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CHAPTER 1


A year ago, Chelsea ran away from home. Now, at 21, she didn't know where to go. She would rather live on the street than return to her religious home.


Chelsea's family had never liked how freely she lived. At some point she had had enough of the attempts at parenting and punishments and ran off to New York with her boyfriend. She had separated from her boyfriend, and now she worked as a waitress in a rock bar and spent the rest of the time in her tiny apartment, where cockroaches crawled through the kitchen. That was not how she had imagined her life. Having a little more money in your pocket would have been a great relief.


Since many men liked Chelsea's ample breasts and hip-length black hair and blue eyes, there were certainly offers from them. After her ex, Chelsea had had enough of love for the time being. But she was also offered money from time to time by guests in the dim bar. Lot of money. Even if she wasn't uptight; she wasn't that desperate yet. Surely there was another way in life that was open to her, as a prostitute. Such a path opened up for her when Stacy came into her bar one night.


Chelsea immediately noticed the blonde woman, solely because she seemed to be targeting Chelsea immediately. Chelsea couldn't imagine why the stranger was looking at her like that all the time. She was well dressed, way too good for this dark bar, and looked like her late thirties or early forties. She was attractive and very slim. When Chelsea went to the table where the woman was sitting alone, she was playing around with her beer mat, as if she was thinking hard about something. "Would you like something to drink?" Asked Chelsea. "Do you work here?" The woman replied, ignoring Chelsea's question.


"Yeah, sure. What else should I be doing here?"


"I just wonder if you work here on the side to finance your studies."


"I'd love to, but I can't afford college. I have rent that I have to pay."


The woman nodded. "Surely you would find something better than a waiter job like that? Or do you earn something for yourself? My name is Stacy, by the way."


"Chelsea," said Chelsea, wondering why Stacy was so interested in her. The blonde continued to look at her with great interest. "It's my only job at the moment, so if you have a good side income, feel free to tell me."


"You know," Stacy began, "I heard about a young woman with a very good figure who works here. So I thought I'd stop by."


"It couldn't have been about me," said Chelsea and put a hand on her plump stomach. Like most girls with big breasts and big bums, Chelsea had a little bit of hip gold too. Many men liked that, but a slim and fashionable person like this Stacy was sure to imagine something different under a good figure. To Chelsea, she looked a bit like a talent scout for a modeling agency.


"No, I'm even sure that we were talking about you," said Stacy, who was now looking quite openly into Chelsea's wide cleavage. "There are a lot of young women walking around in this city, waiting for their great opportunity. Our institute wants to offer these women a chance for a good education."


On the one hand, figures who tried to recruit young women in bars because of their figure rarely spoke of training. On the other hand, Chelsea didn't want to get the impression that the woman had something serious in mind. "What are you talking about?" She asked.


"We run a college for young women. Those who meet the requirements receive a scholarship from us."


"I was never good at school."


"The scholarship is not based on grades," said Stacy, and let her gaze slowly slide down Chelsea's figure again, as if she wanted to scan her with her eyes. "We are mainly looking for young women who have a suitable figure. Contact me if you are interested." She took a paper card from her purse, gave it to Chelsea and left the bar without ordering anything. Chelsea examined the card. It had a cell phone number on it. That was all. She was 80 percent sure that she wouldn't call there. It all sounded very strange and suspicious. But when she came home late at night after work, she suddenly found herself in an awkward position.


The skyscraper in which she lived was cordoned off with police tape. With a bad feeling in her stomach, Chelsea tapped one of the officers who were waiting in front of parked police cars on the street. "Sorry? Did something bad happen? I live in there."


"Not now, young lady. Drugs were made in this house. The house is locked for the time being."


Chelsea wasn't really in a position to argue with the officer. She had already suspected that her landlord was a seedy fellow. He let her live in her room without a lease and for cash. Neither their savings nor their credit rating were enough for anything better. However, this also meant that she could not insist on her rights as a tenant in front of these police officers. If she made too much of a stink, they would arrest her afterwards too. She had nothing to do with drugs.


As she was sitting in a fast food restaurant an hour later in the early hours of the morning wondering if she would at least get her things back or if the police had confiscated everything in her apartment, she remembered Stacy's card. Chelsea could still not imagine that behind a scholarship for young women with a good figure, as the woman had put it, there was something serious. But suddenly she was so desperate that she would have done practically any job.


She called Stacy. She offered to see her the next morning and gave her an address. When Chelsea asked again, Stacy still insisted that her offer was an educational grant. She couldn't be dissuaded from this statement, and after all Chelsea was so curious that she definitely wanted to stop by. Alone to find out what was behind this thing.


The next morning she went to the address Stacy had given her. In fact, she found herself in front of a new looking building, with clean walls, centrally located. Above the entrance was the name Dairy College in polished letters. Stacy had told her to go to the management's office, and it was Stacy who greeted Chelsea there.


She looked different today than she did yesterday in the bar. She had her hair pinned up, wore silver-rimmed glasses and a light-colored blouse, and looked more like a librarian. When Chelsea saw her like this, she immediately felt a little calmer. "Have you thought about it?" Stacy asked her in greeting.


"Without going into too much detail: I became homeless overnight. So you would have to help me a hell of a lot. I don't even have a place to sleep."


Stacy, who had picked up a ballpoint pen, suddenly seemed so interested in Chelsea's situation that she involuntarily chewed on its handle before she thought about it and put the pen aside again. She went to busy sorting out some paperwork. "A place to sleep is included in the scholarship. You can move in today if you want."


"You don't believe how comforting that is. But to be honest, I still don't quite understand. How did this institute decide to give me a scholarship? When you don't know anything about me. Or do you know me from somewhere?"


"No, we don't know you," said Stacy. "That's why you can fill out a few more forms right away. To know whether you are suitable for our institute, all you have to do is see yourself. Your figure, but also your eyes. You can tell by the eyes of a person whether someone is ready. Don't you think so? "


"If only all educational institutions would accept these criteria," said Chelsea.


"After all, we do exist. But now I want to explain it to you. Our academy was founded 35 years ago by entrepreneur Albert Carlson. He and his friends loved women. This academy is designed as an oasis in which young women, who to the taste of Mr. Carlson and his friends. "


Chelsea's shaky impression of the seriousness of this store was now completely gone. That sounded even more borderline than she had imagined. "So, uh... that means, if you want to study here, you have to go out with people? Did I get that right?"


Stacy's darkly painted lips tightened barely noticeably. "No, unfortunately you didn't. This is not about going out with anyone. You and your fellow students must behave in a manner that meets Mr. Carlson's standards. Your clothes and your behavior are subject to a code. We also administer medication to the students to make you suitable for our purposes."


"What kind of medicine?"


"A cocktail that will awaken your body, namely your breasts and vagina. It is a condition of living under our roof. If you don't want to participate, you are free to go. No harm, no foul."


"You Know what? It all fucking reminds me of my home. Because my parents were extremely religious. Always being chaste and obedient and behaving well and all that shit."


"For example, we don't like that language here here, that is, curses," said Stacy.


"Really, just like my home," said Chelsea, rolling her eyes. So this was a strictly conservative institution; the exact opposite of what she had first expected. Thanks to her parents, she knew her way around such an environment very well. Until she found a new place to stay, she could stay here. In truth, these clubs, which got stuck in the century before last, were always desperately looking for new sheep. It also explained why Stacy had tried so aggressively to recruit her. "That's fine. Then I'll move in and study with you," she said. "Can I continue to work in the bar?"


"Unfortunately, we don't allow that. A job in a bar is not exactly what Mr. Carlson had in mind for young women."


"I got it." Then she would just continue to work secretly in the bar. She willingly signed everything Stacy offered her. "Can I now see where I live? I also need fresh clothes if you have something there. I don't know when I'll get my belongings again. My apartment has been locked, long story."


"Everything will be taken care of. Now, do you agree to our terms?


"Sure."


"I'll show you the way to your room in a moment."


'Your' room? So there were bed neighbors in this institute. Chelsea was curious what kind of girls they were who signed up for this shop. Perhaps not all of them acted out of sheer necessity, like them.


When she entered her bedroom, she was amazed. It really looked like she had magically landed in the 19th century. The double bed was made of dark wood and when she was tested on it turned out to be rock hard. The room was spartan, the walls like lime, like in an old farmhouse, and it wasn't particularly warm either. "Joanna is probably washing herself right now," remarked Stacy when the rush of water came from the next room. After all, this room had its own bathroom. "With us, the experienced girls instruct the new ones. So please ask Joanna for your instruction right away. If you'll excuse me now. I will tell Mr. Carlson that he has a new student."


Chelsea found it difficult to imagine this Mr. Carlson. If he had founded this shop 35 years ago, he was probably already an old man. Who gathered young women around him here. Really suspicious. The bathroom door opened and a girl entered the bedroom.


She was about as old, or rather as young, as Chelsea, at most in her early twenties and maybe even younger. She had chin-length, dark brown hair and a really beautiful face, with large brown eyes and a small mouth with full lips. Apparently she wasn't quite finished getting dressed: her breasts were hanging from her lingerie. Like Chelsea, the girl had very large breasts. In contrast to her, however, she had a slim waist. Quasi the ideal figure. It was only when Chelsea looked at her closer that she was amazed at the clothes this girl was wearing. She wore a white blouse that was open in the middle, as if the buttons didn't fit over her large bust. But there weren't any buttons on the blouse. Did they all jump off? She also wore a very short, very tight black skirt, and underneath that she wore stockings that were held in place with suspenders. Only after a few moments did Chelsea realize that this girl was walking around in front of her in fetish clothing. She was so flabbergasted that she couldn't think of a comment when the girl greeted her: "Hello, my name is Joanna. You are new?" Joanna had a pleasant, not particularly loud voice and - despite her scandalous appearance - appeared well-behaved and even a little shy.


"I'm Chelsea," said Chelsea, who was now trying not to look at the other girl any further. "Uh, do you always walk around like that?"


"Hm? Oh, yeah, that's the school uniform."


"The what? Is that a joke? Did the buttons come off?"


"When I first came here, I was also surprised. In the first week I hardly dared to leave the room because I was so embarrassed. Everyone can see my chest, and you can easily look under my skirt... but you have to put on your uniform here. Otherwise you will be admonished. "


"That's a prank you are playing, isn't it?"


"No, where are you thinking? But you get used to it. It's also more practical that way."


"More practical?"


A bell rang and Joanna put aside the hairbrush she had combed her hair with. "Finished just in time. There is lunch. You have to hurry."


"You really want to get out of the room like that?" Chelsea was now anything but sure whether this girl still had all the cups in the cupboard. She looked normal from her look and her movements, at least if you disregard her clothes. Chelsea got up and wanted to go to dinner too, but Joanna held her up with her hand. "You have to change. Your uniform is in the closet."


Looking at her the way you look at someone whose talk doesn't make sense, Chelsea opened the closet and pulled out two scraps of cloth. She shook off the clothes and looked at them. It was actually a second outfit of the kind Joanna was wearing. A blouse that only had buttons at the top and bottom, and not a single one in the chest area. "So, you take this prank seriously, I have to give you that."


"It's not a prank. You're going to get in real trouble, uh..."


"My name is Chelsea. Then I'll get in trouble. What is being done here as a punishment? Do you have to write the Our Father ten times on a wall?" She rolled her eyes and let Joanna stand, but she immediately followed her. She probably noticed the girl's insecure looks and wondered more and more whether this Joanna was really doing well. Now she was actually walking around bare-breasted in the corridor. Everyone could see them here. Chelsea only realized how seriously her fellow student had meant her appeal when they entered the dining room. At first she thought she'd ended up in a bad movie.


About twenty young women had already come to eat. They sat next to each other at two long tables, were silent or talked quietly and waited for the food to be served. Each and every one of them wore a fist like Joanna did. Dozens of round, large, bare breasts were on display. "What's going on here?" Chelsea asked flatly.


"I said that was the uniform," said Joanna quietly next to her. "What kind of uniform? What is this here?"


"Wasn't it explained to you?"


"When you ask, not really."


"So what is that?" Chelsea recognized the voice, the severe tone of which echoed through the dining room and made a few young women look around. Stacy marched between the rows of chairs straight towards Chelsea and Joanna. She stood up in front of Chelsea and pointed to Chelsea's t-shirt with a thin cane about the length of a forearm. "Joanna. Didn't you brief Chelsea? Why is she walking around like that?" Stacy was, besides Chelsea, the only normal dressed woman in the room. She was still wearing her blouse, a gray pencil skirt, and high-heeled shoes. "I've tried," said Joanna meekly.


"So are you really serious? I'm supposed to be walking around here?"


Stacy adjusted her glasses. "We are absolutely serious. And for your first offense you will be punished. I have to say, not a good start for you, Chelsea."


"But you're not dressed like that either ..."


"I'm a supervisor, not a student. And you will see me. You can both eat something now. I will report to Mr. Carlson personally. He will figure out what to do. Joanna, you can also be prepared for something."


Chelsea wanted to continue arguing with her, but Joanna put a hand on her am and without a word dragged her to an empty seat at the end of the table. They sat down and Chelsea looked at the rest of the crowd. They were all young women. This place was far stranger than she could have imagined. "Nobody can know that these people are serious," she whispered to Joanna.


Joanna looked down through the laundry. She seemed genuinely shocked by Stacy's lecture. Chelsea shrugged it off and went to eat. They had been given soup that wasn't fantastic, but was filling. As she spooned it out, she listened intently to conversations from her neighbors. But nobody talked very animatedly. There was only a quick whisper here and there. She noticed Stacy, who was standing at the end of one of the tables with her cane in hand and looked as if she was ruling the room. In between she pulled a cell phone out of her skirt pocket and typed something. When dinner was over, she went straight to Chelsea and Joanna. "I've reported everything to Mr. Carlson. You should go to him immediately. Both of you."


Chelsea was a little sorry that Joanna had to face this old sack in his outfit. She herself was curious about this guy. Secretly she had already decided that she would accept the warm bed for this one night, but would crumble again tomorrow before breakfast. This place was too weird for her. The fact that Stacy stalked around with a cane in front of her and gave her orders broke the barrel. Just because she was fed up with morality guards, she ran away from her parents' house.


A little later they found themselves in front of his office. Joanna hadn't said anything the whole way and now seemed so nervous that Chelsea patted her shoulder to calm her down. "Is this Carlson really that bad?"


Joanna shook her head. "He's very strict, that's all. He has high expectations of me."


"High expectations that you let your breasts hang out every day?"


For the first time Joanna looked her in the eye and seemed to be looking really carefully. "You really don't get it."


"You mean what's going on here? No, I don't understand. It's all totally bizarre and crazy. Nobody would understand that easily."


"Mr. Carlson will explain it to you." With these words Joanna knocked on the door and opened it when a man's voice invited her in.


The office was large, elegant, and furnished in a slightly old fashion. The walls disappeared behind full bookcases. A man sat at a desk who put a pen aside and looked attentively at the two students. Joanna curtsied, Chelsea only returned his gaze with question marks in her eyes. The man was young, maybe around 30. There were certainly not a few men his age who were jealous of his full black hair with a perfect base. He also had bright blue eyes. Chelsea wondered if Joanna was blushing slightly because of her. "You are the new student?" He asked Chelsea.


"Yes. We're supposed to see Mr. Carlson. Is he there?"


"I'm right here." The black-haired man rose, straightened his shirt, and walked around his desk towards her. He stopped in front of Chelsea. "Jasper Carlson. Nice. Will I find out your name too?"


"Chelsea," said Chelsea after she had overcome her amazement. "I thought Mr. Carlson was a lot older."


"Albert Carlson was my father. He passed away a few years ago."


"My condolences."


"Stacy tells me that a new student has disrupted the institute?"


"I didn't bother anything at all."


Jasper Carlson's gaze fell on Joanna. When he raised his eyebrows, she replied: "Chelsea didn't want to put on the uniform. I didn't have enough time to explain to her what it was necessary for."


"Is she your new roommate?"


Joanna nodded and Jasper Carlson shook his full head of hair. "So you are responsible. This is actually the first time that you disappoint me, Joanna."


Joanna hung her head so low that Chelsea felt compelled to defend her: "She didn't do anything wrong at all. I just refused to put on this, this fumble."


"In fact, you haven't been instructed yet," said Jasper, who was now looking critically at Chelsea, as if she were a defective device. "Female students don't argue in this house and stick to the rules."


"I don't even know the rules."


"Then I have to chalk that up to Joanna as well."


"Sorry," said Joanna, bowing her head even lower. Jasper had put a hand in his pocket and looked thoughtful. His attention was back on Joanna. "Even a model student like you has to learn something again every now and then. Maybe that's why. I haven't reprimanded you often enough. Now you take my positive assessment for granted."


Joanna listened to his words and looked more and more sad. He went back to his desk. "I will send Anthony to your room. You will do what he says. When he comes, the new girl will be in her uniform. Do you understand me, Joanna? That would be all then."


Joanna nodded, touched Chelsea's hand and indicated that they should go. As they were on the way back, Chelsea's guilty conscience weighed more and more, until she finally hissed at her roommate: "I didn't know that you would get in such trouble because of me."


Joanna shook her head. "Mr. Carlson is right. I haven't done my best lately. When you refused earlier, I should have been more steadfast."


"With all due respect, sweetheart, you wouldn't have forced me into my uniform. In any case, I wouldn't take orders from a shy mouse like you."


Joanna looked Chelsea in the eye, and Chelsea suddenly thought that there was something unpredictable and she was deeply convinced of something in her gaze. This girl wasn't just a passive, intimidated mouse. After all, it appears that she was in this strange place voluntarily and had no intention of leaving. What was it that kept her here? Maybe the slick type in the office? The guy had beautiful blue eyes. Was she so easily impressed?


"If you hadn't listened to me," said Joanna, "I would have just brought in a supervisor to discipline you. That would have been my job. I was too lenient."


"Anyway, I think it's nice that you didn't do it. Obedience isn't everything either. Friendship is also important. And as students we should stick together anyway."


"If you really see it that way, will you put on your uniform?"


Chelsea gritted her teeth and hissed. Now she must. They returned to their room and Chelsea took another skeptical look at the uniform that she had carelessly thrown over a chair. Shaking her head inwardly, she took off her t-shirt and jeans, then her bra. When she wanted to slip into the tight mini skirt, Joanna held her back. "The rest comes off too."


"Are we not allowed to wear underwear either?"


"We wear underwear, but not that. Your panties are also with the clothes, have a look."


Chelsea hardly dared to look. First she put on the blouse. The sleeves reached her elbows. The fabric was made of silk and shimmered bright white. If only it hadn't been for the fact that the blouse was cut tight at the back, so that it pulled back the fabric on her chest. Her breasts were therefore completely in the open, where the blouse lacked the buttons. Then she picked up her skirt. "First the stockings and suspenders," said Joanna, "otherwise it will be too difficult."


"Oh Lord." Chelsea, who had never worn suspenders, first had to figure out how to put the belt on. Joanna finally helped her. She pulled up Chelsea's black nylon stockings and tied the ribbons around her thighs. When that was done, Chelsea forced herself into her skirt. It was made of black leather and almost a little too tight. Chelsea's stomach bulged a little over the waistband, but at least her bottom looked nice and plump. If she ever had a boyfriend again, she might slip into such a tight and skimpy skirt, just to impress him. She felt a little sexy now. "Still missing the slip, right?*


"Right," said Joanna and held out a black scrap to her. It looked like it was made of leather too, tight and tight. "I think it'll tear if I force my ass in there."


"That's what the straps on the side are for. I'll help you." Chelsea slipped into the panties and Joanna fastened the strings at her hips. The little rag of leather felt tight and hot inside. Only when she heard a click did Chelsea look at the strings. Only now did she see a small lock that snapped shut on her hip. Since the briefs were particularly tight at the top, it would be difficult to take them off without opening the lock first - if not impossible. "Uh, how do I get out of this thing?"


"You have to ask for the key."


"I have to what? Someone has a key for my sub-jack? Do you wear something like that too?" Joanna lifted her skirt and presented a tight leather panty. Hers too had a lock. "Who has the key?"


"I have your key," she said, "because I have to instruct you."


"And who has yours?"


Joanna pretended not to hear the question. Chelsea found it more important to think about what happened when she had to go to the bathroom. So should she ask Joanna's permission every time?


There was a knock on her door. Joanna opened it, made a surprised noise and took a few steps back. Jasper Carlson himself entered the little room. There was a young man with him, blond, tall and muscular, with blue eyes. He was younger than Jasper, maybe in his mid-twenties. Chelsea blushed with shame. Dressed like a fetish porn star, she stood in front of these two men. "I didn't know you would come too," said Joanna.


"I decided on the spur of the moment," said Jasper. "When you hand over the reins, you don't need to be surprised if the cow doesn't run as it should. But as I can see, I was worried for no reason?" He looked at Chelsea, who was now wearing her uniform as he had ordered. If the sight of her made him horny, the guy didn't show it, and his young companion didn't show much either. Their looks were much more critical, they made sure that Chelsea had also been properly dressed. Since they saw dozens of young women in these clothes every day, the elevator alone probably didn't drool them anymore. Chelsea returned the men's gaze. In doing so, she made an effort to display self-confidence. "Satisfied now?" She asked.


"It's a start," said Jasper. "I'll set the punishment at ten lashes for each girl. Anthony here will be in charge of you."


"Ten lashes? You mean you want to hit me? You must be crazy."


Jasper Carlson frowned, almost as if Chelsea was the one of them with crazy ideas. "Anyone who behaves inappropriately will be spanked. That is only appropriate.


"Where is that appropriate? You can do that without me." "We can, I guess. All right, twenty lashes for Joanna."


Chelsea's head whirled to Joanna. The gay expression on their faces began to irritate them. This girl really let anything be done with her, as long as this coiffed pretty girl ordered it. She turned around, put her hands on a desk in the room, and stuck out her hips. Jasper immediately stepped behind her. He pulled up her skirt, exposed the tight leather panties that Joanna had to wear, and ran his hand over her cheeks. Then he stretched his fingers, reached out, and let it pop. Joanna gasped audibly, and then dutifully said: "One." Jasper struck out again. This time it hit her other cheek, with a clap that Chelsea sounded louder than the first. Joanna's reaction was then also louder. It took her a second before she could say, "Two." The third time it clapped even louder, and Joanna's voice trembled as she gave the third blow. Then Chelsea gave a jerk. "I understand. I'll take ten too. But only because of Joanna."


Jasper didn't comment on her decision. He just gestured to the young fellow standing next to her without a word, and he took Chelsea by the arm rather roughly and pushed her to the table. She clicked her tongue in annoyance, but refrained from making a salty comment. She already suspected that this would only mean more lashes.


Jasper took his time spanking Joanna. Between the blows he stroked the tender skin, which had turned red, and seemed to be carefully choosing the next stain to hit. Anthony wasn't such a bon vivant. He immediately began, at short intervals and with full force, to thrash Chelsea's cheeks until she cursed in all the colors of the rainbow. "Keep using phrases like that and the principal will give it another ten lashes," Anthony remarked, and she gritted her teeth and endured the punishment for the most part in silence. When he finished, her ass burned like she had plopped naked in nettles. At the same time, the skin went numb when she rubbed it. Although Jasper had started earlier, he finished Joanna at the same time, after ten lashes. Joanna seemed to have taken her punishment even more, because she propped herself up on both of her elbows, had closed her eyes and was panting. Only when Chelsea heard her sigh gently did she suspect that Joanna might not only feel pain. What a strange girl.


Jasper straightened his shirt. "I expect improvement in the future, from both of you." With these words, he and his assistant left the two girls alone. Chelsea fell prone on her bed and cursed on her pillow. Joanna climbed into the upper bed and didn't make a beep. After a while Chelsea asked: "Do you have to do something like this here often?"


"It was only the second time," Joanna's voice could be heard. "What happened the first time?"


"I was new here and didn't know the rules yet. Mr. Carlson personally punished me in his office."


"That guy must have liked that."


"In any case, it helped me a lot. After that I did my best and Mr. Carlson was never dissatisfied with me again. Until now."


"Sorry if I've finished your lucky streak."


"I'm responsible for my mistakes. Better rest, Chelsea. We'll have to go to dinner later. The benches in the dining room aren't exactly soft."


That was still missing. Chelsea wanted to never sit again.


She was used to strict upbringing at home. As a little girl, she had also been laid over the knee. But her parents had held back with their strength after all, as she now discovered. It had never hurt as much as it had with this Anthony. Besides, her bottom wasn't naked there. Now she couldn't get the feeling out of her head. The strong hand of this young fellow that kept leaping on her body. She had felt the sting not only in her cheeks, but also on her face and thighs. And then she had to think about Jasper's approach again. He had appeared to her as if he wanted to savor every blow to the full. Perhaps Joanna should think about her offense with every single blow. It was then that she noticed that Anthony hadn't let her count. In any case, you didn't have to be a mind reader to read the vibes between Jasper and Joanna. Whereby she didn't really care about all of that.


In any case, she still had dinner and the night through without incident before she could slip away again tomorrow.


A bell rang for dinner. Chelsea hurried to follow Joanna into the dining room and grudgingly had to acknowledge that the punishment had worked. Now she was already trying to follow all the rules politely and just not to upset anyone. With clenched teeth she sat down on the rock-hard bench and ate her supper in silence. After the plates were collected, two supervisors — Stacy and a young man of similar stature to Anthony — walked around with a tray, handing out a mug to each girl. There was tea in it. "Tea time, eh?" Chelsea whispered jokingly to Joanna. Joanna looked strangely serious again. "You have to drink this," she said, "they see if everyone empties their cup."


"Man, girl, that's just tea. I'm already drinking." And she put her cup on and emptied it. The tea wasn't hot, just warm, tasted bitter and left a scratchy feeling in her throat.


After that, they were allowed to go to their bedrooms. "Do I remember correctly that I have to ask you to unlock my chastity belt? I have to go," said Chelsea when they were alone. Joanna nodded. "I'll get it from the supervisor. Can you take it a little longer? I want to pick up my key too."


"Yes, of course. No wonder you're getting soft in the pear here. So, I'm waiting for you."


Joanna disappeared and Chelsea took off everything except her underpants. She looked to see if there were any nightgowns anywhere, but couldn't find any. Instead, she found that her street clothes were gone, her t-shirt, jeans, underwear, and even her socks. She sat on her bed and waited. When a while had passed and she had a lot of pressure on the bladder, Joanna finally came back. Her face was very red. "Where have you been and what happened to you?" Asked Chelsea.


"Since I'm a prefect, Mr. Carlson is responsible for my key. I had to go to his office to get it."


"Christ, did he punish you again?"


"He took care of my discipline a little." And then Joanna no longer looked Chelsea in the eye. For this she handed her the key. Chelsea withdrew into the bathroom, took off the chastity belt, and understood at that moment that this device made it difficult for her to escape from this place. Joanna would ask for the key back in a moment. And she had nothing to wear, apart from this fumble in which she would not dare to go out on the street under any circumstances. When the light in the room was out and she was lying in her bed - the belt was locked again and the key had been returned to the supervisor by Joanna - she thought hard about what to do next. Maybe she should have read all the fine print she'd signed in Stacy's office.


Perhaps because her day had been so nerve-wracking, she soon fell asleep. To wake up all of a sudden. She had no idea what time it was. She had a pain in her chest. It also burned like hell in her stomach and abdomen. Was there salmonella in the food here? Anyway, if she got diarrhea in her chastity belt, it would be ugly.


She swallowed her pain and tried to go back to sleep. But the longer the night went on, the more it hurt in her chest. At one point she felt as if it was her breasts that were hurting. She felt herself and found that they felt firmer and bigger too. She wasn't pregnant, was she? But that couldn't be. When the next morning finally came and the bell got Joanna up, Chelsea felt worn out.


"You have to hurry. We have to go to breakfast," said Joanna, and Chelsea clumsily climbed out of her bed. "Everything hurts me. Maybe I've got food poisoning or something."


"No, you haven't. It'll get better afterwards. And over time your body gets used to it." "You don't even know how I'm doing."


"Yes, I know. I was new here once too. Get dressed." She tossed her uniform to Chelsea, and Chelsea grumbled on it. Her thick swollen breasts emerged from the opening of the blouse even more plump and fuller today. As she glanced sideways at Joanna, she wondered if Joanna's bust had been that big yesterday? The girl had big boobs, but she didn't remember the size of the way they came out of her blouse. They also looked plump and almost protruded from the body. Their dark teats were pointing up. "Joanna, I have to go to the bathroom. Go get the key."


"We'll do that on the way to the dining room."


On their way they passed the supervisory office, which Joanna slipped into and reappeared a moment later with the key. "But hurry up. We can't be late for breakfast." She no longer had to explain to her what else would happen.


Chelsea hurried to the nearest toilet and unlocked her panties. As soon as she was released from the tight leather, and as if she had only been waiting for release, an intense tingling and burning sensation set in her pussy. It was hardly bearable. She found that she was all damp. As if she had the dirtiest dreams all night long. In any case, she couldn't remember any dirty dreams.


When she was about to wipe herself clean, she bit her lower lip. Her burning and wet pussy reacted sensitively to the slightest touch. She rubbed more thoroughly and had to sigh in the middle.


Did she end up contracting an infection and that's why everything was burning down there? What was going on? And then, without even realizing it, she began to stroke her breast. The sensitivity of her teats was in no way inferior to that of her pussy. She tugged at her nipple, massaged it and felt the pain that filled her entire body diminish. It was really pleasant to stroke, on her chest and between her thighs.


She continued until her head hit the wall of the toilet cubicle and she was breathing hard. There was no other way of expressing it: she was excited. Terribly excited. So much so that she couldn't stop. It was as if this was a relief after all the hardships, after everything she had been through. First and foremost, of course, were the heavy blows on her bare bottom. She thought of Anthony's stern hand again, and the memory grew the more she played with her maddening body. Until she couldn't deny that it was just the memory of him that fueled her lust. Then she introduced herself to Jasper Carlson and Joanna. Before she could stop it, she groaned.


There was a knock on the toilet door. "Chelsea. I told you we had to hurry up."


"Oh, Joanna," panted Chelsea. "I just can't help it... I feel very strange." "Don't act like that. You have to get out now or it will be too late."


Chelsea gathered her willpower and got to her feet. When she opened the door, she saw Joanna's worried face. She still held her panties in her hand, and her roommate's eyes now slowly wandered over Chelsea's sweaty body to stop between her thighs. "What were you doing in there? Did you ...?"


"I only briefly ... oh, no, nothing at all. I wasn't doing so well."


Joanna shook her head and motioned her to come. With trembling hands, Chelsea pushed herself back into her panties and pulled down her skirt. The hot tingling between her legs didn't diminish a bit. That she had groped herself had only made things worse.


In the dining room, Chelsea struggled to sit quietly. She held her breath as Stacy stepped through the rows, cane in hand and eyeing the young women critically. As she passed Joanna and Chelsea, Joanna spoke to the guard: "Please excuse me. May I talk?" So the girls here also had to ask for permission if you wanted to say something about the supervision. Stacy nodded to Joanna.


"I just caught Chelsea masturbating in the toilet."


Chelsea stared at Joanna. She returned her gaze without changing a face. Stacy clicked his tongue and then hit the table next to Chelsea with the cane so hard that she winced. "Go back to your room after breakfast and wait there. This only applies to Chelsea. Joanna, you did well."


When the blonde woman had strutted further, Chelsea only said with a movement of her mouth: Why?


"Because I don't want to disappoint Mr. Carlson," replied Joanna. If she had at least said that she was afraid of being beaten again, Chelsea would have forgiven her. But it looked like Joanna liked these blows. She just wanted to be on good terms with the boss of this crazy place.


What a fake snake. But before Chelsea could throw at her head that she was a stupid slut, she realized that she had to ask this girl every time she wanted to go to the bathroom. And in the end this snake was also a sadist who had fun when its bladder exploded. Chelsea bowed her head and gradually realized that she was becoming more and more like the rest of the girls at this academy. She complied with the rules as if she were already one of them.


What was taught here anyway?


CHAPTER 2


Chelsea returned to her room, sat on the bed and waited. Her breasts tensed and her nipples tingled. The temptation to stroke each other again was great. That would bring her a little relief. With the panties on again, she couldn't touch the point that most wanted them. But that also meant that these people had little to blame her for.


She lay down on her bed, took a deep breath, thought again how insane her situation was, and then put her hands around her breasts. It was clear that her bust size had changed ovemight. It had also gotten heavier. When walking, her boobs pulled her upper body and wobbled so that it really hurt. The guy who banned bras in that institute full of busty girls was really a sadist.


She ran her fingers on her teats, grabbed them and tugged at them. It began to pull harder between her legs. At some point she made rhythmic movements on her bed and pushed her hips up as if she wanted to at least feel the air resistance. Of course she didn't feel any of it in the leather briefs. But when she moved a lot, the leather would change its position, moving between her thighs, rubbing against her clit. That was better than nothing. In her current state, with her body that had become terribly sensitive overnight, it at least made her a little easier. At some point she couldn't control herself anymore and groaned. At the same moment something splashed from her chest.


She sat up, frightened. She hadn't imagined it. A creamy, white drop that had sprung from one of her nipples made its way down the curve of her chest. It dripped on her stomach. Curiously she wiped it off, watched it and gently pressed her nipple together. A second drop made its way into the open. Again she wondered if she couldn't be pregnant after all. The door opened.


Anthony and Stacy came in. Although Chelsea was now completely confused, she immediately thought that Jasper Carlson would only move himself when his model student Joanna needed upbringing. "She's playing with herself again. You picked up a real slut," said Anthony.


"I thought something like that when I saw her in the bar," said Stacy.


"And you mean that it is in the spirit of our institute to take in such a slut?"


"We are committed to educating young women, aren't we? An educational institution can hardly call itself such if it can only impart discipline to well-educated young people. Difficult cases show what an institute is good for."


"We'll see what Jasper says about it."


"I've already reported to him," said Stacy.


The two sat up in front of Chelsea's bed. Chelsea looked at the two of them through a fog. "Get up," ordered Anthony. "That'll give you another five lashes because you can't stop being a slut. Make fifteen. Go to the table and stick your ass out."


Chelsea got up and put her hands on the table top. When she first felt Anthony's hand, she held her breath. He got straight to the point, giving hard blows on her cheeks, counting to fifteen. She was out of breath when he finished. "You are expected in the meeting room, hurry up and go there," said Stacy. After Chelsea had picked herself up again and straightened her clothes, they showed her the way.


Everything was mixed up in Chelsea's head. Now she was still here, but how could she escape? In this elevator. And in her current emotional state, she certainly didn't dare to go outside. A fire burned in her chest. The inside of her panties felt hot and damp, and a violent tug between her legs made her feel dizzy. Stacy opened the door to a room she hadn't entered before and told her to go inside. The other students were there too.


There were men here who looked like Anthony, young and strong. Anthony came in with them too. Stacy went to a desk and picked up a sheet of paper, which she scanned briefly. "We only have one new addition: Chelsea. Anthony, since you're here, you can check her milk level." Milk stand? Anthony motioned for Chelsea to sit on a bench. The other girls stood in a row and waited. Anthony knelt in front of her and touched her chest without warning.


She winced. On the one hand, it was tough that this guy just touched her bosom. On the other hand, her body reacted immediately to the fingers that wrapped around her curve and gently squeezed. He massaged her, which eased the painful tension that had plagued Chelsea since yesterday. She bit her lower lip and didn't want to give him any reaction. But he didn't seem to pay any attention to her face. His attention was on her breasts. He put the fingers of both hands on her teats, rolled them slightly, then pulled. Chelsea screamed. A few drops of white liquid shot from both breasts.


"It's well filled," said Anthony. Chelsea saw Stacy tick her sheet. "At least she can be used for that," she said and let her gaze wander over her notes. "Jasper says: Your panties won't be taken off at any price. Probably as a punishment. Or maybe he thinks they're not good enough to please the customer. Coming to the auction today: Mara. An extra two thousand dollars to order." take off the slip. Larissa. Two thousand dollars for the slip. Barbara. Five thousand dollars for the slip. Jennifer. Five thousand dollars for the slip." She had turned around, was reading out names and adding amounts of money. Chelsea had her hands on her breasts and couldn't believe what was happening. Anthony motioned for her to get up. "The auction starts in twenty minutes. So be ready."


A couple of young women had stepped forward. For the first time, Chelsea really noticed that every single one, without exception, had large, plump and tense breasts. At first she suspected a lot of silicone implants. But since her own chest looked like this after a night here, the reason had to be elsewhere. Then she thought of the bitter tea they had drunk last night. Was that possible?


Chelsea and the other girls were sent to a dark room. The door was closed. Nobody spoke. Chelsea no longer dared to ask questions either. She had also seen Joanna among the girls. Her name, however, had not been called.


Another door than the one they had come through opened. A young man said aloud, "Chelsea. Come out."


As in a dream, she put one foot in front of the other, not knowing where she was going. For a long time she thought that she would go along with anything, if only these people would finally release her from these feelings. Her breasts weighed heavily and hurt. Her lap was hot, tickling and stabbing with every step, and she couldn't even touch there. She entered an even larger hall. Standing under a spotlight, she turned to see full rows of seats in front of her.


She ran onto a stage. The audience sat in the shade. She realized that everyone was wearing masks. Mainly men sat there, but here and there she also saw a woman in the squares, who in all cases also wore a mask. All the spectators were nicely dressed, as if they wanted to go to the opera today. Chelsea was bright red. All of these people saw her tits, saw her in that state. The man who had called her in stood next to her. "This is Chelsea. She is nineteen years old. She is the newest dairy cow and has not yet been milked by anyone. You can bid to be the first to milk her. Her panties will stay in place, though, at least today."


"Two thousand," called a masked man. "Four thousand," another. Then the ranks were outbid. Gradually, Chelsea understood. Jasper Carlson made his living with the girls at this institute. A lot of money. The bidders encouraged each other and called ever higher sums. And half a dozen girls were waiting in the back room. They too would probably be auctioned off.


Eventually the auction ended at fifteen thousand dollars. Chelsea, who had had money worries all her life, couldn't believe she should be worth that much. The man took her hand and pulled it off the stage, where the winner, a masked man in a suit, took it. Then the next girl was brought in. Chelsea saw nothing more of her auction. The gentleman who had bought it led them into another room. It was dimly lit and decorated with elegant furniture, couches with red velvet pillows, and a large bed. There was a metal bucket in front of the bed that didn't quite fit into the ambiance.


The man didn't say much. He took off his jacket and placed it over a chair, but apart from that he stayed dressed. He took Chelsea's hand and pulled her to the bed. She thought he wanted to lie down on it with her, but he asked her to kneel down in front of the bucket. Her pear was so soaked by now that she just did what he wanted. He pulled and pushed her gently and positioned her the way he wanted her: kneeling over the bucket.


The bucket was oval shaped so that both of her breasts hung over it. The man stood over her, one leg on either side of her, leaned down and put his hands on her bare breasts. First he stroked the plump meat until it tingled inside. Her breath came faster as he stroked her teats, and finally grabbed and pulled her out. At the same time, two rays shot from her breasts and landed in the bucket with a bright clang. The man stood over her and milked her.


Since the pain subsided with each stream of milk, Chelsea let everything happen. Milk spurted out of her as if from a barrel. The man took turns pulling on her breasts, letting jet after jet flow out until the bucket filled up and it just splashed gently under her. It didn't reduce the heat between her legs. On the contrary; the feeling became more intense.


Soon her breathing was fast, her heart was racing, and she was moaning. It was getting wetter and wetter in her leather briefs. Her breasts had long enjoyed the touch of his hands so much that she just had to moan. "You are a noisy dairy cow", the man remarked, "you would like me to fuck you? Unfortunately your bosses do not allow it today." Chelsea was going crazy. She moaned all the time because he didn't stop milking her either. It was terrifying how full the pail became, and how much milk must have been in her poor breasts as a result. No wonder she was in such pain. There was a throbbing between her labia. Her panties were leaking, the skin on her lower legs had long been soaked.


Finally the man finished. He gave Chelsea a pat on the bottom, picked up the bucket and left the room. Was he going to make custard with it? And he'd spent so much money on it. Chelsea crouched on all four and gasped for breath. She almost came. She wanted to come. But these people wouldn't allow her. Shortly after the man left, Anthony came in to her.


"The customer was very satisfied with you. Said that you are a horny little slut. If you hadn't been wearing your chastity panties, you would have jumped on them, wouldn't you? Get up." Chelsea stood up, swaying. He looked her up and down. "You're really making a mess. You're all sweaty. You can go back to your room. Go wash up there."


With rustling ears, she walked into her room like a zombie. Joanna wasn't there. If Chelsea really wanted to wash everywhere, she had to take off her panties first. Besides, she had to. So she went back outside and looked for the supervision office, where she met Stacy. "I need my key," she said.


"Your key will be given to Joanna."


"Joanna is not there."


Stacy adjusted her glasses and checked her papers. "Oh, here it is. Since she behaved in an exemplary manner today, Mr. Carlson will take care of her personally. Then I'll take care of you for once." By 'exemplary behavior' was probably meant that Joanna had delivered Chelsea to the knife. When Stacy got up, Chelsea asked, "Won't you just give me the key?"


"Mr. Carlson has ordered that you are under constant observation as long as you take off your chastity briefs. Since you cannot stop behaving wrongly, he thinks this is necessary. That too would normally be Joanna's job."


"What a privilege to watch me," muttered Chelsea. At the remark Stacy grabbed her cane, which was already lying ready on her desk, and hit Chelsea's right buttock with a blow that made her curse. Stacy held the staff threateningly in front of her face. "No cheekiness, and no swear words. That will also be in your file, young lady. Now hurry up. You will wash yourself in the communal shower. There I can monitor you better."


Chelsea had passed it thoroughly. While she was standing in the shower lathering herself up, and Stacy was standing next to her with her cane - with a little distance so as not to get wet herself - she hurried to finish as quickly as possible. After a very humiliating visit to the toilet, Stacy put her panties back on and locked them. "There'll be dinner in half an hour. Be there on time. Go to your room."


When Chelsea returned, Joanna was sitting at the table reading a book. "Hello," said Joanna. Chelsea wanted to answer her that she could fuck her knee. But this nerd would have reported that immediately. Silently she threw herself on her bed. Only after a while did it occur to her to examine Joanna's breasts. They were still big, but no longer looked so plump and hard. But it was not auctioned. That said, someone else had milked her. Chelsea could already guess who it was.


"Well, your Mr. Carlson certainly doesn't have to pay to take off your slip, does he? He must have the key," she said.


Joanna closed her book. "Of course he wouldn't have to pay. He's the director."


"On the outside, you give the good girl. But you'll be a hooker in his bedroom, bet? How guys like it." Probably messing with the prefect wasn't a good idea. But Chelsea wouldn't move if she didn't test boundaries here and there. Let's see how open it was to talk to this girl. Joanna looked slightly piqued and said: "It's not at all what you think." "He milked your boobs, right?" When Joanna blushed slightly, Chelsea knew: she had hit the mark. "It's not exactly complex what's going on between you. Your Mr. Carlson likes you, and you like him."


"Someone like you doesn't understand," said Joanna.


"Someone like me? What do you mean, if I may ask?"


"So that you know: I am still a virgin."


"Really." Chelsea sat up and looked at the girl in amazement. That would explain why she seemed to have such a stick in her buttocks. "Then why were you in his office yesterday? You came back bright red.


"He just trains me. How to behave properly, how to please a man and all that."


"But he doesn't want sex with you? You know this man isn't celibate, don't you? If he doesn't with you, he does with the other girls here."


"Oh," said Joanna softly and averted her gaze, "these are sluts. That doesn't count."


"Could you have fallen on your head a few times too many times in your life, or something?"


"I said yes that you wouldn't understand."


"Because I'm a slut too, right?"


"It's time for dinner."


"Tell me, the way our bodies change here. It's because of this tea, isn't it? It's a medicine in it."


"Yes."


Now she wondered all the more what kind of girls they were who volunteered for this circus.


She followed Joanna into the dining room. The other students had already gathered there. They stood together in a cluster and watched two girls being pulled to one of the tables by two male guards. The girls, like everyone else, wore the uniform of the academy. One had long curly red hair, the other straight brown hair. Stacy appeared before the assembled student body. "Your two fellow students, Ashley and Jennifer, couldn't stop acting like little sluts. They were caught red-handed earlier in the act of shamefully handling the bodies that belong to the Academy. They have been like them worst whores listed."


"What did the two of them do?" Chelsea hissed at Joanna.


"Well, you heard it. Something nasty. That's forbidden unless you have the permission of the supervisor or that of a customer. Some have difficulty complying with it." Joanna said the last sentence drawn out. That was probably a swipe. Instead of getting upset about her, Chelsea was more curious about what would happen to her fellow students. Anthony, who had appeared next to Stacy, pulled out chains. Stacy tapped the table with her cane and the girls climbed on it. "Since these two have already been admonished several times and did not want to hear, they must now set a chilling example for the rest of you. You can now see how much you humiliate yourself when you give in to your lower desires."


Anthony gave some instructions and the girls lay back on the table, side by side. Anthony stepped behind their heads, pulled their hands one by one, and put chains on them. He fastened it somewhere under the table. A second man had appeared who was jerking a key. With him he unlocked the chastity panties of the two. They had to spread their legs. Chelsea would have preferred to look away now, but Stacy, who was keeping an eye on all the students, beckoned her closer. "Stand right at the table and watch. You can see what real sluts look like."


Everything stepped forward. Joanna too, and finally Chelsea. Anthony and his colleague each held a vibrator. Massage sticks with black plastic balls at the end. They began to hum loudly. At the same time, the men pushed the devices into the girls' laps, who then winced and gasped for air. The one with the red curls gritted her teeth, the brunette tossed her head from side to side. Their bare cunts were already wet. "Was that what you just imagined when you were having fun?" Stacy asked aloud. "Now you can really enjoy being a little slut."


The girls started to moan. The brunette reared up and yanked the chains that fastened her hands to one end of the table. She and her friend never tried to pinch their legs together. They left their thighs open and the men did their work. Either they liked it, or they knew that there would be an even harsher punishment if they resisted. Without even realizing it, Chelsea had bitten her lower lip. Her hands, which had wandered to her own lap, she quickly yanked back again. It wasn't a good idea in front of everyone's eyes.


When the brunette's moans grew louder, Anthony pulled the vibrator back. The girl reared up and trembled all over. Tears formed between her eyelids. When she calmed down, Anthony put the vibrator back on and a sharp sigh was heard. Something similar happened to the other. The man stimulated her with the vibrator until she was audibly aroused, then pulled the device away, made her twitch, and then started again.


At some point the bodies on the table sweated. The two gasped. Some red faces could be seen in the ranks of those who had to watch. "Aren't they a nice sight," Stacy remarked sarcastically, "these two sluts. But you two wanted it that way. You will be humiliated a lot more. The two young men here will not stop until you are completely out of your mind are." Perhaps it was her words that made the red-haired girl scream. She was tense up and shaking as if an earthquake was shaking the table. The vibrator touched her clitoris now at short intervals, pressed against it for a second, withdrew and pressed again, over and over again. The girl's hips twitched after him. It was dripping from their midst. "I'm coming, I'm coming!" As she screamed these words, the vibrator jerked back again, a jet spurted out between her labia, which the audience avoided.


Stacy made a disapproving noise. The other girl was now screaming in a high pitch, too, and had completely lost control of her cramping body. Chelsea had held her breath. The girls only had a few seconds to catch their breath. They were unbuckled and their sweaty bodies dragged away by the men. Chelsea saw her at dinner.


When they had finished eating, the tea was served again. Now that she knew there were other types of punishment in this place than just getting her ass spanked, Chelsea drank it right away. Especially since Stacy was watching her.


She had to think of something. If she couldn't leave this place on her own, she just had to find a way by socializing and finding help. The supervisors, Joanna and the boss himself, none of these people were on their side. No help was to be expected from them. She had to find someone to take this chastity belt off her, to get her clothes back, and to restore her body to normal before she could dare to walk out into the street. Something told her that it wouldn't be that easy either. So far, in any case, nobody had mentioned that the students also had an exit. Surely she would have to sneak out somehow.


When she and Joanna wanted to get up, Stacy suddenly stood at their table. "Mr. Carlson is waiting for you in his office. You have five minutes."


Joanna looked around as if 'you' couldn't mean her and Chelsea, but her and someone else. As if to clarify what she had meant, Stacy patted her cane on the back of Chelsea's hand. "What are you waiting for, sleepyhead? Get up, or it'll settle."


So they went to his office, knocked, and entered.


Jasper Carlson wasn't alone. Anthony was with him. The two men stood in front of his desk and seemed to have been expecting them.


"Anthony just told me how Chelsea behaved today," said Jasper. "You were with her after today's auction, Joanna. Has anything else happened? Did she break any other rules?"


"No, she didn't, only in the morning," said Joanna.


Jasper nodded. "At least. With the right educational method, all students make rapid progress. You know that too, Joanna. Come here, both of you. Sit on my desk."


Chelsea immediately had flashbacks to the scene in the dining room. The girls had to get on the table too. Jasper did not make it appear that he wanted to distribute a sentence. But who knew what this pervert was up to. She had hardly sat down on the edge of the table when Anthony stood in front of her, pulled up her skirt and loosened her slip with the key. "Spread your legs," he said.


"Why should I do that?" Returned Chelsea. Jasper raised his head. He stood in front of Joanna and was as it were busy taking off her panties. Although Joanna didn't complain, she looked at her master questioningly. As if she wanted to know if she was really getting the same treatment as Chelsea when they were worlds apart. "There is still a bit of insolence in her," he remarked. "Especially in this phase, it is important to get dressed. You will be educated tonight too, Joanna. Do you know why?"


"No," said Joanna.


"You betrayed one of your fellow students. Of course, that is not misconduct in itself if she really made a mistake. It only becomes wrong if you do not meet the high standards you want to apply to others yourself. Who others for her If you want to punish misconduct, you have to set a good example yourself."


Joanna nodded politely. The look on her face made it seem that she now fully understood. Or maybe they didn't question Jasper in principle.


"You two are going to have a test tonight. If you, Joanna, do better than your roommate on this test, you are entitled to continue to watch over her decency and behavior. Maybe I will even promote you to a supervisor.


Joanna, who apparently understood better and better what he wanted, nodded more eagerly.


"However, if Chelsea does better and you fail the test, you will lose your prefect status. Chelsea will take your place. She will be responsible for your conduct, and also for the key to your chastity panties."


"That won't happen," said Joanna immediately. Jasper raised an eyebrow. "A little bold, don't you think?" The model student immediately dropped her eyelids guiltily. "I'm sorry. You are right."


Chelsea had listened, but she had also watched Anthony. He had taken a bottle out of a cupboard and was now busy dripping its contents, a clear liquid, onto two handkerchiefs until they were completely soaked. He handed one to Jasper. He shoved the other between Chelsea's thighs.


It felt like she had been slapped between the legs. A strong sting set in, so violent that it made Chelsea gasp for air. When the burning subsided, an intense tingling and throbbing sensation remained. Beside her, Joanna inhaled sharply. Jasper had pushed the cloth into her lap. The men picked up the panties and put them back on over the wet handkerchiefs. When they had tightened it and locked it, and Chelsea's pussy was caught in the hot tightness, she thought she had to go nuts. She dropped her head on the table and let out a loud moan. The liquid from the bottle had an insane effect. She got so horny as she had seldom seen it. Joanna also bit her lip hard and whimpered very softly.


"You will wear that tonight. Of course I expect you to stick to the rules anyway. No wrongdoing and no mess." Joanna nodded hard. Chelsea groaned even louder. Her lust continued to grow. Even now, it required the utmost self-control not to clasp her own lap. Then there were her breasts, which were filling up with milk again. Her flesh tightened and her nipples tingled behind her.


"While we are talking, the supervisor is installing cameras next to your two beds. You will be monitored tonight. You will also have to sleep without blankets. That prevents you from doing anything in secret. Joanna, I hope you are listening too." Joanna sighed loudly. Her head, which had fallen back on her neck, shot forward again and she nodded, sweat glistening on her forehead and breasts.


Jasper put his hands in his trouser pockets and pulled out two silver keys. "There is one last, special condition. Your keys will both be unhooked for the night. Of course you are not allowed to open your chastity panties without express permission. This permission will not be given to you for tonight. To do it anyway means that you fail." He put a key in each hand. Chelsea clutched the small key and knew that she would unlock as soon as she was in her room. She whistled about the punishment. It was unbearable, she just got too horny. And should she hold out until tomorrow morning? Impossible.


Yes, she had to see the chance too. Jasper had just said herself that she could be promoted to prefect. She wasn't interested in that in itself. But without first having to ask Joanna to get her key ... that was an improvement in her situation.


In addition, she wanted to wipe one off Joanna.


When they lay naked in her room, Chelsea writhing on her bed without her blanket, while Joanna was breathing hard under her, she knew that she wouldn't make it until tomorrow. Her abdomen was already twitching. Her clit throbbed wildly and incessantly. The juice in the handkerchief made him glow. One quick touch and she would come. How good that would feel! She hadn't put the key out of her hand for a second. She had clenched her fist around it. Since the keys were not marked in any way and they all looked the same, they probably all fit in each lock. That said, she also had the key to Joanna's pussy in her hand. Joanna also had her own... but if Chelsea lost that exam, then at least that hypocritical snake should lose too.


She jumped out of bed and stood in front of Joanna. She turned her face and looked at Chelsea with glassy eyes. Her cheeks were so flushed that Chelsea wondered if the girl had just come. She hadn't heard any noise from her, and since the camera was jammed right next to her and pointed at Joanna's naked body, the model student must have refrained from playing around with herself. Her panties were still in place. And her breasts were full, they looked like two balloons. "What is it?" Asked Joanna as Chelsea climbed into her bed.


"I cannot stand it."


"This is your problem. Get back to your bed."


Chelsea rolled her eyes. "God, you're such a slut. The first time you fuck, you might get better."


"What are you doing?!" Then Joanna gave a shrill sigh. Chelsea had pounced on her without further ado. She brought the prefect's full breast to her lips and bit her nipple, which was dark red and must have been extremely sensitive. The body reared up beneath her, and two hands lead into Chelsea's black hair. Then Joanna groaned. Chelsea suckled gently on her huge breast. Immediately a creamy, sweetish liquid flowed into her mouth. So that's how it tasted. The taste wasn't that bad. However, she would not have spent thousands on it.


Joanna was sweating profusely. Her hands pressed weakly against Chelsea's head, too weak to push her away. Chelsea had her arms wrapped around Joanna's waist, her tongue swirled around her teat, and was drinking. Joanna's voice rose, her sighs broadened.


Chelsea tried to hold the body of her fellow student as tenderly as possible in her arms. She kissed her, caressed her and made her sigh brightly over and over again. The people who watched the video afterwards could make up their own mind. "We both fail," said Joanna.


"It's worth it to me," Chelsea whistled, pretending to refer to Joanna's body that turned her on so much. In truth, she just wanted to see Joanna fail. If she had let through that, Joanna might still have caught herself. "You are so sexy," she said in a deep voice. "I can't understand how your Mr. Carlson can bear not making up for you in his office."


"He wants me to be a good wife," breathed Joanna between two lustful sighs, "good wives go into marriage untouched. Oh no, he'll see everything ...!"


So he bred this girl to be his future wife. Chelsea let go of one nipple and put the other in her mouth. She continued to suck passionately, and Joanna's new burgeoning resistance immediately evaporated. Her fingers were now gripped in Chelsea's hair. She pulled on her right, pulling it closer to her chest. "But doesn't he spoil your sweet body at all?" Chelsea asked innocently and licked Joanna's teat.


"Yes ... but I always wear the chastity belt."


"So he hasn't even licked your pussy yet? What a shame. Maybe I'll steal you from him too." Chelsea took out the key and opened Joanna's panties. That brought a weak, "Don't." and spread her thighs wider at the same time. Her pussy was soaking wet, her soft lips dark and apparently really swollen. Chelsea, who had never had anything with a woman, leaned down and was already prepared for a disgusting taste. But even Joanna's pussy juice didn't feel uncomfortable on her tongue.


The fact that this hypocritical nerdy reared up and screamed with lust contributed so much to Chelsea's pleasure that she licked and sucked her clitoris with joy. Three or four seconds passed before an orgasm made Joanna's abdomen twitch. Now Joanna, having survived the hormone rush, should actually come to again and regret what they had just done. But she continued to twist her sweaty body on her bed and moaned, "More, more." This means of pleasure that the guys put in their panties had a lasting effect.


Chelsea, who was about to go nuts herself, had unlocked her own panties. With her fingers she caressed her own clit as she put her lips to Joanna's pussy again. The girl had calmed down now, sighed gently and whimpered gratefully at every flick of her tongue that Chelsea performed. Chelsea came, and Joanna came shortly afterwards. Her face was flushed red. Chelsea sat up. Now it was her who was still horny despite the orgasm she had just had. "I've licked your twat twice now. You can do it to me once too."


Joanna shook her head. "That doesn't work. Mr. Carlson will see everything. After that he would really think that I'm a slut."


Slut stayed slut.


And of course the camera had recorded that Joanna had refused to do at least one thing. This carrion was so sly that Chelsea almost regretted having given her two hot orgasms. At least she had achieved her goal. "Well then good night."


She crawled back into her own bed. The only thing left to do now was to wait for the next day. Let's see what Joanna bloomed tomorrow. She didn't care what would happen to her herself.


CHAPTER 3


Stacy woke them up the next morning. Apparently the supervisor had looked at the video footage before breakfast. Stacy hit the bedpost with her cane, driving the last bit of tiredness out of Chelsea's body. To do this, she gave orders: "Get up. Make yourself clean, and then it's time to get dressed. Immediately."


In the shower, Joanna avoided looking Chelsea in the eye. No spark of gratitude for Chelsea's phenomenal tongue massage was present. Besides, Joanna didn't have to sleep with full boobs. Chelsea's own breasts hurt like hell again. They had to be filled with milk to burst.


They put on their uniforms and followed Stacy, who led them straight into the dining room. But why actually in the dining room? When it dawned on Chelsea what was about to happen, she had to swallow. It had been clear to her that she was also harming herself ... although yesterday, of course, she had not thought sensibly either. It had been utterly impossible, as abnormally aroused as she had been. But whatever happened: at least Joanna got a lesson too.


Anthony and one of his male colleagues were already waiting in the dining room. Chelsea saw chains in Anthony's hands. Little by little, her fellow students arrived. "Come together, everyone," announced Stacy, "today two sluts are being punished again. Yesterday, not all of them learned their lesson." She turned to them.


When her gaze fixed on Joanna, Chelsea felt as if she heard whispers among the other students. A few soft but audibly surprised exclamations rang out. "The bad seeds are germinating everywhere," said Stacy, looking at Joanna, who had ruefully lowered her gaze, "she sleeps in every young woman. Even in your best fellow student, a dirty little slut is waiting to break out be more vigilant so as not to end up like these two sluts. Get on the tables. " She dropped the end of her stick on the tabletop.


Yesterday Chelsea had longed for an orgasm. She still didn't feel completely sober that morning. Remnants of the aphrodisiac must have remained between her legs. But above all, and so ... but she had no choice either way. Anthony was waiting at the end of the table, the chains in his hands. "Come on, you two sluts," he ordered.


Chelsea lay down and felt her hands grabbed and pulled over her head. Cold chains wound around her and tightened her wrists. A man was already standing in front of her, undoing her panties. He also undressed Joanna, then took two vibrators and gave one to Anthony. He took Chelsea personally.


They started. Chelsea closed her eyes so she didn't have to look into their faces. This only made her concentrate all the more intensely on the gently humming device that pressed against her clitoris. The table jerked, and next to her Joanna made a sound that sounded like a whimper. Chelsea blinked and saw that the man in front of Joanna was pressing the vibrator firmly into her lap. So tight that Joanna uttered a whimper while her abdomen twitched back and forth. "The excitement made your bodies extra sensitive," Anthony said matter-of-factly. "This is going to be harder for you than it was for the two little whores yesterday. We won't spare you."


Chelsea felt it. The touch of the vibrating material drove her insane. She flinched away from it, and felt Anthony's arm grip her body, forcing her to stand still. He pressed the vibrator tightly against her clit, so hard that tears were in her eyes. When her body reared up, her insides contracted, and she came panting, it was by no means salvation. While the juice dripped from her pussy, Anthony held the vibrator in place. Her clitoris throbbed and heated, and within a few moments the walls of her vagina were clinging together a second time.


Chelsea screamed, and Joanna, clear liquid spurting up between her thighs, screamed next to her. They pulled on their chains so hard that the marks left on their arms. Now Chelsea could see the faces of the others. Stacy looked stern, the men concentrated and a little derogatory. The other students all seemed to be holding their breath and biting their lower lips. One or the other had pale red cheeks.


Chelsea threw her head back and groaned so loudly that it echoed across the room. Something dripped onto her stomach. She looked up and saw that it was milk emerging from her breasts. Without even touching her teats. A sideways glance revealed that the same thing happened to Joanna's body. "Look at them. Every part of these sluts' bodies is dirty," remarked Stacy, shaking her head. "They are like animals."


Chelsea reared up again and again. She screamed as the third orgasm shot through her body. Already she was no longer perceiving the climax as a separate event. Her lust was constant, indescribable and incomprehensible to her mind. She couldn't escape her. In the end she was in a frenzy. The table below was so overflowing with her sweat and juice that it was dripping from the edge of the table. When Anthony finally let go of her, her eyes went black for a moment. Beside her, Joanna's body trembled.


"Now you can have breakfast."


The shackles were released. They were allowed to fight their way back from the table to their feet.


They ate their breakfast in silence. When it was over, she and a few others were called up to the auction again. They had to wash and were then called on stage one after the other. When it was Chelsea's turn, Stacy said: "You and Joanna are going out together today."


When they stood in front of the audience, in front of the rows of masked men, Stacy stood next to them and announced them: "These two sluts can only be auctioned together. Chelsea's slip can be taken off for only one dollar. Joanna's slip cannot Of course, she will still understand how to give you a pleasant time."


So Joanna was still getting special treatment. Jasper wanted to punish her, but he didn't want her virginity to be touched. Joanna also seemed to realize that, because her previously gloomy look brightened. Offers got rioted and eventually they were sold for a staggering sum. Two men in suits had bid together. Chelsea and Joanna were led to them, and the men each took one of them by the arm and took them away.


"Looks like you have to work for your girlfriend," said the man who ran Chelsea. Chelsea was in a trance. She hadn't been able to think clearly since she got off the table. Her lap was still throbbing. Again and again, when no one was looking, she touched her plump chest and caressed herself. She imagined that she would be milked again. The fact that it was about to happen made the fire burn hotter between her thighs. The ultimate salvation was ahead of her.


The men led her into the same room Chelsea had been in yesterday. Without further ado, they undressed and told the girls to do the same. Although the men wore masks, you could see that they weren't that old. Mid-30s at the most, maybe even younger. They must have gotten very successful at a young age, and now they were pounding their money for such frivolous amusements. One, with brown hair and a threeday beard, pulled Joanna onto his lap. Even though he knew he couldn't take off her panties, he rubbed between her legs and made her sigh. Joanna had gone through the same thing as Chelsea, and was just as uncertain. When he put his lips to her chest, she threw her head back and moaned. Chelsea saw on his cheeks that he was suckling. His larynx moved.


Her partner was a blond man. He sat down next to his friend, pulled Chelsea onto his lap, and began to drink from her chest in turn. His teeth, which gently nibbled her milk flow, gave Chelsea the first boost of newly flaring lust. Soon she was almost as horny as an hour ago when they had been lying on the table. The feel of his tongue working her teat and the splash of milk into his mouth drove her insane. He had one hand on her bottom and she rhythmically snuggled her hips against him. She was still squeezed into her panties. He calmly took his time, sucking and drinking and listening to the girl groaning in desperation on his lap. When he finally tore himself away, her milk glistened on his lips. "They really are two hot babes. You can't wait."


"That's why this place is the best," said the other after licking Joanna's milk from his lips. "In other establishments women only do one job. Here they know how to make really horny sluts out of them. And how to work and change their bodies. You can't find that anywhere else."


"I want to fuck this one," said Chelsea's partner, took out her key and took off her panties. Strings of her fluid were pulling out of her pussy. He slipped two fingers into it, wiggled it back and forth, and felt how slippery it was inside. "She's more than ready," he grinned. "Let's do it like this: I'll take her pussy and you take her ass." The other man ordered Joanna to get off his lap. As he wiped her milk from his lips, he got up and positioned himself behind Chelsea. The cockhead of the blond man was already nestled against her wet labia. As he moved slightly, he came into contact with her clit, and Chelsea's pleasure increased even further. Her thighs were spread wide when the man behind her pulled her buttocks apart. His cock rested against her tightly squeezed anus. He spat on two fingers and shoved them into her buttocks to loosen them up a little before penetrating. The other stayed patient and continued rubbing his cockhead on her clit. In between he pulled her teats long and produced splashes of milk.


"Really a real slut. It needs it hard, and urgently," he whispered when her facial features slipped. She couldn't wait. In a moment they would take her hard and she would come. It would come violently. Two hard cocks inside of her. She groaned gratefully at every splash of milk they milked from her. One cockhead parted her labia, another spread her bottom. "Ready?" One said to the other as they prepared to poke into her at the same time. The door opened and Anthony and Stacy appeared. "You have to stop. Your payment didn't go through."


The men looked up. "What are you saying?" Said one, confused.


"Your credit card was declined," said Stacy. "If you can't pay, you can't use our services."


"But fucking that slut only costs a dollar."


"It costs a dollar to take off her panties. The price to even play with her, however you like, is the bid. Do you have another credit card?"


"Yes, yes. We'll take care of that later," said the man whose cockhead twitched between Chelsea's labia.


"I'm afraid that won't work. Only pay in advance. If you can't pay now, we'll have to ask you to go."


The two customers looked from Stacy to Anthony, who flexed his muscles menacingly. The two supposed customers looked anything but happy, but they had no choice. They got up grumbling and left Chelsea hot and sweaty on the bed.


"There are quite a few people who can't afford our service, but still want to enjoy it. Have you ever shagged her?" Stacy had turned to Joanna. She shook her head. Stacy clicked her tongue. "Mr. Carlson has ordered that she has to be fucked today. Otherwise she's going out of her mind. She's almost there." Chelsea had given a groan. The intense pulling between her legs had become an ordeal. She could only think of the two cocks that had just twitched at their openings.


"We could auction them again," said Anthony.


"We only hold one auction a day. That's the rule. It looks unprofessional if we overturn this rule. Anthony, take care of it. In fact, I'm very curious how well Chelsea performs during sex. I'll stay here and see the whole thing. "


Chelsea lifted her head weakly and saw Anthony pull off his shirt. A toned, tanned body appeared. He undid his belt and pulled down his jeans. When he got rid of his shorts, too, his long, thick cock was hanging in front of her. He knelt over her, naked, stomach muscles tensed, and spat in his hand, then got his member ready. He made himself hard with pumping movements of his fist. Stacy sat on the bed next to Chelsea. After a few movements, Anthony's member was upright. He grabbed Chelsea's thighs, pulled her around his waist and lay down at her opening. When he thrust into her, she held her breath. In one movement he was completely within her. "How's her pussy?" Stacy asked.


"Good. Not too easy. But you can tell that she is not a virgin." He slowly began to move, while Stacy commented: "Well, nobody assumed that either."


His shaft thrust into her. He was holding both of her thighs, lifting her abdomen and gritting his teeth. His hardness rubbed against Chelsea's clitoris from the other side. She had long since groaned the soul out of her body. That's what she'd been waiting for, just that. With all her strength she closed her thighs around him and pulled him tighter. She wanted to feel him even more deeply. "Your hips move well," said Anthony as he strained. Lightning flashed through Chelsea's chest. She saw Stacy's fingers pulling on her teat and splashing milk. "She still gives milk. The men had already milked her, didn't they, Joanna? As much as there is a lack of morals, she has a good body. With these tits we can auction her every day. Try to put her in the Butt to fuck."


By the time Stacy gave Anthony these instructions, it was too late. He was shaking and groaning, and Chelsea's pussy got even wetter. With his last thrusts he filled her with his sperm. Chelsea screamed with pleasure. Every drop increased her excitement, which no longer seemed to increase. She convulsed and twitched. Then, finally, something like relief settled in her. She'd been milked, shagged, and come. She could finally take a deep breath. Stacy looked reproachfully at Anthony. "Did I tell you to come right away?"


"The little one is really not bad," said Anthony, "she has the potential to be the best dairy cow in the barn. Mr. Carlson will be interested."


"He'll also be interested that you didn't last two minutes in this slut," said Stacy.


"You are a woman. What do you know about it? You two can go to your room now."


When Chelsea got up from the bed with some effort, her gaze fell on Joanna. Her cheeks were flushed and she looked away. Anthony put the slip back on Chelsea. They wouldn't be allowed to take the keys with them tonight.


She wouldn't be allowed to come back until the people here decided to let her. Before that, it had to stew, literally in its own juice.


CHAPTER 4


Back in her room, Joanna burst into tears. Sobbing, she threw herself on her bed.


Chelsea stood there quite stunned and watched her roommate howl. She did not expect that. "What's going on?" She asked after a while.


"Why am I being treated the same way as ... like you?" Shouted Joanna into her pillow, and the tiny hint of pity she had just felt stuck in Chelsea's throat. "What do you mean, like me?"


"I'm not like you. I've always followed all the rules as best I can. A little misstep, and now that should no longer apply? I shouldn't be put on the same level as you."


"What are you hoping for, how you should be treated in this place?" Asked Chelsea. More or less they were all pieces of meat, at least if you asked the supervisor for their opinion. Maybe Joanna thought she was an exception. The brunette girl sat up and wiped her tears. "I wish Mr. Carlson would understand."


"Understand something?"


"That he's something special to me. I'm not like the others."


"You could save yourself the second sentence. Then I would have pity too. Did you ever tell him how you feel about him?"


Joanna shook her head and Chelsea sighed loudly. "Always the same with you wallflowers. Take what you want. You only did that yesterday because your needs are not being met here. Tell him that."


"But then he thinks I'm like ..." "Like us other hookers?"


Joanna didn't answer, and Chelsea wondered why she was giving her advice in the first place. Should this girl end up in the gutter. But at the moment she was no better off herself.


She could hardly take it upon herself to look down at Joanna. Even if Joanna apparently thought that she could do it herself. "Then just keep lying to yourself and see how far you can get with it," said Chelsea, annoyed, and lay down on her bed. She had to go to the bathroom. The supervisor now had her key, and no longer Joanna. Joanna had been demoted.


It did not help. When she got up again, Joanna was already at the door. I guess she had to.


When they got to Stacy's office it seemed like they were already expected. "Mr. Carlson wants to see you both. Take a shower first. Here are your keys."


Shortly afterwards they were standing in front of his office. "So do you have a strategy?" Asked Chelsea. The other looked at her inquiringly.


"What kind of strategy?"


"Now don't always act so clueless. Do you want to be kept on a long leash by him, or do you take a step too? You're in love with him, aren't you?"


Joanna blushed and knocked on the door before Chelsea could continue. Jasper Carlson and Anthony were waiting for them. Jasper got up immediately. "We're going to another room. Anthony will attend your punishment." Chelsea and Joanna swallowed. In any case, neither of them had believed that he would forgive their offenses so easily.


The other room turned out to be a bedroom. There was a large dark velvet bed, black closets that God knew what was in — and chains that hung on the walls. After they both undressed, Anthony took Chelsea by the arm, pulled her to the wall, and tied chains to her wrists.


"You watch first. Gather your strength. Joanna will get the harder sentence, but you will have to work harder tonight." Jasper had led Joanna to the bed. At his signal, she lay down on her stomach. He leaned down and brought out more chains. Anthony was immediately there to help his boss put them on Joanna's wrists and ankles. Jasper said to her: "You shouldn't be surprised that I am more disappointed in you than by Chelsea. After the trust that I have placed in you, I cannot easily dismiss it. You have completely relied on her Have a whore. Where I raised you carefully for a long time."


"I'm sorry," said Joanna as Anthony pulled her thighs apart and tied the chains to the lower legs of the bed. She lay there like a starfish, on her stomach, her four limbs stretched out. "We'll make sure you're sorry tonight," said Jasper. "We'll start by spanking your bum. You don't have to keep counting. I'll do this until I get bored." He had Anthony hand him his punishment tool, a black foxtail made of dozens of black leather straps with a long handle. He knelt between Joanna's splayed thighs and drew back, and the clap of her tender flesh filled the room.


Chelsea could see her bite into the pillow. Jasper circled his arm. Every time his hand sank, the foxtail landed on Joanna's bottom. Finally, when her body twitched, her voice could also be heard. She groaned and sighed. "Isn't she enjoying this a little too much?" Remarked Anthony, who was standing at the head of the bed and watching.


"We're just getting started," said Jasper. Joanna's bottom glowed fiery red. Every single blow was visible on her white skin. At some point he was finished. With a deep breath he tossed the foxtail aside, stood up and undid two buttons on his shirt to cool off. "Take off her panties and see if they have gotten wet." Then he took a sip of water while Anthony grabbed Joanna between the legs. "She's wet as hell."


"And she tells me she's sorry," Jasper said with a dry smile. "Check out Chelsea too, when you're with me." Anthony took off Chelsea's panties and slipped his fingers between her legs. Even this gentle, fleeting touch made her tingle. "She's hot as a rat," he commented.


A candle burned next to the bed. The style was long and red and covered with wet droplets that the flickering light had melted from the wax. Jasper took the candle and knelt over Joanna again, and her bottom, irritated by his blows on the blood, felt hot wax. The first drop made her sigh. "We will hold this punishment session every evening until further notice," he said, while he let more and more drops rain on her skin, "until I change my mind. You will report to me every night and endure everything without grumbling. Do you understand me, Joanna?" Joanna sobbed and nodded her head. Her body jerked and braced itself against her chains, again and again, until the candle was a good deal shorter. The red wax covered her bum. Jasper finally blew the candle out and set it aside. He loosened her chains. "You will stay and watch Chelsea. Anthony, bring her here."


Chelsea was taken from the wall. That he had blown out the candle at least calmed her. At least her bum wasn't going to be coated in hot wax. "Lie down," ordered Anthony. They didn't tie her up. Joanna had moved to the edge of the bed and was following the goings-on with a face that was not too impressed. Jasper put his hands around Chelsea's breasts, squeezed and raised his eyebrows when milk immediately gushed out. "You didn't exaggerate. It's full again. She hasn't even drank her medicine today."


"The little one is a gold mine. She has what it takes to be our most precious piece," said Anthony.


"I'll check that myself." Jasper ran a hand through his black hair and leaned down. Put his lips on Chelsea's teat, he sucked. The first shot of milk that squirted from her chest let Chelsea Sterne see. His fingers worked her plump flesh with skill and made that more and more milk flowed. He sucked and swallowed greedily, then sat down and licked his lips. "Come here, Anthony. Take her other breast." Anthony didn't need to be told twice.


Chelsea saw Joanna, who looked on disapprovingly, and who knew nothing else than to stroke her breasts. She surely hated that it turned her on to watch her Mr. Carlson having fun with Chelsea. When her hands slid between her legs - she was freed from her panties - Chelsea could have teased her. She bit her tongue and suppressed it. A second later, she could no longer have a clear thought. Anthony's teeth nibbled at her bare chest. A lick of the tip of his tongue, lips closed around her, and then both men clung to her. They suckled and drank. Her mind couldn't believe how awesome she was doing.


Jasper's hand slipped into her lap, checked how hot and how wet it was and rubbed evenly on her clit. But when she thought she was about to come, he stopped. The teeth, which stimulated her milk flow, were also sufficient. While they were both nibbling at her, she came. And yet, when it was over, she didn't feel satisfied. Inside, it drew unchanged. Her breasts continued to give milk until they were finally empty. "Come on my lap," ordered Jasper and licked his lips. Before she could obey, he got up and undressed.


She had toyed with the idea that maybe he was such a control freak because he had a small penis. That's how you thought of people like him. Now she saw that that was not the truth. His cock was large and his body athletic. He wasn't unattractive, that sadist. But that's probably how he brought naive girls like Joanna under his control.


He sat on the bed and Chelsea climbed onto his lap. He kneaded her breasts, dripped milk out and made sure that she was ready and horny. Her hot, slippery hole nestled against his cockhead, and then she felt him. With his hands on her hips, he struck and let her wrap him around him. Chelsea groaned. His shaft was hot. With his hands he spread her buttocks and bared her anus, and suddenly she felt a second cock pressing into the narrow opening above her pussy.


Anthony grabbed a handful of her long black hair, pulled it back, and thrust it. Inside, the two big cocks slipped past each other. As they moved, they stimulated every inch of her, and soon Chelsea was trembling with excitement. "Really not bad," remarked Jasper through clenched teeth, "the little one has passion and fire." They pounded her hard and ceaselessly. Chelsea's breasts bounced and squirted as much milk as her pussy squirted juice. It was really dangerous how far she had strayed from her rational mind. She just wanted to be fucked hard by these two, without a break. You should use them, milk them, and keep them forever.


She begged her to give it to her harder, and they complied. Jasper's forehead was sweating. He didn't take his eyes off her. Then he shuddered, and suddenly his whole body stopped. Her bum filled with Anthony's semen. She couldn't feel Jasper's ejaculation, she could only follow him on his face. Her pussy was so wet that a few splashes of semen could not be felt in it.


Then they were done with her. While Chelsea twitched on the sheet and found her breath again, she heard Joanna sob. Jasper looked confused at his model student. "What's happening?" "Why, why," sobbed Joanna, "why does she get everything? I didn't get anything from you."


"I am surprised to hear something like that from you, Joanna."


"But it is true." She wiped her face. "You always tell me I'm too good for sex. You don't care what I want."


So now Joanna really unpacked. Was it Chelsea's credit for that?


"You're too good for this kind of sex. You're not a whore, unlike the other girls here. At least that's what I thought until yesterday."


"You were wrong. I want to sleep with you. I love you."


It was quiet for a moment. Anthony spoke first. There was a smile on his face. "It seems to me that Joanna is really going over the top. May I suggest that you let us boys supervise her for a day? Without her panties, of course. We'll show her how it goes with sluts. Someone has to do it to this naive one Teach thing."


"You're not going to do any of that," Jasper said, harshly and in a stern tone he'd never used on Anthony before. "I want you to leave us alone now."


"That's fine. Should I take Chelsea with me?"


"No, she stays."


The door closed and they were alone with Jasper. Joanna had hidden her face and, Chelsea thought, was sobbing quite theatrically. Jasper pushed her brown hair back and lifted her face. "I will marry you, Joanna. That has been decided for a long time. But I will only marry a virgin. So you have to be patient until our wedding. I thought a capable student like you would manage it." And yet he had subjected Joanna to severe tests. Almost as if he wanted her to get weak after all. Men really didn't know what they wanted.


"It's all Chelsea's fault. Why are you sleeping with her?"


"It doesn't look like you to blame others for your weaknesses. And of course I have needs. But gradually I understand that you have them too." With these words he took the small silver key from the bedside table and unlocked Joanna's slip.


She flushed and seemed to be holding her breath. "If I take care of your body's needs myself, you may not get weak any longer." He pulled her to the end of the bed and pushed her thighs apart. Joanna watched with eyes that shone like two Christmas tree balls as his head dipped between them. She bit her lip, sighed, and sank back. The smacking of his lips could be heard. "Oh ... that feels heavenly. Please don't stop." She screamed.


Jasper wrapped his arms around her legs, spreading them wider, moving his head as he licked her more passionately. Just before she came, he moved up to drink from her chest. His cock twitched hard between his legs. He wouldn't be able to stand it for long. He tore himself free, licked his lips and took a deep breath. "Chelsea. Come here."


Joanna put her arms around his neck and pulled him close. "This time I want to get my money's worth. Not Chelsea."


"You will. Chelsea, lie down. I've seen you get Joanna before."


Chelsea obeyed. She couldn't predict when the opportunity would come again and when he would force her to stew again. She didn't want to leave anything out that night.


She was on her back and Jasper ran Joanna by her hand over Chelsea's face. Her lap sank down on her and Chelsea's tongue touched Joanna's pussy. As she licked them and listened to their moans, her thighs were spread. Hard flesh pressed against its opening. Jasper penetrated her and fucked while she orally spoiled Joanna. His cock satisfied the greed that had awakened in her. She felt Joanna coming and wanted more herself. Also, when Jasper ejaculated inside her, she was not satisfied.


Without waiting for his request, Joanna bent over him, took his limp member between her lips and breathed new life into him. This nerdy girl could blow. Her lips moved quickly and her hands followed, massaging and taming the twitching limb. Chelsea became almost jealous of her skills, and then she realized that Jasper must have taught her them in their private lessons together. That explained why he had endured never taking off her panties.


When he was stiff again, and before he could say anything, Joanna jumped onto his lap and pressed her moist mouth against him. "If you can do it with Chelsea, you can do it with me too."


He looked at her but didn't protest. Seconds later she was bouncing on his lap. His hands grabbed her hips and guided her, not letting her slow down. Joanna threw her head back and groaned. Even if he kept his word and didn't marry her anymore, once she had taken what she wanted from him. "I love you," she sighed, and he whispered his answer: "I love you too."


After that he was wax in her hands. Now they could take whatever they wanted and he was no longer in the mood to forbid them. They took turns letting him fuck them. Both gave him their full breasts to drink from. And when dawn came, they knew things were going to be different at Dairy College.


Chelsea wasn't leaving the academy as soon as she once planned. At least she got her own room and, more importantly, her own key. Not even Joanna had that luxury. Jasper kept her key.


Joanna now shared his premises with Jasper. It was no longer auctioned. That, too, set her apart from Chelsea. Chelsea's plump breasts continued to be given daily to rich men who milked them and drank from her. Your panties were never allowed to be removed. That privilege was also reserved for Jasper. Most evenings, Chelsea was called to his and Joanna's bed. There the lovers had fun with her.


Of course, Chelsea would not stay in this place forever. She had her keys now, which meant she could take off her slip and walk to freedom. At some point she might get bored staying in this place as a pleasure servant and milking cow.


But until then, she could stay a little longer.


The End.
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