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Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

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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BIMBO PACKAGES – TABOO Snacks

Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!
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JUST 18 DESIRES

A bundle full of eighteen delicious stories featuring barely legal virgins bowing down to the alpha male they’ve always needed—whether they knew it or not!
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BULLY WORSHIP – OBEYING the Jock

Heather worships the ground her jock bully boyfriend walks on. She loves the way he humiliates and terrorizes everyone in their lives except for her. When she finds out a nerd with a crush on her has created the perfect mind control device, she sees the perfect opportunity to prove her devotion to her stud god forever!
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FERTILE DESIRES – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of Nadia Nightside’s thrilling tales featuring hard, passionate ruts between stacked ladies and well-hung hunks!
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THE BIMBO FIX – HIS Home Life

Everywhere Stephen goes, beautiful women are begging to be his eternal fuckslaves. He wants to oblige them, but he knows it’s wrong—and he also knows the source of the problem is somewhere at his home with the two gorgeous women who started it all...
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HAREM DREAMS – A BUNDLE

This amazing collection of stories features TWENTY tales of scintillating, sexy harem-filled adventures for the alpha studs and lucky guys owning several hot women at once. 

Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership

A lucky young man finds the secret of the power transforming everyone at the Isla Alfa resort, and uses it to his advantage—starting by selecting his new ultra-perfect mind-controlled girlfriend!
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CULT OF LUST – A BUNDLE

THREE amazing stories following the women caught under the thrall of the ultimate alpha hunk, who can transform reality at a whim!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author! 

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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“THE KING DESERVES WORSHIP.

The King Deserves Adulation.

The King Deserves Adoration.

All That Is Good, Beautiful, and Pleasurable, He Deserves. 

And All That Is Not, He Deserves to Enact Upon You.” 


-  The Queen’s Proclamation Upon The Populace On Her Wedding Day



* * * * *
[image: image]


ULRICK THE CRUEL, FIRST of his name, slayer of empires, conqueror of the ages, sat on his clean marble white throne in the throne room of his growing kingdom. It was an enormous space with the tattered and torn flags of the hundreds of lands and kingdoms he had so far annihilated kept in glass display cases in a path along the hundreds of yards of red carpet approaching his earned position at the head of everyone and everything he surveyed. 

Ulrick was a monster of a man, if he was a man at all. Tall, thick, covered in black hair down to the thick short beard enhancing his lantern jaw, and every part of him carved from stone. He looked as immovable as a mountain, and normally showed about as much emotion. 

Everything he owned was bought with blood...and it would be taken from him with even more.  Stefan knew this for sure.

At King Ulrick’s side, sitting angelic and sporting a daring white gown that put her heavenly tits on display for the entire court, was Queen Leana. She was the embodiment of all that was good and beautiful and harmonious in the world—and Stefan knew he had to save her. 

Her gown, lined with blood red around her cleavage and hips, clung desperately to every inch of her delectably hot body as she ground herself into the massive, muscled form of her beloved King. The achingly gorgeous queen was clearly under the King’s spell as so many were, mindlessly following and emphasizing his every dictate without any way to fight back.

This was no metaphorical spell—no clever allusion to some manner of enhanced charisma. No—it was actually a spell—performed with frighteningly natural ease and with origins most certainly in the darkest of blood magicks. It was said that the King had spent hours on the battlefields in the early days of his campaign, years ago when he had been nothing but an upstart Lord with a powerful frame and a sharp sword. He would draw shapes in the blood, chant and rave—and then at his next battle, he would be more powerful. And the next, even more so, and so on, until he was a juggernaut of unstoppable might and personality. His sword strokes felled mighty walls and the power of his will had a way of corrupting those around him, given enough time and proximity. 

Such magicks were not unheard of here in the continent of Paurne’Duun, but they took a terrible toll, stripping their users of their humanity bit by bit, ceremony by ceremony. 

If that was so—if the ceremonies only removed humanity in slight amounts each time—then Stefan had little doubt that the King had performed thousands of them. He was no longer a human, merely a demon in human flesh. And for every part of his terrible, fearful might, Queen Leana was equally resplendently gorgeous, smiling, innocent, and divine. It was as if she had performed some kind of similar magick—though Stefan knew of course she hadn’t, she would never, not his Queen, his love—every time the King had, enhancing her beauty and grace to the same unending, awe-inspiring degrees as the King.

And she was in love with her King—or at least, she thought she was. That’s what Ulrick’s control did to her, his foul magick that Stefan had to free her from. 

Stefan had watched their ostentatious display of mutual affection now for hours in the throne room, waiting for his chance to speak—his chance to strike—and had seen her gloriously piercing blue eyes shine with phenomenal zeal at the King’s every action, cooing and oohing and ahhing at his slightest movement. Her bountiful bust heaving, cleavage in her scandalously tight, sheer, bosom-hugging gown as she gripped her king’s hard, merciless muscles and pawed erotically at the bulge in his crotch. 

After only minutes sitting down together, the pawing had become untying, and the untying became stroking—as the King ordered one execution after another, one inordinately high tax after another, the eternal slavery of one region after another. 

Perhaps in some other time, some other kingdom, some other era, a Queen openly stroking off her King and sneering at the populace would be absurd or at the least, egregiously overt. But this kingdom revolved around King Ulrick’s desires, and being in the presence of Queen Leana was to desire her touch and affection. Stefan could at least sympathize with the King there; it wasn’t as if he would want her to stop stroking him for any reason.

But even so, Queen Leana seemed so constantly gleeful at pleasuring her genocidal ruler. During the proclamations of battles won and villages slaughtered to the man—of which there were dozens only today, and all before noon—she seemed to stroke him more urgently and intently, clearly turned on by all this madness and violence and misery for others. 

Mind control. It had to be that. No one was in that much love naturally, and no one as beautiful as Leana was evil; for Stefan, it was as simple as that. His terrible magicks had made this divinely-endowed angel of a queen turned on by his cruelty! There was nothing more wicked.

Her mind had been overtaken by the wicked king, and Stefan would rescue her and receive her real love. Her true love. He knew this to be true above all else. He was special, chosen. The oracle had told him so.

You will be the center of the court’s attention, a tale everyone knows for centuries.

At first he thought the prophecy was too vague to be helpful, but ever since seeing Queen Leana for the first time on his arrival into the capital earlier that week, he knew its meaning. She would be his, and everyone would speak of it for ages. 

But he could not save her now. For now, he suffered humiliation as he watched the subject of his first visit to King Ulrick’s “illustrious” court: his mother’s surrender of their once-rich, bountiful kingdom. 

Lyannden had been a beautiful place before Ulrick’s armies arrived. But they slaughtered village after village, set fire to all the stores of grain, and enslaved any survivors. By the time his main force had arrived at the walls of Stefan’s home castle town, Yolden Cliff, they were too starved to do anything but surrender. 

Before the court’s hundreds of witnesses, now, Stefan’s mother—once the richest woman in the entire continent—prostrated herself before this cruel king while the mindfucked Queen Leana stroked Ulrick openly and purred in his ear. 

His stepmother was young, still, and beautiful. Though she and her adopted daughter Princess Ailsa were not related by blood (and nor was Stefan to either of them), they looked so strikingly similar—and his mother Queen Anwen was so breathtakingly beautiful—that they were often mistaken for trueblooded sisters. 

The aforementioned witnesses watching them, along with Stefan and the King and the Queen, were the richest ladies in the kingdom. Each one was uniquely gorgeous, wearing jewelry-laced sheer gowns that openly suggested their wild curves, heavy breasts, lithe forms, tight musculature, and breeding potential. Most of them were pregnant, many lactated through their gowns, and some openly touched themselves at Queen Anwen’s surrender and the sight of their Queen stroking their King. Every so often one would lose all decorum and drop to her knees, whimpering and babbling their love for either King Ulrick or Queen Leana. The other ladies always sneered at these displays, knowing that their King most often fucked the ones who could keep their composure. 

The surrender was long and thorough, an oration through the entire holdings of their once-proud kingdom. Part of the conquest of King Ulrick had been to force all previous landowners, knights, lords, counts, and so on to cede their territory and holdings entirely to the Queen. This made for a simpler process of ultimate surrender, albeit one that was particularly difficult for the one doing the surrendering. 

Ulrick had been known in the past to elevate some previously unknown countess or duchess or even a commoner to the status of Empress or Queen or High Priestess—depending on the local government’s former structure—based purely on her level of attractiveness. And then, after fucking her body and mind into total submission, receiving her public surrender. 

Stefan hated to think about it or admit it, but his own mother was spared from the indignity of giving away all her lands to someone more beautiful than her for the simple fact that she was the most gorgeous noble in their entire kingdom. 

He pushed the thought aside, of course. Stefan would never admit to such thoughts about his mother or sister’s considerable beauty. He wouldn’t admit to them because he definitely didn’t have them! There was nothing to admit. Nothing about how they crawled into his thoughts at the moment of orgasm night after night. Nothing like that at all!

His mother continued the whimpering drone of her surrender.

“We surrender the Fens of Lancreshire,” Queen Anwen said, voice thick with saliva. Drooling was not uncommon before the sight of King Ulrick’s cock. Stefan himself struggled to keep his eyes off it. “We surrender the village which said fens encapsulate, Lancreshire itself. We surrender the Hills of Volyia. We surrender the Volyiric Mountains which those hills lead into. We surrender...”

On and on like that. She’d been made to state each and every possible item that belonged to their kingdom to ensure there was no mistaking the absolution of their defeat. Ulrick was a vicious, cruel warrior and a sadistic general, taking great pleasure in not only beating enemy forces, but crushing and re-crushing them beneath his heel. He would force units to surrender so as to spare the executions of others, then execute them anyway—but keep others alive to experience their shame while putting them on wagons to display their tortured bodies for the townspeople to feel terror at his presence. 

His mother’s surrender was all a clever ploy, naturally. Stefan had thought this through. She didn’t know it was a ploy, naturally. Over the past two weeks, she had been an emotional mess, crying in the evenings and mornings. Regular “meetings” with King Ulrick to discuss the terms of her surrender, which Stefan knew were merely meetings in which this foul beast of a King was fucking his mother’s mind away, had reduced her will to smoke and her mind to mush. 

But Prince Stefan had pledged his loyalty to Ulrick right away, suffering the indignity of insults from his high-minded, beautifully-bosomed sister Ailsa who swore she would “never submit to such an egregiously evil man.” 

Stefan would put up with it, all to gain the trust of Ulrick and to turn his own queen against him. If the fool thought this humiliation was bad, wait until Stefan turned the tables on him!

Of course, Stefan wanted to save his mother and sister too. That would be nice. And perhaps Ailsa would finally show him some appreciation, and his mother as well. But if they had to be fucked by someone strong and capable in order to be tamed a bit, why not let it happen? Certainly, if they had wanted more of his help out of this predicament, they could have showed him some more appreciation in times past, or ever returned any of his displays of affection! 

All of King Ulrick’s previous female captives—if they were attractive enough—became his sex slaves. The others were executed because, in his own words, “a woman who is not beautiful to look at has no worth.” 

The illustriously gorgeous Queen Leana had also sent similar declarations across the kingdom. All of the villages, towns, and cities where she visited with this message became obsessed with the female form and beauty, raising statues in her honor and making wide alterations to their education plans. 

On the throne, Queen Leana squeezed even tighter into her King, shooting a hot wink at Queen Anwen—who stumbled and stuttered over her words in response, clearly orgasming as she gave away Stefan’s ancestral home.

He would have been lying if he had said a large part of his motivation for rescuing Leana was not claiming her as his own wife. Not only did she come from the Xerxeus family—one of the oldest and most noble houses in the land—but she was the most beautiful woman, most beautiful creature, ever to exist, anywhere. 

It may have been wrong, wanting another man’s wife. Having been raised from birth to be a chivalrous, heroic knight, Stefan knew that in most cases this was certainly true. But this was not an ordinary situation. 

He loved Queen Leana, but that was also not what made this situation extraordinary. Everyone in the kingdom loved Queen Leana. She was beautiful, knowledgeable, and kind. She spoke the language of the people to the people when most nobles spoke in High Goelic—some exclusively so, literally barring the protests of the downtrodden people from their ears. She regularly traveled through the villages to deliver bread and supplies out of ornate cabins, and constantly was talking about the ways to improve the life of the serfs. 

For instance, she proposed, if a lord or lady (and so many of the landowning elites were—since King Ulrick had taken control—ladies, duchesses, countesses and so on) executed a serf, for example, oughtn’t there to be a trial first? That only seemed just—to not execute a serf without cause. 

Stefan, as a landholding elite himself, like all knights were, could get behind this notion. He never abused his serfs and ensured, as much as he could, that they were well-fed and looked after. 

This was what told him so much about Queen Leana. Her servants healthy and wealthy, beautiful bodies glowing radiantly and decorated with endless wealth straight from King Ulrick’s vault. They were, in many cases, even more powerful and looked-up-to than some of the most celebrated ladies in the all the kingdom.

Of course, cause for a noble in King Ulrick’s land was a funny thing. There were many troubling tales—all rumors and hearsay, Stefan was sure—of Queen Leana executing some servants because they were seconds late with a refill of her cup, or for walking without the geometrical perfect sway in her step, and other petty reasons like that. 

Stefan watched from his distant post as Queen Leana smiled, docking her heavy tits into King Ulrick’s arm and obviously begging him to be pregnant again.

No one as beautiful, as fetching, as pure as her would be petty or evil. It was simply impossible.   

His mother finally wore down to her own surrender. 

“...And I surrender myself,” she said, weeping and cumming, her entire body throbbing with ashamed pleasure, “and my daughter, to serve at our new King’s wishes and to service his regal majesty however her may like.”

“No!” Ailsa screamed. “Mother, please, no!”

She was already being held in place by Ulrick’s elite harem guard—Valkyries—tall and gorgeous women who carried enormous spears and were dressed in revealing plate-armor that seemed more decorative than functional. But they were handy enough with their spears and held them to the throat of Ailsa now. 

“Hush, child!” Anwen snapped. “This is our fate. We must accept it.” She turned back to the king. “What say you, Your Highness? Do you accept our surrender?”

He was in the middle of enjoying a long kiss from his mind-controlled wife. Stefan felt furious venom rising in his belly and suppressed it once more. He would have her—he would have her for himself, and put this foul letch in his place!

“I’m not sure,” Ulrick said finally. “It was rather rude for Princess Ailsa to interrupt you. Perhaps we should kill her to teach you how to raise your children? Or kill you to teach her how to respect her superiors?”

This was no idle threat. Verified stories of random, specious reasons for executions filled the land; one of the reasons so many different countries had allied against Ulrick’s reign. 

“My King,” Stefan interrupted, stepping forward, hoping to short-circuit the King before he got going. “Please allow me to apologize on behalf of my sister. I am sure she just simply doesn’t understand the graciousness with which you are treating us.”

“I understand perfectly!” she cried. “I understand you are a cad!”

He could not help but see the blush across her bountiful breasts in her revealing dress as she shouted at him.

“You see?” said Stefan. “Her judgment cannot be trusted. Like so many unfortunates of her sex, she simply lacks the intellect to comprehend the greatness of the opportunity afforded us here.”

Ailsa was speechless at this direct insult. 

“It is true that women are often stupid and petty,” the King admitted. “Save, of course, for my lovely wife. Who is merely petty, as am I.”

Queen Leana beamed at this “compliment.”

“My King,” Stefan pressed, “I know you trust the judgment of your wife, and I know you must be overwhelmed with the duties of the day and have many more matters to attend to. Perhaps...” Here came the big ask. “...I could make the case to our glorious queen for the lives of my wife and sister, and assure her that they will serve your greatness faithfully and thoughtfully forevermore?”

Leana nodded at Ulrick and the two faced him together. 

“Very well,” he said. “Make it so. I shall make my ruling on the matter this evening.”

One afternoon? That was more than enough time. 

Very quickly, the court disbanded. Tall heels clacked as the leagues of gorgeous, wealthy women shuttled out to go join large gossip circles and collectively worship the Kingdom of Cock that King Ulrick had fostered. 

Soon the court was empty save for two of the elite guard posted at the doors—far from earshot—and Stefan and Leana. 

Sitting there on the throne by herself, the queen was the most beautiful object in all of creation. His heart melted at the sight of her. There were so many rumors of her acting so cruelly, and normally such wickedness would bring to mind a terrible, severe, harsh sort of beauty. But she looked wholesome and radiant in her place, resembling both matron and virgin with her golden hair so gloriously arranged and thick.

He knew, just looking at her, that any cruel acts assigned to her, if true at all, were the obvious result of King Ulrick’s mind control.

With a long, dainty finger, she beckoned for him to come closer. His knees felt week.  

Stefan did as she instructed, striding up the many steps—until she held up a hand. The guards at the door stepped forward with clanking and shuffling of armor and weapons. 

She sneered down at him. “You are supposed to crawl before me, Sir Knight. Or have you forgotten your place?”

Her angry voice echoed in the emptied throne room.

“No, my Queen,” he said quickly, “though I did forget to tell you about your gift. Forgive me.”

“A gift?” she snapped. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“It is the size and shape of it,” he explained. “It is what prevents me from crawling. But in my haste to honor your beauty and glory, I forgot to mention it. A thousand apologies, my queen.”

He continued to grovel like this—even though it was clearly repulsive for a man to grovel before a woman, no matter how beautiful—because he knew it would get him closer to his end. Producing a necklace from his doublet—the gift—he took enormous satisfaction in hearing Leana gasp. It was indeed an impressive specimen—a long dragon-silver chain extending into a collection of carefully arranged teardrop-shaped diamonds. All by itself, it was easily worth several fortunes. But it was the magicks that Stefan had implemented upon the necklace that made it priceless.

“That is quite the gift, Sir Knight. You wish to surrender this to me, from the kingdom which we have already conquered?”

The implication of her words was lost on Stefan; he was too honed-in on achieving his plans. 

“Yes, my Queen. You see, I know the King has you under your control. I know his methods.”

“Methods?”

“It will all make sense soon, Your Highness. Please, put it on.”

Raising an eyebrow at his impetuousness, Queen Leana nonetheless nodded to one of her Valkyries—a tall, imposing redhead with gloriously pale skin—who proceeded to take and check over the trinket, looking for anything that might harm the Queen. Hidden needles and blades coated with poison were not unheard of in the intrigue of the continent. 

Satisfied, the Valkyrie nodded to another, who rushed forward with a full-length mirror to hold in front of their Queen as she tried on the lovely jewelry. It gelled beautifully with her outfit, the mass of diamonds making the delight of her bountiful cleavage even more lovely. 

“Beautiful,” murmured the Queen, fingering the diamonds along her swelling breasts. Stefan’s cock bulged at the sight. “Though I can feel some strange humming sensation from it. This adds to the grandiosity of the gift, I wager? Some charm or spell? Think you my beauty is in need of enhancement?”

“I would sooner add color to a sunset, Your Highness. No, the ancient magicks that I have taken great pains to imbue this talisman with protect you from anyone attempting to influence your mind.”

Queen Leana looked at him for a moment, seeming to hold back a smile. “Do they? How precious.”

“Yes!” he nodded, daring to step closer, oblivious. “Precious is exactly the word. No matter what, from now on—even if you take it off—you will be free of the effects of anyone trying to take command of your mind.”

The mirth on the Queen’s face was undeniable. Stefan knew it to be her giddiness at the freedom her thoughts suddenly experienced, thanks to him. 

“Why would I be interested in anything like that?”

“Because it has freed you, my queen. You are free from his control!”

Leana’s eyes narrowed for a moment and then she smiled—as brightly and warmly as Stefan hoped she might. 

“Oh,” she put a delicate hand to her forehead. “Oh, yes. I can feel it now. I’m sure I can. I’m free, just like you said. Oh my. You’re so, so clever, aren’t you? Well done, Sir Knight.”

Elation filled Stefan. All was turning to sunlight! They would worship him from now on, the savior of Queen Leana and the entire continent!

“Yes!” he clapped his hands, beginning to pace. “And we can depose him now. You have the loyalty of the court and people. We will save everyone with this!”

“Yes.” She nodded. “Yes. It is important to move quickly. I must prepare.”

She stood up and he came forward, trying to take her into his arms—for their kiss! Their triumphant kiss he had so clearly earned!

But she walked right past him down the steps—in her haste, he supposed, to hurry along with their plan—and snapped her fingers at the Valkyries now flanking Stefan.

“Protect him with your lives,” she said to them. “Make sure he comes back here safely by this afternoon, an hour before the king is to make his declaration on the fate of his sister and mother. Bring them with him. Make sure they’re dressed properly. Yes?”

“Yes, Mistress,” they both nodded faithfully. 

“I don’t understand,” he said. “Why do all that?”

She turned to him, smiling again—and everything felt so amazing from having her smile on him that he almost immediately forgot his reservations. 

“We can only overthrow the king if we are properly prepared. You must bring your mother and sister, and I will bring all of his personal guard. Together, we’ll form enough of a block to force him into doing what we need. Yes?”

Stefan nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, yes, of course. I should have seen it myself. I feel ashamed that a woman thought of it first.” He smiled. “Even a woman such as you. You’re very smart despite your biology working against you.”

Her smile grew wider at this sincere compliment. If Stefan hadn’t been sure he’d already earned her love, it would have seemed almost fake in its overt display. 

“And then afterward, when he is deposed, the wedding.” He took her hands. “To solidify our bond. To ensure there is a fair kingdom for all. We must show everyone this kingdom is united!”

Leana took some time before answering, looking at his hands and then back up at him. He knew that she was too overwhelmed by her love for him to know what to say right away; the poor thing. It was the trouble of women to be flooded by emotions at the most inopportune times. 

“Yes,” she said finally. “Yes, of course, Sir Knight. That’s just what we’ll do. That’s it exactly.”

* * * * *
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LEANA’S MARRIAGE TO Ulrick was full of delight after delight, but she particularly savored the first day of their pairing—when he’d made her his forever, and when he had realized the true nature of the woman he would spend his life with. Thinking back on the moment, mood, and seduction of their meeting always filled her with sensual joy.

She had arrived early in the day by carriage. It had been possible for her to arrive the evening before, but thinking ahead—like always—she stopped at an inn just outside the capital city and ensured that she was bathed and groomed before appearing before her new husband and king. She had spent the night as she did most nights—fingering her virginal pussy to the thought of the many hundreds being executed or imprisoned by her future husband. The morning had done nothing to slake her lust as it usually did; she surmised this was due to her incumbent meeting with the man of her dreams. 

That meant that as she arrived, dressed in her kingdom’s most expensive pieces of clothing and jewelry, her nineteen year-old pussy throbbed with wanton lust, feeling like it pumped more blood than her heart. 

There was very little pomp surrounding her arrival—something Leana resented afterward and made up for by having her appearance and opinions constantly celebrated with all the power of her wealth and influence. But, the lack of specialness was understandable, as indeed a new wife to King Ulrick was nothing special—he had been through eight of them already, and Leana was to be the ninth. 

The morning and her presentation to him was quite rushed. She had to wait in line—presented both after and before bloody executions. Her resplendent white gown, which dripped all the way to the floor, had to be held up by her servants to avoid the gore of traitors on the courtroom floor. 

Despite all of that, she fondly remembered standing before him in the court. All the eyes of the civilized world upon her as her breath caught in her tight, bosom-clinging gown, achingly memorizing his handsome, harsh features. Presented to him like property. It was such a rush of joy and excitement to be seen as his trophy. 

The gown she wore certainly was made to display her as such. Pure and white and lined with silver. It revealed a healthy amount of leg, so long as she moved correctly—and Leana always did. Her breasts bulged from the top, perfect twin squashed spheres of delectable promise. They shone, like all her skin and hair shone, golden and true and eminently virginal. 

In that time, there had been more men in the court—mostly men, as a matter of fact. It took her a long time to convince him that women could be just as capable of service as men, so long as they were obedient. And of course Ulrick was eminently capable of making everyone absolutely obedient to him. 

Were Ulrick to receive a new wife now, the lucky girl would immediately be under the watchful gaze of at least a dozen women who had been mindfucked to eternity and back by the mountain-splitting hardness of her HusbandKing’s glorious cock. Women who were totally loyal to Ulrick and Ulrick alone—who owed their entire position in life to their ability to make their King hard and their Queen wet. At any time when the court gathered, King Ulrick could look out onto his gathered nobles—massively wealthy landowners, all, with a spectacular array of serfs living under them in absolutely monstrous conditions—and see only gorgeous, worshipful female faces. 

That was what he deserved. All Leana had ever wanted was simply what her husband deserved.

That day, in the court, he asked her some formal questions. How was her trip, was she ready for child bearing, would she swear to obey his will and be a proper wife, that kind of thing. 

But that wasn’t the real meeting. 

The real meeting was when she called upon him later that night in his study.

The quarters he held were expansive and masculine. Wood-paneled walls marked with the heads of animals sacred to the several dozen kingdoms he had conquered and pillaged. Cold stone floors. A heavy bed with thick, tree-trunk pillars that were pockmarked from his grip from fucking his choice of the continent’s women. 

He stood over one of the few pieces of furniture in the room, an extra-wide-and-long table featuring a map of his latest campaign. Small miniatures were arranged just so, each one indicating a different force. A stack of letters, compiled neatly, stood by the map—reports on troop movements and supply lines. A few attendants—scared young men who Leana would have summarily executed before the end of the month for not being beautiful young women—stood near to the King, holding wine and extra candles.

Leana was trailed by her own attendants she brought from home, Hannah and Hailee. Each one was quite fetching and might have even attracted the attention of nobles for romance, but they were chaste virgins each. Leana wouldn’t have it any other way; the thought of a woman touching her skin who had ever been fucked by anyone but her husband sent rotten chills through her bones. 

Hannah was darker in complexion and hair and shorter than Hailee—who was fair, quite tall, and preternaturally thin. Leana joked that Hailee had fae in her bloodline. Of course, Hailee was smart enough to always insist that anything special about her was only due to her Mistress Leana’s grandiosity. 

Approaching her husband’s table, Leana had her fists clutched up underneath her considerable bosom. It was obvious her gown was mostly the suggestion of clothing. Its tightness around her hips and breasts pleased her, showing off her exaggerated feminine shape, she only wished more people had died in order to make it. The count had stopped at fifteen, a shame. 

“May I please speak with you?” she looked at the attendants present. “In the way that a wife speaks with her husband.”

“I am not to be your husband until tomorrow,” he said sharply, not looking up. “I do not like such inaccuracies. You must learn that if you are to last long.”

She nodded. “I apologize, Your Highness. I wished only to press the importance of the matter to me to remain between us. But I understand your point and do take it to heart.”

He set down one miniature figure, a small wood-carved knight, and looked her up and down. Leana breathed in deeply, toying with her sparkling necklace, drawing his eyes to her sumptuous cleavage. 

“You wish to speak to me alone?”

“Very much, Your Highness.”

She kept her voice breathy and aching, hoping that he could hear the desire in her voice. 

“These are the sons of some of my most trusted advisors. Dismissing them would be an insult.”

She had to tread carefully here. 

“Insults are carried out by the runaway feelings of the weak, who do not know their place,” she said. “If they choose to be insulted, I hardly see how someone such as myself could stop them.”

He smiled at that and, with a gesture, sent the attendants out of the room. Leana’s own—Hannah and Hailee—waited obediently just by the door. They acted as gatekeepers, keeping anyone new away. Ulrick sat down at a small bench in front of the expansive fireplace. 

“I very well could use a break from the strategy. It is time-consuming, directing a war. I suppose you will want to relieve me with some poetry or song? I would welcome it.”

He patted the bench next to her, and obediently she came and sat down next to him. She took the customary full ten seconds to admire his face with her eyes, memorizing him again, showing her desire. He needed to know he had a true queen. 

“I know much of verse. Long songs of love, obedience, and passion to great men.” Her body felt so small and delicate next to his. He could break her with a mere moment’s effort. “But that is not what I wish to speak to you about.”

“I’ve told you my preferences,” he said flatly. “Perhaps there is a cultural blockade at work. But in this country? What a man says, goes. You will—”

“To prevent any confusion about my willingness or desire for you, my King—my great King—I beg of you to say my piece. And then in all things, forever, I swear to you to be the most obedient, eager, faithful, zealous wife there ever was or will be again. Please?”

He considered refusal. She saw it in his eyes. But Leana spoke with fervor and this always put others in a listening mood; everyone liked to listen to a beautiful woman passionately speak on something, no matter the topic. 

“I will allow it,” he said. “The once. But if you do not make back the return on this investment, consider yourself bankrupt at the institution of my privilege.”

“Of course, Ma—” she caught herself. She needed it so desperately. “My King. Of course.”

He gave a gesture for her to continue, already looking away at his maps and figurines. Preoccupied. He needed to relax. What a great man, thought Leana. Most men in a similar position—so close to her preposterously beautiful body and face—would be swept up in simply looking at her for hours while she recited words from a dictionary. But this terrific, terrible autarch had no time for such pleasantries. 

She had to make her words count. 

“It is very important to me that you and I have a happy, lasting bond,” she began. “I know that all your many, many previous wives have died.”

“Terrible accidents, I assure you. Is that what this is about? Those rumors are—”

“We both know the rumors are perfectly true.”

He wasn’t listening yet. She had to make sure. Her hand went to his cock—half-hard and fully thick, waiting just behind the mere nanometers of the fabric of his trousers. 

“Those rumors are true, and those dumb disobedient bitches deserved to die, and I hope you made them suffer before snuffing them out.”

This brought his attention to her entirely. He looked down at her hand squeezing his crotch and then at her, raising an eyebrow. 

She continued. “They must have displeased you somehow. I don’t know how. You obviously know what makes you happy, and you’ve been deliberate and clear with me about what you want so far. I can only assume you were the same with them. That’s probably why their deaths were so violent, wasn’t it? You told them. You told them what you wanted, and they couldn’t perform, could they? And I can’t imagine anything worse than a wife who can’t perform for her husband, save for perhaps a regal wife, who is supposed to know performance above all.”

A flush, scant and hardly there, appeared on his neck behind the collar of his shirt. His cock twitched under her grasp. She affected him, even if just in the slightest way. 

“I expect these others pretended to like what I so earnestly enjoy. The pain of inferiors. The deaths of the weak. The humiliation of those pretending to be strong. The suffering of those who oppose you.” She watched his face change at that. “Yes. Yes, I’m sure they did. They weren’t total morons. Hoping to stay alive. Hoping they could pretend long enough to impress you. But that was patronizing, wasn’t it? Patronizing to pretend. As if you—you!—wouldn’t notice. What fools. What pathetic, wretched fools. And so they had to die. They had to be murdered. That’s the only natural punishment for someone daring to patronize a king.”

Her hands were nimble and practiced. When she received no word to stop undoing his trousers, lace by lace, she continued ably and before long had his naked cock in her hand fully. Each new sentence she moaned and urged seemed to make it grow in her hand. She felt such pride in stroking his thick, hardening shaft. A wife’s pride. A queen’s pride. 

“I’ve been raised from birth to adore you, my King. You have no idea. Long ago, on one of your crusades, you fucked my mother while I was still in her womb. And so though I am not yours in origin, I always have been in spirit. She started by saying no...and then you made her cry out with yes and made her need more and more. She raised me as a gift to you. She kept her power and wealth to make me an alluring prize for you. She made sure I would be obedient. She made sure I would be cruel. And beautiful. And terrible. And delicate. A perfect partner for someone of your obvious greatness.”

He was fully hard now, slick precum making her hand slippery as she stroked him. His gaze fully caught up on her face, her shining loving eyes, the merging of her clavicles, the heavy swell of her heaving bosom. 

“She gave me your image and I posted it a hundred times on my walls. Painted it every day for months at a time. Every time I have touched myself, it has been thinking of you. Saying your name. Calling you my King. Calling you...” It was so important to say it. She had practiced so many times. “...calling you Master.”

His cock jumped at that. Leana felt incredible pride flowing through her, almost like cumming from spiritual satisfaction. 

He wants it too!

“When you declared the freemen would be serfs, I praised your name. When you purged the court and countryside of those who dared to not swear their loyalty to you, I came without touching myself. When you enslaved and fucked the daughters of the royals to keep them in line, I could not stop crying just as I am crying now because the love I felt for your glorious, powerful cock.” She pushed forward, her lips right next to his. “Those false wives you eradicated...did they beg for mercy, or did they know their place before your glory? I want to watch it happen, my King. I want to see them break. I only wish, for your sake, that you could break me as well...but there is nothing left to tame. I have been yours my entire life.”

Her intensity surprised even her; she had said these thoughts to herself a thousand times, even practiced parts of this speech while fingering her needy virgin pussy and imagining being in front of her King at last. But every word grew in fervor and zeal, ending with a  crescendo of wet desire and mind-fogging lust. 

And it had the intended effect on her husband-to-be. Groaning, he took her by the back of the neck and slid her mouth down on his straining, massive cock. 

It was so enormous. Massive in her mouth. Barely enough room for her tongue to lick and slurp, but she did, and ably. Her lifestyle afforded her many avenues of practice with inanimate objects and large vegetables. Of course, this was ten million times better, and her pristine, tight pussy pulsed with orgasmic excitement as she received the object of her affections and obsessions at last inside her gorgeous mouth. She came, and came again, moaning her love for her Man, feeling the many magicks that had enhanced his virility and strength as she sucked. 

They made him taste even better, more addictive, engorging him further inside of her. She knew these dark spells acted upon her, and even though they could not control her mind—too bad—they could still present her with darker influences which she eagerly fell into. Dark, terrible thoughts of slaughter and slavery filled her head—his thoughts and needs—and she stared up at him with her sparkling blue eyes full of love and adoration that he would share these private, intimate desires with her already. 

The moment was beautiful and brief. Already from her long speech and now her eager mouth’s efforts, she had excited him so much that she sucked him only briefly before his load emptied into her willing, needy throat.

“That’s right,” he growled. “You take it...fucking take my cum. Gods, you are gorgeous.”

Leana came again at the compliment, which seemed so much more real being delivered while he shot inside her. She happily swallowed every drop of him, slurping and sucking him down, ensuring that not a single atom of his holy seed was wasted. Every last bit of it ended in her stomach. 

He stared at her, somewhat in awe, when she moved her mouth off of him enough to stare him in the eyes once more. 

“You...are very good at that.”

“Beginner’s luck,” she said softly, kissing his cock clean.

He growled again, still hard and for a lovely moment Leana thought he would fuck her face again. But instead, he tied up his trousers once more and stood.

“You have certainly earned back the investment on my time,” he said. “And more. I shall let you speak again very soon if that is how you speak, little princess. Though for now, I must attend to manly matters and win this war.”

She pulled herself up by his body and took her place—her rightful place, she thought—at his side and tugged herself in tight. Satisfaction filled her when, despite what he said, he wrapped an arm around her and held her tight and walked her over to the table. 

“If I may,” she said softly, examining the map and many figures and letters, “...please?”

“Very well,” he said. “If for no other reason than that I am finding I love to watch your fingers move.”

Warmth flowed through her. Their banter was already becoming so natural and flirtatious. Her mother would have been so jealous to be so treasured, so easily, by the man who ruined her for anyone else and abandoned her entirely.

“War is not a manly matter, my King. It is a regal one. I think you may find that a regal wife would have more input for you than the advice of lowly, stupid ferrets who wish to see you fail.”

His grip faltered just slightly on her waist, and then tightened again. Surprise in his demeanor.

“What do you mean?”

“This flank here—” she pointed. “Much of the strategy of the battle depends on it, no?”

He smiled at her ability to read the map. “Yes. The cavalry will come in from the sides and sweep the enemy away, like littered junk in a rising tide.”

“And without it, it will be a terrible loss. Your infantry will be unable to shift their position.”

“That’s correct.”

“It wasn’t you who devised this plan, was it? You had something else in mind?”

“Yes. I thought originally to lure the enemy in here,” he pointed to a nearby valley. “Where we could attack them both sides. But this would be much quicker.”

“Whose plan is this?”

“Many contributed, but its main architect has been Archibald of Dulowry,” he said. “His son was just here.”

“Did you know this particular battalion has been suffering from dysentery for the past three weeks?”

He frowned. “I had not heard that. But...camp sicknesses are not uncommon. If they are at sufficient strength—”

“More than a hundred are dead, and over half are out of commission. How is it, do you suppose, that I know that, but one of your trusted advisors does not? Either he is incompetent...”

“Or he is plotting against me. Yes. I see.”

His cock had hardened again, thinking of violence. Needing to be a good wife for him, a good partner, she dropped to her knees and untied his trousers once more. Her pert, slippery lips slid easily over his manhood as he pumped her head full of his violent, dark thoughts.

This time, he lasted longer. 

This time...he said her name when he came.

After that evening, she became a regular staple of his war council—and the King’s Reign became more brutal than ever. 

* * * * *
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IN THE EVENING, GIVEN plenty of time to prepare, Queen Leana was ready for Stefan’s oblivious parade toward humiliation and destruction. She waited in the court room, back on her throne, this time wearing a midnight black gown with a high collar and plunging neckline that revealed the luscious landscape of her skin all the way down to her navel. The thick, golden blanket of her hair shone in the torchlight, swept entirely to one side to highlight the severe curves of her luscious figure. 

She held Stefan’s amusing little necklace, quite satisfied with her inspection and improvement upon it.  When he entered—Ailsa and Anwen in tow, all three of them guarded by some of the Queen’s most loyal Valkyries—he smiled when he saw the necklace in her hands. 

Anwen wore what had become the courtly fashion for evenings—an almost translucent, short white gown with deep, daring cleavage and soft wrist-length gloves. Though she was dressed this way, showing so much leg and tits, wearing tall tall heels, the luxury of her clothing and the regality of her beauty made it clear she was still a royal. 

Ailsa, not quite hip with the fashion, had apparently tried to wear a pale blue button-up dress before the Valkyries fixed it for her—ripping out the buttons around her breasts and roughly chopping off much of the bottom of the dress, exposing her thighs and calves. She was barefoot—probably because her former footwear was incredibly illegal. Women were allowed only to wear very tall heels in this country.   

Something about Anwen or Ailsa—she wasn’t sure which—brought to mind her own wedding and final submission to her beloved King’s will. 

Of course their wedding had been perfect. A banner day, held out in the most luscious gardens of the land, with the flowers freshly planted that morning. The ceremony itself was on a massive rotating platform, its movement powered by serf labor. As they spun, more serfs were assigned the un-planting of whatever flowers had been in their sightline and then planting new flowers instead. The ceremony lasted for hours and hours, enough for several dozen rotations. 

The serfs had been told that if they didn’t ensure that all Queen Leana could see were flesh, new, beautiful species of flowers every at every rotation, they would be executed. Of course, this kind of fear was a beautiful motivator, and they did handily...but most of them died by exhaustion at the end of the day. Leana had been forced in such a case to order the execution of the remainder of the serfs for letting such quality workmen die. 

It was traditional, during the marriage ceremony, for the new queen to kneel before her king. Women must know their place before men—even the highest of women is only a woman before the might of the king. 

Leana, naturally, believed this didn’t go far enough. 

And so during the marriage ceremony, she had her two most trusted servants—Hailee and Hannah, decked out in sensual white lingerie—flank her while sucked off her Ulrick’s giant, soul-breaking cock.

Your queen knows it is a goodly wife’s place to suck and serve and not to speak, her attendants had recited, as instructed. So we will speak for her while she serves you as you deserve, Your Highness.

Leana’s mouth and throat were full of his cock. Her wedding dress train dozens of yards long. From the tall platform, everyone in the palace could see her earnestly, worshipfully sucking the massive meat of her one and only king.

She worships you, her beautiful attendants said in unison. The lives of others are nothing to her. Only your life matters.

Grunting, the King pushed Hannah down and then guided Leana’s hands onto Hannah’s neck. Leana clasped it eagerly, strangling the girl ably with her strong grip. And all the while, she continued to choke on and suckle his cock. 

Sh-she will obey your every command without hesitation, said Hailee, now alone. She...she will...she will k-kill for you...

The crowd gasped and several of the more loyal ladies cheered as Leana choked Hannah to her end while her MasterKing emptied down her throat. 

After the ceremony, just before the wedding celebration, was the execution of the advisor Archibald and his family. Ulrick gave the honor of delivering the execution order to Leana. Her heart had swelled with the honor. She smiled for a month afterward.

Of course, Hailee only lasted a year or so after that, and her replacement merely six months. Queen Leana had burned through many such Hailee and Hannah combinations over the years—perhaps that was what had spurred the memory. Were Ailsa and Anwen to be the latest in a long, long line of sadistically-targeted toys for her and her Master’s pleasure? 

What a dream, if so. The two looked so similar to Leana, with their thick blond hair, tight bodies, long legs, and sumptuous breasts. If Leana were to dress them from now on, they would be hard pressed to disappoint.  

As Stefan approached with his mother and sister, Leana heard him divulging his plan like a fool. 

“You must trust me, mother. I’ve got it all worked out. Leana and I are in love, you see, and nothing can get in the way of true love.”

“That is so absolutely true,” said Leana. She looked them over, smiling indulgently. The Valkyries just behind Stefan would take care of any trouble. “Good. You’re all here.”

“You fucking witch!”

Ailsa lunged at her. 

Leana’s guards immediately held Ailsa back. Their asses and lower back muscles flexed in their skimpy, hot metal-bikini armor. Leana bit her lip, examining the one on the right in particular. Master would love to hold her down and have his way with her. 

A game for a later time. Tonight, it was all about fucking royalty. 

“I promise,” Leana pinched Ailsa’s cheek, “fierce little hawk that you are, soon we will be the best of friends.”

Ailsa spat at her feet, but she was contained by the iron grip of the tall Valkyries. Leana stepped forward and put the necklace over the princess’s head. She waited for a moment, smiling as Ailsa’s struggles slowly faded, and then took it off and put it on Anwen. The stones looked so fetching, resting on the heavy, tanned globes of the lesser Queen’s cleavage. It only needed a few moments to really do all its work. Anwen took to it much quicker than Ailsa, having spent so much time with the King already.

It was like Stefan said—just putting it on once was good enough for a lifetime. 

“With this protection, you’ll be like sisters,” said Stefan. “You and Queen Leana be sisters, together. I’ve seen to it.”

Leana smiled brightly at that. “Yes. Exactly like that. Except, with your mother as well.”

“My mother?”

“Yes. We’ll all be sisters, together. Isn’t that hot?”

Stefan flushed. He obviously found this taboo thought dead sexy. 

“I...that is...I mean...” he smiled and shook his head. “Come now, Your Highness.”

“Oh, I’ll cum soon enough. We all will, your mother and sister and I. We’ll be like hot little fuckslave sisters utterly enslaved to Master’s will.”

It took a moment for Stefan to process this. The smile died slowly on his face.

“Sorry, what?”

“I said your sister and mother and I would be real sisters, enslaved to the will of our Emperor. He will be an Emperor, I think, if only because the thought of being his Empress makes me wet. Master does love to make me smile, and he’s ever so good at it. He’s so attached to the idea of being King, something from his childhood I believe, but we’ve conquered so many other kings and emperors at this point, I assume he must have an empire, no? Even though I’m just a girl and these things are so far beyond me?” She couldn’t keep the acid out of her voice. “And that way, your mother can remain Queen. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

The Valkyries had entirely let go of Ailsa now. The fight gone from her. Their cold, mindless, hating glare focusing entirely on Stefan.

“I...but...no.” Stefan looked panicked. Little bits of spit dribbled at his chin. “No, no, no. This isn’t right. I freed you! I freed you of his control!”

Leana laughed richly. “You might have just as easily ‘freed’ me from choosing this dress. Or these heels. Aren’t they dashing?” She did a little spin, rubbing her beauty in his face. “I know they are. I’m amazing, and it’s just for Him.”

Desperation filled Stefan. He looked at the necklace around his mother’s neck. 

“Damned thing!”

Right away he tried to grab it, but the Valkyries intercepted him and slammed him to the ground. Soon he had three different spear-points at his throat. The thought of his death right then filled Leana with almost orgasmic glee, but she didn’t want to deprive her King of the sight. 

Ailsa, completely free of the grip of any of the guards, just stared blankly at Queen Leana and smiled. Drool dripped down her lips. Her cheeks were red with the blush of arousal. 

“I don’t understand,” said Stefan. “I don’t understand...it was supposed to work! Why didn’t it work on you?”

“You really turned out to be a whiny little bitch, didn’t you? Gosh.” Leana giggled and strutted around him. “Honestly, it’s rather insulting that you assumed I had to be mind controlled. Surely, you must have noticed that I don’t spend all my time just mindlessly doing what he says?”

“That is how I know you will beat this! Your true nature is winning out. Please, there’s still time. He’s not here. Just tell them to release me, they have to listen to you, a-and—”

“I’m not going to deny my husband has a terrible influence on others,” Leana ignored him. “He’s sacrificed so many to the dark powers and will doubtless kill more for the same reason. He collects power from the old ones for all sorts of purposes. But it takes time, yes? From those powers, your mother was desperately close to being his completely. But even then, certain personalities...just haven’t taken to his will. Ailsa would have been one of those. We would have to execute her. Such a waste of such a beauty.”

She stopped in her elaborate, long struts to stroke Ailsa’s cheek. The pretty young blonde mumbled thank you, Mistress and immediately resumed drooling as she stared, zoomed in on Leana’s tits. Slick wetness ran down Ailsa’s thighs as she came again and again, looking at her new owner. 

“But I never had that luxury.” Leana sighed. “Such a shame. I always thought I’d be an amazing at being mind controlled. I’m so fucking great at everything I do, though.”

Yes, Mistress, mumbled Anwen and Ailsa together, not quite loud enough for Stefan to hear.

Stefan stuttered for space. “I-I-I-I-I—”

“Shut up, you fucking worm. No one cares. This is my time to speak. In all your studies...didn’t you discover that my bloodline is immune to mind control?”

His tongue failed him. Leana stepped on his neck with her pointed heel. 

“Now you speak, idiot.”

“B-but...you spend all that time...” he gulped, searching for air. It looked like his soul had been punched. “All that time helping the people?”

“Of course!” she smiled, lifting the heel off of his neck. “That’s what makes my love and I such a terrific combination. If he delivered any love to the people, they would catch on to the game; they would know he was manipulating them. Their agony wouldn’t be as sweet. But if I do it from time to time? A beautiful woman who makes them feel inferior just by existing near them, when they are so utterly starved for compassion and nurturing that they must accept the pittances I hand out? It’s so much sweeter. What use is misery without hope? How could it even exist? Therefore, my darling King allows me to beg him to use me to cultivate that hope, and occasionally he complies. He is so utterly generous.”

That construction—allows me to beg him—was when her Master finally entered the court room. She smelled blood on him. How lovely. He always wanted to fuck the fiercest after killing. 

“You...spared...” Stefan’s words failed him. His mind clearly racing. Desperate for anything—anything—that might show her the compassion he saw in her beauty. “...spared my sister and mother...”

She nodded, smirking. “I know. That was a bit of theater, to be honest. They’re really fucking hot. They’ll make such hot cocksleeves for Daddy. He always would have taken them. It wouldn’t matter if they said no. All the girls say yes to him eventually...although as I said, little Ailsa there would have been too disingenuous to keep for long. Usually,  if they’re not big fucking pains about being forced into service, we let them live!”

“B-but...” he struggled up onto his knees. “You made a mistake! You gave them the necklace! Now they’ll never succumb to his will!”

“Oh, that. Well.” She eyed Ailsa and Anwen. “How about it girls. Do you feel like resisting Master and Mistress’s commands?”

No, Mistress, they said loudly, in robotic, tranced unison. 

“Do you want to be the best little royal fuckdoll slaves for your new wicked owners?”

Yes, Mistress.

The look on Stefan’s face was extraordinarily satisfying. He’d been so focused on Leana that he hadn’t noticed the changes going on with his sister and mother. Something of a theme with him—being too distracted by Leana’s beauty to do anything constructive. 

What a fucking moron. She despised him totally. Simple little beta cuck loser. Her Husband could conquer seven countries at once while receiving daily, hours-long blowjobs from her without even skipping a beat. 

Leana giggled, posing for her King as he came closer. 

“So,” she said, “turns out I’ve been spending the time I’ve spent ruling here using my expansive wealth and resources learning sorcery, and as it turns out, all I have to do is a little reversal incantation and the necklace’s effects are completely reversed, which will actually make anyone mind controlled to His Will. Including your sister and mother, but even more importantly, me! Isn’t that fantastic? I’d thank you, but you’re a piece of idiotically stupid filth.”

Stefan struggled upward, clearly thinking of escape. The Valkyries pummeled him down, though, and Ulrick walked up and kicked him across the face, emptying the teeth from his mouth. He grabbed Ailsa roughly by the hair and shoved her down onto the ground underneath him, ripping his pants off before grabbing his wife and pulling her in for a long, passionate kiss. 

Leana swooned with adoration. He was such a man of action. She could command the masses to worship her and compel them to whatever wicked desires she had so easily, but in front of her darling love, she only ever felt like a teenager with a big, lovey-dovey crush. 

“You did well, my love.” He broke off the kiss and felt up Ailsa’s virgin body. “Mind controlled, completely?”

“Completely, Master.” She couldn’t stop kissing him. “Both of them. As I hope to be soon, at your command.”

Ailsa’s mouth was already wrapped around his cock, sucking earnestly as Leana continued to grind her eager cunt into her King’s side and thigh. He was so, so tall. Leana barely reached his shoulder even in her tallest heels. 

“Anwen.” Leana said between kissing her love’s massive arms and shoulders. “Come help your daughter. She needs your lips to guide her.”

Anwen had been forced into service via blackmail and coercion to King Ulrick already. But now the prospect of serving her brought a simple, blank, drooling smile to her face. 

Within moments, she had dropped to her knees and assisted her daughter with the holy task of worshiping their new Master’s cock. Daughter and mother worked in unison, giggling and smiling and licking, staring up at their royal owners with complete trust and adoration. 

As they sucked, slurped, kissed, and tongued the King’s massive cock, Leana turned to see Stefan crying, bleeding, and sporting a hard-on in his trousers. Up on his hands and knees and struggling to get to his feet. The Valkyries stopped bothering to even hold him down. He wasn’t a threat before, and now was even less of one with the King in the room.  

“Does that make you hard, bitch?” Leana mocked him. “Seeing your sister and mother adore another man? Seeing how much I love him? What a little pussy you turned out to be. What a cuck. You’re getting hard to this and none of us like you. None of us can stand you. I was thinking of giving up sex forever just because I had to be near you earlier. You fucking disgust me. You disgust all of us.” She squeezed tighter into her King. “And he thrills me just by existing. Just the thought of him makes me cum. And you’re getting hard to this even though we all fucking hate you. What a loser.”

“N-no...” he stumbled and fell. “Th-that’s my sister...I’m not hard, I’m just...that’s my sister...my m-m-mommy...”

“Is it?” Leana laughed. “Oh, I suppose it is, isn’t it? It’s your sister and your mommy. Master?” She leaned into the theatricality of the moment; her King loved presentation. “What shall we ever do with his sister and his m-m-mommy?”

Ulrick wore a grim, satisfied smile and nodded just once. 

“I’ve already fucked his mother lots,” he said. “Old news. And he’s such a weakling that his best plan was to make you an even more evil, willing accomplice to my plans than you already were. What an idiot.” 

He took Ailsa by the hips and roughly tossed her over, snapping his fingers for a Valkyrie to fall down on her hands and knees and act as a living table. Each of these Valkyries trained for sixteen hours a day when they weren’t on guard duty, supernaturally capable of defeating entire squadrons of enemy troops by themselves. This one had killed thousands with her bare hands. Now she was nothing more than living furniture so that her Master could fuck a virgin princess from behind. 

Ailsa grabbed the Valkyrie’s flesh, holding tight—and then screaming with orgasmic pleasure as her new Master entered her from behind with his enormous, precum-dripping cock.  

“Oh my god!” Leana squealed, mocking Stefan yet again. “He just took your sister’s virginity! And you’re stroking yourself!”

He was and trying to hide it, hunched over and shuffling. The Valkryies took a hold of his arms and prevented him from any more of this profanity, but it didn’t stop him from clearly getting off to the sight of his worst enemy fucking the shit out of his sister. 

The King, still smiling that grim, determined smile, grabbed Anwen and sat her on top of her own daughter, instructing her to finger herself while she obediently chanted adoration for her new Master. Her tits presented for his rough, hard grip. During all this transition, Leana grabbed the necklace off of Anwen, holding it tight and awaiting to be told to put it on herself. 

“Pledge your loyalty to me,” he commanded his two new slaves.

“I pledge myself to you,” they moaned. 

“Pledge your kingdom to me.”

“Our kingdom is yours. It was always yours. It should be punished for not surrendering immediately.”

Leana, grinding, wrapping, urging, whispered hot dark thoughts into the King’s ear while Stefan watched. He knew now that the two of them were a potent, powerfully evil combination. She would always be urging him to escalate further, to make it worse, worse, worse for others. 

“Your people deserve punishment.”

“Yes,” Ailsa moaned, drooling as his cock drove deeper inside her. “Punish them.”

“You will burn their fields.”

“Burn them.” Anwen came and came again, riding on top of her daughter’s slender form and staring up at her Master. “Oh yes!”

“Kill all the men. Bring me the wives and other women.”

“Yes, yesss,” they said. “We will bring them all to your cock. They will belong to you, Master.”

“And what do you think of your noble white knight brother? Your s-s-son?” asked Leana. “What is he to you?”

“He’s a failure,” snapped Anwen.

“A pussy,” said Ailsa. 

“If he was worth anything, he would have fought you.” 

“Instead, he what?” moaned Ailsa, torso bulging with the King’s pounding cock. “Tried to take your loyal wife away? As if anyone feeling this cock would ever want anything else.” 

“What a fool.”

“More than a fool,” Leana guided them. 

“Yes,” hissed Anwen. “What an dickless idiot.” 

“What a pussy.” 

“What a coward.” 

“What kind of man are you, brother? Even now you are helpless and defeated. You do not fight the situation at all.” 

Anwen spat in his direction. “You have utterly submitted to this king’s greatness. A completely pussified simp before his alpha greatness. You disgust me. You shame your family.”

It was obvious now the King was so close to cumming. His face red. His thrusting off-rhythm and full of urgent need. 

“Give me your babies!” Ailsa moaned. “Please! Fuck my traitor womb with your babies, Master, yes! Oh my King! My real King! Please fuck me harder!”

Leana strutted toward Stefan, who had been sniveling trying to look away toward the door during this entire exchange. Of course, he continued to try to touch himself, even as the Valkyries prevented him. Even so, his tiny little dick was clearly hard and ready to cum, visible through his trousers.

She sneered at him, knowing her husband was watching even as he readied to empty his load into Ailsa’s virgin womb. 

“Fool that you are, you must think my beauty a mask,” she said to Stefan. Her voice lovely and soft, but crystal clear. “A lovely facade over a soulless creation. That isn’t so, of course. I love my husband, truly and dearly. That must be terrifying for you. We snuggle together, sleep in with one another, take long romantic walks and share sweet nothings constantly. We just also happen to love abusing pathetic wretches like you.” She nodded, and the nearby Valkyrie knocked him to his knees. She took a moment to soak in the moment of his pain. “The court astronomer told me—before I had him executed for not naming enough stars after me—that the universe is full of beauty, unending and undying. Stars blossoming for millions of years before exploding in stellar arrays of violence and fire. Supernova. Imagine the beauty there must be in such a thing. These things happen no matter what anyone believes or hopes. The beauty exists no matter what you think. It is eternal. And it does not care what you pray for.

“So say your prayers, good knight. Only I am listening. And so I can tell you with assurance—no one listening cares about your pathetic hopes and dreams.”

The Valkyries closed in, smiling with the same sadistic glee as their Mistress. 

The last thing he saw before their blades came down on him was King Ulrick cumming inside of Ailsa’s contorting, gorgeous, orgasming body with his mother wrapping herself around his torso to grind her cumming pussy against his perfect six-pack abs—and Queen Leana dropping to her knees, wearing the magick necklace at last. Giving up her mind completely to his control. 

Her own orgasms were so powerful and apparent that they inspired one in Stefan, but it was awful. It only gave him hope—the hope the pleasure always brings—and so it was miserable, because he could see the blades coming toward him. Because he knew he would never have Leana’s love.

“I love you, Master,” moaned the remade Queen, her voice tinged with madness and orgasmic clarity. “I love you beyond anything!”

The Queen was nothing but her King’s creation from now on. 

# # #
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...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

What's next?

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:

Bimbo Packages – Taboo Snacks

Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!

Bully Worship – Obeying the Jock

Heather worships the ground her jock bully boyfriend walks on. She loves the way he humiliates and terrorizes everyone in their lives except for her. When she finds out a nerd with a crush on her has created the perfect mind control device, she sees the perfect opportunity to prove her devotion to her stud god forever!

The Bimbo Fix – His Home Life

Everywhere Stephen goes, beautiful women are begging to be his eternal fuckslaves. He wants to oblige them, but he knows it’s wrong—and he also knows the source of the problem is somewhere at his home with the two gorgeous women who started it all...

Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership

A lucky young man finds the secret of the power transforming everyone at the Isla Alfa resort, and uses it to his advantage—starting by selecting his new ultra-perfect mind-controlled girlfriend!

The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

Everywhere Stephen goes, the women of his town have transformed into gorgeous sexpots desperate to fuck him. He wants to help, but he can’t seem to keep his cock out of their mouths...maybe his biggest enemy will retain some semblance of sanity in this lust-fueled madness?

Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic

Debbie’s been thoroughly bullied by the living goddess girlfriend of her brother—will a trip to the Shining Sun Resort transform her body enough to get the upper hand, or will she become a supremely hot slave to her bully’s will?

The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend

Stephen wakes up to being sucked off by two gorgeous women—his estranged wife and adopted daughter, both of whom are adamant they’re his worshipful cock slaves! What’s going on, and how can he make things right?

Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties

A newlywed couple’s loyalty is stressed beyond its limits when the alpha male mind controller at their luxury hotel takes an interest in the gorgeous, buxom virgin wife. 

Virtual Meeting - Office Hierarchy

He returns from vacation to find his office trimmed down to just three mega-hot babes who are desperate to serve him in every erotic way and make him the babies he deserves! What’s going on? Does he really even care?

Cult of Lust – Queen Bee

The cult’s morality takes a turn for the worse (so, for them, a turn for the better) when the Master takes an interest in his most conceited, self-absorbed, thrillingly gorgeous slave yet. 

Virtual Meeting – Taboo Ownership

A lonely girl puts on a special VR helmet to meet virtually with her online boyfriend, but it gets dark, demented, and erotic when he reveals all he wants is to control her to get to her sister.

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

Just 18 Desires

A bundle full of eighteen delicious stories featuring barely legal virgins bowing down to the alpha male they’ve always needed—whether they knew it or not!

Fertile Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of Nadia Nightside’s thrilling tales featuring hard, passionate ruts between stacked ladies and well-hung hunks!
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Cult of Lust – A Bundle

THREE amazing stories following the women caught under the thrall of the ultimate alpha hunk, who can transform reality at a whim!

Alpha Male Dreams—A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of brilliant super hunks taking who they want, how they want, when they want. They don’t take “no” for an answer and women drop to their knees to serve their every ultra-muscled need. 

Virtual Meeting – The Series

This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.

Frisky Dreams – A Bundle

Get it while it’s hot! This bundle is so full of sin that it’s been banned twice in less than a month! TWENTY sensationally sexy stories wrapped together in a package that could be gone any instant!

Rough Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY stories of the roughest, hardest rutting around—always fertile, unprotected, and barely legal!

Mesmerizing Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of explicitly hot, super sexy mind control of gorgeous women under the thrall of one harem-craving man!

Lucky Nerd Dreams

TWENTY amazing tales of sensational, arrogant babes falling head over heels in love and lust, whether they like it or not, with the luckiest nerds alive—thanks to magical devices, potions, and other naughty machinations.

Homewrecking Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY brilliant stories of the most forbidden of kinks—aching to break up a marriage for a hot young thing who happily seduces men away from the wives who disappoint them.

Raw Dreams

TWENTY thrilling tales of hot babes serving the baddest of boys—gangs of men, hard criminals, evil masterminds, sexy soldiers and more. 
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        Prim, proper Stephanie has made up her mind—she's got to break things off with her bohemian girlfriend, Gianna. Stephanie is serious and dedicated to her education and career, and Gianna is just too carefree to become emotionally invested in. It doesn't help that Gianna is roommates with Kyle, who Stephanie grew up with in the same house! But when she visits their apartment, Stephanie immediately notices big changes. Kyle has transformed from a skinny-fat layabout into an alpha-bodied, huge-membered stud. Gianna is a giggly, hypersexual bimbo. The two of them are clearly rutting nonstop, and strangest of all, Stephanie doesn't seem to mind. It must have something to do with the lusciously tasty "Passion Pack" bars she finds all over the place, but they're so yummy and why is it so hard to think…?
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	    About the Author

        
            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
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