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ERIN, SEEING DENNIS at the park picnic table, almost immediately regretted showing up. She hated the park anyway; she had always hated the park, but it wasn’t that. 

Dennis was sweating. It was warm outside, but a pleasant warmth; it did not justify the kind of sweating he was doing. He was mid-workout sweating; he was deep in the weeds of a sweat swamp with no way out. 

This looked way more serious than she was ready for. She thought they were just going to hang out. Maybe get high. Sometimes Dennis had a good hook-up for weed; it was always impossible for Erin to get any regularly and so she was happy to chill with him when she knew he was holding. She was usually happy to hang out with him regardless; they had been friends for ages, but it was especially fun to get high together. And she figured—we’re meeting in a park, which we never do, and it’s been about three weeks since we’ve smoked, and that’s kind of the regular interval between smoking...

At any rate, this was clearly not going to be a smoke-out session. 

“Thanks for coming.”

His voice was punctuated with small, almost hidden pauses. He was close to stuttering his lungs out. 

“Sure.” She sat down across from him. “Are you okay? You look...bad.”

“No. I mean, yes. I mean yes, I know, I understand, but it’s okay. Even though it kind of isn’t.”

Erin began toying with the chipped paint of the picnic table, making a face. It was always hard for her to just sit and keep still. 

Dennis’s shirt clung to him. Part of it was the sweat. The rest of it was muscle tone that she didn’t really remember him having the last time she had seen him, maybe a week before. 

“Look,” he said, “I called you here because, I don’t want to insult you or anything, but I’m not sexually interested in you and I’ve got this really fucking crazy sex problem.”

Erin didn’t know exactly how to take that but it definitely landed somewhere on the spectrum of insult. 

He knew she was asexual. And he knew that, like most things, she was sensitive about it. Defensive, really. She didn’t like explaining herself, she didn’t like feeling the constant need to explain herself to a society that seemed drugged on fucking and sucking. 

She had done her best, consciously and subconsciously, to stay out of such conversations. Part of it was how she looked. A formless, rectangular body. Short shock-pink hair. Bad acne all along her shoulders, neck, and arms that she wouldn’t take care of except for the discomfort it caused. It was better today—always better in the sun, and there was plenty. She wore a light pink top and a loose pair of drawstring shorts.

Early on, she had felt like God wanted her to be alone. Her skin was rough everywhere it wasn’t covered in acne, which was also everywhere, her hair was scraggly and ungovernable, and her face so plain she made mannequins seem vibrant.

Later, she realized that was silly, of course. There wasn’t a god at all. 

She was meant to be alone, though—at least sexually. Her own lack of sex drive was a complete blessing, so she never had to present herself to anyone and feel their judgment on her consistent assault on their senses.

Erin didn’t give a fuck how she looked in terms of sexual attraction, except she did give a fuck about people ever giving her shit about how she didn’t give a fuck—and what Dennis just said smelled suspiciously like that kind of shit. Her hackles were raised.

“Why would it insult me if you didn’t find me sexually interested?” she asked. “Is every woman alive supposed to judge themselves—”

“I’m sorry!” he blurted. “I’m sorry. I understand. I said that wrong. I just—I really need help. I thought you were the only one who could help me. Really.”

Well. All right. That seemed true at least.

Her guard went down some. 

“What’s up?” A thought occurred to her. The strain in his face. All the sweating. “Do you...do you have something stuck inside you? Like up your butt? Is that why you’re so strung out? Because Debbie knows a good doctor, and—”

“No. Nothing like that. No.” He took a big breath. “You’re not going to believe me.”

She smirked. “Try me.”

“No, really. You’re not going to believe me. And that’s okay. You will believe me. But at first, you’re not going to believe me. And I’m trying to tell you that’s okay.”

Erin crossed her arms. 

“So I’ve got this watch.” He pulled it out. “It...it’s not just a regular watch, okay? Take a look. But don’t touch it.”

The temptation to touch it immediately flooded her. How dare he tell her what to do and not do?

What he pulled out of his pants pocket was a silver stop watch; not even a pocket watch. It reminded her of horse-racing movies when they’d time laps. The large red second counter arm was rapidly moving forward, but she could tell it wasn’t exactly measuring seconds. Though it moved quickly, it was too slow for that. 

She wanted to touch it. And not even because he told her not to anymore. It was a lovely watch, a pretty thing. There were inscriptions on the surface of the glass. Why shouldn’t she touch it? Why him and not her? There were secrets inside, yes? The ticking, it was almost like a language, and—

“—I said cut it out, Erin!”

She was on Dennis’s lap, almost. All the way across the picnic table. Her hands clutching around his wrist and fingers, trying to pry them open to get at the watch. 

“Wh...” she backed away, blinking. “What?”

“I shouldn’t have shown it to you.”

Erin sat back down across from him. Trying to think.

Every day, she set three alarms. A rough sleeper. One to go to the bathroom a few hours before she got up, one to remind her she needed to wake up soon, and one to actually get up. Sometimes she slept through the first two, though, and the only reason she knew they must have gone off was because they were scheduled to do so. So she must have turned in the middle of the night, grabbed her phone, and turned it off. But in these instances, she had no recollection of turning them off. 

What happened, just now, was like that. When had she left her seat? When had she pressed her thighs against Dennis’s? 

She could still feel them, his thighs. Strong muscles like corded steel. When had he gotten so strong? He had overpowered her easily. That was new. He was such a lightweight. Wasn’t he?

A heated, flushing sensation spread through her chest, thinking of how strong his hands had been. 

“Why did that happen?” she asked. “Why would I try to grab your watch?”

“We don’t have a lot of time.” He shook his head. “I shouldn’t have shown it to you. I should have tried to explain first.”

“Explain it then!” Erin wasn’t the most patient at the best of times. “Are you a super hypnotist now or something, showing me your watch?”

“What? No. Hypnosis? Ridiculous. Look. I can’t...I don’t have a great explanation as to why. At least not one that you’ll believe. But once this watch makes its lap...I can make a girl my slave if I’m touching her at that moment.”

“What?”

“Like my...” he grimaced. “Like my sex slave.”

She waited for the punchline. There was none. 

“Okay?”

“And if I don’t...well. It makes me more...turned on. And that sexual energy has a peak. Fuck. Let me tell you. It sure does. And so it burns off in other ways. Makes more muscle.”

It was a beautiful day outside. Birds singing. The sun shining bright. Erin had several thoughts in a row about how it was beautiful outside and she was now stuck here doing whatever this was.

“You brought me here,” she tried to repeat the facts, “to describe to me your stopwatch kink and how it makes you work out a bunch, and I’m here for your post workout...something?”

“You’re not listening.” He looked at the watch again, knuckles rapping against the picnic table boards. “Look. We’re here because...fuck. I really didn’t find you that sexually attractive. Except when you’re wearing that top. Why did you have to wear that top?”

“I like it. I feel good in it.”

She could hear the watch, she realized. The ticks louder and louder as they continued.

“You look good in it, that’s the problem. Christ. Your clavicles are all...ugh.” 

He swept a hand through his hair. That was new too. Why did he have so much hair? Wasn’t it thinning? She never poked fun at him for it because he seemed sensitive, but it was always weird to her that someone in their early twenties would already have hair that was thinning so much.

But it wasn’t anymore.

Abruptly, he got up on the picnic table and lay face down. His arms around his head.

“Are you...what are you doing? Are you humping the table?”

“Just watch me, okay?” His voice muffled by his arms and the table. “That’s why I want you here. I want you to talk me out of it.”

“Talk you out of what?”

“You’ll see. Please be quiet. I need to not look at you or hear you.”

He wouldn’t say anything more. Several seconds passed with the only sound behind the distant sound of people playing in other parts of the park, birds singing, the wind, and the constant inexorable ticks of the stopwatch. It seemed to be getting louder and louder, more insistent, and then...

Then...

“Oh my god.”

Erin’s hand clasped against her mouth. Dennis’s body convulsed with light. Every muscle contorted and grew. The seams of his shirt strained under his new bulk. It made more sense to her now why he was wearing sweatpants. This purple set must have been his only pair.

When he sat up, there was a big bulge-sized dent in the soft wood where his crotch had been. Beneath his sweatpants, she could see the swelling lines of an enormous cock. It was practically carved inside them; she was almost certain she could see the veins. 

Drool filled her mouth for some weird reason. 

She didn’t like dick. Didn’t like pussy. Didn’t like boys or girls.

But this was...this was a man. A man with a cock. 

“Unh.” 

She was unable to stop staring. When he sat back down at the table, she found her head trying to float to one side of her body to keep staring at his cock. It was so big. What must it feel like? What must it taste like?

“You see?” he said. “I really need your help, Erin. This is going to keep happening to me. The only way it doesn’t is if I make a girl my slave. And even then, it just keeps happening. Slaves or a harder, better, more stud-like body. I don’t know if it’s good to be like this, but it’s got to be better than taking away the will of some girl, right? So I need you to help...distract me.”

Before they could say anything else, a congress of jocks and their beautiful girlfriends broke through the trees on the other side of the clearing. 

* * * * *
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THEIR PICNIC TABLE was on one side of the clearing near a dilapidated batting cage with most of its fencing gone. The ground of the clearing was overrun with tall flowers and weeds; the park needed a clean-up a long time ago that it never got. The perimeter of the park was pleasant enough, but inside its vast confines were lots of places like this where nature was showing that it couldn’t be conquered by an absent hand. 

The jocks entering the clearing were already mostly shirtless, most of them sporting the kind of youthful beef that was common to the athletes of the area. Most of the boys Erin had grown up around had wanted to play football at the state college. 

When they weren’t good enough, they stayed to play at the local college in the hopes to be recognized and built up a lot of resentment at being “stuck” with their nothing dreams and forlorn hopes of athletic stardom. At the hospital where she worked, she saw young men with broken noses, cheekbones, arms, and collarbones all the time because they insisted on playing full-contact games in local parks like these to prove how tough they were. 

Dennis hadn’t wanted to be an athlete. It was what made him different. He had been a skinny, sensitive type. They got along from seeing each other in the library in the morning before classes started and chatting about anime. When the time came to come to graduate, he’d gone to the local community college to earn his basic credits and stick around to take care of his stepsister and their adopted mother. His mother was sick all the time and a lot of his money went to paying her bills. 

Now, Dennis was jacked enough to star in an action movie. His sweat-wet shirt was so tight that she could see the outlines of his rippling eight-pack. Erin wished she understood why she was so turned on. 

She had seen men who looked like him in porn and the like when she was first so confused about being asexual—when nothing had turned her on and she scoured the internet for anything that might make her aroused. They hadn’t done it for her then, so why was Dennis doing it for her now?

“Fuck.”

Dennis’s voice was low, his eyes fully locked on the several pretty girls setting up chairs on the grass to watch their men. They were the standard Newsom young girl—glammed up, presenting, obviously catty and bored, and putting up with whatever their young men did to guide them on invisible rails toward the loveless marriage that they viewed as their destiny. Erin had seen it over and over again in this town.

Erin wished she could make him look at her. She wasn’t as pretty as all those girls, obviously. But she was in pretty good shape. Her body was toned and her skin was clear.

“So you can just walk over there and make one of those girls your slave?”

“Yes.” His voice caught. He looked at Erin up and down, swallowing. “I can...make a lot of things happen without even meaning to, somehow. It’s a good thing there’s too many of them around. I think it only works one at a time.”

“I don’t know,” said Erin. “I mean, you could probably figure out a way to distract the boys or something. And then you could maybe just chat up one girl at a time. And if you’re careful, you could have them outnumber the ones who aren’t yours soon enough, and—”

He banged the picnic table. “That’s not helping.”

Of course he was right. What was she saying? Why had she let herself get carried away like that, talking about strategies for owning women? That was bizarre. 

She pushed a long, thick strand of hair out to one side of her face. She liked having her hair this length; it made it easy to play with something while she flirted with such a handsome man. In its natural dirty blond color, it wasn’t the most fetching shade, but she had highlighted it to catch eyes. It wasn’t working. Not yet. 

When Dennis looked back at the girls, she undid her blouse. Her tits weren’t much to speak of, truly, but they were happy handfuls. The real prize though were her clavicles, which he had already said she liked. Prominent and well-sculpted, like another line of cleavage all to themselves where they met beneath her neck. 

The jocks began to divide into groups and line up to play. It was only seconds before they were running and slamming into each other, shouting and clapping hands. The small group of three girls they were with watched with disinterest if they weren’t looking back at Dennis.

“I’m sorry.” She smiled. Men liked her pretty smile. “You’re right. It’s just...my mind got away from me.” 

He looked at her again and smiled back. Melting a little. His gaze on her felt so good; it felt nice to be looked at by men. To be appreciated.

“Maybe you could tell me more about it? Like how long it takes between laps?”

“Oh, that’s the annoying thing.” He shook the stopwatch. “It’s variable, somehow. Sometimes quicker, sometimes shorter...I don’t know all the ways it works yet. I just know it works.”

“How do you know?” He seemed so certain of himself. Erin gasped. “Oh my god. Dennis. You didn’t...?”

He stared off into the distance.

“I did.”

“Who?”

He put a hand to his face. “I’d rather not say.”

“Where is she?”

“They’re at...their home. I told them to stay there. They have to obey me, apparently. I said I would be back later, and they said they would make the bed ready for all my ‘new girls’ that I’d be bringing back.”

“That’s...kind of wholesome?”

At least they weren’t stringing up dildos on the balcony or angrily milking themselves like farm animals. 

“Except for the part where their wills belong to me.”

Erin licked her lips. One of the girls sitting on the sidelines was objectively prettier than the others. Imagining all of them rubbing up against Dennis filled her with a warm glow. 

“Are they...happy about it?”

“That’s the thing,” he shook his head. “They seem wildly happy. The happiest I’ve ever seen them. You wouldn’t believe—”

He stopped himself, clearly about to reveal who they were. Erin had basically figured it out at this point. 

“Did you fuck her?” Her voice became low, husky, wanting. “Did you fuck your mom and sister, Dennis?”

There were a number of feelings that she should have had at such a suggestion. Revulsion. Disgust. Moral outrage. Maybe calling the cops. 

Instead, the warm glow that had filled her everywhere from her upper thighs to her naval began to spread wider. Something told her to bite her lip; she didn’t fight it.

Dennis’s cock? Inside his hot sister and hot mommy? That was so intense. He was such a man to be able to do it. They weren’t his real mom and sister anyway, so why not? 

Erin’s eyes caught on his crotch again. So big. Bulging. Throbbing. He probably fucked them super well. 

“They were...they were so insistent,” he said at last. “I didn’t mean...I didn’t want...I mean I did want...” He rubbed his forehead. “It’s hard to explain. This watch, the way it makes me feel...there are all kinds of urges that weren’t there before. It’s like I can’t stop myself. Or I can, but I stop wanting to. I stop seeing why I should.”

He pulled out the watch and groaned. It ticked away happily, counting down to the next surge. 

“How long do you have?” she asked.

“Not long enough.”

“No, I mean...how long will this go on?”

“They were kind of unclear. ‘Until it’s done or you are,’ they said.”

“That sounds...final.”

A ball landed hard on the picnic table, producing a yelp from Erin. She had been leaning forward on her elbows, watching Dennis intently. It bounced wrong and nearly got her in the face, but Dennis—with an agility he hadn’t possessed only days before—snatched it out of the air. 

She had seen him trip on flat, dry ground before. She’d once accused him—jokingly but kind of serious—as being suicidal when he bought a car with a step up. 

“Throw it back yeah?” one of the jocks called out. 

Dennis just looked at the ball. It fit perfectly in his hands. Erin could see its threads straining under the strength of his grip, like he would bust it at any moment. 

From his sitting position, he whipped it over the heads of the jocks, far over the trees at the edge of the clearing. A big groan went up from the whole crowd and one of the meatheads bemoaned that it was their only ball. 

“Maybe that will get rid of them,” he said. “I wanted to be alone here. Maybe we should go.”

Before Erin had a chance to answer, one of the jocks ran over to them. He was shirtless, wearing big khaki cargo shorts and backwards baseball cap. His name was Dale. Erin knew him from a few years ago in high school. He had thick dark hair shaved on the sides and a midsection that was just starting to show the doughy results from all the drinking he did over the weekends.

“Hey bro,” he said. “That was pretty uncool of you, man. You could have just thrown it right back to me, yeah?”

Dennis stood up. 

Something Erin hadn’t put together yet was just how tall he had become. More magic. The jock was a big guy; would have been the biggest guy in most of the rooms he was in. But Dennis...

...Dennis was enormous. 

Something in Erin twisted at the sight of him being so much bigger than the other man. A feeling of safety, protection. Dennis—this hunk, this titan—was looking out for her. 

She ought to be grateful. She ought to show him her appreciation. Was she supposed to just let him walk around with such a big hot body and huge cock and not do her own part as a woman to show him that he was appreciated? 

“Your ball,” said Dennis, “almost hit my girl...my friend in the face here,” he said. He was not pleased at the interruption. “So why don’t you fuck off before I throw something else where you can’t find it?”

Dale looked at Erin and then Dennis again. He swallowed—he gulped. Erin’s heart thumped at the way that he gulped in fear.

“Ah...look, man. That was an accident, all right? Our bad. And...”

“And there’s a lot of you. You can probably find your ball before dark. Can’t you? If you fuck off right now.”

“Y-yeah. Yeah.” Dale nodded furiously. “If we fucked off now. We could find it. We could do that.”

Running back, he gathered up the other nine players and pointed toward the woods. A couple of them pointed back toward Dennis for a moment, but the leader’s cowardice seemed to be catching. 

They were gone now. And in the clearing, alone, was Dennis and Erin and three beautiful young women. 

All three of them stared at Dennis from across the way. Stared at Dennis and glared at Erin—probably wondering why such a nothing—even if she was a pretty nothing—had the attention of this huge stud. 

The wind blew downwind from Dennis toward them. Erin could have sworn every gust that ran past his hulking body made the girls look more often in their direction. Like they caught his manly, hulking scent promising them the fuck of their lives on his massive, godly cock.

Erin licked her lips. She prided herself on being smart. Dennis’s bulge was so fucking big. Scaring off the jock had made him hard; his blood boiling from being ready for battle. It was almost like he had wanted to beat the shit out of the jock. 

Dennis had been the calmest, most peaceful guy she had ever met. Her heart thumped. Being smart was so important to Erin, and she always tried to stay ahead of the curve. And now this huge hunk of a man whose attention she had kept to herself so far would be straying away. 

Straying away to those really, really hot girls in their tiny outfits and hot hair and perfectly made-up glam and their eager, come-hither ways. 

Straying away unless...

...unless she did something about it. Something extraordinary. 

“I-I don’t believe you.”

Dennis wrenched his attention away from the gaggle of women. 

“What did you say to me?”

“I don’t...” she tittered. She had never tittered in her life, but she did it then. “I don’t believe you?”

Why had it turned into a question? Did it matter? It was so hard to really be sure about something when her job was to be soft and pliable in front of a man.

“About what?”

“That you can make a girl your slave. I want you to prove it. Then I’ll help you.”

“You want me to make a girl my slave, and then you’ll help me?”

The spider-web thin strands of reasoning in her plan would not be helped if she backed off at his resistance now. She could see in his face that—despite his protest—being allowed and encouraged to take action was what he really wanted.

“Well, maybe you can control it a little? Like make her sort of your slave. And then when you do that, like it’s obvious enough for me to see, then I’ll help you stop it for good. I’ve already got a great plan.”

She did not have a great plan. She did not have any plan for getting rid of Dennis’s newfound power. Her plan began and end with keeping herself in his newfound circle of strength and virility. 

He could easily find a use for the gorgeous girls across the way; Erin wanted him to find a use for her sopping-wet virgin cunt. Not instead of; that was too much to hope for, obviously. Dennis would fuck who he wanted. But also with. Wasn’t that possible?

* * * * *
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THIS WAS A MISTAKE, Erin realized. 

Not for a good reason—not because this whole magic slave all might be true (even though she was fairly sure already that it was) and Dennis might end up with another girl to his collection. 

And that was like, wrong somehow?

Right?

Somehow, she knew it was wrong for a huge, yummy, amazing cock like his to have slobbering, subservient mouths adoring it all times. It felt awfully right, especially as she considered it more and more and began visualizing dozens of eager nubile female tongues slipping and sliding over his mammoth meat in a scattered arrangement of postcards on the ideation board of her mind. 

But no, it was a mistake because these girls were all much prettier than Erin. She recognized some of them from high school—each one members in some way or another of the pretty girl clique that she had been thoroughly beneath. 

They hadn’t even made her life hell; instead, they gave her a different kind of torture by ignoring her existence entirely. Erin had been nothing at all to girls like this. An ant to their interstellar spaceships. They were mostly blondes, and if their hair wasn’t, everything else about them was: catty, vain, and self-involved. 

Erin was warm all over thinking about them, and it wasn’t just from Dennis. What was going on? Her thoughts felt so confused and contradictory. Even her memories seemed in opposition—she could remember spending her eighteenth birthday with Dennis a few years back by watching movies and getting high, and she remembered spending the entire day writing him love letters and fingering herself, printing off each letter and clutching it to her sopping wet cunt while she orgasmed and chanted his name.

Dennis stalked forward like some jungle predator, each step purposeful and slow, and the three girls responded to his approach with giggles and eager eyes. They got out of their folding chairs; they put themselves in a short line. Like he was some producer for a runway show and they were models waiting to be judged worthy of his latest clothing line. 

There was the redhead, Corine Kensington. Erin’s heartrate picked up when she got close enough to confirm that it was indeed Corine. Although she had seen the girl before, nothing compared to the strange compulsion of sexual energy she felt now. Shorter than the other women and top-heavy, she had sparkling green eyes framed by long and thick, vibrant red locks that hung down around her face like a curtain of fire. 

Hourglass figure, heavy breasts, tiny waist—hot fertile femininity all capped off by a tie-dyed crop top showing off her toned midriff in all its glory. Erin was pretty sure she was a cyclist; she had a slightly thicker ass and set of thighs than her frame called for, but in her tight, short jean shorts, this just meant she was displaying herself in all the right ways. 

Before today, Erin tried to remind herself, she had never wanted to fuck a woman. She thought she did, for a while, because she was so disinterested in boys. But it had never worked.

Now. Now she was so fucking turned on. And of course she was turned on because of cock—when had she not been turned on by the big alpha cock of a total dream stud like Dennis? But she also was starting to feel compulsion, obsession to the presence of these gorgeous girls. Like they had been called here specifically for Dennis’s gaze. 

Alpha Males were so important, Erin thought dimly. Pretty girls should be examined thoroughly by them. 

Next to Corine, there was an Asian girl, Gina. Korean? Erin was pretty sure she was Korean. Thin, toned and with a head of dark hair, she was incredibly pretty. Her almond-shaped eyes were stunningly bright beneath thick black eyelashes, framing her high cheekbones. A pair of skin-tight, stylishly ripped leggings and a white tank top showed off her incredibly slender frame.

And then, last on the line but first on her pussy’s new pulsing-hot list, there was the greatest prize Erin could have imagined, Alyssa Anson. 

Tall but incredibly thin, Alyssa had the most beautifully small body Erin had ever seen. A tight leather skirt fit snugly around her hips—and although it was snug and obviously was a size 0 or less, sexy gaps still formed between her skin and the skirt whenever she moved.  An animal print top hugged her full, heavy chest, displaying pert cleavage and exposing her toned midriff. Gorgeous face, like the other girls, with full lips and high cheekbones. 

All of this was intensified by Alyssa’s skin. It was incredibly pale. Flawless, radiant porcelain skin. How did you even have warm, pale skin? 

Alyssa did. 

Her platinum blonde hair hung down her back like the mane of an angel, swaying behind her as she posed and waited for Dennis’s attention with undeniable effervescent energy. 

But there was something else beyond her extreme physical beauty, her porn-star body and her movie starlet good looks. Something else besides just being a superbly attractive blonde, which always made a girl seem transcendently hot.

Alyssa had sensational confidence. It oozed through her expression, her countenance, her every mannerism and movement. Even just eyeing Dennis’s approach, the confidence she emitted was like a tracking beam—Erin, holding on to his big, strong arm just to keep herself upright from being so close to his inexorable masculine presence, felt him being drawn in to Alyssa almost as if she were the one controlling him. 

This girl knew the power of her allure, reveled in it and used it mercilessly against everyone who crossed her path—and no one stood a chance against her seductive prowess.

Erin knew Dennis had always had trouble with women. He had trouble getting their numbers, getting their names, even building up the courage to talk to them. 

Now, three of the most beautiful that Erin had ever seen up close—three girls so beautiful they had made themselves a clique purely out of being hot girls with jock boyfriends—were practically drooling to be able to talk to him. 

As he walked closer to them, the air crackled with energy. Like he was charging up the atmosphere with his presence. The girls were mesmerized; big, doting eyes following him the whole time he moved. He stopped, finally, just eighteen inches or so away from Gina—clearly inside her personal space. She whimpered and bit her lip and muttered something about how big he was.  

Arousal was thick in Erin’s brain.  Dennis, cool and casual, smiled took Corine’s hand.

“I’m Dennis,” he said.

She whimpered as she touched him. It was clear that—while she hadn’t orgasmed—something had twisted and pulsed tremendously inside her. 

“I-I’m single...” she said, breathless, knees knocking together. 

It was clear that she was not used to being this turned on without fucking.  

Gina and Alyssa both looked at her in mock shock, as if they couldn’t believe she was being so forward when they stood before Dennis with their chests up and out.

He turned to Gina now and shook her hand as well. Again, the same result—but on Gina’s more slender frame, the results seemed more dramatic. Something about her lithe body’s shaking and squirming so close to Dennis, when she was so much smaller than him, hit Erin hard. 

Giggling and whimpering, Gina wrapped his hand inside both of hers for a moment—he was so close to her, and she was clearly hopeful his proximity meant something. It was easy for a simple girl’s brain to get superstitious around a real Man like Dennis, to think that all his choices and movements had deeper meanings. He was so powerful, so masculine—a smirk was no longer a smirk; a smirk was a hidden indication that he was going to fuck you full of triplets so long as you begged him just the right way. 

He shook Alyssa’s hand last, making her wait. But Erin knew that would be his choice; it would be anyone’s choice. And Alyssa knew it too, watching him with eager anticipation as he greeted the luscious Corine and the exotic Gina. 

“I’m Alyssa,” she said. 

Her body shuddered just the same as the other girls, but she managed to make it look even sexier. Given the advantage to see what he had done to the other two, perhaps she had prepared. Either way, she bit her lip and swept back her hair, and took his hand up to her flawless chin, jawline, and neck. 

His hand was so large, her neck so tiny, that he could have wrapped his fingers almost entirely around it. 

“These are new earrings,” she said. They glittered in the sunlight. “Do you like them?”

Then she guided his hand up against her skull, into the hot, silky, platinum mass of her hair. Heavy precum jetted from his cock, leaving an obvious stain in the front of his pants. None of the girls seemed to find this offensive or anything but enticing. 

“Beautiful,” said Dennis. “Incredible.”

Erin felt high. She didn’t know when she had started grinding into Dennis’s hip—her cunt shamelessly, casually, insistently urging into him—but it felt good. She kept going as his fingers caressed Alyssa’s face, her neck, her hair. He was already bewitched by her. 

That was good. That was so good...

And through it all, she heard the soft ticking of his stopwatch just under the constant wind. 

“Are you single?” Alyssa asked when he finally drew his hand away from her. “That mouse isn’t your girlfriend, right?”

She referred to Erin, of course. And Erin just stood and took it; she knew that she really had no counterargument. Compared to Alyssa, she was a mouse. Most women were. 

Competing with Alyssa wasn’t the point; she knew her only shot was to supplement the perfect blonde goddess.

“Or like,” said Gina. “You don’t have to be single. If you’re like...open?”

After a moment, Dennis said, “It’s complicated. I just wanted to say hello to the three of you. My friend here asked me to.”

Beneath her tight tank top, Gina had implausibly full breasts featuring nipples that perked with anticipation at Dennis's every word. Even from this distance, Erin could tell Gina's nipples were hard—evidence of her arousal and excitement for whatever was coming next.

“You asked him to talk to us?” said Alyssa.

Erin had trouble finding her voice. 

“Are you like, his girlfriend?” Corine asked. 

All three of them were incredibly interested in her response. Erin, stunned by how paralyzing the attention of these beautiful girls was, pushed herself harder into Dennis’s bulk. It was so warm, so thick, so strong and reassuring. He took out the watch and grunted. 

“It’s almost time,” he whispered to Erin. “Which one?”

A decision? Oh god. She couldn’t decide. She couldn’t even speak she was so turned on. 

“Is this like, some throuple thing?” asked Alyssa. “I don’t really share. But I’ll be really happy to go on a date with you. You’re my type.”

Corine put her hands on her hips. “Didn’t he just bully your ‘type’ into the woods?” This wasn’t really a question. 

Erin intimated easily that Dennis had directly intimidated Alyssa’s boyfriend, who was probably Dale. 

“What do you care?” Alyssa rolled her eyes at Corine and then looked back at Dennis and smiled brightly. “Look—get rid of your...thingy, there,” she nodded at Erin, “and we can hang out. I don’t know her, but I’d love to know you, and maybe if you’re sweet to me I’ll let you know one of my friends here.”

The stopwatch’s ticks got louder and louder. Holding Dennis’s bulk at the waist, Erin felt like she could hear them in her mind. 

“Like it’s up to you?” Corine looked dangerously close to shoving Alyssa. But, like the blonde, she turned back to Dennis with a smile. “Hey—I just want to find out if you’re really packing what it looks like you’re packing in there. I don’t really mind who else knows or joins in.”

“You’re both shameless, oh my god,” said Gina. “I just want to hang out and see if we click, okay? And then if we want to spend time together—”

The stopwatch picked up in intensity, approaching its revolution.

“You’re so obvious, Gina, oh  my god,” said Alyssa. “I can’t believe—”

“—she’s obvious?” Corine laughed. “You’re the one—”

All three of them—unconsciously—tugged at Dennis’s outstretched arm. Alyssa had hands on his bicep, Corine his forearm, and Gina his fingers and palm. The stopwatch’s tick’s crescendoed and cranked over—and—still holding on to Dennis—Erin felt its light fill her up. 

* * * * *
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"FUCK ME, SIR," ALYSSA gasped against Dennis's ear. "Please. I need it so bad..."

Corine, grinding against Dennis in time with Alyssa on the opposite hip, nodded and moaned. "That's right, baby. We need you in us so bad. Please won't you make our dream come true?"

They were on the grass, a mess of hot long limbs and sweat and saliva. Gina was Dennis's pillow, content for the moment with rubbing her half-exposed, newly enormous tits against the back of his head.

Erin had been relegated to leg duty. This was perfectly acceptable to her. The other girls—especially Alyssa—were so much prettier than her even now that Erin was much prettier than she could ever remember. They deserved more of Dennis's attention, and Dennis deserved more of them. But it was an honor and a privilege to be on the legs of a total dreamy hunk like Dennis in the first place. She had been in love with him her whole entire life, after all.

The last several minutes had gone by like a dream. Everything in slow motion. Erin remembered the blissful light of the stopwatch, but so little else seemed important. There were details of her former life that fell away from her with each passing breath—thoughts of feminism, activism, independence faded from her as the silliness they truly were. 

Women were property. Gorgeous women were trophies, and she was a gorgeous woman and belonged as the trophy to a truly strong man. She squeezed her ample, heavy, milk-filled tits tighter against Dennis's leg; she was so truly lucky to belong to him. The cream that leaked from her tits covered his skin in eager, reassuring warmth. 

Erin's own transformation over the last hour or so was long lost on her. Gone were the memories of her crooked teeth, her too-close eyes, her split ends, her acne, her love handles and touching thighs and squat little fingers. Now everything was symmetrical, ready for photographing; she was a living lingerie magazine cover. 

Big, bright eyes shining with topaz luster and framed by lush lashes. Her hair seemed just as thick, but no longer hard and ragged. Longer. Shinier—the way her skin was shiny—but shining with a healthy vibrant glow that almost seemed like she was already pregnant. The formless shape of her tofu-block body had been replaced entirely by a hot gym bunny's perfectly toned bod. She would have to bury herself in soil to hide her sex appeal.

Even now, so long after the light had faded, she could feel her body morphing and melding into the contours of Dennis’s muscular frame — she felt connected to him in a way she had never experienced connection with anyone or anything before. 

And because she was connected to him, she felt connected as well to Gina, Corine, and especially Alyssa. Alyssa had been the closest one to her when the stopwatch completed its revolution, and the closest to Dennis's cock. As such, her transformation had been the most dramatic. 

Alyssa, before, had been completely gorgeous. Now she was transcendent, angelic. She was still just as tall and thin as she'd been, but her physique had been improved in so many ways. Her curves were now much more defined, with tight muscles that flexed effortlessly when she moved. 

Her face was like a work of art, her features having been somehow softened while maintaining the same stunning sharpness. And then there was the change to her hair; while it had already been a delightful platinum color, now it shimmered and shone with an ethereal luster unlike anything one could find on Earth. 

It looked almost as if Dennis's power had produced a heavenly aura around Alyssa, making her even more breathtaking than before. If she stood still in a museum, millions would make the trip just to bask in her glory. Instead, she was grinding and groaning against Dennis's hard body and begging for his cock inside her. 

"Please?” she moaned in his ear. “I know just what to do with it..."

She was in a constant, erotic grappling match with Corine on the other side. 

"We can be so good to you, Sir..."

Corine kept focusing on the "we" aspect—offering dual or triple or quadruple pleasure. It was a good strategy. Focusing head-on against Alyssa would have left her in the dust like Gina. The delectable dark-haired beauty, while transformed and sexier than ever, had clearly wanted Dennis to herself and was relegated to pillow duty for her trouble. 

Erin, whimpering and grinding against Dennis's leg, was overwhelmed with her growing obsession with Alyssa. Corine was hot, but Alyssa was perfect, and the thought of her Man’s perfect cock inside of Alyssa’s perfect pussy was enough to make her cum all on its own.

Dennis sat up slightly and took Erin by the chin. Corine got excited—thinking threesome—and Alyssa sneered in disgust at this possible rejection of herself. 

“I told you,” he said to Erin. “I told you I could make a girl into my slave.”

Erin nodded. She didn't all the way remember that, but if a Man said it, then it must be true. Girls knew these kinds of things, real girls anyway. Real girls always knew Men needed to be listened to and obeyed.

“Um, babe?” Alyssa giggled. “I mean, I love that kinky stuff, but you know I’m not actually your slave, right?”

As if in response, the intensity of the stopwatch's ticks ramped up. Reminding Erin of its existence. She knew the stopwatch was special, somehow, and related to Dennis and how hunky he was. Maybe he had gotten it as a prize? For like, being a stud? 

Sure. That made sense.

"Hey, what the fuck?"

Dale's voice snapped them all out of the trance. Dale, Alyssa's boyfriend, had returned from the woods with Gina and Corine's boyfriends and the other young men, having finally located their football. All of them looked ready to fight.

Dennis smiled confidently and rose to his feet. The women shed from him like piled leaves. Erin wanted to kiss his ankles as he passed her, but would have hated to trip or impede him in any way. 

Dale and his friends were fully clothed, of course. Dennis was fully naked, and enormous—a head and a half taller and a foot thicker than any of them. He held the stopwatch in one hand, but it was a tiny thing now compared to him, little more than a trinket. All of him thrilling, vibrant, carved muscle. His deltoids looked like pieces of wooden furniture. Erin, watching him, slipped her fingers in her pussy. Her whole body convulsed and shook in the sudden orgasm at her touch, powered by the sight of her Man. 

The other girls all reacted to this confrontation between Dennis and Dale. Gina touched herself as well, but tried to hide it more than Erin. Corine wrapped herself up in her arms. Some knowledge of her previous life and boyfriend still glinting in her eyes, doubt percolating there. 

Only Alyssa walked with Dennis. Her outfit still fit, but was stretched wildly from her newly-widened hips and dramatically-increased bust. Her legs, so much longer, kept up with Dennis’s enormous stride easily. 

Hanging on Dennis’s arm, clearly in love with him and herself and her status, she spoke first. 

"You should leave, Dale." 

"What the fuck?" he said again. "Leave? You're my girl. You're..." he gulped. "God, you look so good. Wow."

She shook her head. Her moving hair almost sounded like wind chimes. 

"I'm not yours anymore. Nobody like me could be yours. You're just not man enough for me. So, please leave before my new man makes you leave."

Incensed, Dale snatched Alyssa's arm just as she was about to stroke Dennis's chest. Dennis—calm until this point—grabbed Dale's wrist and squeezed down hard. Something crackled. Dale screamed in pain. 

The stopwatch ticked-ticked-ticked away. So audible. Erin remembered now. When it was that audible, it meant something important! It meant...

"Don't!" Alyssa grabbed Dennis's thick bicep. "Please, baby. Please, I don't want you to fight. Please—"

Dennis had already let go, and then the stopwatch hit its revolution with Alyssa being the only person to touch Dennis. Light flashed. For a moment, nothing truly changed. Alyssa was already so hot. Dennis was already enormous, massive, and masculine. 

But there was something in Alyssa’s face. Something that recognized her status even more—not just catty arrogance, but true imperial regency. Something that would no longer suffer a fool.

“Hit him, please,” said the new Alyssa, tossing her hair and looking up at her Master with pleading, perfect eyes. “Hit him hard.”

Dennis did. 

Dale went flying across the grounds, thumping and bouncing like he had been thrown from a car. He landed finally in a heap at the feet of his friends.

Shouting and swearing, they gathered him up and ran to the car. Maybe they would get him to a hospital in time. Erin hoped they wouldn’t; he had tried to lay claim to her Master’s property.

Alyssa turned to her man and wrapped her hands around his neck. Her voice, though soft, was deeply audible for all present. 

“That was so fucking hot, Master. I’m so lucky to belong to you and to have you protect me like that.”

They kissed long and hard. Immediately her hands went to his shaft and stroked him urgently, hotly, until he was cumming all over her legs and feet. Erin's mouth filled with drool, desperate to lick it off her body. 

Though he had cum, Dennis’s cock was still hard—hard from conquest, hard from Alyssa, hard just from cumming so hard. 

Gina and Corine looked on with confusion and horror. Touching themselves. Squirming. Clearly deciding on whether to run.

Dennis, seeing their indecision, addressed them both. 

“You can run away,” he said to them. “Seriously. You should. You don’t have to be here. I can’t...I can’t help myself. I didn’t want to do that. She grabbed me, and she’s so hot...” He shook his head. “It can stop with her, though.”

Gina and Corine looked at Alyssa. Their eyes full of awe at her new beauty. Erin, sensing everyone’s distraction, began crawling closer to her Master.

“Do you...do you feel okay?” asked Gina.

“Look at me, darlings.” Alyssa smiled and resumed stroking Dennis’s cock. He clung her tighter to himself. “I feel amazing.”

“Do you like being his slave?” asked Corine.

Alyssa sighed happily before answering. “I feel more myself than I ever have. I can’t believe how lucky and blessed I am. Look at this cock.” She slowed down stroking just to give them a better look. “Can you imagine how this is going to fill me up? I’m going to have so many babies from him. Aren’t I, darling?”

He threw his head back. “Ugh. Fuck. Fuck yes.”

After a moment, he gathered himself once again. 

“Look, really...I’m not going to make you do this. I’ve already done enough. Maybe you can go away. Maybe it wears off? I really don’t know. But being my sex slave doesn’t have to be your life.”

“But if it is...” Alyssa licked her lips. “...then we all get to fuck, just like Master deserves.”

Erin, crawling, had arrived at Alyssa and Dennis’s feet. The smell of his cum and precum all over Alyssa’s gorgeous body filled her with lustful vigor.

“I volunteer!” Erin sat up, kneeling back on her heels. “Please?”

“You?” Alyssa raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“I k-know you don’t know me. And all of that. And that you may even not like me that much. But that’s from ignorance! We just don’t know each other! And I-I’ll be totally submissive to you. If you want. If he wants. I just want...please.” She was whimpering now. “I just really want that cock. He’s so fucking big. Please. Just please fuck up my mind. I’m a virgin. And it’ll be my f-first time.”

Alyssa deferred to Dennis. “It’s your call, Master. Like everything is. But I’d be delighted if you blessed her. You deserve it. You deserve it all.”

Dennis groaned, looking Erin up and down. Her new, shining, beautiful body. Perfectly busty, thin, and supple.  

“You weren’t...you were supposed to talk me out of all this, Erin.”

“Oh,” said Alyssa. “So she’s been a bad girl? Will you show me, Master? How you treat bad girls?”

There was no more discussion. He pushed Erin back on the grass and got down on his knees. Alyssa stayed at his side, whispering and guiding, taking his cock into her hands and pushing it up against Erin’s virgin entrance.

He entered her. Erin felt every inch of his long, thick cock as it filled her up. His thrusts were slow and steady at first, each one delivered with remarkable precision to cascade in glorious pleasure throughout her body. 

“Oh, fuck her, Master.” Alyssa licked his neck, clearly cumming from her owner’s pleasure. “Fuck her harder. Fuck your little virgin girl, please?”

Erin moaned loudly as the sensation intensified, feeling her body relax into him more and more as they moved together in a primal rhythm. 

Dennis seemed to sense the shift in her energy and increased his pace, each stroke faster and harder than the last. Gina and Corine had been watching eagerly from the sidelines, their mouths agape at the sight before them. Finally, they couldn't take it anymore and moved closer to get involved in their own way—Gina ran her hands and tongue over Erin's breasts while Corine fingered Erin's clitoris mercilessly.

“Please fuck her, Sir,” said Gina.

“Fuck your girl, Master,” said Corine. “Fuck her harder. Fuck her pregnant.”

That she could get pregnant hadn’t completely registered to Erin yet, but it felt very real now. His cock was unprotected. Her body was clearly fertile. He could get her so fucking pregnant. 

The stopwatch ticked away during all of this, going faster and faster, wrapped around Dennis’s wrist with its thin cord. 

Erin's entire body shook as pleasure rushed through her veins. His cock filled her up, pushing against every nerve in her body and sending waves of delight coursing through her. Her breathing became immediately more labored, and she couldn't stop the moan that escaped from between her lips. She came, and came again, thinking all the time of cumming with Dennis while he shot his impregnating load inside her. 

Alyssa watched the proceedings with a satisfied smile on her face, rubbing Dennis's back lightly and encouraging him to go deeper. 

“You’re so fucking hot, Master,” she whispered. “You’re so amazing. Fuck her harder. Fuck up her mind.”

The muscles in his back tensed as he moved inside Erin, each thrust increasing in intensity until Erin was bucking wildly beneath him. His moans increased in volume to match hers, both of them lost in the throes of passion. 

The stopwatch intensified again—almost at its revolution.

“Please, Dennis!” she moaned. “Please, Master!”

He shot his thick, hot load in her just as the stopwatch dinged its next lap. 

As Dennis climaxed, Erin released hers with a loud cry of ecstasy—and so did Alyssa, Corine, and Gina. His own moans joined theirs, carrying across the park grounds until they eventually quieted down and the four lovers lay in a tangled mess of sweat and satisfied bliss. Erin’s body transformed further as they all slipped and clung together—legs lengthening, belly tightening, tits growing, hair thickening, as she held on to her Master with all her strength. Her tits could put Corine to shame now easily. Somehow the extra helping of his cum combined with the revolution to amplify her transformation.

But still, she was nothing compared to Alyssa—the real prize. Erin knew it; they all knew it. Gina and Corine, almost forgotten, obediently slipped to one side.

“Fuck her, Master,” Erin urged her man. “Fuck your trophy, please?”

Dennis turned to Alyssa. He was still brilliantly hard. She opened her legs to welcome him inside as the watch wound up to another revolution. Erin wanted him inside Alyssa for the next several revolutions—making Alyssa hotter each time, creating a gap that no woman would ever be able to bridge.

“My Master,” Alyssa groaned as Dennis pushed up inside her. It was obvious just from one quick thrust that he was cumming—and still going with each subsequent thrust. “My king. My titan...”

All his girls—Erin included—pressed in on him with their softly transforming and improving bodies to give him the worship he deserved while he took the woman he deserved, cumming nonstop. 

Erin loved the park. 

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

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

Succubus Harem – The Witch

Robert is visited by a gorgeous supernatural being who swears she is completely in love with him, begs to be his sexual servant, and promises she is the herald of an entire harem of demonic loveslaves!

Bully Worship – Obeying the Billionaire

Her billionaire Master and Mistress get whatever they want—evil mind controllers, they’re sadistic, cruel, and erotic beyond measure. But what she really wants is someone to share her service with...is her owners’ latest target the one who could be her best friend in sexual slavery?

Bimbo Packages – Female Designs

Two women can’t resist the allure of mysterious packages full of bimbofying clothing, seducing each other and then devoting themselves to the service of one unhappy husband!

Bully Worship – Obeying the King

Everyone in the Kingdom thinks that the Queen—glorious, beautiful, and ethereal—is kind and noble. Everyone in the Kingdom is wrong; she loves her tyrant Husband’s evil ways, and gleefully helps him gather new virgins for his harem and cheers him on during wicked acts.
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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
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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!

The Bimbo Fix Bundle 

A man wakes up with his estranged wife and adopted barely legal daughter slurping on his cock—and it only gets hotter and wilder from there as he tries to figure out why! 

Gang Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing tales of hard-bodied studs giving their hot loads to aching, needy barely legal babes—sometimes in huge gang bangs!

Overflowing Desires – A Bundle

Love big, delicious, erotic tits full of milk that spreads everywhere during and in-between hot worshipful sex? This is the bundle for you. 

Just 18 Desires

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

Fertile Desires – A Bundle

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

Harem Dreams – A Bundle

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


  	
	    
	      Did you love Watch Me - Instant Harem? Then you should read
              
                Harem Faerie Tales - Captured Princess by Nadia Nightside!
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        Princess Marjorie is the hottest royal woman alive. She's busty, she's fit, she's beautiful, and she's never even had her first time. When Prince Vincent—dashing, strong, and silent—she knows she has to marry him. But the wicked sorceress who kidnapped her has other plans, and wants to seduce Vincent into being her evil champion. Not only is the sorceress even more gorgeous than Marjorie, but she's used her magic to gather a harem ready-made for Vincent to entice him, even pulling in taboo relations of his to tempt him further! With so many fertile, eager, sensational beauties beckoning for his rock-hard member, can Marjorie convince her prince to stay loyal?


    
	    
	      
	      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.

	      
	    

	  
    

OEBPS/Images/image00049.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00048.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00047.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00046.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00045.jpeg
Harem Faerie Tales

Cag(ured Princess
G\‘ )

Nadia ig‘_ htside






OEBPS/Images/image00044.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00043.jpeg





cover.jpeg
WATCH ME

—_ = = ’ > A -
S A .
= 7
- ' . AL
P /J 4
Y e
7 e
o)
\
\
/4 ot - 4
J ]
il
‘






