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The sunlight danced across Elita's flawless skin as she worked her tongue expertly around Arthur's thick shaft, her violet La Perla lingerie barely containing her milk-swollen breasts. Platinum blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders as she gazed up at him with adoring blue eyes, watching his face contort with pleasure. The strappy, sexy high-end stilettos adorning her feet caught the morning light filtering through the panoramic windows, casting prismatic reflections across the Egyptian cotton sheets.

"Good morning, President Sterne," she purred between licks, her Swedish accent more pronounced in her drowsy, sopping wet state. "Let me worship you properly."

The master suite of his Montana mountain estate sprawled across fifteen thousand square feet of opulent luxury—hand-carved mahogany panels imported from Brazil, a ceiling fresco painted by the world's most renowned artists, and a bed large enough to accommodate Arthur and his collection of perfect women. Beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows, the jagged peaks of the Absaroka Range created a natural fortress around Sterne's kingdom, with pristine forests and crystalline lakes dotting the million-acre property. A private ski slope curved down one mountainside, visible from their bedroom, unused until winter returned.

Elita wasn't alone in her morning devotions.

To her right, a French model named Constance massaged Arthur's muscular chest, pregnant belly protruding beautifully. Two billionaire heiresses both suckled at his fingers, their swollen breasts leaking milk onto the sheets. One princess of a small European nation lay curled against his left side, seven months pregnant with twins, while another painted her toenails at the foot of the bed, occasionally glancing up to smile vapidly at their shared husband.

Each woman displayed the same glowing perfection—skin like polished marble, bodies maintained at exactly twelve percent body fat despite their pregnancies, hair that shimmered like spun gold or rich chocolate. Their breasts defied gravity even as they nursed Arthur's growing brood. 

The nursery wing of the estate, visible through the open double doors, housed thirty-seven cribs already, with more on the way—and that was just for his private residence. There were more estates, more nursery wings, more babies and women to attend them.

How silly Elita's old life seemed now. She remembered—vaguely, like a dream—standing at podiums denouncing the objectification of women, funding shelters for abuse victims, producing that documentary about sex trafficking.

What a waste of her lips, spending them talking about PowerPoints and conference calls instead of placing them where they belonged: wrapped around Arthur's magnificent cock. 

She'd donated millions to Planned Parenthood once, the memory making her giggle softly as she felt Arthur's seed from last night still warm inside her hopefully-fertilized womb. There were no unwanted pregnancies in Sterne’s territories.

"Such a good girl," Arthur groaned, his big hand tangling in her hair. Elita orgasmed at the slight praise. "Tell me what you are."

"Your trophy." She pulled back just enough to speak. "Your breeding stock. Your property." Each word sent shivers of orgasmic bliss through her owned, transformed body. "Thank you for saving me from my stupid feminist phase, Master. Thank you for showing me my true purpose."

The other women murmured their agreement, a chorus of breathy voices praising Arthur's wisdom in collecting them, in protecting them from the ugly world beyond his borders where lesser women still believed they deserved careers and autonomy.

“Remember when I used to donate millions to all those doomed causes?" Elita giggled between passionate kisses to Arthur's shaft. "How stupid I was, fighting against my natural purpose." She ran her tongue along the underside of his cock, savoring the taste. "All those feminist rallies, all those speeches about women not needing men... when all I really needed was to be filled with your seed."

The memory of her former self—that serious, politically active woman who'd testified before Congress about gender equality—seemed like a character she'd once played in a film. How exhausting it had been, pretending that running a fashion empire mattered more than bearing children for a real man. How lonely those nights accepting meaningless awards, when she could have been here, in this bed, surrounded by sister-wives who understood the true purpose of beauty.

She took him deeper, suckling to the point of choking—and loving it—feeling his cock bulge her tall, thin throat. She thought of her many awards, how she had cum when she dropped them into an incinerator.

Arthur's hand tangled in her hair, guiding her movements as the other women watched with envious admiration. Elita felt her mind go blissfully empty as she focused solely on pleasing him, her former education and business acumen redirected entirely to the art of cock worship.

Who needs Time Magazine's Most Influential Women list, she thought merrily, when I can be on Daddy’s Most Fuckable Wives list instead?

* * * * *
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THREE MONTHS EARLIER

The Pacific sun cast diamonds across the azure water as Elita adjusted her oversized Celine sunglasses, watching her crew prepare the deck of the Azzam II—technically classified as a giga-yacht at 590 feet, though she simply called it home for the summer. She wore a simple white Zimmermann bikini under a sheer Versace cover-up, her skin already kissed golden from two weeks at sea.

At twenty-eight, Elita Kirseborn embodied perfection in a way that made other women weep with envy. 

Her body was an impossible sculpture of Swedish genetics and obsessive maintenance—legs that stretched endlessly from hips carved with mathematical precision, a waist that measured exactly twenty-one inches, all-natural perky buoyant breasts that defied physics at 34DD despite her slender frame. 

Her skin held the luminous quality of fresh snow, unmarred by a single blemish or freckle, maintained by weekly facials cultivated via stem cells drawn from virgin teenagers at her private Swiss clinic. Platinum blonde hair cascaded past her shoulder blades in waves that caught light like spun silk, each strand individually treated with keratin infusions that cost more than most people's annual salaries.

Elita reclined on a plush lounge chair upholstered in cream-colored Italian leather, her posture impossibly elegant even in relaxation. Her legs were crossed at the ankles, the arches of her feet perfectly arched in a way that made her look perpetually poised for a photoshoot. Her bikini clung to her curves, the white fabric contrasting sharply with her golden tan. She tilted her head slightly, ensuring the sunlight caught the angles of her cheekbones just right, her lips parted in a practiced pout that screamed effortless allure. 

Every movement was deliberate, from the way she flicked her hair over her shoulder to the slow, languid stretch of her arms above her head, as though she were performing for an invisible audience. 

Her phone lay within reach, its camera already angled for the perfect selfie should inspiration strike. The lighting was exquisite right now, golden hour approaching, the kind of natural illumination that made her skin glow like porcelain touched by candlelight. She'd already taken forty-seven photos this afternoon, each one barely capturing what she knew was a kind of divinity in her every-day, candid appearance when she was hardly trying. 

Even here, in the middle of the ocean, treading close to the waters of Sterne’s new territories, anyone could be watching and taking photos—and, in fact, she would be deeply horrified if they weren't. 

The thought of existing without constant documentation felt like a kind of death to her. What was the point of this level of beauty if it went unwitnessed? The Pacific stretched endlessly around them, but Elita's mind catalogued the possibility of telephoto lenses on distant vessels, of satellites capturing her divine form from above, of crew members discretely filming her for their own private collections. 

She hoped they were.

Her phone buzzed with notifications—Instagram likes climbing past two hundred million on yesterday's sunset photo, fashion blogs analyzing every thread of her outfit choices, think-pieces about her latest charitable donation to refugee assistance programs. The economy in one coastal town sank when she didn’t visit like she had suggested she might; another swelled when she said it “sounded pleasant.”

The cognitive dissonance never quite registered in her mind: how she'd donated five million to help displaced families while simultaneously lobbying through shell companies to prevent affordable housing developments that might obstruct the ocean views from her Malibu estate. 

The mental gymnastics came so naturally now that they felt like breathing.

The Hermès Birkin bag beside her lounger contained three smartphones, each buzzing with notifications from her army of publicists, agents, and social media managers. Her fingers—tipped with Chanel Rouge Noir polish applied fresh that morning by her personal manicurist—scrolled through the latest conservative hit piece about her "champagne socialism." 

The diamonds adorning those fingers caught the sunlight: a 15-carat emerald-cut engagement ring she'd bought herself, flanked by eternity bands totaling another 20 carats. Around her neck, a 50-carat Harry Winston necklace nestled against her décolletage, while matching 10-carat studs decorated her earlobes. All of it mined by malnourished hands in her own African operations, though she preferred not to dwell on such details. Beauty was an empire, and she had to have an empress’s resolve.

The headlines from Fox News glowed irritatingly on her iPhone screen: "Hypocrite Kirseborn: Climate Activist's Mega-Yacht Burns More Fuel Than Small Town." 

She scrolled past Smucker Farlson's smirking face beneath another article: "Swedish Supermodel Lectures Poor For Voting ‘Wrong’ While Living Like Marie Antoinette."

These right-wing trolls just don't understand nuance, she thought, her full lips pursing as she read about some blogger's criticism of her anti-wealth inequality stance while floating on a yacht worth more than some countries' GDP. 

Yes, I own a yacht—actually, you idiot, I own seven—but I've also donated hundreds of millions to my charities, and yes I’m on the board of each and receive pay from them—so I can make sure that money goes where it is supposed to go! Besides, these foundations employ thousands of people—good jobs with benefits! People get to pay for health insurance and they have two entire days of vacation every year. They even have fridges in the break room! Unlike monsters like that Arthur Sterne person terrorizing the Midwest, I actually care about making the world better. 

That man was practically a comic book villain—sterilizing "undesirables," establishing breeding programs for "genetic ideation." 

Absolutely revolting. Elita shuddered, remembering the leaked footage of women in his territory looking like vacant-eyed dolls in designer gowns.

They did wear her gowns. So, at least they hadn’t had their taste sucked out of their heads along with their brains. 

Sterne’s territories were actually her most profitable sectors by rather significant margins.

Yes, those territories make me money. But how do I spend that money? My movies have educated millions about social justice. My fashion empire employs women of all backgrounds.

The fact that those "women of all backgrounds" were primarily Bangladeshi girls working eighteen-hour shifts for pennies didn't factor into her mental calculus. Neither did the reality that her "educational" films had actually whitewashed history so thoroughly that an entire generation now believed white women had single-handedly ended slavery due to their largess.

Her foundation had built seventeen schools in Africa (they all now prominently featured her photos on every wall and taught exclusively from the textbooks her companies had created), providing jobs (in her factories, conveniently requiring no more education than what her schools provided), and funded clean water initiatives across three continents (people with cholera couldn’t work in her factories, after all). She employed thousands of people, from her personal staff to the crews of her various properties. That was economic stimulation, job creation. 

These conservative mouth-breathers couldn't comprehend that her lifestyle choices were actually progressive acts of wealth circulation.

She switched back to Instagram, immediately soothed by the flood of heart-eye emojis and praise from her 890 million followers: 

"Queen Elita saving the world again!" "Goddess using her platform for good!" 

Her social media team knew exactly what to promote—only the most supportive comments reached her curated feed. She knew this, of course, but the validation still warmed her perfectly proportioned chest. 

She extended her empty Baccarat flute toward a hovering staff member, not bothering to look in its—no, her direction. She had to remember these were people with lives, and probably even names and home towns too.

When the glass wasn’t immediately filled, Elita let out a little breath, tilting the glass for emphasis. She congratulated herself for not snapping her fingers like she had seen so many classless girls do.

"Desculpa, Miss Kirseborn," the girl whispered, her accent thick as honey.

Elita gave her a sidelong glance from behind her sunglasses. The girl was stunning—caramel skin gleaming with a light sheen of perspiration, dark hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail, wearing the yacht's standard uniform of crisp white shorts and a fitted polo that emphasized her generous curves. 

Her name, from the tag on her shirt, was Lucia.

"No problem at all," Elita said sweetly, watching Lucia pour the Dom Pérignon with trembling hands. 

A warm glow of righteousness spread through her chest as she observed the girl's obvious nervousness. 

This is exactly what I mean about making a difference, she thought smugly. Here's a young woman from Brazil—probably from the favelas, judging by that accent—and I'm providing her with steady employment, room and board, probably the best job she's ever had in her life. God, she might even be able to afford health insurance some day!

Health insurance was, like many odds and ends in the lives of others, something that only remotely applied to Elita’s existence. She knew it was something expensive, something odd, and something time-consuming, like how some people had to actually go to an office to get a license to drive instead of just having their assistant’s assistant send an email.

Lucia's hands shook slightly as she filled the crystal flute, and Elita felt a maternal surge of pride. The poor thing was probably overwhelmed by the luxury, having never seen anything like this yacht before working for her. Elita made a mental note to have her assistant add an extra hundred dollars to the girl's monthly stipend—such generosity would probably feed Lucia's entire extended family for months.

The way Lucia's dark eyes avoided direct contact spoke volumes about her humble background—probably raised to show proper deference to her betters. It was heartwarming, really, how Elita's success created opportunities for girls like this. Unlike those fascist monsters in Sterne's territories who probably just enslaved their workers, Elita actually paid fair wages. 

Well, fair for Brazilian standards anyway.

"Thank you, Lucia," she said warmly, adding an extra smile that would surely make the girl's day. 

The champagne tasted divine—each sip worth more than Lucia likely earned in a week, though of course Elita would never mention such things. Class was about making others feel comfortable, not flaunting one's advantages. Her body did plenty of that all by itself. And her social media numbers. And her bank accounts. And her acting awards. And—

The sound of helicopter rotors approaching made Elita look up from her phone. Right on schedule. Her heart fluttered with a mixture of excitement and apprehension as the aircraft descended toward the yacht's helipad.

The custom-built Sikorsky S-92 descending toward her yacht's helipad was basically a flying palace—custom interior by Balmain, bulletproof windows, and a price tag that could have funded a small nation's healthcare system for a decade. 

Elita watched it approach with satisfaction, remembering for some reason how the bleeding-heart documentary she'd produced last year had criticized "obscene displays of wealth inequality." 

Surely, though, this was different—this helicopter created jobs for pilots, mechanics, air traffic controllers. Besides, she needed reliable transportation for her humanitarian work. How else could she quickly travel between her various charity galas and foundation board meetings?

The sight of the aircraft always reminded her of her proudest cinematic achievement: Love Transcendent, where she'd played a Supreme Court Justice in the landmark gay marriage case. 

Well, a fictionalized version where a beautiful blonde justice (herself) had passionately argued for marriage equality while wearing high-end Valentino robes and delivering tearful monologues about love conquering all. 

The film had swept the Oscars—duh—and taught America that gay rights were worth fighting for—as long as they were fought for by gorgeous women in designer clothes.

But more than professional pride, the helicopter's approach made her stomach flutter with nervous anticipation. 

Josefin. Her Josefin. The one person on earth whose opinion actually mattered to her, whose presence could make Elita forget about cameras and critics and quarterly earnings reports.

They'd been inseparable since that first Versace campaign eight years ago—the blonde and brunette duo that had redefined beauty standards worldwide. Every major fashion house wanted "The Elita and Josefin Look"—ethereal Nordic goddess paired with sultry Mediterranean temptress. 

Their chemistry had been so electric that photographers often forgot to include other models in group shots. That those other models were sent home without being paid—or rather, being “paid in exposure” (for shots that didn’t exist)—was just how Elita kept her foot on the throat of the industry.

Elita had harbored feelings for Josefin that went far beyond friendship or professional partnership. Late nights in hotel suites during fashion weeks, she'd watched Josefin emerge from showers wrapped in fluffy white towels, dark hair cascading over olive shoulders, and felt her pulse quicken in ways that had nothing to do with career ambitions. She'd memorized every curve of Josefin's body during countless costume changes, knew exactly how her full lips looked when she was thinking, had fantasized about kissing that perfect mouth more times than she could count.

But Elita had made sure Josefin never quite reached the same stratospheric heights of solo success as herself. 

It had been artful, really—the way she'd positioned herself as Josefin's champion while simultaneously ensuring her friend remained perpetually in her shadow. Simply putting Josefin’s publicist, manager, and agent in Elita’s payroll had done most of the work for her, allowing Elita always to know first about any potential business for Josefin and to screen out any inappropriate activities or opportunities. No best friend of hers would appear on reality television, for example—think of how it would cheapen their brand!. 

Elita was just looking out for her, really. She was like a little sister sometimes, so innocent and naive and trusting. Elita couldn’t help but take care of her.

When Josefin had been offered the lead in that Marvel superhero film—the one that would have catapulted her into A-list territory—Elita had casually mentioned to the director at a charity gala that Josefin was "going through some personal struggles" and might not be "emotionally available" for such a demanding role. 

She'd followed up by having Josefin’s publicist leak anonymous rumors about Josefin's "difficult behavior" on set of their last joint project. The role went to a lesser actress, and Josefin never knew how close she'd come to stardom.

But Elita wasn't cruel—she'd immediately arranged for Josefin to get the lead in a prestigious independent film instead, one that would earn critical acclaim and festival awards but wouldn't threaten Elita's position as the more bankable star. She'd even helped finance it through one of her shell companies, ensuring Josefin received glowing reviews while the film itself was quietly buried in limited release.

The fashion empire sabotage had been even more elegant. When Josefin had launched her sustainable clothing line "Rivelli Ethical," Elita had publicly praised it on every talk show—calling it "inspiring" and "the future of fashion"—while her lawyers quietly (through a relay of various shadow corporations) filed trademark disputes that tied up production for months. Elita’s own manufacturing contacts suddenly became unavailable to Josefin, forcing her to use inferior suppliers. Meanwhile, Elita's team poached Josefin's best designers with offers they couldn't refuse.

The final blow had been the mysteriously timed exposé about labor practices at Josefin's factories—an article that appeared in Vogue just days before Fashion Week, written by a journalist who'd received an anonymous tip along with ironclad documentation of worker violations. 

Of course, the violations were real—Elita had made sure of that by recommending the factories in the first place, knowing their track record. She had used them herself for several projects and clothing lines, and had been certain to pay off the right officials to get away with a few minor workplace mutilations here and there. 

Josefin's line collapsed within six months, but Elita was there to comfort her with a lucrative modeling contract for ELIT and a starring role in one of her humanitarian films. 

"You're too pure for this business," Elita had whispered, holding Josefin as she cried over her failed company. "Let me protect you."

And she had protected Josefin—from independence, from solo success, from anyone who might take her away from Elita's carefully constructed orbit. Every relationship Josefin attempted was somehow sabotaged through strategic gossip campaigns or mysterious career opportunities that required her to be elsewhere. Every potential business partnership fell through due to Elita's behind-the-scenes maneuvering.

But Elita told herself it was love, not control. She was keeping Josefin safe from an industry that would chew her up and spit her out. She was ensuring Josefin always had work, always had money, always had Elita to depend on. If that meant Josefin never quite achieved her full potential independently, well—wasn't partnership better than competition anyway?

Recently, Josefin had been distant from Elita—totally unacceptable. 

Was she not grateful for what Elita had done for her? Was she not impressed?

Perhaps Josefin had, after years of mysterious runner-up placings in everything from fashion to acting to restaurant reservations, fallen victim to the rumors that Elita had pre-determined the brunette beauty’s professional life. 

Elita, of course, would be deeply offended if Josefin believed anything of that nature—even to be accused like that, in the hypothetical, was an egregious insult. It didn’t matter if the accusations would all be true; Elita had been quite careful to ensure that none of it ever trailed back to her, so accusing her would be quite suspicious and ungrateful of Josefin. 

So. This arrival meant the world to Elita. It meant Josefin hadn’t believed any of that absolutely correct and accurate nonsense about Elita controlling her life. 

Elita had never told Josefin her feelings about her, of course. Her real, intimate, needy, aching, doting feelings about how she desperately wanted to bury her face between Josefin’s legs for anywhere between three hours and three years before coming up for air. 

Their friendship was too precious to risk. Josefin was the only person who knew about Elita's secret insecurities, who could make her laugh until champagne came out her nose, who remembered her birthday even when buried in her own hectic schedule. Losing that connection would be devastating—better to love Josefin from a safe distance than risk everything for a moment of passion that might destroy eight years of perfect companionship.

This yacht trip, though—three weeks alone together with nothing but ocean and staff members who might as well be furniture—felt like the universe offering her a chance. Maybe she could finally find the courage to confess what she'd been hiding all these years.

Not the sabotage, of course. Never that. But the hot, breathy, pussy-licking love that she was aching to unleash? Yes to that. 

The helicopter touched down with military precision, and Elita's breath caught in her throat as the door opened. Josefin stepped out in slow motion, her long legs emerging first from the aircraft's interior, and Elita nearly dropped her champagne flute.

Something was different. Radically, impossibly different.

Josefin had always been stunning—that was how she'd conquered the modeling world alongside Elita—but this version of her friend defied comprehension. Her body looked like a master sculptor had taken her already-perfect form and refined it to mathematical precision. 

Her legs stretched longer than Elita remembered, tapering up to hips that curved with architectural perfection. Her waist had shrunk to an impossible circumference that made her look like a living hourglass, while her breasts—my God, her breasts—strained against the fabric of her Fendi bikini with newfound fullness that somehow maintained their natural teardrop shape. Her chocolate hair fell in glossy waves past her shoulder blades, thicker and more lustrous than any extensions could achieve, catching the ocean light like polished mahogany.

But it was Josefin's face that truly stunned Elita into silence. The bone structure had always been exquisite, but now it possessed an almost otherworldly symmetry—cheekbones carved from marble, lips that looked perpetually swollen from passionate kisses, skin so flawless it seemed to emit its own soft radiance. Her dark eyes held a new intensity, a smoldering quality that made Elita's stomach clench with want. She looked like she walked—strutted—straight off a magazine cover she had shared with Elita. 

That kind of beauty—for women besides Elita—was engineered by make-up artists and photoshop wizards with dozens of hours to spare; Josefin, though, nonetheless, truly looked like she had “just woke up that way.”

"Darling!" 

Josefin's voice carried that familiar warmth as she glided across the deck, her movements more fluid than Elita remembered. The assembled staff members—dozens of uniformed figures positioned around the helicopter landing area—might as well have been decorative statues for all the attention either woman paid them.

Elita rose from her lounger, acutely aware of how badly she wanted her own body to appear to Josefin like Josefin’s did to Elita—jaw-dropping, mouth-watering, sensuous, unbelievable. She had been training for weeks leading up to this exact moment.

The two-week fast ending just yesterday had been the culmination of months of preparation that bordered on performance art. 

Elita's daily routine had read like a manual for transcending human limitations: 4:30 AM wake-up calls for ninety minutes of Pilates with her personal instructor flown in from Switzerland, followed by two hours of high-intensity interval training in her yacht’s private gym that rivaled Olympic facilities. Her breakfast—when she had finally allowed herself breakfast—consisted of precisely measured organic kale smoothies with collagen peptides harvested from grass-fed cattle raised on her private ranch, supplemented with rare Himalayan sea salt that cost three hundred dollars per ounce.

The fasting itself had been euphoric rather than punishing, her genetically superior metabolism converting stored energy with the efficiency of a luxury sports car. While ordinary humans would have collapsed by day three, Elita had felt increasingly radiant, her skin achieving an almost luminescent quality as her body consumed every trace of imperfection. Her personal physician had monitored her vitals daily via satellite link, marveling at readings that defied medical understanding.

He was in love with her, of course, and had been waiving his fee—substantial and non-negotiable for any other client—for years. In return, during their remote calls, Elita pretended to not know that he was stroking himself to the sight of her jawline.

This wasn't vanity—it was politics in action. By perfecting herself to impossible standards, Elita was proving that women could achieve anything through dedication. Her body had become a political statement against the patriarchal notion that female beauty required male approval. 

She was reclaiming her sexuality for herself, transforming her flesh into art that would inspire millions of young women to transcend their limitations.

That she desperately hoped Josefin would find her irresistible was simply a beautiful side effect of her feminist self-actualization.

Moreover, the fact that she had used her incredible appearance the entire time to sell some clothes was simple pragmatism, no? The ELIT summer collection had sold out within minutes of her posting those poolside photos—string bikinis that retailed for $800 each, diamond-encrusted stilettos priced at $10000, evening gowns that started at $15,000. All sized exclusively from 00 to 0, because as her brand messaging explained, "luxury means exclusivity, and true beauty doesn't compromise." 

Her Instagram captions had been masterpieces of motivational manipulation: "Your body is your temple—worship it daily!" posted beneath images of her impossibly toned abs (she never photo-shopped herself, a point of pride), or "Self-love means never settling for less than your best self!" accompanying shots of her 21-inch waist draped in diamonds.

The comments from her followers had been intoxicating: "Goals AF!" and "Queen, teach me your ways!" from desperate girls starving themselves to fit into ELIT designs they'd bought three sizes too small as "motivation." 

Elita had felt genuinely proud reading testimonials from customers who'd lost dangerous amounts of weight trying to achieve her proportions. She was inspiring them to reach their potential, to stop making excuses and start making changes.

That basic biology made such transformations literally impossible for normal humans was beside the point—everyone deserved to dream big.

Now, gazing at Josefin, Elita felt vindicated in every sacrifice she'd made. Her friend had clearly undergone her own transformation specifically for this moment—what else even made sense? 

What else could it be, aside from a deliberate attempt to impress Elita?

Josefin's transformation sparked a flutter of competitive anxiety in Elita's chest, but also a deeper recognition—they were both gloriously, perpetually single for very specific reasons. Neither woman had maintained a relationship longer than six months in their entire adult lives, a fact that tabloids attributed to their "impossibly high standards" and "dedication to career over romance."

The truth was far more complex. Elita had never kissed a man, let alone slept with one—the very thought of masculine stubble against her porcelain skin made her recoil. She'd tried exactly once, at seventeen, when her publicist had arranged a "romantic dinner" with a young actor for publicity purposes. 

The moment his cologne-drenched hand had touched her wrist, she'd excused herself to vomit in the restaurant bathroom. Men were useful for business deals and photo opportunities, but the idea of their sweaty bodies pressing against her femininity was revolting.

She suspected Josefin felt the same way, though they'd never discussed it directly. Every relationship Josefin attempted—and there had been surprisingly few over the years—somehow crumbled within weeks. 

“Somehow” meaning, of course, that Elita had guided Josefin’s love life in the same way that she had her career.

The embrace they shared felt electric—Josefin's luscious body pressing against Elita's own tight form, fitting together like puzzle pieces. Elita breathed in Josefin's scent—knees weak—and felt her carefully maintained composure beginning to crack.

"God, I've missed you," Josefin whispered against Elita's ear, her lips accidentally brushing the sensitive skin there. "So much."

Elita’s heart hammered. What the fuck did she just say?

And how the fuck had she said it?

Elita’s lips quivered, eyes wet with desire. She didn’t know exactly how to respond, only years of modeling allowing her to keep her composure. She had once held a one-legged pose in front of a steaming lava river for an hour; she could do this. 

She had prepared the words, of course. Prepared everything. There was champagne, there was a bed, there were roses, there were—

Hard, staccato cracks filled the air. Gunshots.

Gunshots?

The sound of bullets ripping through the Mediterranean air sent both women stumbling backward, their perfect composure shattered in an instant. Elita's champagne flute crashed to the teak deck as military-grade speedboats—sleek black vessels bristling with large men wielding large guns—surrounded the Azzam II with tactical precision.

"What the fuck—" Elita began, but her words were drowned out by the thunderous roar of engines and the metallic clatter of grappling hooks biting into her yacht's pristine hull.

The transformation in her staff was immediate and terrifying. 

Lucia, the trembling Brazilian girl who'd been serving champagne moments before, suddenly moved with mechanical efficiency, her dark eyes now laser- focused. 

The other crew members—gorgeous women Elita had barely noticed during two weeks at sea—formed a protective circle around both celebrities.

"Miss Kirseborn, Miss Rivelli, this way immediately." 

Lucia’s voice, for some reason, had lost its earlier deference and thick accent. Her English was now crisp, professional, almost robotic.

Elita's mind reeled as she was hustled across the deck by hands that gripped her with surprising strength. These weren't the same trembling servants who'd been invisible background figures in her floating paradise. 

Their faces were blank. But also—somehow joyful? Where had she seen that before?

The speedboats disgorged their occupants onto her deck: massive men in tactical gear whose proportions defied human anatomy. Their shoulders were broad enough to fill doorways, their arms thick as tree trunks. 

Steroid-enhanced super-soldiers moving with inhuman coordination, their weapons trained on anything that moved.

"The panic room, now," another crew member—had her name been Sarah? Svetlana?—barked, hauling Josefin toward a section of wall that was sliding open to reveal a hidden entrance Elita had never known existed.

"Wait, what panic room? I designed this yacht myself, there's no—"

But there was. Behind panels that had looked like decorative mahogany, a steel-reinforced chamber waited with cushioned walls and what appeared to be a sophisticated air filtration system. 

The space was smaller than Elita's walk-in closet but larger than her bathroom, perhaps only five hundred square feet in total, lined with cream-colored leather.

"You'll be safe here," said Lucia.

She was smiling—at first Elita thought it was meant to be reassuring. But it looked...triumphant?

That expression. The smile so wide, so empty... like a painted doll.

"Everything will be fine."

The heavy door sealed shut with a pneumatic hiss, leaving Elita and Josefin alone in the suffocating luxury of their golden cage. 

Sterne’s territories. The documentary on those girls.

Lucia’s face looked just like theirs.

* * * * *
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THIRTY MINUTES INTO their confinement, the panic room had become a sensory prison. Static crackled from hidden speakers—a low, persistent hum that seemed to vibrate through Elita's skull and settle into her bones. 

The sound was hypnotic, almost musical in its rhythm, and she found herself swaying slightly to its frequency despite the chaos erupting outside their steel cocoon.

She no longer worried about Lucia and her expression. The simple girl had just been excited to help her better, that was all. 

There were more important things to worry about. Like Josefin, and how pretty she was, and how pretty Elita was. 

So important. Being pretty. So important...pretty...important...

Josefin pressed against her like a frightened child, gripping and re-gripping. So close, her body so lusciously warm and plush, making it hard to think about the strange static sound. The brunette's skin felt unnaturally warm, almost feverish, and where their bodies touched, Elita could feel something slick and luxurious—body lotion, she realized dimly, some expensive formulation that smelled like jasmine and vanilla and something else, something chemical and sweet.

It felt like champagne bubbles in her bloodstream, like the first hit of whatever designer drug the fashion world's top stars passed around at after-parties. 

But deeper than that—a melting sensation that started in her chest and spread outward, making her feel simultaneously powerful and helpless. Josefin needed her. Beautiful, perfect Josefin was clinging to her for safety, for comfort, for protection.

So pretty. Pretty, sexy, and pretty sexy. God...

This was what Elita had fantasized about for years—being Josefin's anchor, her safe harbor, the one person who could shield her from the world's cruelties. The fact that they were trapped in a panic room while military forces boarded her yacht seemed almost secondary to the intoxicating reality of Josefin's body molded against hers.

The scent filled her nostrils with each breath, making her head swim in ways that nothing else had. Her thoughts felt thick, honey-slow, while her body buzzed with electric anticipation. Every nerve ending screamed for attention, for touch, for something she couldn't quite name but desperately needed.

Her bikini had become a torture device. The delicate fabric chafed against nipples that had hardened to painful points, while between her legs, wetness soaked through the expensive material with embarrassing abundance. She'd never felt arousal like this—raw, consuming, desperate enough to make her whimper involuntarily.

"Elita?" Josefin's voice trembled with apparent fear. "Are we safe here? Can they get in?"

"Shh, baby, we're safe." Her voice was husky. One hand stroked Josefin's thick, soft hair while the other pressed against the small of her back, feeling the heat of Josefin's skin through the thin fabric of her designer cover-up. "No one can get in here. This room is reinforced steel, military grade. We just have to wait it out."

The lie came easily—Elita had no idea what specifications this mysterious panic room possessed, or even how it had come to exist on her own yacht. But Josefin's desperate need for reassurance made Elita feel like she could promise anything, protect her from anything.

Static continued to fill the air around them, a low electronic hum that seemed to emanate from speakers hidden in the walls. The sound made Elita's skin tingle strangely, her thoughts becoming softer and more scattered. She found herself focusing entirely on the sensation of Josefin's breath against her neck, the way their breasts pressed together with each shallow inhalation.

Heaving. Heavy. Perfect. Pretty. Pretty Titties. 

Elita almost felt like giggling.

“This isn’t how I thought we’d be getting closer,” said Josefin. 

She thought we’d be getting closer!

Elita, despite everything, felt exultant.

Heaving. She breathed in deep. Pretty, pretty titties. So soft... 

And yet, somehow, the joy of Josefin’s words felt hollow. 

Hollow, like her cunt, needing to be filled by...by...something. 

Fingers, maybe? Josefin’s? God, she wanted them...

Elita tried to respond to Josefin, to say something witty and calming and seductive. 

Instead, she giggled. 

She giggled at her own giggle, surprise. Flustered, Elita tried to form a coherent response, something reassuring about how this wasn't Josefin's fault, but what emerged from her lips was another yet breathy giggle that seemed to bubble up from somewhere deep in her chest. 

The sounds surprised her—she never giggled, not even as a teenager. 

Giggling was for airheaded influencers and reality TV stars, not for serious actresses and businesswomen like herself.

But Josefin's answering laugh was like music, a silvery sound that made Elita's stomach flutter with butterflies. 

"Sorry," Josefin whispered, her breath hot against Elita's ear. "I'm so nervous I can't help it."

Can’t help it. Just pretty girls with big pretty titties. Giggling yummy pretty titties. It’s okay. We can’t help it, that’s all...

"It's okay," Elita managed, though her voice came out higher and breathier than normal. "We're both just... stressed."

She giggled again. 

Stressed. Pressed. Pressed like pretty titties into hers. God, our tits are so big ‘n’ sexy. Yummy...yummy...pretty...

The static seemed to pulse louder, synchronizing with her heartbeat in a way that made her thoughts feel loose and scattered. Josefin shifted against her, one long leg sliding between Elita's thighs, and Elita had to bite back a moan.

"God, Elita, I'm so sorry," Josefin said. "This is my fault. I insisted we come so close to his territories. I should have known better."

"His territories?" 

Her voice felt distant, like it was coming from someone else's mouth.

"Sterne," Josefin whispered, and something electric shot through Elita's body at the name. "Arthur Sterne. We must have gotten his attention somehow. He knows everything that happens in these waters. He's so... powerful."

The word 'powerful' hit Elita like a physical blow, sending heat flooding through her core. Her hips bucked involuntarily against Josefin's thigh, her pussy clenching around nothing with desperate need. A soft whimper escaped her throat before she could stop it.

"Elita?" Josefin's voice carried a note of surprise. "Are you... are you okay?"

Elita tried to speak, to explain away her reaction, but her tongue felt thick and clumsy. The static filled her head like cotton, making coherent thought increasingly difficult. All she could focus on was the ache between her legs and the way Josefin's skin felt like silk against hers.

"I don't... I can't..." she stammered, her cheeks burning with embarrassment and something else, something deeper and more primal.

Pretty...powerful...pretty...powerful...

“Can’t what, sweetie?” Josefin’s fingers slipped up against Elita’s pussy. “Gosh, you’re so wet. Is it because of me? Or because of...him?”

Elita trembled—seizured, really, pushing her glistening cunt lips against Josefin’s fingertips. 

“It wouldn’t be him. Of course not.” Josefin smiled. “That’s nothing like you. You're such a feminist, after all. Such a strong, independent woman who could never be attracted to someone like Arthur Sterne." Josefin's fingers pressed more firmly against Elita's soaked bikini bottoms, tracing slow circles that made Elita's hips buck desperately. "Even though he's so... commanding. So powerful. The way he just takes what he wants."

Takes...takes what he wants...takes pretty girls...pretty titties...so powerful...

Elita's breath came in shallow pants, her nails digging into Josefin's shoulders. The static seemed to pulse in rhythm with her heartbeat, each wave making her thoughts more scattered and desperate.

"I... I don't..." Elita tried to form a coherent denial, but Josefin's fingers slipped beneath the thin fabric of her bikini, finding her swollen clit with practiced ease.

"Don't what, darling?" Josefin's voice was honey-sweet, innocent even as she began stroking Elita with maddening lightness. "Don't find him attractive? Of course not. You're far too principled to be turned on by a fascist. Even one who's six-foot-eight of pure muscle. Even one who's conquered half the continent through sheer force of will."

A broken moan escaped Elita's throat as Josefin's fingers found her entrance, teasing but not quite entering. Her hips rolled shamelessly, seeking more contact, more pressure, anything to ease the aching need that consumed her.

"He's probably so strong," Josefin said conversationally, as if she wasn't casually finger-fucking one of the world's most famous women. "All that muscle. I bet he could just... pick you up. Pin you down. Make you do whatever he wanted."

"Josefin..." Elita whimpered, her voice breaking on her friend's name.

"What is it, sweetheart? You seem so worked up." Josefin's thumb found Elita's clit while two fingers finally, mercifully, pushed inside her dripping channel. "It's almost like talking about Sterne is making you incredibly horny. But that can't be right, can it? You hate everything he stands for."

Pretty...pretty...I’m so fucking pretty...so pretty for him...oh fuck, it’s all I am, all I am, all I am is pretty pretty pretty...

Elita's back arched as Josefin's fingers curled inside her, hitting spots that made stars explode behind her eyelids. The static grew louder, more insistent, each pulse rewiring her thoughts until nothing existed but the desperate need for more.

"He's so wealthy too," Josefin said, her fingers maintaining their torturous rhythm. "Probably the richest man alive. All that power, all that control. I bet he gets whatever he wants, whenever he wants it. Including the most beautiful women in the world."

The words sent electricity straight to Elita's core. She could picture it—herself kneeling before this powerful man, offering her body for his pleasure. The image should have disgusted her, but instead it made her pussy clench desperately around Josefin's fingers.

"Not all the most beautiful women in the world.” Josefin smiled again—so close to Elita’s face that the small movement of her wet lips felt like a kiss. “There’s us, of course. We could never submit to such a hard-bodied breeding god. We could never kneel and submit and suck and serve that thick, hard, long, perfect alpha male cock.” Josefin leaned in, fully entering Elita with her fingers again and again. Kissing her ear as she whispered. “Even it was the most perfect cock in existence. It could never own our minds, could it? That would mean we were just dumb little girls for Daddy.”

The word "Daddy" shattered what remained of Elita's resistance. Her body convulsed as the most intense orgasm of her life ripped through her, her pussy clamping down on Josefin's fingers like a vise while her back arched. A scream tore from her throat—part pleasure, part surrender, entirely primal.

"Oh my," Josefin said. She continued to finger her. "That was quite a reaction. Almost like the idea of being Daddy Sterne's breeding stock really appeals to you. But that's impossible, isn't it? A sophisticated woman like you could never want to be reduced to just a pretty little womb for his alpha male seed."

Elita's mind fractured at the words. Images flooded her consciousness—herself swollen with Sterne's children, her belly round and full while she knelt at his feet in gratitude. The static pulsed harder, each wave erasing more of her feminist ideology and replacing it with desperate submission.

Pretty girl...pretty girl...pretty girl...

"I... I can't..." she gasped, her hips still grinding against Josefin's hand.

"Can't what, darling? Can't imagine yourself pregnant with his perfect babies? Can't picture yourself thanking him for choosing you to carry on his bloodline?" Josefin's voice dripped false sympathy. "Of course you can't. You're far too independent to crave being owned by a man. Even one as magnificent as Daddy."

Another orgasm built immediately, Elita's body betraying every principle she'd once held dear. The chemicals seeping through her skin had rewired her nervous system, and every orgasm made her brain soak in more and more of the static-powered brainwashing.

"He's probably so intelligent too," Josefin said, adding a third finger that made Elita sob with need. "A strategic genius who conquered nations through pure intellect. I bet he could outsmart you in every conversation, make you feel like the silly little girl you really are deep down."

The words should have enraged her—Elita had built a billion-dollar empire, been named to Fortune's Most Powerful Women list five years running. But instead of anger, she felt only arousal at the idea of her intelligence being meaningless compared to his.

Just a pretty girl. Just a pretty pretty face for Daddy...

"And his ideology," Josefin said, her thumb circling Elita's clit with devastating precision. "So strong, so certain. None of that wishy-washy liberal nonsense you've been spouting. He knows exactly what women like us are for. What our bodies were designed to do."

Elita's second orgasm hit like a tsunami, her vision whiting out as pleasure consumed every nerve ending. When awareness returned, she found herself panting Josefin's name like a prayer, her body limp and pliant in her friend's arms.

The idea of belonging to someone, of having all her choices made for her by a superior mind, felt like coming home after years of exhausting pretense.

"Oh my god," Josefin said, pulling back to stare at Elita's flushed face. "Do you have a crush on that fascist?"

The question hung in the air. Elita's mouth opened and closed soundlessly, her carefully constructed identity crumbling under Josefin's relentless psychological assault. The static pulsed through her skull with increasing intensity, each wave stripping away another layer of her facade until only raw, desperate need remained.

"I..." she began, then dissolved into helpless whimpers as Josefin's fingers found that perfect spot inside her again.

It was then that Elita's fractured awareness registered something crucial—the explosions had stopped. The gunfire that had sent them scrambling into this chamber had fallen silent long ago. How long had they been here? Minutes? Hours? Time felt meaningless in this chemical-soaked haze of submission.

Josefin smiled knowingly and reached behind Elita to press something on the padded wall. A hidden panel slid open, revealing a massive high-definition screen that dominated the entire surface.

And then Arthur Sterne's face filled Elita's vision.

Her mind simply... broke.

The man on the screen was everything Josefin had described and more—six feet eight inches of sculpted masculine power, with steel-gray eyes that seemed to look directly into her soul. His jaw could have been carved from granite, his shoulders broad enough to block out the sun. But it was the aura of absolute authority radiating from every pixel that shattered Elita's remaining defenses like glass.

This wasn't attraction. This wasn't lust. 

This was worship.

"Oh God," she sobbed, her body convulsing as the most powerful orgasm yet tore through her. "Oh God, oh God, I need him. I need him so bad."

The admission poured out of her like a dam bursting—years of sexual frustration and hidden submission suddenly focused on this one perfect specimen of masculine dominance. Every cell in her body screamed for his touch, his approval, his cock filling every hole until she couldn't think of anything but pleasing him.

"I thought it was me you wanted to fuck," Josefin said with breathless fascination, her fingers still working inside Elita's convulsing pussy. "But it was someone like Sterne this whole time, wasn't it? Someone who could really own you."

Elita's response was a broken keen of need, her hips grinding desperately against Josefin's hand as images of submission flooded her rewired mind. She saw herself in flowing white gowns, pregnant and glowing, thanking Sterne for the privilege of carrying his brood. She saw herself kneeling at his feet while he conducted business, a living ornament to his power. She saw herself defending his ideology on talk shows, her famous voice now used to promote “traditional values.”

"You know what's funny?" Josefin's voice took on a new quality—still breathless with arousal, but sharper somehow. "I've known about your little manipulations for years, darling."

Elita's eyes snapped open, meeting Josefin's dark gaze through her haze of chemical submission.

"The movie roles you sabotaged. My fashion line you destroyed. Every relationship you torpedoed, every opportunity you redirected." Josefin's fingers curled cruelly inside Elita, making her arch and sob. "Did you think I was that stupid? That naive?"

The admission should have filled Elita with shame, but the chemicals coursing through her system transformed guilt into arousal. Josefin knew. Josefin had always known, and she was still here, still touching her, still—

"God, it makes me so wet," Josefin confessed, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "The way you controlled every aspect of my life. So subtle, so elegant. My previous self was upset about it, but that was before Daddy showed me the truth."

The word 'Daddy' made Elita convulse again, her pussy clenching desperately around Josefin's fingers.

"I understand now that you were just protecting me.” Kissing. Fingering. "Keeping me safe, keeping me yours. What was I supposed to do—confront you? Ruin both our careers? I had no way out."

Josefin leaned closer, her lips brushing Elita's ear. "But then Daddy gave me a way out. At first, I thought the deal was to bring you in as his wife underneath me. But Daddy showed me how silly that was."

Elita's vision blurred as another orgasm built, the static in her head reaching a crescendo that made coherent thought impossible.

"You're so much sexier than I am," Josefin whispered with genuine adoration. "So much more powerful, more beautiful, more perfect. You deserve to be in charge of my life."

Daddy...Daddy...Daddy...

"But Daddy deserves to be in charge of you. Doesn't he? You can see it, right? Like I did? Are you just like me?" Josefin whispered, her fingers pumping harder as more images flashed across the screen—Sterne addressing crowds of adoring followers, Sterne in military fatigues surveying his conquered territories, Sterne surrounded by impossibly beautiful women who gazed at him with vacant, blissful devotion. "Do you need Daddy to fuck you bad?"

"Yes!" Elita screamed, her back arching as another orgasm crashed over her. "Yes, yes, please! I need Daddy! I need him to own me!"

The words felt like coming home after a lifetime of exile. She had known she needed to serve Sterne since the moment she had heard of him—it had always been true. She was born to serve. Born to kneel. Born to spread her legs for this superior man and thank them for the privilege.

"I knew it," Josefin purred, her own arousal evident in her breathless voice. "I could tell from the way Daddy told me it was true. Everything he says is real. Everything he says is the truth. Women are just things. And we’re so lucky, Elita.”

“L-lucky...”

Elita’s orgasm slowly subsided just in time for another one to begin to build. Drool spilled from her lips. She stared, slack-jawed, up at the ceiling where another image of Sterne appeared, fucking Josefin, his bulge making her tight tiny abdomen bulge. 

“Lucky!” Josefin giggled. “We’re Trophies. That’s the best thing.”

Looking up at the screen on the ceiling, she recognized the expression on Josefin’s face in the image. Empty-eyed. Vacant. Drooling. Like all the servants outside. 

Like herself.

* * * * *
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THE CAMERA OPENS ON Elita in a pristine white studio, her platinum hair cascading in perfect waves as she sits cross-legged on a cream leather chair, wearing a barely-there ELIT silk slip that costs more than most people's cars.

"Young women today just don't get third-wave feminism, you know?" she says, her voice carrying a new breathy quality that hadn't existed before her transformation. "It can be whatever you want it to be. If I want to be sexy, really sexy, then I should be sexy. Young women really need to understand our role in this world. We're leaders, okay? And men can't take that away from us. Feminism is about being sexy. It's quite simple, really. We've always been sexy. Sexy girls are just better. That's never going to change."

The camera cuts to sweeping aerial shots of Eden, the crown jewel of Sterne's territories. Crystalline spires reach toward azure skies while manicured gardens stretch to the horizon in geometric perfection. The streets gleam like polished marble, lined with flowering trees that never shed their blossoms. Not a single piece of litter mars the pristine sidewalks. 

Josefin appears on screen, gliding down a spotless avenue in a powder-blue pencil skirt. Her silk blouse is unbuttoned just enough to showcase her swollen breasts—she's six months pregnant with her third child, her belly forming a perfect sphere beneath the tailored fabric. Diamond tennis bracelets catch the sunlight as she waves to lesser women who drop into grateful curtseys as she passes.

"Feminism is sexy!" she calls to the camera with vapid enthusiasm, her dark eyes sparkling with total, unrepentant joy.

Cut to Elita pushing a vintage Bugaboo stroller—worth more than most people's houses—through a park where every flower blooms in perfect symmetry. The infant inside wears a onesie that costs eight hundred dollars, while Elita herself proudly wears a backless sky blue sundress that showcases her post-pregnancy body, already returned to its impossible proportions through the miracles of Sterne's enhancement protocols.

"When I had my first daughter...” she smiles to the camera, "...I realized that motherhood is the ultimate feminist act. Creating life, nurturing the future—it's so empowering!"

The commercial cuts to a montage of domestic bliss. Shots of Sterne’s wives in their daily routines: brewing artisanal coffee in kitchens that belong in architectural magazines, arranging fresh flowers in crystal vases worth small fortunes, greeting their husband with balletic kneels and grateful kisses when he returns from his important work of governing and breeding other women.

Every movement is choreographed and soaked in adoration. Every smile radiates genuine bliss. Every gesture speaks of women who have found their true calling in service to masculine greatness.

Elita stands in a spotless kitchen, her hair pinned in a vintage victory roll as she whisks something in a copper bowl. The morning light streams through floor-to-ceiling windows, illuminating her gossamer negligee that barely contains her milk-heavy tits.

"True feminism means embracing our natural gifts," she says. "I belong to the strongest man there is. I’m more powerful now than I ever was running board meetings. Thinking is just inefficient when you can follow the lead of a real leader."

The camera pans to Josefin in a silk robe, face caught in orgasmic joy as she bends over at the waist—posture perfect—and irons her man’s shirts.

"Sexy is everything!" Josefin sighs, her voice thick with contentment. "I used to think career success mattered, but this... this is true fulfillment."

The camera lingers on shots of lesser women - still beautiful by ordinary standards, but clearly inferior - who serve as maids and assistants. They watch Sterne’s top wives with worshipful eyes, understanding their place.  

The camera spins, coming to rest back on Elita in her interview position in the studio, smiling brightly with vapid, serious blue eyes.

"Real feminism," she says, breathing deep, her cleavage nearly bursting from her tiny dress, “is knowing your worth."

The ELIT logo appears; beneath it: "Feminists Are Sexy."

The flatscreen that dominated the bedroom wall replayed the commercial for the thousandth time that evening, its message pulsing through the airwaves to millions of impressionable young women worldwide. Arthur's powerful thrusts drove deeper into Elita's perfect body as she watched herself on screen, her legs wrapped around his waist in desperate gratitude.

"Do you see what we've accomplished?" he growled against her throat, his voice vibrating through her chest. The commercial had aired simultaneously across every major network, streaming platform, and social media channel on the planet. ELIT's billion-dollar advertising budget had purchased more than mere screen time—it had bought another important step in Sterne’s long journey toward the complete rewiring of global consciousness.

Elita could only moan in response as another orgasm built. Every part of her—pussy, tits, brain, heart—existed in response to him. On screen, her transformed self smiled vapidly while spouting feminist rhetoric that somehow promoted the exact opposite of everything she'd once believed.

The reach was impossible, unprecedented. Within hours of the commercial's debut, #FeminismIsSexy had trended globally. 

Young women from Stockholm to Shanghai were posting photos of themselves in ELIT lingerie, unconsciously mimicking Elita's submissive poses while believing they were expressing female empowerment. The cognitive dissonance was so perfect that even rival feminists were sharing the commercial, praising its "positive message" while their subconscious minds absorbed the true programming hidden beneath.

The commercial had triggered a cascade effect across social media platforms that even Sterne's strategists hadn't fully anticipated. Within six hours of its debut, young women were posting TikTok videos of themselves recreating Elita's poses while reciting feminist mantras, their plastic minds unconsciously absorbing the submission programming embedded in every frame. 

College campuses that had once hosted Take Back the Night rallies were now organizing "Feminine Empowerment" workshops where participants learned to perfect their curtsey techniques and domestic skills. #TradWifeIsRealLife

Arthur's hips drove against Elita with primal intensity, able to maintain this pace for hours while her milk-swollen breasts bounced with each thrust. The warm liquid sprayed across his chest and her flat stomach, pooling on the Egyptian cotton sheets that would be changed by silent servants within minutes of their completion.

The global reach statistics glowed on subsidiary screens throughout the room. 2.3 billion views in the first 24 hours, with engagement rates that shattered every previous record. The ELIT app had crashed from download volume as women worldwide scrambled to purchase the lingerie that would supposedly give them purpose. Each purchase came with a complimentary body lotion infused with the same chemical compounds that had transformed Elita and Josefin, though in doses so subtle that the changes would take months to manifest.

Elita's back arched impossibly as Arthur's thick shaft stretched her anatomy to its limits. Her body had been redesigned for this exact purpose—every nerve ending calibrated for maximum pleasure, every internal structure optimized to milk his seed with desperate efficiency. The milk streaming from her nipples had increased in volume since giving birth to their first child, her body somehow producing enough to nourish multiple infants while maintaining its impossible proportions.

The commercial played its final seconds as Arthur's rhythm intensified, the camera zooming slowly toward Elita's diamond-coated décolletage while her eager voice praised the virtues of feminine submission disguised as epiphany. Her perfect breasts heaved with each breath, droplets of warm milk catching the studio lighting like liquid pearls against her porcelain skin.

As Arthur's climax approached, Elita felt the familiar rush of complete fulfillment that had replaced every other ambition in her rewired mind. This was her true purpose—this moment of perfect biological harmony as his superior seed flooded her womb.

Elita's transformed beauty had become the delivery system for a virus of submission that spread through every WiFi signal and cell tower on Earth.

As he filled her with his seed for the fourth time that night, Elita's vacant smile matched the one on screen perfectly. She had never been happier.

# # #
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        *I know you won't believe me. But I didn't intend to control this gorgeous woman's every last thought...*
I never meant for any of this to happen. Once, I was nothing but a divorced engineer with a lonely, quiet life, tinkering in my garage and trying to forget the mess of my failed marriage. When a workshop accident (or maybe it was a miracle?) left me with a mind-control device, suddenly the daughter who loathed me worshiped the ground I walk on and her chaste best friend Emma was zapped into my sex-crazy girlfriend.But now we're dealing with Monika, Emma's mother—a stunning ice empress with the wealth and resources to not only terminate me, but also my new (wildly hot, sex-filled, lust-fueled, intoxicating…) relationship with Emma. And yeah, that includes ending the bun in Yvette's oven too.I can't let that happen. I wanted to talk it out. But Monika is being so unreasonable, and Emma and Morgan are dying for Monika to be the hot new MILF of our twisted, mind-controlled family…and yeah, I might have made them *think* that, but it's different when they *say* it in their hot breathy begging voices, you know?WARNING: This story features a bumbling, nice-guy protagonist accidentally mind-controlling his sexy girlfriend's hot MILF into wanting hot, explicit, needy, toxic love with himself and even to crave breeding to make their love permanent!
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Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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