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

After months of dreaming and preparation, Eleanor was going to be married tomorrow. She had worked very hard to be in perfect shape, to look glamorous and regal and queen-like, to enslave dozens of perfect barely-legal teenage beauties to her Master's will to ensure that his night was one to remember, and to deliberately and thoughtfully cull the local area of any pathetic male who might have crossed the plain of their vision during the ceremony so that her Master's experience was utterly unstained by the sight of anyone but gorgeous, lovestruck, mindfucked harem trophies whose lives, minds, and souls he commanded totally.

This was only what Eleanor's Master, Luke, deserved. Her man was the most perfect male in existence. The strongest, most dominant, most powerful god she could ever have dreamed of.

She had once been nothing. Nothing. She had been forgettable, anxious, a mess of a young woman who would never amount to anything.

But then she found the Stone.

It changed everything about her. Everything about her physical form, her memories—even the lives and identities of others. Reality sank inside a well around her which then, thanks to the Stone, filled to the brim with hyper-real obscenities of endless power and beauty.

Eleanor had almost no memory of this now, but she had gone from a nothing anthropology student to the world's youngest billionaire supermodel in a matter of weeks, worshipped all over the globe and owning the campus of Boston College as her own personal Vatican City. The Stone shaped not only her, but the thoughts and memories of the people inside her sphere of influence.

Then Luke had arrived, with Rose at his side. And it all changed for the better once again.

Though she had resisted at first, Eleanor quickly submitted to Luke's indomitable will. Rose, a supernatural beauty from another dimension, had revealed to them that they were both Alphas—born to rule over the lives of others. The Stones that Eleanor and Luke found had been vectors which unleashed their power to alter their physical forms and compel others to their erotic will. The Stones made them both taller, stronger, sexier—and allowed them to "harvest" the life force of others to intensify their power as well.

Every part of Eleanor's morality had been stripped away, and gleefully so. She didn't care about anyone else outside of Master's harem so long as it meant that Luke was hard and happy. Her only real morality was his pleasure.

Tonight was the night of their rehearsal dinner. To please her God, Eleanor wore a skimpy, tight wedding dress and presented him with a barely legal virgin cheerleader for him to mindfuck and impregnate while she cheered him on.

And after he did that, he knelt down in the aisle and submitted to a gorgeous goddess, calling her Mistress. Submitting totally.

And worst of all...Eleanor wanted to submit too.

Astrid—the goddess in question—was distracted by closely examining the few dozen trophy girlfriends nearby whom Luke had invited to the rehearsal dinner. Each one wore clingy-hot white wedding dresses like Eleanor, and all had been up until about an hour ago quite eager for their potential to be chosen to marry Luke simultaneously with Eleanor tomorrow.

Now, however, they would be forever content to simply live as footstools for Astrid and feel her high heels trod upon their backs.

When Astrid had first entered, Luke had immediately begun licking her pussy. His giant, hard-muscled, immense form supplicating and submissive. He had lat muscles like the anchor cables from a battleship. Thick deltoids the size of furniture. And all the same he was nothing but a needy pet in front of Astrid's glory. 

She was so tall. Beautifully muscled. Thick long dark hair dangling just beyond her incredibly tight, round ass. Her massive bust displayed by her tight red evening gown. 

His submission brought with it the submission of his top girls—Rose, Kristine, Amelia, and Eleanor. But now, with Astrid's gaze off of him and them, these top trophies gathered around him looking once more for his guidance and strength.

He stayed on his knees, stroking, groaning, watching Astrid's supernaturally sexy body move as she examined his former harem.

"So hot..." He spoke mostly to himself. "So fucking hot. Fuck. I love you...I love you, oh fuck, love you..."

“Please, Master..." Rose's voice was tinged with panic. "...you can’t believe this.”

Kristine, Amelia, and Eleanor all nodded their agreement. Each of the beauties in their tight, clingy wedding dresses. Sweat making their skin shimmer. Big, bright, beautiful eyes staring at him with pleading. 

“I’m not your Master." He shook his head with good nature, like he was explaining algebra to an obstinate child. "Not truly. I never was. I am greater than you." Pride filled his face. "She loves me more than you. But we are all her servants.”

Eleanor had grown to believe she was beyond being hurt. But all her strength had been vested inside of her knowledge that Luke would never, ever let anything or anyone hurt her.

Now, that was shattered.

She pushed her body into his, aching to use her feminine wiles to once again feel the surety of his dominance. 

"Master...Darling. Please? Please, I need you. I need to be your wife...”

The love in his eyes for her gave Eleanor so much hope. And then he spoke.

“You can be still. Of course. I’m just going to be her husband, first. She said she would let me take her last name. Isn’t that swell of her? She’s so fucking hot. I’m going to look like such a pet for her. Everyone will know her strength, her glory...”

Dimly, Eleanor realized this is what she must have sounded like to others when describing Luke. Only surely she didn't seem so...unhinged.

Had she? If she had, it was only because it was hot for her to do so. She was everything that was hot, except that was Astrid, so in order to be everything that was hot she needed to be Astrid as much as possible, which really meant kneeling to Astrid, and—

No! Not again!

Once upon a time, the only one fucking up people's minds on campus had been Eleanor.

When Luke had arrived, she had dim memories of her thoughts not obeying her. Wanting to think one thing, but being unable to help but fantasize about anything but Astrid, Astrid, and more Astrid. It was right to fantasize about Astrid, though. She was the hottest woman alive. And when she had first fucked Eleanor's mind up, so many months ago, and enslaved her and Luke—

Fuck! No! That's not how it happened!

Eleanor shut her eyes, trying to think, to recall herself and what she truly wanted. What even was the core of her outside of someone who existed purely for Luke? And if Luke...if Luke wanted her to submit to Astrid, and Astrid was so truly gorgeous and perfect and wonderful...

"I can see you don't believe me," said Luke. "Shall I prove it to you?"

"Oh, Master. You don't need to prove anything to me. I just want it to go back to the way it was. Back when—"

"Back to a life without her? Are you insane? Look at her."

Eleanor did.

Her heart raced, tracing the exquisite lines of Astrid's delicately gorgeous features. High cheekbones, full lips, incredible buoyant tits. She was—very literally—a different species, but one that seemed to have evolved purely to be as sexy as possible. 

"Here. You can love Astrid with ease. I'll show you how." He snapped his fingers and gestured for Amelia to come closer.

In that same once-upon-a-time when Eleanor had been Queen Shit and everyone had bowed before her, Amelia had been her tippy top girlfriend. 

Amelia, a massively stylish billionaire heiress with a bruiser’s sensibility, had been Eleanor's primary bankroll until she used Amelia's connections to chain together a series of industrial and capital enslavements that meant she (and then, of course, Luke) owned enough profits to buy out nearly a third of the world's nations.

Amelia was shockingly tiny proportionally to Luke, in contrast to the gorgeous length of limbs and height she possessed and the eagerness with which she showed off her immense strength. She was immense in comparison to every other woman alive, even Rose and Eleanor. Everything about her was long, firm, toned, and tanned. She had thick, long straight blond hair that almost looked bleached; of course, Eleanor had experienced first hand that her Amelia was a natural blonde.

Over the past several months, since entering Luke's service, Eleanor had mostly sidelined her infatuation with Amelia to focus on her burgeoning sisterfuckwifeservicepet relationship with Rose. But still, she had a fondness for her Amelia that could not be ignored. She had been crazy about her at one point and time.

She could still remember long nights of heated, passionate, love-drenched whispers. 

Amelia...Amelia...Amelia...

Even though Eleanor had moved on to Rose, she knew that Annalisse was still supremely fixated on her. Eleanor could have her back as her lovey-dovey clingy bruiser girlfriend at any time. 

Luke grabbed Amelia by the chin, smiling at her. She smiled back, hopeful and needy. As she flexed her thick muscles, the fabric of her dress threatened to pop open. 

“Do you want to obey me?”

“Oh, Master.” She nodded eagerly. “More than anything.”

“Then I have an order for you to follow.”

“Yes, Master. Please, Master.”

“Ready?” 

She was practically bursting. “Yes, Master. Please...”

"Love and worship Astrid more than you love and worship me. Do it right now.”

If it weren’t so intensely disturbing and threatening to her newfound way of life, Eleanor would have found Amelia’s expression intensely erotic. Her mind sheared before their eyes, one command overwriting another, overwriting another. Eternal expressions of immortal obedience to Luke written on immutable tablets outside the river of time were instantly rewritten in the core of Amelia’s brain. She trembled and shook, her eyes rolling back in her head. Wearing bridal white lingerie, it was easy to see her cunt quivering and dripping juices as her entire body shook with orgasm. 

Luke kissed her as she came, whispering the command over and over again. 

Love and worship Astrid more than you love and worship me. 

Love and...

Eleanor looked away from the scene, dizzy. Her world spun, and she grabbed a nearby pew to steady herself. When she looked back, Amelia slumped against him even as he continued to whisper and kiss her head. Eleanor’s insides clenched. 

"Mmm...mmaa..." Amelia whimpered. Sounding like a fresh clone learning her first words.

For a moment, Eleanor felt hope fighting upwards in her brain. Will she say it? Will she still know?

“Mmm....” Amelia gripped Luke's hard cock, stroking him obediently. “Mm...Mistress...”

She didn’t mean Eleanor. Luke nodded into her face, groaning and nodding. Amelia looked beyond Luke at Astrid and started stroking his cock. He slid his fingers up inside her brilliantly tight pussy, adjusting how they sat so he could look at Astrid too. Both of them huddled over, pushing into each other tight, masturbating the other. 

“She’s so fucking hot,” said Luke.

“So, so fucking hot.”

“Mistress Astrid is so perfect.”

“So perfect. I love her so much.”

“You should. I love her too. I can’t stop myself. She’s so perfect. So wonderful in every way...”

Eleanor, listening to what they said, began to think what they said. She loved both of these people so completely. They weren’t idiots. It wasn’t like Eleanor controlled them in the first place. If they submitted to Astrid, shouldn’t she? 

Didn’t that just make sense? She would have high status in Astrid’s company anyway. Much higher than Eleanor. Possibly even higher than Luke—Astrid was more into girls than boys, after all. 

And Astrid...Astrid was perfect.

“So perfect...” moaned Amelia. 

Kristine was on the ground underneath Luke, licking up his cum and precum and nodding along with him and Kristine. 

Oh, damn. That’s so smart. She didn’t even wait to be asked. She just crawled and started licking. If I was really smart, I’d do the same. And then maybe somehow, Astrid would notice me. That would...that would be so good...

She turned to look at Astrid now, to seal her fate. It was so hard not to look at her. Stupid, really, to try at all. She could sense where she was, like she would know where a hot oven was in a dark kitchen. Just behind her and to the right, examining a gaggle of freshly-eighteen year-old cheerleading beauties aching to be their new Mistress’s favorite pillow pets.

Rose, though, pushed into her field of vision almost right away.  

“Mistress...” Rose grabbed Eleanor, whispering directly into her ear. “Mistress, we have to leave now.”

It was too late, though. Eleanor got a glimpse of Astrid’s hair. A flash of her earrings. She was so perfect, just like Daddy said. 

“Please, Mistress.” Rose pushed her. “We have to go.”

B-but...no. Daddy needed her. Daddy needed her to submit to Mommy. They all needed to submit...

Rose lifted her off the ground—and they were gone.

* * * * *
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ELEANOR, WHEN SHE WOKE up later, was all tossed up, foggy and fucky. 

That was only appropriate, though. Astrid wanted her brain fucked and foggy. If she didn't, why would it be so? Eleanor only wanted things that Astrid wanted and experienced what Astrid wanted her to experience. She was a loyal, faithful servant of her Mistress and would be rewarded one day soon with the joy of her mouth on Astrid's holy pussy. 

Astrid.

Ungh. Eleanor thought again of that moment of her total submission, seeing that tiny glimpse of her Mistress's hair. So thick, so full. She should compose a sonnet. 

No.

She should compose twelve sonnets, and together they should form their own ultra-sonnet, and then Astrid would know that Eleanor was deeply serious about being in love with her. Yes!

She shifted to get up and take care of it—and could not. 

She was tied to a chair, totally immobilized. Naked. Dripping in sweat and lust. Rose had used steel coil springs to restrain her, the heavy-duty kind reserved for large-scale agricultural equipment. Anything less and Eleanor would have broken out easily just by flexing.

Beneath the cold glow of fluorescent tubes, shadows carved out the corners of the basement where Eleanor remained subdued in Rose's clutches. 

The basement was expansive, almost industrially so, with a ceiling lost in a tangle of exposed pipes and ducts that hummed and whispered secrets of the building above. The concrete walls were an unyielding gallery to the art of desolation, bare except for peeling patches of khaki-colored paint.

The chair's metal frame was bolted to the floor. The springs bit into Eleanor's flesh with an almost surgical precision, leaving just enough room for her blood to remember it needed to flow.

Rose, decorated in shimmering bridal white lingerie, prostrated herself at Eleanor’s feet, nuzzling and licking. She knew Eleanor's body so deeply and intimately. Knew how to make Eleanor tremble, quiver, whimper, and cum.

They had already spent dozens and dozens of nights together, wrapped around one another with their fingers deep inside the other’s eager, Master-worshiping, dripping wet pussies. They were each other’s first choice of snuggle-fuck buddy when Master was occupied fucking Kristine, Amelia, or any other beauty who had caught his attention. 

Rose's tongue was slick with desperate intensity, her eyes darting up to Eleanor's face, searching for any sign of apprehension or resistance—anything to exploit as she worked to unravel the compulsions that held Eleanor captive. 

The brunette beauty was sweaty. Determined to break Astrid's spell. 

But Eleanor loved Astrid's spell. Her mind was awash in the seductive allure of submission, in the intoxicating power that Astrid held. 

"Please," Rose whimpered between desperate licks. "Mistress, remember who you are. You're not just another one of her toys, you're better than that. We both are."

Eleanor pitied Rose. She did not know the true beauty of submission, of serving only Astrid. It was freeing; it was providence. 

"You need to focus," Rose whispered hotly, breath skating across Eleanor's sweaty, shimmering skin. "You can’t do this. Please. He is the One True Alpha. He is the light and the truth and the way. Please. We must serve him.”

Eleanor nodded. “Of course we must.”

“T-truly?”

“Of course, my love.” Eleanor smiled, sliding her calf against Rose’s perfect cheek. “We’ll serve him loyally and faithfully, forever.”

“Oh." Rose nuzzled in urgently. "Oh yesss...”

“And he’ll serve Mistress Astrid, just as she deserves. And the world will be hers.”

Rose slowed and then stopped. She backed up.

"You can't mean that. Please."

"Of course I can. Why shouldn't I?"

Rose just shook her head. 

"I don't understand." She stood up and then began pacing in her tall heels. Her lingerie catching the light just so. "I just don’t understand."

"Neither do I," Eleanor admitted. "She's just so incredible. I don't see how she does it. But if we look together, I bet we can figure out. What do you say?"

"I don't mean that." Rose huffed. "You're so, so strong. You should have been able to resist her more."

"I guess that just means its inevitable, huh? If you let me go now, I promise to put in a good word for you. Mistress will only punish you for a few hundred years. What do you say?"

Rose stopped pacing, shaking her head. 

“I can’t let you free.”

“Of course you can, sweetling. It will be so easy to just do what I say. Won’t it? You know all I want is all Master wants now. So you must obey.”

Eleanor's argument made perfect sense. She had the moral high ground. Doing what Astrid wanted made Master hard; that meant that everything about it was correct. Rose, though, walked off quietly and up the stairs out of the basement. 

“You must obey!" Eleanor called after her. "It’s only a matter of time!”

* * * * *
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THE SMELL OF FRESH, vibrantly green grass stirred her to consciousness. The first thing she noticed was smelling green—how could you even?—but wherever she was, it seemed perfectly normal. 

She was some kind of small brilliant meadow island; a hunk of verdant color and life inside of a blank white void. She wore a slender, pale blue dress—the kind that a bridesmaid would wear at a wedding, only deeply sexy and tight and showing off her abundant cleavage with ease. She smelled freshly showered, and though she had been tied up, her body showed no marks from the restraints. 

She looked at the void again. At first it seemed only a few feet off, and then several hundreds away, and then miles, and then feet again. The space around her constantly shifting, distorting, changing from thought to thought. 

Rose had told her about this. 

This was the astral plain. 

"Hi, Eleanor!" 

It was Astrid, of course. Eleanor turned and saw her reclined on the green meadow only a few dozen feet away. She wore Eleanor's bridal dress—the one she had picked out for her real wedding day. Of course, she somehow looked even better than Eleanor inside it. 

Eleanor's senses were heightened to the extreme in this place, colors and smells and sensations blending in an erotic symphony orchestrated by Astrid's design. This was an assault not just on Eleanor's physical being, the biologies that made her lust and crave, but on Eleanor's very soul. 

It was flattering, really. A true goddess was dedicating so much time to learning more about Eleanor, to seducing and desiring her. 

Rising to her feet, Eleanor felt the grass caress the soles of her feet, each blade worshiping her as she walked towards the siren call of Astrid's simple existence. Astrid sat up slightly, pushing her tits up in the tight corseted confines of her luxurious lace dress. 

"Hi, Eleanor," she said again. 

"Hello, Astrid."

She felt no special compulsion to call her Mistress. She knew that she could. But she knew that the rules and requirements in this place were different. Her enslaved body was not here; in a way, not even her enslaved mind was here. This was entirely about her spirit—dedicated long ago to Luke and reformatted from the ground up to be his alone. 

Astrid reached a hand out for Eleanor's, grabbing it and softly stroking the back of her knuckles with her thumb. It was such a soft, easy, erotic gesture; the kind of thing that all the pretty girls always knew how to do. The kind of pretty girl that Eleanor had become; the kind that she had not always been. Not like Astrid. 

“I’m so glad we can finally talk, one to one.”

This astral plain possessed the last part of her that could yet resist the temptation that Astrid presented, the part of her so utterly rewritten over and over again by Luke’s seed exploding inside her night after night. 

“You don’t want to talk. You want...you want to own me. Own Him.”

“Oh, darling. Can’t we be friends? Can’t we just talk like good, happy, comfortable friends before we slide into all that mess about submission and domination and who owns who and why you so desperately need to kneel before me?”

“I don’t...I don’t want to kneel...”

But Eleanor was kneeling. She was curled up against Astrid’s legs suddenly; the space traversed not requiring her actual movement in this realm. 

“Of course not, my love.” Astrid slipped next to her. She cradled Eleanor’s face and stared deeply into her eyes. 

“Is this better? I find it so much better. You’re so pretty.”

“So...so pretty...” Eleanor whimpered. “God, you’re fucking pretty.”

"I know. Isn't it great?"

"It so is."

Eleanor's voice had almost immediately turned into a hot, needy whisper. Even knowing that she didn't quite want to submit to Astrid didn't stop her at all from wanting completely to submit to her. 

"Luke thinks it's great. And I think he's great. Don't you?"

On that, they could very much agree. "He's terrific."

"He really is. You don't mind that he fucked me, do you? That he came inside me and I'm probably pregnant?"

"No." Eleanor shook her head. That wasn't the problem. "I don't mind that at all. That's really good actually."

"Oh, good. So we agree. His cum belongs in me."

"Yes. Totally. His cum belongs to you."

"That's right, sweetie. Try saying that again. His cum belongs to me."

"It belongs..." 

Eleanor stopped, trying to think. That was wrong. Astrid's fingers slipped up against her cunt. 

"Luke is so great," said Astrid. "I just want to give him the best life possible. Wouldn't that be amazing?"

"Oh yes," Eleanor nodded. "He deserves the most amazing life."

"You can't imagine anyone prettier than me being with him, can you?"

"No. No one is prettier than you."

"Good! We agree again. Gosh. Isn't that so swell? We agree on so much. We agree that Luke is great," she ticked off her long fingers, "that his cum belongs to me, and that no one is better than me."

"I don't...I mean...I'm not..." 

Eleanor's stomach twisted. She felt hot and funny. Astrid was switching it all around, somehow, but it made her feel such heat. 

"You just said it. Are you taking it back already? I thought I could rely on you. How much you love Luke."

"Y-you can!" Eleanor insisted. "I'm just...I'm just stupid. I'm sorry. It's so hard to keep up with you. You're so pretty. And smart."

"I know." 

Astrid smiled—and Eleanor smiled at having made her smile. It felt so fucking good to make Astrid happy. 

"I'm glad. I want us to get along. I want you and Luke to love being with me. It's just..."

"Just what?"

Eleanor had to know. They were on the same side. Their goals were the same. Luke's happiness. Astrid's prettiness. It was all connected, all important.

“She’s trying to control you,” said Astrid. “You can’t let her.”

For a moment, Eleanor thought Astrid was referring to herself in the third person. That would be so hot. She's so important and pretty and dominant that she has to talk about herself in a different way. 

Then she realized Astrid meant Rose.

“She’s...trying to control me?”

“Of course. She has you tied up, sweetheart. What do you call that?"

"I...I don't know."

"I call it controlling you, for starters. Kind of crazy for another. Do you know her plan? Have you sussed it out yet?"

"Her plan...her plan..."

Astrid said Rose had a plan. Rose worshiped Luke. Luke wanted to be with Astrid and Eleanor. That meant...that meant...

Eleanor gasped. 

Astrid stroked her hair, nodding and understanding. "I know, it hurts, doesn't it? That bitch."

"She...she wouldn't..."

"She would, love. She was going to steal Luke from you. The cunt. You can’t let her do it, darling. You have to fight her.”

“Fight...fight her?”

Astrid was so fucking pretty. It was so hard to think about anything else. Eleanor wanted to trace her nose with her tongue for three days straight. 

"You have to teach her a lesson. We have to get rid of her. It's the only way, really. You have to lure her back to me, and together we annihilate her. And then, we use her power for my glory."

"For your glory. For...pretty..."

Eleanor was distracted, looking into Astrid's eyes again. There was so much truth there. So much beautiful, heart-rending truth. Love swelled in her, the same love that her body had felt just the day before. True love, real love, unstoppable endless love that changed your life and made you only about that forever...

Astrid's laughter was a symphony of rich, melodic tones that sent shivers down Eleanor's spine. 

"Pretty? Oh, darling, we are beyond such paltry descriptors. Both of us are far beyond that. We are living avatars of power, of desire, of the very essence of conquest." Her fingers traced the line of Eleanor's jaw with a possessive tenderness that made Eleanor's head swim. "And you, my precious jewel, will be the crown upon my head."

Astrid's gaze penetrated Eleanor's soul. Beautiful, powerful, and utterly in control. 

"You are a treasure, Eleanor." Astrid kissed her chin and jaw and, meeting no resistance, continued to kiss her face and lips. "A jewel to be set atop my kingdom. You'll shine for me, won't you? Shine for him, our Alpha."

Eleanor's eyes watered. Conflicted. Aching. Loving the love she felt for Astrid. Loving how reciprocal it felt. Astrid would not be some harsh, wicked, cruel, resentful mistress. She wanted to share and join. She wanted love from Eleanor—the same way that Luke wanted love too. She nuzzled into Astrid's kisses, short of breath and aching.

"I... I will." She knew she was being seduced. She didn't care. It felt so delicious. "I’ll gleam like a sun. Just for you and Luke."

“Are you truly mine? How can I trust you?”

Eleanor’s heart swelled with love and affection. Her Goddess, her Mistress, her everything showing so much vulnerability. 

“Please...” Eleanor knelt to her feet, and then lowered herself further, dragging her tits and hips across the ground. Her belly, of course, was far too taut and slender to even threaten touching, creating a long c-shape between her heavy milk-dripping tits and the soft edges of her pelvic bones. 

“I mean, can I truly trust your submission? This could all be a trick of yours or Rose's. Something to fuck with my head. You did try to seduce me already.”

“That was before I understood...” 

Eleanor’s nose nudged into the soft grass just along the invisible, impassable perimeter of allowance around Astrid’s foot. She ached to touch it, to lick it, to know it...

“Before you understood what, dearie?”

“Your importance. Your place in the world. My place beneath you. I want to serve. I want to serve you so badly...”

“You were born to serve me, is that it?”

"Yes, Mistress."

“And you reject all claims your lineage might give you to power? Is that right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Astrid pushed her heel into Eleanor’s face. The blonde goddess immediately began licking and kissing, every small touch and lick orgasmic from the thrill of knowing her Mistress’s flesh. 

“You completely forfeit all claims to power, to beauty, to immortality in exchange for my knowledge of your total, irrevocable, unending submission to me?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“You give me total rights to your Stone and everything it has given you?”

“Y-yes!” Eleanor choked, convulsing. The repeated surrenders created a flurry of chained orgasms. “Yes, please!”

Astrid’s laughter was again a melody, the kind that lingered in the air and wrapped around Eleanor's senses like warm silk. It was calculated, each note designed to infiltrate Eleanor's mind, to weave threads of control through her consciousness. She leaned in, lips brushing Eleanor's ear. 

"Look at you, all mine," Astrid cooed. "Even here, in the deepest corners of your soul, you can't resist me. And why would you want to? I'll give you purpose, beauty beyond compare. You'll stand by my side as we carve out our dominion."

Eleanor could feel the grass beneath her now shifting, turning into a sea of feminine hands that caressed her thighs, her waist—each touch a promise of what was to come. Whatever part of this plain that had belonged to her did so no longer; it was completely under Astrid's control. Her breath hitched; she was drowning in the sensation, in the craving to submit further.

"You see," Astrid continued, relentless. "I was born beautiful. And great. You were simply born great. The Stone had to unlock your beauty.” Astrid smiled. “Which means now I could take it away easily, no?”

Eleanor did not hesitate. “Yes, Mistress. You could do anything at all to me.”

She spoke with eagerness and finality. Even the consideration of hesitation did not enter her mind. There was no performance left inside her, no seduction, no hopes to persuade. The thought of her Mistress totally warping her sense of self, draining her beauty, reformatting her to be someone else entirely only turned her on. 

Men had cum at the sight of Eleanor. Women submitted from knowing she was near. She had destroyed the inner-workings of an entire college campus simply by existing nearby it. From all of this, she had never been happier; now, Astrid threatened to take it all away simply because she could. 

Eleanor only cared if it made Astrid happy. She just wished she knew her Mistress better so she could offer her exactly what she wanted. 

"And yet..." said Astrid. "You will remain as you are. A goddess in the flesh. Because it pleases me. Because it pleases my love, our Luke, and makes him hard. Because he loves the thought of you submitting to me...and that only because you are so very beautiful."

Eleanor sank into her deeper. "Thank you, Mistress. You honor me, Mistress. I am yours, Mistress." She thought of how Rose spoke to her. How submissive and pliant she was. "You are so wise, Mistress. So generous."

"Yes." Astrid slid Eleanor's face between her legs. She wore no panties; her pussy bare. "Are I not merciful?" Eleanor started licking, obedient. Loyal. "Am I n-not...wise? Am I not...hnnng. Magnaaanimous...? Oh fuck. You are good at that..."

Eleanor could not remember ever being happier. 

* * * * *
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ELEANOR BLINKED, HER lashes fluttering as she wrenched herself from the land of dreams. 

Her brain, foggy and fucky once again, slowly worked to differentiate the rules of the dream from the rules of the basement where she found herself once again. Gravity existing once more. Light coming from actual light sources. No ever-present, all-consuming pussy to lick for what felt like hours.

Her mouth tasted like pussy, though. Like heaven. Like her Mistress. Astrid. 

Astrid.

Oh fuck.

There was no mistaking it; the encounter had been more than a dream. Astrid's words, her promises of power and perfection, had seeped into Eleanor's being, filling her with total, unquestioning obedience. 

With obedience came purpose. And with purpose came cunning. 

The springs still dug into her hard, muscled form. She yearned to be free, not to escape, but to kneel before Astrid and offer herself up as a testimony to the new world order they would build with Luke and all the other harem girls.

The door to the basement opened. After a moment, Rose stepped into view, wearing a fresh new set of sparkling violet lingerie.

“Mistress? I want to apologize.” She let out a big sigh. “I’m just...I didn’t want to hurt you or Master. We were so charged up, I was wondering if we could just talk?”

Eleanor remained silent, biting her lip in lustful, eager anticipation. She could smell the lust pouring off of Rose’s body, her brilliantly sexy tiny pussy filling the room with a pleasant, fruit-like musk. 

"Mistress?" Rose turned on the lights, whimpering softly as she gazed upon Eleanor's beauty once more in the full light of the basement. 

"It's hard to speak with someone I love when I'm restrained like this," said Eleanor. 

"I..." Rose gulped. "I'm sorry, Mistress. But I have to. I owe it to Master. We both do. I have to be so cautious. I am his last line of defense."

"Do you have so little faith in me, Rose?"

"I...no. Of course I do. I just—"

"I knew she was watching us, Rose. She's been scrying this whole area, looking for us. If she saw us, she needed to think that I was hers. That way, we can win Luke back."

Hope lit up Rose's beautiful features. "You're...you...are you serious?" She looked around. "She's not scrying now? I didn't feel her before..."

"I have much more power than you, Rose. I always have. You know this."

"Yes, Mistress. O-of course." 

"Now." Eleanor looked down at the restraints. "If you wouldn't mind...?"

Very quickly, Rose removed her from the restraints, using her leverage and strength to break the coils and free her Mistress.

"I'm so sorry, Mistress. I was just so worried, and I needed you to be sane and I need your help, a-and..."

Eleanor embraced her. Their heavy, heaving tits mashed together. 

"Shhh, darling. It's all right. Truly."

Rose tangibly relaxed into Eleanor's grip. Eleanor gripped her harder for a moment and then let go. 

"I want to be dressed. Now. You have my dress, I assume?"

Rose clapped her hands excitedly, tits jiggling. "Oh, yes! Thank you, Mistress. Right away, Mistress."

She scampered upstairs for a moment, leaving Eleanor to consider. She could run if she needed to; she was the fastest runner in the nation by a fair stretch. But she would rather do it another way. 

When she came back down, she had her wedding dress and a full-length mirror. The dress was, stitch for stitch, the same one Astrid had worn on the astral plane. Her Mistress knew so much. She had been bluffing about the scrying, of course, but it wouldn’t have surprised her. 

Eleanor’s physiology had evolved beyond the need for showers or cleaning. Everyday dust and dirt evaporated before it landed on her or any of Master’s trophies, and no oils ever built up in their perfect, pore-less skin. She didn’t remember ever once having a zit, though she did remember encourage quite a few women to jump off bridges for having them once upon a time. 

The dress, of course, fit her perfectly. Eleanor admired herself in the mirror as Rose helped her, her perfect form shimmering in the florescent light of the basement. The gown was a regal, elegant creation of white silk and lace, strapless to accentuate her powerful shoulders and highlight her cleavage, which was on full display thanks to the plunging neckline that stopped well below her collarbones. The corset-style bodice hugged every curve of her body tightly, highlighting her defined abs and accentuating her full breasts with its intricate lacing. The skirt flared out from her narrow waist in a billowing waterfall of material that brushed the floor as she moved, giving way to a slit up one leg to show off her toned thighs and long, shapely calves. A small train followed behind her, trailing delicately across the floor.

Her Stone formed into a multi-layer necklace with a collar at the top layering down into heavy bright blue stones resting in her cleavage. 

“You look spectacular, Mistress. Master will love you the second he sees you. You will break that bitch’s spell, I know it.”

Eleanor nodded absently, fussing in the mirror with her hair. It always looked perfect no matter what—gussying herself was just a fun way to watch her subconscious powers of beauty and aesthetic go to work without her even trying. She would slide her hair out of place, and it would immediately slip back in. 

“I know. I...” she actually thought about what Rose said. “Really? You think I would?”

“I do. I know it, Mistress.” Rose nodded eagerly. “I think only you could stop her now.”

That’s so hot. All I want to do is see her win. 

"I just want to get her so bad," said Rose. "I need her to know what she's done."

"Yes," Eleanor nodded. "Me too."

"It's like...she's so hot she almost burns my thoughts away. And when it stops burning she's still there."

Eleanor's head was buried inside Rose's shoulder. "She's so powerful."

"And we have to go to her, get to the wedding. We have to make this right."

Their legs had crossed into each other. Eleanor tied up her knees and ankles with the length of her calves.

“Oh, darling. I’m so glad you decided to come around to my way of thinking.”

She draped herself into Rose totally, kissing and mewling. 

"I...of course, Mistress. Of course. I was always on your side, and—"

"We have to go to her. Make this right. Submit properly. Isn't that what you meant?"

Rose stiffened in Eleanor's grip. Her heart beat audible and fast. 

“N-no. Mistress, please, that’s not what I meant. I meant...”

“Are you denying me, sweetling?” 

Eleanor’s fingers slipped up inside of Rose’s pussy. So easy with lingerie. Just pushing some lace to one side. 

“N-no, Mistress. It’s just, you’re not thinking right. You have to understand, she’s taken over your brain a-and...”

“You’re in love with mind controllers, sweetling. Taking over brains is just part of the deal.” Eleanor bit Rose’s perfect, pointed chin. “Do you really mind what happens, so long as you get to serve Master and I?” 
“P-please...” Rose whispered. “W-we have to stop her. We have to. It’s the only...if we don’t...the prophecy...I need his c-cock...please...”
“I’m going to have you cum for me, Rose.”

She fingered her harder as she said this. Rose tried to get away, shaking and writhing despite her arousal. 

“No. No. N-no. Please. Stop.”

“You’re going to cum for me, and once you do, you’re going to stop all this silly resistance. I command you to stop once you cum. Do you understand?”

“Mistress. Please. This is...our only chance. Please. No. No.”

“Cum for me, sweetling.”

Rose's resistance crumbled like a fragile facade under Eleanor's skillful manipulation, her breath hiccupping as she tried to maintain a semblance of control. But the fight was futile; Eleanor knew exactly what strings to pull, each touch and caress resonating with an authority that Rose couldn't defy.

She came, hard, gasping and spasming in Eleanor’s firm grip. The light of defiance faded from her eyes, replaced with the proper dumb, brainless glaze of cum-happy obedience. 

“There we go, that’s a good girl. Now cum for me again, Rose. Cum for your Mistress. Show your love and devotion.”

Rose's climax washed over her in waves, shaking her slender body to its core. Eleanor felt the wetness soaking through her panties, but didn't break away her gaze or her hold on her until it subsided. Only then did she step back, satisfied.

“Now, tell me, what do we do next?”

Rose panted, catching her breath. “W-we... we...” The look of defiance flickered back into her eyes briefly before extinguishing just as quickly. “We go to the wedding, Mistress. We submit. We.. we submit properly, for Mistress Astrid, and I accept my punishment like a good girl for disobeying like a bad one.”

“And you don’t mind being punished, do you? You know you’ll deserve it.”

"Yes, Mistress..." Rose nodded. "I-I don't mind."

Eleanor's lips curled into a sly smile, satisfaction radiating from her like an aura of conquest. "That's my good girl. Now, let's get you ready for the wedding. You're going to be such a beautiful addition to Astrid's harem."

* * * * *
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NATURALLY, ALL THE arrangements that Eleanor and Rose had made for Eleanor’s wedding to Luke transferred easily to Luke’s real wedding—the wedding their Master and Mistress deserved to one another. 

They’d had the rehearsal dinner at the church for convenience. But the wedding itself was in the acreage of a private residence not far outside of town, with the ceremony specifically held in a field where an incredible array of wildflowers bloomed. 

Rose had broken down and finally submitted to Eleanor's will—which of course was Astrid's will—in the early morning. It was now midday, the sun shining overhead, and all the flowers preened skywards to soak up the rays. Thousands of these brilliant blooming flowers carpeted the ground, their vibrant hues creating a kaleidoscope of colors that danced in the soft breeze. The sweet scents of jasmine, honeysuckle, and wild roses saturated the air. A canopy of trees lined the perimeter, their branches intertwined to form a natural cathedral.

Eleanor, in the crowd of several dozen mindfucked gorgeous women wearing skimpy, tight white bridal dresses, was simply just another guest hoping for her Mistress's attention. She felt no jealousy, no regret, no ill-feeling at all despite the months she had spent planning this wedding which, in retrospect, had been entirely done for another woman. 

She was glad to have done something lovely for her Mistress. 

Eleanor and Rose stood next to one another nearest to the front of the aisle. Their faces, normally a study in contrast—Eleanor's porcelain beauty and Rose's tawny perfection—now mirrored each other's servitude and desire. They were every inch the obedient bridesmaids, their tall, toned, hot bodies swaying in perfect orgasmic synchronicity as they considered their love for their Mistress. 

Like every woman present, they were busty, their heavy tits heaving and displaying their gorgeous cleavage. Their hair long, ass-length or longer. Tight, cleanly-structured jawlines, delicate clavicles, fit arms, perfectly muscled asses and thighs. Mistress had a type, and it was perfection. 

The crowd of creaming, softly orgasming harem trophies dressed exclusively in bridal dresses made a grassy aisle between them. Luke was only feet away from Eleanor; he was so handsome and enormous in his suit that she could not help but admire him a little. But mostly, both he and she both barely paid attention to the other—thinking only of the incumbent arrival of their Mistress. 

The ceremony area had been cleared and adorned with a profusion of flowers, forming a breathtaking floral altar at its center. The petal-strewn aisle wove its way through the vast sea of wildflowers, leading to an elegant, ivory-draped dais.

As Luke waited at the head of the aisle, Kristine and Amelia patiently and contentedly sucked his cock. The luxuriously sexy blonde Kristine spelled (or more accurately, misspelled) Astrid’s name on his cock with her tongue over and over again, while the firmly-muscled Amelia slurped his thick, cum-churning balls. Drool, tit milk, and precum splattered down both their dresses. 

Behind him were Wendy and the other cheerleaders—now dressed in tight white wedding dresses—pushing in on him in a long row of toned limbs and grinding, hot barely legal pussies aching to be claimed by him once again. Undulating and whispering in unison like a single, lust-fueled organism. 

Astrid entered through the branch-made arch of the entrance to the small ritual site, strutting slowly and deliberately and gorgeously sneering at all the harem girls in waiting. The sound of her heels thumping on the grass sounded out like a rhythm to Eleanor's heartbeat as she walked towards them, each step a deliberate stroke of dominance.

Her wedding dress was a work of art, crafted from the finest silk and lace, sewn together by the hands of masterful seamstresses who had been ordered to create something that would leave an impression. The gown clung to her hips, to her tits, to her everything. It cascaded down in layers upon layers of sheer fabric that shimmered and shimmied with each movement she made. Her arms and back were bare, revealing toned shoulders and sleek collarbones framed by fine straps that held up the corseted torso. The bodice was plunging, daringly low to display ample cleavage where her large tits pushed up against the material. Smooth columns of her tanned stomach were exposed almost down to her navel where the dress dipped low. 

Every girl in the crowd, imbued with Luke’s powerful seed, was well over six feet tall. Eleanor towered over them, and Astrid towered over her. She was thinner and bustier too—an entirely other type of woman seeming more like a living deity than anyone from this planet. A gorgeous bridal wreath adorned her dark hair, woven from white and pink flowers. Pearls and diamond clips sparkled in her intricately braided coif, her Stone decorating her neck in a tight princess-style necklace. 

As she stepped up to the dais across from Luke, everyone knelt. Eleanor and Rose hit the soft earth, whispering prayers. All the girls around them dropped down, many of them pushing their foreheads to the grass. And Luke knelt, roughly pushing Amelia to one side and using Kristine’s limp orgasming body to stroke himself off as he stared slack-jawed at his bride. Despite all the other beauties present, he only had eyes for Astrid.

There was no one present to administer the ceremony—Astrid would simply say the words she required Luke to say, and he would repeat obediently. 

Despite her massive power over the women present, there was still something deeply girlish and charming about Astrid’s utterly pleased smile. Eleanor felt herself falling in love with her Mistress again and again, watching her gleeful exuberance at the fact of being married to an incredibly wealthy, enormous, muscle-bound hunk of a stud. 

Astrid kissed him right away, leading him off his knees. Eager for his tongue down her throat, for his attention, for the urgent passion of the only man alive she had ever found attractive enough to want to own.

“You’re my husband...” Astrid whispered hotly. “You’re my good, sexy, fucking hubby.”

“I’m your husband...” They kissed deeply as he responded. “Your good, sexy, fucking hubby...”

“You love being my husband. You’re in love with your love of being my husband.” 

Luke must have repeated, but Eleanor and Rose slipped in between the pair and began doing their duty, shoving Kristine to the ground. Rose almost immediately began choking as Luke came repeatedly down her throat—orgasming constantly just from the fact of Astrid’s proximity and all the lovey-dovey delights that dripped out from her mouth as she manically proclaimed her love for her man. Eleanor, meanwhile, licked Astrid’s pussy between the folds of her gown. She could feel Astrid pushing into Luke, her tongue sliding across his mouth and clinging to him tight, because every time she did, she came and Eleanor lashed her tongue with a little more pressure to keep her Mistress as pleasure-bound as possible. 

This feeling of powerlessness, of utter surrender, sent shivers down her spine even as butterflies took up residence in her stomach.

She did not know how long she licked there. She didn’t care. Licking Astrid was heaven. She hoped it would never end, indulgently sliding her pink tongue across her Mistress’s hot clitoris in the way she knew instinctively that she loved. 

Luke and Astrid both began saying something that she couldn’t quite make out—repeating it and grinding against each other and so grinding the backs of Rose and Eleanor’s heads together. 

“...nd Wife.” The words became clearer and clearer. “Man and Wife. Man and Wife. Man and Wife...”

That was so hot. They loved each other so truly. Eleanor teared up, feeling nothing but eager compersion even as they pushed Rose and Eleanor away. 

“I need it...” Astrid moaned. “Fuck. Put it in me, baby. Do it now. Fuck me hard. Fuck me in front of them now.”

She leaned over on top of Eleanor, using her like furniture, looking out at the crowd of beautiful, teary-eyed, orgasming harem dolls so totally envious and worshipful of everything about Astrid. Eleanor was so blessed. 

Luke nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

He lifted up the many layers of her gown and shifted them around until he had her legs wrapped around his waist. 

But Rose chose this moment to supplicate herself before Eleanor. The leggy, busty brunette crawled forward in a rush, grabbing Eleanor and tugging her out from under Astrid. 

“Please, Mistress...” Rose spoke fast, speeding through Astrid’s protestation. Her tits threatening to pop out from her tiny gown. “Please...choke me while he fucks you? Please, punish me?”

Eleanor watched Astrid carefully to judge her own reaction. The cheek of Rose’s actions was almost immediately forgotten in the lustful delights of imagining punishing her in front of so many. Clearly this level of submission caught her off guard. 

“Yesss...” 

Astrid’s hands wrapped around Rose’s neck. Eleanor—aching for a place to belong—pushed up against Luke and soaked in their shared adoration of Astrid’s perfection from behind. 

“You stupid bitch.” Astrid grinned, squeezing harder. “Trying to fucking defy me.”

Rose did not fight at all. She nodded and obeyed, staring up with open adoration and love at Astrid’s perfection. 

With a primal growl, Luke sheathed himself deep inside Astrid's wet heat. The moment their bodies collided, a surge of pure, unadulterated power coursed through Eleanor. Astrid's slender fingers closed around Rose’s neck, tighter with each thrust from her Alpha slave, Rose's eyes became glassy and dim and her olive skin slowly darker. 

Eleanor watched with awe as the brunette beauty's life ebbed away in front of her very eyes. This was the ultimate act of devotion, the purest form of submission one could ever hope to witness. Her own pussy drenched itself as she fantasized about one day experiencing such rapturous obliteration at the hands of their new Goddess. 

Luke grasped Astrid's hips tightly, slamming into her with gasping ferocity. She growled, an animalistic sound that reverberated through the field, as he buried himself to the hilt inside her time and again. Their skin slapped together, creating an echoing percussive rhythm.

The primal possessive rhythm caused Eleanor to cling tighter to him, her eyes locked on the hypnotic dance of their bodies. The way his muscles rippled under her fingers as he grabbed onto Astrid's trembling hips, the sounds of their skin slapping together, the wetness and heat that seeped through the thin fabric separating them—she was utterly intoxicated. Every time he slammed into Astrid, Luke groaned loudly, sending orgasmic vibrations through Eleanor like tiny electric shocks. The pleasure was tangible, and she reveled in it.

Astrid's gasps were breathless cries of bliss that filled the air between them. Her eyes rolled, her body quivering uncontrollably. 

“Oh fuck,” Luke groaned. “I’m gonnnaa...I need to...”

“Yesss...” Astrid whispered. “Do it, Darling. Cum in me, now!”

He emptied inside of her with wholesale abandon. Every girl in attendance came—including Eleanor. Including Rose. 

At that moment, a lightning bolt struck the altar where the four of them were joined. Rose, staring up at Astrid—disappeared entirely, not even smoke left behind. Her lifeforce harvested totally by the dark-haired goddess—who now was underneath Luke and more gorgeous than before. 

Taller. Stronger. Bustier. Longer hair and legs and arms, a longer flatter thinner torso. 

“Fffuck yesss!” Astrid moaned, pounding her ass back up into Luke as he shook with the aftereffects of his heavy orgasm inside his bride. 

Eleanor’s mind reeled from the lightning, Rose’s disappearance, the orgasms of herself and her Master and Mistress. 

She must have been seeing things. Just before Rose evaporated, she could have sworn she saw her wink at Eleanor. 

Underneath Luke, Astrid shifted. Turning around so that she was completely underneath him. She gathered herself up on her knees, looking at his enormous cock. So wet and thick and long. And still hard.

“No...” Astrid shook her head. “This is all wrong.”

She reached out to his cock and jacked it softly before bringing it to her face. Her expression was one of total supplication and adoration as she slipped her thick, glossy lips over his cockhead and slurped it down. 

Eleanor watched, transfixed, as the power Astrid had just absorbed moved visibly from Astrid to Luke—Astrid keeping her enhanced beauty and size but consciously delivering almost everything else to Luke. The raw fixtures of her power—compulsion, attraction, dominance, mindfucking obedience—given over entirely to him. 

“Master...” Astrid moaned, his cock in her mouth. “Oh, Master...”

Every woman in the crowd nodded, cumming and whispering along with her.

Master...they moaned. Master. Master. Master.

It took Eleanor’s lust-and-love addled brain several moments to understand fully what was happening. She only knew that it was correct. Of course Astrid served Luke. Of course Astrid had always served Luke, the Stone sang in her brain. 

It was because of how Astrid had drained Rose.

It had taken a visit from Astrid into Eleanor’s deepest dream world to corrupt her core away from the service of Master. 

And Rose had had no such visit yet. 

Astrid sucked Rose dry...and took all the submission the core of her still felt. 

Luke, for his part, seemed to understand what was happening. His cold blue eyes glinting with assertion and confidence as he gripped Astrid’s head and fucked her skull. Eleanor pushed up behind her Master’s bride, helping him fuck her even harder as he thrust his hips forward, pushing deeper into her willing mouth, feeling the soft walls of her throat massage him. Her moans vibrated against his cock, sending waves of delight through his entire being.

“Shit yeah,” he grunted. “God. Oh, fuck. I love you...fucking love you, love you...”

He could not hold himself back any longer.

As Luke's seed poured into Astrid's mouth, filling it to the brim, a look of pure rapture washed over her face. Her eyes rolled back in ecstasy as she tasted him, savoring every drop that flooded her senses. She basked in his essence, her tongue swirling around his thick shaft, coaxing out every last drop of his potent release. She moaned and gurgled around his cock as she deep throated him, her throat rippling with pleasure as she worked him like a pro. 

Around them, the women in the crowd were in a frenzy still. The atmosphere thick with lust and desire, their bodies quaking with each passing second. 

“I worship You, my God...” Astrid licked and kissed his cock clean. “My God. My King. My Master. I love You. I love only You. I only love You.” 

“Love you too, babe.” Luke stroked her hair. “Fuck. You’re going to make such a good wife.”

Still his wife, even after all this. Still so much more superior than anyone else. 

Eleanor was so happy. 

* * * * *
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IT WAS THE DEAD MIDDLE of the night, just past four in the morning. Half-awake and living the dream, Eleanor and Astrid snuggled tight, Master’s thick perfect cock between their gorgeous faces. The bed—enormous and custom-made to fill up the several thousand square feet of his mansion’s bedroom—was full of writhing, constantly-cumming Alpha girls. Each one was equally in love with Master.

In time, Astrid said, she had plans on even bringing Rose back into this dimension. Rose wasn't truly gone-gone, after all. She was an immortal. Her being in this world had disappeared, but her essence still very much existed and could be summoned at any time with Astrid's expertise. 

But Eleanor, Astrid, and Luke all agreed—it was better to make her wait. To make her regret working at cross purposes to Astrid. 

That it had been correct of her to do so was besides the point. It was always wrong to defy Mistress Astrid. 

And so, in Rose's absence, Eleanor and Astrid remained very easily the hottest and most favored of all his Alpha wives. 

In the distance, thunder rumbled menacingly. Perhaps it was more artillery fire or even the dropping of bombs, as had become so common with the constant culls. The storm of the world raged on, but here, in the heart of Luke's opulent mansion, they were insulated from the chaos they intensified day after day. It was so easy to make nations war with each other. Eleanor was responsible for seven bloody battles all by herself—though of course Astrid had initiated at least one hundred times as many. 

Eleanor’s cunt soaked against Astrid’s, both of them in a constant state of orgasm as their thin, long legs slid against each other and ground one another up into Master’s Cock, licking and suckling and kissing. 

Astrid nipped at Eleanor’s chin in between long, soulful sucks of Master’s Cock. She always had priority for sucking, but was deeply generous with Eleanor (if only to make the girls beneath her jealous, desperate, and suicidal). 

Eleanor felt a shiver of anticipation race down her spine, her pussy clenching around nothing as she imagined the power they now wielded. With their newfound strength, they were unstoppable—untouchable even. She couldn't wait to see what depraved, sinful acts they would commit next, how far they would push the boundaries of decency as they knew it. Pretty women all over the nation were being herded into opulent mansions to live with one another and learn how to be as gorgeous, fertile, and obedient as possible. Master would breed all of them. 

Moaning, drool sliding down her perfect chin, Astrid grabbed Eleanor by the hair and shoved her down on Master’s Cock. 

It took several minutes of sucking, slurping, urgently whimpering and moaning, but finally Eleanor ran out of breath. 

Astrid’s grip did not shift. Eleanor felt the air, the life leaving her body. She fought with all her strength, enough to smash cars into cubes and to level buildings, but could not budge Astrid’s iron hold. 

Master, still barely conscious, grunted and shifted, spraying his seed into Eleanor’s collapsing throat as the life faded from her gorgeous body. Soon, it covered her mouth and throat and then clogged up her airway completely.

Still Astrid wouldn't budge. Eleanor's hot porcelain skin had turned blue. She knew this was it. This was the end. Dying, choked to death on Master's cock, just like so many inferiors she had ended along the way. 

But then, just as she was about to pass out, Astrid released her, laughing. 

Eleanor gasped for air, her eyes watering from the lack of oxygen. “Oh Mistress...” she panted, her whole body trembling with adrenaline and aftershocks of pleasure.

Astrid grinned wickedly. “I love seeing you like this.” 

They shared a conspiratorial smirk before turning their attention back to their Master's engorged member, seeking solace and sustenance in his divine essence. They would do anything—endure any hardship or humiliation—to please him, to be worthy of his attentions. He was their everything now; without him, they were nothing more than shells drifting aimlessly in the endless sea of eternity.

Astrid took Eleanor, still catching her breath, by the thick strands of her golden hair and shoved her down on his cock again. 

Maybe this time she wouldn’t let go; Eleanor didn’t care.

She wished only to obey. 

# # #
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! The Patreon is the best way.

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!



  	
	    
	      Did you love Campus Control - Goddess Harem? Then you should read
              
                Hypno World Order - Making His Harem by Nadia Nightside!
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        "You're so right. I can still be an evil, cruel, and gorgeous. I just have to belong to you, too…"Thoroughly under the control of the incomparably gorgeous Chanel, the beautiful young Lara is now fully immersed in an erotic world of domination and submission. She exists only to siphon wealth from eligible men and donate it all to Chanel, as do all the other gorgeous dancers at her institute.But, when her roommate is visited by a handsome, huge-membered Alpha Man of the House, that all changes. This new stud's unstoppable virility test Lara's loyalty and resolve. And before she knows it, she's central to his plan to take Chanel and the whole school…WARNING: This story features gorgeous women deeply in love with each other, mind controlled by a manipulative goddess to be cruel, wickedly arrogant, and beautiful forever—only to have their sapphic world torn asunder by a living God who wants them all to kneel!


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
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

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





cover.jpeg
» Campus Control <«

GODDESS HAREM

. “‘,‘.: : b

‘Nadia Nightside





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/teaser_1758288_image.jpg
WORLD ORDER
Making His
Harem

Nadia Nl'g'h

Ll





d2d_images/ata_image.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





