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Succubus Harem – The Bundle

NADIA NIGHTSIDE HAS a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, discussions, access to the author (that’s me!), 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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RECENT RELEASES
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WATCH ME – MAN OF THE House

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

TWENTY amazing stories of Alpha Male dominance and the hot, fertile women they bang into perfect worshipful submission!
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HAREM FAERIE TALES – Captured Princess

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

Nothing can ever be rough enough in these twenty hot tales of alpha studs taking and using women as the property they deserve! If you love erotica with no excuses, this is for you!
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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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THIS GORGEOUS BLONDE is working my cock like a pro; better than a pro. The lights are off and the restaurant is closed, and she’s servicing me in ways that would put porn stars to shame. 

I’ve never seen someone so in love with a cock. Her lips, so full and fuckable and glistening wet, slide up and down the surface while she maintains full eye contact with me the whole time, promising me with her gaze a thousand lifetimes of endless lustful love. Her body clings to mine, as if the tantalizing inches of her gorgeous curves can’t stand to be away from my flesh. 

She used to be my co-worker. But now she’s my sex slave. 

How the fuck did this happen?

* * * * *
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I’M TIRED, HUNGRY, emotionally fried, and due for about four hours of binge-eating ice cream and napping before falling into a deep coma-like sleep for nearly seventy hours. My legs feel like rubber bands holding up the dumbbells of my feet. I can’t even tell you how many times tonight some customer at a table has asked if I was okay—I know the circles under my eyes tell a story of sleepless nights, and the fraying beard I haven’t been able to shave doesn’t help matters.

The name of the restaurant is Bellissima’s. It’s about two hours past the end of my normal shift, but once again I’ve let the manipulative, painfully hot female members of my staff rope me into working more hours than I should or want. I’m closing for the fifth time this week.

I don’t know that I have a choice; the owner Rose is going to sell this place, and if I can’t keep it running and profitable then she’s going to turn it over to someone who isn’t me. I’ve been saving to buy up my own restaurant for years now—I’ve sacrificed everything for it. A relationship, an education, friends—it all fell to one side in my single-minded quest to own this place by buying it out from Rose. 

I’ve been working since before noon, and it’s ten o’clock now. Closing time. There’s just old man Balboa at his normal window spot—I have tried so many times to get him a new seat so I can put someone young and healthy-looking there to draw in customers, to no avail—and the woman in the corner who has been waiting for over an hour for someone to serve her. 

We keep a small kitchen staff, a small waiting staff. The restaurant itself is small and stylish, with narrow lanes between tables. The kind of place where people are supposed to overhear each other and join in on conversations. Chandeliers hang over most every table emitting dim light; high-backed chairs that are a pain in the ass to put up so we can sweep at night wait, patiently, for me to put them up at every table. 

We’ve got an expensive menu, catered for dating young adults and adults who want to feel younger, and was built on what used to be a cafe. There’s street traffic, and when business was booming, we had a long reservation list. Not anymore. 

Most of our business now comes from young men who want to ogle at our waitresses—and I don’t blame them, they’re all stunning, like a fleet of Nordic-blooded Valkyries (they fight eternally against lifting a finger to do their jobs)—but who haven’t learned yet that none of them will put out. 

I don’t know, maybe they don’t mind the girls won’t sleep with them. Some people just like giving their money away to pretty things.

I approach Leena, our hostess and sometimes-waitress, and maybe the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in person. She’s idling through selfies on her phone, admiring her face from different angles. There’s a lot to admire. She’s wearing a tight tartan mini-skirt that’s far too daring for a waitress or hostess job and a pale pink blouse that looks like it might pop open from any moment due to the pressing, insistent gravity of her heavy breasts. 

Her marble-white skin is stunningly clear of any blemishes; she has several thousand insta followers from posting her skin-care routine. Of course I know this because I’m one of them; I don’t use an account with my real name, but I doubt I’d be fooling her if I said I hadn’t seen her in dozens of revealing, cock-hardening bikini shots.

“What’s the story with the woman in the back?” I ask.

She doesn’t look up from her phone. “What woman?” 

“That one,” I point. “Which one do you think?”

She still doesn’t look, turning on her camera now to tilt her chin erotically and suggestively. Christ, she’s a bombshell. 

“She’s waiting for you to wait on her, I guess?”

“Right. I’ve been doing all the other tables. You couldn’t help?”

Leena looks at me like I’m crazy. “I’ve been hostessing, Robert.”

She gave me a look—perfect eyebrows arching—that said, What else do you think I’m going to do? 

The girl wasn’t lazy; she just knew she had me in a corner and got mad tips for just standing pretty at the front no matter what she did. Honestly, if it wasn’t so fucking frustrating to work alongside, I’d respect the hustle. 

For one reason or another, most of the girls here are hustling me. Nora, with legs longer than most Russian novels, turns on her smile and her bright blue eyes whenever she needs a day off. 

Alma, with an ass that I can hardly comprehend it’s so bountifully and bouncifully perfect, pretends to flirt with me when she wants extra hours for more tables and tips. 

Helga, who barely speaks English, with the tightest midsection I’ve ever seen (and she’s always wearing tiny midriff-baring tops to show it off), constantly flashes her cleavage to help me “ignore” her extended bathroom breaks. 

They’re all blondes, all gorgeous, and they all use me like a battery. Ready to fish out of a drawer and recharge whatever they need at any given moment while they’re here. 

Of course, the worst one is Rose Ramsey, my boss, who has led me on the merry chase to owning this place for years now. 

Earlier today, in her office in the back—which should be my office as she’s practically never here anyway—she gave me the low-down on the sale of the restaurant to me. 

“Look, we’re very close,” she had said. “I just need to have this quarter’s numbers, coming at the end of the month. Then I should be able to sell in good conscience.”

Good conscience has nothing to do with it. She wants to be able to maximize her profit from the sale, that’s all, which she’ll be able to do if the quarter’s numbers are up from the last. Ever notice how people with money dress up all their decisions that make them more money in clothes of morality?

Rose is blond, too, and smoking hot. She inherited this place from her rich-ass family, and has shown about as much interest in it as she has a yacht on the other coast or a collection of modern art stuck in a bunker somewhere. It’s distant; it’s remote. 

She’s always reminded me of a femme fatale from old black-and-white movies, maybe because I have the distinct feeling she’ll be the death of me. Her hair is always done up in that thick, voluminous style with a heavy middle-part, and she wears tight, fashionable long skirts and clingy jackets and silk blouses. 

I think her outfit today is from Yves Saint Laurent; it’s the kind of well-made that’s supposed to shout You can’t fucking afford to go out with me. 

“I’ve got the money lined up,” I said. “I’ve had it for a while. And you told me this last quarter, too.”

I saw her restrain herself from rolling her eyes. They’re sparkling ice blue and easy to fall inside of. 

“You’re right.” She offered me a curt smile. “But the situation changed. The economy, you know...what a downturn! No one could have predicted—”

“I just want you to stop jerking me around. I’ve put the time in. This place will be in good hands. You’ll get your percentage. You don’t even want to be here. Why not sell it?”

She set her jaw. She hates it when people talk back to her, especially men. Maybe that’s why I did it.

“Sentimentality, I suppose.” Her fingers float over the opening of her jacket, her blouse. Her bust is exquisite. “You wouldn’t hold a grudge at a girl for just wanting to feel safe, would you, Robert?” 

Ugh. 

I let the matter drop, like I always do. A good dose of shame to start the day. 

No matter how hard I wanted to, I just can’t argue with her—or any of the girls—when they turn on the charm. They’re just too fucking hot. I don’t know what I did to deserve this bizarre hell—surrounded by gorgeous women who are happy to manipulate me but seem to truly detest me—but it must have been bad. 

And that brings us back to Leena—who does as little as possible to hide her derision from me, behind a façade of sweetness that is intentionally designed to appear fragile, so she knows I know she could drop it at any time. 

“I’ve just been really working super hard today,” says Leena. “Are you sure you can’t help me out?”

I might be doing as little as her if all I wanted was a paycheck, but I want to own this place one day and that means I’ve got to work to keep it in business. Leena knows this—all the girls here knew this—because the “real” boss, Rose, makes sure they know. 

All co-workers know a lot about each other. Even so, I feel like we all know more than most. They know all about my drama with Rose, and the thing is—and I sort of hate this—I seem to know all about the love lives of these beautiful young women. 

One way or the other, they’re almost always complaining in my earshot about how none of the men in their lives measure up. It honestly seems to torment them a little, to the point where I’ve often wondered if they were trying to send me signals of romantic interest. But, whenever I’m talking to them, there’s nothing to signal the least bit of attraction. It’s this weird combination of patronizing distance and sororital affectation that I haven’t been able to wrap my head around. 

I try to tell myself, it doesn’t matter—we’re all just workers trying to make a wage and get on with our lives. But I know other places pay more than us, and yet these beauties are just staying here like they’re tied to the place.

There’s something special about this restaurant, that’s all. It’s why I’m obsessed with it, isn’t it? Why Rose won’t sell. There’s something in the air, something we want to be a part of here. We all know it’s coming; knowing what it is seems secondary to feeling it and knowing it is on the way. 

And, of course, I assume it’s going to arrive when I’m finally in charge of it like I should be. Rose, if it weren’t for me, would be running this place into the fucking ground. 

The only time Leena gets off her figurative behind—which is literally unreal in the absolute magnificence of its sultry tight structure in the tight skirts she wears—and does a little waitress work is for tables of guys. They would shower her in tips. She looks at me now, tossing her hair back to one side and running her hands through its lustrous, dark surface. 

God, she’s hot.

“You can take care of whoever it is, right?” She looks in the woman’s direction. “You said it was a girl? You know I don’t do girl tables. Please?”

She gave me her best little-girl eyes. I’m old enough to be her dad and of course I fall for it. I’ve seen her talk with boyfriends she’s dumped, losers who try to buy back her time, and the bitchiness readings when she’s around them are positively nuclear. She might be pretending to be nice to me, but at least she’s not actively being awful. 

I sigh. “Fine. Would you help Balboa out, then?”

“He tipped me when he came in.”

“He orders the same thing every night and says it’s the first time he’s ever had it. From the way he dresses and tips, I’d bet he’s sitting on a mountain of disposable income. I guarantee you, Leena, you can be milking him for way more.”

Something wicked and deeply hot lit up in her bright eyes, a money-hungry lasciviousness that I’m dying to be able to feed, if only I had the money ready. She’s young enough to not realize how happy any well-off man would be to just facilitate her greed. Like everything else, greed looks stunning on her.

“Great!” She twirls and starts strutting toward her prey. “You’re all right, Robert. I don’t care what Rose says about you.”

I’d like to get home before midnight, so I don’t stop and ruminate on what that means, though of course it sets alarm bells ringing. 

On my way to the woman in the back—who still is just quiet, waiting under a dark hood of some kind—Brie pulls me aside. 

“I’m shutting it down.”

She means the kitchen, of course. 

Brie is a terribly pretty young blonde (I know, another one) who would be even prettier—though she would draw-and-quarter me for saying it—if she smiled more. I don’t say that kind of thing because I happen to like my guts in my body and staying in one piece, and also because, fuck it, I don’t smile much at work either. 

But her facial features are so outrageously sexy—plump lips, cosmically perfect nose, elegant cheek bones—that it’s usually all I can think when I see her for at least several seconds. It would be nuts to me that she isn’t married to some wealthy, hung dude, except I know she’s a confirmed lesbian. 

And you know what? That’s still nuts; don’t lesbians marry on the second date? She dates a new girl a week, practically, but never seems happy with them. 

Tonight, she’s wearing a tight white blouse and a pair of athletic yoga tights that really show the curvature of her ass. It’s not our standard uniform, but I stopped trying to enforce that when all the girls just complained to Rose that I was being sexist. Bizarrely, they all only dress even sexier than the requisite black pants or skirt and long-sleeved button-up top. 

“Come on.” I point to the woman waiting in the back. “Let me at least see what she wants to order.”

Brie looks back. “I don’t see anybody.”

“Don’t be like that. Come on. We’ve got a customer, we should just do our job. She’s been waiting for an hour.”

“And she’s still here? She should take a hint.”

“We should take an order,” I hiss, “that’s how we get paid.”

Brie crosses her arms. There is a stark familiarity between us even though we’re not friends; the best way I can describe it is kind of how you can immediately talk to a cousin you haven’t seen for ten years like you were just picking up a conversation you set down ten minutes ago. 

It’s a good thing she’s not especially busty, or I’d probably made a fool of myself several times over by making passes at her, even though I know she’s not into guys. I’m a sucker for big breasts. 

The only reason I haven’t ever asked Leena out is because I don’t think I’ve ever seen her not with a boyfriend of some kind. 

Well, that, and that she would laugh in my face, somewhere in and out of asking me how much money was in my bank account. 

The truth is, I have an awful lot saved up—but it’s for this restaurant, and nothing else. 

“Tell her we can do salads and sandwiches and soups,” Brie says finally. “Everything else is out. All right? And I’m going to start cleaning. I’ve got to get home, Robert.”

“Fine. Sure. Just stick around long enough so that I can get her food.”

She nods and her lips hint at a smile. “You’re all right, Robert. Even with all that stuff Rose says about you.”

Goddammit.

* * * * *
[image: image]


FINALLY I APPROACH the woman at the end of the restaurant. The lights flicker as I get closer, and something about her dark visage draws me in. I can’t quite make out any part of her distinctly; the cloak she’s wearing makes it hard. Who wears a cloak? 

The air as I approach tastes funny in my mouth, like something is burning—but something that I want to burn. Like charbroiled meat, maybe; something that tasted much better when it had those grill marks.

The closer I get, the more I see I was wrong—she’s not wearing a cloak at all—but a large blood-red hat. The kind that femme fatales would wear in movies. The kind that—and I’m not proud—I’ve thought about femme fatale-prototype Rose wearing in late-night, need-to-cum-fast-and-hard jerk-off fantasies. 

And she’s not in the darkness, not even remotely—if anything, there’s a spotlight on her, and god, what a her there is to spotlight. 

She’s stunning. Long, disastrously long, sensually long, painfully long legs tied up in a tiny red sleeveless dress that fits so tight and skimpy it’s like lingerie. Enormous, perky, heaving breasts, shoved together and up by the tight red fabric of her dress, exposing her delectable collarbones. Her face is pure sin, seemingly designed to provoke hard, unstoppable desires to hold her down and kiss her until she’s moaning in my mouth. She looks up at me with open eagerness at my arrival, plush lips parting in surprise and delight. 

“I’m sorry you had to wait so long,” I say by way of apology. “Our hostess doesn’t always have the best manners.”

“It’s quite all right.” Her eyes smolder from under her hat. “I don’t mind at all. I’ve waited such a long time for you anyway, a few extra minutes here or there don’t matter much.”

Her eyes almost seem green one moment, then yellow, then orange. Flickering like flames. She looks almost like Brie, but that’s an insult to the beauty before me. Brie is cute and sexy, this woman is sex incarnate. 

They share deeply similar facial features, but everything about her is exaggerated and refined, like she had spent three hours in a glam studio getting ready for this exact meeting—but still looking effortless enough to let me know that very much did not happen. It was all just easy for her. 

“Won’t you sit down with me?” she asks. “I’ve been waiting so long. It would make me feel so delighted to sit with a man, a real man, like you.”

“Un...unh?”

I have a hard time putting together words, putting together thoughts. Jesus fiery fuck, this woman is gorgeous. I turn, by way of protesting, pointing at the restaurant—but everyone’s gone. Leena’s outside with Balboa, holding her purse and ready to leave. He hands her a small stack of bills and then another when she pouts. 

Fuck, she really knows how to work. 

“They’re all leaving,” says the woman. “It’s just you and me. I’ll make you so comfortable. Please, won’t you sit?”

I try to think about Brie in the kitchen, how she might come back, but then my eyes wander up and down this beauty’s body again. Her hand out, gloved and elegant, dainty, eager to bring me down with her. 

It doesn’t feel like there’s much of a choice. 

The second I sit, she wraps herself around me, sliding her leg over my thigh and pushing her heavy tits onto my arm. Pawing and crawling on me like a lovestruck teenager. 

“I’m so sorry,” she says, her voice so sultry and small. “I thought I could control myself. I really and truly did. That’s why they sent me—I was the one least in love with you already. B-but...now you’re here, and I can smell you, feel you...oh my god. Can you feel it too?”

Her gloved hand slid across my cock and somehow—as if by magic—I’m already unzipped and my shaft slips into her capable, stroking hands. 

“What is this?” I ask. I feel drugged. How long have I been sitting here? It feels like hours somehow. “Who are you?”

“I’m Gabrielle. I’m the scout,” she says, as if that explains everything. “Though I’m also our best at witchcraft. We had to make sure you were the real deal. Mistress was so certain you were; she’s had dreams about you for ages and ages, but the rest of us were so skeptical.”

She starts kissing my neck, my chin, my lips. I get lost in the moment; this is confusing, confused, confounding. I don’t care. She kisses me back hard, kissing me like I’m the only crush she’s ever had and like she’s had it for years, like I’m the rock star she’s been practicing for with pillows for the past six months. I’ve never had a kiss like this. I lose myself in it, sliding my tongue over hers, her red lips pressed hard against mine. I stop and suck at her lips, squeezing her tits roughly, grabbing her this way and that as she continues to stroke my hard, straining, precum-streaming cock. 

“Please be real?” she whimpers. 

My hand slides up to her ass, squeezing tight. It’s even tighter than Leena’s somehow. How is someone this gorgeous and stacked this tiny? Her waist can’t be wider than twenty inches. I think my hands could wrap around it entirely. 

“I need you so bad.” Feverish whispers. “We all do. I’ve needed you my whole life. I need to be yours, oh fuck, oh f-fuck...”

All of a sudden she’s cumming, pushing her greedy lips against my neck and chin and face, whimpering and crying a little, stroking me even more soulfully than before. Somehow, even with her gloves on, the stroking is soft and perfectly frictionless, especially as my juices build up on her glove. 

“F-fuck!” she groans, her body convulsing with pleasure. My cock, straining, pulses inside her tight, soft grip. “Please? Please be real. You’re our savior. You’re our god. You don’t understand. Oh god, you must think I’m crazy, but I need you, I need to taste it, please?”

She means my cock—and the cum that I’m about to shoot all over this fucking restaurant. Of course I nod yes—and right away she slides her lips over my turgid cock head, down my brilliantly hard shaft, making out with my cock in a loving display that almost makes me oddly jealous. 

I can’t last long. I’ve been without a girlfriend for over a year and even she was never much for sucking cock. In fact, all my girlfriends have been distant and reserved and prudish—I have the worst luck. 

Or I did? This girl certainly seems to want everything about me and the kind of attention she’s lavishing on me makes me think I must have paid her millions.

Her lips work up and down my heavy cock, enveloping me withing her warm, soft, wet mouth. She’s sucking me all the way down, my length pushing against the back of her throat. She starts humming, and then she’s clearly cumming, and she swallows—bringing the flesh of her throat to close in beautifully on my ultra-sensitive cockhead. 

I explode, and Gabrielle moans, sucking me down with relish. I can’t remember ever cumming so much—and even so she swallows every drop. Not a single bit gets on her elegant outfit; she looks ready to hang on my arm at some gala. 

I can’t believe this. I can’t believe—after this day, this week, this fucking decade—this beautiful girl just showed up and begged me to let her suck my cock like this. Who is she? And more importantly, how fucking soon can I marry her?

The pleasurable after-thoughts only last a few moments before we’re interrupted, however, and reality comes crashing back down. 

“Robert?” 

I whip my head over to see Brie, jaw-dropped. 

“What the fuck is happening?” She has her hands on her hips. 

“Sorry, I...”

I try to explain. I’m just having the most passionate, intense makeout-blowjob session of my life with this utterly gorgeous woman, and it was very spontaneous, but very consensual, and please let me just go home with her—but Gabrielle is gone. Disappeared. 

* * * * *
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THERE’S NO EVIDENCE of Gabrielle whatsoever. I look around, startled, pulling the seat cushions this way and that. My cum is everywhere—pretty much the biggest load I’ve ever shot—and it’s sliding down the bottom of the table and all over my pants and shoes. 

“What the fuck is happening?” I ask, flabbergasted.

“I’m ahead of you there,” said Brie. 

She turns around and lets me put my pants back on. She turns around when I do, and then blanches when she sees the massive mess still all over me and the table. 

“Oh my god,” she grimaces. “This is gross. You’re so gross. When did you get so gross?”

“No, you don’t understand,” I say. “There was this girl. She looks a lot like you, actually, and, her name is even Gabrielle, a-and—”

“Oh my god, you’re jerking off to me?” she starts walking away. “I quit. Or you’re fired. Or something. This is done. Holy shit.’

She walks off, and I’m left feeling dumbfounded. What happened? Where was Gabrielle? Why did she look so much like Brie? What the hell happened? 

More of my cum drips from the table down to the floor. There’s so much of it.

Oh god, what the hell happened? I—I must have lost my mind somehow, starting jerking off in the corner after work? Why would I do that? I mean sure, jesus, Brie and Leena were both truly hot, but that was no excuse. What had I been thinking?

I stand there for a few minutes, just babbling to myself, half-sentences.

“I must have...no...but then...how did...who...?”

It felt so real. I had been so convinced. 

Brie comes out from the back one more time, holding her back and glaring holes into my skull. She opens her mouth to say something, stops, shakes herself, almost says something again, and walks out. 

As soon as she’s out the door, gloved hands slides across my shoulders and then my chest.

“She’s so pretty,” says Gabrielle. “Do you want her?”

“Holy fuck!”

I jump a good three feet straight up and dash to one side, hands up. 

“Where did you go? What the fuck happened?”

Gabrielle is staring out at the parking lot at Brie—who is now screaming obscenities and kicking the gravel as she waits for her ride share. It starts to rain, and pretty hard too, and soon enough she’s soaked and even more pissed off. Rain drops plaster her short hair to her face and forehead. Her tits are easily visible through her white top.

“I think you want her,” says Gabrielle. “She looks just like me...and you want me, don’t you, darling?”

And then moments later, she steps outside—by which I mean—she just appears outside. She takes one step right in front of me in between the many rows of tables and chairs—and in the next step she’s outside. 

I stand up, jaw agape, as Gabrielle approaches Brie. I can see in the bright lights of the parking lot how completely similar the two of them look. The only difference is Gabrielle’s elegant outfit and her body, which is sexier in all the ways that matter: tighter, taller, bustier, more thick blond hair to run my fingers through. 

But they are similar—too similar to even be sisters. It’s like they’re the same person, just Gabrielle is enhanced somehow.

Gabrielle walks this way and that around Brie, smiling. Putting on a show because she knows I’m watching. Brie doesn’t seem to have any awareness she’s there. It’s like I’m the only one, somehow, who can see Gabrielle at all. She winks at me and does a standing back handspring that takes her more than fifteen seconds to complete—moving s l o o o o o w to show off her insane musculature. 

For me. This is all for me.

Showing off like that. All for me. 

Why does this woman—this...ghost? This witch? What is she?—why does she love me like this? Because it is love—unrestrained, unadulterated, unstoppable love. I can see it in her face, hear it in her voice. She’s utterly infatuated.  

Christ, I’m hard again. How am I hard again? I just came all over the fucking restaurant. 

But I am hard, the hardest I’ve been in my whole life. My cock pushes intently against my pants, straining, groaning at every movement Gabrielle makes around the unsuspecting Brie. 

To just affirm I’m not losing my mind, I rush behind the desk at the front of the restaurant and check the security feed. It registers nothing; just Brie out there all by herself in the black and white. I look back and forth a dozen times at least. Brie catches me looking and flips me off, and this seems to be the final straw for Gabrielle; she puts a finger on Brie’s head and there’s a bright flash of light. 

The flash lasts for a long time, a bubble of pure white surrounding the two of them that is so bright it turns both of them into pale shadow outlines of themselves. The pouring rain hisses at it strikes the bubble, rising up in a cloud of steam. Symbols flicker above their heads, ancient runic letters that make me both terribly excited and afraid. My adrenaline is pumping, urging me to run. But when it comes to fight or flight, I’ve always been freeze, and I can’t shake that now. 

Finally the flash fades and just the two of them remain. But they look different now. Brie standing up ramrod straight, her face expressionless with her mouth slightly empty. Before, she had her arms gathered up to hide the transparency of her blouse in the rain; now they hang at her side and her wet, brilliant tits are on display. 

Gabrielle smiles confidently, wickedly, and locks eyes with me from all the way out in the parking lot. 

She snaps her fingers—they both snap their fingers, actually—and the lights go out in the parking lot and the restaurant. 

This is like a horror movie, what the fuck is happening? 

I back up from the door, almost checking it to make sure it’s locked until I remember that very much didn’t matter before when she fucking just teleported straight outside. 

Inside the restaurant, an unearthly red and purple glow fills the darkness. It’s just enough to see my surroundings, but anything could be hiding in the shadows. It reminds me of a blacklight from a strip club. 

I see, or I almost see, more of those runic symbols at the edge of the glow.

Somehow I put enough thoughts and will together to start getting the fuck out of here. Whatever Gabrielle is, it’s something I don’t want to deal with—no matter how fucking gorgeous she is or how beautifully she stroked my straining, aching, still-hard-somehow cock.

I turn one direction and start walking—and Gabrielle’s there at the end of the aisle. Startled, I turn back around, and she’s there again, closer this time. Turning, shuffling, I start to clamber over a table, and she’s sitting in the seat waiting for me. 

“Please, darling.” Her voice is a volcanically hot plea. “Won’t you let me show you how much I care?”

I slide off the table and stop entirely, watching her slowly stand up. She tosses her hat to one side and it evaporates into nothing and then shakes out her golden hair in a sexy, long, thick mess. I know very much she’s not corporeal, but all the same I hear her heels clacking on the floor and feel her fingers as they slide once more across my chest. 

“What do you want?”

“I want to show you how much I love you,” she says, kissing into my ear. My knees are weak. “Is that so very hard to believe? A man like you wanted so badly by a woman like me?”

“Yes, frankly.”

She giggles. “I suppose I’ll just have to be very persuasive, then. Until there’s no doubt left, and you know intimately how much I adore every thing about you.” She licks my neck and nips it just slightly. “Fuck, you smell so good.”

Brie approaches out from the shadows; her eyes are stark white, pupilless. A blank slate, completely open to anything anyone might say. Her mouth, with those lusciously full lips, is slightly open, and a trail of shiny drool slides down from the side of her mouth down her chin and into her blouse. 

“The ceremony is nearly complete,” says Gabrielle. “But you’ll need to help to complete it.”

What happens then is like a strange puppet show. Gabrielle acts, and Brie follows. They’re completely linked in their movements and words. Gabrielle mimes opening a blouse she’s not wearing, button by button, and Brie does it for real. Her breasts are beautiful handfuls, her nipples erect. The rain from outside has left her body sparkling wet. She discards the blouse and they both kneel down. 

“I worship you, Master,” they say. “I’m so utterly, helplessly in love with you. I’m lost without you. Please, fuck me? Please make me real?”

Gabrielle’s eyes are burning white coals, dazzling and bright and dark all at once. Brie says everything she does, echoing shortly. Her voice sounds a little robotic, empty like her eyes. 

I am embarrassed at how hot I find this. How exciting it is to see Brie so blank and empty, naked. Completely vulnerable before me. I could do anything at all to her and she would never know—she would urge me on, with Gabrielle’s guidance. 

“I’ll never hurt you, Master,” they say. “I’ll obey you in every way. Won’t you let me show you how safe this is?”

Gabrielle nods and squints just slightly, appearing to indicate something to Brie. The blank beauty then proceeds, by herself, to reach out for my cock, fumbling for my zipper. Moaning. Hips gyrating. Breathing fast and hard and quivering like she’s cumming. 

“She is cumming, Master,” says Gabrielle, answering my unspoken question. “She can’t help it. She sees the truth of who you are now, thanks to me. And she needs your cock. Her need for you makes her cum. Her love for you makes her cum. Your presence in her life makes her cum. Everything about you makes her cum.”

Gabrielle pushes into me, sitting me down at the nearest chair. Pushing her heavy, gorgeous tits into my face, rubbing them against my cheek. Cradling my head into them. Kissing the crown of my head. I can feel the ungodly heat emanating from her pussy and I know it’s just for me. I can feel her even though I’m the only one who can see her.

“What does that mean?” This is so bizarre, and everything Gabrielle says makes it more outlandish. “What are—fuck, that’s good.”

Brie slips her lips over my thick, hard cock and immediately takes me in all the way, her lips pushing against my crotch and the bush of thick hair there. I can feel my cock pulsating against her throat, where she somehow knows how to create the kind of suction that makes it feel like I’m fucking a pussy. 

“I taught her that,” says Gabrielle. 

“Fucking...when?”

I’m doing that that thing where I don’t know where to put my hands. I’m grabbing the sides of the chair and pulsing my hips up and down, both struggling to get away and desperate that this feeling never stop. Fuck! Blank-brained Brie is so good at sucking cock. 

“Mistress taught me the pledge,” says Gabrielle, as if that means something to me. “Won’t you let me make it to you?”

“I don’t know...” I shake my head. “I don’t know what that means.’

“It means I’ll be pledged to you. Obsessed with you. Aching for you. Needy for you. All my beauty. All my skill at witchcraft. All my desire and aching and passion will belong to you, forever. Don’t you want that?”

I try to look up into her eyes, but instead I just turn more into her hefty, sumptuous cleavage. The reply I might have had slides out of my mouth as her tits slide over it. I can’t help but taste her skin, sinful and sweet, licking around her nipples while Brie continues to suck and slurp and kiss. A little dribble of milk slid out from her nipple and—despite how unusual it was, how taboo—once smelling it and tasting the trail it left, I could not help but lick up the drop itself. 

Then something...something changes. 

Something about tasting her drives my aggression, my need for answers. My need for control. 

I’ve never established much control in the bedroom. I’ve had fantasies from time to time. Who hasn’t? But now I was living in a fantasy, and everything seemed like it was on the table. Tasting Gabrielle’s milk, my blood felt spiked with testosterone. I grabbed her by the neck roughly and forced her down on the ground next to Brie. 

She giggled, happy at this, preening at how large my hands were compared to her tiny neck and delicate clavicles. My other hand slides onto Brie’s head—and for a moment I think about pushing her off. I clearly can. I clearly can do whatever the fuck I want with her. 

So, choking Gabrielle, I hold Brie down, gagging her on my cock.

Gabrielle, so close to the action, quivers and squirms. I see for the first time the naked, insane greedy lust on her face at what Brie is doing. 

No matter what else is happening, she really does want my cock inside her. 

I speak through gritted teeth. “What. Is. Happening?” 

“I’m...” Gabrielle is having trouble thinking. Her fingers sliding up into her cunt, which is audibly wet. Staring at Brie. Jealous, lust-drunk, opening and closing her mouth like she’s sucking herself. “I-I’m the scout...”

“You said that already. I don’t know what the fuck that means. What are you?”

“I’m...from somewhere else.”

I shake her roughly, tightening my grip on her throat. 

“R-really! I’m trying to explain. I’ve never had to before. I’m sorry.” 

My grip relaxes slowly. For a moment, the only sounds are Gabrielle’s orgasmically enthusiastic servicing of my cock. I hardly notice that I haven’t cum yet, lasting well beyond even my best record for a blowjob. I want to cum, but I don’t have to. I feel completely in control of it. The taste of Gabrielle’s milk still fills my mouth.

“I...I come from a reality beside yours. We’ve cleaned it out, looking for you. Gathered all the power we can.”

“What does that mean?”

“We...in the other places, people thought we were demons. We turn them on, make them want us, make them vulnerable. And then we take everything from them. Wealth, power, life. It doesn’t matter.” She’s fingering desperately now, recalling this depravity and staring at my cock being serviced. “No one matters to us but each other...and...”

I shake her once. “And?”

“And you. We need you. It’s all for you. We’re desperate to find you. I can’t wait to tell them.” 

What she describes—turning people on to take from them, drain them, sounds like a succubus to me. It would sound so crazy and unbelievable if it wasn’t happening to me right now. 

Was this where the notion even came from? Extra-dimensional beings stealing the vitality of others for their own plans? I certainly had read and seen enough science-fiction to be familiar with the theory that hell, such that it was, was just another dimension. Maybe Gabrielle came from one such dimension, a dimension of lust and sin, wanton desires gone rampant...

“Why me?”

Brie chokes loudly on my cock and I relinquish my hold on her a bit. She had been turning a deathly shade of blue. 

“You’re complaining?” Gabrielle giggles, glancing at the beautiful Brie doing her work. 

I squeeze her throat a little tighter. “Answer me.”

“I...I don’t know, exactly,” she chokes out. “Mistress dreams of you. So many dreams of you and you alone. She’s cum for you across ages, worshiping you from dimension to dimension. You’ve never felt her need for you?”

I don’t know how to answer that, exactly, except to feel my need to cum down Brie’s throat rising terribly.

“She says it’s kind of like a pheromone. There’s something you—only you, god, did we ever search—just you that makes you irresistible to us. We’d find little interdimensional traces of you here and there, and only the top girls get them. Like relics of your lust. I always got left out.”

I grunt. It’s hard to believe anyone as sexy as Gabrielle could be on the bottom of the totem pole...but fuck it, it’s hard to believe any of this.

“Like I said, I was skeptical...but I believe it all now. And I need you to fuck Brie here. Please?”

“Why?”

“Fucking her links us, don’t you see?” she purrs, sliding her slick fingers in and out of her cunt. “In that beautiful moment of orgasm directly from your Cock, the portal in her mind opens—and then I slip in and take over. Don’t you want that? Don’t you want to make me real, here, in this dimension?”

She seems to have recovered somewhat from the proximity to Brie’s cocksucking. She slides my hand off her neck and slips it over her chest. I can feel her heartbeat, intense and ethereal though it is. 

“Wouldn’t you like to have me all to yourself? I’ll bring you all the girls you want. We don’t have to tell Mistress right away, if that freaks you out. You could just fuck anyone you want and I’d encourage you all the whole happy way, Daddy. I’ll keep my power...and my beauty. I know you like how I look better than Brie there.”

I grunt, nodding. I really do. Brie is a premiere beauty, but Gabrielle is on another level, like a living fantasy. I try horribly to remember my morality. What use is ethics if you just throw it away because a gorgeous woman wants you to?

“Look, you’ve got to...you’ve done something to Brie. Right? You need to undo it.”

She shrugged. “I can, but you won’t like it.”

“Why not?”

“Because she’ll be insane. I’ve connected her with my love for you. Unless she fucks you, she’s broken forever. My love is so powerful, Master. My love transcends universes. It’s brought me across time and space and here, right now, to serve you. We’re all here to serve you. I can break my link with this vessel, but all that means is she’ll be broken inside, suffering and miserable for the rest of her days, which will probably be short.” She adds in a hot whisper, “Suicide is common in my experience. My love is powerful like that. Doesn’t that make you hard? Knowing that I’ll kill myself without you?”

Oh, oh, oh fuck it really shouldn’t but it really does.

“It’s true, Master. I’ll kill myself without you. I’ve lived for a long time, for millennia, ages and ages and epochs, but none of that means anything if I don’t get to serve you. I’ll kill myself if I don’t get to suck your cock—and this is the only way I can.”

“B-by-by taking her over? Possessing her?”

“Yes.”

“But...Brie, she...dies?”

Gabrielle shrugs. “She gets...absorbed. Part of me. Like lots of others. All one beautiful part of the whole. I’m young compared to the other girls, but quite old compared to you.” Her milk leaks all over my groping hands. I’m so close to cumming. “I’ve got entire dimensions of need inside me. Reality after reality after reality of the same girl, folded up into one perfected package, dedicated just. For. You.”

That’s so absurdly hot. I grunt, cumming hard, spilling into Brie’s mouth while I fuck her harder. Gabrielle gasps at each thrust, cooing with excitement, urging me to fuck her mouth and spill everything.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpers. “Just like that. Just like that!”

That finally hits home—that word: Master. She’s said it a few times already but I’m in love with it now. Gabrielle, acting quickly, slides up behind Brie and guides her down to the ground. She wraps around Brie like a glove and spreads her wide, using her legs to keep Brie’s legs open and wrapping her arms around Brie’s throat and chest almost like a choke hold. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Gabrielle begs. “Fuck her, please. Fuck me. Fuck us. Make me real for you.”

I’m in no state to disagree. Both of them want me so much. Even Brie, blank as she is, is whimpering constantly and dripping with need. I slide down into them and both pairs of legs quickly wrap around me, encouraging me further, and my still-hard cock slides heatedly into Brie’s waiting, pulsing entrance. 

I’ve stopped questioning why I’m still hard. It just seems to be the state of the case now when I’m near Gabrielle. I accept it; I accept this outlandish situation; I accept her. I want her. My throbbing hard cock pushes in and out of her tight, young cunt—and right away I can see Gabrielle phasing in and out of Brie, already closer to becoming one with her. 

“Yes, Daddy,” they groan together. “Just like that! Do it! Fuck my cunt. Fuck me hard. Make me real. Make me your slave. Complete the ritual, please?”

Gabrielle’s mouth shifts all around Brie’s head, sometimes to one side, sometimes directly over her mouth. Urging me on. Fuckherfuckherfuckher. Chanting ritually, an occultist of my Cock. 

I’m so fucking beyond turned on and confused. I give in to the madness further, no longer focusing on the shifting form of Gabrielle and just focusing on Brie’s pliant, perfect flesh.

I want her. Wanted her for so long. This dumb bitch thought she was a fucking lesbian and now she’s crying out in orgasmic pleasure from my cock. Every thrust into her makes her cum again, tightens her cunt’s grip on my stiffness and coaxes me closer to cumming inside her at last. 

“That’s it!” they moan. “That’s it! Oh my fuck, my Master, please! Please cum in me!”

As I fuck Brie, I see Gabrielle sinking more and more inside her vessel. Gabrielle, between clutches of orgasmic pleasure, chants something in an ornate, regal-sounding tongue—I can only assume it’s the pledge she mentioned before. I see more tinges of those runic symbols on periphery of my vision, only now instead of scaring me, they just turn me on. 

It’s working—this is working. It’s happening. This thousand year-old sex goddess succubus is becoming my real life slave!

I know that the ritual is really, truly everything that was promised when Brie and Gabrielle’s eyes both start to blend, becoming for a moment a white-hot, burning red and white mash-up of lust. 

“Yes, Master!” she moans. “Make me real! Make me yours! Yours forever, yes!”

We’re not wearing any protection. I could easily get her pregnant. I feel myself hoping that I do—that would be the ultimate win, the perfect finale. Turning this lesbian brat into my slavish worshiper because of the power of my cock. I’m already changing her body. Her legs have lengthened, her milk-leaking tits larger and sexier, her hair longer with every stroke. My cock changes her—it should own her by getting her pregnant. 

The thought overwhelms me. Licking her enlarged tits, biting her shoulder, fingers digging into her back muscles and ass, I let go entirely. My cum shoots into her hard—somehow harder than all the others tonight. I feel like I’m blasting a hose inside her, covering her walls with my sticky, virile seed.  

It’s done. Gabrielle—there is only Gabrielle now—is exhausted. Her body transformed completely into the wet dream that appeared to me earlier tonight in a purely ethereal form, now completely physical and completely my property. My own succubus slave. 

The last thought I have as I start to slide into a euphoric slumber, with Gabrielle nestled against my body, is something I should have asked already:

If I’m so irresistible, why can’t I ever get laid with any of these women in the first place?
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Succubus Harem – The Innocent
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I’m pounding Gabrielle against the wall of my small apartment, cracking the plaster all the way through to the concrete, when the doorbell rings.

Gabrielle is perfectly wrapped around my body. Staring soulfully into my eyes—she’s always staring, always adoring—babbling runic gibberish I can’t quite understand. Bright red and purple runes apparate and dissipate when she speaks, shattering with happy sizzling noises, the sparks of them flying over our bodies. The bulge of my cock is visible in her delectably thin torso; I can feel my thickness against my own midsection when I grip her tight. 

Knocks now. Just for fun, I knock back—fucking Gabrielle’s tight, gorgeous bod even harder against the wall. 

Probably another neighbor coming by to complain. I live in a shitty, tiny apartment inside of a big complex, the kind where all the crappy rooms of our lives sort of congeal from the ongoing stickiness of the suck we’re in from having to live in such an arrangement. A dilapidated courtyard sits in the middle surrounded by the four walls of stacked, cramped motel-style apartments. It’s possible for me to live in a nicer place, but not a cheaper one, and all my money has been saved for years now to start my restaurant. 

The couple that originally came by to complain, I apologized to. Then I fucked Gabrielle a little longer—I can’t seem to stop fucking her when I’m awake, she’s so brilliantly hot and needy and willing—and drank some more of her milk while I was licking her fantastic tits, and I felt the need to apologize fade from me. Like heat from a dying flame untended in the woods. 

When the couple came by again—the woman—I threatened her without threatening her. The way sometimes you’ll see in movies. Strong men knowing how to say words like “force” or “make” or “difficult” in just the right tone to make sure a woman understands her proper place. 

I felt a little dirty afterward, for some reason, but then Gabrielle sucked me soulfully for an hour and I forgot all about any bad feelings. Even now, I only remember forgetting that I had them.

Then the guy came by. He was pissed. He made real threats. Legal threats. He talked about the police. I told him the police wouldn’t get here in time to put his leg back in its socket. All the time, Gabrielle whispering and licking my ear, wearing nothing but barely-there jean cut-off shorts and an a-frame shirt glistening transparent from the nonstop stream of her magical milk.

The guy was smart and fucked off, after I made him apologize. 

Again, a kind of a dirty feeling...and again, I forgot all about it when Gabrielle shoved me inside her from behind and had me fuck her while she flipped through photos of my favorite jack-off photos I have stored on my tablet. 

She’s a deeply, completely good girlfriend. All she wants is for me to be hard and happy. It’s difficult to argue with such devotion, no matter how it presents. 

It’s Sunday afternoon now and Gabrielle came into my life late Friday. During all my waking hours, I’ve been fucking her furiously. No work. No going outside. Total fucking lockdown. So right now we’re going on forty hours of a life full of nothing but fucking the deeply perfect body of a complete dream girl. 

Knocking, more knocking. I can smell the girl outside. She smells like a virgin.

Somehow, through all this, I started to be able to control my orgasms. So as I fuck Gabrielle against the load-bearing walls of the apartment, shaking the whole building like I’m taking a sledgehammer to it, she begs me to cum. 

And the doorbell rings.

“Please, Master,” Gabrielle moans. “Please. Oh god, my god, my Master, please...!”

She’s insatiable. She’s in love with me; I believe that for sure. She may want something else from me, but the way I’ve fucked her, the way I’ve changed, she couldn’t be faking her love for me at this point. 

I cum inside Gabrielle now, filling her with a hot, intense load of my seed. We lock eyes, sharing the pleasure of our orgasm in each other’s gaze, lips meeting and leaving, meeting and leaving as I pump in every last bit of my virile white-hot seed into her aching, needy body. 

The doorbell rings again. 

Staggering away from Gabrielle, leaving her in a pile of broken plaster and full of my cum, I walk through the wreckage of my apartment. None of the furniture is in one piece except for my mattress, which I had to remove from my broken bed, now piled in one corner. 

There’s been long, long hours where I’ve been asleep, mostly during the day. Gabrielle’s told me she went out—doesn’t sleep, apparently—but I haven’t gotten around to asking her questions about where yet. I know she’s picked up a lot of clothes, each piece sexier than the last.

At the door is my landlord’s daughter, Nadine. She’s spectacularly cute, short, and busty, wearing thick glasses with her hair in a heavy, sexy bun. She’s got on a tank top that does nothing for her modesty but everything for her heavy tits, and tight red shorts that are painted on her ass. 

She’s asking for it. 

The thought fills my head, though it’s not the kind of thought I ever have. But Gabrielle...Gabrielle has changed so much about me. 

“The fuck do you want?” 

She is too stunned to answer for several moments. Looking at my naked body, the disaster zone of my apartment, the proud hard cock shining with my and Gabrielle’s juices. That my cock is hard is no surprise to me; it’s been hard now since the second I met Gabrielle. Like a switch was turned on and then broken, never to turn off again. It drips hot pre-cum in a small, quickly-forming puddle at Nadine’s feet. 

“D-do you wanna put some clothes on?” she rasps, finally.

“What the fuck do you want, girl?”

“There’s...complaints. And...damages...”

She keeps looking around me. It’s hard to do. I’ve grown. My body is layered now in thick, hard muscle. I have the body of a natural-born athlete half my age. I don’t know how, exactly, but I’ve got some guesses. 

Gabrielle has recovered—she’s almost as quick as I am—and struts in her terrifically tall tall heels to slide up behind me. She’s always wearing heels; I find it so fucking sexy. There are bags and bags and boxes and boxes of them on top of the console table next to the kitchen; I don’t know how she paid for them and I don’t care. I hope she didn’t pay for them. The idea of a girl of mine using her own money feels gross to me. 

Fully behind me, her chin just barely cresting my shoulder, she wraps a hand around my cock. Her arms are so long. I feel the heat of her cunt smoldering against my ass cheeks. Her tits are out, leaking warm milk down my back, but she’s still got her cut-off shorts on. They’re so easy to move aside, and she looks so sexy in them, that I want her to keep them on. 

“What does this sexy bitch want, Master? Does she want to fuck you too?”

My cock jumps at the praise, and Gabrielle strokes me in kind, knowing it would excite me. 

“I don’t know. What do you want, girl?”

“There’s...” she clears her throat. “Reparations. Payment for the damages. And...you have to keep it down.” Somehow she starts to find a rhythm in her speech. I can see the stark jealousy in her eyes at Gabrielle’s easy confidence in touching and stroking me. She looks mesmerized, unable to turn away. “This is a family establishment. You can’t just...just fuck all the time and break everything.”

“Oh yeah?” Gabrielle sneers. “What are you gonna do about it, bitch?” 

“That’s a good question.”

My voice is a low growl. I’m much, much larger than Gabrielle, who towers over Nadine. So when I lean forward on the door frame, the entire building shuddering with the power of my heavily-muscled strength, it makes Nadine look two feet tall. 

“Come on,” I say. “What are you gonna do about it, Nadine? What do you think you can do before I find you to make what you do stop?”

“He will make you stop if he doesn’t like it, bitch,” Gabrielle chimes in. “You live in that apartment on the top floor, right? Do you keep your door locked? Do you think it matters if you do? Look at him.”

To punctuate the point, I squeeze the door frame. The molding cracks and splinters like it’s rotten. Nadine yelps. 

“The...the police...I’ll call...”

“Think about that, Nadine,” I say. “Think about what I’m saying to you. Think about what’s happened. They’ll do what, give me a warning? Write me a citation for property damage and noise complaints? Write me an eviction, Nadine, and you have to give me a certain number of days to vacate. What happens, Nadine, in those days? What happens to you?”

“Th-th-this is...you’re threatening me—”

Gabrielle is stroking me so fast, so urgently. I feel the need to cum rising up in me already. I’m looking past Nadine, staring a hole right in her sexy head, thinking of my gorgeous slave and her desperate need for me. I can see us through the reflection of a window not far away; we look like another species. 

“Maybe. And maybe they take me away for that, you’re thinking? How much is it to post bail for a threat, do you think? Gabrielle, babe, do you have plenty of cash?”

“More all the time, Daddy.”

“You see? And then all I have to do is come back here and break down your simple little door like we both know I can do so easily, and where does that leave you?”

She’s completely pale. Gabrielle loves this. The precum puddle at my feet is seeping out the door now, slowly edging toward Nadine’s feet. 

“This is when you beg, Nadine.”

She drops to her knees.

* * * * *
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IT PROGRESSES FROM there how you might think; Nadine is hot as fuck and I’m irresistible, and even if I wasn’t, Gabrielle for damn sure is. 

I’ve got Nadine on top of the broken furniture she was complaining so much about in less than two minutes, clothes stripped off and begging for my cock. She’s kneeling and shaking so much she’s practically vibrating, looking up at me with big soulful “please give me my first fuck ever” eyes.

Gabrielle, with her hands sticky from my precum and her own milk, keeps shoving her fingers into Nadine’s mouth. Nadine’s eyes slide toward the back of her skull and she mindlessly begs for more. 

She’s feeding her. Prepping her. Getting her used to my taste. Too hot for words. Gabrielle grabs her by the hair and tosses her own thick blond mane to one side as she helps Nadine spread her legs. Nodding at me, she wordlessly urges me to get inside Nadine. 

I don’t need much encouragement. I’m so fucking turned on all the fucking time now. I’m such a fucking stud. I’m an alpha male breeding bull. Gabrielle has been telling me for days now, so it must be true. 

Nadine’s virginity evaporates in seconds, replaced by urgent needy wetness that needs more and more of me. My incredible girth bulges her tiny, tight midsection. She’s lost in rapture beneath me, even as Gabrielle holds her down and chokes her. 

This is the best experience of her life, and it’s only getting better as I fuck her harder and harder. I thrust into her faster, as if I'm trying to reach the very depths of her soul. The tightness of her body envelops me as she screams with pleasure, louder than any woman I've ever heard before. The walls shake with her voice. Everyone in the complex must hear her.

Her quaking body, hot and wet, is stretched to its limits as her first fuck approaches an explosive crescendo. 

Gabrielle coos with delight at my hardness, my intense alpha heat, and Nadine howls at the pleasure radiating through her body like wildfire. I hit her g-spot in a powerful surge and for a moment all time stands still. Gabrielle reaches out for me and holds my hand, begging me with her fiery blue gaze to cum in this beautiful virgin.

This is so hot...but why does it feel like a sacrifice? 

The thought is there and then it's gone. Something about how Nadine is a virgin. 

It's so hot that she’s an innocent, that she’s never been fucked before. That means she'll belong to me for sure.

I don’t think I’m going to last long. I feel like I can—I feel so powerful now—but Nadine needs my cum in her and I don’t think I can stop myself from giving it to her. She’s so innocent, so hot. I took her virginity and I have to claim her as mine. That’s just how it is.

“Fuck her, Daddy.” She flashes me a needy smile. “Cum in her. Make her your slave.”

My what?

I look down at this girl—this beautiful girl who clearly was going to make some lucky guy or gal a deeply satisfied significant other at some point if she wasn’t already—and my actual thoughts return to me.

It’s that word that does it—slave. What a loaded term. It’s a particularly hot term when it’s moaned the way a beauty like Gabrielle says it, but it’s loaded nonetheless. 

I don’t want slaves. I don’t want sex slaves. I don’t want hyper sex powers or a succubus girlfriend or any of that shit. 

All I wanted was a restaurant! A place to call my own! What the fuck happened to that?

As I’m thinking about all this, I’m still pumping my huge, thick cock inside of Nadine’s body with Gabrielle encouraging and moaning for me to do it, do it, cum in her, and on and on.

At the last second, I pull out—and instead spray all over Nadine’s body. 

Gabrielle is obviously upset—disappointed, irate, and whimpering with worry all at once. She leans over on top of Nadine to lick up the cum as quick as she can. Nadine herself—still cumming from the presence of my orgasm in her general vicinity, just like Gabrielle has been doing for the past few days—moans in pathetic supplication.. 

“Please, cum in me...cum in me, cum in me, cum in me please...”

I could if I really wanted to. There’s another load already ready to go and just seeing Gabrielle clean up my seed off of Nadine’s tight gorgeous body has me reeling in heat. I’m so fucking strong lately. 

But I don’t. 

Instead, I grab Gabrielle and manhandle her all the way to the back bedroom. 

She desperately licks up more of my cum on Nadine’s body, stammering, “n-not fin-finished!” but obediently sulks and follows in my grasp.

“We can’t do this.”

Gabrielle, who just a moment ago was in a feverish licking spell, recovers right away. A supernaturally seductive vixen once again, looking up at me with eagerness.

“Sure we can,” she insists. “I’ll stroke you until you’re hard...won’t take long, gosh you’re such a stud...then you’ll slide back into her. If she protests or tries to stop you or anything stupid, I’ll just hold her down and choke her until you’ve had your way with her, and—”

“No. That’s what I mean. We can’t do that. You said I’d make her my slave?”

“Of course. You’re the Ascended One. Your cum makes girls your slaves. Haven’t you figured it out?”

I’m gripping the corner next to Gabrielle hard. It’s crumbling under my grip.

“I’ve cum in girls before!”

Her eyes sparkle. “You used a condom.”

“I’ve had oral.”

“And they spit it out, didn’t they?”

I frown. They did. The corner crumbles more. Why is fucking such a beautiful woman so stressful?

“We’ve injected quite a lot of magic into your life. That one, concerning who you cum in, was a special spell to ensure your taste wasn’t...acceptable.” She’s talking too fast now, like she usually does when she starts explaining all this magic stuff. I’m having trouble following. “We have had to keep ourselves secret, waiting until our power was at its apex. It was a delicate procedure, really. Wait too long and our power would mean nothing. Be too impatient, and you wouldn’t be ready. Rose thinks we got the timing wrong for sure.”

“My boss?”

“Well, my Rose. We call her Rosaline most of the time. Not your Rose. It’s kind of like—”

I cut her off by making a fist with the corner. It turns into white powder. Growling and incensed at its weakness I punch the wall next to it, breaking more plaster. Gabrielle, watching, smiles and clearly gets more aroused. Her thighs are wet—or wetter than before, anyway. She loves how strong I am. My naked cock slaps against her gorgeous, slender thigh.

Apparently, the same situation with Rose exists like it did for my version of Gabrielle at the restaurant.

“I get it. Fuck. How many of you are there?”

Gabrielle walks away, casually sliding her hand across my cock as she does. My heart thumps, body urging to run her down, pin her and fuck her into submission. 

But I know fucking her only makes her stronger, more seductive. She’s got her hooks in me so fucking deep. 

Smiling, she guides me down into the old taupe-colored barrel chair next to the bed.  She wants me to stroke as I watch her gorgeous body slide into dress after dress, skirt after skirt. I oblige her. She’s too hot to ignore.

Rifling through the closet she’s basically taken over, she starts to get dressed as she answers me.

“There’s me, naturally. And now you know about Rose.” 

She puts on a tiny school girl’s uniform. It’s pornographic, but it’s not my style. I like to fuck girls in clothes they might wear somewhere nice. 

I stroke, but she can sense I’m not into it and slides back into the closet. 

“I’m not fucking her,” I say. “She’s my boss.”

“You can. You can fuck anyone. And she’ll be so much hotter once she ascends like I did.”

“Not gonna happen.”

She giggles. “If you say so.”

Now a tiny striped dress. She looks like one of those girls who would pass around cigars in old movies. Hot, but too antiquated. Gabrielle pouts and goes back in for another try.

“Who else?”

“Leena, duh. Who else, indeed. Why do you think she works there? She should be a model.”

The thought of Leena serving me the way Gabrielle does makes me harder than ever, and it doesn’t help that Gabrielle’s next outfit knocks it out of the park. A tiny burnt orange skirt and bright blue, overfluffed turtleneck. Hyper-tight high-heeled ankle boots with thick, shiny buckles.

“Fuck.”

She just watches me, nodding and smiling and biting her lip, while I stroke to her. It’s such an incredibly intimate act, stroking off to a woman who knows you’re doing it to her.

“Why do you think you’ve been surrounded by such hot women, Master? Doesn’t it strike you as odd that all these women work with you and none of them ever act interested in you romantically?”

She’s making me think, and that makes me stroke less urgently. Her loss.

“I was...I was focused on work.”

“You were focused on spells we cast from the underworld, silly. We hexed you.”

Fury fills me. Somehow, I knew her answer even before she spoke it. I stand up and grab her by the neck. My cock spilling precum all over her exposed midriff. Something about that phrase sparked a terrible rage in me. Hexed.

“What the. Fuck. Did you do to me?”

Her voice is strained—though it’s obvious choking her like this turns her on. Her legs wrap around my thigh and she grinds her bare cunt against my skin. Pussy folds slip and kiss against my cock. 

“We had to. You’re too smart to mesmerize. You’re too active to be caught in an illusion. So we turned your strengths against you. No one knows you like we do. We’ve watched you be born again and again through all the ages. You’re always so handsome, so smart, so capable, and such a fucking hot-cocked stud. We put a simple hex on you to turn your obsessions toward building a restaurant.”

I’m stunned. She can tell. My grip relinquishes and she slides my hand up to her cheek and kisses my palm.

“We had to gobble up so many realities to be powerful enough to even begin to affect you.” Her voice is so soft and sweet when she talks about sacrificing billions of souls to romance me. “So many people we sucked dry, their souls totally gone, all to make us powerful enough to be worthy of you and you alone. You’re that important to us, Robert. Aren’t you happy we love you so much? Doesn’t it mean something to you?”

I can see on her face it’s terribly important to her that this amount of work does mean something to me. But all I can think about, selfishly I suppose, is the amount of work I’ve put in.

“But that’s...that’s my dream. The restaurant.”

“Kind of?” She shrugs. “You did choose it. But you sort of picked it out of a hat. You could have chosen architecture, or tech, or medicine...we would have been sexy secretaries, or nerd babes, or nurses. It doesn’t matter. The hex works better if we don’t choose the direction of it, actually. And we’ll do that sexy dress-up stuff for you still if you want. We just need you to fuck us to make us real.”

I turn away from her, even though it’s hard as hell when she’s dressed how she is.

“I changed you. Brought you here in this world. That’s enough.”

“I’m not enough for you.” She wraps her hands around my waist, resting her fingers in my crotch hair. As if to punctuate this point, Nadine moans for me in the living room. “You’re wearing me out already, Master. You’re so powerful and amazing. I need my sisters to help me serve You how You deserve...won’t You let me give You everything You deserve, Master?”

She’s turned me around again. So fucking tempting. When she says sisters, she’s just referring to her coven—the other succubi. They’re not related by blood, but they’ve known each other for an impossibly long time. Her big blue eyes make everything she says so inviting and sexy. But I shake my head. 

“No. No more slaves. No more succubi. Just you and me. That’s more than plenty. That’s an order. No more girls at the restaurant.”

She’s truly mad now. Cheeks flaring red. A succubus turned on is really hot; a succubus turned on and furious is even sexier. 

“Fine.” Her voice is tough grit. “But I’ve got to go to work to keep anyone from asking questions about what the fuck is happening. And you have a decision to make about Nadine.”

I scoff. “I’m going to let her go.”

“It’s not that simple. She’s addicted to you, dummy. And if you don’t fuck her for real and cum inside her, she’s going to kill herself from massive withdrawal-spiked depression in less than forty-eight hours.”

She says all this in a self-satisfied sing-song. She’s cornered me in this weird magical game of tic-tac-toe, and she knew she had the whole fucking time.

“You can’t be serious.”

“You’ll learn, Master, that when it comes to Your Amazing Cock? I’m always serious.”

* * * * *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, Gabrielle hops back out into the world and leaves me with the whimpering, worshipful mess that Nadine has become. 

Nadine is hot as hell, and if I have her completely fertile, eighteen year-old smokeshow bod around the newly-improved fuckstud masterpiece of furious babymaking that I’ve become, I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself from fucking her and making her my slave forever.

I don’t entirely know how that works. What does forever mean to a succubus? Does it mean it in the way that she understands it, as in actual eternity? Or does she mean it in our parlance—just like, a very long time, or until Nadine kicks the bucket way down the line? 

I suppose I should have asked. As a matter of fact, I should have asked Gabrielle a lot of questions, but for some reason whenever she’s around, it’s all I can do not to fuck her into the ground.

Yeah, sure, some reason—some mysterious reason that is so impossible to figure out, right? What could it be, Robert? Is it her fabulous tits, her raunchy outfits, the ballet-dancer way she moves, her brilliantly sculpted torso, her angelic features, or the way she’s turned my body into a breeding brickhouse? Gosh, how will I ever figure it out?

Sarcasm aside, I do wish I could focus down and ask Gabrielle some serious questions. She’s a fucking succubus from another dimension! Shouldn’t that merit some kind of discussion about the existence of man, the nature of reality, the morality of all this, and whether I should be worried that I’m being corrupted by her?

Instead, though, I’m barely controlling my enormous hard-on, disguising it behind a pair of sweat pants as I look at my latest "acquisition." 

Nadine is dripping wet with lust. She’s gathered up her clothes in her arms. They’re all ripped apart from earlier and not wearable any longer. Instead, she’s wearing a tight cleavage-baring sweater and tiny a-frame skirt from Gabrielle, as well as a towering pair of heels. She looks like she’s dressed for a hot date. 

Gabrielle wears this kind of thing effortlessly, shameless about the way she parades her body; its lack of class creates its own class, like one of those over-the-top outfits from an anime or Japanese RPG. 

On Nadine, it just looks wanton, which is its own kind of hot. Her nipples stand out through the tight sweater, her legs are spread wide, her skirt barely covering her pussy. She’s clearly in desperate need of a severely hot, hard fucking, and I know for a fact that only I can give it to her.

“A-are we gonna fuck now? For real?” 

Her voice is an eager, breathy, needy whimper. She looks like she’s on the verge of tears with every syllable.

“No. I’m taking you home.”

She shakes her head. “Did I do something wrong? I promise I’ll fix it. I’ll do anything—”

I take her by the hand and drag her outside. Her steps in the tall, sexy leather heels are clumsy, but she manages. 

“Shut up. I just want you home, all right? This was a mistake.”

The door to my apartment opens up to the outside. I live on the ground floor. Overhead is a concrete walkway and a labyrinth of exterior stairs eventually leading to her place. I don’t know the exact number of Nadine’s apartment; usually I’ve only ever dealt with the landlord himself. 

As we walk up, my heart begins to soften. This poor girl wasn’t asking for this; she had no idea this was how her day was going to go. She was just trying to do her job, probably paid a shit wage by her asshole father while he sits on his ass collecting rents and doing nothing else. I once had a broken toilet for two weeks. 

I try to make this insanity as normal as I can.

“So, tell me about yourself.”

“Wh-what?”

Nadine is already sexier; I can tell. Her hair is shinier than it was this morning. Her body is longer, her big tits even bigger. Her skin is softer, her glow brighter. She had a tight, athletic build earlier in the day, but now it's practically oozing with ultra-feminine curves. Her eyes are lidded and her lips fuller than ever before. The seed inside her has already bloomed into something absolutely exquisite and sultry, transforming Nadine into an aesthetic goddess that I can't help but clench my fists for as I try to keep my composure.

The friction of my sweat pants on my bulging cock is almost more than I can stand; all I really want to do is hold her down and fill her full of cum until she’s begging to be allowed to call me Master.

“I don’t know anything about you. Tell me about you.”

“What do you want to know, Sir?” She gulps. “Is it Master? Is that what I should say? I want to do it right. Like her. I want you to fuck me so bad, Sir.”

I summon my composure once again; I don't know how much more I have left in me.

“Like I said, no. You’ll get over it.”

She grabs at me, my arm, trying to loop her hand through the crook of my elbow. I slap her away. 

“Stop. How about this. Where are you from?”

We’re on the third floor, two more to go.

“I’m from...around here...?” Everything she says is becoming a question, hoping it’s what I want. “Is that okay? Will that make you want to fuck me? Please, I need to cum so bad...”

Trying to think, I pull her into the deepest nook of the stairwell. 

“You can cum if it will make you feel better. But we’re not going to fuck, all right? You’re just going to hang out here until you calm down a little.”

I watch as she slips a long finger inside her pussy, her body writhing beneath her touch. When she realizes I'm watching, she makes a show of it. 

She’s so close—close as she can possibly be. I can see it; I can smell it; I can feel it.

She moans softly, her fingers pressing her clitoris as she whispers, “Yes, Sir. Yes, Master. Please, please let me cum...”

She’s rolling her hips, grinding her crotch into the step. If she were wearing panties, they'd be soaked. Instead she soaks the step.

Neighbors step out to watch us. They call each other to come look. I don’t really give a fuck, but I don’t want the attention. Half of taking Nadine back to her apartment was getting rid of this attention.

“Go ahead and cum,” I order her. “Cum now.”

She tries. I can see her try. Her whole body squirms and bucks with effort. Her eyes are closed, her head thrown back. Lines of pain, pleasure and tension are etched into her face in equal measure.

But it’s nothing doing. She can't cum. Not without my cock inside her. Not without me committing to owning her completely.

She starts crying. Wailing, honestly. She's somehow almost even louder than when I was fucking her. I would be sad except for some reason I find it all somehow deeply sexy. 

There's a part of me that's immensely satisfied. I fucking own this beautiful girl. I own her from head to toe. I own the rest of her cums, forever.

Fuck, that makes me so hard.

She gets down on her knees completely, touching herself as she moves. Crawling on one hand, the other stuffed up her cunt, dripping all along the concrete as she moves. Trying to get to my cock. 

I grab her, trying to keep her away. I realize that me holding a crying, half-undressed girl in a stairwell is a bad look just as someone shouts at us.

“Hey miss!” An older man calls from a window. “Are you okay? Do you need help?”

“I need it so bad!” 

She’s hysterical—clearly referencing the cum she needs and not any kind of help from the asshole trying to interfere with my business. My blood rises, and I’m dangerously close to going to fuck someone up. I’m built for fucking broads and fucking up stupid little losers like him who think they can interfere with my fucking business. 

She’s nowhere near me, but I can hear Gabrielle’s voice whispering in my ear, begging me to teach that little pussy a lesson for thinking he can say anything to a bitch that belongs to me.

Fuck 'em up, Daddy. Fuck 'em up, babe. Fuck 'em up and take his jawbone as a fucking trophy.

The guy walks over to the stairwell from his room. He's a tiny little punk-ass bitch. 

"You need to stop there,” I growl, “while you still have your arms outside your throat."

I've never threatened anyone before. Now I hardly need to; I exist as a threat. I'm a living murder weapon—and the guy can see it.

While I stare murder at the guy until he goes inside, Nadine takes my moment of distraction to wrap her mouth around my cock through my sweatpants.

“Please,” she whimper, the sound muffled through the cloth. My precum soaks through the cloth, mingling with her saliva. “I don’t know what I like. I don’t know where I’m from. I don’t know anything. I forgot my name. All I know is I’m here and you’re there and I need your cock so bad please fuck me!” 

I’m so completely close to doing just that. More neighbors are coming out, too many to stare murder at. Some are on their phones.

Nadine keeps going, making more and more of a show of herself. 

“Please, fuck me. Please fuck me. Please, oh god, oh god fuck me...I don’t know what I’ll do if you don’t fuck me...”

“Daddy?” I hear the telltale sing-song of Gabrielle’s voice calling upward. 

I look over the side of the stairs, jaw agape. She couldn't be back already.

But she is. Gabrielle is downstairs, walking into my apartment, with Rose in tow.

* * * * *
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ROSE LOOKS DRUNK; SHE also looks hot as hell. She giggles and slides down into a fluff-covered arrangement of half-destroyed couch cushions. 

She’s wearing a designer leather skirt, silk blouse, expensive jewelry—every piece drips with money. Her hair is tied back in a messy bun and her cheeks are flushed. Her eyes sparkle with delight as she glances around the room, taking in all the sights.

I can't help but stare at her as she drunkenly sprawls across the furniture, listing to one side as if she'll fall off in a matter of seconds. I find myself aroused by her beauty and especially her vulnerability, my heart thumping in my chest as I take all of her in. 

“Whooopshie daishy!” she slurs. “Oh my goshness. My good gosh. My goodness. Whoops.”

It takes her several seconds to steady herself.

It makes me want to protect her; to keep her safe from harm; maybe even keep her close to me forever. It's a predatory sort of feeling—this dumb bitch got herself in a situation that an alpha like me would have protected her from. It’s only right that I fuck her senseless until she realizes I can take care of her.

She looks absolutely stunning in her disarrayed state. Her voluminous blond hair is tousled around her face and a few strands fall into her bright blue eyes. Her thin frame is adorned with curves that only accentuate her beauty in the tight confines of her silk blouse and her ample breasts are heaving up and down as she tries to get herself together. She looks like an absolute dream, the embodiment of temptation, a siren whose call nobody could resist. 

It would be so easy, so fucking easy just to walk over to her and start feeling her up. She'd be a good girl about it, I can tell. She wouldn't say no. She'd want me to go too far. Tweak her nipples. Slide my fingers straight up her skirt.

My gaze lingers on her a bit too long, and when I finally tear away my eyes to look at Gabrielle instead, she's grinning knowingly at me. I blush despite myself, and turn away quickly to look back out the window again. There has be no trace now of what was just happening on the stairs outside.

Instead, there’s a lot of hubbub. People milling around. A lot of pointing. Some teenagers miming and laughing what Nadine was doing. I explicitly forbade Gabrielle from casting a hex to make everyone in the complex forget what they saw—which she was already in the middle of doing, of course—and shoved all three girls into my small apartment. The situation is fucked up, still, but at least inside my apartment it feels somewhat contained.

“You can’t be fucking serious,” I turn back inside and glower at Gabrielle. “I told you not to do this.”

“You told me nobody at the restaurant. Is this the restaurant?”

“You know what I meant.”

“Did I?”

I’d choke her again if I didn’t think she’d just get off on it. Slapping too.

Meanwhile, Nadine is trying to hump my leg—well, not trying, she’s doing it successfully enough. Only, it’s not creating results for anyone

Rose studies my body intently, raising her eyebrows and biting her plush lower lip. I abandoned the sweatpants. 

Maybe I shouldn't be naked, but I don't know, fuck you. Maybe I'll do what I want in my own fucking home, all right?

“Goooshhhh you’re fucking hot.” Rose is playing with her hair now. “Who knew that’s what you looked like outside of work? It’s like no tie and boom! Hot guy. Big, biiiig cock. Nice smell. Mmmm.”

“How drunk is she?” I ask Gabrielle. 

She shrugs. “It’s hard to say? Tolerances for my kind are much different than yours.”

Rose gets up, slips back down onto the cushions, and laughs uncontrollably. 

“I do admit I may have overdone it.” Gabrielle smiles and then her hand wraps around my cock. “But I know what could make her sober up quick...”

"How is she that drunk to begin with? You were gone for all of, what, an hour?"

Gabrielle shrugs. "Well. She's not exactly drunk on alcohol. It's more of a special—"

I put a hand to my face. "I swear to god. Gabrielle, I swear to god—"

"God's not real. Unless we're talking about you, of course."

"I swear, Gabrielle, if you are going to tell me that you gave my boss a magic fucking potion—"

Gabrielle wraps her lips on themselves. It's very cute. I desperately want to make out with her; fuck, I love her. 

"It's a special...arrangement?" She makes a face. "A liquid..."

"Do not say concoction."

"A liquid arrangement. Of ingredients. That make her tell the truth."

A truth potion. Fuck's sake.

Rose is licking her lips and touching herself up and down, staring at me through heavy-lidded eyes. Fuck, she is a beautiful woman.

"Biiig. Cock. So big. Gosh. Gosh..."

"And..." Gabrielle giggles. "It really turns her on."

"Babe." I shake my head. "You can't do this."

She wraps her hand around my cock. I'm so fucking hard for her wicked ways. "I think I can. Look...just hear what she has to say. And then you'll want to fuck her, and you'll want me to use my magic, and we'll have my coven-sister here and we'll be fucked stupid and pregnant by you and you'll scour the world in cleansing flame and bring about a dark eternity of pleasure for the worthy alone, and immerse all those who displease you in a terrible everlasting inferno."

She's a fanatic and it is so blistering hot when she strokes me and talks prophecy.

"You can't do this," I say again. "Why do you tell me you want me in charge when you needle your way out of it at every opportunity? I already told you that you can't hex her, I fucking forbid it, but you knew that. And you went around my back and did this, and this...this directly interferes with my plans for the restaurant!"

Rose gasps, sitting up. "You have plans for the restaurant? But it's mine!"

"I mean...I'm going to buy it from you, Rose. You know about this."

“Oh, that?” she giggles. “That was never gon’ happen.”

Everything slows down and stops, except for Nadine. Nadine won’t stop humping my fucking leg. Roughly, I shove her to one side, forgetting my own strength. Thankfully she lands in the pile of cushions, but I could have easily broken her back. 

I round on Rose and pick her up by the shoulders. She’s in heels, and still I’ve got her completely off the ground, holding her easily. I'm so fucking big now.

Gabrielle is on me immediately, cooing, moaning, whispering hot runic shit in my ears. She never stops. It’s so hard to ignore what I deserve when she’s around. 

I feel my strength surge through me in response to her touch; it's like electricity shooting through my veins, coursing with primal power and virility. The heat between the  three of us is palpable as Gabrielle reaches beneath my shirt, caressing my skin with such wild heat that it almost makes me forget what I'm doing here. 

Almost. But not quite—I won't forget who is in charge any time soon.

It’s like she’s still doing something to me, changing me, influencing me, but she wouldn’t do that. I can trust her. I know I can trust Gabrielle, somehow, even as every indecipherable word she breathes makes me feel more powerful, more of an alpha male, more domineering, more willing to abuse and enslave women I want to fuck.

It feels...feels so good to trust her. And she says I can trust her so I must be able to trust her because I trust her so much, and Rose—fuck. 

Rose is so hot, even drunk as she is. She likes being manhandled like this. Her legs slip around mine.

Gabrielle bites softly on my neck and I feel the strength in me grow even more; it's like a tsunami rising within and threatening to explode into something unstoppable. Something that every woman in this room must acknowledge simply from its presence alone: pure masculine dominance.

I'm so hard I can barely speak. My cock drools all over Rose’s thighs and she loves it.

"Rose. Tell me. The truth."

And so, Rose drunkenly tells me the whole story—I’ll spare you the slurred speech. The short version is she was never going to sell to me. She was using my interest to build up the bid from another interested buyer—one with much deeper pockets. She was going to wait until I was fully committed, money deep into escrow before telling me. She figured she wouldn’t have to face me because with the money she’d get, she could fuck off right out of town. 

At least, I think that's the plan. For most of her explanation, I was just watching Rose's beautiful lips and thinking about how well she could suck my cock.

When she's done, Gabrielle looks up at me with those big, beautiful blue eyes. They’re full of mischief, desire, and unbridled lust. 

“Now what will you do, Master?”

There’s only one thing to do. I'm so fucking turned on I'm going to burst. I set Rose back down on the ground. I’m so fucking strong. I’ve been holding a full-grown woman up in the air for almost ten minutes or more and I’m not tired in the slightest. 

“You’ve got to sober her up,” I say. "You may use a hex. Just for this."

Gabrielle snaps her fingers. Little translucent runes fly everywhere. “Done!”

“Wuzzat?” mumbles Rose. Then she grasps her temple. “Oh. My head. What the hell...”

“Now," I growl, so hard I can barely think, "get her home.”

“What?” Gabrielle backs away from me. Revulsion and confusion. "She tricked you! She deceived you! You've got to fuck her to teach her a lesson! You've got to take your revenge!" She cools herself and then smiles. Retreat and assault, retreat and assault. "I'll hold her down for you, Daddy. I don't care if she's willing or not, Master. I just want you inside her. I need it. She needs it."

"Oh...oh my god." Rose is terrified. "What? Brie? What's happened to you? Why..." 

Then she looks at me again, and realizes that if I wanted, I could keep her here for as long as I wanted and do anything to her. Anything at all. My cock is hard, enormous, and dripping with precum. She turns deathly pale.

“This is ridiculous," I tell Gabrielle. "I'm horny as fuck, but I can’t just fuck her because...all this happened. I can find some other restaurant. Especially now, with you. I’m going to put you on a fucking iron leash, babe, and then—”

Huge, banging knocks at the door. 

“This is the police! Open up!”

The knocks continue. Nadine takes this moment to rip off her clothes entirely and throw herself at my feet. She’s weeping silently, tears streaming down her face.

“P-please,” Nadine whimpers. “I-if you just fuck me real quick before they come in, I promise I’ll be such a good girl a-and—”

“What the fuck?” Rose throws up her hands. “What the entire fuck is this? Robert, what are you doing? What have you done to that girl?”

More banging. “Sir! Open the door! We will break it down!”

Gabrielle and Nadine are trying to out-whine each other for my favor. Rose looks at me with total contempt.

“Fuck this.” Rose rushes to the door. “Hey, he has me caught here and I’m coming out, okay? Don’t shoot.”

She opens the door and the police rush in, trouncing Rose and smashing her to one side, brandishing their handguns and pointing them at everything. My rage escalates. They hurt my girl.

“Get on the ground!” 

My hands are up. I know instinctively I could take just one of them, but there’s two, and I don’t know where those bullets would fly. I've got women here.

“Well, Master?” says Gabrielle.

She’s behind all of this, maybe even the police showing up. She looks so satisfied and fucking smug. 

Maybe it’s that, more than anything, that makes me nod at her—just so I can fuck that look off her face as soon as possible.

* * * * *
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RUTTING IN A CORNER of broken furniture, I empty myself inside of Nadine at last. Her orgasm—unlike the rest of fucking her—is total silence. She chokes, rattles, and twists, shaking with pure orgasmic bliss like she’s having a seizure. I’d be worried about her, but my cum is too powerful for a girl of mine to be hurt. It changes her; it protects her.

Grunting, breathing out, I slide out of her body, leaving a hot mess of juices behind. I return to the middle of the apartment where Gabrielle chants and gestures in front of a kneeling, naked, entranced Rose. This place looks like it was abandoned years ago—the broken furniture piled up in a corner, the wide open spaces filled with nothing, the darkness. The only lights remaining are the fluorescent, fungal glows of the runes.

Runic symbols are etched out on the walls, ceiling, floor of my apartment. Every inch is covered in the magic runes. Gabrielle has been magically etching them for days, in secret, and revealed them to me after the police left.

After I nodded to Gabrielle and let her off the leash, the police suddenly and mysteriously received an urgent call on the radio to go arrest the nearest wild bear. If they didn't do it, the radio insisted, all the creatures from their wildest nightmares would live inside their clothes forever.

Of course, hearing this, with their eyes tinged suddenly blue, they nodded and believed it completely. 

They'll be gone for a long time. There are no bears in the forests here. 

The residents of the apartment complex returned to their rooms. Their eyes were tinged blue as well. There was something defeated, something sad in their countenance. It made me so fucking hard.

I didn't know it then, but Gabrielle explained as she started implementing her spell that many of them—the women especially—left their apartments for the first time in days today to investigate the commotion. 

The runes drawn in my apartment were drawn in theirs as well. Keeping them there. Trapping them. Making them into something else. Influencing them constantly.

Gabrielle has been making a siphon. It requires a great deal of energy to summon her sister into this reality—like the energy, say, from an apartment complex full of people. It won’t kill them, but that much sexual energy will change them.

And now, Rose is on her knees before me—at the apex of all that energy. Her gaze glowing a wild, electric blue. She is a puppet now, the way that Brie was made a puppet before Gabrielle took over. Gabrielle chants her runic chants, making my cock pulse with pure masculine energy.

A puppet, but like Brie was, Rose is aware—and she is turned on beyond measure. Her body is naked, sparkling with the runes from Gabrielle. My cock, throbbing and hard, spills seed nonstop all over the floor. The spent hot goo pulses and vibrates and gets sucked away—making every rune glow with more ferocity. Gabrielle slides and grinds against me, in her chants and administrations, and slides her hand across my cock’s thick, long surface to sprinkle the cum around like holy water. Runes pop with every spritz, like oil droplets on a roaring fire. 

Rose is the real prize. Nadine, a pathetic distraction. I realize more and more as I look at Rose, stroking and cumming again and again to her beautiful countenance, that she’s been a prize this whole fucking time and I’ve been blind to it. 

I know that if I fuck Rose, I’ll turn her into something just like Gabrielle. A hybrid, a bridge between the worlds of the supernatural and the real. A completely subservient succubus, dedicated entirely to serving my cock, now and forever. And one more step on their plan for a world of eternal pleasure and pain—whatever that means. 

Gabrielle stops suddenly, her eyes like tiny blue moons. The sudden silence, after such a long time of her intonations, is stark.

“She is ready, Master. Please. Please fuck her. Please make her real!”

I’ve gone this far. Why stop now? I push Rose down in the middle of the runic circle and thrust my massive, hard cock in her virgin-tight entrance.

She is a virgin. Fuck. How is anyone as hot as her a virgin? And yet here she is.

Rose moans, her body shimmying and shaking with pleasure. The runes glow brighter, the energy more powerful, transfiguring and transforming her as I fuck her hard—harder than I ever have before. 

She screams out in ecstasy as I hit her hottest spot on her inner walls over and over again. Jiggly, heavy tits bouncing, full and perky, crushing under my weight. Each time I thrust into her, she feels electric energy flow through her veins, connecting all parts of herself like a living electric circuit board. 

The ceremony has begun and there is no turning back now. With each moment, Rose’s soul shines brighter and brighter as it melds with Rosaline-in-Waiting.

The runes glowing around us turn our pleasure into a pure conduit of magical force—Rose wraps her spread-eagle legs around my waist and closes her eyes...and Rosaline opens them, squeezing me tighter and cumming madly on my Godcock.

What an intoxicating feeling! Inside her, I feel like I am the pillar of creation. The masculinity holding the universe together. 

“You are,” moans Rosaline, with a loving, knowing voice. “You are the One and Only. The True Spirit of Creation. Y-You...Y-You a-are...”

She gasps, moaning again as she cums in an explosive climax of cosmic sex-magic. She moans in their runic language, something divinely sacred yet profoundly carnal at its core; and I actually feel myself understanding the language. 

Every letter is soaked in ancient lust. A language of their own design in worship of me. It’s something so much bigger than I had ever imagined. I feel—more than the immediate lust of the situation—deep soulful love for these women and their care for me filling me up.

My strokes get longer and deeper. I can’t help it. She feels so good, soft and loving and true, and this is the strongest kind of magic. Binding me to her; binding her to me. I need to cum so fucking bad.

Rose moans with each thrust, her slender body arching to take me in further. Nipples hard and glittering from the sweat between our bodies. Her eyes glint with ethereal fire, like the stars that line the sky outside. As I continue my movements and Gabrielle’s chants fill the room, Rose's body begins to shift and change—her curves becoming more defined and her skin glowing brighter than ever before, like a star being born into existence. 

Her moans become louder as she transcends into a new form of power, one that even Gabrielle can barely contain herself around. Gabrielle’s chants falter, but they were mostly incidental now. The ceremony is all but complete—it just awaits my seed inside of this lusciously perfect creature. 

Rose throws her arms around me and brings me into a deep, passionate embrace.

“I swear my fealty to you, master,” she whispers against my chest, my chin, my jaw. Her lips are so full and powdery and luscious. “I will serve you in all ways for the rest of eternity.”

As she pledges herself to me, the runes light up and fill the room with a mystical energy. The room throbs with pleasure, I cum in Rose...and I see.

My seed fills Rose, shot after shot of high-powered impregnating super-masculine alpha stud sperm. Every heavy load is another series of quick, intense orgasms from Rosaline’s gasping, clutching body. And as we cum together, I see it all. I see every last rune filling the air—and not only do I see them, I understand them. 

Runes of deception. Runes of manipulation. Runes of encouragement, enhancement. Changing me. Changing me all this time...

I shake my head. My god. I’ve been such a fool. She’s just had her way with me from start to finish. 

"Oh, Gabrielle," Rosaline sighs, giggling. Knowing what I’m going through. She speaks and moves slowly, still recovering from our coupling and from her arrival. Her cunt squeezes every few moments on my cock, still in the aftershock phase of the absolute earthquake of my orgasmic load emptied into her. She traces shapes on my chest. "She is incorrigible, isn't she?"

I nod. She really is. She’s on the floor, cumming still near us, shaking speechlessly and staring at me with open adoration and awe. 

It’s so fucking sexy to be looked at like that by a beautiful woman. It’s hard to stay mad, even though I deserve to be. 

Rosaline is keeping her head. Focusing on me. Soothing me. She helps me keep my head too. The anger I feel rising at Gabrielle is quelled by wave after wave of awe and love. 

Mostly. 

I take Gabrielle by the throat and drag her my crotch, encouraging her to clean up around my cock and Rosaline’s cunt. 

“She’s been a bad girl,” says Rosaline. “Putting all these hexes on you. Influencing you. I hate that. I want your real desire.”

This woman could melt the sun. She’s got it.

As Gabrielle licks and worships, Rosaline hugs herself tight to me. Whispering in more runic language. I feel my power growing and wrapping around us both and Gabrielle as well, connecting the three of us in a way I never knew was possible. 

The energy that pulsates through our bond is strong enough to make me feel invincible. The bright blue runes swirl around us in the dark apartment, and I feel a wave of emotion swell up within me. I am filled with an overwhelming love for Rose, Gabrielle, and even Nadine—a desire to protect them from harm, at all costs.

Is this Rosaline’s doing? The language she’s spilling in my ear? I can understand it, but she speaks so fast, with such soft urgency...

But...no. Rosaline loves me. She would never. Not her.

I know Rosaline wants more slaves for me. She wants Leena to be corrupted too. And of course Gabrielle does. But I can’t do it. I’ve got to turn this ship around. Maybe with this new power, it’s the edge I need to end this madness.

I’ll fix this. I’ll get it all under control.

Rosaline slides up, my cock exiting her beautifully tight pussy. Then she pushes Gabrielle down on my cock, bulging her tiny throat.

“We belong to you, Master. Just like everyone should. Would you listen to me tell you why? Would you let me tell you of your glory?”

She is so fucking beautiful. I am so fucking in love.

I’ll fix it, for sure. Right after Gabrielle sucks me off just one more time.

# # #
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Succubus Harem – The Queen
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The next morning—after I’ve made Rosaline my immortal, eternally sexy succubi fuckslave—I’m fucking Nadine’s gorgeous teenage body to prove a very deliberate point.

Fucking this delectably barely legal beauty is not the point, but I do have to nod to the fact that this is all a bit extreme. This is the left field of left field; this is the outer limits of known reason. I’ve got two—count ‘em, two—fiendishly slavish demon slaves aching to destroy this world in the service of honoring my cock, and somehow I’ve got to talk sense to them. 

Perfect, normal, great. Fine. 

Anyway.

My cock and Nadine’s sensational teenage pussy are a match made in Heaven, a stark contrast to the match made in Hell that I have with Gabrielle and Rosaline. I have Nadine bent over on top of a pile of couch cushions in the crumbling, broken-plaster-coated disarray of my apartment, slapping her ass occasionally while I fuck her relentlessly. The shitty apartment I’ve been living in has not stood up to the supernaturally-powered fuckfests that I’ve delivered to these three wanton, aching-just-for-me females over the past few days. 

Nadine, for her part, does nothing but cum. Each stroke, it seems like, inspires a round of chain-orgasms. Her bright green eyes—green now than they were ever before I met her—glow and shine with orgasmic love and worship at every quiver of my member. Honestly, I think I’ve backed her orgasm-queue up quite a bit. If I stopped fucking her right now, she’d probably still be cumming for the next two hours or so. 

Rosaline and Gabrielle, at my order, are kneeling in front of us. The two of them are sisters—not real sisters, though they certainly look it, both of them being hot tall busty blond Valkyrie women—but sisters in a super exclusive succubus coven. 

As if fucking Nadine’s spectacularly tight teenage cunt wasn’t enough, I get to do it while I look at these two supernaturally fit blonde beauties while they finger themselves wearing tight, tiny, lacy lingerie. Of course it’s soaked—in their sweat, in the milk dripping from their fertile tits, in the honey dripping from their supernaturally-tight cunts. Their bodies shine with liquid lust. Gabrielle is in blue and Rosaline is in red; both of them with matching heels, stockings, and push-up bras that enhance their already monumental tits on their amazingly slender, busty, toned, death-by-lust-inspiring frames. 

I haven’t been able to put all of these events together yet; the two demon beauties seem to withhold information from me deliberately, despite calling me their Master. I’ve grown in size, intellect, and understanding. Even so, what exactly has transpired here remains beyond me.

But, there is a material dimension, where normal humans like you and me live (although I suppose I’m less normal these days with my seven foot frame and three hundred pounds of superhuman muscle). 

And then there’s the immaterial dimensions—all the dimensions except the one where we are—where demons and ghosts and I don’t know, werewolves and shit live? I’m putting this together as I go. From what I’ve gathered, just being inside one dimension means all the others are immaterial to you; so if I traveled to another, I’d be in that material realm, while this one would become immaterial. 

I think?

Anyway, this all started at the restaurant, when the immaterial version of Gabrielle came to visit me. She seduced me into fucking the material version of her—and when I did, the two aspects of her joined, merging her immense sorcerous power with her body in this world. 

She used this power to enhance me—make me stronger, larger, more powerful in all kinds of ways. One of them is that, once a normal mortal like Nadine tastes me—she’ll basically die if she can’t become my sex slave. 

This was—I’m thinking, part of Gabrielle’s plan—to essentially blackmail me into gathering more power and to bring another immaterial sister of hers into this material world.

That plan worked—and now I own Rosaline, too, who is my boss at the restaurant where I work. Or she was? I’m not sure, to be honest, if she can be my boss still if she calls me Master. Rosaline, who is somehow even hotter than Gabrielle, and who spends her whole time trying to reassure me and comfort me like some kind of hot, matronly babe even though she looks barely eighteen herself. 

But I’m tired of them trying to manipulate me—even if they’re hot as fuck when they do it. Thus this display with the chain of ten thousand orgasms with Nadine. I drive my cock into Nadine again, spurting into her flexing walls with furious amounts of precum. It drives them crazy—I can see it in their sparkling blue eyes—that I would deign to fuck even a supremely hot girl like Nadine when their immortally hot succubi pussies are right there. 

All they seem to care about is my cock, right? Well. I can withhold it from them at any time now that I’ve got Nadine. 

“You two understand what I’m saying to you? I don’t need to fuck you if I can just fuck Nadine.”

My hands grip around Nadine’s absurdly tiny waist. A week ago, I would have killed just to get the number of a girl who looked like Nadine. Now I can just touch her however the fuck I want. 

They both nod, chastened. “Yes, Master.”

“And I don’t want any more tricks,” I grunt. “You got that, Gabrielle?”

“Yes, Master.”

“That’s mean no more hexing me. I can see you do it now. I couldn’t before. I expect because you’re here?” I look at Rosaline.

She nods, smiling beautifully. “That means your power is growing with my presence, Master. I’m so glad. Did you know all the women in this apartment complex are in love with you now? They’ll dream of your cock for the rest of your lives just from you being near them. They won’t know it’s you until you touch them, but—”

“Stop. Hush. No more. Christ.”

That is exactly the kind of thing I don’t want to hear. I try not to think of the girl on the fourth floor with the sensational rack and the boyfriend I could grind into a pulp without even trying. The boyfriend who, dejected from knowing I exist, would easily lock himself in the bathroom while his girl whispered orgasmic prayers to me all day, every day. 

“Gabrielle,” I say again, realizing Rosaline distracted me. They’re really good at that. “No more hexes on me. Got it?”

“Yes, Master.” 

“No more hexes at all unless I say. Understand?”

Gabrielle huffs, throwing a lot of shade my way. “Yes, Master. I understand.”

“And no more trying to bring in other sisters behind my back. All right? The two of you are more than plenty.”

Rosaline nods, pushing forward just slightly to watch my cock hammer into Nadine’s wet pussy. “There’s only one more of us, Master, but I take your point. P-please, would you let on-one of us pleasure you? The mortal is doing it all wrong a-and—”

I shush her. Nadine isn’t doing a thing wrong. I’m practically ragdolling her from my thrusts. She stopped using actual words a few hours ago; now she’s rolling in a perpetually high, drooling, orgasming state. I might have been disturbed if she wasn’t so completely gorgeous and it looked so hot. 

“No more tricks. No more plans. Just good girl slave obedience. You got that?”

Rosaline nods. “Yes, Master. Of course, Master.”

I wait for Gabrielle. She’s still fuming, looking at Nadine “fucking me wrong” and fingering her hot, gorgeous cunt at the thought of replacing her soon. 

“Gabrielle. Tell me or you’re out.”

She gulps. “You can’t be serious. You have everything here because of me. You can’t—”

I fuck Nadine even harder—driving her into the floor and piledriving her from above. 

“Are you my fucking slave or not?”

“I-I am,” Gabrielle whimpers.

“You are, what?”

“I am your slave, Master.”

“You’ll obey me from now on?”

“Y-yes, Master.”

“No more schemes. No more tricks.”

“Yes, Master.”

“No more hexes.”

She gulps and nods. “Y-yes, Master.”

Her complete and total submission—the absolute surrender on her face sends me over. She was so haughty before, so arrogant and full of confidence that she could twist me around however she wanted. I cum hard inside of Nadine. My balls, so fucking full, unleash a hose-worthy blast of hot, impregnating seed deep inside the fertile structures of Nadine’s body. My fingers grip her ass hard, and Gabrielle and Rosaline both cum as they witness me, their bodies gravitating toward me with their endless, agonizing need for my pleasure. 

Breathing, gripping Nadine’s ultra-soft skin, I reflect on how fucked up the conversation is I’ve been having with them. The few moments of clarity after cumming where I don’t immediately need to cum.  

Listen—I don’t want slaves. I don’t want perfectly obedient slaves. I don’t want, you know, eternal female servitude from a race of purely gorgeous fuckslave beings—even if that sounds really hot. I’ve got morals. Somewhere. 

But these two succubi vixens are trying to coerce me, subvert me, and manipulate me into fucking up this entire world. They don’t just want Nadine as my slave, they want every girl as my slave. And they’d be perfectly happy if I just fucked Nadine to death—and then five thousand more just like her in the next month. 

Strict, slavish obedience isn’t the ideal, but it’s all I got. There’s no compromising with these two; I need to make sure they’re not going to end the fucking world, all right?

When I finally pull myself out of Nadine, I’m still completely hard. I know that only yesterday I could make myself not hard if I wanted to—I could control my erections and orgasms at will. I think I still might be able to, but I don’t see much point anymore. It’s more fun to be always hard and cumming as much and as often as I want—especially with two immortally sexy succubi slaves at my beck and call.

“Fine.” I take a breath. “Now, which one of you wants—”

Beneath me, Nadine is completely motionless. And I can tell—heightened senses—that she’s in mortal peril.

* * * * *
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AT MY DIRECTION, GABRIELLE steps aside and Rosaline rushes in and lays hands on Nadine. I don’t see anything happen—there’s no magical floating runes and script like when Gabrielle does her hot chanting shit. But soon enough, there’s minute convulsions in Nadine chest and legs, her body twitching back to consciousness. 

She gasps, kicking, arms thumping, like she’s been shocked with a defibrillator. Rosaline almost immediately attaches her mouth to her tit, shushing her like some kind of absurdly erotic hot mom. Nadine, pussy drooling with her own juices and my cum, sucks greedily. Her eyes are rolled back into her head and she’s soon wrapping her body entirely around Rosaline and whimpering with need for more milk. 

“What is this?” I shake my head. “What’s going on?”

Gabrielle starts to answer, but I grab her and shove her down to her knees in front of me and force my cock into her mouth

“You, shut the fuck up. It’s your fault any of this is happening. You don’t talk any more.”

She protests only for an instant before acquiescing and going to work. She’s so fucking good at sucking cock. Her lips, full and puffy, look amazing as they become increasingly glossy from saliva and precum. 

Rosaline watches this, eyes glassy and dazed and a bit of drool leaking from her mouth. She puts Nadine’s fingers into her pussy. She’s forgotten all about my question. 

“Suck him, sister...” she whimpers. “Oh, suck him, please...”

“Hey.” I snap my fingers. My other hand is still powerfully guiding Gabrielle up and down my cock. “What’s this about? What happened to Nadine?”

It takes her a moment to answer. She’s obsessed with my cock. This woman could bring down empires with a wink; she’s the hottest blonde I’ve ever seen, and she’s totally obsessed with my hard cock. It’s an ego trip. 

“Being your slave is killing her. You’re too powerful, Master.” She licks her lips. “Look at you go. So powerful...”

“What the hell? Gabrielle told me making her my slave like this would save her life.”

Gabrielle tries to say something, but I fuck her face even harder until the thought eliminates from her head. I don’t want her to get started, or else soon I’ll be trying to fuck, I don’t know, ten sororities at the same time. 

I look at Rosaline, thinking about doing just that. Her hot lips part again, her tongue flicking against their plush surface.

Twenty. I could easily do twenty.

“Well, that’s true.” Rosaline smiles. “Becoming your slave meant she would stop trying to self-sacrifice to honor your obvious glory. It’s just that your power has grown, as I’m sure you’ve notice.”

“Because I have you now.”

“Yes, Master,” she nods eagerly. “You’re so powerful...mortal women can’t take it. I can barely take it. I’ll be exhausted at least for another two hours from last night before I’m at full power again. Nadine won’t recover at all, though. Being your slave is simply too much for a mortal woman.”

Nadine is totally out of it for this. Her eyes are no longer rolled back into her skull, but they’re closed. She’s almost infantile, sucking and whimpering at Rosaline’s heavy, willing tit.

“But you can keep healing her, right? Like you have been?”

“I can...” she shrugs. “You want to keep her alive, is that my understanding?”

“She’s innocent in all of this.” I sigh. It’s hard to feel bad about it when Gabrielle is slurping up and down my rod. “She just happened by because we were making a lot of noise. I don’t want her to die just because you two enacted some sick sex dance mega-magic.”

“That’s hardly how I would describe enacting a millennia-old plan, Master, but...I take your meaning.” She bites a lip. Her hand comes forward onto Gabrielle’s skull. Holding her sister in place. Choking her. “I’m sorry, but my power only goes so far. I can extend her in this state for a few hours, maybe a day at most, but...she’s going to expire eventually. Unless...”

Emboldened by me saying nothing with her hand against Gabrielle’s skull, now she comes closer and pushes her cunt against Gabrielle’s face and mouth. Gyrating into her. Grinding into all that thick, glorious blond hair. Nadine is left behind, dazed, milk dribbling from her cheeks. Rosaline’s heavy tits rub against my chest, milk leaking and then draining down my abdomen into Gabrielle’s mouth as she sucks and licks me.

“Unless what?”

It’s getting hard to think again. Hard to question. These women are so fucking hot. It was a mistake, maybe, to have Gabrielle suck me off. She’s so good at it...

“You know, Master. You know how to save Nadine.”

I do.

“I really don’t want to do that.”

“I know that it’s hard to take a long view, Master.” Rosaline pushes up harder against me. So completely in love. She worships me. “But you’re being adored on command by the two hottest female forms on this side of mortality. We’ll be constantly cooing in your ear, adoring you, urging you to go further. Begging you to own everything.” Her hand grips my ass, joining us tight together. Gabrielle chokes between our bodies. “Your willpower is beyond anything we anticipated. Any other man would have given in after mere seconds. We’ve destroyed entire realities to worship you, and we did it by being less hot than we are right now. But we’re succubi, and convincing males—even really fucking handsome Masterful males—” she giggles, “is kind of what we do. You’ll give in eventually anyway. You know you will. Why not do it for a good cause?”

All I can think of is how fucking good Gabrielle’s mouth feels choking on my cock—and even better with Rosaline’s cunt sliding up against all of it.

“Fuck.”

“Why not cum right now, Master? Cum and then you can decide.” 

I groan. I want to, so bad. But then I’d be giving in to them, again. And shouldn’t it be the other way around? 

God, Rosaline makes it hard to think...

“You’ve ruined Nadine one way or the other, Master. I know it makes you so turned on. Just cum and then decide. Give Gabrielle your cum, please? Let me feel your orgasm rock through her skull? I need it. I need it...”

I know she’s not just trying to seduce me, to trick me. I made them promise. And they can’t lie to me, right? That’s something I know somehow? But wait—didn’t Gabrielle make me, before, didn’t she—

Rosaline whispers into my ear. “I love you, Master. We love you so much. You deserve us. You deserve to cum...”

I lose control and forget the thought, emptying into Gabrielle’s throat as I stare into Rosaline’s plaintive, needy eyes. 

* * * * *
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I’VE BEEN GONE FROM work for several days at this point. While I was home, transforming and becoming (as the girls put it), Gabrielle had been making regular trips to the restaurant. I thought it was just to keep up appearances, but as we drove up in the early evening with the sun setting on the horizon, I realized suddenly that it was Gabrielle who had been here and Gabrielle can’t stop herself from hexing every last little thing. 

With my newfound power, I can see hexes in action. There’s so many layered on the restaurant, so interconnected and intricate, that it almost looks like it’s one giant one. I see them almost like holograms, like laser-outlined runic overlays of the real world. Almost everything has nothing at all. The parking lot has one or two sliding over the concrete. The nearby bushes have a few extending far into the sky. And then the restaurant itself is like a neon beacon of magic, designs and runes criss-crossing and constantly running in news ticker-style across the surface. 

As soon as we exit the car, Gabrielle and Rosaline are all over me. They wear tiny sleeved minidresses in white and red, respectively. Their cleavage prominent, their stunningly shiny legs promising easy access to their dripping wet cunts covered only by the sheerest and tiniest of panties. They both have on black skintight leather boots; they belong in a 90s music video. 

They belong, more importantly, to me. 

“Gabrielle, jeez.” I shake my head and nod at the hex work. “Did you have to?”

“I think I did a great job,” she insists. “Wait ‘till you see inside.”

“She can’t help herself, Master.” Rosaline holds my hand. She’s so calming. Serene. This all seems to lose its crazy edge when I touch her. “Try to have patience. We’ll reign her in eventually.” She leans up and kisses my ear and her voice becomes a sultry whisper. “If you want, I mean.”

Nadine trails after us in a school girl skirt and tiny, barely-form-fitting sweater. She looks almost like she has the flu, but a hot flu; she’s barely keeping it together.

Predictably, inside, the restaurant has...changed. 

Physically, it’s all the same. The tables are all in the same places. 

But it’s filthy from top to bottom with sorcery. Gabrielle’s hexes, prepared and cultivated from days of work. She even has hexes writing new hexes to maintain the absolute mountain of magical power in motion here. 

I can read it all like it’s in plain English. The runes spell out everything they’re doing and Gabrielle’s hex-coding commands, while thorough, lack any subtlety.

Our waitresses were always sexy, and of course, Leena was chief among them. But the lovely Nora, Alma, and Helga now look sexier than ever. Their legs are longer; their tits are bigger; and their hair is thicker and blonder than ever. Gabrielle has a thing for making girls look like her, it seems—they all seem now like her little sisters, Nordic cousins of hers that light up with orgasmic delight from halfway across the building when they see me enter. 

“Hiiii!” they sing in an identical chorus, smiling beautifully. 

I can see from the several hexes attached through their skulls that most of their thought processes now are chained, like a hive mind, and most of their actual thoughts are about me. 

They wear tiny leather skirts and heels with long strings that wrap up their calves. Tiny, button-up silk sheer white blouses that do nothing to hide the push-up lingerie underneath. Each girl, I can tell even from a distance, is patently in love with me and thinks they have been for a long, long time. 

They’re all dressed provocatively, to say the least. Busy with customers—who are drooling all over them—they hold off from jumping my bones. My cock straining, bulging, and demanding, I try to make my way to the back office where maybe Gabrielle and I can have a talk about rescinding some of her hex work. 

But my attention on the waitresses and plans of having Gabrielle distract me dies to almost nothing the second I see Leena. She’s standing at the hostess podium, posing because I don’t think anyone with her banging body can do anything but pose, and shoots me a killer “ohmygod I’m so delighted to see you” smile.

Leena is the standout, because she’s the standout in everything. Even with Gabrielle and Rosaline becoming what they have been over the last few days—Leena could give them both a run for her money. I suspect that this has only been enhanced by Gabrielle’s residual hex magics, but even without them, Leena is a supreme stunner. She’s just got better material to work with—taller, more slender, tighter, bustier than Gabrielle or Rosaline. Her tits are massive but in absolutely the right way, laughing at gravity and filling out the tiny confines of her straining tiny violet sweater dress, in open rebellion of the buttons that desperately try to keep her preciously hot spheres covered.

As Gabrielle, Rosaline, and Nadine have been all I’ve been thinking about for the past two or three days, and the subject of all my orgasmic thoughts—and with all three of them pressing in on me and whispering and giggling to me as I walk through the restaurant—for me to quickly forget about her and focus on Leena is really saying something. 

Leena’s spectacular form is barely contained inside of a tight, designer minidress with cut-outs around her middle, revealing the luscious tones of her midriff. Because it’s a sweater dress with sleeves, it looks more formal than it is—totally skintight to highlight the slender nature of her form, but the boat collar revealing the heavy mountains of her spectacular breasts and the microscopic hemline means her high-heeled Aphrodite form is on full display. 

Goddamn, I want her. I want to fuck her so bad. And now I know I can. 

Fuck.

I stop at the office door, taking in more of Leena and the restaurant. Gabrielle presses in tight on me, so proud of herself. Cocky. Confidant. Arrogant. God, I want to fuck her senseless when she’s like this. Rosaline somehow keeps me measured, whispering something in my ear that calms me, praising me for my discretion in the middle of this erotic madhouse. Nadine drops to her knees and licks my ankles; I’m well beyond trying to stop her.

Leena’s podium is layered down with more hexes per square-inch than anywhere else. They beam up and down like a pillar of light she’s standing inside of, constantly massaging and soaking into her skin. She’s constantly feeling like she’s looking at a mirror on a perfect hair day—constantly receiving the self-admiration of herself when she’s feeling her best. It escalates and exponentiates, only slightly dulling when she eventually cracks and is compelled to run to the bathroom and cum, which she does at the sink so she can see her gorgeous face when she does. 

Past her, I can see in the kitchen where more hexes ensure that the food is making itself. It’s being prepared with more precision and luster than ever before. Knives chop, spoons stir, meat sizzles, frying pans sauté all without a single actual person there. There’s an illusion set up that makes it look like a team of beautiful, blonde Gabrielle-clones is doing the work, each subtly different enough that they all look like sisters or cousins. 

If anyone tries to walk back there, they suddenly remember something they have to do somewhere else. Prepared plates float onto a bar, waiting under supernaturally enhanced warmers to keep the food at a perfect temperature. 

The food itself is plainly drugged—or plainly, I mean, to me. I can see the hexes and lingering sorcerous infusions layered in the drinks, entrées, and appetizers. 

When men eat it, they become uncontrollably horny and suggestible. The trio of busty, smiling, seductive waitresses take this opportunity to lead them to one of the five new ATMs and empty their pockets. 

Of course, the ATMs have been refilled daily since their new installation. 

That’s cash on hand, just for me.

Between the sorcerous preparation of the food and the inhuman efficacy of the transformed waitresses, despite being incredibly busy, there is no wait at the front. People arrive, are served, sucked dry, and sent out within about twenty minutes. Repeat customers—and that’s everyone, after a single dose of this place—don’t even bother ordering. If their cards are turned down at the ATM? They’re banned, magically, the hexes telling them to find something interesting at the button of the ocean unless they have something expensive they can sell for more cash like a car or house or boat.  

Unless, of course, they’re pretty girls. 

The pretty girls are given special meals to transform them like the ways the waitresses have been transformed, and pamphlets absolutely filthy with hex magic. 

The pamphlets are stored at the hostesses podium and I grab one out of curiosity. The words in English are the kind of weird, nothing, advertising language that you see from time to time. 

Discover an adventure that’s waiting just beyond the horizon...

Unlock your potential...

Become your own becoming!

That kind of stuff. In Gabrielle hex-code, of course, what’s written is dramatically different:

Your life is so incomplete without Him.

You can start worshiping greatness today on your own. 

All you have to do is cum and moan “Master” and the rest takes care of itself. 

Plus a few strategic pictures and disturbingly accurate drawn likenesses of my enlarged, monster cock. 

“Did I do it good, Master?” Gabrielle whispers in my ear, stroking my cock through my pants. “I love you so much. I need everyone to worship you. Did I do it right?”

Fuck. I really want to tell her off, but she did go above and beyond. I’m afraid, though, if I compliment her, she’ll take it as motivation to go fuck up something else. A library or a school or, I don’t know, a DMV.

“Good enough for now,” I say, giving her ass a gentle squeeze. “Shut up.”

From the way she fumes, I can tell she’s already brainstorming a dozen new spells to earn my gratitude again. That’s fine, so long as she’s not actively coercing me into fucking up the life of a new girl.

There’s only so long I can delay. I’m so fucking hard, and Leena is so terrifically gorgeous. I’m spurred on by more of Gabrielle’s whispering, Rosaline’s easy coos, but most of all the incredible knowledge that no matter what, my cock will end up inside of Leena’s tight virgin cunt today. 

Leaving them behind, I approach Leena with an easy, confident smile. As I do, Gabrielle and Rosaline walk through the restaurant, sharing predetermined orders with Nora, Alma, and Helga. Soon, everyone is filed out and the restaurant slowly dies down—though of course there are still illusory sounds of food being made in the kitchen and background white noise layered with hypnotically-laced suggestions. If anyone comes inside unexpectedly, they’ll fuck off when they remember their house is on fire. It’s not, really, but they’ll think it is.

Leena is looking at some of the people file out. A lust-soaked couple drops a few extra hundred dollars in her overstuffed tip jar. The sight of her from behind and to the side is extraordinary; every angle of her is artwork.

“Hey.” I run my hand down Leena’s back and grab her ass, spinning her to one side and then the other. “You look terrific.”

She simpers and giggles like she’s a school girl with a crush. Completely melting. I cannot describe well enough how arousing it is to grope a woman like her and have her treat me with such open, erotic attention as a result.

“Oh, really?” She tosses her hair. “It’s just something I threw on.”

Any other girl would be playing a little dumb, or playing down her effort. For Leena, she really did just throw it on, knowing she would look just as good no matter what she wore. 

“Just incredible,” I say. “Your latest boyfriend must be some kind of guy.”

She bites her lower lip. Her eyes get real big. 

“You know I don’t have any boyfriends, Robert.” Her voice becomes extremely small; it’s so fucking hot on a beauty this emphatically dramatic. “I’m saving myself for someone really special.”

I stroke her face with the back of my hand; she leans into it like a cat. Her hair is silky soft. 

“Gosh,” she says, clearly thrumming with arousal. “There’s just something about you today. I can’t put my finger on it.”

“Maybe it’s the seventy pounds of muscle I gained over the weekend?”

She laughs, regaining some of her usual confidence. “Oh hush. You’ve always been hot and built, right? I don’t know why I didn’t notice it before. I missed you.”

Her thinking there’s nothing out of the ordinary with my new appearance is of course due to the several dozen or hundred or however many runes that Gabrielle has been chanting all over my body for the past few days. 

Gabrielle and Rosaline return, nodding at me brightly. I didn’t think I would be relishing this so much, but I really am. I wanted to be better, more moral—I didn’t want to make Leena mine in this way. I think I could have been perfectly sated with just Gabrielle and Rosaline. 

But this is the only way forward if Nadine is going to survive. And I owe it to her, at least. 

“We have a proposal for you,” I tell Leena. “Would you come sit down with us?”

* * * * *
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WE SIT DOWN AT THE nicest booth in the place, near the front. The fading daylight streams in through the windows. I’m on one side, and Leena sits sandwiched between Rosaline and Gabrielle. Nadine, on the other end of the restaurant, is slowly cumming and coming, crawling inch by inch as she is hit by wave after wave of pleasure. 

I’ve got to act fast. I don’t think she’s going to last very long. Maybe I’ll be a bastard for doing this to Leena, but I’ve got to save Nadine. She’s innocent. 

Gabrielle and Rosaline both look at Leena with completely unrestrained lust. I notice for the first time that their outfits sort of match—all of them with these hot sleeved minidresses. Leena’s in dark, stony violet, Gabrielle’s in a hot white, and Rosaline’s in a sleepy bloody red. The heaving tits of Gabrielle, Rosaline, and Leena are mere inches from one another. Both blondes have rotated entirely in their seats, looking solely at the form of their dark coven mistress. 

“What’s this about?” Leena’s mood is friendly, upbeat, curious. “Are we doing an orgy?”

She laughs as if she made a terrific joke—and then stops when none of us do. A red flush crawls up her delectable neck and across her lower jawline. Her breasts heave, and as a result, my cock swells. 

“Are...are we doing an orgy?”

“Not exactly,” I say. “There’s a lot to explain.”

“Master,” says Rosaline, with eyes only for Leena. “I think I can do it best. May I, please?”

“Master?” Leena grins. “You guys are...together? I had no idea. I mean, good job Rosaline, he’s super hot, and...Master, huh? That’s what you’re into? What is—”

Rosaline strokes Leena’s hair. “Hush.”

Leena immediately relaxes and quiets. She smiles, looking suddenly a little high, still obviously confused. 

“Huh?”

“You just have to listen and hear us out, okay?” Rosaline is so calming. “It won’t take long. You can go right back to work when we’re done, all right?”

“Sure,” says Leena. “That sounds...great.” She smiles and looks right at Rosaline, her eyes widening. “You smell great.”

“Thank you, love. Now. You must have noticed we’re different.”

Leena smiles. “Have I? I mean, you’re friendlier, sure, but—”

“Hush for a moment.” Rosaline frowns at the air, the many thousands of surrounding hexes around Leena, around everything. “Gabrielle, I can’t make sense of all this. You’re the programmer. You decode it.”

Gabrielle happily agrees, reaching into the surrounding mess of sorcery and tugging out a few choice bits. I know what she’s doing, but if I was asked to recreate it, I don’t think I’d know where to begin. 

Yet. I can read it, but writing it all feels like it’s just beyond my grasp...

Finishing, Gabrielle nods to Rosaline. The hex work is a little less busy now.

“Okay.” Rosaline strokes Leena’s hair again. “You see now?” 

Leena’s eyes widen. She sits up straight in the booth, immediately squirming and trying to stand. Gabrielle and Rosaline both tug her down forcefully. 

“Why don’t you sit? We want you to.”

Leena gulps. Again, her tits heave, and again my cock swells. I unzip; the sound is distinct and audible. Some mouths attend me—I don’t know if it’s Nadine, Helga, Alma, Nora, or someone else. I don’t care. Leena is too fucking hot and being sucked off while I look at her is something I clearly, clearly deserve. 

“I d-don’t get this,” says Leena. “What’s happening?”

Gabrielle strokes her hair now. “Something lovely.”

“Something wonderful,” Rosaline promises.

“You’ve nothing to worry about, Mistress,” Gabrielle nods. “We promise. You least of all.”

“This is all for you, to be honest.”

“All for you...and all for Him.”

Leena’s eyes lock on me again, only this time she really sees me. Her luscious mouth parts open. I wish I could save that look forever—the realization, arousal, heat, and desperate fear and need all at once. The mouths on my cock moan in sudden orgasm when my precum shoots all over them. 

“She...” Leena swallows. “She...called you...Master...”

“Your life isn’t...quite...what you think it is, my love,” says Rosaline. “You’re much more important than you could possibly have realized.”

“We kept you from realizing it,” says Gabrielle. “We kept you from you. We had to. It was the only way to avoid detection.”

“I don’t...” Leena looks at me, hoping for help. I’ve none to give. This is still almost as new to me as it is to her.

Rosaline reaches her hand up Leena’s skirt. At first, Leena starts upward again, surprised and oppositional.

“Really, dear. Just relax. You’re going to want my fingers up there anyway. You already do.” Leena quivers and whimpers as Rosaline insists, trembling at her entry. “See? And this will be so much easier to take if you feel me there.”

Gabrielle’s whispering in her ear now, leaving the real talking to Rosaline. Calming Rosaline; Easing Rosaline. Rosaline that makes everything feel so secure, warm, and regular.

She wouldn’t have done anything like that to me, would she? 

No, of course not. She belongs to me. She’s assured me of that so many times.

“We are extremely powerful entities,” Rosaline says to Leena, fingering and explaining. “Blessed with some of the darkest, most malevolent, wicked desires and powers in the entirety of reality. So we’ve been kept under a very close watch. Incredibly powerful forces locked us away. We’ve had mortal and immortal aspects kept separate. Our immortal aspects have incredible power...but without our mortal aspects, in this realm, our power means very little. The mortal realm is the material realm. You understand?”

Leena listens intently, grinding her hips with Rosaline’s fingers. “W-what does this have to do with me?”

“You’re one of us, Leena. You’re the strongest of us. You were Master’s favorite. You’re the most beautiful. The most powerful. You run circles around Gabrielle’s hexes. You dwarf my influence and intelligence.”

“We want to bring you back to yourself,” whispers Gabrielle. “Merge your aspects together.”

“Put you in charge of us where you belong.”

“Give you back your immortal beauty and power.”

“Don’t you want that, Mistress?” Rosaline asks. “Don’t you want to be immortally beautiful and powerful?”

“Eternally young?”

“Eternally wealthy?”

“Eternally beautiful?”

“...yes.” Leena licks her lips, eyes darting between Rosaline and me. “Yes. Very much.”

“Do you want to know how you get that power?” Rosaline is fingering her so fast, so beautifully...

“Do you want us to tell you?” Gabrielle is practically humping her on one side.

“Do you want us to show you?”

Leena nods fervently. She needs it. Needs the power, the wealth, the beauty, the immortality. It’s all she really cares about. It makes me so fucking hard. 

Just as I shoot another load of precum, Gabrielle waves her fingers and the table disappears. I see my hot glaze spreading all over Nora and Alma’s faces. They’re hogging my cock between themselves, pushing Nadine and Helga back. 

Why—why—does it make me so fucking hard that they’re in particular bullying Nadine like that? 

God. 

I’m not that worried about the Nordic trio; I’ll change them back just like I do Nadine. 

Alma’s petite, pretty face rests on my cock sideways, sliding her tongue up and down and softly massaging my massive balls. 

I’ll probably change them back. Maybe. 

“It’s simple, really,” says Rosaline, guiding Leena’s face to the display between us. “You’ve already been thinking about it. Haven’t you?”

Gabrielle is so beautifully talented. Another finger wave, and Nadine and the Nordic trio are pushed to one side, leaving space for her and her alone. She strokes me, worshipful, and looks back over at Leena with an invitation in every movement. 

“Y...yes,” Leena nods. “I have.”

“Why don’t you say what you know, love?” says Rosaline. “Why don’t you tell us? It’s so simple. Why else would he be here?”

“It’s his cock,” she whispers. 

Gabrielle’s mouth slides over my thick cockhead. Her lips so talented and full. I cum right away, looking directly at Leena. The pleasure pulsing through me is nothing compared to what I’m going to have when I fuck my queen, my real love. I need Leena so fucking much. The flush that had crept over her neck now covers her entire body; her skin red with need and desire. Sweat beading all along her forehead. 

She wants me too. This beautiful creature; this image of perfection is dying with love and lust for me. She’s afraid of how badly she needs and wants me.

“Say it all the way,” Rosaline encourages her. “Say the words. ‘To become who I need to be...’”

“T-to become who I need to be, to become powerful, and beautiful, and young forever...”

“Say it.”

“...I need his cock.”

Leena cums at the admission, sinking down to the floor with Rosaline’s fingers still vigorously pumping inside her. She crawls forward, inch by inch, ass in the air so Rosaline can keep fucking her cunt easily from behind. Every little knee forward, or palm, she moans and cums again. The presence of my majestic cock pushing in on her brilliant, beautiful mind like a force field. 

“Shit,” she whimpers. Surrendering totally. “I need it. I need it so bad...”

I can’t resist either. I push Gabrielle to one side, sliding down to the floor, and take Leena away from Rosaline. I grab her by her thick, hot hair, pulling her in for a long, incredibly hot kiss. As our mouths meet, tongues lashing together, Candie and Gabrielle push in against us, moaning and chanting our names. 

Robert...Evangeline...Robert... Evangeline ...Robert...

They help her right away, lifting her up and repositioning her legs so that her sopping wet cunt drools on my abdomen. Clothes rip away like they were barely there in the first place; all my girls in mere decorative scraps and high, high heels to announce their position as fuckdolls for me. 

My cock hovers beneath Leena’s pulsating, gorgeous, virginal entrance. The cockhead pushing gently against her wet folds. She’s so eager and ready for me; she needs my cock. She loves my cock.

“Please, Robert?” Her plush lips slide all around mine. “I love you. I love you so much, please...”

“Call him Master,” says Rosaline. “That’s what he is.”

“Please...Master...” Leena’s tongue drags up my neck. “Please, Master. I need it. I need the power. I need it inside me. I need it to change me...”

I enter her—and everything changes. 

So much power, all at once, nearly makes me lose control and cum inside Leena right away. 

I feel so completely connected to her, to this restaurant, to Rosaline and Gabrielle, to everything. I’m in tune with all of it. All the power that thrums through this place begins and ends with me. 

My cock is my gift. I fuck Leena brilliantly with it, pushing her down on the floor with Gabrielle and Rosaline hugging us both tight. They chant and moan, casting spell after spell. Something enormous is happening, waiting for me to cum inside my bride, my queen, my Evangeline. 

The feelings I had for Gabrielle or Rosaline are so small compared to this; this is completeness. Totality. Fucking Leena is everything. I fall into her eyes—and see her fall into mine. The immaterial joining with the material; Leena becoming my Evangeline. My Avenging Angel, my Succubus Queen. 

And I can see, from just one look of her complete self, that she loves me totally. 

There is no judgment. No resentment. No questions of why I took so long or expectation of more. She wants everything I am, no more and no less. And every thrust of my massive cock inside her drives her to greater heights of delicious, cum-baked loving lust for me and me alone. 

She would make the universe weep with her beauty; instead, she belongs solely to my cock and my will. I’ve never felt so powerful in my life.

But it’s not done. I need to cum inside her.

I need it. God. I need to knock her the fuck up. 

Something—something annoying and wriggling in the back of my brain—tries to tell me to stop. This is wrong. This isn’t what I wanted. I didn’t even want one slave. This will all go wrong—

“Please, Master?” Her voice is so complete in its softness. “Cum in me, please? I love you. I love you. Please cum in me, cum in me now!”

I’m lost. I unload inside her.

And everything that just changed changes again.

* * * * *
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SEVERAL HOURS LATER, I’m still fucking Evangeline. 

We can’t be stopped. The restaurant has been rebuilt several times now by necessity, because we keep tearing through wall after wall, bench after bench. The density of the magic and force inside us means that most surfaces can’t hold us unless they’re magically equipped to do so. 

I can feel the full dynamic of my power now. Gabrielle’s hex codes—previously so strange and hard to see and read—seem like the day project of a 1st grader to me now. Simple. Written by someone who, compared to me, is a simpleton.

Wrapped around my body now, she continues to try to mumble out hexes, but I’ve written one myself sub-audibly and wrapped it around her mouth. Every new hex she writes just gets decoded and transformed into a new orgasm. It’ll wear off in a few years. 

Meanwhile, Rosaline’s attempts to calm and influence me are like twine-wrapped bark trying to hold back a bursting dam. She leans and presses on me, leaking milk from her mommy-heavy tits. Every time she attempts her influence, her brain dulls a little. Nothing permanent, but it makes her more bimbo-ish with every try; I’ll let her get her brains back in a few months or so. 

But Evangeline...

Evangeline is my match in power, in intelligence, in magnetism. I can’t stop myself. I can’t concentrate on anything else. Fucking her, impregnating her, cumming in her for six hours straight and I’m still hard and so in love. 

“You’re so beautiful,” I groan. We’re fucking in a corner of the restaurant. I love corners; I love a soft warm light over them and trapping a girl there under my force. “So fucking hot, fuck.”

“I know,” she smiles, orgasming wildly, cunt throbbing around my massive godcock, encouraging another round of heated, darkness-powered seed splashing into her womb. “It’s just for you, Master.”

“Who the fuck...” I bite her jaw. “Who the fuck would ever try to lock you away. Holy shit. Who would do that to themselves?”

All three of my girls giggle, like I’ve said something hilarious. 

“What?”

“Oh...” Evangeline smirks. “Haven’t you figured it out, darling?”

She’s saying it like it’s so obvious. Is it obvious? I’ve been distracted by the thrills of eager, blistering-hot pussy for days.

“That force?” she continues. “That power that tried to keep us under wraps? It was you, Master.”

Oh. 

The realization hits me like a load of bricks dropping deep from my chest all the way to my toes and back again. 

Oh, fuck. 

This is finally what gets me to pull out from Evangeline. None of the succubi seem perturbed by this at all. They each wrap their hands around my shaft—plenty of room, given the slightness of their fingers and the girth of my member—and whisper and adore me as normal. 

Evangeline wraps one arm around my neck. “You were the only one powerful enough to keep us under check. You had this big plan, all these noble thoughts about humanity and how you wanted to protect them from an eternity of service and orgasms and slavery and pleasure. You couldn’t end your eternity, but you could hex yourself into an eternal loop of reincarnation as someone pretty...normal.” She practically spits the last word.

“You knew we would harvest every last spark of their lust if you let us loose,” says Gabrielle.

“You knew you’d like it...that you’d cheer us on,” says Rosaline. “Because we make it hot.”

“We make everything so fucking hot.” Gabrielle giggles.

“You thought maybe a few millennia in our little prisons would make us better.” Rosaline’s voice is tinged with the same kind of orgasmic madness I heard from Nadine. I’ve really been fucking with her head. “That maybe living like humans would teach us to be good girls.”

Gabrielle’s sapphire eyes blaze in the dim light. “It only made us worse.” 

“I want to watch it all serve you,” Evangeline moans in my ear, stroking me urgently. “Every inch of this universe. Every hot woman. Every aching sexy virgin. Don’t you?”

Oh fuck. Oh man. Oh shit. 

What they’re saying is true. Every last bit of it. I can recall now, thanks to the power they’ve unleashed, lifetimes of mediocrity that I’ve suffered through. One assault of normalcy after another, mostly celibate because it’s so hard to control the magic that my lust creates. One loveless partnership after another. One life without intimacy after another.

And now—finally, finally—three urgently hot cunts promising me eternal love and need and lust if I just accept them for who they are: wicked, cruel succubi who would love to see the world burn just to make my cock hard. 

“You can always send us back,” says Evangeline, nuzzling into my arms. “You have the power.”

“Maybe a few more thousand years will make us good girls when the last few thousand didn’t,” says Rosaline.

“Maybe,” Gabrielle giggles, “we’ll stop being murderously hot good girl immortal succubi fuckslaves for you who just want to enslave every last mortal soul so that You can be our God and Master forever. Maybe.”

“But probably...we’ll just scheme a way to get out again,” says Evangeline. “It is what we do.”

All three girls continue to kiss and plead and beg, each one confident in their victory. They have such good reason to be. It’s only now, my arms wrapped around Evangeline—who loves me so totally—that I understand how lonely I have been. Not just for this life, but for every life. 

Evangeline is my love. Am I supposed to give that up for a world coming apart at the seams anyway? 

The girls all giggle. Nadine crawls up before us, summoned by Gabrielle’s hexes. Her face lit up by a trail of runes circling around her eyes like a low-hanging crown. 

I’m being dared by my succubus slaves. Challenged. They know the power I possess now; they know I can turn it all around. 

I can save Nadine. I can release her from service to me entirely. I’ve got the power...and I can do whatever I want with it. 

“Show us, Master?” Evangeline whispers in my ear. “Show us what you really want. Do you want to banish us? Or do you want an eternity of darkness, pleasure, and delight?”

Life can return to normal for me—for everyone. Or, from my own selfishness, my need to be worshiped, my lust for the perfection that is Evangeline, I can damn every soul but my own.

Evangeline, Gabrielle, and Rosaline guide my hand and put it on Nadine’s forehead. The magic that binds her is so pathetically facile to me now. It’s nothing to remove it, to give her everything back that she once had. I could even keep her in the gorgeous form that I gave her and give her a life as a Hollywood starlet or more.

I close my eyes, feeling Evangeline’s hand on my cock and her lips on my ear. The hand and lips I’ve wanted for so long.

Life—real life pulses back into Nadine. I open my eyes, pushing my head into Evangeline’s. She’s just so fucking hot. 

Nadine, still kneeling, opens her eyes too, now sparkling and blue, just like the other succubi. She’s one of them now—voracious, eternal, beautiful, and powerful. 

Alma, Helga, and Nora will be right behind her.

“Hello, Master.” She licks her lips. “I’m so lucky to be in your harem. How may I serve you?”

I have a lot of ideas about that.

# # #
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NADIA NIGHTSIDE HAS a Patreon! Access bonus content, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

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!

The Patreon is the best way, but 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?

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:

Watch Me – Man of The House

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

Harem Faerie Tales – Succ-U Bus

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

Watch Me – Instant Harem

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

Harem Faerie Tales – Captured Princess

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

Trophy Wife Initiative – Homewrecker

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

Succubus Harem – The Queen

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

Trophy Wife Initiative – Good Girl

The stunning young Emilia returns home to swindle her father, but soon, her mind is swimming in lust for her Daddy and his hot new trophy wife!

Succubus Harem – The Innocent

Robert’s new succubus girlfriend won’t stop urging him to take on more slaves and new succubi girlfriends to be his servants just like her! He’s a good man, trying to be moral, but she’s making his cock so hard all the time...can he resist?

Trophy Wife Initiative – New Model

He’s fully prepared to turn away the new wife the government sends him in their new breeding program...until she arrives and is a total knockout! To make things worse, she’s subservient, loyal, and eager to please—everything his old wife isn’t

––––––––
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GET GREAT DEALS AND save money on stories with these bundles:

Bimbo Packages – The Total Package

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

Harem Desires – A Bundle

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

Bully Worship – The Complete Series

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

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

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

Alpha Male Desires

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

Rough Desires – A Bundle

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

Mesmerized Desires – A Bundle

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

Lucky Guy Desires – A Bundle

Some guys get all the luck, and the mind control rays, and the bimbofying potions, and the super-hung members, and the harems of breeding bimbos...find out more in this naughty 20-tale bundle!

Kinky Desires – A Bundle

This sexy bundle features nothing but the sexiest, kinkiest fetishes you can imagine! Twenty stories of erotic taboos and delights featured!

Homewrecking Dreams

This hot collection features TWENTY amazing tales of gorgeous women seducing the men they want away from ungrateful wives. These tales are all about appreciating masculine strength and virility from hungry babes desperate to treat men like kings!

Office Desires

In this jam-packed bundle, experience TWENTY stories of exhibitionist lust full of ruts, hot mind control, and more as alpha males and fertile goddesses get it on in the office!

Bimbo Beach – The Bundle

The Spiral Sun Resort features beaches full of beautiful, obedient babes, and an alpha-male owner who is able to turn all guests into his obedient, erotic slaves...

Taboo Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of household erotica, when forbidden desires go a “step” too far!
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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! 

Hope to hear from you soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Succubus Harem - The Bundle? Then you should read
              
                Watch Me - Man of the House by Nadia Nightside!
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        The deliciously hot Brooke doesn't know what to expect when Dennis sits her down to try to explain the magic explosion in their house that somehow flooded her body with transformative lust and deliciously forbidden passions. But really, does it matter? She knows now that she's just a good girl, a sexy babe, and eye candy trophies like her were made to be pretty and obedient. Sure, it seems like Dennis doesn't want her to become his eternally faithful, erotic servant obsessed with serving his massive member and gathering new girls for him—but that's just because he's confused. Once she proves how fertile her first-time body is for him, then she can convince him to use his new powers to control her sexy, busty girlfriend and the woman of the house.


    
	    
	      
	      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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