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This story was written as a commission for an amazing fan. Thank you! – N.N.

"I'm so glad you own me, Mistress. I'm such a lucky girl."

Eleanor's cunt tightened as Amelia whispered. They were kneeling together on her bed, heavy tits mashing into one another. It was deeply late at night and Eleanor had been fucking up Amelia's mind all day long, once again. 

This kind of talk made her so fucking hot. It was hot especially because Amelia was a one-in-a-billion catch—wealthy and gorgeous and with a frankly ludicrously sexy body. 

She took Amelia's fingers and slid them against her trembling, hot wet pussy. Both of them clad in tight, skimpy lingerie—lace panties and push-up bras and sexy stocking and heels. Eleanor loved looking good all the time because she looked good all the fucking time. 

Amelia's body was a wonderland of hard, muscled erotic beauty. Though she was thin and tall, she could have easily been a body-builder. All her glorious ab muscles stacked on top of each other in an insane eight-pack that made Eleanor's heart race. Thick biceps corded up into strong, powerful shoulders and a back so deeply shredded that it looked like a primeval landscape. She had recently crushed every weightlifting record on campus—surpassing the men's records by more than a hundred pounds in each category.

"I want to take you to the islands with me," said Amelia. Her voice was soft and utterly feminine despite her massive, obvious strength. "I want to show you off on my arm. I want everyone to know who I belong to."

They were surrounded by gorgeous young college women, all of them eagerly and silently fingering their pussies as they watched their goddess favor Amelia with so much attention. 

"Which islands?"

Amelia giggled. "All of them, duh. And I'll buy each of them for you, one by one. Would you like that, Mistress? Would that make me worthy of being your girl forever?"

Eleanor answered by kissing her heatedly and pushing her down on the bed between her legs. She loved her Amelia, her new life, so much. 

* * * * *
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THAT WAS LAST NIGHT.

Eleanor was awake for a full ten minutes, dozing and dreamily indulgently enjoying her loveslave Kristine’s tongue on her before she realized she had no idea where the Stone was. Sweat made her lusciously busty, long body glisten, her golden hair splayed out underneath her like a silk blanket. Her perfectly manicured hands thumped the sheets and pillows around her, like sometimes she would do looking for her phone.

Between her legs, the intensely beautiful Kristine moaned and licked harder, thinking that Eleanor’s flailing limbs were a result of her lavish attentions. This increase in the frequency and pressure of her delicious licks did make Eleanor thrash harder, her slender thighs wrapping tighter around Kristine’s gorgeous face, which in turn only made Kristine lick faster and more urgently as Eleanor cut off the air to her brain. 

The orgasm hit Eleanor hard and fast. Lightning exploded in her skull, pops of hot bliss melting every part of her and rebuilding her thoughts stronger than before. 

Ever since the Stone, her orgasms had transformed from the liquid bliss of her previous life and had evolved into transcendent states of unadulterated ecstasy—her body felt like it changed forms into pure sexual, erotic energy free of the constraints of solid matter or the laws of physics. 

And when it ended, she always felt and looked more beautiful, more self-obsessed, more vain and arrogant and confidant, and more seductive and beguiling. 

She felt foggier than normal, as she had for the last three days, her entire sense of being feeling as though it was being buoyed by some foreign presence. The first few weeks of being with the Stone, every orgasm had meant a sharper sense of reality. She could read people easier, know their buttons, sense with ease just how little pushing a truly awe-inspiringly beautiful woman like herself had to do to break them in half and ruin their joie de vivre permanently, even after they became slavishly drooling converts to their new goddess.

Watching the desire to live leave some stranger's eyes simply because Eleanor had walked into their field of view, because Eleanor gave zero fucks about who they were and never would, made Eleanor hot. She had quickly become addicted to destroying minds and souls, hooking others on the drug of her endless, effortless beauty and denying them the drug-like euphoria that her brilliant, pearl-white smile delivered. 

However. 

These last few days, instead of that sharper sense of reality with an orgasm that she normally felt, she had felt...incomplete. 

More orgasms didn't solve it. Even constant orgasms didn't solve it. She had spent the last eighteen hours or so exclusively having her pristinely perfect pussy licked, and instead of more like a Goddess as she had become so accustomed to feeling, she instead felt more emptiness. 

A hole in the middle of her chest, aching to be filled. By what?

And where. Was the Stone?

She thrashed the sheets and pillows again. Kristine moaned at her legs. 

“I couldn’t possibly, darling. I’m so sorry...”

At this point, having tasted so much of Eleanor's transformative cunt honey and titty milk, Kristine was practically a goddess herself. She too indulged shamelessly in breaking the hearts, minds, lives, and souls of people around her purely just because she could do it with the right pose or a gentle bite of her plush lips at the right time. She had become an arrogant demi-goddess, blessing the denizens of the earth with every step she took upon its surface—and to make it all even hotter, she knew that she was a golden beacon of adulation and need for everyone who saw her. 

Once upon a time, Eleanor would have fingered her molten hot pussy for the rest of her life just for the chance to somehow have Kristine look her way. 

Now, Kristine would eagerly have massacred villages just for the honor of licking Eleanor's foot. 

The Stone had changed everything. 

Eleanor shoved her away. “Not that. I need...where is it?”

Panic struck her. Would this even work without the Stone? Would Kristine just abandon her? Would Amelia?

Would there be none of it left—her dominion, her status, her beauty...?

“Oh, fuck, thank god.”

She found it hiding inside a drawer—how did it get there?—in the form of a small choker necklace with a teardrop diamond pendant hanging from the front. 

This was part of why it could be hard to place. The Stone had appeared to her at first—weeks ago now, though more and more she was starting to wholeheartedly believe it had been with her for her entire life—as just a stone. 

Icy, sky blue, the same color as her eyes. About the size of her palm. 

After the first day when she had accidentally transformed college campus cheerleading captain Kristine into her lovestruck fuckslave for life, it had turned into a beautiful diamond-band bracelet inlaid with sparkling jewels of the same ice-blue color.

The next day, after Kristine had begged her to mindfuck her gorgeous cheerleading roommate Sloane, her roommate’s girlfriend Nadine, their cheerleading coach Rhonda, and the billionaire heiress Amelia who just weirdly happened to be walking by, it had turned into a chain of sparkling diamond rings perfectly sized for Eleanor’s newly elegant, long digits. 

For the last couple of weeks, while Eleanor and her brides had slowly transformed much of the student body at Innsmouth College, the Stone had decided to be brilliantly sexy necklace—although different kinds each day. 

On one day, it would be a festoon necklace cascading down with dozens of different jewels, the next a princess necklace all elegant and simple, and the next an even simpler tennis necklace. Each time elegant and delicious and only adding to the classy, regal beauty that Eleanor effortlessly showcased no matter what she wore. 

Today, a velvet choker with the icy blue diamond-like jewel positioned in the center. Easy enough. 

Eleanor put it on without thinking, examining herself in one of the several mirrors she’d had installed over the past week in the bedroom. 

Tight—all the necklace forms lately had been so tight, one hot chain after another in all different forms—and showing off how utterly thin and well-sculpted her neck was. Her jawline and chin, elegant and sharply defined, were highlighted naturally be the reflecting light of the choker's bright jewel. The choker made her look like someone's girlfriend. 

Hot. 

She let out a sigh of relief, finally wearing the Stone again. Her tits, naked save for the sheet haphazardly wrapped around her, heaved. 

She breathed a little more, enjoying how easy it was for her to relax (it had not always been so) and feeling her cunt moisten and heat at the sight of her perfect 36E titties and their gravity-defying buoyancy. 

Eleanor’s agonizingly perfect features were a caricature of a caricature, almost obscene in the starkness of her beauty except for how soft and easy she made it all look. Large, almond-shaped eyes; a small tightly-crafted nose with the perfect amount of tilt; tall, sharp cheekbones; puffy, pink, always-glossy lips; thick blond hair that stretched halfway down her back and behaved exactly how she wanted it to at any time.

The Stone was the reason she had any of this. Underneath where it had been hiding in the drawer—it was always sliding around at night on its own—she found an old picture of herself with a mule from a trip to the Grand Canyon. 

The picture of herself was almost unrecognizable today. It was when she was freshly eighteen, only a few months ago, in the summer before starting college. She wore an ugly polo shirt and far-too-loose jeans, her bucktooth smile too earnest for how obviously ugly she was. Her chin folded down like a bad piece of lawn furniture. Her hair drab and stringy and dull, almost gray in its lifelessness. Her skin blotchy and acne-prone. A disgusting spare tire around her belly. 

Unfiltered rage rose up from Eleanor's belly, looking at this inferior cunt.

How dare this creature look so fucking happy? 

And to be satisfied with something like the Grand Canyon...what a basic bitch. 

The Stone began its song, as it always did when it sensed Eleanor’s passion—be it heated desire or violent contempt. 

She had tried to stop it the first few days, to reason or pray to it to somehow inject some form of sense and logic and compassion into how it relentlessly transformed everyone around her. 

But, after a nonstop parade of perfect 10 beauties begging to lick her pussy and eagerly offering to give her all their wealth and status, she stopped caring so much about stupid things like morality. 

And then the Stone, sensing her desire to be rid of her old morality, slowly began to strip it away. 

It did this one memory at a time. Half of Eleanor’s conception of herself had been replaced entirely with the sexy, pornographic memories that the Stone provided. 

Had Eleanor truly been tutored from a young age by a mouth-wateringly sexy brunette debutante desperately grooming Eleanor to be a queen worshiped by all? 

No. Or at least, probably not. But she remembered it that way, and it felt great to think of the days and weeks and months and years when she had learned what it was to be a woman by drooling at the sight of the endlessly sexy brunette teaching her in pencil skirts and silk blouses in intimate, candle-lit one-on-one sessions...and Eleanor was fast forgetting that anything else had happened. 

It would have been one thing if all the Stone changed was the immaterial conditions that existed in Eleanor’s mind. But...

Well, it worked differently than that. 

The picture in her hands, for instance. Slowly the mule faded away, replaced by a gorgeous prize-winning mare nuzzling against Eleanor’s hand. And Eleanor herself changed, her loathsomely ugly appearance replaced by her proper, more accurate angelic self with her supermodel looks and social media star charisma. 

The Stone continued to sing. Then her outfit transformed into a tight-fitting rider’s jacket and trousers, with a cute helmet fitting atop her head which only assisted in framing the flawless beauty of her face. The Grand Canyon transformed into a luscious, expansive green pasture with other beautiful women wearing similarly tight riding outfits played polo and stared longingly in Eleanor's direction. 

And then, finally, it placed Amelia—Eleanor’s number one girl—at Eleanor’s side in a matching outfit, nuzzling into Eleanor’s neck with her hands around Eleanor’s waist, staring at the camera with flashy come-fuck-me eyes.

“Oh,” said Kristine, sitting up and kissing Eleanor’s neck. Her eyes flashing icy blue. “That’s so sweet. You two are so cute together, oh my god.”

Amelia was the billionaire heiress that Eleanor had just happened upon. She, in fact, was now just the billionaire. Amelia’s father was long dead. Amelia’s mother had, after a ten minute meeting with Eleanor, decided that the best thing for her to do was to relinquish permanently all rights to the wealth she had once owned and to commit herself to a retirement community in her declining age. She was forty-three. 

It had all been Amelia's idea. The Stone had transformed Eleanor to transform others; how Eleanor transformed others meant that they could not stop begging to hurt other people in every way imaginable, ruin their lives, and destroy their financial means all in ever-expansive shows of worship for Eleanor's endless beauty. 

Eleanor had been uncomfortable with this at first. Then, several Stone-fueled orgasms later, she realized how deeply she had always deserved this kind of treatment. 

“Where is Amelia?” Eleanor nuzzled Kristine's heavy, luscious tits. She wanted a threesome; it had been too long since Amelia's preciously hot tongue had touched her. 

In fact...

She looked around. Her lust for polyamory had only grown with the Stone’s indulgences. Lustful, self-indulgent habits grew fast. She had become deeply accustomed to waking amidst a tangle of sexy, long limbs and heaving titflesh. 

“Where’s everyone?”

“Oh, right.” Kristine giggled. 

The blond knockout was something of a bimbo. Not that she particularly looked like one—Kristine’s vibe was much more heroin-chic except with a healthy, tanned instagram glow and a pair of tits that could block out the sun if she stood to her full leggy height. 

But, she was giggly and rather dull except for how insanely hot she was, which to Eleanor only made her much, much sexier. The most interesting thing about her was how the only interesting thing about her was how hot she was. Eleanor would have been surprised to learn that Kristine could operate a microwave or even screen doors. 

Kristine didn't seem to mind her own shallow beauty and brain, and licking Eleanor's pussy as often as she did only compounded this arrangement as it made Kristine all the more brainless and hot. 

“Um, so," Kristine giggled again, "like, you remember last night and we called an emergency meeting?”

“Of course.”

Of course she didn’t, actually. Eleanor’s memory was all kinds of fucky. Every time the Stone fucked with some aspect of her life, like it just had with the picture in her hands, the entire stellar constellation of her sense of identity suffered from major sunspots. Last night was a solar storm of lust and debauchery in her recollection. 

Although, that wasn’t always strictly true. Sometimes she remembered things that hadn’t happened. Like the Stone fucking with the photo—or rather now the magazine—in her hands. She looked down again, admiring her and Amelia on the cover of Eighteen Fashion. The headline: Billionaire Girlfriends Dish About the High Life. 

Eleanor remembered now. It had been so utterly delightful bragging with Amelia about how brilliant their lives were together. They had convinced the reporter to jump off a tall bridge once the article was published. Having had met Amelia and Eleanor, there really wasn't any more point in living. Her life had seen its zenith. 

Eleanor's phone buzzed. More offers incoming from her agent. 

Eleanor, who of course had been a model since the age of thirteen, was almost tired of being offered money for just being utterly natural in front of a camera. Make-up and hair artists hated her (as did all the inferior types) because they never got paid when she was at a shoot (there was no work for them to do), and Eleanor was very quickly appearing at all the important shoots. 

Kristine continued. “So, there was that new student, the guy? The mega-athlete? He solved those equations and like, um, did that neat stuff in the lab with the superconductors or whatever? And he had um, managed to cordon off a section of the campus from your influence?”

Cordon was an especially big word for Kristine; Eleanor assumed that she was quoting Amelia now. Eleanor still remembered none of this. She remembered cumming a lot—a whole lot—while Amelia ate her out yesterday, though. 

“So, the girls went to investigate and just soften it up a bit. Take away some of the people he was controlling, that kind of thing. And Amelia caught wind that he was in league with some super-hot humanities professor, so she went to speak to her and bring her into the fold to maybe catch him that way.”

Eleanor was only half paying attention, flipping through messages on her phone. 

A soda pop corporation wanted to pay her half-a-billion dollars for a fifteen second commercial that only featured her smile, and three professional sports leagues were asking (actually begging) her to pretend to date one of their players to bump up attendance and ratings. They were all offering majority ownership stakes as compensation. 

It was increasingly hard to focus on her phone; it always seemed to hold a glimmer of her reflection when she held it up to the light, and she was always holding it up to the light to look at herself more. 

Eleanor loved herself and the way she looked so deeply. She was her favorite person like, ever. 

“I thought we had all the super hot professors already?” Eleanor asked after a moment, her perfectly-manicured fingers typing out a flurry of refusals. 

Majority ownership was insulting; she deserved complete submission and control.

Owning all the super hot professors certainly had been her intention, anyway. Get the professors and administration first, and the student body would follow more easily. She lived in the dean’s mansion currently; they were in that drab bitch's old bedroom just this very moment, albeit with a new, much larger bed. 

The dean herself had been working as a coffee table for the past six days. 

“She’s new," said Kristine. "Or like, kind of new? New to us? She was on a trip in South America or something.”

Eleanor stood up. Kristine came helplessly, mouth moving in silent awe, staring at the full form of her naked goddess. 

“Let’s go see how Amelia is doing.”

It was perfectly normal for Eleanor, a supermodel fashion-icon teenager, to be dressed by Kristine—a starlet-hot blonde beauty who could have brought empires to their knees. 

It was even more normal that Eleanor continued to use her phone to casually negotiate hundreds of millions of dollars of deals as she was dressed, soon wearing a luxury-style outfit that cost more than the median income of the country, preparing to go call on her billionaire supermodel teenager girlfriend who had spent all morning softly mindfucking a professor to warm her up for Eleanor’s incumbent brain-breaking soul-binding. 

The facts of the situation were at this point, for Eleanor, beneath consideration. The Stone had worked on her brain for weeks, after all. 

All she really thought about was whether she wanted Amelia—an otherwise ice-hearted bitch now romantically and erotically obsessed with Eleanor, who six weeks ago would have gleefully poured gasoline on Eleanor if she was smoking just to watch her burn alive—to rip Eleanor’s panties off with her teeth or her fingers. 

* * * * *
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THE MANSION WAS DIRECTLY across from campus, a short five minute walk across a beautiful park that was now named after her, but Eleanor took the town car regardless.

What was even the point in being wealthy and beautiful if you had to do something plebian like walk yourself from space to space? Walking was reserved only for important functions like galas or mindfucking some stray hottie with your strut.

She and Kristine both dressed in expensive college chic outfits; she had never liked how many girls went to class in sweat pants and hoodies and (gag) flip-flop sandals. How crass.

Something about her time with the Stone had elevated her tastes. She wore over-the-knee skintight brown suede boots with tall matte black stiletto heels. Her tan skirt, pleated and tiny, barely covered essentials when she was sitting down. Above that she had on a tight crop-top sweater that plunged low as well, revealing plenty of skin while still fitting loose over her shoulders. She advertised a night of long, athletic, cozy, luxurious fucking on six-figure art piece leather sofas.

Kristine’s outfit, rather similar, substituted high-heeled ankle boots for the over-the-knee option and she had on an oversized white button-up blouse tied up into a little ball on her side to reveal the sweltering array of her washboard abs. Her skirt was tight where Eleanor's flared (though Eleanor's, a size 000, was also deeply tight).

They made out for a long time in the car; the ride itself was five minutes and they stayed inside for twenty, parked in a fire lane outside the tall, spire-filled Boxer Hall where the Humanities courses were taught. Overhead, the bell tower rang noon. Cumming hard from her Mistress's attention, Kristine pounded herself into Eleanor's body, her chain-linked orgasms syncing up with the tolls of the bell. 

Their driver, a formerly asexual pixie with bright pink hair who Eleanor had never quite caught the name of, watched the two blonde goddesses trading tongues and finger-fucking one another to one orgasm after another while she massaged her sopping wet clit in worship of Eleanor.

Kristine’s fingers deep inside her cunt, her body trembling from the brilliant shock of another cum, Eleanor moaned and rubbed her beautiful face against Kristine’s, gasping and biting.

“Fuck...”

Kristine was so good at everything about physical attraction—sex, kissing, licking, grinding. It was just a shame she was so dull otherwise. Although of course if she wasn’t, Eleanor still would have wanted her to be so; something about so totally owning such a basic bitch was deeply invigorating for her. 

Probably because in her previous life, Kristine would have never stopped to give her the time of day.

Of course she never had had a previous life, had she? That was just a fantasy, some nightmare world she was fast forgetting thanks to the Stone.

“I suppose we should get going,” said Eleanor, slowly withdrawing from Kristine’s grip.

Kristine grabbed her harder, pulling herself back close to Eleanor’s big tits. She looked deep into Eleanor's cleavage, biting her lip and shuddering with arousal.

“Do you ever think about cock?”

Eleanor smirked. “Sorry?”

“Cock. Big cock.” Kristine pushed up hard against Eleanor, her fingers sliding in deeper inside of her pussy. Her breath so hot and urgent. “Sliding between our lips. I can’t stop thinking about it. Ever since we started cumming, here in the car, I just want it more and more. And more. And...more. Bigger. Big cock. In our lips? Sliding between us. Letting us...letting us kiss it...”

Kristine’s kisses and whimpers were so hot and romantic and dreamy and sexy and oh fuck, Eleanor was having a hard time pushing away.

Of course she had no interest in cock, no matter how big or incredible or bitch-breaking or awe-inspiring it might be. She was a lesbian and she’d always been a lesbian. If she was interested in cock, at all, she was quite certain that the Stone would take care of it.

All the most popular, wealthy, athletic boys trolled through the campus in a deep depression lately. There were suicide watches for the quarterback and power forward and all-star pitcher. They ruined their lives to be with Eleanor—breaking up with girlfriends (who she then easily seduced) and liquidating their savings and the savings of their families as tribute for Eleanor’s beauty.

She didn’t even know their names. She wouldn't even be able to recognize that they went to school with her if she passed them on the street. 

So it wasn’t like she was interested in cock, at all. Not when there were such pretty, pristine, perfect pussies like Kristine’s or Amelia’s around.

But Kristine was being very insistent. She continued to kiss and whisper and nibble at Eleanor’s chin, whimpering cock, cock, big thick monster mindfuck cock inside us, for us, between us...

It was ridiculous. It was, in all honesty, a little insulting. Why would Kristine need a cock when Eleanor was right there? Eleanor—the definition of all things feminine, beauty, and elegance?

Even if a cock kind of sounded good. But only like a properly big, giant, massive cock. One that could really fuck up a body and a mind. Not some tiny little pathetic penis. Not a dingy teeny dick. A fucking C-O-C-K.

One that belonged to like a big bully fuckstud god or something, someone who could really understand Eleanor, and then it would be—like Kristine said, as she kept kissing Eleanor—between them. Inside them. Their hands grasping it together, stroking and mewling over its size, and whimpering over how hot it was, and then they would...they would...the-they w-would...

“C-cock!” Kristine moaned, cumming harder than ever before that day. Eleanor’s fingers weren’t even inside her.

Eleanor came too, their paired bliss pushing Kristine's fingers hard into her trembling wet pussy and blanking out her mind. 

Minutes passed in ecstatic darkness, or maybe days, or maybe weeks. 

Eleanor’s mind had a hard time with time. 

All she felt was Kristine’s ragged, eager breath and pleas for cock and—strangest of all—Eleanor heard her own voice echoing Kristine’s. More like it was a hot, sexy, fun game than an actual request. Eleanor didn’t want a Cock or even a COCK or a C-O-C-K that would pin her down and force her to submit and make her...make her...

The Stone brought it with intense pleasure and lots of slow, deliberate mindfucks. It had scared Eleanor at first, but it had always worked out for the best. She had learned to just trust the Stone. It was so important to trust the Stone and go with its flow.

That’s why—when her mind turned back on and she was walking through the mostly-empty hallways of Boxer Hall without Kristine—she didn’t question it too much.

She had simply cum so hard fantasizing about something impossible and sexy with her submissive blonde goddess that her brain stopped working for a little while. What was so weird about that? Nothing to trouble yourself over; she had done it a hundred times or more in the past few weeks.

But then...what was it she and Kristine had been moaning at one another? Obsessing about with their long legs sliding into one another?

She couldn’t quite remember. Something she had always wanted, but also deeply impossible. Something that had determined her life in the reverse—it wasn’t obtainable, so she decided for the next best thing. 

Hadn’t it been...?

“...cock!”

She arrived at the lecture hall of Nemcova’s class and heard a long, low moan.

Looking around the hallway, no one else seemed to have heard. It was mostly empty—one young man had fallen to his knees when Eleanor walked by, nuzzling his forehead into the ground and tossing his wallet at her. As if she cared about petty things like that. His clothes were from a department store; she didn’t want his paltry plebian money.

"Kill yourself, idiot."

He nodded and sobbed and crawled away. Eleanor watched, pussy throbbing with satisfaction at her power and control. She needed to do something about these urges; someone would have to clean the sewers and all the other ugly jobs in her new world order, after all. She couldn't have every male kill himself. 

Even if it would be like, really hot. 

Especially if it was all of them but one? Just one really hot, studly one with a big...with a big...

"...Big..."

Eleanor swallowed, shaking her head. What was going on today?

Kristine was nowhere. This occurred to Eleanor only as she opened the door to the lecture hall, considering that perhaps she should have some kind of back-up plan with her slave.

The lecture hall was dark. It was the theatre style of room with descending rows of seating positioned in semi-circles, leading down to a podium and a white board. Just next to the podium was a small desk with a computer where the attractive, fit, polished Professor Nemcova sat lit up by the blue light of her screen. Her hair, thick and shiny and brunette, splayed out on either side of her lovely face. Her blouse was tugged down, revealing the shape and size of her sensational tits. She belonged in swimsuit calendars, not in classrooms.

“Yes. Yes!" The voice rang out across the lecture hall. "Good girl. Just like that!”

What...

What was happening?

Was Nemcova hiding someone under the desk? Hiding Amelia under the desk and making her...perform?

Eleanor was no prude. Far from it. She elicited sexual favors and treats from her entourage daily, and had spent all of her adult life waking up with a beautiful young woman’s mouth whispering soft affirmations of adulation into her pristine pussy.

But fucking in the classroom was just...stupid, wasn't it?

Have all the power you want. Take it however you want. But if you advertise it in public, then you're letting yourself draw the ire of the mob all at once. They were weak individually, but if you gathered their strength together without influencing them properly first, a crowd could be terrifying for the kind of sexual domination Eleanor lived for.

As she came closer to the sound, something about the way it echoed made her understand that it was a recording.

The only light in the darkness of the lecture hall was Nemcova’s computer screen. On the screen was a video of Professor Nemcova guiding Amelia's mouth up and down the cock of a supremely well-built young man. His cock was large and thick and bulged in Amelia's tiny throat. Though the man was built somewhat slight—like a gymnast—his muscles gleamed and every part of him was utterly ripped.

And Nemcova, watching this video, fingered herself. 

Eleanor wasn't sure how to process this. 

She was...she was fingering herself to a video she had made. A video of her teaching the hard-bodied Amelia how to suck this stud's cock.

"That's it, dearie,” came Nemcova’s recorded voice. “You see how you're struggling to breathe? He loves that. That means you're tight and tiny inside, just like a good girl should be. You're such a doll. You're making Master so happy and hard right now."

Amelia moaned in response. Eleanor's body, so hard-wired to Amelia's pleasure already, quivered and shook with arousal at the sound.

The darkness made it hard to make out entirely, but Eleanor had started to think that the outfit that the professor wore was the same one she had on now. And once she thought of that, she looked at Amelia's outfit again—an ultra-tight pair of low-rise black jeans and a midriff-baring sleeveless white crop top. Her eight-pack and hard arms on full display, as well as her sumptuous tits.

Amelia, like every girl directly under Eleanor's influence, sent her pictures of her outfit-of-the-day at the beginning of every morning for Eleanor's approval. Outfits that clashed with Eleanor's were the most common offenders and the reason for this rule; none of her girls had poor style.

And the outfit that Amelia wore was the same outfit she had texted to Eleanor this morning.

It just didn't make any sense. The Amelia in the video acted like an eager, submissive kitten. The Amelia who Eleanor knew—strong and intimidating despite her thin, lengthy body—was a forceful bruiser. She had constantly led girls home from sorority houses, holding them in headlocks and full-nelsons while Eleanor gleefully indulged in groping their hot bodies. Then, the two of them would hold them down together and have their way with their young gorgeous barely legal bodies, forcing them with their fingers and making their bodies betray their minds before Eleanor finally fucked their brains into total submission. 

Eleanor's rage boiled within her like a volcano about to erupt. She stormed down the stairs of the lecture hall, heels clacking in perfect time with the betrayal pounding in her heart. The sight of this stud, this hunk, this so-called Master beautifully fucking Amelia’s throat was more than she could bear. How dare she? How dare she?

How dare Amelia do that without her?

No. No, that was wrong, she didn’t want anyone to suck his beautiful, perfect, awe-inspiring cock and lick his perfect abs like the pussy-magnets they were. She didn’t want...she wanted...

She stamped her feet, making Nemcova jolt. 

"Turn it off!" she hissed, voice cold.

Nemcova turned slowly, obviously continuing to touch herself as she eyed Eleanor up and down and then looked back at the video and sighed happily.

“Hello, Eleanor.”

Eleanor was very unused to people not doing what she said. All her memories were of perfect obedience from all the little people around her, which Professor Nemcova definitely qualified as despite her natural beauty.

“I said, turn it off.”

“Oh.” Her smarm was palpable. “No. I don’t think so. I am quite close. Do you see, how I hold her head down there? Luke loved that. He rewarded me with the knowledge of his pleasure, with the pleasure of his pleasure. Can you imagine any greater gift?”

Eleanor stormed around to the side of the monitor and ripped out the plugs. It was the kind that screwed in, so the copper and silicone broke before the screws did, leaving the wires snapped and frayed.

But it was too late. Nemcova was already cumming. Eyes closed, head tilted back, hips gyrating. Her tight blouse clung to her utterly built torso, her long legs glimmering in the shadowy light, slick from her juices.

Eleanor, furious, pushed her chair over backwards, sending her down spasming to the linoleum floor. The bitch wouldn’t stop cumming—eyes closed, biting her lip, fingers deep inside herself.

Eleanor stooped over her shaking body and slapped her. The sound reverberated through the lecture hall. She was an exceptionally strong woman and the blow should have been enough to dislocate Nemcova’s jaw.

Instead, the skin was just a little red. Nemcova opened her eyes, sighing again, and ran her hands up her body.

“What is the problem, Eleanor?”

That the professor knew who she was didn't quite bother her. Everyone on campus knew Eleanor. 

“The problem is that you forced Amelia onto this fucking himbo of yours, and now—”

She couldn’t continue; Nemcova was laughing too hard.

“Forced her? I’d show you the tape if you hadn’t broken the monitor, dear. She begged him. Just like I begged him. Just like you will beg him. Luke owns you already, dear. Just the thought of his glory is enough. You'll call him Master soon, just like I do. I can see the thought of his greatness rolling around in your head. Who could be so strong that they would take someone out of your little harem, hmm?”

Eleanor didn’t know what to say to that. She wasn’t even sure why it was that this professor seemed to know so much about what Eleanor had been doing. 

Nemcova tsked, slowly sliding up to a seated position.

“Don’t hang your mouth open, dear. You’ll let flies in.” In one smooth movement, Nemcova stood up again—from ass on the ground touching her heels to fully standing. The glute strength... 

“You oughtn’t be so surprised. Did you think no one would notice you around? No one powerful? Surely that’s what you really want anyway. To be owned?”

“No.”

“Dominated?”

“No.”

“Destroyed and remade in the perfect image of the perfect woman for the perfect man? Isn’t that every girl’s dream?”

Yes....oh...yesss...

Eleanor clenched her fists. “No, and no. You’re delusional. You’re...you’re fucked up. On drugs or something.”

“To be honest, dear, I’m jealous of you. He likes me for now, but I’ll be forgotten soon. I’ll probably kill myself if he doesn’t let me fuck the heads of even more girls for him." 

She said this in the same way that she might have suggested he marry her on top of a mountain, dreamy and romantic.  

"Do you think,” she stopped and thought, “that he might be amenable to some kind of trade system? Like, he lets me lick his cock like a lollypop for every seventh girl I bring to him? There are so many hot little virgins that come to this campus, and they’re all prime pickings to become Master’s little breeding pets.”

Eleanor sneered. This inferior cunt was so full of shit ideas. 

What an idiot. He should just fuck you to an exalted, orgasm-filled death for being weird around me. And let me watch. And cheer him on. And...

“You’re insane.”

Was she talking to the professor? To herself?

Nemcova’s face saddened. “Oh, you’re quite right. A girl can dream, though, can’t she? I shouldn’t put terms to him at all. To do so would be an affront to his glory. I should just beg and plead like a good girl. You see?” She smiled brightly. “You already understand. I knew you would.”

Professor Nemcova’s mind was well and truly gone. Eleanor could tell now that she wasn’t on drugs. Her eyes, despite their incredibly hot wet zeal, were quite sane. She was simply...in love.

Deeply, madly, adoringly in worshipful love with a man she viewed as god.

Whoever had done this her held an incredible amount of power. Perhaps a power akin to Eleanor’s herself. Men and women swore their love for Eleanor within a few minutes of meeting her, usually. She was only ever interested in the women, of course, but the men had their uses—mostly their property and bank accounts.

Eleanor had never met anyone, man or woman, that hadn’t fallen for her. She was a living goddess, after all. She was on track to becoming the youngest self-made billionaire in the world by the time she was twenty-one. She recalled this suddenly, realizing how true it was. The Stone did its little song around her neck, tickling beautifully against her brain. 

Rich men just loved giving her money—bank accounts, compound interest mutual funds, opened trust funds, large beach front residences, cars...she even had a private plane in North Dakota for some reason.

“How does he do it?” Eleanor needed to know about his power, the shape of it. If she could combat it. “How did he get you under his thumb?”

Nemcova smirked. She saw right through Eleanor.

“You think you can control him, don’t you?”

She tossed her hair back. “I know I can.”

“Darling...” Veronica shook her head. “You don’t understand. You don’t understand at all. You would have better luck trying to leash a hurricane.”

“I know he’s powerful. But he’s still a man.” Eleanor smiled, admiring her nearby reflection in the busted monitor. “And men do what I want.”

“You can see how beautiful I am. That I must have been smart to become a professor in the first place. Determined, to be as young as I am and to have a salaried position. Do you think I’m so deeply stupid or gullible or easy to manipulate? Truly?”

Eleanor crossed her arms. “I’ve manipulated plenty of men.”

“Let’s say you did. You didn’t make any of them murder like I did for him, did you?”

“...what?”

“Just last night, I got rid of my husband for Luke. Other ‘men’ are an affront to his glory. Don’t you see?” She bit a lip, remembering the moment with orgasmic bliss. “He commanded my total obedience, Eleanor. He will command it of you as well. That’s what I mean. That’s why I’m telling you that you don’t understand. I don’t have a will to subjugate anymore, by you or anyone. He is my will.” Her entire body shivered. “And it feels so, so good. He’s going to change you.”

Enough. It was time to leave. She had her own investigating to do.

Eleanor rushed back up to the door back out into the hall, feeling her strides become shorter and hurried the closer she got. Like something terrible and unstoppable was chasing her from the parts of the room she could not see. 

“Wait, Eleanor!” Nemcova called out.

Eleanor kept walking.

“Eleanor, please! It’s urgent!”

What was this? Some last gasp of sanity breaking through the cock-obsessed veneer?

"Please! Please, I'm begging you. Please!"

Eleanor stopped and turned on one heel. Nemcova was indeed on her knees on the stairs behind her, begging.

“Yes?"

Nemcova smiled brightly. “If you’re going to go see him, would you please, please tell him I said hi?”

* * * * *
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ELEANOR WAS FORCED to walk—walk!—back to the mansion.

She couldn’t believe it. She had even stooped for a few moments to look for Kristine, who had wandered away somewhere, and her car and its driver, both of which were no longer waiting outside.

She was still steaming about this when she finally arrived, a very huffy ten minutes after leaving the lecture hall, at the front porch of her mansion.

Inside...inside she heard moans. Giggles. Laughter, orgasmic cries, and begging.

She was very familiar with these sounds because usually they were all centered around her.

Eleanor unlocked the grand front door, heart pounding. Fear and arousal filled her body. Every thought was of big, fantastic cock drilling into her harem, taking them from her, denying her, forcing their submission and...

No. No. She wouldn't allow it!

She stepped inside, forcing herself to expect the fireplace to be ablaze and her trophy girls, including Amelia and Kristine, to greet her with drinks and worshipful smiles. Instead, a chilling silence greeted her, sending shivers down her spine.

The normally immaculate entryway was in disarray, with expensive art pieces askew and the scent of sex heavy in the air. Her designer high-heeled boots clacked ominously on the marble floor as she approached the door of the parlor and peeked inside.

Across the entry and inside the parlor, in front of the mantle, she saw them and gasped—her perfect glossy lips making a surprised "O" shape. 

Her once-loyal Amelia was on her knees, lingerie-clad and on top of the twitching, spasming, orgasming body of Louise. Amelia's ass was half-covered by her thick, long, straight blond mane.

Louise was one of the “lesser” girls Eleanor owned; a 10/10 anywhere except in Eleanor’s presence, where she was reduced to a 7 at best (as opposed to Amelia’s 9.5 or Kristine’s 9).

Amelia’s hands were around Louise’s neck, legs open just enough for Eleanor to see the thick, sticky cum leaking from her and Louise’s beautiful young pussies. Amelia had held her down by the throat while He had fucked her and Louise.

Oh god. I want that so bad. I want it to be me...

Watching Amelia was the man—the hunk—that Eleanor had seen in Nemcova's video, Luke. Kristine slowly and fervently sucked him off. He sat on a high-backed chair that Eleanor had used herself dozens of times like a throne, watching girls make out and lick one another at her behest. 

Kristine had the same worshipful, open-eyed, adoring method that Amelia had used in the video. Her throat bulged—fuck, her body bulged. He was so fucking big. So strong. 

So fucking strong. Like a real man. A real man who finally, FINALLY could give me...

She blinked rapidly, not noticing her fingers touching her inner-thighs or the way her perfect nipples tented in her tiny sweater. 

How could this be happening? Her perfect world was crumbling before her very eyes. Amelia, her most loyal and devoted pet, her darling, her girl, had not only betrayed her but had also helped this man fuck one of their own. 

And now, Kristine sucking the cock—beautifully sucking the COCK—worshipfully and aesthetically and perfectly body-sucking the C-O-C-K of the studly godking who had dared to defile her mansion. His cock, hard and throbbing, glistening with Kristine's saliva, splattered precum onto the expensive Aubusson rug. The audacity! 

Would he even remember to order Kristine to lick it up?

At Luke’s side was a tall, deeply tanned, dark-haired woman wearing a slinky tight black gown. She was wrapped around him, all long thin limbs and brilliantly shiny thick hair, kissing and moaning and worshiping and grinding, clearly begging him for something. Her hair wrapped around him like a fifth limb, prehensile and urging. 

Eleanor couldn’t hear her voice—just soft murmuring whispers. From her attitude, her total submission in every part of her appearance, Eleanor could read what the dark-haired beauty begged for, though:

Please. Please, please. Please be you? Please do anything you want and be you and please let me grind my cunt against You?

Eleanor had received similar obedience in the past from Amelia, Kristine, and even Louise. All of whom now clearly belonged, in some way or another, to Luke.

Standing in the doorway, taking all of this in, Eleanor had not moved. Petrified.

Louise seemed more affected than Amelia or Kristine—more spellbound by the affair, constantly orgasming and twitching, like her life force was being drained out of her. 

Eleanor wasn’t particularly bothered by the state of Louise, other than Amelia had been so easily influenced into assisting in making it happen. Drop-dead gorgeous girls like Louise, who could own rooms with a tight dress and a smile, were a dime a dozen for Eleanor.

No, what bothered her was the distinct feeling that she might be next.

I’m so fucking wet. I have to get out of here.

Backing up, she tipped over a nearby tall, thin stand and vase. Her reflexes, always quick, let her catch them—but doing so scraped her heels across the marble floor.

Luke, Kristine, and Amelia all froze at once, their eyes darting towards her. The dark-haired beauty, however, continued to grind herself against Luke's crotch, oblivious to the newcomer's arrival.

“Rose,” Luke said to her. “Go investigate.”

* * * * *
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SOMETHING ABOUT ALL of this made her think of being inside a jet that had lost its engines. She was going down either way, and just had to make her peace with how to make it happen. 

Luke was powerful. Exactly how powerful, she had no idea—but at least as powerful as her, and probably more than that, since he had so effortlessly overridden her control of Amelia and Kristine and turned them into his helplessly addicted, worshipful fuck slaves.

He was so powerful. How was she supposed to fight against that? And so strong. So, so strong...

At the time, when she had first encountered the twisted tableau in the parlor, that was all she could imagine. The death, the eroticism of Kristine worshiping him at his command while lingerie-clad Amelia luxuriated in viciously carrying out her Master's will. 

But now, recalling that vividly sensual moment, all she could think of was him. His body. His cock. His COCK. His C-O-C-K. 

Large. Throbbing inside of Kristine's body. His unbelievable abs so cut and delicious and perfect. Drool dribbled down Eleanor's mouth and she wiped it away unconsciously. She hadn't eaten all day; she must have been hungry. 

Eleanor, ascending the stairs in the mansion, held herself up on the banister, so fucking turned on and wet that it was hard to think, let alone something as complicated as walking. Girls had such a hard time doing complicated tasks when their man was around, so this only made sense. She was sure she had been in this kind of situation before in the many years she had spent slavishly worshiping Luke's—

"Fuck!"

Why was her brain so fucky? The Stone had been singing its song ever since Luke saw her in the entry way. 

Please, just wait, just a little, just some control, please...

Eleanor would have never let anyone escape, certainly not anyone as luxuriously sexy as herself. Luke, being potentially more powerful than her, would naturally think the same.  So when they confronted her, she wanted to do it in the study upstairs. It was spacious, comfortable, and the art was terrific. 

What she had seen from Luke—the effortlessness of his control of Kristine and Amelia—was outrageous and hot. And he was so fucking built. His biceps like thick cords of steel, the kind that dragged anchors behind giant naval boats. His thighs and abs and chest so fucking hard and carved. Even without the obvious powers of influence he had, if he wanted to just force any of them into fucking, he so very clearly could. 

That power turned her on. She was only a woman, after all. How could it not? She was just a woman. Just a hot, sexy, needy little girl who needed a big, strong man who told her what to do and how to think and dress and feel...

She collapsed against the nearby doorframe, her slender heels bending slightly as she crumpled and came. On her neck, the Stone sang its little song, massaging her brain. Reworking her tissue. Making her new. 

"Oh, fuck yes..."

But she had exhibited that kind of enormous power and possessed blind spots (quite apparently) to how it could be taken advantage of. Did he have the same problem?

Her fingers stopped plunging up her cunt at the sudden epiphany. Was there...was there any way she could take control back...?

Like...like if she sucked his cock really good, would he let her suck it again if she asked super nicely?

No. No! Not that kind of control!

Right. She should stroke him off first and beg to suck his cock. He would be entirely under her thumb, then, as she gave every part of her power and wealth to him like he deserved and—

Fuck!

The scent of hot, endless sex followed her around even as she slipped into the study and closed the door behind her. She collapsed onto the chair behind a large wooden desk, framed by bookcases that stretched to the double-story ceiling. It doubled as a library and had wrap-around railing and moveable ladder. 

She put her beautiful head in her hands, trying to concentrate. She could do this. She could think through. She could—

The door opened, and the scent of hot, powerful sex intensified. Eleanor's legs immediately snapped together, her thighs rubbing and her entire body jolting up as if electrified. She was so fucking horny.

Rose closed the doors behind her. Her slinky hot gown transformed—somehow shifting to cover the other leg and to corset around her torso, enhancing her incredible tits to show even more cleavage. The color—midnight black—changed into hot sparkling silver. 

Fuck. She was so long. Eleanor ached to own her. To put her to her knees, to force her to lick her, to suck Luke's Cock with her. 

No!

Not that. Not that at all. Not to suck his COCK with her, his C-O-C-K with their perfect hot full-lipped mouths, their entire perfect bodies his to own and display and adore and—

Fuckkk. Fuck, why can't I turn it off?

The Stone continued to sing at her neck, happy and soothing. Every other moment it sent out a little tiny-orgasmic hit to Eleanor's over-stimulated brain, and she forgot what she was trying to think about or trying to not think about. 

Rose's expression started as the sexiest sneer Eleanor had seen outside of her own. Then, slowly, as Rose examined Eleanor, her countenance changed to total and complete submissive adoration. 

Eleanor had done nothing to initiate this other than sit in front of the mysterious beauty. Rose strutted forward and then, approaching the desk, began to crawl around it until she was in front of Eleanor. 

High-pilled carpet made the floor soft and easy for fucking. It padded Rose’s knees as she knelt down before Eleanor and softly kissed her feet. 

“You must forgive me, Mistress, for my countenance. We Omega only exist inside of extremes. I can only dominate or submit. You understand?”

Eleanor did not at all, but this was the first peak behind the curtain that had been drawn over her life today. Eleanor didn’t move as Rose kissed her, wondering whether to run away. This crazy bitch has just been just stroking off GodHunkSuperAlphaFuckStudOMGOMGFuckGOD—some fucking psychopath while another woman was choked to death. 

But...but she was so hot. And Eleanor deserved so much...

The Stone sang happily, merry at all these events. Its song was so delicious. The tune carried Eleanor's actions, and she pushed her feet into Rose's face, luxuriating in the feel of those hot lips on her skin. 

"I don't understand any of this," Eleanor said as Rose kissed her feet with more and more tongue; Eleanor knew she deserved this kind of treatment from any beautiful woman she desired. "All I know is..."

Eleanor almost said nothing more. About the Stone, the transformation, her memory, her body. But then, Rose clearly already knew of it all, didn't she? She wasn't strictly mindfucked like Amelia or Kristine; something else was going on with her. Something deeply willing. 

"...I know it has something to do with the Stone. I know it changed me, even though I can hardly remember how. I only remember always being this way, but I also know that's not quite right...but I forget that more and more every time I cum, and I don't want to think of that old life anyway."

Rose stared up at her with deep, dark eyes. Sultry, deep, and mysterious.

“You know somehow less and more than he did of what you are. Sensational. He must truly be the one.”

She was so beautiful. Her jawline rivaled Eleanor's. So did her tits, her clavs, her perfectly formed torso. Her beautiful musculature all the way down from her neck to her toes. Who could make a woman like this submit so completely?

Thinking of him, Eleanor felt the tug on her own strings, encouraging her to kneel just as Rose clearly had. 

Kneeling for Daddy.

She orgasmed again as she slid into Rose's arms, the two of them huddled into the desk like they were hiding during an earthquake drill.  

“E-explain it to me,” said Eleanor. "Please. Make it make sense. I thought...I thought everything was going my way. I thought it was all going to belong to me. And now I can't stop thinking about him. His glory. His COCK. His...h-his..."

Rose pushed a finger to her mouth and kissed it, kissed her, licking her lips and shivering with an orgasm of her own. She looked for a moment like she might not say anything. 

"The Stone you found...found you. It is, as you know, no normal rock. Instead, the material is something my kind call ninsel. It is a manifestation of pure thought and desire. It is only possible to make it in the dimension where I come from. For it to have found you, and for you to have survived, and for you to have thrived...and for you and Master to have found one another, both of you possessing such rarities...all of this communicates many portents. Like several kinds of storms arriving on the same island at once, you understand?”

Eleanor did. She nodded. 

“But what are you? You said your kind?”

"You have nothing to fear from me, Mistress." Rose looked soulfully into her eyes. Unblinking, unfazed, wet and adoring. "You’re clearly superior to me anyway; I wouldn’t be able to best you in any kind of combat. I already ache to submit to your glory, Mistress.”

Eleanor certainly was vain enough to be flattered easily. And Rose seemed sincere. That was the trouble with incredible beauty like the kind that Eleanor had, that Rose had. It was easy to project incredible deviance or endless innocence on beauty; remarkable looks like theirs were just blank slates waiting to be drawn on with the desires of their audience. 

Rose bit her lip, obviously suppressing a whimper as she as she slid her hand against Eleanor’s.

“You are so deeply, profoundly beautiful. How he didn’t fuck you the second he noticed you outside is beyond me, Mistress.”

Eleanor, still vain, enjoyed the ceaseless flattery. But she noticed that Rose hadn't quite answered her question yet. 

“If he owns you, then why are you calling me Mistress?”

“Sexuality for your kind is a spectrum. Sometimes you are dominant, sometimes submissive. It is based on mood. For my kind...” she dropped to her knees. “It is based on person to person. I have only felt dominance for my entire very long life. The first feelings of submission I had, outside of fantasy or dreams, were when I encountered our Master for the first time just a few days ago.”

“He’s not my Master.” Eleanor had to try. "He doesn't have to be your Master either. It could just be me and you. Mistress and slave."

Rose shuddered, clearly tempted, and then slid her fingers into Eleanor’s cunt. Her thighs were together—not preventing Rose, but making it difficult. Somewhat embarrassed about how wet she was. But mostly she was just so hot.

“You are Alpha. Born special. Bred special, by the involvement and guiding hand of Omegas like me for centuries. That’s why the Stone found you. Normally, there is only one every few hundred years. If an Omega like me finds you, it is considered a brilliantly endless honor. We cross into your plane of existence only to serve your kind. But Master...”

Rose, shuddering, unable to help herself, kissed Eleanor's jaw as she fingered the blonde beauty. 

“...Master...is far more rare. The only male Alpha I have ever known, and I have been around for quite a long time. I am so sorry, Mistress. But he commands my lust and desire and obedience more than you. And he will own you as he owns me, because male Alphas own everyone. ”

Eleanor brought her lips very close to Rose's. 

“I can’t tempt you away from him?”

“You can tempt me into anything." She shook her head. "But not that.”

“But you will do whatever...whatever he says?”

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.”

Simple, then.

Eleanor would simply have to seduce this man into an alliance. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


SEVERAL CUMS LATER, Eleanor’s mind was calm enough to think straight. She stumbled out of the study, adjusting her outfit, ensuring her whole fit was perfect. Her body glistened with Rose's juices and saliva. 

For some reason, she couldn’t stop thinking about how deeply and badly she needed to—

fuckCOCKserveCOCKknowCOCKloveCOCKstudCOCKbigbullybadboyCOCKserveserveSERVE

—somehow exorcise her residual attraction for Luke. 

She wasn’t a dyke. She was a lesbian. She had elegant interests, like owning sweatshops in incredibly poor countries and siphoning money away from the least fortunate people in the world. 

She didn’t want to serve hot, sexy, brilliantly huge cock and stroke him off and fill his head with hot ideas about how to subjugate others.

Eleanor shook her head, trying once again to clear her thoughts. No, she was indeed a lesbian. She had always been attracted only to the perfection of the female form, anything that came close to her own perfection, and that wouldn't change just because of some rock from another dimension. 

Besides, even if she had to suck his cock a little bit, it wasn’t like it would be that. Total mind-altering, pussy-warping, soul-defining worship that she ached for her entire life. 

No, not like that at all. 

And whose to say she couldn’t submit some? Just a little. Just enough to have her brains fucked out and submit forever and be his hot breeding toy eager to give him twins and triplets and raise them right and to be his forever and ever and—

Fuck!

Eleanor stamped her high-heeled foot into the wooden floor at the top of the stairs. Why could she still not think straight? She had cum so much with Rose. 

And yet still, still, all she could think of was big hunky GodCock running her life and transforming her into a happy, pregnant, red-pilled tradwife eagerly sucking his cock on Christmas morning while he drank eggnog made from the milk of her own heavy tits.

No. No. That was wrong. She'd have to make him cookies as well. But she didn't know how to make cookies.

She was three minutes into an internet search for "sexy cookies that make cock man love you" before she put her phone down, nipples hard, feeling her entire body clench with lust.  

Eleanor took a deep breath, placing her manicured nails over her heart to quell its erratic thumping. She would not be swayed by this... this... whatever it was. She was in control, she reminded herself, and she would remain so. 

Nonsense about rare Alpha stones and destiny be damned! She'd show them all who was in charge here! 

The mansion was silent except for the hum of the air conditioning and her descent down the stairs. Eleanor felt something shift inside her; a growing determination that only amplified her strut. Luke wouldn't bend her to his will. No. 

She would win. 

She checked herself in the mirror just outside the parlor where he was still with Kristine and Amelia. 

Thank god. She looked terrific. Her thick hair perfectly framing her gorgeous face with its shiny, smooth skin. The Stone had transformed once again, from a choker to a jeweled, silver collar. That was so appropriate! Only really bad bitches wore collars. 

Hopefully, she would be pretty enough for him. It was so important for a sexy girl like her to look pretty all the time for a man. 

No! Just look pretty!

That was right. All she had to do was look pretty and be a pretty girl with nothing on her brain but serving big, fat, yummy, delicious Cock with a smile on her face and babies on her brain. 

No...no. That’s not...that’s...fuck...

Her pussy ached for filling. She took a breath as she stood outside the door, long fingers trembling on the knob.  

She had everything that she was going to say all planned out. Their whole conversation, really. It went like this:

Hello, handsome. 

Hello yourself. You’re the one who these three belonged to, huh?

I am. 

(Here, she would do something sexy, like push Kristine's head down on his cock and give her a great view of her own cleavage.)

I wanted to propose...an alliance of sorts.

An alliance?

We could work together. Surely, what’s happening with all this has left you a little confused?

I guess it has. 

Together, we could figure it out. And we could figure...each other out. 

How’s that?

I’ve never been with a man before. I was hoping you could teach me. Gently. 

Gently?

You’ve never been with a woman like me before. We both know that. 

I don’t think there ARE any women like you.

That’s right. Just me. But if you would let me just...explore? Stroke your cock, figure out my way around it? Suck it...serve it...worship it...

No. No, that wasn’t right. It wouldn’t go like that. She didn’t want to worship his big, bad, murderous, fuckstud GodCock like that. She wanted to...wanted...she wanted it to go like...

If you would just slide that big fuckstick inside me and force me stupid, I’ll do whatever you want no matter what you say. Please?

No! Not like that, either. God. She would slip on his lap, and then she would whisper:

I need to be your slave. I’m just a little girl. A little fuckdoll babe who needs her Master to tell her what to do. You’re so fucking big and strong, oh my god. I can bend steel with my thighs and I don’t think I could even put a dent in your muscles, holy shit. I’m...I’m in love with you? Please? Please let me be in love with you?

Eleanor fingered herself furiously against the door, trying to think. Trying to find the part of herself that could resist, that could manipulate, that could make all of this work...

Maybe if I just fuck myself in front of him before he even gets a chance to? That will show him! I’ll just fuck my hot cunt until he needs to fuck it and then he’ll submit by fucking me brainless and I’ll beg for his babies and... 

It was useless.

Somehow, in her orgasmic imaginings, she had leaned against the knob enough to open it and enter the parlor. Amelia and Kristine knelt before Luke, stroking and licking his cock in equal measure. His Stone on his head in the form of a crown. Louise was gone entirely—sent out to do some menial task, no doubt, after having her worth sucked out of her by these vampiric avatars of lust. All of her vitality and youth sucked out of her and delivered to Amelia, Kristine, and Luke. 

They had transformed. Amelia and Kristine taller, with longer, smoother, stronger legs. Like incredibly delicate, nymph-like bodybuilders with perfectly defined bulging muscles. 

Eleanor's pussy twitched. She hated it. 

Hated how they were already in tune with each other, already moving together as if they'd been doing it for years, switching between sucking his cock and lapping at his balls with practiced ease. 

Luke looked up at her. His cold eyes burning into her very core.

"Hello, Eleanor. I take it," he said, lazily stroking Kristine's head, "you've decided?"

His already god-like physique now even more chiseled and perfect, as if Michelangelo or da Vinci or whatever had decided to up their game. Each muscle, each ripple, every vein, standing out in sharp relief under his tan skin. His cock was thicker now, too... and longer... and—

Eleanor’s knees gave out. 

She could think of nothing but the delicious agony it would bring to feel him stretching her insides like tissue paper.

His strength had an aura—Eleanor could feel it from the other side of the room. His hands on her brain; his grip shaping and molding her however he wanted. She gushed. 

Eleanor knew exactly how to handle this. 

Already on her knees, she crawled toward him and pushed past Amelia and Kristine, elbowing them carelessly and with more than just a little satisfaction. They had betrayed her, after all. 

Rose had entered at some point and crawled behind Eleanor, pushing her into the space between his legs and whispering heat into her ear. 

Take it. Do it. Submit. Give in. He's so good. Let him fuck your brain. Let him fuck your soul. It's so perfect. Please? Please Mistress. Submit.

Eleanor looked up at him, feeling stronger the more she submitted to his power. His presence. His strength became her strength. She let it fill her brain. 

This was power. This was influence. What she had possessed was paltry in comparison—a nuclear blast compared to the unstoppable cosmic engine of a star. 

She stroked his cock with adroit hands, speaking as she rubbed his cock against her lips, her cheeks, her perfect jaw. 

“You will dominate everything. Everyone. Everywhere.”

He smirked. “That’s right.”

“You surround yourself with beautiful women. They give you the worship you deserve. But also the attention you crave.”

This needled him. It was intended to. 

“The attention you deserve,” she continued. “A slave will love you as her master. She will love her obedience. But a wife...” she came, shuddering uncontrollably as she even suggested her incumbent domesticity. “A wife will plan with you and for you. A wife will back you up. A wife will be your partner. By yourself, you will have thousands of slaves and no one to enjoy it with except for those whose minds you break into enjoying it. But I...I love it already.”

His cock throbbed against her face. This was not something he had been expecting. 

"M-Master," Eleanor purred, her voice dripping with submission, "I-I've come to offer you... my complete and utter devotion as your needy, eager wife." She looked up at him through her lashes, batting them demurely. "I... I can't deny it any more, you see. Y-you're a god among men... the embodiment of perfection. I have no worth unless you let me serve my purpose."

Eleanor lowered her head, allowing her glossy hair to cascade over her face as she took his engorged cock into her mouth. She sucked gently at first, savoring the power that coursed through her as he moaned with pleasure. Yes, this was what life was all about: pleasing the superior. Her pussy ached even more now, drenching for him. 

“Oh, Master," she purred, tongue slipping against his cockhead, batting her eyelashes coquettishly up at him, "I'm yours. You win. I'm nothing without you. I don't know why I thought I could ever stand a chance against your raw power, but I was wrong. I was so very wrong." Eleanor lapped at his cock, repentant yet eager, kissing with soft mewls around the tip then moving down his shaft in long, slow strokes. "Please," she mewled, looking back at him with big doe-like eyes, "please take me. Teach me my place. Show me what it means to be a good girl for you."

He stood up from his throne, shoving deep inside her throat with casual thrusts of his hips. He came, and then came and came again, his heavy loads filling up her stomach.

Total control of his orgasm, his seed. Total control of everything. 

Right away, she could feel her body absorbing his cum—the pure liquid essence of his will and power.

Eleanor moaned around his cock, her mind reeling with pleasure as Luke's potent seed filled her up. It was like gasoline to the fire of her submission, fueling the all-consuming desire to please him and only him. Her body shuddered and convulsed around him as she felt herself changing—her muscles softening, her curves becoming even more pronounced, her breasts swelling just a touch more. Her very essence seemed to rearrange itself to better fit his desires, to better serve as his perfect trophy wife.

Eleanor's muscles rippled and flexed as she felt the newfound power coursing through her veins. Luke's seed was akin to a holy nectar, transforming her very being into his perfect ideal of a woman: tall, lithe, strong yet still feminine. She felt her IQ drop a few points and quite frankly, she didn't mind. This was where she was always meant to be: on her knees, worshipping the man who owned her very soul.

As he pulled out of her mouth, Eleanor gazed up at him with newfound adoration in her eyes. "Thank you, Master," she purred, rubbing her swollen belly where his seed churned inside her. "I can feel your power coursing through me. I'm yours now... body, mind, and soul. Thank you, Master for deigning to bestow upon me your divine essence. I am yours to do with as you please."

His hands covered her long, elegant neck completely. So thin, breakable, and smooth in his rough grip. He pushed her back. 

“I could break you at any time.”

“I know." She smirked. "Why do you think I need you so bad?”

He growled and pushed her back. Kristine and Amelia and Rose caught her easily, like an erotic trust fall. Together, they all fell in a hot mass of long, toned, firm limbs and perfectly defined muscles. Kristine and Amelia hitched their thighs up underneath Eleanor's, holding her needy cunt open for Master. 

"Take her, Daddy," Kristine whispered. "Please?" 

"Yes, Master. I need it..." Amelia nodded her body against Eleanor's heavy tits. "I need to feel you fuck my Mistress. Please?"

She had shared things about herself with Amelia that she would have never dared to mention to anyone else; their affair had been lightning-hot and so intensely, constantly erotic that it had felt most of the time like some wild mushroom trip. 

Kristine was so obsessed with Eleanor that she had quite publicly broken up a marriage proposal from a very eligible political scion just to be with her, setting off a string of humiliation-inspired suicides that Kristine had gleefully shown news clippings of to Eleanor morning after morning.

Both now were completely and totally focused solely on Luke’s pleasure. 

Eleanor moaned as she felt Luke's rock-hard cock tease her entrance, pressing against her slick folds. She could feel both Kristine and Amelia's eyes boring into her back, their arousal almost palpable as they held her down and awaited their Master's next move. She knew that they had both been vying for his attention, that they would do anything for him, but now it was clear who the real prize was. Her pussy clenched in anticipation, eager to be filled by the man she once despised but now worshipped more than anything else in the world.

"Please, Daddy," Amelia whimpered, rubbing herself against Eleanor's thigh. "Show her who the real Alpha is." 

"Say it," he growled in her ear, his hot breath tickling her earlobe. "Say you're mine."

"I'm yours!”

She pushed her hips up toward him, gleefully welcoming his entrance. 

Luke's massive cock plunged into her waiting pussy, tearing through her resistance as if it were nothing. Eleanor screamed in agony and ecstasy, convulsing around his girth. He gave her no time to adjust, pounding into her with an animalistic frenzy that left her mind reeling. Tears of pain and pleasure rolled down her cheeks, but she wouldn't beg him to stop. No, this was what she craved—to be the object of his desire, to be used and discarded as he saw fit.

He grabbed a fistful of her silky hair, yanking her head back as he relentlessly pounded into her from behind. "Whose are you?" he growled, his breath hot against her neck.

"Y-yours," Eleanor gasped, writhing in pleasure and pain.

He slammed his cock inside her cunt with one long, forceful thrust, filling her up completely, and Eleanor screamed in ecstasy. White-hot pleasure exploded through her body as he began to pound into her mercilessly, his grip on her neck tightening like a vice. She relished the pain and the pleasure intermingled as Kristine and Amelia moaned in jealous pleasure below her, their faces contorted with lust-filled envy.

"Yours! Yours! I'm yours!" Eleanor screamed, bucking her hips back against him as he fucked her relentlessly. "I'm your trophy wife! Your perfect doll!" Her walls gripped him like a vice, milking his cock as she came undone around him, the sheer power of his presence and his cock within her shattering any last resistance that may have yet existed inside of her.  

“I’ll give you everything!” she moaned. “All my wealth. All my power. Everything I can muster. I won’t stop. I won’t stop until you own it all.”

Rose, Kristine, and Amelia all crowded around. Their heavy tits milking on his back and chest and all over Eleanor's body. The hot, delicious cream leaking down off his body and all over Eleanor.  

“Breed me, Master!” Eleanor clung to him as tight as possible. “Breed me, take me, please!”

Luke growled in response, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he continued to pound into her with even more force. This was it, Eleanor thought, the pinnacle of submission—the moment she'd been craving for so long, even if she hadn't known it. As his seed surged into her womb, she knew he was claiming her for eternity, marking her as his property. Her cunt clenched around him like a vice, milking every last drop from him as she shuddered through the most powerful orgasm of her life.

Their combined juices oozed down her thighs and onto the waiting mouths of Kristine and Amelia below them. They lapped it up greedily, moaning in delight as they shared the very essence of their Master. With each swallow, Eleanor knew they were sealing their submission with her. 

For several moments after he came, they all breathed and dozed, clinging and whispering and begging into Luke’s shivering, bliss-soaked form.  

Eleanor wrapped herself tighter around him, his cock still hard inside her. She couldn’t stop talking. 

“I want to be your hot, toxically obsessed girlfriend before we’re married. Please?”

He nodded. “Yes. Fuck yeah.”

“Unable to take a breath without you. Needing your permission just to exist. Everything in my life about you.”

His hard-on surged against her taut, thin, tanned belly, shooting out heavy streams of precum. 

“Oh, yes. Fuck yes.”

Who was he? What was he like? What did he need? She had to know everything. All she knew was his power. But surely there was some kind of a person in there...right?

He fell down into her neck and shoulders, kissing her again. Eleanor came, her hot snatch quivering as it gripped his cock again and again. 

Fuck. Maybe he didn’t have a personality at all. Did it really matter?

Her expensive, luxury purse was nearby. Reaching inside, she snatched up her phone. 

He sat up just slightly. Still inside her. The motion made her vision wobbly with pleasure again. 

“What are you doing?”

“Catering,” she said quickly. Typing and browsing. “Plus, a jeweler...? And a venue, of course. Not to mention the cheerleaders.”

He took her by the jaw, making her look in his stormy gray eyes. She melted, orgasming under the power of her Master’s gaze. 

“What. Are you doing?”

She kissed him deeply. “I promised to be your partner. What kind of wife would I be without arranging our marriage?”

“And...cheerleaders?”

“For the wedding.” She smirked when he didn’t understand. “Darling, if you don’t fuck the hottest ones pregnant while I’m covered head-to-toe in luxury lace and diamonds for our wedding, I won’t be able to live with myself. Please let me cheer you on while you fuck their first-time cunts?” Her eyes became big and wet and vulnerable. “I’ll just kill myself if I can’t do it, darling. Truly.”

Suddenly—too fast to track—he pinned her down. Her phone crushed underneath his grip as he pushed inside her again. 

She would buy another one with his accounts. He had plenty of money now. Billions and billions that she gave him. And if she asked nicely, maybe he would let her use some of it. 

# # #
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