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"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. 

* * * * *
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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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The bakery was mostly empty, which was a pity. Eleanor had grown to love an audience. It was early morning on a Friday and the day of their taste-testing for wedding cake.

Eleanor walked as she almost always did these days, leaning hard on Luke’s arm with her heavy, enormous, lactating tits docked around his massive bicep, her entire body neatly nuzzled into his enormous mass.

He dwarfed her. She loved that about him, his size, his thickness, his easy and abundant muscle. Eleanor had never seen anyone, not even in fiction, not even in superhero movies, who even came close to how muscle-bound, tall, and handsome her man was. He wore tight trousers and a sleeveless white a-frame shirt, showing off the incredible size of his muscles everywhere.

It made it so easy for him to fuck the women he desired. His force made Eleanor so fucking wet—the way he could grab a woman when they were out at a club or just walking about campus, pin her down and fuck her against her will no matter what she said. It was right for Luke to fuck whomever he wanted; his fuck was holy and righteous and good. Eleanor longed for it constantly—even considering it now, she ached to see him not just mindfuck a girl into blind, hopeless submission, but to actually fuck her stupid while she screamed for him to stop. 

Their protests, their defiance, so helpless and useless, made Eleanor feel high with power. She loved being the trophy girlfriend and soon-to-be trophy wife of a powerful, hunky rapist god. Nothing could stop him. Even if somehow, they allowed someone to take them to court, she and Luke would simply bribe or intimidate or annihilate the judge or jury or whomever else. It wasn't as if even jail cells could hold either of them now. 

It made Eleanor dripping, eagerly, heatedly wet to be a rapist's eager accomplice. She couldn't emphasize it enough in her own thoughts; she loved his force and dominance, how his very presence was a long, prolonged fucking of the souls and minds of every woman present. In the same way that sometimes she raked her teeth on his hard chest or chin, thinking of his glorious cock made her want to rake her teeth on his soul. 

She sighed happily, sliding her body into his strength more deeply. Manicured, polished fingernails digging into the dense core of his incredible abs. He had smashed every lifting record at the college. In the nation, actually. He did them one right after another just a few weekends ago, sets of incredible weight—more than triple the current records—lifted by him in easy series of ten repetitions. Squat, bench, power clean, deadlift—he crushed them all. Eleanor had her own records in track and field—every dash, jump, and obstacle easily crushed in the same way that Luke had done. They were the absolute paragons of physicality. 

A series of ornate, expensive rings with shining jewels decorated her digits as she massaged his perfect body, one of them the Stone that was the vector of all her incredible power and beauty. 

Master's own Stone had taken the form of a luxury watch worn on his wrist. It pulsed and hummed constantly at a frequency that only Eleanor and other chosen trophies like her could hear; the tune was pleasantly mind-numbing. 

Eleanor herself was over six feet tall these days, and growing every day. Her own musculature was incredible—she was a living, breathing, strutting, Master-worshiping sculpture—but all the same next to him she felt like a small, slight, giggly teenage princess. 

Master had to duck just to enter the store door, and the open ceiling was within casual arm’s reach for him.

It wasn’t raining outside, but all the same she wore a dark green pea coat with smoky stockings and thrilling tall green matte leather heels. She had the collar up because it drew attention to the perfect lines of her jaw and chin, the utterly feminine turn of her nose. Rose, at his other side and pushing hard into him just like Eleanor, wore the same except in blue. Behind them both were Amelia and Kristine in trench coats and thigh-high boots with long metallic heels that looked like blades.

The bakery had a few small tables where people could eat breakfast and have coffee. One man did that now—or had been, before Luke and his Trophies entered. Now, he came helplessly, watching Eleanor and then Amelia and then Eleanor again and then Kristine and then Eleanor again and then Rose and then Eleanor again...

His pale skin had turned bright red. He convulsed like he was having some kind of cardiac episode. Perhaps he was. It certainly wouldn't be the first time Eleanor had inspired one. 

She slid her long, stocking-clad leg up Luke's thigh and tossed her hair back, letting her man know how hot her cunt was even though he had fucked her thoroughly on the way over.

He was always fucking Eleanor. She was almost certainly pregnant by now; she was such a lucky girl.

Amelia and Rose strutted over to the man sitting down with his coffee. They bent over at the waist, long hair hanging down, and began whispering something. Both of them larger than life—their proportions pure sex, but their muscles bulging and strong. The man—clearly aroused, clearly harder than he had ever been in his entire life despite continuing to cum over and over—trembled and paled. He got up suddenly, trying to get away.

The second his back was turned, Amelia and Rose pounced. Like jungle cats. So much rippling, hard muscle. They snatched him effortlessly and shoved him roughly out into the parking lot, leaving him bloody and bruised.

Luke looked down at Eleanor, giving her a little shrug and bemused smile. As if what Amelia and Rose had done couldn't be helped, like watching starving animals fight over a piece of fresh meat.

The baker-slash-clerk girl behind the counter looked at this entourage with a gaping jaw. Drool dripped down to her hands and all over the register. The neurons of her brain popping to bits as they even tried to make sense of the scene before her.

Her apron could not hide her ample bust, and the smears of flour across her cheeks highlighted her very pretty, tanned skin. She had short, thick dark hair and easy, inviting beauty; guys probably flirted with her constantly at this job. Her nametag read Sarah.

“Aren’t you going to ask if you can help us?” Eleanor asked.

“Oh um-um, umsorreee...” she whimpered, mouth full of saliva. “Canumelpuuuu?”

The only thing holding her up was the counter. Her hips, gyrating and thumping loudly against the glass display, pulsed in orgasmic rhythm. Inside the display case, little tarts twirled from the vibration.

“Biggum...?”

Sarah's eyes widened, sensing that something was dramatically wrong. You weren’t supposed to cum so hard just from looking at a man and his many girlfriends. But she was, and it wouldn’t stop.

“Biggum harddd...”

She bit her lip. Tears beginning to flow down her cheeks, cutting trails through the flour.

“Here.”

Looking to help—such a sweetheart—Kristine grabbed the clerk by her shirt and apron and hoisted her easily over the counter. Rose unzipped Luke, softly cumming as she witnessed his cock stiffening when exposed to the warm bakery air. 

“O-oh my god, what’s happening?”

Another clerk stepped out—one who looked remarkably like Sarah, except thicker. They were sisters or cousins, maybe. Her name was Lara. Either way, the second she stepped out and saw Luke with his massive cock exposed, ready to enter Sarah, she clung to the wall, cumming at the sight of his overwhelming masculinity.

“Time for a tasting, I think.”

Luke entered Sarah, his gigantic cock immediately reshaping her insides and bulging her abdomen. She felt the pain of his incredible entrance, but otherwise nothing but mind-melting pleasure as he began to rapidly thrust inside of her virgin pussy. 

“Oh my g-god! Oh my god, S-sir!” 

Sarah’s voice was high in pitch, her new Master's cum transforming her by the second. Her dark hair grew; her legs lengthened; her tits expanded; all of this in rapid fashion like time itself was obedient to Luke's desires. 

Amelia and Rose returned from their task, wiping the taint of the inferior male specimen onto nearby napkins that were promptly incinerated by their scorching heat.

Rose slapped Sarah casually. “Call him Master, peasant. And thank him.”

“Master! Thank you Master!”

The girl obeyed without hesitation, her eyes glazed over with lust and submission. Eleanor couldn't blame her; Luke was a god among men, and they were all lucky to be in his presence. And if that wasn’t enough, Rose’s force of will was enough to bend steel just with a glance. 

Eleanor walked behind the counter of the shop, her high heels clicking on the hardwood floors. She had grown to love the sound they made, knowing each step she took exuded power and control. 

The other bakery staff had gathered now, their eyes wide with shock and arousal, unable to look away from the display before them. They were all women, lucky for them. Any of them who could be transformed by his majestic cum and presence would be, and those who couldn’t would serve the superior specimens of femininity in their new world. 

That is, until such a time came when even the superior were so numerous that all the ugly girls could be culled, and a new hierarchy could be made. 

“That’s...” Lara gulped, pointing, gripping her heavy tits. “That’s my...my cousin and...”

“Where are our cakes, sweetheart?”

Eleanor spoke to her like her darling fiancé wasn’t fucking the mind, body, and soul of her cousin right behind her.

“The...the what?”

Eleanor slapped her. She restrained herself from breaking bones; all the same, the bruise she left would be there for at least a week. Lara’s face began to swell immediately.

“Our. Cake. For the tasting? We scheduled it. We bought out your shop entirely. It should have been all you were working on.”

“Oh.” Lara gulped, looking guilty. 

Beaten women always looked guilty, like dogs who tore up the rug. It was because real women (like Eleanor or Rose or the other harem wives) never needed to be hit. 

"We um. You scheduled so late. But. You paid so much. And. Um."

Eleanor simply raised an eyebrow, waiting. She knew she had scheduled late—the wedding was tomorrow. It hardly mattered. This was the fifth bakery they had visited this morning, the fifth one they had bought out entirely. Punctuality was for peasants. 

Lara's lower lip trembled as she quickly turned around, her breasts bouncing from side to side as she scurried towards the back of the shop. Eleanor's eyes followed the inferior woman's voluptuous ass, dressed in a skirt that was far too tight for her overly curvy shape, and she couldn't help but feel disdain. This was why so many women needed to be put in their place. 

Real women, like herself and her harem sisters, were meant to rule over these pathetic excuses for females. Women who couldn't control their weight or otherwise deserved to be taught their place. 

While pigs like Lara wallowed in their own filth, stuffing their faces and expecting appreciation, real women like Eleanor starved, never consuming anything but milk and pussy honey and Master’s cum, and sculpted their bodies into works of art.

A warmth spread between her legs as she thought about the countless times she'd watched Master discipline other wives-to-be for their shortcomings, and how much it aroused her. She, Rose, Kristine, and Amelia had been above such discipline; that only made the discipline hotter. That only made it more necessary. 

"Hurry up!" Eleanor barked. “Quick now, little sheep.”

Lara shifted her weight from one foot to the other, her plump body jiggling with each movement. Her heart raced in terror, but her arousal was unmistakable. Eleanor could smell it wafting through the air like the enticing aroma of freshly baked bread. This pathetic excuse for a woman was enjoying their dominance, and it made Eleanor's skin crawl. 

She gestured for Kristine to come closer. The hot blonde sauntered over, her hips swaying seductively, and grabbed Lara by the arm.

"Show us," Kristine purred, her voice dripping with menace and desire. Lara stumbled, following in their wake like a lost puppy. The remaining staff gaped at them, envious of Lara's brief touch from such beauty. They would all have their turn, Eleanor thought with a smirk. For now, they needed to focus on the cakes. If they were anything less than perfect, there would be hell to pay.

The bakery was silent except for the rhythmic slapping of Master's hips as he continued to ravage the baker girl in front of them all. Sarah's moans grew louder and louder, her eyes rolling back in her head as she experienced indescribable pleasure. 

It made Eleanor's pussy throb with jealousy and arousal, aching to once again be on the receiving end of those powerful thrusts. 

It had been minutes since the last time he had fucked her—whole minutes of waiting to be filled again by her lord and God!

Lara led them through the pristine bakery, past racks of breads and trays of cookies, to a back room where the true masterpieces were kept. The smell of vanilla and almond icing filled the air, making Eleanor's mouth water in anticipation. Lara fumbled with the keypad on the door, her hands shaking as she entered the code. The door swung open with a hiss, revealing an assortment of cakes worthy of a royal wedding.

“T-there.”

Her voice was already congested and swollen from the gathering bruise and possible concussion Eleanor gave her. Eleanor followed her trembling pointing finger and retrieved the samples of cake from the small open fridge, bringing them back to her darling man as he pounded Sarah mercilessly into the floor.

Each cake was more decadent than the last, with intricate designs and towers of frosting that would make even the most stoic of hearts melt. Luke's taste buds would be in for a treat.

She gathered Amelia and Rose near and the three of them shed their coats, revealing the sparkling hot lingerie underneath. Kristine remained at Luke's side, assisting in slapping and choking Sarah as directed. 

Amelia and Rose stood proudly in their skimpy lingerie, each of them a testament to the beauty of the female form. Eleanor crushed on her Amelia so hard and so often. Amelia's ample breasts spilled out of her push-up bra, adorned with diamond-encrusted nipple covers that glistened in the soft light. Her matching G-string panties were embroidered with pearls, and her long, lean legs were adorned with nothing but a pair of thigh-high silk stockings. She was a perfect hourglass, her waist cinched to perfection, showcasing the fruits of her dedicated dieting and workout regime.

Rose, on the other hand, was an exotic vision with her olive skin and raven hair that cascaded down her back in waves. Her emerald green eyes sparkled with desire as she let her robe slip to the floor, revealing a body that defied belief. Her dark areolas were hardened by the chill in the room and her excitement, her nipples pressing against the sheer fabric of her see-through baby doll nightie. The garment hugged her curves like a second skin, accentuating her voluptuous hips and curvaceous ass. 

Eleanor, for her part, wore an ivory lace teddy that clung to every curve of her flawless body. Her breasts spilled over the top, threatening to escape the delicate lace cups, her cinched waist on display. The lace dipped low in the back, accentuating her perfect ass and providing a tantalizing glimpse of the succulent flesh waiting there. Wearing nothing else but a strand of pearls and a pair of dark lace-topped stockings, she knew she looked every inch the part of a well-bred trophy wife.

Eleanor sauntered over to the table where Lara was still trembling, quivering with fear or arousal or both.

She then handed out slices of the cake to Amelia and Rose and then made one for herself, each of them given one of the three types available.  

Chocolate for Amelia, contrasting so deeply with her pale white porcelain skin. White and vanilla all over Rose’s perfect, hot tits in her dark bralette and garters. And strawberry for Eleanor.

Obediently, eagerly, they readied themselves for their Master’s taste-testing, placing the slices so they rested in their cleavage. 

Eleanor stepped forward, her hips swaying with practiced grace as she neared the writhing feminine form of Sarah beneath their Master's relentless pounding. She knelt down and gently slicked a stray bit of icing from the corner her lip, savoring the decadent flavor on her tongue. 

"Master," she purred, her voice like silk and sex, "we have the cake samples."

Master, panting and covered in the baker's sweet nectar, turned his lust-filled eyes to the three women before him. His manhood, deep inside Sarah still, twitched with anticipation and pushed Sarah all over the floor. 

“Master,” they whispered together, pushing forward against his body even as he continued to hunch over and fuck Sarah to one orgasm after another. “Please...taste us and tell us who’s best?”

* * * * *
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ELEANOR MADE SURE, after the tasting was done, to give Sarah at least a little of her own milk to assist with her recovery, slotting her raspberry-sized nipples into Sarah's plump mouth. The luscious cream from her heaving tits, enhanced from Eleanor’s Alpha capability, would surely soothe the baker's battered pussy and body and help her heal quickly. After all, they needed her talents intact for the wedding. 

Sarah, before Eleanor got to her, was bruised and sore, scrapes and scratches all over. With Eleanor ensuring Sarah was recovered, their Master changed tack and started fucking the lithe chocolate-covered Amelia. Only moments after drinking from Eleanor’s heavy tit, Sarah—with her belly full of Luke’s seed—pushed in on his side and begged him to fuck Amelia harder. The scratches and bruises faded almost immediately, Sarah's appearance becoming more youthful and sexier by the moment. The thick locks of her suddenly voluminous mane of hair wrapped around Luke as he tied up Amelia's legs underneath him and pounded into her gorgeously tight cunt. 

One drab-faced female employee dared to approach within five feet, hoping to worship closer. With a speed that defied comprehension, the viciously sneering Eleanor stepped in front of her and shoved her hard back into the wall with such force that the plaster shattered and the concrete behind that splintered. And then, just as quickly, she turned back to Luke and purred, a submissive kitten once again and dripping with agonizing need to obey. 

Eleanor surveyed the scene in the bakery. Kristine licked up a heavy, heady mixture of frosting and cum from the floor. The employees of the bakery still knelt in the rear of the shop, cumming helplessly from the combination of so many Alpha pheromones. And Rose...

Rose had picked up her coat from the floor and grabbed Eleanor’s hand. 

“I need to speak with you. Please.” She looked serious. "It's about the wedding."

Eleanor had grown to value Rose’s counsel over the past few months since joining Luke's harem. The stunning brunette with her millennia of living had incredible experience with which to guide the decisions of Luke and herself.  

Eleanor excused herself from the bakery with a curtsy and followed Rose outside, leaving Kristine to clean up the mess and Amelia and Sarah to tend to Master. She and Rose both put their coats back on—only Master truly deserved to see the intimate perfection of their forms—and walked together. 

Outside, the air was crisp and cool. Grey clouds covered the sky, but it did not seem like it would rain. Rose walked and Eleanor followed for several blocks up the main drag of the town, until they were at an intersection not far from the front of The Regent hotel. 

Cars stopped and slowly drove off the road into nearby storefronts, tipping over carts of fruits and books. Very quickly a gridlock formed, the intersection naturally creating a kind of steel and fiberglass barrier of automobiles around the two supernaturally beautiful predators as drivers found new meaning in their pathetic, small lives. 

Eleanor recognized the hotel; this was where she and Rose would be later that day. About a hundred yards away—just outside of Eleanor's range of direct mindfucking influence—they could see busses and vans full of young, barely legal cheerleaders emptying out and gathering in the lobby. There was a million dollar prize available for the best cheerleading squad in the country, and aesthetics was one of the prize qualifications. Only the hottest, fittest, and most athletic girls were allowed to compete; but, the winners would win a million dollars each and there were cash prizes in the hundreds of thousands for those in the top ten. 

Eleanor knew all this already, of course, because she had been the one to plan it and it was Master's money that was bankrolling the prizes. It was all part of her special wedding gift for Master.

"Is there something wrong with the hotel?" Eleanor asked. 

Rose shook her head. "No. I'm sorry. I..." she was uncharacteristically nervous. 

“What is it?”

Eleanor stroked Rose’s face. The sexy, supernatural Omega quivered and whimpered, staring into her Mistress’s bright blue eyes. She felt only deep, eternal submission to Eleanor, matched and exceeded only by her submission to Luke himself.

Eleanor couldn’t help herself. Even if Rose was serious, and whatever she advised deeply valuable, it was so much fun to take the stunning goddess-like beauty into her power like this. Only Master controlled her more, which Eleanor loved about him, but Eleanor was able to control Rose in her own way all the same. Rose's bright, honey-colored eyes vibrated with purest, interdimensional need, aching to be made the property of Eleanor again somehow. 

“Mistress...please don't.”

She took a familiar tone. She had earned it.

“I can’t help myself, Rose. You are so beautiful. Would you like to lick my pussy? Is that what has you all worked up? Do you want to go ahead and take one of the cheerleaders now? I see a redhead over there...”

Rose flushed. "Mistress, please. You know I always would. But...I have to look away from you, please? This is very serious.”

Eleanor nodded, allowing it. She was concerned. In the months they had known each other now, the two had become quite close—Rose easily succeeding Kristine and even her Amelia as Eleanor’s closest confidant. But she had never known Rose to look so...worried.

They were friends. They were sisters. They were besties. They were Best-Friends-Forever-Fuck-Yeah! Of course she would listen with eagerness to whatever Rose had to say. 

“I apologize about being so...surreptitious, Mistress. Leading you away from the bakery. But it’s about Master. I think there is a threat present on the college campus.”

“To him?”

Rose scoffed at the idea. “No, Mistress. To you.”

“To me?”

Anger filled Eleanor—mostly at Rose. How dare this impudent slut suggest such a thing? No one was more worthy of her Master’s love than Eleanor herself.

Eleanor slapped her. The shockwave broke the glass of a nearby store. Inside, all the customers were on their knees and touching themselves, watching the two goddesses converse. A few children sat abandoned in shopping carts while their mothers ogled Eleanor's perfect form in her dark pea coat. 

“You silly tart. Say that again and see if I leave you any teeth.”

Rose reeled from the blow, but she did not fall down. It would have left a mark in solid steel, but Rose's perfectly crafted, busty, firm body was not of this dimension. 

“Thank you, Mistress.” Her tone was genuine. “Your attention is well-deserved. I adore you and everything about you.”

Eleanor’s eyes narrowed. At least this silly bitch still knew the right protocol to being slapped. 

“Is there more?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I may very well hit you again.”

“Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

She was being so utterly submissive that Eleanor's ego felt marginally placated. The insult of someone possibly being able to threaten her still stung, but at least it seemed like Rose hadn't delivered with intent. 

“Fine.” Eleanor flitted her fingers. “Carry on.”

Three cars, attempting to get around the parking lot that had developed around Eleanor and Rose, flew into a nearby pole in high-speed collisions, each of the drivers having seen Eleanor and realizing their lives had no meaning. 

Fires were starting from the several wrecks; someone needed to call the fire department, but if they did, they’d probably have had to see the wrecks, which meant seeing Eleanor, which just meant cumming for the rest of their probably very short lives. 

Rose took Eleanor’s heavily-jeweled hands, holding them softly. She stroked the Stone on Eleanor's ring finger—her engagement ring, a rock that was beyond value.  

“I told you of my kind. How we seek your kind out.”

Eleanor was an Alpha. Ancient, powerful lineages of magic-infused genes had gifted her with enormous power, strength, and beauty, only activated once she had—quite by accident—come across the Stone. 

The Stone—an artifact made of pure thought and desire from another dimension—these days seemed to purely obey the will of its owner—that being, of course, Luke, who owned everything about Eleanor. He enjoyed for her to wear tiaras, body chains, and like today, engagement rings with fuck-off large jewels.

Everything Eleanor had now—beauty that could make men forget their families from a wink, billions of dollars available to her, an entire college campus essentially one massive death cult devoted to fingering their virgin cunts to a recording of a beautiful woman reciting her boyfriend-Master's name—was because she was an Alpha. 

Luke, naturally, was an Alpha as well. The only Male of his kind. The subject of much prophecy from Rose's kind. And much, much more powerful than Eleanor.  

Eleanor nodded. “Yes. I remember."

“There is another of my kind here. Only...”

“Only what?” Eleanor smiled, realizing the puzzle. She slid a delicate hand through Rose's hair, as if she had not just brutally slapped her. “Oh, do you think someone will replace you as my dear friend, sweetheart? Impossible. And besides, if they do, that only means they’re prettier than you, and then they would deserve the spot anyway.”

Eleanor's conviction in this was absolute. As much as she adored-adored-adored Rose, if somehow someone was hotter than her, that beauty would take Rose's place immediately. Rose had done the same to Amelia after all, and Eleanor and her Amelia had spent several sheet-soaking nights prior to Luke's arrival in their lives fingering one another and promising eternal love. 

Now, Eleanor treated Amelia with care and compassion still—but clearly held her in lower regard than before. Her Master loved hierarchies, and Eleanor did too. 

“It’s not that." Rose shook her head. The anxious worry on her face was a mismatch to the easy, smooth beauty of her cheeks and mouth. "I mean it is that, she’s extremely gorgeous, easily much more than me—”

“We have to meet her, then. Master deserves a new slave, no? Where is she?" 

"She is on campus. I believe she's been taking territory and girls away from Master. The beach volleyball team—"

"Those dykes?" Eleanor rolled her eyes. She had mostly ignored them; they had all seemed so indelicately proportioned. "She can have them. But if she's pretty, we should get on her right away. I'll have Kristine deliver her milk or perhaps some blankets scented with his seed. Do you know if she's a redhead? Master would love a redhead.”

"She's not a redhead. She's—"

"Brunette? Another?" Eleanor smiled. Her mind raced, thinking of all the possibilities for her Master's growing harem of perfect-bodied breeding bitches. "Of course you're worried. Dark-haired competition? Or is she Asian? Latina? Maybe she's—"

“You don’t understand,” Rose hissed.

She stamped her feet in frustration, still trying not to look straight at Eleanor. 

Eleanor, shocked at this outburst, let Rose keep speaking.

“She is an anomaly for our kind." Rose's voice was slow. "She possesses lineage both from the Alpha line, like you, and the Omega line like myself. Like you and Master, she can endlessly affect others around her. Like me, she can interact with the other dimension I am from. She has incredible powers of suggestion, telekinesis, telepathy, teleportation..."

Eleanor held up a hand. "Wait. You can do all those things? You can read my mind?"

Rose shook her head. "Not that of Alphas or those you control. But anyone else, yes. I am not sure if Astrid is the same. The joining of her lineages is...troublesome. She is too powerful. We need to take care of her somehow.”

Eleanor considered. She really only had two answers for any problem—overwhelming force or overwhelming sexuality. Being the strongest and sexiest woman she knew, she hardly needed anything else. 

“She can’t resist me, can she?”

Rose took a long time before replying. She looked at the milling crowd of young, fertile, beautiful cheerleaders—just out of her Mistress's range of influence—who stared at the obscene amount of destruction not far from them with shock and alarm. Her cunt soaked, thinking of how soon each one would either be dead or serving her Master and Mistress. 

“You are very powerful, Mistress. The most beautiful woman I have ever seen. Perhaps the most beautiful woman ever. But she is...unique. And I urge you to tread carefully or all this could be ruined.”

* * * * *
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THEY ARRIVED AT THE gym after Eleanor rewarded Rose's beauty by allowing her to lick her cunt in the town car. Rose, for all her worry, still had a magic tongue—literally, if you factored in her otherworldly heritage. And Eleanor—being so far away from her Master—needed to cum almost constantly or else she would break down from the despair of not knowing his protection, love, strength, and dominance. 

Rose's contemporary Omega—this Astrid—was stationed at the gym. Eleanor had eyes and ears everywhere across the city. Together, with the rest of Master's harem, they were preparing to eradicate anyone who didn't belong and who had not self-eradicated already. The entire college campus belonged to Master already, and all of the male students who had not either been expelled or suicided (one of Master's several dozen harem trophies suggesting self-termination had a stellar success rate) behaved as if they were permanently disabled, completely out of energy and lethargic to the point of near-death. Soon, their hearts would stop entirely and Master would absorb their essence and grow even stronger. 

For Astrid to be at the gym and for Eleanor to not know about it until after Rose told her bothered her, but then, Eleanor had been rather distracted by the wedding. She and Luke would doubtless be married hundreds of times, she rather hoped the frequency would be at least once a month—he loved wedding dresses and Eleanor looked fantastic in them—but they would only be married first just the once. 

She and Rose exited the town car, still dressed in their hot lingerie and tight coats from that morning. Rose clung to her, deliberately not speaking anymore warnings (at Eleanor's behest) but clearly worried. 

Eleanor wasn't worried at all; she was a living goddess with immense powers over life and death and due to be married to God Himself, and Rose was far too protective. 

It made sense, of course. She had crooned in Luke and Eleanor’s ears nightly how their pairing was a dream come true for her. She loved their love, loved praising their joining, loved how perfectly hot everything about the two of them was. 

With Amelia and Kristine, there was always a little jealousy on their part. Eleanor liked it that way. 

In reality, each lesser harem trophy all knew Master and Mistress's love for them all was only as strong as their looks and ability to pleasure their superiors. If they ever became unfit or less beautiful somehow, no matter the reason, they'd be gone, replaced with someone else.

Eleanor knew it, and they knew it. And they Eleanor would only ever become more and more beautiful than them, being blessed more often with their Master’s body-perfecting seed. 

But with Rose...there was simple, blind, eager adoration of the ever-growing bond between Luke and Eleanor. Rose’s biggest turn-on, it seemed, was knowing that Luke and Eleanor loved each other beyond all measure. For her, knowing that Luke was completely fulfilled, able to have a partner he truly cared for and doted on and adored, was the most sensual experience possible.  

This was why Rose clung so tightly to Eleanor as they approached the gym; Rose’s living fantasy—even as the interdimensional, immortal, walking wet dream she existed as—was making everything about Eleanor even more desirable. 

And Master—a red-blooded male if ever there was one—found the sight and thought and knowledge of his number one girlfriend having a stunning, submissive magical goddess entranced by her beauty deeply hot. 

Eleanor’s tits bounced as she approached the gym, the dark coat she wore wrapped just so and allowing her bountiful tits to be on display. Every eye in the parking lot turned to her, and men all promptly stopped outside their cars to spurt their loads into their shorts. Women simply fainted or threw themselves into the concrete at her feet, begging for a glance. 

“They just can’t get enough of you, Mistress.” Rose’s voice pushed hard into her ear, her brain. “You are everything. As you should be. As you always should be...”

Licking Eleanor’s pussy always made Rose a bit fuzzier and more darkly urging than normal. Still in her tight lingerie, though now it was thoroughly soaked with milk and pussy honey, and her body clearly slick with sexual juices even underneath her tightly-drawn trench coat. The two of them twin Amazonian, tall, incredibly muscular goddesses that still walked and posed with perfect soft feminine presence despite the hardness of their bodies.

Eleanor loved the gym. There was one very near their mansion which they had almost immediately taken over in the early days of their pairing. Luke, enormous and strong, special-ordered extra-heavy weights to work out with for himself and for Rose. Luke was always able to lift more, of course. 

Eleanor delighted in the fact that she was now able to lift their custom-made 200 pound dumbbells easily, several reps at a time. Her body had only gotten more shapely and firm in the last few months, responding to both her Master’s seed and his insistence on maintaining their bodies as temples. It seemed that almost every day she grew taller and stronger, and the more peasants that died around them obsessed with their strength and beauty, the taller and stronger she became.  

Kristine wasn't allowed near weights, of course. She had her strolls in the gardens and their Pilates classes to keep her trim. Amelia, though, lifted like an Olympic power-lifter. Constantly doing squats with incredible tonnage on the wildly bending bars, and dead-lifting heavier and heavier loads that required more and more elaborate set-ups to even allow for the amount of weight to fit indoors.

Eleanor was second strongest behind Amelia (who was simply a natural bruiser despite the length of her frame), but Rose was closing in. Eleanor, being an Alpha, didn't need the gym precisely, but enjoyed it. And she loved feeling her muscles flex and strain, loved the feel of Luke’s eyes on her as she did various bends and lifts and rotations. 

Rose, to her credit, found the act of lifting and working out with their Godlike Alpha Master extremely arousing, cumming on his shoes at least once per session. Meanwhile, Eleanor would strut around in the tightest, skimpiest workout gear she could find, usually something that hugged her every inch of her perfect proportions. 

She loved knowing every single person in the gym—no, every single person alive—wished they were her or with her. This was true even in their private, harem gym, where every girl inside was easily a perfect 10. 

Luke had a taste for the finest things in life, and he expected his trophies to take care of themselves so he could brag about them. All kept themselves in tip-top shape, and anyone who slipped would have an...accident. 

In this gym, Astrid's gym, the scene was dark. The heavy fans blowing air out at the entryway funneled the heavy stench of incredible amounts of female lust. 

A parade of very pretty girls—some of whom Eleanor had been eyeing for a little while to properly indoctrinate into Master's harem—populated the cardio stations. Stair machines, ellipticals, treadmills, rowers, and more were all taken up by thin, sweaty, pretty women with blank determination in their eyes. A quick examination let Eleanor know that they had all been on their individual machines for at least three hours. They were dripping in sweat, and so were the machines beneath them. 

There were no men. It seemed like there may have been, at some point. She saw the same burned shadows that she and Luke left behind when they harvested someone's essence and made themselves more powerful—this Astrid had been busy.

The most unsettling thing was that none of the women bothered to look her way. 

Eleanor had expected this, in some part, having been forewarned by Rose. But expectation and reality were quite different. Her every living memory was being worshiped from room to room, place to place, second after second for every day of her life. Not constantly feeling the orgasmic worship of others even for an instant felt deeply wrong. 

They continued across the heavy exercise mats and the soft rubber floors to the back of the gym and then outside once again. The beach volleyball team had their own special court away from prying eyes. The sport featured a bunch of hyper-fit young women prancing around in bikinis, after all. So, the sand court was enclosed within a tall privacy fence behind a closed door of the gym. 

The court outside was well sized, with two identical pits of sand already set up with nets. 

Rose's mouth had been so wet and warm on her clit just minutes ago, her body hot and eager, but now she had gone stiff as a board, gripped her hand too tightly. 

Eleanor followed her gaze.

And for the first time ever, she felt her breath catch in her throat.

Outside, the entire beach volleyball team was lined up in tiny, hot, skimpy black string bikinis. Their hands were behind their backs, pushing their tits up and out. Presenting themselves to the goddess sitting in the referee’s chair over the net. 

Almost all of the old team were gone, replaced by incredibly beautiful young women that Eleanor didn't recognize. It was like this Astrid had traded the old ugly ones out and only chose the idea of owning the beach volleyball team specifically for the excuse of having gorgeous women wearing bikinis while they were prancing about. Master would appreciate such a thought. 

But thoughts of this hot harem full of potential beauties for her Master immediately left her mind, like a monster shot out of an airlock, when she saw just the side-back profile of Astrid. Even from that angle, Eleanor could tell she was everything Rose warned her about. 

"Shit..." Rose whimpered, her knees failing. "Shit..."

Immediately Rose clung to Eleanor, whimpering, grinding, gasping, begging for permission to cum. 

Astrid was tanned the perfect shade of honey. Her thick, long, dark hair was up in a high ponytail, secured with a scrunchie, giving her an effortless sporty sexiness that even Eleanor—Eleanor, who was still feeling the after-effects of having her pussy glorified almost all morning by a living magical deity—couldn’t top.

Her body! She wore only a tiny white string-bikini. Astrid’s back showed off delts and traps and lats like she’d been carved from marble by some ancient Greek perverted sculptor who’d worshiped toned, muscular women. Her breasts were full and pert and hotly smooshed together, a stark contrast to her utterly flat, washboard belly. 

Eleanor continued to stare lustfully at her hair. Long and lustrous and dark, shone in the afternoon light and made the light itself brighter somehow. And her skin. Toned, tanned skin from head to toe. An easy, gentle, luxurious grace in her every movement, even as she simply sat and observed her harem girls.  

“Come and kneel, whoever you are,” she held out a delicate, jewelry-clad hand. Her Stone singing from a bracelet on her wrist. “I’ll probably get rid of you, but I’m not done admiring this lot yet.”

“I very much doubt it.” 

A mixture of heady, hot feelings hit Eleanor hard. The first was rankled annoyance at being told what to do—fucking no one did that to her except for Daddy. 

The other was an immediate, eager, aroused twinging throughout her whole body. An aching desire in her knees to drop before this goddess, cling to her little referee’s throne, and grind her body against the varnished wood and beg for attention. 

Talking back to Astrid got her attention, though. With nothing but a thought, she turned the entire referee’s tower, crossing her legs elaborately to stare down at Eleanor.  

Eleanor, for her part, did not gasp or moan though everything in her body told her to do so. Rose did, cumming obviously, whimpering and begging in her ear for permission to cum again and to kneel and beg and worship her cross-dimensional sister. 

Eleanor’s eyes darted over those long, long, long legs. The way her glutes and thighs shifted and flexed under the fabric of her bikini bottoms...the way her abs flexed as she bent at her waist...

“Oh.” Astrid smiled. The urge for Eleanor to cum nearly floored her. “You’re like me, aren’t you?”

Rose squirmed. “E-Eleanor, we should go.” 

“Eleanor, is it?”

She floated down to the ground. Like some immaculately talented, strong gymnast, she simply gripped one arm of the throne and lowered herself down using entirely the strength of her shoulder and arm. If Eleanor hadn’t seen her grip, she would have assumed she was levitating. 

Eleanor’s history with the Stone and her Alpha powers was a little complicated. Master, Rose, and the Stone fucked with her mind constantly. She knew, somewhere deep inside, that she hadn’t been born beautiful. She had been quite plain, in fact. 

But then the Stone had swept into her life, and...well, she’d been perfect before she knew it. She’d never questioned it. She didn’t need to. 

But that was then and this was now. She was the trophy wife. She had it all. Her looks, her power, her immortality—on and on and on.

And yet...yet...

Astrid made her feel like she was the fat girl in gym class again, the one no one wanted to pick until last, and even then, only because it would look bad for them if they didn’t.

Astrid must have been born this perfect. It was written on every perfect inch of her body, from the nail beds of her ten perfectly manicured nails to the tips of her toes and back up to the individual follicles of every hair on her head. 

Eleanor had thought herself tall at well over six feet barefoot. Astrid towered over even her, two whole inches at least with heels. And those heels! They were innocuous enough—simple black matte leather stilettos that added four inches to her already impressive height—but on her they were like a crown jewel on an empress. 

Nonetheless, Eleanor drew strength from her love for her God. He needed this hot bitch's cunt to surrender to him. 

“Yes. I believe you’re Astrid? Should we discuss the terms of your surrender now, or after you lick my pussy?”

Astrid smiled—and Eleanor’s urge to cum again nearly floored her. It was such a pretty smile. Eleanor felt more than lust hitting her—she felt love. Infatuation. Obsession with every inch of the woman before her. She wanted to rub her slit on Astrid's shoulders and massage Astrid’s hair into her tits.

She only hoped that her own beauty was doing the same to Astrid. And seeing the way Astrid’s eyes widened at her own smile, she felt her confidence boosting. Astrid wavered, just slightly. Pupils dilating. The volleyball team behind her—entranced and utterly tied to Astrid’s arousal—cumming madly and dropping to their knees if they weren’t there already. 

“Oh look,” Astrid had a voice like honey, languid and sensual and that of a predator who knew her prey had no chance of escaping her. “She can talk.” 

“It’s one of the least impressive things I can do with my tongue.”

Astrid approached and put a hand to her chin, admiring Eleanor up and down. 

“You’re deeply pretty, Eleanor. Gorgeous, really. Wouldn’t you like to find yourself at your knees before me?”

“You’re really sexy, Astrid. Genuinely so. The kind my Master loves. Wouldn’t you love to serve his cock?”

The information that Eleanor had a Master seemed not to be news to Astrid. Was she expecting this meeting? Was it all a trap?

“I don’t fuck men. Sorry, not sorry.”

“Neither do I. I fuck God.”

Astrid’s face heated with a flush. Again, infatuation filled Eleanor. She wanted to snuggle her, make her feel warmer, safer...

“I’m sure his tiny little dick may satisfy you, but—”

“It’s enormous." Speaking of his Cock filled her with strength again. "And fantastic. It makes me cum just to think of it. And I’m sure that makes you hot as well, doesn’t it?” 

They were so close together now, inches apart. Somehow both had pushed into the other, their tits mashing. It was so easy and natural for them to touch one another, for beautiful women to feel up one another’s bodies. 

Astrid’s hand reached forward, slipping up underneath Eleanor’s coat. Feeling her inner thighs, the soaked lace of her lingerie. 

“If he’s really so powerful, then why are you so fucking turned on right now?”

Eleanor reached forward and into Astrid’s bikini, touching her cunt just the same as Astrid did to her. Dripping wet. Hot enough to scorch mortal skin.

“If you’re really so powerful, then why are you?”

“Owning such a delectably perfect piece of property makes me hot, of course. And if he’s as powerful as you say, then stealing him away from you simply shows off more of how perfect I am.”

The volleyball girls crawled forward, touching themselves. Ripping at their tiny swimsuits. Whimpering and begging. 

“You know what you want, and so do I,” Eleanor purred, her voice filled with desire and longing and lust, craving the contact. 

She wanted to own this woman. To make her cum and cum again, wanted to feel those perfect tits in her hands, to taste those lips against her own.

Astrid leaned in first. Their mouths met, but they did not quite kiss, not yet. Instead, Eleanor’s voice dropped to a hot, eager whisper—the kind she reserved for whimpering sweet nothings into Luke’s ear at night and every morning to wake him up while three hot barely legal beauties sucked him off. 

“And if I make you cum,” Eleanor’s lips brushed against Astrid’s, “doesn’t that mean it really turns you on, belonging to the one male in the universe who could possibly own someone like you? He owns me so completely, after all. So totally. That must mean he could extend just a little dominance over you, wouldn’t it? And how much would it take to fuck up your brain? Because if he could own you even the tiniest bit, even at all, wouldn’t that mean he deserves all of it?”

Astrid’s breath hitched. Eleanor’s fingers slid in deeper—but as she did, pushing her whole body closer, Astrid’s fingers slipped deeper inside her as well. Eleanor's thoughts became wildly fevered and orgasmic as she kept talking. 

“Doesn’t that sound so fucking hot, baby?” Speaking to her like an old lover. Like an equal. “Fucking him senseless. Fucking God himself. Aren’t you desperate for it, just like I was? I needed to be owned. Dominated. My will destroyed. I just didn’t know it until he was inside me, fucking obedience into my soul. Forcing me to be the hot, willing, needy good girl I was born to be. Underneath him and him alone...and above all others.”

“No one is above me."

Astrid's voice was erotic moan, kissing Eleanor, trading languid, lavish tongue lashings as they continued to push their bodies into each other.

She protested ably, but Eleanor's fingers were deep inside Astrid's hot trembling pussy, and she could feel Astrid's orgasm coming. 

“No one but him,” said Eleanor.

“N-no one...”

Eleanor nodded. “No one...”

They mashed into each other harder, fingering madly, moaning and whimpering and kissing and then—finally—cumming together. 

Around them, the entire volleyball team came constantly. A menagerie of hyper-fit athletic hotties losing their minds at the sight of the two sexiest women in existence passionately making out and cumming for one another. The pleasure of their shared orgasm hit like a material shockwave. Inside the gym, the electronics sputtered out even as the orgasming cardio girls desperately tried to keep running to get in good enough shape for their new goddess, whomever that might be. 

“Th-there...” said Eleanor, kissing Astrid wetly. Their tongues melded together for a long time, dripping suspension bridges of saliva between their hot sculpted chins. “I...I hope you learned your lesson.” 

“I hope I did too.” 

Astrid pushed herself hard into Eleanor’s body, rubbing it down with her entire self, and slid onto a towel left out on the sand. She spread her legs wide and beckoned Eleanor with a finger. 

“Please...teach it to me one more time? I’ll be such a good student, I promise...”

Eleanor stepped forward. She was on the cusp of breaking Astrid. It had to be now. All she had to do was lick her cunt, her pretty pussy, her perfect body. All she had to do was kneel and worship and—

Rose grabbed her by the arm. Somehow the madness of the super orgasmic burst had cleared her thoughts.  

“Mistress, please. We have to leave."

"Nonsense," said Eleanor. "I...she's here. I have her. She needs...needs me..."

Rose gripped her harder, using all her strength to bring Eleanor back just a quarter of a step. 

"The hotel. The plan. We’ll be late, and then he won’t get what he deserves...”

Something released inside of Eleanor's brain, like a fist unclenching. Remembering her duty to her Man. 

It was the only argument that could possibly work on Eleanor’s lust-addled mind. 

“You’ll give him what he deserves,” said Astrid. “Doesn’t he deserve me? Just lick me, princess, and I promise I’ll learn my lesson. It will be so easy...” she spread her legs wide, touching herself. “Can’t you just...see it?”

"It’s a trap. Please, Mistress. Please. Master needs us. Please?”

Everything in Eleanor’s body said to stay and worship Astrid. But she knew Rose was right. 

Whimpering, stamping her feet, she left with Rose and ignored Astrid’s ever-louder pleas for her tongue. 

* * * * *
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“N-NO. P-PLEASE,” SAID Wendy. “I’m a v-virgin. I won’t even let Johnny kiss me. I’m saving myself for marriage...”

Eleanor slapped her. It was a casual blow—even softer than the one she’d used on the baker that morning. Wendy’s pretty, young face was red, but not bruised at all. Eleanor wanted her to stay pretty for Master.

Wendy was a hot, barely legal, redheaded, teenaged cheerleading queen from somewhere on the other side of the country. She still had her uniform on—a skimpy little thing that painted her body like a second skin. She was thinner than the other cheerleaders, taller, leaner. It made her perfect breasts stand out even more, bouncing enticingly with each sobbing breath she took.

Her desperate, confused, whimpering beauty made Eleanor’s pussy ache. She loved enslaving for Master, fucking minds for him. Abducting women and fucking their brains until all they knew was endless, hot, eager service for their new God. Wearing nothing but her lingerie now, her coat off to one side, she felt every part the perfect, fuck-hungry, enslaving trophy wife of her god that he deserved. Next to her, constantly posing and cumming, stood Rose in her own lingerie. 

The hotel room was standard middle-of-the-road fare. A part of Eleanor’s mind that had not yet been rewritten by the glory of the Stone remembered the time she had spent in such rooms on family road trips (only she had no family, only Master and the Harem and the Stone) to boring cities with zoos and museums (except she had never been to a boring city, everywhere she had been had been a metropolis of wealth and fashion aching to burst open for her and present her with multitudes of gifts for her endless beauty). 

The room had a short pseudo-entry with a bathroom on one side and a closet on the other. Beyond that was the whole room—a bed, a cabinet with a television on it, a barrel chair, and of course the six other drooling whimpering blank-eyed mindfucked cheerleaders that Eleanor and Rose had gathered already that afternoon. 

Three of them were naked. Three more were barely clothed, wearing soaked panties and tight, ripped tees. Their thighs glistened with the streaming honey of their overactive cunts, their nipples slowly producing more and more milk. The smallest cup size among them was now a C—it had been an A when Eleanor and Rose began. 

“If the name of another ‘man’ leaves your mouth without it being accompanied by the word filth, I’m going to make you regret it.” Eleanor picked up the nearby television remote and in one easy motion flattened it with her palms. Bits of circuitry and plastic shot to the ceiling. “Do you hear me?”

Wendy nodded, gulping. “I d-do, b-but, please...please, I don’t understand...w-what did you do to them?” Wendy said, trembling.

She looked at the other cheerleading queens—all hottest young teenage beauties from different cities around the country. All of them utterly mindfucked, drooling, transformed. Their incredibly hot, ultra-fit, busty proportions splitting their skirts and bursting from their tiny tops. 

“They wanted to be pretty, just like you,” said Eleanor. “Just like every other girl.”

Wendy shook her head. “N-no...”

Eleanor advanced on her with a sensual slowness that made the girl’s teenage cunt sing. The cheerleading uniform was already damp in anticipation. 

“Yes. ”Rose flexed her hips “We’re going to make you pretty too, Wendy. Pretty like us. Pretty for Master.”

Wendy backed away—but not fast enough. Eleanor easily grabbed her by the throat, squeezing with cosmic totality as her other hand went up to Wendy’s chin.

Wendy’s cunt was slippery, hot. A smoldering wet oven. It was a shock it didn’t steam. 

“I don’t understand...” she whimpered again. “I don’t understaaand...”

Eleanor rolled her eyes. They all wanted to understand. What was there to understand? It was an overrated feeling. 

It wasn’t like she understood her endless obedience to Luke and her murderous desire to carry out every vestige of his eternal, indomitable will. It certainly wasn’t like she understood the decision to walk away from Astrid’s picture-perfect cunt and the hot tongue-bath she was aching to give it, had probably been aching to give it since forever, like it was written in the cosmos of the big bang all the atoms of herself that would one day be able to meet all the atoms of Astrid’s hot cunt and how they were meant, meant to be together a-and...

Eleanor’s mind turned back on, her vision flashing white and blue. 

She lost another gap of time—the Stone did this to her all the time. But usually not in the middle of a seduction like this. She had been thinking of something so important, someone so important, and...

Anyway, now, in front of her, Wendy looked up at her from her knees. Rose was next to her, holding her face and smiling wickedly. 

“You’ve done such a good job letting us fuck your mind, sweetling,” said Rose. “You love your new Mommy, don’t you?”

Wendy’s voice was breathy “I just want to...to obey.” She stared up at Eleanor with perfect love. “I love you, Mommy.”

Eleanor smiled. Even with her mind so totally blanked, it was easy to slide back into the hot routine of domination. 

“There’s a good girl.” She stroked the pretty thing’s face. “You’re quite popular, aren’t you?”

Wendy nodded. Her lovely face shining with sweat, lust, and love, thick red hair framing her cheekbones and making her plush lips look even more full.

“They all want to be you?" Eleanor stroked her thick hair. "They’re all so jealous. They spend all their time wishing they could be closer to you. Wishing they could belong to your group. Probably all in love with you.”

“That’s...that’s right.” Wendy smiled nervously. “I...I sometimes wish I was into girls, because it would be way easier.”

“Oh, but you are into girls, my dear. Aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Wendy said, after a moment. Her eyes blank and aching. "I’m into girls. I’ve always been into girls.”

Rose licked her lips. “You’re so thirsty for pussy, aren’t you? It’s just a matter of opportunity, isn’t it?”

Wendy moaned, rocking her hips back and forth mindlessly as if to slowly fuck the air. “Yes, Mommy...yes, Mommy.”

Eleanor smiled and leaned in. “Tell me again how pretty your Mommies are.”

Wendy moaned with each syllable. "M-m-m-m-my Mommies are s-so p-pretty. So p-perfect.”

"And what do you want to be, Wendy?" Rose asked as she slowly penetrated her.

“I...w-w-want to be...” Wendy's eyes rolled back in ecstasy, “I want to be pretty too! Pretty for Mommy. Pretty for Mistress. Pretty for Master...”

It was such a perfect moment. Eleanor felt her heart bursting with real, deep infatuation for this young beauty—the moment of her total submission and realization. 

Suddenly, a large man with a dark beard burst into the room. Eleanor realized, belatedly, that he had been knocking and then banging and smashing the door for some time now. She had been rather hyperfocused on Wendy's pretty face. 

His eyes were wide at the scene before him. “What the fuck is this?” 

“We’re turning these girls into mindfucked love slaves for our Master.” Eleanor laughed. “Whatever does it look like?”

He advanced on Eleanor, growling. A real brute. His arms and torso might have been considered muscular if Eleanor had never seen her darling Master.

“That’s my daughter, you fucking psychopath. What the fuck is wrong with you? What’s...what...ungh.”

In the initial moments, he hadn’t really looked at Eleanor, just projected at her. The build-up to this moment for him—knocking, banging, bursting the door open—had been a collection of anger, outrage, and indignation. 

Those waves of emotion broke harmlessly over the eternal rocks of Eleanor’s beauty. She simply waited, stared, and when he finally fell silent, raised an eyebrow. The intruder began to breathe heavily, his pathetic dick streaming out one load after another into his pants.

“You...” he managed, dumbly. “You’re...”

“I know, I know,” Eleanor said, already bored with this intrusion. She waved a hand dismissively. “Perfect. Irresistible. And so on and so forth.”

She stood up straight, easily a foot and a half taller than the brutish father in her stiletto heels. The man stared, entranced by the sight of her long legs and incredible tits in her lingerie. He was drowning in them, drowning in her beauty.

“I’m glad we understand each other,” she said, walking towards him and then tossing her thick blond hair and posing, smiling back at her newest acquisition.  “Now, what is it that you want me to do to your daughter?”

He dropped to his knees. His pants filling immediately with one unstoppable cum shot after another. 

“...Anything. Anything you want, Mistress. Please. I...I love...I love you, I’m so sorry, I...”

“I know. Run away, now.”

His legs failed him several times, the strength gone from his pathetic body. He turned, one last time, to see his daughter sneering and laughing at him as he scampered away. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


“I’LL TREASURE YOU, forever and ever. For my entire, entire existence.” Eleanor’s white gloved hands looped tightly around her Master’s neck. Her voice was a soft, aching whimper. “I’m yours. I’m so totally yours. I have only ever wanted to be yours and yours alone. I love you. I love you so much.” 

She continued to kiss his chin and lips and neck as she trembled and orgasmed.

Each orgasm was soft and sweet, little kisses of pleasure along her brain as she slid and gyrated and ground her perfection into his titanic body. 

They stood at the altar at the head of the church, lit only by candlelight and the glowing blue light of their Stones. 

His cock was buried deep inside of Amelia’s throat. Eleanor’s grinding cunt pushes against the back of Amelia’s beautiful head, her honeyed juices slowly soaking Amelia’s skull. He stood naked, proud of his immense body and all its muscle and glory.

Next to them, Rose read from a thick red tome. It was not the Bible; Eleanor didn’t know what it was. The language Rose read aloud doesn’t even sound like language at all; more a collection of orgasmically-charged aches, moans, pouts, coos, and whimpers as she stared adoringly at Luke and Eleanor. An artifact from her dimension, probably creating all kinds of supernatural bindings and invoking dark ruinous powers. 

“You’re the king." Eleanor kissed him more. "The titan. My God. You are God. You are everyone’s God. I worship you. I need everyone to worship you. And I promise, my entire existence, all I will ever do is ensure more and more women worship you how you deserve.”

Eleanor wore a tight, white evening-gown style wedding dress. Her ivory skin glowed in the flickering candlelight, her perfect breasts cleaved together by a deep V neckline. It was as if she were a living, breathing, fuckable bride of God. Her chest heaving, her nipples poking through the material. 

Luke wordlessly grunted as he came inside Amelia’s willing mouth and throat for at least the dozenth time since they had begun. He loved Eleanor, loved everything about her willingness and beauty and power. She never failed to turn him on totally.

Amelia gave back as good as she got; each time her Master’s cock twitched inside her, she’d moan and cum harder, arching her heavily-muscled back and bucking her head into Eleanor's perfect cunt, writhing like a serpent. 

Eleanor kissed him harder, hungrier, her tongue probing his mouth. Fuck—she thought as her Master's seed filled Amelia's flawless throat—real women are so fucking lucky to be able to do this!

“Thank you,” Eleanor whispered into his ear. “Thank you, Master. Oh my god, my god, thank You...”

Luke grunted, before shoving his one hand up her dress and gripping the back of Eleanor’s head, fingers tangling in her platinum blond locks as he forced Amelia to deepthroat him to the base. 

He and Eleanor were as close as possible in a perfect, private intimate moment shared only between Luke and his thirty closest fuckdolls. 

“Please, let me be your wife?” Her teeth rake his chin. “Please, let me be your wife? Please, let me be your wife? Please let me be your wife?”

Tears flowed down her cheeks. Of course they only made her look sexier; her glam-ready make-up was untouched. She was just clearly emotional and aching to be his. 

This was only the rehearsal, of course. Even so, Eleanor had fully dressed in her tight, cleavage-baring wedding dress—and so had all the rest of the girls present—because Master couldn’t quite decide on which outfits he liked better. So he told them all to wear one for the rehearsal and one for the real thing. 

That meant, of course, that they had to give him a rehearsal worthy of the several hundred thousand dollars he effortlessly dropped on the dresses. 

She continued to kiss and whimper and pray and grind, enjoying the hot feeling of his orgasm passing through every atom in her body; they were so close, so intimate, that all their pleasure was linked now. 

Eleanor only wished her entire mind was on him. Instead, doubt nagged at her in a Astrid-shaped problem. Her resistance to Eleanor's wiles; her power; her beauty. Oh fuck, her beauty...

Eleanor kissed Luke harder and he kissed her back, unable to know that it was the memory of Astrid's gorgeous body spurring Eleanor on. 

She tried to focus. Her hands gripped Luke's biceps, chest, abs. So strong. Such a god...

The situation with Astrid was a little disturbing, it was true. But it could wait until after the wedding. Certainly her man’s preoccupation with her and the wedding would be all-encompassing. And if just to ensure his attention wouldn’t stray, she and Rose had decided to make tonight extra special. 

Slowly, they broke the kiss. She guided his attention to the aisle, where his new cheerleading fuckslaves waited wearing cleavage-baring sports bras, thick thigh-high socks, and lacy underwear. The night of their first pairing, she had promised him exactly this presentation; her body throbbed from the knowledge of keeping her word to her man.

Eleanor snapped her fingers and beckoned the leader of the small group forward, enjoying the blank mindfucked look on her face and the small constant tremors in her slight, young body that signaled her unending series of orgasms in Master's presence. What a good girl she was turning out to be.

“This is Wendy.”

Luke nodded, looking her up and down. Still fucking Amelia's mouth. 

"She'll make a terrific servant."

“Of course, tomorrow, you’ll have many more. But for tonight, I thought it might be special to have this one?”

Luke stepped forward, touching Wendy's face. Stroking her cheek, toying with her hair. She came, purring and leaning into him like a desperate kitten. 

"Please..." she moaned. 

“She’s a virgin, Master. And she’s all yours.”

This was all he needed to hear. Pulling out of Amelia, totally exposed, his body perfect, hard, and enormous. His cock standing proud, jetting precum like a fountain. Amelia collapsed to the floor, gasping and shaking.

In just a few seconds, he had Wendy pinned to the ground and pushed himself up inside of her. Eleanor—like she had done a thousand times before—pushed in on his hips and urged him forward into the barely legal cheerleader’s dripping hot cunt. 

“W-wait...” Wendy whispered. “Wait. No. No, please, d-don’t...”

His cock was Holy, it was a privilege. Eleanor knew that hard, powerful, forceful sex was his right as God, and she adored helping him with it now. 

“M-mommyy?” Wendy’s voice was manic as Luke shoved up inside her. “Mommy...mommy, please, it’s sooo good, oh Mommy, Mommy, Daddddy...!”

He pushed up inside Wendy hard, and all her resistance crumbled like the facade it was before his power and glory. Pleasure rocked through Wendy’s system, orgasm after orgasm rewriting her brain as her new Master bulged inside her tiny, tight barely eighteen year-old abdomen. 

“Yessss...” she moaned, feeling her Master’s power flow into Wendy. 

On Luke’s other side was Rose, cooing just like Eleanor. They spoke almost in unison. 

“That’s it. That’s it. That’s so perfect. Fuck her...breed her. Own her...”

Her voice was soft, measured, eager. Befitting a queen, a goddess, a regal trophy wife. She loved her Man so much and all he deserved, loved the fact that he could arrange the enslaving and mindfuck of this gorgeous teenage fuckdoll so easily. Eleanor couldn’t believe that she thought even for a second that she would want anyone more than him. 

The girls crowded in around him—at least twelve lucky ones able to touch and push in on Luke as he fucked Wendy over and over, thrusting in and out of her body with the orgasming women around him grinding into him in time with his thrusts. 

“Yes, yes! Yes, Master— fuck her, breed her...” they whispered and prayed, their voices never louder than the hum of white noise.

“Fuck...” he groaned. “So tight...so hot...”

He was going to cum. Eleanor and Rose clung tighter to his body—practically scaling his mountain of muscle and grinding their slippery cunts into him while his pace picked up tremendously. No one as large as him should have been able to move so fast, and yet he did, pounding Wendy down into the ground with tremendous force. 

Luke's orgasm was tangible in the air, a shockwave of pleasure that rippled through each of his trophy wives and shook the church ceiling above them. The bell in the tower began to gong; it was nowhere near the end of the hour. The force of his incredible orgasm was enough to make it ring. 

Wendy writhed, trapped between her Master and his unyielding seed and the press of the most powerful women in the world, climaxing mindlessly as their orgasms crashed into hers like a tidal wave. Eleanor and Rose shared a smug, blissful look.

Wendy's body clenched and contracted around her new owner, eyes glazed over with bliss.

“Y-yes...please, Master. Please...”

Eleanor and Rose smiled at each other; a job well done.

“Thank you, Master.” Wendy kissed his chin, her mind still reeling as Eleanor and Rose helped her up. “Thank you...thank you...thank you for forcing me...”

Eleanor was so focused on Wendy’s submission and how much her Master deserved it that she did not notice right away when all the girls parted. There was suddenly more light in the room, more air flowing, and a different but familiar scent filling her nostrils.

Eleanor understood what was happening just before she saw it, like she had seen a coin flip and knew from its trajectory it would land on heads. She looked up, instinctively reaching toward Luke and aching for his strength to guide her.

Astrid was at the head of the aisle. She wore a slinky, clingy red gown. She was even more beautiful than the last time Eleanor had seen her, if that were possible. Her hair seemed longer. Her tits bigger. Legs fitter, leaner, lengthier. How was it even possible? She had already been so gorgoues. The dress sparkled like it was made from millions of small diamonds.

“Oh fuck. Darling." She stared right at Eleanor. "Well done, sweetie. What a hot little minx you found for Mommy and Daddy. Show us what she can do, yes?”

Eleanor didn't know how to respond. She so badly wanted to obey. Astrid was so beautiful and she was so helplessly drunk on Luke's lust.  She looked to Luke for guidance, for power to resist...

And he was on his knees. 

“Mistress...” he groaned. His cock spurted helplessly, cumming load after heavy life-giving load all over the ground as he stared lovingly at Astrid’s form. 

Eleanor couldn’t believe her ears. Her eyes. 

"I was so fascinated when you resisted me earlier," said Astrid, smiling and strutting closer. She took Luke’s enormous head into her hands and squeezed his cheeks, inspiring another hot round of thick cum all over the floor. "I just had to find out who this stud was who you said was so strong. And fuck, you're right. Do you know that? He's the only man who's ever been inside me. And I gifted him with service to me as his reward. Come, my love. Have another taste."

She sat down on a throne of flesh—the girls in the church gathering themselves around her naturally for her to sit on their backs and heads. 

Luke immediately slid between her legs and began licking and—at the same time—still cumming uncontrollably all over the girls beneath her and the floor. 

“This could have been you, sweetling.” Astrid smirked. “But I do have to be fair. He submitted to me first. Priority is priority, after all. But...” she bit her lip, clearly orgasming. Wrapping her legs tighter around Luke’s head. “...I c-can still make room for you. All you have to do is serve me, just like Daddy.”

Eleanor barely had time to consider or even to refuse. Luke turned his head just slightly and barked out an order. 

“Clean me up, girls. Clean it all up, right now.”

He referred to the growing, endless puddle of cum at his and Astrid’s feet. Eleanor dropped to her knees automatically with Rose, Amelia, Kristine, and every other hottie in attendance. They were compelled; the power over them was absolute. 

They all licked his seed off the floor while he continued to lick his Mistress. Eleanor, eager to obey, licked most dutifully of all. 

# # #
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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. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


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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