssa to save her, lock onto his cock as if she'd been born to do nothing else.

“God...” he groans. “I gotta get in there. Fuck.”

He shoves her off his cock and down to the floor. Chanel, intuitively knowing just what Master needs, slides forward and uses her body weight to spread Christiane’s legs out.

“No! Please!”

I don’t know if Christiane is begging not to be force-fucked into oblivion, or begging for Master’s cock back in her throat. It hardly matters. Her body is his property now. Fucking her is his right, and I love to help my Master fuck his will into hot virgin beauties. I love his Will so much. It is holy, just like his cock. He fucks me, he fucks Alyssa and Chanel, and now he's fucking Christiane—and all of it is holy, holy, holy. 

I can’t help but cum hard as I watch my Master and Christiane’s first meeting.

“Oh fuck!” Christiane cries as Master slides himself inside her. “Fuuuuck! You...you’re...so big!”

He wraps her legs around his head, resting her ankles behind his neck. Her long, incredible pins are ultra-shiny and soft. 

“You’re telling me,” he groans, slamming his hips against her ass. 

"S..stop...you have to...have to stop..."

She moans in pain-filled pleasure, rocking her hips back to meet him, begging for more even as she tells him—and herself—to stop this madness.

“God, that pussy,” Master groans. “So fucking tight...”

His hands grip her hips, and he pulls her into him, sliding in and out of her achingly slow. It’s obvious he wants to savor every second of this moment.

“Look at me,” he growls, and Christiane, against her will, locks her honey-colored eyes with his. “You’re mine now. You’re going to fucking love it.”

“No,” she whimpers. “I...I can’t.”

“Sure you can. You're just a woman. Just a girl. You’re going to love every second of being my whore, aren’t you?”

And she does. She fucking does. As Master forces himself inside her tight cunt, I can see the look in her eyes—a mix of lust and anguish and denial—denial that this is happening to strong, untouchable her....until bliss finally overtakes her face.

“Yes,” he growls as he fucks her deeper, faster.

Christiane gasps, her eyes wide as saucers.

“Oh fuck,” she cries out as Master slides hard into her g-spot. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck yes!”

He goes slow at first, as he always does with virgins. His cockhead splits her in two, tearing through every resistance she never knew she had. Her pussy walls spasm around him, making his cock spurt pre-cum inside of her tight, untouched cunt.

“Yes!” he groans, smacking her ass hard, eliciting a moan from both of them. “Yes! Your pussy was made for my cock!”

Chanel pushes in on him. 

"Mark her, Daddy?" She wraps her arms around his neck. "God, please? Don't wait. Cum in her now. I can't stand it. I can't stand it. I need her pregnant for you. I need her to fucking know. I need her to be yours. Oh my god, Daddy, please? Please?

He doesn't always let Chanel dictate his actions. He usually doesn't. But every now and then, he can't help but give in to her heated, urgent seduction and suggestions. 

Christiane’s eyes roll back into her head as he cums into her for the first time, filling her with his impregnating seed. She screams long and loud, her nails scratching at the studio floor, her pretty, feminine hands clawing at nothing but air.

“Oh yes, you fucking bitch!” he growls, driving himself deep inside her. “Fucking cum for me! Cum for your Master!”

And cum she does. Cum she does. Her whole body shakes as one powerful orgasm after another rips through her petite frame.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” he growls in her ear, spanking her again and again. “You like being owned. You like being mine.”

She gasps for air, her entire body trembling as he fucks her raw, senseless and filthy.

“I...” she moans, panting. “I...”

“Say it,” he growls, delivering another sharp smack across her ass.

“I...”

“Louder,” he growls. “Say it louder, whore!”

“You’re mine,” he growls, slamming into her so hard I can feel it in my own pussy. “Say it!”

“Y-yes...” Christiane pants out between moans. “Yes...oh fuck...yes, I’m yours...I’m yours...”

“Whose?” he growls.

“Yours...” she whimpers as another orgasm ripples through her lithe frame. “Thank you. Thank you for showing me. Thank you for forcing me. Thank you f-for...”

She looks at Chanel, sweaty and hot, pushing against Master even as he slowly withdraws from Christiane. 

“Oh.” Her brain seems to turn on and off again. Her entire set of worldviews rearranging. Like the entirety of Chanel’s mind control hits all at once, the dam of her resistance busted through from Master’s cock. “Oh...oh fuck.”

“Yes?”

Chanel waits patiently. I can tell she’s only being this nice—not immediately trying to strangle Christiane—because she’s so fucking hot.

Master senses it too. 

“Hear her out,” he tells Chanel. “And then whatever you decide, we’ll do.”

A glimmer of pride sparks in Chanel’s eyes. She turns back to Christiane. 

“I’m listening.”

Christiane gulps. “I was...I was wrong. To have done what I did to you. To mock you. To make life difficult for you. I was...I am...jealous of you.” She shudders and swallows. 

Meanwhile, Master flips me over and enters me from behind. 

“Go on,” says Chanel.

“Honestly, I was a frightful bitch to you. But I’m sorry. And...”

Master fucks me harder, more urgently. He’s still supremely hard, even after just cumming inside of Christiane. What a man. 

“And...?”

“I’m really fucking beautiful. I mean I’m so sexy. And you know it. And so does Master. And that’s really all that matters, isn’t it? Being beautiful and his. So please...let me lick you, let me attend to you...and let’s make Master hard. Please?” Her eyes go very low. “Please, Mistress? There’s so many ways I can please him. Not even with my looks. I have so much access to the other mind controllers. I know their methods, their numbers, their locations. I can give it all to you, and—”

Chanel grabs her and kisses her hard, her passion real and disastrously hot. They make out like long-lost lovers in front of us while Master pistons his massive hard cock in and out of my tiny fertile pussy. 

I barely know how the conversation ends. I can make some intuitive guesses, as Christiane is still around. But Master starts fucking me so hard right then—so turned on by these two demi-goddesses making peace—that my grip on consciousness is utterly destroyed. 

* * * * *
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STEPHANIE LOVES HER life. She sits before a screen at her office in Henderson Tower, happily absorbing the mind-altering rays of its unending bimbofication programming, as she watches her scantily-clad stepdaughter fingering herself to their Master and Boss in the glass-walled office just feet away.

“B-but Mommy...” Mauve whimpered just this morning, as her mother tied her up in the chair to be indoctrinated. “I don’t want to be a mind-controlled slave.”

Stephanie slapped her, of course. Such an insult to her Master couldn’t be tolerated. 

The method of control for her Master was simple and ingenious—hyper-fertility supplements (Bimbex) of her Master’s design prime the female mind and body for ownership (as a woman’s natural place was being pregnant for her man, and a pregnant woman needed a man more than anything else), and then a powerful hypnotic program capable of being loaded onto any screen fucks up her mind entirely on the concept of Master as a new girl’s owner. 

Stephanie is a former beauty queen and the high school crush of Mr. Henderson, her incredible glorious perfect boss. The office is full of beautiful young women—Stephanie was barely thirty-six, herself—and all of them are utterly hypnotized into perfect obedient service for Mr. Henderson. 

The way the office works is simple: unending obedience and loyalty. Twenty-three hour work days are not only common, they are mandatory. Floors seven through twenty-two of the massive Henderson Tower are entirely outfitted as barracks for the fleet of brainless, obedient, sexpot secretaries waiting to accomplish data entry, customer service, and other menial female tasks. 

Meanwhile, the top ten floors are reserved for the most beautiful and accomplished women in the world—Miss Universe winners, lingerie models, repurposed celebrities. All of them taken and tamed by Master. Most nights of television—and pretty much all blockbuster movies—feature exclusively either his toys or women who he would own soon. 

Their sole purpose: to serve as breeding stock and fucktoys for him and him alone. 

And Stephanie is more than happy to be a part of this new golden age. 

If a girl like her was a good girl, she might just get her reward: a chance to suck her Master’s cock.

Only the best and most fertile are allowed near him, though, and for now, that isn’t her. Her job is to merely input data and pleasure any of the office girls who need it. 

She had been inducted several months ago and had taken it upon herself to bring her barely legal daughter in to Master in order to impress him. 

His type isn’t Stephanie—he only controlled her, and hadn’t even fucked her! She had cum several times watching him fuck other women, but he hadn’t yet let her feel the glory of his cock inside her. 

Stephanie—tall, tight, busty, and beautiful—knows she isn’t up to snuff for her Master. She knows this because he told her so—often when reminding her that she had laughed in his face when rejecting him in high school. She had been a hot cheerleading queen bully and he was captain of the chess club. 

All of that feels deeply alien to her when all of her pleasure is now tied to Henderson's pleasure. 

She remembers, distantly, feeling excited and even hungry at his disappointment in high school. His shock. His humiliation. The emotional and spiritual pain she had distributed, utterly annihilating his greatest hopes and dreams in the cruelest way possible. 

But that wasn't really what happened. It couldn't have been. Her Master had always been a sexy, hot, hunk who anyone would die to be at the arm of. She had just been a stupid, petty bitch who didn't know a good thing when she saw it. 

Her daughter Mauve is just more of the same—boring old thin, toned, and big-titted with a gloriously sexy face and an incredibly sadistic cruel streak for the people in her life she didn't like. Her Master prefers—rightly, of course—women with a lot more meat on their bones. He wants them plump and voluptuous and curvaceous. He wants pliant girls. Pleasant girls. Happy girls who don't daydream about destroying people for Master. 

But, in fucking up Mauve’s mind, Stephanie hoped that the allure of fucking her with her daughter cheering her on—or vice versa!—would be enough to be able to personally please his cock. She had been certain, in fact, that offering up her daughter would curry his favor at last, at last, at last! 

Then her life would be complete. 

So, with her daughter home for the summer before starting college, she had started insisting on “family dinners” where she laced her daughter’s food with copious amounts of Bimbex. 

Then, insisting on shared media time, she sat with her daughter as the hypno mindfuck programs underneath the signals of whatever brainless television show Stephanie’s newly limited intelligence could handle. It didn't take long before Mauve decided to forego college altogether. 

That was just as well—women couldn't handle book learning, it interfered with their ovulation. 

At first, Mauve had tried to hide the way that watching reality tv—with its hot catty women and celebration of nonstop vanity—turned her on. She would rub her tits and clit under blankets. 

The last few days, though, she just did it out in the open. Last night she had grabbed the remote, split her legs open, and yelled for her Mommy to hurry up and sit down or else she would fall behind in their nightly orgasm race.

She had slapped her daughter all this morning long before going into the office, just because it was fun to hurt a disobedient brat. Soon, Stephanie assumed, she wouldn't have a chance to hurt her because she would be constantly obedient just like Stephanie herself. 

“What you want doesn’t matter, darling. I’m so sorry.” 

Stephanie wasn’t sorry, not at all. 

She loved her Master with every fiber of her being, and she was happy to offer up her daughter to him.

“P-please...” Mauve had begged. But it was too late. “M-Mommy...you can’t make me the slave of your boss. It’s n-not fair. I’m supposed to m-marry Bobby...”

“That maggot?” Stephanie rolled her eyes. “His dick is too small to love him, sweetie. I’m sorry, but he’s a pathetic beta cuck, and you know it.”

Mauve whimpered and nodded. “I-I know, b-but he’s sweet, and...”

Mauve had to learn—as soon as possible!—that her Master’s cock was where her loyalty belonged. She slapped Mauve again, enjoying the way her daughter’s cheeks flushed and how she whined.

“Men aren’t sweet. Men are in charge. But there’s only one man in your life from now on, got it?”

Mauve held back tears. She looked like she belonged on the cover of a lingerie magazine; her tits were falling out of her bralette. 

“Y-yes, Mommy. I...I understand.”

“Good girl. Now, watch your mind control like a good girl and then get dressed in something hot. I won’t have my baby disappointing Master on her first day.”

Mauve had done as she was told, of course—Stephanie had programmed her well to be a good girl after all, even before the mind-altering drugs and brainwashing had kicked in. 

Now, just a few hours later, as she watches her daughter writhe and moan under her Master’s touch, Stephanie openly masturbates. 

She almost creams herself right there on the spot at the thought of what was to come next: 

Her daughter’s defloration, and inducting her into the ranks of the blessedly-owned, each and every inch of Mauve's tight, virgin cunt stretched to the limit by her Master's thick, throbbing cock.

Stephanie can feel her own pussy dripping wet, sopping wet, as she imagines her daughter's face contorted in ecstasy and agony, the very image of a woman being broken in for the first time by a real man. 

It had been so long since she'd last experienced that kind of pleasure herself. She aches for it, but more importantly, she aches for her daughter to feel it too. To submit, to finally know the true meaning of happiness and purpose as a woman.

Stephanie’s outfit, as is all her life, is the result of her Master’s wishes—a sexy parody of a secretary’s outfit. Her blouse is not as such, but rather a black lace bralette with sheer cups that barely contain her ample breasts, leaving tantalizing peeks (and peaks) of her supple flesh visible. 

Her clingy, tight skirt is equally as revealing, made of the same lacy material and sitting snugly against her ass and thighs, showcasing the round perfection of her cheeks and shapely legs. The hemline hits far above her powerful, fit thighs.

Soon, Master will fuck her daughter pregnant. Stephanie is so excited.

Her Master is a powerful man. Stephanie knows she is blessed by him to know that he was a mind-controller and he had controlled her mind. He seems to enjoy knowing that she knows she is controlled and not only can do nothing about it, but also knowing that has been made to enjoy his control and its irrevocable nature.

And even among mind controllers, she knows he is something special. He is a billionaire, with access to endless amounts of wealth and capital to buy out any threats to his throne. He practically runs the Administration, giving them nonstop bribes and gratuities to ensure that his harem seamlessly runs well over the regulation size.

He has so many women in his harem that he had barely even fucked a tenth of them. Stephanie knows this first-hand. She doesn’t remember ever having sex, in fact. She must have, to have had Mauve. But barely legal Mauve is definitely a virgin. 

“Excuse me. We’d like to speak with your boss, please.”

The voice is hot and undeniable. Everything in Stephanie's brain screams at her not to look—and yet, all the same, she must. She's dying to continue watching her Master warming up with his Rubenesque lovepets on the way to impregnating her daughter. But she can't. 

She can't. She must...

She must...

Obey.

Four impossible people fill Stephanie’s gaze.

The most important is the man, of course. But he is flanked by two of the most beautiful women she could have ever imagined, and clinging to him is a woman who makes even those two seem merely pretty.

The man is tall, broad-shouldered, and blond. His features are chiseled like an ancient god come to life, and he radiates power. He is dressed impeccably in a tailored suit that accentuates every rippling muscle of his Adonis-like body.

One of the women is a pale-skinned goddess, her skin luminous and flawless. Her hair cascades down her back in thick, glossy blonde waves, and her eyes practically glow with sensuality. She wears a tight pleated skirt, high-heeled thigh-high boots, and barely-there top. On her arm is a sensationally-built brunette who could have easily been her sister dressed in a tight sheer minidress. 

The woman clinging to him on the other side is... different. Stephanie can't quite put her finger on it at first, but then it dawns on her. She is witnessing a true goddess. Ethereally beautiful in a tight evening gown. She has a delicately perfect, framed by a waterfall of silky raven hair. Her eyes are piercingly intelligent and almond-shaped. 

She is the most gorgeous woman alive, ever. 

The fact of her presses in on Stephanie's mind, giving her what might have been a headache if it weren't for the new, intense, preciously tender wet heat all along her entire body. Stephanie feels like her entire consciousness has become a wet, gushing, ultra-sensitive pussy aching to be fucked. 

She has to greet these people. They have to know that her Master isn't available. 

I’m so sorry, loves. Mr. Henderson is indisposed currently. Would you mind if I took your name and number and we can set up an appointment for later?

That’s what Stephanie tries to say. She opens her mouth and forces herself—despite being overwhelmed by the display of sensual, raw, seductive energy in human form by these four demi-gods—to say the words.

But what she really says is, “Unnn fuck. Fuck...ing? Fuckkk Daddy...Daddy Mommy...”

“I am your Mommy now,” says the goddess. She giggles happily. “You haven’t been fucked by him for some reason. That’s so odd. I can smell it. Daddy changed me so I always know.” She nods at the girls beside her. “This is Alyssa and Lara. Girls...do this pretty MILF a favor, yes?”

Stephanie drops down to her knees and giggles, helpless, as the flanking beauties casually shoved slender, tungsten-coated spikes into her expensive computer. It blips and buzzes for a moment and then shuts off, the power source pierced entirely. Then, Alyssa slips a pair of headphones over her head.

The last thing she knows she sees as Henderson’s property, as the crisp heated sultry voice of Chanel fills her ears and as that part of her dies forever, is her daughter cumming to the sight of her new Master and Henderson standing up behind his desk, his tiny pathetic cock exposed as the joke it so clearly is.

* * * * *
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“SIGN IT, MAGGOT,” ALYSSA tells Henderson. “Sign it, or I’ll never love you.”

I look at Stephanie, Master’s newest pet along with hot young Mauve, who worship dutifully at Master’s feet. It shocks me he never fucked them—they are both pure avatars of aesthetic beauty. I guide them around his legs, wanting to teach and encourage them in what Master likes best. Chanel, urgent and stroking, always, grinds her lithe body against Master and whispers dark evil in his ear. 

Henderson, his world a shambles, looks up at Alyssa—his new mistress—with total despair. I sigh with total love and adoration of Alyssa. She sits on the desk in front of Henderson, crossing and un-crossing her legs. It's her first time playing the seductive sex-bomb, and she's doing a perfect job. 

Well, she's crossing her legs a little too much. But Master is breaking in a new slave, so who can blame her? It’s hard to focus when Master is right there.

Henderson is broken physically as well as mentally. Many of his bones are broken. He is kept from the full totality of his pain purely by Master's will; I expect it will remain that way until he leaves the building. But the fool made the mistake of speaking to Master, and Master made an example of him by beating him near to death with a table leg. 

Master is so fucking hot. I love him so completely. He's everything; he's the biggest hunk there's ever been. 

The document in question is a special invention of Chanel’s from our time serving her website—it transfers, irrevocably, all forms of wealth ownership. It is a simple, all-encompassing document, pertaining both to wealth once had, currently held, and to be held in the future. It, in effect, makes someone a legal slave with no property or rights of their own. 

Henderson owned this office. He ran it well, he paid his tithes to the Administration. And yet now, just because he gathered this harem, he’s paying a new price—everything. 

All his money and all his slaves, gone forever. 

Chanel coos something specific into Master’s ear, and he groans with appreciation. She always knows just what to say to him. Master, shifting, picks Mauve up off the ground and pushes Stephanie into my arms. Very soon he has Mauve’s skirt well over her ass, sliding himself up forward into her virgin entrance. And all the while, he watches Alyssa fucking up Henderson’s life. 

Henderson takes the pen—shaking, trembling—and signs the document over.

Alyssa smiles at the signed document, and then sneers at him. 

“Now,” says Alyssa. “Make sure you make it look like an accident, yes?”

He knows what she’s saying. He wasn’t allowed to wake up tomorrow.

When he got up this morning, he had billions of dollars and a perfect harem of fertile slaves. All gone now, just for Master. 

He coughs before answering, his voice small and utterly defeated. “Y-yes Mistress.”

Stephanie and I cling to one another, holding each other tight, kneeling on the carpet, fingering each other while Master fucks Mauve on top of Henderson's desk.

Mauve—tight, blond, and the spitting image of Stephanie—only turned eighteen just a little bit ago. She's barely one hundred and ten pounds, despite her massive rack. That means Daddy's bulge is easily visible in her abdomen as he empties load after load inside her. 

“Fuck her, yesss...” Stephanie moans. “Oh Daddy. Oh, Master. Fuck her hot body. Fuck her and make her yours...”

“Unnngh!” Mauve cries out, her pussy walls clenching around Master’s fat cock. Stephanie and I both moan in appreciation, adding our juices to the already slicked-up gym floor. Almost nothing is hotter than Chanel pushing on Daddy’s hips while he breaks in a new girl—except, of course, the breaking-in itself. 

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” Master growls. “You like it when I fuck your daughter so hard she can’t even think straight.”

“Yes!” Stephanie squeals. “I love it! I love it, Sir! Fuck her and make her yours!”

Master groans in pleasure at her filthy words, his hips picking up speed as he hammers away at Mauve’s tight pussy. 

“That’s it, pet,” Master grunts. “Cum for Daddy.”

“He’s going to fuck her mind up,” I whisper in Stephanie’s ear. “He’s going to make her believe he’s her real Daddy. He did it to me. She’s going to forget you’re her step-mommy. You and Mauve will just be happy fucksisterslaves for Mommy Chanel from now on. Isn’t that hot?”

Stephanie nods, her mind totally bimbofied mush.

“Fuck my daughter, please!” says Stephanie. 

"Not your daughter," I correct her, gently. She's been through a lot. She is quite pretty, though, and it pays to be gentle with beautiful creatures. "Daddy's daughter. Chanel's daughter. We're all her daughters. We're sisterfuckslaves."

Stephanie nods, eyes glazed. Taking all of this as absolute truth. Her existence rewriting as we speak. 

"Fuck your daughter, Daddy." Her voice high-pitched and greedy. "Please, Master. Fuck her pregnant! Please!"

Mauve, her body shaken by the force of Master's thrusts, cries out in pure bliss. Her tight hole clenches around his thick cock, her walls milking him for every drop of cum he can give. Her eyes are half-crazed with lust as she looks up at him, adoration shining in them.

"Oh yes," she moans. "Fuck me, Daddy. Make me your breeding slave, please!" 

Chanel is right next to him, urging him again. 

"Do it, Master. Oh fuck, do it, please..."

Master grunts loudly, a mix of pleasure and triumph. He reaches down between them, his huge hands gripping both Mauve and Chanel's faces, pulling them into a twisted threesome of desire. His fingers explore Chanel's sopping wet folds, slippery with arousal and her own juices. 

Master pumps harder into Mauve's pussy, grunting in pleasure as her walls clench around his fat cock. Stephanie and I moan in delight, our hands moving restlessly over each other's bodies. We can't get enough of the primal scene playing out before us.

"Yes," I whisper, my breath hot against Stephanie's ear. "Doesn't it just make you want to fuck all night? Be bred? Give him triplets and more? I want to show off for him, so bad. I want so many worthless bitches to hate themselves because I exist and make them look so ugly. I want it so bad. I want their pain, their suffering, their agony. I want their torment. Don't you?"

Stephanie nods, kissing me, whimpering agreements. Her mind utterly ours now. 

"More, Daddy," she begs, her voice breathy and low. "Give it to her. Fill her up. Give her your daughters. Give her your seed." As Master picks up the pace, his muscular body flexing with each thrust that drives deeper and deeper into their daughter's pussy, Stephanie closes her eyes and lets out a low moan of appreciation.

"Fuck yeah," says Master. "Fuck yeah..." 

Mauve gasps as Master's hot cum starts shooting into her, filling her up with his seed. She cries out in pleasure, her back arching off the ground. Stephanie watches eagerly, her heart racing with excitement. This is it—this is what she's been waiting for, her “sister” being claimed by her new master. I'm so happy for her. 

I would be jealous that she's seeing it for the first time, but Master rewrites my mind all the time so that I experience him for the first time again.

Nnngh. He's so sexy.  

Master groans, his hips snapping forward with each powerful thrust inside Mauve. His cock throbs, pumping more and more of his essence deep into her womb. He roars as he finally pulls out, covered in both their juices and his own. 

Henderson has been staring blankly at the women in the office, his former slaves, throughout all of this. 

Alyssa sneers at him. She's so fucking hot. "Get out of here, worm."

Christiane, who had been ensuring that none of the Administration's surveillance would be transmitted, arrives just as watches the harem’s former master, now a mind-broken eunuch, leaves.

"Beta bitch," she sneers. "Cuck. What a loser."

She puts a little L on her forehead, and Chanel giggles and does the same. All of us gravitate toward Master in the office. 

Now he owns the tallest building in the city. He owns the wealthiest business in the country. And he owns all of us. 

We climb onto the desk. Chanel and Alyssa and I pushing Mauve aside, making room for Christiane. We know what Master really deserves.

My hand closes on Christiane's, and her fingers intertwine with mine. We look at each other, eyes glassy with love. It's meant to be; we're supposed to be hot, eager girlfriends with each other. Her and me, and me and Alyssa, and Alyssa and her, and all three of us together—the hottest throuple ever, and all of us beneath his perfect slavequeen Chanel.  

“All what you deserve, Master,” Chanel says, her pussy dripping. “Now for the next one.”

“Yes,” Master nods. “The next one.”

There were so many more harems to corrupt and own. None of us would really rest until our Master's rule was perfect and eternal. 

# # #
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