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Synopsis 

Wealthy lesbian dominatrix Victoria Dupont acquires a mystical "Yoni Amulet" promising irresistible allure over women. After humiliating rejection by straight high school teacher Kelly Thompson, Victoria uses the amulet's power to shatter Kelly's resistance at a school dance, forcing her into abject submission. Victoria later gifts the broken teacher to her vengeful former student Jade, who escalates the degradation with brutal, dehumanizing rituals. The story concludes with Victoria successfully enthralling another young woman, Trisha, at a charity event, demonstrating the amulet's continuing power to bend women to her will through supernatural domination and psychological unraveling.

The Yoni Amulet Necklace

At fifty-three, Victoria possessed a life that many envied: a sprawling estate, more money that she could spend in a lifetime, and a carefully curated social circle of special friends. Yet, beneath the veneer of effortless elegance, a gnawing emptiness persisted. Victoria was “Sapphic” attracted to women, and she was a Top who was in search of a submissive lesbian to use at her delight.

One evening, while strolling through obscure online forums dedicated to ancient rituals and esoteric arts, Victoria stumbled upon something that snagged her attention. It was an advertisement for a "​Yoni Amulet necklace," described as an occult charm infused with Muan Sarn Sacred Powders. The prose was intoxicating, as it promised that the amulet would amplify sex appeal, and drive one's sex drive to exhilarating heights The advertisement also claimed it could hypnotize anyone into declaring their undying love and devotion to the wearer of the amulet.

Intrigued, and perhaps a little desperate to find a new submissive, Victoria bypassed her usual advisors. She navigated the labyrinthine payment system, and, within a week, a small, unassuming velvet pouch arrived. Inside lay a smooth, dark crystal necklace in 18k gold. intricately carved into a stylized representation of a yoni egg.  It cost Victoria almost $20,000 but money was no object to her. The Amulet felt surprisingly warm to touch, radiating a subtle, earthy scent that was both alluring and ancient.

The change wasn't immediate, not a dramatic lightning strike. Instead, it was a slow, almost imperceptible shift. At the next lesbian charity gala, where she usually felt like an observer, Victoria found herself the center of attention. Women she’d known for years, she’d barely registered before, suddenly seemed to see her anew. They lingered, their gazes holding hers a beat longer, their conversations punctuated by genuine curiosity and a palpable warmth.

Tonight there is a parents teacher meeting at Victoria’s niece’s high school and with Janet and her parents vacationing in Europe, Aunt Victoria is going in her place. Victoria Dupont hadn’t attended a parent-teacher night in a decade, not since her niece Janet was in pigtails, but Europe-bound siblings demanded the sacrifice. Algebra posters plastered the hallway walls—unfortunate reminders of her own boarding school failures—as she strode toward Room 214, expensive Valentino Boots clicking like a metronome against linoleum as the faint scent of her Chanel No. 5 cut through the lingering aroma of dry-erase markers and adolescent apathy. 

Kelly Thompson was mid-sentence about polynomial functions when Victoria appeared in the doorway, haloed by fluorescent light. The teacher’s voice faltered. Something about the woman’s sharp collarbones visible above her silk camisole, or the way her gaze swept the room like a lighthouse beam, made Kelly’s carefully rehearsed curriculum points evaporate. Victoria took the lone plastic chair facing the desk, crossing legs that ended in lethally pointed toes. "Janet’s aunt, Victoria Dupont," she stated, "Proceed."

One by one the parents went to Ms. Thompson’s desk to discuss their child’s progress in class. When it was Victoria’s turn she took a plastic seat opposite Ms. Thompson and crossed her legs and looking directly into Ms. Thompson’s eyes and announced, "Jane and her parents are on a grand tour, if you will. They'll be embarking on a delightful and rather prolonged vacation across Europe. Paris, Rome, Vienna... they're planning to immerse themselves in culture and history for quite some time."

"Europe?" Kelly Thompson finally managed, her voice a touch bewildered. "For... how long?"

Aunt Victoria waved a dismissive hand, adorned with a rather impressive diamond ring. "Oh, a good few months, at least. They felt it was time for Janet to broaden her horizons, to experience the world beyond textbooks and homework. 

Mrs. Thompson opened a slim folder, her fingers tracing a few lines of text. “Well, Victoria,” she began...

With her eyebrows raised Victoria interrupted “No dear, you may call me Ms. Dupont.”  “Okay Ms. Dupont I’m so pleased to tell you that Janet is doing exceptionally well in Algebra.”

Victoria looked Kelly Thompson up and down and liked what she saw. Kelly was in her early thirties, with a nice slender body. She stood about 5’5, blond, with 34b tits, and a nice round ass. Janet had told her that Kelly Thompson had been divorced for the last five years with no kids.

Leaning casually against Ms. Thompson’s desk, "That is simply marvelous," she stated, her voice smooth and low. Then, without preamble, her eyes locked onto Kelly’s, sharp and unflinching. "I’m lesbian, you know." A beat hung in the air, thick with the implication. "And I bet you’d be great at eating my pussy. What do you think?" The vulgarity landed like a dropped textbook in the quiet room, stark and shocking against the institutional backdrop of motivational posters and algebra charts.

Kelly froze mid-stack, her knuckles whitening around the papers. A flush crept up her neck, stark against her pale skin. She’d fielded awkward compliments before, misplaced confessions from lonely parents, but this was a grenade tossed onto her desk. Her polite facade cracked, replaced by wide-eyed disbelief. "Ms. Dupont," she managed, her voice tight, "that is entirely inappropriate, and for your information I’m straight!" The words felt inadequate, a flimsy shield against Victoria’s raw, predatory confidence.

Victoria merely smiled, a slow, satisfied curve of her lips. She pushed off the desk, closing the distance slightly, her perfume intensifying. "So you are straight, you’re Kelly the straight girl?" she murmured, her gaze drifting pointedly over Kelly’s sensible cardigan and worn slacks. 

"Or is it just inconvenient? You look like you haven’t had sex in years." Her tone was conversational, almost pitiful, yet laced with undeniable challenge. She leaned in, lowering her voice further. Lots of women think they are straight, but a taste of pussy, well! 

“Listen, even if I was a lesbian which I’m not, I wouldn’t want to be with an old, chubby woman like you. I’d want some young pussy!  Not that old, shriveled thing between your legs!” Kelly exclaimed. Now get out!”

Victoria’s eyes lingered on Kelly’s worn slacks, specifically her crotch, a silent, dismissive acknowledgment. "well see," she repeated, by the way “I always get what I want." Victoria said as she walked away, her expensive Valentino boots clicking against linoleum and the scent of her Chanel No. 5 aroma lingering in the air.

––––––––
[image: ]


HIGH SCHOOL DANCE

The gymnasium buzzed with hormones and cheap cologne, a riot of glitter-streaked teenagers swaying under pulsing strobe lights that couldn't quite bleach the lingering scent of decades-old sweat from the basketball court floor. Victoria Dupont stood apart near the punch bowl oasis, her tailored silk Chanel trousers and emerald Dolce & Gabbana blazer swallowing the neon chaos whole. Her fingers traced the carved jade curves of the yoni amulet beneath her collar, it’s cool weight a familiar anchor in this sea of adolescent desperation. Across the room, Kelly Thompson laughed at something a gangly sophomore said, her sensible cardigan and khakis radiating wholesome authority—a lighthouse Victoria intended to extinguish.

Kelly’s smile faltered as she caught Victoria’s predatory gaze, the teacher’s knuckles whitening around her clipboard. Victoria watched the flush creep up Kelly’s neck, recalling their last encounter at the parent teachers meeting: Kelly’s trembling "no" as Victoria whispered promises of expensive trips and lesbian debauchery. Tonight, that refusal would dissolve like sugar in champagne. The amulet warmed against Victoria’s sternum, its ancient magic humming like a plucked harp string only she could hear.

Victoria glided toward the makeshift stage where Principal Henderson fumbled with a microphone. Her Louis Vuitton stiletto heels clicked beneath the bass-heavy pop song, parting clusters of students who instinctively recoiled from her glacial elegance. She paused beside Kelly, close enough to catch the lavender scent of her laundry detergent—a fragrance Victoria found unbearably provincial. 

"Miss Thompson," she murmured, her voice silk-wrapped steel. "You look positively... docile tonight."

Kelly stiffened, her gaze fixed on a group of students attempting the Charleston with disastrous enthusiasm. "This isn't appropriate, Victoria." Her whisper was frayed at the edges, betraying the tremor Victoria had anticipated. The yoni amulet pulsed against Victoria's skin, its energy coiling like a serpent tasting the air. She watched Kelly's pupils dilate almost imperceptibly as the artifact's influence seeped through the teacher's resolve.

Victoria's fingers brushed Kelly's elbow—a gesture that appeared casual to passing chaperones but carried the weight of possession. "Appropriate is such a tedious word, darling. Like your cardigan." She leaned closer, her breath disturbing the fine hairs at Kelly's temple. "Remember how you trembled at the parents teacher meeting almost shaking when you turned me down? Such delicious vulnerability." The amulet's magic thickened the air between them, turning Kelly's sharp inhale into something ragged and yielding.

Kelly's clipboard clattered to the floor as her knees buckled. She caught herself on the edge of the stage, fingers digging into crepe paper streamers. "Stop..." The word slurred, heavy as syrup, her eyes glazing over as the yoni's power coiled around her synapses. Victoria smiled, plucking a stray glitter fleck from Kelly's collar. Around them, students shrieked laughter at a failed backflip, oblivious to the silent unraveling happening inches away.

Principal Henderson's amplified voice boomed overhead, announcing the limbo contest. Victoria seized the distraction, steering Kelly toward the shadowed alcove beneath the bleachers. Crushed plastic cups crackled underfoot. "Such resistance," Victoria murmured, pressing Kelly against a cold support beam. The amulet flared against her throat, casting jade-tinted shadows across Kelly's slackening face. "Breathe it in, darling. That scent isn't lavender anymore, is it? It's surrender."

The teacher's knees finally gave way completely, her body sliding down the beam until she knelt in a puddle of discarded glowstick fluid. Her gaze, once sharp with defiance, now swam with unfocused devotion. Victoria watched a single tear track through glitter on Kelly's cheek—not of sorrow, but profound, terrifying relief. The yoni pulsed, humming a silent tune that resonated in the hollow of Kelly's surrendered will. "There," Victoria murmured, crouching to meet those vacant eyes. "Was that so hard?"

Victoria's thumb pressed the amulet firmly against Kelly's parted lips, feeling the damp heat of her exhale. "Say it," she commanded, her voice a velvet scalpel slicing through the din. Kelly's tongue darted out, tasting the cool jade before her whisper emerged a broken, wet sound: "I’m Yours." The word hung between them, thick with magic and shame.

She slid her fingers into Kelly's hair, tightening her grip until the teacher's scalp burned. "Louder, bitch." 

Kelly's next whisper tore from her throat, raw and guttural: "I’M YOUR BITCH." 

It echoed off the metal beams, a confession swallowed by the gym's roar. Victoria felt the amulet's magic settle deep into Kelly's bones, a parasite finding its nest. She pulled Kelly closer, "Good girl," she murmured, her thumb tracing the wet imprint the yoni left on Kelly's chin. "Now, stand."

Kelly's limbs moved like rusted hinges, her movements jerky and uncoordinated as Victoria guided her upright. Glowstick fluid smeared across Kelly's knees, staining her khakis with lurid green streaks. Her eyes remained fixed on Victoria's throat, where the amulet pulsed faintly beneath silk. The vacant devotion had solidified into something colder—a doll's glassy stare.

Victoria steered them toward
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wields a mystical Yoni Amulet to enslave women,
including defiant teacher Kelly Thompson, then
gifting her to sadistic former student Jade.

Janet Ryan





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





