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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! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The New Student


Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...

[image: ]



HAUGHTY QUEEN FANTASIES


TWENTY stories of brilliantly snobby, sexy women brought to their knees to serve the ONLY man who can own their pristinely perfect bodies.
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HAREM MAKER – THE GYM
 Bunny


Ethan widens his grip on his power and his harem, and makes the local gym his base of operations. He recruits dozens of new girls and one new mega-babe...and meanwhile, the wickedly gorgeous immortal continues her plot against him.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.
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KINKY FANTASIES – A
 Bundle


TWENTY sexy stories of every kink you could think of, and probably a few more. A great place to get started if you're just starting to read Nadia Nightside tales!
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HAREM MAKER – THE DREAM
 Girl


Ethan has a one-off date with the girl of his dreams that ends with her declaring him her Master forever. Before his head can stop spinning, she's already gathering new slaves for him to breed with his transforming, super-hunk body? What the heck is happening, and more importantly...who will be the next addition to his harem?
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


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


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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ON THE WAY TO THE UNIVERSITY
, Estelle and Sophia—ultra-stunning brunette and mega-stunning blonde, respectively—busy themselves with crowding the front seat in my new convertible and stroking my Cock. Their perfect heart-shaped faces push in between the steering wheel, my Cock, and the thickness of my brick-laid abs to lap up the precum streaming out from my massively thick knob like a river.

I can’t really take too much more by the time I actually pull into the parking lot at the university. The campus is open and wide, full of beautiful stone buildings with high windows and wildly-slanted architecture, and sporting regular gardens and park-like gathering areas.

Once parked, I grab Estelle and toss her across the hood, hiking up her tiny skirt. I told her we were going to a university, so she instantly thought “school girl”—which for her translates into tiny pleated blue plaid skirt, skintight leather boots with tremendously high stiletto heels, and a cut-off blouse wrapped in a knot under the sumptuous display of her shiny, bountiful cleavage.

“You fucking tease,” I grunt, sliding myself into Estelle.

She squeals with instant orgasmic delight, clenching her entire body around me. Sophia struts around the side of the car, putting herself on display for me. Her outfit closely mirrors Estelle’s, though with a red skirt instead, ankle boots instead of thigh-highs, and her blouse is more of a pale peach color instead of Estelle’s white. 
Neither of them wear bras or panties. They don’t need bras for support to make their tits look terrific—that’s natural now, thanks to my magic Cum fucking up their lives and bodies—and panties just get in the fucking way.

Sophia has a rag in one hand—the shirt from the salesman who “sold” us the car—and she’s using it to wipe up the bloodstains still on the hood and headlights from when we “bought” the car.

I didn’t mean to beat the shit out of the salesman so bad. It was just twenty minutes or so ago and I still haven’t really calmed down. It’s not my fault, though. Motherfucker was being annoying as hell, asking me to actually pay for the car and sign papers and all that shit. Then he said something about how nice Estelle looked—like, yeah, he’s got to tell me
 that? It’s my fucking girl
, motherfucker.

Then Estelle suggested he really needed to learn a lesson and Sophia thought he would look better if he was spread all across the wall a bit, and I really wanted to know how hard it would be to toss him through the window of his office—not hard at all, turns out—and you know, twenty minutes later I’m in a parking lot fucking the bimbofied girl of my dreams in front of a mindfucked vixen who is so completely in love with me she doesn’t even mind that I’m fucking another girl in front of her on top of a car I didn't have to pay for.

Estelle’s body is so fucking tiny and tight—and my Cock is so enormous—that I can feel
 the steel of the car hood through her tight tummy. I can feel the hood denting from my constant, rough strokes. A lesser woman might die from this hard fucking—Estelle just begs for me.

“Oh fuck you’re so good.
 Oh fuck you’re so
 g-g-good!”

She cums constantly when my Cock is inside her. Of course she does—she’s a woman. That’s just what my Cock does now. A few days ago that would have seemed like a miracle—now I know it’s what I deserve. Estelle and Sophia are always cooing about what I deserve, what I should have, and I know they’re always right because I’m the one who fucked those thoughts into their brain.

Her heavy tits, also denting the car hood as I drill her brains out, leak out milk through her blouse all over the hood. Sophia attaches herself to my side and starts whispering all that hot dirty shit into my ear.

“You should get her pregnant. You should get her pregnant and then get me
 pregnant. You deserve it. You deserve our hot fucking pregnant milk-heavy tits rubbing on you, bathing you in our milk, worshiping you...”

She trails off because of the cop who shows up. He’s a small man, only six feet tall and two hundred pounds or so, with a short dark mustache. All “men” are so fucking pathetic and small to me now. I'm something else, something Alpha. His hand is quivering over his gun, like he’s not sure if it will have any effect on me if he uses it. Probably it’ll just piss me off.

“H-hey,” he says. “Y-you guys...this isn’t a bedroom. You can’t just...just...just...fuck...her?”

His voice wanders away as he looks at Estelle—really
 looks at her. Before he just saw a giant fucking someone, I bet. Now he’s looking at Estelle—who is taller than him and hotter than any woman he’s ever seen in his whole life. She looks like a living hentai with American features—classically gorgeous nose, strong jawline, heartbreaking cheekbones, and bright green eyes.

She sneers at him, this fantastic beauty who thinks he ain't worth shit, and his fear is palpable.

“You gonna stop him, wanker?” Sophia asks.

Her british accent gets me every time. So does that snobbery. Fuck. So good. I feel my orgasm mounting inside of Estelle.

“I...you just...it’s a parking lot?”

He had a hard time looking at Estelle—lost in the throes of pleasure. He's having a harder time with Sophia—nearly as hot as Estelle but in his fucking face and pissed
 at his existence.

“You daft fucking tosser. Get out of here before I make you take that little pea-shooter you got there and unload inside your skull. Got it?”

“Y-yes, ma’am. I’m s-sorry, ma’am.”

He twists and turns as fast as he can go, falling over in the process. His shins bang hard against the concrete and he yelps in pain but staggers back up again quickly, tripping and falling a few times, harder each time, to scramble away. I think he tore something in his leg.

Estelle underneath me is cumming at the display of his 
humiliation. I gift her with my own cum, flooding her newly-developed internal organs with everything I have. Rewriting her again, rewiring her again, restarting her system to be more
 of what I want, more
 of what I deserve. Every time I cum inside a woman, she gets better and hotter because I’m
 better and stronger with every passing moment.

Estelle takes pleasure in the humiliation of the “male.” Of the inferior beings. And so do I. The way you laugh when meercats piss on each other in the nature show.

Lesser beings exist for the entertainment of the superior—and the three of us, to say the least, are definitely superior now.
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WE’RE AT THE UNIVERSITY
 to see Professor Tiffany Beck. She’s got, I don’t know, lots of degrees in the supernatural and the occult and all that kind of shit.

I want to know more about what’s going on with me, the kind of world I’ve entered. I feel amazing, constantly. What it used to feel like when I came, I feel like all the time now. Pleasured. Buzzed. Happy. Content. When I actually cum now, it’s the equivalent of a rocket launching into the atmosphere if my old one was a poprock dissolving in water.

I fucking love
 this shit. And I know Lilith wants to take it away from me—so I can’t let her. 

I walk through the campus with Sophia and Estelle hanging off either hip. Their wide baby-ready hips slide into mine with every step of their mile-long legs and I’ve got my hands sliding up deep into the cracks of their ass, gripping hard, fingers pushing up and into their wet and willing pussies. I'm fairly certain they're both pregnant even if they're not showing yet. They will be soon. They'll have big sexy fertile baby bumps to show everyone what pieces of personal premium pussy property of their prime man they are.

Everyone who sees us knows that I own them, that they’re mine, that they love being mine. If my grip wasn’t enough, the way they constantly ogle my body and adore my steel-hard abs, biceps, and pecs would drive it home.

Men run the opposite direction when they see me coming. They must think they’re suddenly in a horror movie.

In a hallway, we pass a pair of girls with notebooks in their hands. They see me, drop their books, stutter out nonsense, and begin to drool. One drops to her knees, blubbering. I smell their virginity—it calls to me and I almost want to make a pitstop to fuck them stupid; but having just fucked Estelle I feel sated enough to stay focused.

There might have been a period of intermediary alpha-male-ness that I had. Where a woman saw me and just flashed lust in my direction instead of becoming a blubbering bimbo right away. If that time existed for me, I fucked Rita, Sophia, and Estelle right through it all day yesterday at the gym.

I kept wanting to fuck some of the other slaves, even going so far as to finger and facefuck a few...but also Estelle, Sophia, and Rita pulled me back and captured my attention for the full show. Only the three of them got my cum.

I know they manipulated me to make sure they were the only three who were becoming more beautiful, tighter, bustier, more fertile and mindfucked from my Cum. More powerful—like how Estelle is powerful with her flashing green-eyed mind control.

Sophia and Rita both have powers of their own now, complimentary to Estelle and to me.

Rita is back at the gym now, making perfect use of her amazing power—to energize others. Her gorgeous, tight, busty form was already bouncy and hoppy, full of vim and vigor. You know those insta-girls you see on the gram who literally never stop bragging about how perfect their lives are? They eat avocado toast smoothie breakfasts and make dinners from carefully cultivated organic eggplants grown in the endangered forests of Timbuktu and have a morning workout, an evening workout, a post-meditation workout, a meditation smoothie post-yoga cooldown, and all that shit?

Rita was—before I even fucked her—that girl on maximum.
 She posted so many insta-stories that the gram itself had to rewrite its code just to accommodate for the amount of data and followers she was getting every second. Her everyday schedule read like a greatest hits album from composed by every self-help book ever made. Her energy is boundless
.

And even more so now that I’ve fucked my will into her. She’s able to transfer that endless energy into other property of mine. So right now, back at the gym, she’s whipping girls into shape. Their minds are probably totally exhausted, but she keeps them running, crunching, lifting, and squatting.

I know for a fact that her latest favorite activity is “exhaustion burpees.” She runs the other twenty-plus slaves right up until they can’t go anymore on the treadmill, then puts them on the burpee mat. They hit the mat in a controlled downward plank, push up, squat, jump, and then then hit the mat again. Over, and over, and over again.

What Rita likes to do—even though she could invigorate them enough to make them run for hours with smiles on their faces—is to keep them just on the edge of exhaustion all the time. They do one burpee, know for absolute sure that their body is going to quit...and Rita gives them just
 enough to make them do one more. And one more. And one more.

For hours.

For Me.

Watching them suffer while she parades in front of them, effortlessly doing burpees into handstands into standing backflips (her naturally agility and dexterity was only exponentiated with my cum completely rewriting her DNA). It makes her wet, parading her superiority in front of them, and naturally that makes me Hard, and me being Hard makes her wet...and on and on.

Sophia has a power of her own—one of my three upper echelon girls along with Estelle and Rita—and her power will be particularly useful today.

You see, I make girls fucking wet
. I make them writhe
. I make them fucking start to cum just from the mouth-watering musk
 of my reality-fucking Cock. And it’s kind of fun—actually, it’s really fucking
 fun—to see some girls go absolutely insane from having my Cock forced down their throat while their entire body convulses in a never-ending orgasm. I like watching the light leave their eyes, their sanity bursting like a bubble in a bath.

I stop a girl struggling to crawl past me in a hallway just to make that happen. It only takes about thirty seconds. All I have to do is 
touch her forehead. She's a cute asian thing with jet black hair. Her eyes roll back up into her forehead, spittle covers her chin and cheeks, and her entire body shakes.

She'll be like that for a week or so. When she wakes up, she'll be something like a zombie—no conception of society, of rules or regulations, no thought for anything but my Cock.

Estelle and Sophia giggle, stroking me intently the entire time I do it. Making sure I don't give her any of what they consider to be their
 cum.

She's not pretty enough—
in their minds—to get any of it.

If I wanted to, just now, I could have used Sophia's power to let the girl keep her mind intact.

Sophia’s power lets the girls I fuck up with orgasmic eternity retain
 their sanity. If Estelle guides
 minds, then Sophia protects
 them. Keeps them in tip-top shape so I can take advantage of whatever mental and emotional gifts they bring to the table. Because while I do deserve an army of absolutely mindfucked slaves who literally can’t process anything but obedience to my Cock...I deserve intimate, emotionally-grounded, romantic fuckpets too.

I don’t want an army of Estelles...but I do really fucking want Estelle, and Sophia helps to keep just how I want her—superior, snotty, intelligent, cool, calculating, and utterly in love with me for all the wrong reasons. Estelle loves me because of my power and appearance and Cock, and because of the promise of wealth that my mindfucking Alpha Maleness will undoubtedly bring her. If I was who I used to be, she wouldn’t give a shit.

I have to say—I like it that way. I didn’t like the old me either.

So I let Estelle, Sophia, and Rita really grind out that difference between them and the other girls. I want
 them to have an advantage. It makes me hard thinking of maybe finding someone else I like down the line—someone who really gets me going—who couldn’t possibly ever catch up with Estelle because I’ve just fucked her too full of my Will and Power. The thought of Estelle being permanently
 my Top Girl fills me with a deep sense of security, intimacy, and heat.

Professor Beck’s office has a door on it when we arrive. A few seconds later, it doesn’t anymore and I toss it down the hallway in a 
few different broken parts. Doors are for privacy, which is a way to keep weak people strong. I don’t need any of that.

There’s a man in the room with her sitting across from her desk. He gets up before seeing me, only hearing the noise.

“What the hell? What’s—”

I grab him by the throat and whip him out of the room. He lands at an awkward angle and I don’t know if he survived; I don’t care, either. Other “males” are insults to me, to my power, to my Real Man shit.

Professor Beck remains sitting at her desk. Have to say, she's a total knock-out. A real stunner. She's doing that professor-vibe thing with glasses and a jacket over her blouse, but underneath all that she's got a killer body and a gorgeous face to boot. Short dark hair. Smoldering dark eyes slowly filling with capital L Love for me.

I know her legs won’t work right now; she’s got too much of my Real Man vibe pulsing through her. Good. That’ll make her easier to talk to. She’s not drooling yet and I take it as a challenge.

“Oh...oh my god...” she whispers.

There’s recognition in her eyes.

“You know what I am, don’t you?”

She nods slowly. “Very much so. I...I had hoped
...I had dreamed
...”

Her body writhes. She tries to bite back an orgasm. It won’t work for very long. I nod at Sophia, who walks over to her. My cooler. Sophia, putting a palm on her hand, is able to calm the ocean of pleasure that wants to whip up into a tsunami inside of the professor. The sea of delight in her is calm—present, everywhere, but not rushing and whipping about. She’ll be able to communicate.

“Oh.” She straightens. “Oh. Okay.”

Sophia returns to my side and she and Estelle kneel down to start sucking me off while I sit down on the chair across from Tiffany. I have to break the chair’s arms off to sit down in it comfortably; part of being a seven foot hulk is that furniture starts to do less for you.

“I want you to explain this all to me,” I say. “I want to know what the fuck is happening.”

“I think you killed my husband...” she says, peeking behind me in the door.

“Maybe I did. You give a fuck?”

“I...I’m not sure. I don’t think I do. I only ever thought about you, the idea of you, when I came anyway.”

She’s displaying an understanding that other connections—romance, intimacy, companionship—were all bullshit designed by people less powerful than me to try and take power away from me. That cumming
 is the most important way for a woman to show her love.

If a man can’t make a woman cum
, and cum hard
, he ain’t fucking shit
.

She knows that, instinctively, and knows to bring it up. I like that.

Part of owning Sophia means I own her power, too. She’s the vessel, but I’m the source. I allow a microscopic crack in the floodgates of pleasure that Sophia set up—and Professor Beck responds immediately, cumming harder than she ever has. I close the crack and wait, enjoying Estelle and Sophia’s tongues and lips intermingling on my thick knob while I watch the professor writhe.

She's really fucking beautiful. Normally, while Estelle and Sophia suck me off, they're so hot they're all I want to look at. Tiffany is hot enough that watching her cum is super fucking hot for me. Excellent cheekbone structure.

“Good girl,” I say to the professor. “That’s the kind of shit I like to hear.”

Her eyes are open, her entire body covered in a slick sheen of sweat. She’s hot as fuck, and I can take care of her lack of virginity and how she’s a little older than I’d prefer.

My cum will change her...if she earns it.

“Y-yes, of course.”

“Master. Or Sir. Or Daddy, if you’re lucky.”

Estelle and Sophia moan out “Daddy” beneath me, loving that they get to use that name for me and others don’t.

“Yes
, Master. Of course
, Master.” She shakes her head. “Please forgive me, Master. I can’t believe I didn’t say that already. I’ve wanted you, studied
 you, for so long...I’m just stunned
...oh fuck, he’s not moving at all out there, I think you did kill him. Oh god
...why does that turn me on so much?”

I grin. “Because you never loved him. You only loved me. He was 
a distant thousandth-place behind nine-hundred and ninety-nine cums to me.”

“Yes, Master.” She nods. “You’re right. Fuck. Married...ten years...what a waste
...he never believed me...”

I snap my fingers. “Focus, Professor. Tell me what I am. How can I do this to you? To them?” I point at Estelle and Sophia. Estelle is trying to get me to favor her by holding Sophia down on my Cock. Sophia’s pale skin is turning blue, her throat bulging.

“Yes, Master.” She nods slowly. “I’ll give you the quick version?”

When I don’t contradict her, she continues.

“This all based in pure speculation, so you know. Rumors of rumors. Snippets and biased translations in very old texts. But, the idea goes that there is a long, long period of time in our history of humanity that is unaccounted before. I’m talking pre-Akkadian. Pre-Egyptian. Just plain old
.” She's getting very excited now, sharing her knowledge with her Master. Sharing her knowledge with anyone
. She likes explaining things. That makes me like her more. “Thousands of years between the dawn of humanity and the beginnings of civilization as we know it. The idea is that it took us that long to stop killing each other and to really work out agriculture through trial and error. But what I believe is that...you existed. Someone like you. A Male. An Eternal Male, with endless virility and energy and ability to control and manipulate others. You made a race of superhumans...all women, of course.”

I grunt slightly. That does sound like me.

“You owned them entirely. As you...you deserve
.” Her body is trembling—saying that kind of hot shit really makes the waters bang against the floodgate inside her. I keep them closed, however. “But as centuries progressed, something happened. Some of them—I’m guessing they weren’t fucked enough, or close enough—became treacherous. They began wiping out your other slaves, or taking them for their own. With their amassed power, they were able to take you down.”

“Then what?”

“Then...I’m not sure. My speculation has been that they stayed in our civilization. Witches. Sorceresses. Queens and Empresses, maybe. I think they stayed in the shadows, accumulating wealth and 
power, and maintaining a watchful eye on your line.”

“My line?”

“Your genetics are such that you, the original you, only very
 rarely create a male. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be having this conversation. My personal suspicion is that You were warned about their betrayal and so planted a kind of genetic timebomb...a place long enough in your descendants that you would come back around safely.”

I nod. If someone like me had come around in recorded history, we’d have known about it.

“So...I’m the descendant of a millenia-old god on earth who just let his superpowered harem get a little too big to handle?”

“Yes, Master.”

“And I’ll need to fuck the hell out of the remnants of this harem to get them back under control so I can run shit like I deserve?”

She moans, pulling at her blouse. “Yes
, Master...”

“But none of this explains why my power is activating now.”

Tiffany nods. “There is a theory—even among my small group of dedicated scholars, I'm the only one who truly believes it.”

“Tell me.”

She flushes as she obeys. “I think the reason for the schism with the other females wasn't about power so much as it was about love
. I think You in the past created the perfect mate for You. I think they were jealous. And I think that if you arranged for yourself to be resurrected...”

“Then I would do the same for my mate.”

“Naturally.”

I look at Estelle, smugly sucking my Cock, guiding Sophia along my balls. Perfect, perfecting, perfection Estelle. Of course.

“And if we chanced across each other again...”

“Your powers would be activated once more. Like a power cord plugging in. Input and output. You need both for the mechanism to work.”

“Daddy...” Estelle says, just barely letting Sophia up off my Cock enough so that she can breathe. “I think that’s why Lilith took your Cindy and Sally. She’s trying to keep you in check.”

Sophia gasps for air but stays on my Cock, nodding. She’s too far 
gone at the moment to add to the conversation. I gift her with a shot of cum, watching her eyes glaze over. Estelle’s eyes flash green with lust—I can feel her trying to compel me to let her taste my cum instead of Sophia. I could make her stop trying to fuck with my mind...but it’s hot when she tries and she knows it.

“I have to agree, Master,” says Tiffany. I can hear
 the need in her voice to call me Daddy. “It’s only natural that she’s afraid of you. You’re more powerful than her. If you’re not now, then you will be soon. Your power must be growing and growing, yes?”

“More all the time.”

I let the floodgate down another crack. She whips forward and back so hard I’m surprised she doesn’t knock herself out on the desk. Just as quickly, I close the floodgate again. Toying with her thanks to my toys.

“F-fuck...” she looks at me with abject love. “Yes. She should
 be scared of you, Sir. You’ll take her. You’ll own her. She’ll be yours. Only...”

“Only what?”

“Well. It stands to reason she’ll be prepared for you. She’s been gaining power of her own for years. She’ll use whatever she can to keep it. Your strength is in brute force. But I expect hers, after living so long and so secretly, is in subterfuge and the like.”

I’m tired of all this explanation bullshit. I want to fuck something.

I want to fuck her
.

It’s hot how much she knows, how much she can help me. How she explains things. How little she cared about her dead husband. She knows her fucking place
. She doesn't just know about this, about me—she believed
 in me before I even knew I was me.

She's a True Believer. If she had the opportunity or the means, she'd probably have sacrificed a dozen virgins just to summon me from the beyond.

I unleash the floodgates.

She experiences all the orgasms at once—through the twenty minutes of speaking to me and watching two goddesses blow me, her subconscious mind has needed her to cum dozens of times. She feels each one in quick succession, wracking, twisting, pulled off her chair as if by some invisible rope.

All the pleasure in the world, she’s felt. I’ve completely warped her mind, completely twisted her up so that all she understands is service to me.

I stand up, shooting cum all over Estelle and Sophia’s faces. Tiffany crawls around the desk, gasping, panting, needing me desperately. Estelle can sense my desire for her. She takes the professor by the arm and pulls her up next to herself. Sophia pouts just for a moment—always jealous, always spiteful, so fucking hot—but knows not to argue with my will.

My Cock rubs the air above Tiffany's kneeling face. Precum raining down on her hair and shoulders. Around us, her office in tatters.

Now that I’ve completely destroyed her will and her life...it’s time to go to work on her.
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I DIDN’T HAVE TO WAIT
 long to confront Lilith. After I finish with Tiffany, whispering a few choice instructions in her freshly-enslaved brain, Sophia lets me know she’s received a text from Lilith asking for a meet.

On the way back to the car, we stride through gathering masses of finger-humping women, crawling through the grass and along cobblestones to get nearer to me. Word of my presence has spread. My presence
 has spread. Some of them—sensitive to this sort of supernatural power, I suppose—knew I was here long before anyone had a chance to reach them. They just knew
. They had to come and kneel.

With Estelle and Sophia at my side, it’s easy—and a whole lot of fucking fun—to ignore them. They moan after us like chattel, which they are, and the three of us act blissfully unaware of their existence.

They'll never forget me. They'll always remember the scant few seconds I walked by them with women better than them. They'll cum to it for the rest of their lives.

For me, though? It's just a walk to my car.

There’s no men to be found. They know better. With the way my blood is up right now, I’m liable to murder the first man I see, no 
questions asked. It’s the kind of being I am now—no patience for anything that doesn’t bring me pleasure.

It’s nearing dark. The sun sets red and purple beyond tall trees and hills.

We stop at the gym along the way—which is turning into a sort of court for me, an extended throne-room for me to operate my growing kingdom from—to pick up Rita and so that Estelle and Sophia can change. They want to stun; they want to look like they belong at my side.

At the side of their King.

The gym in is in a process of renovation. One corner is now full of conjoined mattresses, strapped together and covered with a newly sewn-together series of sheets. I fucked Sophia and Rita on it for six hours yesterday while my darling Estelle coolly walked around town, hypnotizing unsuspecting residents and shaping them to her—and more importantly, my
—will.

We’re greeted on our return by a sweat-sheening mass of utterly perfect-bodied babes, each of them smiling bright and holding back tears of joy at seeing me in person. It’s only been a few hours since I left but each minute without me is agony for them.

They’re sporting tight workout-bras and spandex and dripping wet pussies. Everything about them shines in the bright lights of the gyms. No flaws can hide—and luckily for them, they have none.

Their jaws move up and down, constantly trying to stop themselves from moaning out “Master” or “Please.” They know in my presence, they only speak on command. Sophia and Estelle excuse themselves, snidly looking down on their “competition” as they go to change in the vast, expensive wardrobe that Estelle gathered.

They hold each other tight by the ass and blow kisses with Rita as they pass; all three totally in love with each other. Ugh. It's so fucking good how badly they want to fuck each other almost as much as they want to fuck me.

Rita is already hot to trot in a tiny white dress with a deep, boat-scoop cleavage line and pleated bottoms. Her high-heeled sandals only show off how fucking long she is even more. I greet her with a long kiss and both of us enjoy the jealous, horny moans of the 
gathered slaves.

Right away, Rita snuggles up to me—possessive—slips my Cock out of my pants and points it up so that the head rests comfortably on the top of her tits. She’s model-tall and extra-long and standing, in heels, and this is still how much bigger I am than her. I start gifting her right away, cum streaming out from my Cock all across her heavy tits, where it’s quickly absorbed by her shining, brilliantly bronze skin. She strokes me with both hands, staring up at me.

“They’re getting prettier,” she says, nodding over at the collection of girls.

I notice there’s less than there were this morning.

“Did you lose another one?”

She shrugs. “Three, actually. If their hearts give out from what I do, they wouldn’t be able to withstand being fucked anyway. Good riddance.”

Whittling down the crop. Only the best for me. What a good girl.

“How do you mean, prettier? Thinner?”

“Yes,” she nods. “But not just that. My routine is working wonders for them. It turns out, starving and constantly working out burns a lot of fat! But also...I think it’s your cum. Just the scent of it, I mean. Even that is so powerful it makes them change like this. And it's a good thing too, because we
 don’t leave anything but
 the scent left behind.”

Her we
 refers to her, Estelle, and Sophia—the cream of the crop; the ones who earn my cream.

I look at the gathered girls. I have an eye for them, for what’s working and what’s not. 

“Taller. Tighter. Bustier.” I smile. “Good.”

“You’re so powerful, Master,” Rita coos. Her tits grow as she presses my streaming Cock into her cleavage. Her dress is plastered by my Cum. “They’re all going to be just what you want. Just what you need
. This first crop of girls...they’re going to do so much
 for You. They’ll be the ones to teach everyone else what it is to obey
. They'll be merciless. Without fear. Without questions. They will be living embodiments of your Will...just like me.” She flashes a killer smile. “Just not as
 pretty, of course.”

Rita looks at me with all the love of a greedy gold-digging Capital-
B Bitch who knows with certainty she’s hitched her wagon onto the exact right train.

A few days ago, I would have been terrified to let her down. Now I’m just fucking turned on.

Estelle and Sophia return quickly after dressing and join Rita wordlessly, gathering around my Cock and cooing, moaning, and pushing their heavy tits into my frame and Cock. Estelle’s gown is sparkling and blue, clingy and plunging deep to show off the sensational amount of cleavage she’s gathered. She wears gloves that wrap all the way up to her elbows and has her massive thick mane of hair done up in a gorgeous bun.

She looks like royalty.

If Estelle went for high-glam, Sophia went for subtle-glam, with a sparkling silver gown that’s sheer in most places. Wrist-length crochet gloves, her hair flowing down in a brilliant golden set of locks and curls.

I take a moment to enjoy this. A building full of slaves begging to obey me. Cumming just because I’m present. Their bodies shifting, transforming constantly to be more
 of what I want. Becoming more than human just because they smell
 my cum.

And three in particular—more gorgeous than the rest, permanently
 superior to the others—each one gorgeous and talented enough to make billions of dollars just by selling their face and their brains. And all they want to do, any of them, is slide their perfectly pink, soft tongues across my Cock for the rest of eternity.

I need to name one of them my Queen. I think tonight I’ll decide, after this is all over.

Estelle, who's been there since the beginning? Who urged me on at every turn. Who can control anyone she likes save for me.

Sophia, who unlocked my need to control? Who helped me see the Alpha I am. Who holds pleasure as her hostage to deliver and withhold with such delicious cruelty.

Or Rita, drill-sergeant mistress of my growing harem? Who clearly loves herself more than anyone I've ever seen before. Who can imbue anyone with enough energy to marathon fuck like I need.

“All right,” I say. “Let’s hit the road, get this over with.”

They all nod, but Rita needs a moment.

“You.” Rita points to an olive-skinned beauty with a massive wave of dark hair. “You’re in charge. If they lose any less than three pounds each, you’ll never get another chance for his Cock again. Got that?”

She nods with big eyes.

“Good.” Rita smiles at me and kisses me for a long time, urging more cum out of my cock as she mashes her hot tits against its density. “I’m ready, darling.”
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LILITH HAS US MEET
 at her place. I expected an isolated mansion somewhere in the woods. A mountain full of forbidden technology. Maybe a cave in the desert somewhere, or an underwater base.

But instead, she’s in the suburbs.

A rather upscale part of the suburbs—I think each house has about four acres to itself—but the suburbs nonetheless with her own personal very
 large house.

It makes sense. I think I remember reading—back when I thought reading was important—that the best way to make sure your neighbors didn’t ask questions was to go to the upper-middle-class neighborhood suburbs.

No one there wants to interact with anyone else about even their lawns
, let alone about possibly running a sex cult.

I walk up with Estelle and Rita on either arm, Sophia at Rita's side. The only downside to having three gorgeous women to choose from is that you can only put your arms around two of them at a time.

We enter, probably not without enough caution, but Tiffany's urgent prophecies of my kingdom and all the women I've seen cumming as they chant “Master” to me lately has fucked with my judgment a bit. My fingers are deep inside Estelle and Rita's ass-cracks, holding both of them like prized trophies—which they are—and I enjoy hearing their soft coos and moans as I shift my digits this way and that.

Inside, the house is dark. It’s obviously elegant and remarkably well-decorated. Beautiful wainscotting adorns the walls. Grand pieces of art—modern deco—displayed inside gorgeous wooden 
frames.

One room near the entrance just has a vase; that’s it. Only a vase on top of a kind of stone altar. It’s hypnotic to see and the set-up reminds me of something ancient, like a Roman villa.

About ten seconds after we enter, the lights turn out. Shutters flutter down the windows, blocking out any light from the outside. A crowd of welded steel bars releases from the ceiling and slams against the door.

I shift one of the bars, bending it slightly. The metal whines in surrender.

Cool. I’m strong.

I could move it all eventually, but it would take a long while, and I’m not scared of being trapped in here with her. She’s just too dumb to know she’s the one who is trapped.

Down the hall, two hooded figures appear, each holding a candle. Their hoods drop back just a bit, and I see the beautiful forms of Cindy and Sally, my mom and sister. My Cock, permanently at 80%, gets rock fucking hard.

I’m going to fuck them until they belong to me again and that’s all there is to it. Every piece of tight, hot, young pussy in this world belongs to me, and it doesn’t matter if it comes from my family or somewhere else. It’s all
 mine for the taking.

I rush down the hallway after them. Their candles go out and they disappear. The girls run after me, trying to catch up—but even with their perfect Estelle and knowledge of running in their tremendously high heels, I’m taller and stronger, and faster than all of them combined.

Room after room, I break through, snorting, snarling. A beast. Cock raging and spurting precum, blood pumping from my supercharged heart. Tearing doors apart. Busting through walls. My clothes ripped off from splintered wood and broken plaster. Sally and Cindy and their candles always just a step away. I can smell
 their hot, tight cunts—especially Sally’s virgin cunt—and I want them so bad
. I go down stairs, up stairs, down and up them again. The darkness is all around and I can’t make much of my surroundings and the thick, raging hard-on I’m sporting makes thinking a distant priority.

I can feel I’m being led into a trap. I don’t care. I'm too powerful to trap. Nothing can stop me.


Nothing
.

I come finally into a room somewhere below the house. A doorway at the other end of this room with light spilling from it. I walk tentatively; I hear moans.

Inside I see Lilith tied down on a mattress. Her long legs spread wide. Her arms wrapped together above her head. Hooded figures surrounding her—every part of the wall covered by these figures. Four of them come forward and drop their hoods—revealing Cindy, Sally...and Estelle and Rita.

What?

They crowd me, these four. Sally and Cindy drop to their knees and I can’t help but shudder as I feel their mommy-sister mouths slide over my enormous Cock. God, that feels so good
.

Surrender.

“You should fuck her,” says Estelle.

“You should fuck Lilith,” says Rita.

“Fuck her until she screams.”

“Fuck her until she begs for mercy.”

Surrender.

“You should fuck her.”

Sally moans. “You taste so good, Daddy.”

“You deserve
 to fuck her.”

“Own her.”

“Take her.”

Surrender.

“Claim her.”

Cindy is stroking and licking me with Sally. “I needed your Cock for so long
.”

“Make her yours.”

I don’t understand any of this. It feels like a dream. A glorious, erotic, sexual dream...but a dream nonetheless.

Lilith is gagged on the mattress. Her body is so fucking long and tight and glorious. Naked save for long elbow-length gloves and a collar around her neck.

Surrender.

“We prepared her for you, Master,” says Rita.

“Got the drop on her...” says Estelle. “Now you can drop all you like.” Estelle kisses my ear, stroking my shaft as Sally and Cindy adore the thick head. “Like you deserve
.”

Surrender.

Ungh. That’s the magic word right there. Deserve. I do deserve this. I deserve to fuck Lilith. I deserve to be in control. I accept their flimsy story just to keep enjoying Sally and Cindy on my Cock. These women I’ve known my whole life sucking and suckling and slurping and serving me like the Master Alpha Beast I am. Their eyes are so empty and glassy. Foggy. Like they barely know what they’re doing...except they so obviously do. They’re good at it.

Sally—sweet barely eighteen Sally—sucks my big bro Cock like a pro. She watches as Cindy slurps me down heartily and then follows with her own emulation of that age-perfected technique, adding a youthful twist like an extra lick or a longer slather with her lips.

I cum down her throat, down my hot young virgin sister's throat, and stay hard because of course I do. I'm always hard now. I'm a fucking God
.

Surrender.

I keep cumming and push out of Sally, slathering her face and tits in my load, and shove quickly down into Cindy. Sally licks up the cum off her own body and then moves to the spray that landed on Cindy while I shoot another hot load down her mom's throat.

She needs my cum so urgently, so badly that she starts kissing Cindy's throat as I cum down it, kissing the bulge, humping her mom's side with a drenched orgasming pussy and begging please
.


Surrender
.

They're both cumming, both twitching hot cum-covered messes before long and I'm still hard and ready. I need to fuck
. I need to fuck Lilith
.


Surrender
.

I need
 to fuck Lilith. She's so beautiful. I need to fuck
 her. I need to—


Surrender
.

—get inside that gorgeous Amazonian pussy as soon as possible.

Lilith is positioned so that I have to get down on my knees to fuck 
her. I do, splitting her legs wide. Her thighs are so tiny that my big paws practically fit all the way around them. The same with her waist.

“Yessss...” Estelle moans. “Fuck
 her...”

My Cock runs over the top of Lilith’s bare pussy. She wants
 it from me. I can hardly believe it. She’s writhing and humping the air underneath me. I can feel her pussy convulsing underneath me just from being near my Cock, like she’s one of my girls already.

I slide inside her. My Cock erupts, spurting seed, staying hard, a river of lust spilling from my endless masculine Cock. She feels made
 for me.

Surrender.

“Give in to how good
 this feels,” Estelle moans. “Give in to this experience
.”

Give in. Give in. Give in.

All the girls crowd around me now. Sally, Cindy, Rita, Estelle. Their tight bodies pushing in on me. So slick and wet and just
 the fuck for me.

“Give in to fucking
 Lilith...” Rita urges.

“Give in to fucking Lilith
...” says Cindy.

“Give in to
 fucking Lilith...” says Sally.

“Give in to me, darling.”

I turn and see Lilith where Estelle was. Looking down, I still see Lilith underneath me. I don’t understand—but Lilith at my side pulls my gaze toward her and we lock eyes and she’s so fucking pretty and I can’t think can’t think can’t think can only obey obey obey Lilith Lilith Lilith
.

Oh fuck oh god it’s really happening I’m going to give it all to her and I want to sooo bad.

“I know you do, darling,” says Lilith. “So give it all to me. I deserve it, don’t I? I’m the most beautiful. The fairest of them all. You’ll give me all
 your power, won’t you, darling?”

I can't speak. I'm stunned. My hips act on automatic piston, fucking the “Lilith” beneath me harder and harder into the ground.

But the fact remains I'm on my knees before Lilith, lost in the throes of my unstoppable lust, staring into her gorgeous eyes. Feeling weak.

Feeling vulnerable.

Feeling like I should just give in
.

I know I’ve fallen into her trap now. Deeply and firmly under her control. I don’t care. She deserves it. I want her to have it all. I want her to have all of me. I’d give my life for her. I'll kill for her. I'll kill the whole world so she can have it just to herself. I love her so
 much. She’s so beautiful, so perfect, so tight, so good, so amazing, so lovely...

Love Me.

Love Me.

Love Me.

I do. I so fucking do. More than anyone. More than anything. I feel my entire body giving over to the sensation, my soul feeling like it’s lifting out of my body.

“Lilith...” I groan.

“Call me Mistress, darling.”

“Yes.” I nod. That's so fucking right. What a good word. What a perfect
 word. “Mist—”

Then I feel a hand on the back of my skull. Like a wave of cold air rushing through my brain, my soul
.

My thoughts, my self, return to me. The ripe, juicy, submissive grape of the word “Mistress” withers and dies on the vine of my tongue.

I know without looking who the hand belongs to on my head, but I look anyway—because she's hot as fuck and I love drinking her in. 

Tiffany. My ace in the hole. She's wearing a tight black evening gown with a frankly filthy slit and tall ribbon-wrap heels. She looks down at me, smiling, open love pouring from her. Hooded feminine figures have their hands all over her, trying to tug her away, but it's too late.

She looks smug. She knows she's won. She probably thinks I'm going to reward her for saving me with a few solid months of exclusive fucking.

You know what? I think she's right.

“Good girl,” I say.

She cums immediately, body quivering and shaking more from my voice than anything else in her life.

“Thank you, Master.”

The instructions I gave her were to arrive fifteen minutes after we did; she was instructed to break in and help out as needed. Which, thankfully, she did.

Her power—given to her after I gifted her with my cum—has to do with knowledge. Being fully aware—being able to see things exactly as they are and to make whatever deductions needed. Appropriate for a professor.

She can gift that knowledge however she wants—she just gave it to me, and now I can see straight through Lilith's elaborate deception. 

The illusion in the room begins to dissipate. I realize I’ve been fucking Sophia this whole time—no wonder she was squirming so beautifully, needing my Cock. No wonder she felt so tight and familiar and made for me—she was!

I stand up to my full height. In full cognition of myself. Lilith cowers into the corner. All the women in robes have disrobed, each more beautiful and ancient than the last—though all of them pale in comparison to Lilith.

She gathered them all, I realize. Gathered all of the coven of ancient sorceresses just to fool me, to give it all away to me.

It took all their combined power just to bring me in like this, and they'd nearly won.

But now they haven't—and it's my turn to have my way with them.

Above me, I see a great gathering of power—invisible to the mortal eye, but not mine. Not anymore. Like a big, spiraling indigo blot—all their power, and all of mine, mixed together. Gathered like that to make it theirs, permanently, to extract everything from me and give it to them. This is what Lilith was doing to me. Why I felt so beautifully fucking weak
.

I reach up a hand to the spiraling blot and it slithers over me, attaching to me. I can feel it' submitting to the power of my will, my Cock, right away.

Mine, now.

Mine, permanently.

All this power. All the power of these ancient sorceresses. All the power of my ancestor. And all the power of Me.

I blink several times. We’re in the room with the vase—or the room that was

 the room with the vase. It’s gone. The altar is still there, with Sophia on top of it. Very quickly I make some connections.

This entire house was an illusion—the bars on the windows. Me snarling and breaking through every door. Busting through the walls. They ensnared us almost the second we arrived—separating me from particularly Sophia, knocking out Estelle—who I see, with rage building in me, lying motionless in the entryway—and captivated Rita.

Of course. Rita wasn’t innoculated to Lilith’s control like Estelle was. Something we forgot to do—a near fatal mistake.

And it would have been fatal. The women against the wall all hold daggers in their arms. Ready to strike, no doubt, the second all the power was drained from me.

“Drop them.”

They do so, immediately. They drop to their knees, these paragons of ancient power. Beauties who have made kingdoms crumble for millenia.

Begging right away—sending their thoughts to me.

Please don’t kill us don’t make us suffer please we’re sorry we thought we could do better please we’re sorry Master we’re sorry

And on and on.

Only Lilith actually speaks.

“If you think I’ll submit to you, you’re wrong. You might as well kill me.”

She's wearing a sheer black robe that does nothing to hide her explosively hot body and everything to show off what a gorgeous piece of ass she's made herself over the years.

I'll make her a million times hotter than she was able to in all those centuries just after a few choice loads of my cum.

I love my power—and I'm going to love giving her enough of a taste to make her love it too.

“Is that what you want?” I ask her. “After all this? You want to die?”

She doesn’t answer, just looks down with shame. I can feel—monitor—her communing with the other sorceresses.

“Stop that,” I say, shutting down the connection between them. 
They all gasp in horror; for some of them, this is the first time they’ve not been in each other’s heads for centuries. “Talk out loud. Your voices are too fucking sexy not to Estelle my ears.”

Lilith swallows deeply. “I...we...we can’t just give in. You’ll kill us. You’ll take us. You’ll take everything from us.”

“What you had was never yours to begin with,” I say. “It was always mine. Everything
 is mine. But if you’re good now...I’ll forgive you for not begging for my forgiveness since the second I was born. And some of you might even get my Cock in the next hundred years.”

They whimper collectively. Lilith, though, just gazes at the length and width of my erection. Does she know it’s just for her? I want to fuck her too badly to stop now.

I’ll withhold on the others as punishment...but I’ll have to give them something to aspire to. Lilith was the ringleader, after all. If I can forgive her, they’ll think, I can forgive anyone.

In reality, of course, it’s just because she’s fucking hotter
 than any of them...and with me constantly pumping her full of my cum, she’ll stay that way.

Like Sophia. Like Rita. Like Tiffany. And like Estelle—who is still out cold in the entryway. No more of that—I need my Queen by my side.

With a thought, I revive Estelle and pull her to my side. She doesn’t skip a beat, moving from unconsciousness to sneering beauty in less than five seconds.

“Oh, you won? What a surprise.” She kisses my jawline. “Does that mean we get to fuck the bitch, now?”

My cum splatters all over Cindy and Sally, kneeling in front of me. Jesus fuck, Estelle's attitude hits me right in the there.
 She's everything I want in a Queen. So fucking
 arrogant and so
 so so fucking in love with me.

The cum I spill all over Cindy and Sally is about Estelle, not about them, but they don't care. They’re just property to me now—that they’re my family matters much less to me than their obedience.

Estelle strokes me, whispering, moaning, giggling. “I knew you'd win, my King. You always
 win. I knew I picked a winner. You're such a stud.”

I approach Lilith, holding Estelle. Rita and Sophia and Tiffany crawling behind us, kicking Sally and Cindy out of the way to lick my cum up off the impeccably clean marble.

The cum I’m shooting out lands in front of Lilith on the black tile. She looks at it, licking her lips.

“St-stop it...”

“Stop what?”

“It's not...n-not fair...”

I'll show her not fair. With a thought, I arrange my girls around me. Making us a display. Rita and Tiffany grab Cindy and Sally, respectively, and begin fucking their mouths against my shaft and cockhead.

Sophia and Estelle pull themselves up on to my giant, muscular mountain of a body and whisper and coo and moan into my chin and jawline. Kissing. Cumming. Making out with each other but unable to keep going for more than a few seconds before waxing poetic about how lucky
 they are to be my girls.

Lilith's eyes glaze over, looking at this erotic display. She's not made of stone. I can tell she wants us—all of us. Wants her place in this twisted harem. Sweet honey leaks down from her tight, immortal pussy to the floor.

“Y-you never fucked me...” she whines. “All those years you could have had me, and you n-never fucked me. It drove me crazy
...”

More cum shoots out, landing closer to Lilith. She's not just an immortal beauty, she's an immortal virgin
 beauty. And I can smell how deliciously fertile she is. A pool of it gathering there. I could cum enough to fill oceans; this is nothing. Sally and Cindy's mouths are so delightfully slick and soft on my shaft.

I watch Lilith inhale it deeply. No more power to protect her from its potency. She dips a finger in the thick pool, rubbing it between her fingers.

“Sooo...thick...”

Those beautiful, exotic lips glisten, wetted by her tongue. Eyes going all glazed and empty. She licks the cum up off her fingers, luxuriating in the taste.

“C-Cock?” she asks, looking at mine with a heaving thirst, turning 
and spreading her legs. “P-please?”

“Call him Master
, bitch.” Estelle squeezes me tight. “He's your King
.”

Lilith's response is immediate, bucking and moaning. “Master. Please, Master. Please. C-Cock. Please, Master!”

It’s all the invitation I need—which I didn't need in the first place—and she barely protests as I shove the girls aside and shove my way into her.

“O-oh fuck yes!” she cries, cumming immediately.

I always
 make girls cum right away. I'm a fucking Man
.

The girls follow me like a wave of hot young tit-heavy flesh, pressing into me and moaning, crowding Lilith and I as I break through her tight virginal resistance.

So many pairs of beautiful tits all over me. The hooded figures are all chanting “Master” and fingering themselves. Giving me more lust, more power. Another kind of ritual now, but one I am inventing as I go—and one designed to enhance
 my power and control.

I yank Lilith around by the hair, choking her brutally as I drive my hardness into her.

She's so soft and tight, so incredibly wet. Every part of her hugs me, squeezes me, urges me in. Big eyes filled with lust, with need, with love
.

She loves me. She always
 loved me.

I'm balls deep right away. The thick grapefruits I'm sporting spanking her tightly formed ass. Pulling all the way out and driving back in; taking all of her. My bulge distends her tight abs.

“P-please, I-I’m so fertile,” she chokes. “You don’t understand. This magic makes me s-s-so fucking fertile, if you c-cum in me, I’ll get pregnant for sure. O-oh fuck!”

That only makes me fuck her harder—and so of course I do, with the full force of my harem behind me. My mother and sister pressing in on me, moaning for it, begging me to.

“Get her pregnant, Master,” my sister moans.

“Yeah Daddy,” says Cindy. “Make her fucking yours
 just like us.”

“You want to be pregnant for me,” I growl. “You want
 it. You've always
 wanted it.”

Lilith hesitates and then another orgasm crowds through her 
body, bucking every part of her beneath me. She has such tremendous strength. All my bulk and all the girls are shoved upward atop her wild hips. If I wasn't so strong, invulnerable, I would have been shattered into pieces.

“Y-yes...” she nods, tears in her eyes. “Yes. Yes. God yes. Make me pregnant. Cum in me. Cum in me, please, Master!”

Estelle, Sophia, Rita, and Tiffany pushing on my hips, on my shoulders and side. Dripping hot milk from their heaving, beautiful tits. Sally and Cindy next to her face, holding her down, choking
 her for me.

“Fuck her, Master.”

“Kiss  her, Master.”

“Show her, Sir.”

“Own her
, Daddy.”

I don't know whose voice is whose anymore. I'm going to fuck all my girls—impregnate all of them—but right now I've only got a mind for Lilith.

“Cum in Me, Master,” she moans. “Cum with me please! Cum in me now!”

Oh fuck. Cum with
 her. I love it—and I can't stop it. The floodgates unleash in me, and it all spills out.

She lashes up and down beneath me, held in place only by my bulk and the firm hands of my girls on her. I feel my unprotected seed splash into her fertile womb. I know I’ve made her pregnant, made her mine.

After we pause briefly, I'm still hard inside her. I'm always hard now, just like I deserve.

“That's all you needed, wasn't it, babe?” I give her a playful slap; it would break a lesser woman's jaw because I'm so strong, but Lilith comes away without a mark. “A good fuck from Daddy.”

“Yes...Master.” She pulls up and kisses me deeply. “I love You, Daddy.”

Next to me, Estelle sits up—her bliss gone for the moment as she feels her position threatened.

I kiss her on the forehead. “I know.”

Estelle groans ferociously, lioness to her lion, kissing me fiercely and pushing Lilith out of the way. She knows she’s the only
 one I 
truly love. The one I’ll make my queen. Fucking Lilith is making a statement. When I fuck Estelle, it's making my whole world
 feel right.

I push her down. I need to take her now—in front of all of them. Show them their place; their hierarchy.

I enter Estelle—my Cock still soaking wet from Lilith—and everything feels right. 

“I love you, Estelle.”

She looks at me with complete abandon. “I Love You, Master.”

All the other girls moan with jealousy at our connection and as I enter inside my chosen one. Estelle starts cumming immediately. So do I. My cum, my orgasm, is eternal. I can cum as often as I like—make her pregnant for-fucking-ever.

I take just a moment before losing myself to the pleasure of Estelle's pussy to look around the room at all the gathered, kneeling, fingering, cumming women. Each one the pinnacle of female achievement and perfection. Each one capable of breaking nations in half with a smile and a sway in their walk.

My property now.

Even Lilith, who seemed so insurmountable, is now nothing more than a trophy.

Still trying to hold all my cum inside her pussy, she crawls over beneath us and licks my cum and Estelle's honey from the floor and Estelle's delectably smooth cheeks. Our fucking continues, intensifies.

I'm losing in the pleasure, knowing I own them all.


I own Lilith.

Soon, I’ll own all the worthy women...and then I’ll own everyone.

All thanks to Estelle...my Dream Girl.

The pleasure takes over, crowds out everything...and I let go inside of it completely.
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


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


What's next?
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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:
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The New Student


Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...

[image: ]




HAREM MAKER – THE GYM
 Bunny


Ethan widens his grip on his power and his harem, and makes the local gym his base of operations. He recruits dozens of new girls and one new mega-babe...and meanwhile, the wickedly gorgeous immortal continues her plot against him.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.
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HAREM MAKER – THE DREAM

 Girl


Ethan has a one-off date with the girl of his dreams that ends with her declaring him her Master forever. Before his head can stop spinning, she's already gathering new slaves for him to breed with his transforming, super-hunk body? What the heck is happening, and more importantly...who will be the next addition to his harem?
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Bad Girl


The hyper-gorgeous, hyper-talented Chanel is hypnotized by the most evil man she's ever met. But what he doesn't know is Chanel is evil too, and she doesn't mind being mind controlled so long as she gets to indulge in her evil desires...
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BIMBO GENIE – FINAL
 Wishes


Sexy airhead genie Zanthia meets the Ultimate Master—a mind-controlling hunk who is hellbent on claiming her godlike powers for himself. The thought makes Zanthia dripping wet, but she still can't touch any man...or does this new Master have a clever way around her rules?
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BIMBO OFFICE – PROMOTION


Delilah's master plan to be her Master's planned wife falls apart when he falls—hard—for an incomparable beauty. Will she convince him she's the one to lead his harem...or will she suck him off and beg for mercy when the new girl takes control?
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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H
AUGHTY QUEEN FANTASIES


TWENTY stories of brilliantly snobby, sexy women brought to their knees to serve the ONLY man who can own their pristinely perfect bodies.


Kinky Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY sexy stories of every kink you could think of, and probably a few more. A great place to get started if you're just starting to read Nadia Nightside tales!
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FIRST TIME FANTASIES


TWENTY delectably devilish tales of achingly hot virgins finding true love (and LOTS of cums) in their first coupling with hyper-hung studs and lucky nerds.


Alpha Male Fantasies


Men belong on top—in charge and dominant. In these twenty stories, they definitely are, and don't care if a girl says “no.”


Naughty Fantasies


Try a sampler of twenty different series, each with their own kinks, surprises, and delights!


Hard & Rough Fantasies


TWENTY sexy stories of men and women having the roughest, sexiest, hardest ruts possible with no protection and NO limits!


Mesmerized Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of mind control heat, featuring bimbos, body transformations, lactation, breeding, harems, and so much more!
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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! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to 
sign up once more for the same great deals.


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Harem Maker - The Professor

? Then you should read Hypno Headphones - The New Student
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: Hypno Headphones - The New Student]


Mr. Astor controls the whole school now, which means all those young virgins worship him exclusively...and that means the new girl will too.

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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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:

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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