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––––––––
[image: image]


RECENT RELEASES

––––––––
[image: image]


WISHFUL THINKING – Taboo Harem

A wishing stone offers James the chance to turn his obsessive crush into his own obsessing love slave—and her hot adopted daughter too!

––––––––
[image: image]


TROPHY WIFE INITIATIVE – The Bundle

Trophy Wives are gorgeous. They’re obedient. They’re seductive, sensuous, and sensational. They’re totally obsessed with giving their new husbands all the pleasure they deserve. Bad, frigid wives are put in their place, heiresses learn to respect the man of the house, and homewreckers learn the consequence of their actions in these hot tales. 

––––––––
[image: image]


VIRGIN DELIGHTS – A Bundle

TWENTY tales of first-time sex for gorgeous beauties who learn that they're nothing but hot, pretty property for alpha males!

––––––––
[image: image]


WATCH ME – EVIL SHRINK

Trying to find some way to stop himself from gathering more slaves,  accidental harem-owner Dennis seeks out a psychiatrist to hopefully drug him until his curse ends. Except...he managed to find the one gorgeous shrink who thinks the way he wants to control people is really sexy, and who knows how to get into his head to make him think the same way...

––––––––
[image: image]


HYPNO HEADSET – A BUNDLE

The entire Hypno Headset saga is collected here in this sensationally sensual bundle! A wicked teacher uses hypnotizing headphones to transform the hottest students and teachers at a prestigious dance academy into his evil sexual servants. 

––––––––
[image: image]


JUST 18 DELIGHTS – A Bundle

Barely legal virgins are brought under the thrall of massively-endowed alpha hunks in all eighteen of these gloriously sexy stories about unprotected sex!

––––––––
[image: image]


HAREM FAERIE TALES - Bimborella

An erotic twist on a classic. She's the plain-faced sister of two ultra-hot princesses chosen to be the Evil King's brides. When her Bimbo Godmother makes her an offer to set things right, she can hardly refuse, even if it means transforming her body into a temple of sensual lust...
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SUCCUBUS HAREM – THE Bundle
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LOLA WOKE, GROGGY, in a dark space.

She sat on a padded chair, hands tied behind her back. Her ankles tied to the legs of the chair. One ankle was broken—had already been broken for almost a week now from a cheerleading accident—and was tied double-tight to the chair around the boot she wore. The rope was nylon, maybe even bungee cords? And she could squirm around inside it but could not loosen its grip. 

And her mouth—

Her mouth was gagged. A rag? A towel? Something was stuffed in there making it impossible to scream. 

She tried anyway. What the fuck was happening? She let out a sound as big as she could despite the gag, which wasn’t much—but maybe, if there was an air vent, or someone passing by, then maybe—

“Oh, hey, sorry, sorry.” 

It was a man’s voice. Lola’s heart sunk into the pits of her stomach. Of course it was a man. 

And something about his voice—the way it hit her eardrums, wormed into her brain—something about his voice made her pussy twitch with arousal. 

The gentle, virgin shape of her pussy twitching from his voice was when she noticed her folds were already rather moist, so sopping wet in fact that the bottoms of her naked thighs sat in a small hot puddle of her own making. And from the smell she could tell it was definitely her own sticky, sweet honey, like the whole time she was unconscious she had been dreaming hot dreams about the best fuck of her life. 

The lights flipped on with a snap and an industrial hum filled the room as they flickered to full brightness. Lola blinked rapidly, scanning the room for threats despite the constant nagging pulses of her deeply aroused body. 

It looked like a basement, one that had installed flooring but not a ceiling. The rafters were dusty and she could see the bottom of the floor above. The lights were the big halogen kind. Boxes of junk sat in a corner; a long row of shelves near some steps held dry grocery goods—canned beans, bags of flour in plastic boxes, sauces, toilet paper, paper towels. 

She squirmed hard in the chair. She forgot—as she had forgotten upon waking for the past five days or so, since the accident—that her ankle was broken. And she put weight on it inside the boot and then screamed in the sudden shooting pain. 

“Hey, calm down, don’t hurt yourself. Don’t hurt your throat or anything. Your ankle. You’re going to need those.” He laughed. “You need all your parts, yeah? Everybody does.”

The man pulled a chair in front of her and sat down. He pushed some of her hair out of her face, admiring only briefly the silky-soft golden strands.

“I thought you would be up an hour ago, sleepyhead. I was just on my phone and stuff. Sorry I didn’t see you wake. I was keeping it dark, you know, out of respect. I thought it would be nicer to wake up in the dark. I like it better that way, I mean.”

She screamed again, or tried to. Her ankle still throbbed in pain, and even as it did, her body still cried out in odd, formless arousal. He just looked at her calmly. He took off his glasses and pulled a cloth from his pants pocket and wiped them clean slowly with one breath and then another.

He was large, built, dark-haired and traditionally handsome. A lantern jaw and bright dark eyes. She wished he was ugly, of course—not that it would really matter to her. Lola wasn’t attracted to him; she wasn’t attracted to guys at all. But her cunt, pulsating, dripping, was definitely attracted to something.

Why, why did she have to be so turned on from being tied up like this? And why did she have to find out about this apparent kink of hers now?

Slowly, she settled down, focusing her gaze on his obviously flat, well-built midsection. It was hard not to fixate on the growing, throbbing bulge in his trousers. 

“Okay. Are you done? Do you get it? We’re not in a place where someone can hear you. I’m sorry about that. I know it must be kind of scary. But nobody’s going to hurt you, all right? I’m in charge here, and I really, really don’t want any harm to come to you. Honest.”

She just glared at him. He stared right back at her. For the first time, Lola thought about how she was in her panties and tee shirt; what she had been sleeping in when she went to bed last night. The shirt was tight and too sheer for public appearance but it made her feel great about her modest-but-stunning tits and the tightness and length of her torso. Between the cool air of the basement and the adrenaline rush of waking, her nipples had become erect.

He could see. He stared. 

He stared too at the smooth, thin, graceful lines of her sculpted legs. Her thigh gap even as she was sitting down. The tightness of her core—her core, her core, her core that she worked on day in and day out with drill after drill and one work out after another. 

And of course, she was beautiful. Her face, her graceful body, her face, her hair, her face. She knew that being the hottest girl at the university had something to do with this, maybe everything. He was young too, her age. Did he go to the university? The student body was small, but she didn’t recognize him.

“I’d like to take your gag off. I can tell it’s uncomfortable. But I don’t want you to scream.”

She glared at him; that’s exactly what she was going to do if he didn’t want it. 

“No, look, really. I don’t come down here often, but I know there’s rats down here. We keep the groceries here, the ones that won’t go bad, you know. And they go after them. I see their droppings. I'd bring an exterminator, but you know, then he might see something like you? That's no good.” He laughed, as if she might understand his dilemma. “Anyway, I’m afraid your screaming might spook them and then they’d want to go after your toes or something. You know? We’ve been keeping them hungry. Not on purpose, but because we’ve been putting the food in more and more containers they can’t get through. So they’re a little nuts, I’m afraid. If you scream, you’re just letting them know you’re here and they’ll investigate. And if you scream, I’ll go upstairs, because I don’t want to hear it—just an awful sound, you understand—and so it will just be you and the rats.” He paused and then chuckled. “I’m Nathan, by the way.”

He was crazy. Lola had been abducted by a crazy person. It was clear from the odd tilt to his voice, the hyper-focus in his language, the extended and defensive rationality around what he had done. She needed to get out of here. And while she didn’t know if anything he had said about the rats was true...she certainly didn’t want to risk it. 

“I know you must be thinking, too,” he said, “that if I go upstairs then you can start to get out of here. But I—look. Do you know anything about knots?”

She shook her head. It was the truth.

“Yeah. I didn’t think so. I do. I know a lot. You can imagine, huh? That I might do a little research before kidnapping the most gorgeous girl in the city. I’d want it to go well. I’d plan for a lot of contingencies. So chill out with the escaping, all right? You might also think you’ll bust through that chair and get the ropes loose that way, but that thing is solid walnut, all right? It’s an antique. I don’t care if it breaks, mind, but if you’re just as likely to break your legs or your wrists if you try to bust it down. You might even re-break your ankle. Got it?”

She nodded. 

“I’m not saying you can’t escape?” He shrugged. “Hell. I don’t know. I thought about this a lot. But don’t try it those ways. You’ll just hurt yourself. I don’t want that. I really don’t.”

She was getting more and more of an idea of what he did want, the way he looked at her. Devouring her with his eyes. 

“All right,” he said. “I think I got through to you a little bit. Are you ready? I’d like to take the gag off. And I’d like for us to have a conversation. I’m sure you have a lot to say.”

* * * * * 
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“IT’S JUST WATER.” HE held the glass up to her lips until she drank. “You saw me fill the pitcher.”

She couldn’t speak because her throat had been so dry. Her lip were cracked and the skin where the gag had been was raw. The irony of her mouth being dry when her pussy was so obviously wet, apparently using up all the liquid in her system, was not beyond her. 

He had filled up a filtered pitcher of water from a spout in the wall and while the water passed through the filter, he had applied lip balm to her lips and some moisturizer to her cheeks.

It only occurred to her after he was done that she should have bitten him. She probably could have taken a finger if she really tried. But the attention from his hands had felt strangely calming, and she had needed the moisturizer and the balm. Lola had been blessed with lusciously perfect skin her whole life, and she had always been rather terrified of being taken by some late-stage growth spurt of sudden, awful acne destroying her natural, sunny good looks. 

“Here,” he said, setting the glass of water down for a second. “Your ankle must hurt, right?”

He had her pill bottle, prescribed to her from the hospital. He took a moment, reading the instructions, and then took one out and pushed it toward her mouth.

Again, she thought of biting him. But she couldn’t dry-swallow pills—it just made her gag—and her ankle throbbed terribly. She let him press the pill through her lips against her teeth, trying to ignore how he kept his fingers there, touching her puffy, overtly-kissable lips rather longer than he needed to. 

But she couldn’t ignore the way her pussy sang when his flesh touched hers. And she couldn’t disguise the moaning whimper that slipped from her mouth as her tongue wrapped around the pill and slipped against his fingers. 

What was happening to her?

Then he brought up the glass of water and let her drink. Almost immediately, the pain in her ankle subsided. 

The feeling of his fingers against her lips stayed with her. Had he touched her when she was asleep, when he brought her here? How had he managed to do that? Had he drugged her? She suddenly imagined his fingers, sliding up into her entrance while she slept, pushing past her virginal resistance...

Her knees closed and she looked down at the ground. Her cunt continued to pulse, like a dynamo of sexual energy powering up her core and clenching her thighs and ass.

“What do you want from me?

“I think you can imagine. You’re gorgeous, but you’re not stupid. It’s something I admire about you. A lot of girls on your team are very stupid. They think Descartes is an influencer.”

Most of them probably couldn’t even spell Descartes, to be honest, but Lola wasn’t going to bad mouth her girls in front of him. She was still cheerleading captain until their next team meeting, where she would be inevitably kicked off the post because of her ruined ankle, but she was doing her best not to hold it against the team.

“I’m not going to sleep with you.”

He chuckled. “We’ll see. You haven’t even heard my offer yet.”

“Your offer?” She struggled not to roll her eyes. “What could you possibly have to offer me?”

“Youth. Beauty. Superhuman agility and dexterity. Probably the immortal kind? It’s hard to say. I haven’t lived long enough. But it seems like it would be stable for quite some time. My guess is eternity, yeah.”

The pain pills brought with them a familiar sort of fog. Lola had a history of addiction in her family and was quite particular about her dosage; she didn’t overdo it, not once. And she was relieved when she had her first dose and found that she actually didn’t like the feeling—that kind of distant, unattached floatiness did not suit her proclivity for taking charge and figuring out the next steps. 

That said, while she felt a slight buzz as she heard this explanation, she wasn’t that high.

“I can tell you don’t believe me.”

“Yeah I mean...what? You’re offering, like, what, health food?”

“Health food!” He chuckled and snorted. “That’s good.” 

He stood up and unzipped his trousers and—before Lola could say anything—pulled out his cock from his pants. 

“Does this look like health food?”

She whimpered and giggled in helpless, instant arousal. It was a strange reaction. 

She wanted to make fun of him—to mock him for exposing himself. She wanted to cut him like that, to hurt him for the way that he had hurt her sense of safety and well-being. 

But his cock was...

It was beautiful. 

Aesthetically, it was perfect. Lola was into girls, but she wasn’t beyond the appreciation of a good cock. There was something primal about wanting one, usually for her a faceless, formless fucking from someone a thousand times stronger than she could ever hope to be. Someone, probably, with terrible opinions and who opined about lost traditions between man and women and who made her feel stupid and stuffed her brain full of patriarchy. 

But that was only maybe once every few months, when she was deeply horny and nothing else worked. 

When she did think of a cock, she thought of one that looked just like his. Large. Thick. Veiny. Glossy with precum. Already hard. Springy from its need to thrust inside of her. Drool, unbidden, came to her lips and was the only reason she didn’t let out a long, shuddering moan—because she had enough self-control not to dribble spittle all over his exposed member. 

This...this cock was more than just beautiful. It was hot. 

Looking at it felt almost hypnotic. White noise rushed into her brain, filling up the foggy spaces with pleasant, easy warmth. Her jaw worked up and down, like she was already trying to make space for its massive girth inside her tight teen esophagus. In fact, if she leaned forward just a bit...

Then he put it away. 

“That’s enough for now,” he said, smiling. 

With the cock out of sight, Lola found that she was straining forward against her bonds, drool slathered down her chin. She had been pulling with all her might toward it for a better look. It was so funny, like all her thoughts had started to disappear just from seeing that cock, that beautiful cock, that hot cock...

He snapped his fingers and brought her back to reality. 

“I don’t like that you’ve had that pill,” he said. “I think it makes the effect a little stronger on you. But I really don’t want you to be in pain, either, that’s important to me. The same as it was really, really important to show you why you’re here. Why you were chosen.”

“Wh-what?” She felt almost drunk. “What do you mean ‘chosen?’”

“My cock is special. A lot of things about me are special now. And it would only affect you like that if I truly wanted you, if we were truly compatible. Not everyone is.”

Lola shook her head. The fog was clearing, but the arousal was still there. She needed to cum so bad. How long had it even been since she’d had an orgasm? A week? A month? Maybe on her eighteenth birthday six weeks ago?

“I don’t understand. Are you going to fuck me?”

She noticed she hadn’t said the other word, the r-word. It felt wrong somehow...

“I want you to be honest with me. Okay?”

“Yes.”

It was just simpler to agree. It felt good, and besides, she didn’t want another rant like he’d done about screaming.

“Do you know how pretty you are?”

Lola blushed furiously, despite herself, despite her situation. He thought she was pretty. Anger filled her—at him, at herself. Anger at swooning from this kidnapping, huge-cocked devilishly handsome creep who thought she was pretty. God, he was so fucking hot.

“Come on,” he insisted. “Answer the question. Do you know how utterly gorgeous you are? From head to toe. You’re absolutely stunning. Do you know that?”

“...yes.”

She did. Men and women were always staring at her. It didn’t matter what she wore or how she did her hair or make-up. It always just seemed to work and it always meant she looked spectacular. 

“Do you like it?”

Admitting that she did was even worse than admitting that she knew it. You weren’t supposed to admit you liked being pretty when you were; people hated that. People judged that. 

“Answer the question, Lola.”

Her cunt pulsed wildly at hearing his direct command. He was such a man. And so handsome, too. And his cock...

“Yes.” She nodded. “Yes, I do.”

“And you know that, eventually, one day, one way or the other, that will go away. Maybe even sooner than later, with your shattered ankle. You’ll get out of shape. I’m sure you’ve thought about it. Maybe your genetics will help. But you won’t be the same, ever again. Have you thought about that? You’ll be fifty-four one day, your age times three, having lived the life you’ve already had twice over, and the whole time you’ll be thinking about how because of one mistake, one stupid mistake from someone else on your team, you’ll never be as pretty as you were when you were freshly eighteen. Have you thought about that, Lola?”

Of course she had. How could she not? Her mother never shut up about the same thing. For her, it had been a pregnancy—but her body had never quite recovered, and she spoke constantly about the glory days when she was young and men ate out of her hands. Pregnancy turned her from a Perfect Ten to a Sexy Seven—and the difference was astronomical. Doors were still opened for her, but gone were the expensive gifts, the trips to foreign countries, the free rides wherever she wanted...

Lola wanted to think she was above wanting such things, but she truly wasn’t. And besides, though she was clever enough, all her attention in life so far had been for pursuing athletics, and that was ruined now. 

“It’s simple. All right? You suck my cock. You swallow my seed. And your ankle? Totally healed. Your beauty that you’re so proud of? Yours forever. Your youth that you’re so afraid of losing? Yours forever. Those cheerleading championships in a couple of weeks? Not only will you compete, but you’ll demolish the competition. You’ll feel terrific, every hour of every day. Your soul will vibrate with happiness, fulfillment, and purpose. Your every waking second will be filled with soul-filling, coital bliss that loops in on itself in a never-ending spiral of pleasure and joy. All you have to do is suck my cock. After that, you'll do a lot more, of course. But sucking my cock, just once, is all it will take to convince you of everything else.”

She just shook her head and muttered. 

“What was that?”

“I said fuck you! You’re a fucking psychopath! I’m not going to suck you off because you’re fucking crazy and think you’re a-a-a fountain of youth or whatever!”

He just smirked at her defiance and ruffled her hair. 

“Let’s get you cleaned up.”

* * * * * 
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HE LEFT THEN, AND FOR a few minutes Lola thought that she had misheard him or that getting “cleaned up” was metaphorical or something; some kind of crazy talk for being left alone. 

Then she heard the harsh click-clack sound of heels coming down the wooden staircase, accompanied by a pair of giggling female voices.

Two phenomenally gorgeous, young women appeared at the foot of the stairs. Lola was taken aback by how sparkling hot and put-together both of them were. They wore tight a-frame leather miniskirts and sexy ankle boots, showing off the delicate lengths of their long legs and the tightness of their asses and abdomens. Both were blond—one had thick, wavy shorter hair and the other had straight hair that was so golden it was almost white. The former had a crop-top tee shirt with a big pink heart on it and the other wore a tight, button-up vest with nothing underneath except her bulging,mouth-watering tits. Both looked young—Lola’s age or very nearly. 

“Hi!” said the pink heart girl. “Is that her?”

“Who else would it be?”

“I’m Penny!” she clapped her hands together. “Oh gosh, let’s get you out of that, huh?”

She rushed to Lola’s side and took her out of the bonds. It happened so quickly that Lola thought she must have been crazy good at knots, until she saw that Penny had simply pulled the ropes apart. The ends were completely snapped clean.

But that was crazy. How could she be that strong?

It didn’t matter. She was free! Right away, she tried to rush to the exit, but her ankle was so completely busted and the other girl was there.

“I’m Violet,” she said, pushing Lola back with a firm grip on her shoulder. “You’re not going anywhere, so don’t even worry about that. We’ve got to clean you up for Master.”

Lola tried in vain to break Violet’s grip and to outmaneuver her. Squirming, twisting, sliding, all to no avail. In front of Violet’s serene, accepting, warm beauty, she felt like a child having a tantrum and eventually stopped struggling out of embarrassment. When she did, Violet cupped her face and kissed her briefly on the forehead. 

“There, there, dear. It’s all right.”

Lola, so close and completely inside her ice-blue gaze, shuddered. 

“Oh,” Violet smiled. “You’re a lesbian, aren’t you?”

“What? No. I mean. Maybe. What if I am?”

Violet just smiled. Predatory, hungry. Lola could almost feel her tongue already sliding up against her cunt, licking her for days and—

“The bath is this way,” said Penny, gleefully tugging her to the corner. 

She pulled a curtain aside and revealed a remarkably well-kept bathtub, the stand-alone kind with legs ending in golden claws. There was already warm water inside and a bouquet's worth of rose petals. 

“How...when...?”

“Don’t worry about that,” said Penny. “Let me get you out of these clothes, okay?”

Lola did not have time to agree or disagree before Penny took a pair of scissors to her panties and shirt, handing the remains to Violet. There was a tall, wide full-length mirror right next to the bathtub and in it Lola could see Violet continuing to devour Lola’s teenage beauty with her eyes. 

In the mirror, Lola saw her body responding in kind - nipples hardening and becoming increasingly sensitive - while Violet watched as if entranced by her form. 

“You’re so beautiful,” Violet whispered. “Too perfect for those clothes. Too special to be covered up in something so inelegant.”

Lola felt powerless and vulnerable under her piercing gaze. She stepped into the temperature-perfect warm bath water just to have anything at all covering her nakedness. She even forgot to cover her ankle, but it hardly felt like it mattered anymore. If it got wet, then it got wet. Why fight it? Why fight any of it?

But sliding into the water meant that she slipped right into Penny's waiting grasp. Soaps and oils slid across Lola's skin, guided by Penny's patient and compassionate administration, cooing eagerly with every long brush and stroke of Lola's fair skin. Her fingers were soft and strong.

A real woman. This is what a real woman feels like. 

An intrusive thought. But one that wouldn't fade. Penny was a real woman. And Violet was a real woman. And if Lola wanted to be a real woman too, she needed to figure out what made them tick. 

And why wouldn't Lola want to be a real woman? Why else was she here on this planet? Wasn't every pretty girl dying to be a real girl for their Man?

The thoughts came so quick and eager and fierce that she couldn't fight them all. Violet's hands joined Penny's on Lola's body, massaging and washing, both of them cooing after her every angle and detail of Lola's young beauty. Lola could feel all her worries, anxieties and fears melt away. Her heavy, needy tits bobbed in the water, only barely covered by the rose petals. 

Violet leaned in close to Lola and whispered huskily into her ear. “You really are so truly beautiful.”

Penny’s hands that traveled up Lola’s body like a snake’s tongue, savoring every surface they touched. They met Violet's at her thighs—so close to her gyrating, eager hips and her pussy...and then trailed away, sliding up her abdomen and across her shoulders. Lola groaned.

After soaping her up entirely, they settled in on two different spots. Violet's fingers isolated on Lola's collarbones, and Penny on her hipbones. The pleasure, running in two different directions, centered entirely around Lola's needful cunt. 

Maybe it was the contrast between Penny's gentle care, Violet’s hungry eyes and her own open desire, but something inside of Lola snapped and she arched up against Penny's hands, almost shouting her plea to cum.

“What do you think?” 

Penny's voice was frustratingly casual. Lola groaned again, thrashing, hips pulsing in time with the needs of her pussy.

“A-about what?”

“About his cock, silly. About the offer. Are you going to accept it?”

Violet tsked. “Don’t tease her, dear. She’s already a nervous mess.”

Penny seemed to ignore Violet. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it? His cock. I dream about it every night, even when he’s already inside me.” She sighed happily. “I could dream about it all day. He’s so handsome. So perfect. And his cock makes me so wet...”

Her hands slid up and down Lola’s hips as she spoke, soapy and slippery and pushing eagerly. They still stayed away from her cunt—her aching, needy cunt—but part of Lola wanted so badly for one of them to touch her there. She was such a live wire, all she would need is a little touch and she was sure she would cum so hard...

“It was...” Lola gulped. Thinking of his cock while these beautiful women soaped and washed her body made her shiver with uncontrollable heat. “...it was so...big.”

“Big and hard and amazing,” said Violet, her lips sliding against Lola’s ear. “The most amazing cock in the world. So perfect. You can imagine it, can’t you? Just losing yourself by drinking his cum down. Then you’d be pretty just like us.”

“Now who’s teasing her?” chided Penny. “She’s already plenty pretty. Prettier than either of us were.”

“Just think of how pretty she’ll be after he takes her.” Violet’s hand was on Lola's chest now, between her breasts. Her fingers slipping up toward her neck and then down against her heart again. It would be so easy for Violet to hold her neck, to choke her... “That’s what happens when you drink his cum. He owns you, but then you’re so much prettier. And you don’t even have to work for it. Doesn’t that sound lovely?”

“Hnnnh.”

Lola had a hard time answering. It was like the two of them were deliberately touching every part of her body except her erroneous zones. Was it? Was it all deliberate? But they were being so friendly...

“It doesn't really matter if you're a lesbian or whatever,” said Penny. “I mean, I was his sister.” She giggled. “I guess I still am. Adopted. But we grew up together...and I think of myself more of his slave now.”

Lola's mouth was agape. She could hardly stand how turned on she was, let alone the obscene filth that Penny was disclosing. Her body squirmed under the water, looking at one pretty face and then the other.

“So anyway,” Penny giggled. “If I'm still attracted to him by now, you will be too, see? I never liked him before. But I was a stupid bitch, then. I'm much smarter now. I know I'm a silly dumb girl who exists for his command.”

“Silly...silly dumb girl?”

“I mean, you are attracted to him, aren’t you?”

Lola gulped. They were right. Ever since Nathan had left, she’d felt a deep, aching sense of longing inside of her that she’d only ever felt for crushes of hers—all of which had been other athletic girls until this point.

“How do you know that?”

Violet smiled. “He makes girls wet, dear.”

“He’s everyone’s type, babe,” Penny giggled. “I don’t really know about the science of it? He tells me I’m too dumb to understand, and he knows everything, so he must know that I’m a dumb giggly bimbo just like he says. But I think it has to do with the way we’re addicted to his cum? It changes a lot of things about us.”

“But I’m...” Lola shook her head, trying once more to push away the lust. “This doesn’t make any fucking sense! I’m not even straight!”

Violet and Penny both laughed for a moment, and then Violet reached out and took her hand.

“I’m not either. I was married to a woman for a long time.”

“W-where is she now? Doesn’t she want to help you?”

“Oh, she’s not around anymore. Nathan didn’t really approve of how she looked, and I realized he was right. She had to be put down. He makes other attachments seem so...unimportant. Expendable.”

It took a moment for Lola to understand exactly what had happened to Violet’s wife.

“Oh my god.”

“Don't worry, I've put all of her old finances in his care,” said Violet, misinterpreting, “Nothing to worry about. And I’m not attracted to any other guys. I still love sex with girls, but only his girls. So far, that’s Penny, but there will be lots more.” She licked her lips, still holding and now stroking Lola’s hand. “So many more. Other girls, the uninitiated, just don’t excite me anymore. But girls who have been marked by him do something extra.”

“It’s almost as good as fucking him,” said Penny. “It’s so hot. He has such total control over us. And if he’s going to fuck a lot more women, it makes sense that we would need to be sated by fucking each other. We just need to do it a lot more.”

Violet raised an eyebrow. “Penny licked my pussy for three hours this morning, didn’t you, sweetheart?”

Penny melted and shuddered. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

Violet smiled. “I love pushing her to her limits. When you become his, you’ll understand.” She bit her lip. “We’re just like him. Ownership, power, dominance. That’s the only way to get the most out of life. He’s the kind of man who knows how to live. And he’s willing to share that with us. Are you willing to accept it?”

Lola stared at the two women for a moment. She saw the way their eyes shone with adoration and excitement as they spoke. She wanted that. To be loved and to worship. But it was so scary, and she could hardly think straight...

"I killed my wife just to suck his cock," Violet whispered in her ear. "Can you imagine what I'd do to lick the pussy of a supremely hot babe like you?"

"Oh...fuck..."

For a moment, as they spoke, the need to cum had subsided. Now, with Violet's whispers, it returned with a vengeance. 

"Can you imagine what I'd do if we were girlfriends? The way I'd treat you? The way I'd obsess about you, with him? For him? Can you imagine, a whole harem full of girls wishing we were you so bad we all terminated every part of our lives that didn't fucking matter compared to your beauty and his cock?"

Lola thrashed in the tub harder than ever. She couldn't think. Everything Violet said was so outlandish but so hot, so obscene and perfect. 

“Do you need to cum, sweetling?” Penny asked.

Violet nodded. “I bet you’d cum right now if we let you.”

“I bet you’d cum right now if I just touched you one time, wouldn’t you?”

Lola whimpered, nodding. “Y-yes. Please. Just once. Let me clear my head, and—”

“Just think about his cock,” said Violet.

“Wh-what?”

“Think about Master’s Cock.” Violet fixed Lola's head to hers, staring deep into her eyes. “Call it that, in your head. I’ll know if you don't. Can you do that?”

Master’s Cock. It was so big. Perfect. Beautiful. So hot. She wanted to lick it. She wanted to taste it. Wanted to feel it sliding past her lips, into the back of her throat, down her esophagus, and then—

“M-Master!” she squealed, dropping under the water. 

Penny’s fingers pushed up against Lola's clit, and Violet leaned in and kissed her hard. They kissed for a long time, breathing life into her even as they held her under the water. Holding her, kissing her, washing her clean. 

Washing her body and her brain, just for their Master.

* * * * * 
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HOURS LATER, PENNY and Violet wordlessly dropped off another prisoner into Lola’s jail cell. 

There was no other way to describe it—a bed, a toilet, and more than a dozen steel bars enclosing it from floor to ceiling in the corner of the basement. It was behind a partition, one that looked freshly assembled. 

That’s where they put Lola to wait. And she had, trying not to think of Nathan’s enormous, perfect cock sliding into her young hot body. Trying not to think of Violet and Penny and their soft, eager warmth. Trying not to be turned on.

It was incredibly difficult—the cell had a massive mirror on one side of it, causing Lola to catch her reflection constantly. After Penny had brushed her hair, Violet dressed her in delicate cornflower blue lingerie and a tight, cleavage-baring robe, and it was impossible not to see how hot she looked all the time. 

In the ridiculously sexy outfit, she looked like some kind of sexy housewife. 

Like a sexy, hot babe waiting for Master to come home.

The thought made her whimper—her fingers twitching at her thighs. Begging to be let in. 

You can imagine it. What does it hurt to imagine it? Thinking of greeting him at the door with your pussy so wet you can barely stand. That’s why you’d kneel. It’s so much easier to kneel in front of a strong man. Sliding his cock into your mouth like a good girl. An obedient girl. He’d always want to fuck your teenage mouth again...

That thought–of being his teenage wife, made Lola inordinately hot. His teenager wife forever. Constantly eighteen. Constantly knocked up and wet and wet because she was knocked up and wet because she was eighteen and his wife. 

She had been around enough to know that most real-deal adults didn't want some fucking teenager in their lives with all their drama and flightiness and so on. But every man would be perfectly happy with an obedient, docile, fertile freshly-eighteen fuckslave. And if what Nathan said was true, he'd probably have lots of them. 

Was it all true? Could he really offer what he was saying? Why was she so fucking turned on, if not? Why were Penny and Violet acting the way they were?

Lola shivered as she watched the new girl enter the cell. After a moment, she realized that it was Tiffany, another member of her cheerleading team. Her own lack of surprise surprised her the most; of course he had picked up Tiffany, she was phenomenally gorgeous. 

Brunette, busty, leggy and beautiful–Tiffany's barbie-like perfection seemed out of place in the dungeon. Tiffany's body was magnificently curvaceous, her long chestnut hair tumbling down to her hips in soft waves. Her full lips were parted slightly as she stared with wide eyes ahead, her bright blue eyes shining brightly like precious gemstones. Her full breasts rose and fell slowly with each breath that passed her parted lips, and Lola couldn't help but imagine how it would feel to trace her tongue along those curves and creases.

She had crushed on Tiffany for a long time, but the brunette beauty was aggressively straight.

The temperature in the basement wasn’t cool, necessarily, but it was just cool enough to not want to lose a single layer of clothing. That obviously felt very deliberate to Lola. To stay clothed in lingerie, even if it was overtly sexy. Showing off the way her hot barely-legal body looked to Tiffany's own barely legal body in turn. Maybe even cool enough to want to join her body heat to Tiffany's–to slide her mega-hot body into Tiffany's sumptuous curves and squeeze tight until her cunt pulsed against Tiffany's smooth, tanned thighs...

They had dressed Tiffany in lingerie and a robe too. Hers was mandarin orange colored, a shade that made the tight, toned features of Tiffany’s spectacular body look even sexier than normal. Lola had seen Tiffany naked on several occasions in the locker room, but somehow seeing her dolled up like this was even hotter. 

Lola's cunt ached. Pulsed. Dripped. She whimpered. 

Tiffany, upon recognizing her cheerleading captain, rushed to her and hugged her. Both of them held one another for a long time, close to tears—and then much longer afterward. Lola's naked thighs, dripping wet with her honey, drifted upward against Tiffany's. Tiffany did nothing to stop it for at least a minute until finally pulling away and sitting Lola down next to her on the bed.

“Oh my god, right?” said Tiffany.

“Yes.” Lola nodded. She felt much farther gone down the rabbit hole than Tiffany looked, who didn't seem to be halfway-crazed with lust the way Lola felt. “It's insanity. I'm glad...I don't know. I don't want you to be here, but I'm glad you're all right.”

“I know what you mean.” Tiffany pushed a hand through her thick dark hair, sighing. “Did he go through that whole routine with you too? The stuff about, like, immortality or whatever?”

“Yeah.” Lola gulped and forced a laugh. “What a nutjob, right?”

“Totally.”

"Saying we could be beautiful forever if we just suck and fuck him." Tiffany hugged herself tight. "If that's his line, why can't he just use it in a bar or a coffee shop like everyone else?"

Lola shrugged. "I mean, if he said it there, I'd run away. I guess I can kind of see why he would hold us in place."

Tiffany couldn't believe it. "Are you saying you're glad you're here?"

Lola's pussy ached. Of course that's what she meant. 

No, that was what she meant. 

No, no, that was what she didn't want to ever live without, like Nathan's cock deep down her throat teaching her a lesson about how to be a good teenage wife for his immortally perfect cock.

Right.

What?

"What?” Lola suppressed a long, anguished, aroused moan. “...No. We have to escape, and like right away. It's just, I mean..." Lola shrugged. "I don't know. You asked why he didn't ask us out in a bar. I think that's why. Would you have taken him seriously, at all, if you hadn't seen what you've seen?"

"I guess not," said Tiffany. She reached out for Lola's hand, and Lola reached back. Tiffany's hands were so fucking soft. "Are you saying you believe him? It's crazy, right?"

"I don't know. Probably."

Tiffany's eyes were seriously pretty. Bright blue and piercing. Lola found herself wishing, not for the first time, that Tiffany was into girls. 

“What if it’s true?” asked Tiffany. 

“What? No way.”

“I mean...” Tiffany shrugged. “Penny and Violet are super pretty, right? You saw them.”

“Yeah.”

“What if he had something to do with that? Violet, she showed me pictures of how she used to look. Did you see those?”

“No,” Lola shook her head. “I guess I would assume she was using fakes or something, though.”

“They looked plenty real to me,” said Tiffany. “And if it's true, then it could be a way of living forever. Or at least a way of staying young and gorgeous. I don’t know...” Tiffany shook her head and grabbed her knees. “It just sounds too good to be true.”

"Being a slave is too good to be true?"

Lola's voice was haggard. She tried desperately not to finger her tight young perfect-for-Nathan teenage cunt as she looked at her pretty, pretty friend's face.

Tiffany shrugged. "I mean. It's not like he's unattractive. And he's saying to like, what, just to bang him a lot? That's it? That's the price for immortality? That's pretty awesome."

Lola shook her head. Trying to focus. Something was wrong. Was it her fingers? Were they supposed to be in her cunt? 

Or was it Tiffany's fingers? They were so soft. She could just slide them up inside her pussy so easily...they were so long, Tiffany would hardly notice...

"What about,” Lola summoned all her brainpower, “...our families, and our friends? What about everyone who cares about us?"

"If it works," Tiffany said, her voice low and serious, "It might be worth it. We're both hot. He'd probably fuck us so much that we wouldn't even remember our friends and family. And I mean, his cock...wow.”

Lola shuddered, imagining it once more. She put Tiffany's fingers against her pussy. 

“...yeah.”

Tiffany's fingers stayed there. Her eyes sparkled, looking deep into Lola's. 

“I mean, I know you like girls and everything, and that’s so cool? But he’s really packing, let me tell you. It’s like, the biggest I’ve ever seen? And the way it looked...”

Tiffany's fingers pushed harder against Lola's pulsating cunt. She pushed now; Lola was no longer pulling. Tiffany wanted inside her. Lola moaned.

“Do you remember how it looked?” Tiffany whispered.

“It was a really, really sexy cock,” said Lola.

“Totally,” Tiffany nodded. Her lips almost against Lola's cheek. “That’s exactly the word. Sexy. It turned me on. Like, a lot. No other cock has ever done that to me before.”

Lola whimpered. “Me neither. I don’t even like boys...”

“But he’s a man, isn’t he?”

Lola shuddered. Her orgasm—at that phrase—suddenly felt imminent. A man. 

The Man.

She didn’t want to say it, but it was the only way to describe him.

The Man.

“Yes,” Lola breathed. “He is.”

Tiffany slid deeper inside. Lola leaned back onto the bed, making room for her. Tiffany, despite being so hetero that it hurt Lola's brain, somehow knew just how to touch Lola to make her brain go all melty and dumb. 

“What if it was true?” Tiffany asked again, softly fingering the blond beauty. “What if he could give us what he offered?”

“That’s just...” Lola gasped. Tiffany's fingers touched something wonderful. “I can’t even think...I can't think...I can't...oh fuck...”

“Would it be so bad?” Tiffany's face was in front of hers again. Her body weight pressing Lola down even as her fingers delivered lightning strikes to Lola's being. “To suck that beautiful cock? To be his, forever? To be immortal and hot and young forever? If it was true...wouldn’t you be tempted?”

Lola’s whole body was an electric fire. She nodded, slipping her lips against Tiffany’s. 

“Y-yes,” she said.

“Really?”

“Yessss...” Her orgasm felt so close. Tiffany was incredible at fingering. And she was so pretty. And Master's Cock...Master's Cock was so handsome... “I would be tempted. I’d want it. Oh, fuck me. I’d want it so bad...”

“Me too!” Tiffany grinned and kissed her harder. Snuggling her. Fucking her. “Oh fuck. I’d call him Master...”

“Master...”

Lola's mind was gone. She didn't care.

“I’d call him Daddy...”

“Daddy, yes...Master...”

“That’s right.” Tiffany was gleeful. “You can say it. Say you want our Master’s cock.”

Tiffany’s voice had changed. Dark. Confident. Knowing. 

“Tiffany?”

Lola’s own voice had an insane, anguished lilt. 

The cell door opened behind them. It was Him. She knew it was Him. She hadn't looked, but she could sense His presence. The only reason she hadn't heard him coming was because Tiffany had distracted her.

Tiffany was wrapped around Lola now. Snuggling and fucking her with her fingers. Kissing her every few seconds. She positioned Lola so that her naked backside faced the door of the cell. Faced HIM. 

“Say it, Lola,” said Tiffany. “Say you need Master’s cock. Say you want to worship it like I do. You accept the offer. Say it.”

It was a game. A trap. Another way to exploit her endless lust. And Lola had walked right into it. She was so stupid.

He was just so much smarter than her at every turn—and he turned her on so fucking much. There was nothing to do but to give in. 

“You love Master. You need Master. You want to accept his offer. You'd do anything to be his forever. Wouldn't you?”

His cock pushed up against Lola's pulsing, unprotected cunt. Lightning struck her body; another hard-hitting orgasm pushing her back up against his cock. But he backed up in turn—not letting himself enter her until she accepted. Slowly, he began to fuck her ass cheeks–not penetrating, but guiding himself between her pert, firm muscles. Getting himself ready to cum. Knowing he was going to win.

Tiffany withdrew her fingers from Lola's cunt, and the absence was too much to bear. 

“Yes.” The word finally slipped out of her mouth; a surrender, an acceptance to his offer. He grabbed her hips and thrust forward with an animalistic roar. She screamed in pleasure as he filled her with every stroke—her moans joining his as they became one being. One suppressed desire fulfilled in the depths of the dark basement. Tiffany, too, was moaning with pleasure while she felt her Master claim his newest prize on top of her; Lola enthralled and Him triumphant. 

Lola wailed in blissful agony.

“Yes!” she cried at last. “Yes, please! Please, Daddy! Please, fuck me! Please?” Her voice became lower, hotter, more eager and urgent, moving away from the hysterical cliffs she had been flirting with. “Please, Daddy. Please fuck me. Please give it to me. I accept your offer. I accept it all. Please make me yours, forever. I need it, please? Please, Daddy–”

His cock pumped even harder inside her. Not a lovemaking pace. Not even a fucking pace. A breeding pace. Fucking her like an animal. A rut. 

Hard, fast, rough. No more games. No more tests. Just raw, pure pleasure—the kind of pleasure that could only be found in submission to Him. Lola screamed; tears streaming down her face, her pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable. Tiffany's orgasmic moan of approval beneath her only added to her bliss. 

He unleashed the flood of his cum into her unprotected eighteen year-old pussy. 

Their orgasms merged as one, and Lola's mind went blank.

She was His.

Forever.

* * * * *
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THE LOCKER ROOM PRACTICALLY sizzled with anticipation as Lola knelt by his feet, perfectly obedient and compliant as she eagerly opened her lips around his cock and took him deep inside. Masterfully running her tongue around the length as if she had been created just to serve him this way. His hands threaded through her golden hair as he moaned in delight while the other cheerleaders looked on in awe. Jealous of her. Desperate for him. Just the way he knew he deserved.

The cheerleaders encircling them burst into applause as Lola took him into her mouth.

“Oh wow!” They moaned. “Oh Daddy, wow! Oh my god, Daddy! You're fucking her? You're so incredible, Daddy...”

Every movement of her lips and tongue drew delighted gasps from the audience as they watched in awe at their beautiful display of desire and submission. Lola's body quivered with pleasure and arousal—passionate and purposeful—taking all of him into her mouth and throat deeply until he gasped at the sensation. His erection throbbed, forcing her body up off the ground every few seconds with gargantuan, endless, god-like strength.

More than two dozen pristine beauties watched on, envious of Lola. Touching themselves. Dolled up in high heels, lace panties, cheerleading skirts and tight cleavage-baring tops designed just to titillate their new Master. They had destroyed the competition, just as he had promised. Regionals were next, and then nationals. Then, Nathan would probably go pro. 

Lola's hands tightly gripped around him as he got closer and closer to cumming, until finally at last he burst like a river inside her throat. His orgasm was so explosive that his pleasure spread out across the room—the other cheerleaders quivering in blissful pleasure and dropping to their knees in abject worship as his orgasm filled them all with exquisite and unending delight. Lola swallowed every drop, victorious and completely in love with her life, utterly pleased with her work. 

The entire cheerleading team mooned over this strange and powerful connection between them. They all crowded around to whisper their thank yous and compliment Lola on how she pleasured their Master so well, paying her reverence for making such a beautiful moment happen for them all.

Lola stopped kneeling and pulled herself up to his lap, but not before forcing another cheerleader down on his cock. She was so lucky she was pretty enough for her Man.

# # #
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What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

Wishful Thinking – Taboo Harem

A wishing stone offers James the chance to turn his obsessive crush into his own obsessing love slave—and her hot adopted daughter too!

Watch Me – Evil Shrink

Trying to find some way to stop himself from gathering more slaves,  accidental harem-owner Dennis seeks out a psychiatrist to hopefully drug him until his curse ends. Except...he managed to find the one gorgeous shrink who thinks the way he wants to control people is really sexy, and who knows how to get into his head to make him think the same way...

Harem Faerie Tales - Bimborella

An erotic twist on a classic. She's the plain-faced sister of two ultra-hot princesses chosen to be the Evil King's brides. When her Bimbo Godmother makes her an offer to set things right, she can hardly refuse, even if it means transforming her body into a temple of sensual lust...

Watch Me – Man of The House

Brooke is desperate to show Dennis she's his good girl now, no matter what he says about “accidentally” mind controlling her and transforming her body into a sex bomb of lusty delights. 

Harem Faerie Tales – Succ-U Bus

With a deadly blizzard incoming, a pair of adventurers must resort to a deal with a demon queen to save themselves and risk venturing on a transport full of gorgeous, horny, soul-sucking vixens!

Watch Me – Instant Harem

Every few minutes, Dennis's new magic watch either makes a slave out of the nearest girl around or turns him into more of a hulking stud. He asks Erin for help, but soon she's just aching for him to own as many girls as possible...

Harem Faerie Tales – Captured Princess

Marjorie's rescue by her knight in shining armor is going perfectly—until the sorceress who kidnapped her offers the knight a sexy harem full of hot women worshiping his cock!

Trophy Wife Initiative – Homewrecker

Homewrecking stripper Crystal has managed to keep herself from transforming into an ultra-servile Trophy Wife by manipulating her husband. But when she brings home the ex-wife—who she booted from the home—the power dynamic begins to change and Crystal starts getting dumber and hotter in a hurry!

Succubus Harem – The Queen

Regular guy Robert finds out it’s no easy thing to keep your morals when a trio of soul-sucking succubi want to glorify you as their evil ruler and use all their feminine wiles to beckon you to conquer reality!

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

Trophy Wife Initiative – The Bundle

Trophy Wives are gorgeous. They’re obedient. They’re seductive, sensuous, and sensational. They’re totally obsessed with giving their new husbands all the pleasure they deserve. Bad, frigid wives are put in their place, heiresses learn to respect the man of the house, and homewreckers learn the consequence of their actions in these hot tales. 

Virgin Delights – A Bundle

TWENTY tales of first-time sex for gorgeous beauties who learn that they're nothing but hot, pretty property for alpha males!

Hypno Headset – A Bundle

The entire Hypno Headset saga is collected here in this sensationally sensual bundle! A wicked teacher uses hypnotizing headphones to transform the hottest students and teachers at a prestigious dance academy into his evil sexual servants. 

Just 18 Delights – A Bundle

Barely legal virgins are brought under the thrall of massively-endowed alpha hunks in all eighteen of these gloriously sexy stories about unprotected sex!

Fertile Delights – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of gorgeous young babes being knocked up by unprotected sex with alpha male studs!

Succubus Harem – The Bundle

He's just a regular guy trying to build up enough money to buy a restaurant. When his latest customer—a mind-melting sex bomb—begs to be his immortal slave and to provide him with all the sexual service he could ever want, will he even be able to stop breeding her to figure out what the heck is happening?

Bimbo Packages – The Total Package

Three scintillating tales of hot, arousing devices and dolls sent to the wrong address, making for a lusty comedy of errors. 

Harem Desires – A Bundle

The gorgeous, fertile women in these TWENTY stories were made to be in the harem of one strong, alpha male. Each story details their descent into depravity and spiritual ascent into finding their true purpose in worshiping cock. 

Bully Worship – The Complete Series

THREE thrilling tales about hot, steamy, achingly urgent dark-minded goddesses and the bad, bad men they worship on their hands and knees. 

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

These twenty hot tales are all about thrillingly beautiful women who ache to be entirely owned by one man and to be arrogant to everyone else. They kneel for their alpha male only!

Alpha Male Desires

TWENTY amazing stories of Alpha Male dominance and the hot, fertile women they bang into perfect worshipful submission!

Rough Desires – A Bundle

Nothing can ever be rough enough in these twenty hot tales of alpha studs taking and using women as the property they deserve! If you love erotica with no excuses, this is for you!

Mesmerized Desires – A Bundle

“Yes, Sir. I obey You, and only You, forever...” TWENTY mind-melting tales of hot mind control erotica just for you!

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