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Dominant and Divine



The dreams had grown more intense of
late. Nikki awoke, bathed in sweat, her muscles stiff and her
throat sore from a night of gasps and moans. In the light of day,
she remembered nothing; nothing but fragments. Scattered images and
imagined sensations that made her blush. Teasing voices and
alluring scents. Candlelight reflecting along attractive bodies,
wreathed in tight, shimmering blackness. Bodies moving together in
sensual rhythm. And a beautiful face that, as hard as she
tried, she could not get into
focus; a woman more gorgeous any that she’d ever seen, with hair the color of flame and a body
so immaculately feminine that she could only exist in a fantasy—and
yet, even as the thought passed through Nikki’s brain, the woman
directed her gaze downwards, to the growing bulge between her legs
that surpassed that of any man alive…

Nikki
sagged back once more into her tangled sheets. The visions had
faded for this night. But they would return, in vivid detail,
sooner than she could have
known.

 


* * *

 



Disturbing ancient artifacts rarely
turned out well. It’s almost
as if the Elder Ones meant
it when they put down those
runes warning people away, on pain of the wrath of their
curse. ‘We want no visitors,
thank you very much. Don’t even slip a note under the door’. And
yet, generations upon generations of curious—sometimes fatally
so—archeologists insisted upon delving into their dusty tombs,
their ruined temples, their strange idols; never stopping to think
that their gods may have been forgotten for a good
reason.

Hecatonic University was a beacon for such curious souls.
Here, the untold histories were preserved. Here, the forbidden lore
was spoken. And here, the next generation of truth-seekers were
trained by the mad or infirm survivors of the last. You might call
it reckless—or idiotic,
dangerous, and worse things besides—to store so much eldritch
knowledge in one place; but had you voiced such an opinion, you
would never have been admitted in the first place.

Nikki
fit right in. Here she was,
breaking into the Sumerian Collection in the maze underneath the
Faculty of Archeology, assisted by her current crush and fellow
grad student, Charlie.

“Are you
sure we’re supposed to be down here?” he asked, casting worried
looks down the ill-lit corridors behind them. Shadows lurked in
every corner. “The professor said—”

“We’re
definitely not. Hand me the screwdriver.” Nikki forced the door
with practiced ease and stepped inside. The air was still and
dusty, but the young woman smiled all the same as she felt the almost oppressive weight of the
time contained inside the vault; relics of old, relics of power,
meticulously stored, cleaned, and labeled for her use. Something in
here had called for her—she only needed to find it.

Charlie
lingered at the threshold. “I
don’t know about this…”

“Listen,
you want to impress Professor McKinzie, right? So, you need to
start from some impressive material. It’s all down here. She
didn’t not
say to look in the restricted
storage, right?” Nikki gave
him a reassuring smile, but she was far too impatient to keep it up
until Charlie got over his scruples and soon ditched it in favor of
unceremoniously yanking him inside.

With the
door slamming shut behind him, Charlie resigned himself to her
designs. “Alright then,” he
said, his shoulders dropping. “What’re we looking for?”

“I don’t
know yet. Something regal. Powerful. Something…” She closed her
eyes—and for a moment, was
transported into the half-remembered darkness of her dreams. She
saw a pair of eyes, unblinking, trained at her. She saw lips, the
color of rubies, full and sensual, twisted in a smirk. And,
briefly, she saw Charlie, handsome and naked, lying beneath her.
Then she was back, shuddering with the intensity of her
vision.

“You’ll know it when you see it,”
she muttered.

Charlie
put his hand on her shoulder. “What was that?”

Nikki
shook her head. “Nothing. Try
to find something about Ea-nāṣir if you can, there should be a
tablet or two down here. The old hag will love that.” Then,
following a spontaneous impulse, she turned to Charlie and,
mirroring her dream vision, flashed the same seductive smile at
him. “If you find both, I’ll give you a special reward. You know
how excited good archeology makes me…”

The boy wasted no time getting to
work.

As
Charlie disappeared between the shelves, Nikki was left on her own
in the treasury of artefacts. To her eyes, the clay fragments, the
figures, and the carved symbols seemed to come alive, moving in the
corner of her eyes (and even some when she looked straight at
them). A trance came over
her; with her companion gone, there was no reason to hide it, to
pretend that she wasn’t
half-possessed. She staggered through the cramped spaces, turning
left and right without hesitation, as though she’d walked these
hidden paths all her life. And finally, drawn by a faint,
otherworldly glow to the deepest, most secret alcove, she found
it.

“Is that… a penis?” Charlie
asked.

Nikki
jerked back to reality at the sound of his voice. Where had he come
from? But as she turned to admonish him for creeping up on her, she found that she was back
under the lamp by the entrance, holding her prize up into the
light. And yes, it was most certainly a penis. Fashioned in bronze
and richly decorated with silver filigree, it had been fashioned
with love and care into a breathtakingly lifelike ideal of a cock.
Ideal—and huge, she thought,
nodding with respect at the commitment to size-queening of its
long-dead creator. Whoever they were, they knew what they
liked.

“Yes,”
Nikki said, shaking off her sluggishness. “The penis. The Cock
of Gilgamesh.”

“Oh.” Charlie furrowed his brows.
“Sounds a little too spicy for Professor McKinzie.”

“To hell with McKinzie. I found
all I need.” Nikki gripped the heavy metal shaft tighter in her
hands. She felt it throb.

“Nikki…
I can tell that you’ve got ideas, and
I’m here for it. But
shouldn’t we at least grab some stuff that we can use for the
assignment while we’re here? Before we head back to the dorms and
desecrate this antique dildo?”

“No,”
she said and grabbed his
collar. “My ideas, first.” There was a fire burning in her eyes, a
hunger that had to be sated. Simply holding the erotic artefact in
her hands empowered her and entreated her to indulge in its
heedless hedonism, but she wanted more. And now, at last, she saw
her path clearly.

She
kissed Charlie—and willed
them to her bedroom.

 


* * *

 



Charlie was less surprised at
teleporting through time and space than Nikki had expected. To be
fair, so was she. She felt disoriented, sleepwalking, as if her
life had been a mere facade,
a play to be acted out from a half-remembered script. And never had
it been more intense than in the last hour, where she had been led
on puppet strings towards the grand reveal.

So, appearing by nothing less
than magic in her bedroom felt almost a matter of course. Why waste
time before the denouement?

“Strip,”
she told her boy, and he stripped. Nikki herself was already naked,
though she would not remain as such for long. Mere nudity was not
sufficiently kinky. And so she looked at her hands as the answer spread from the Cock of
Gilgamesh: a black liquid seeping out from the bronze tip, the
droplets moving towards her fingers as if compelled so by an alien
gravity. There, the liquid encased her skin, becoming solid, and
spread down the length of her arm in a tight, glossy glove. The
process repeated as the artefact gushed anew, splattering her belly
before the liquid latex moved downwards and obediently wrapped her
legs in similarly sleek stockings.

Charlie
sat on the bed, enraptured and hard as a rock. “Nikki…” he murmured, speaking softly as if afraid to break
the spell.

“You needn’t worry. Nothing on
Earth can stop me now.” She gave him a cock-sure grin, enjoying his
reaction as she struck a pose with a hand on her hip. A hip that,
to the careful observer, would seem slightly wider, more
curvaceous, than it used to be.

“I don’t think anything ever
could.”

“Well,
true enough,” Nikki laughed. “But still. Quit it with the flattery
for a moment—you’ll want to
pay attention to this part.”

The
relic pulsed in her hand, its
pace quickening. It was enough to make her own heart flutter and to
set her loins ablaze. For a moment, she simply lost herself in the
sensations, the rush of euphoric well-being. She felt acutely aware
of her whole body; her skin growing flush, her nipples hard, and
her cunt dripping wet. That, perhaps, was what propelled the Cock
of Gilgamesh onwards, moving of its own accord with her hand merely
following. Down between her legs, to the heat of her eager sex. And
to the breathless titillation of her obediently waiting boytoy, she
plunged it inside herself.

There
was a path where this was all she would use it for. Fucking the
artefact and gaining its powers, becoming a goddess of sex and
hedonism, to fulfil every fantasy she could think of. Nikki wanted
it all. But she also wanted a bit more kink… And so,
she withdrew the Cock of Gilgamesh, dripping with her juices, and
turned it around.

Held
against her pubic mound, the relic first lost its metallic luster.
Then the ornaments and
mystical symbols, the silver wirework encasing the length. And then
it lost its statue stiffness, instead growing wild and bucking as
it rooted itself between Nikki’s legs. The relic was no more—but Nikki’s fat, needy
girlcock had emerged, ready to make its mark on the world—and on
her gawking crush.

 


 


* * *

 



The dreams had grown more intense of
late. Now, they had come alive—and Nikki was here for it.

“Still
think your homework is more important than this?” Nikki asked,
laughing, as she stroked her new cock. It felt good in her hand, thick and meaty, and it sent
a wealth of unexplored sensations through her body, urging her
arousal to rise to dangerous new heights. She had already been
flooding wet; now her
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