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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

Beauty Potion – The Cheerleader

Beautiful cheerleader Lola wakes up bound and gagged in a dark basement. Naturally, she’s terrified and needs to escape—but she can’t figure out why she’s so aroused at the same time. The man who captured her has an offer—become his erotic servant, willingly, and he will make her beautiful and young forever. All she has to do is drink his seed...

Overflowing Delights – A Bundle

A glorious collection of TWENTY hot stories featuring sexy women becoming lactating goddesses, dripping in milk and aching to serve their Man with their ultra-fertile bodies!

Wishful Thinking – Taboo Harem

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

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

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

––––––––
[image: image]


Watch Me – Evil Shrink

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

The entire Hypno Headset saga is collected here in this sensationally sensual bundle! A wicked teacher uses hypnotizing headphones to transform the hottest students and teachers at a prestigious dance academy into his evil sexual servants. 
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Just 18 Delights – A Bundle

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

––––––––
[image: image]


Harem Faerie Tales - Bimborella

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

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

The woman of my dreams wakes me up with a blowjob. 

And I don’t mean that she’s just hot and that she is a dream come true and that she’s really amazing in her own right—I mean I wanted this celebrity goddess for years from afar, obsessed over her to a degree that would worry clinical professionals, having reoccurring dreams every night for years because I stuffed my conscious brain so full of her image and jerked off so constantly to her that my subconscious had no choice but to make me dream about her as well—and now she is waking me up with slavish adoration of my cock. Every stroke of her tongue is worshipful and whimpering, murmuring how lucky and blessed she is to be present before my cock, and how much she loves me and the feel of my meat in her mouth. 

“I love you, Master,” Sasha whimpers, obsessive in her own right now. Trembling with lust. “I exist for you. I am yours and yours alone.”

With a wishing stone, I was able to transform her to be her most ideal self—the beautiful version of herself she remembered from her own youth. And that’s hot as hell, let me tell you. Every minute piece of her intricate musculature is perfectly crafted; she had an incredibly high opinion of her memory of her body when she was eighteen. Not only that, but she’s also immortal—so this beautiful, eternal creature now obsessively kisses and slurps and sucks my cock even though she is gorgeous and powerful enough to run any country in the world with a suggestive wink and a whisper. 

And that’s not all. 

Not only is she eternally young and beautiful, but she’s joined by her adopted daughter Madison who is practically her twin. Madison would be begging, but her mouth is occupied by slurping and sucking on my balls and shaft while Sasha softly kisses my cockhead and strokes me. Her fist knocks into Madison's mouth constantly; neither seem to care.. 

To be clear—their absolutely perfect bodies are exactly the same; thanks wishing stone! Their faces are different, but they share the same beautiful pale complexions, dark hair, vibrant eyes, and urgently heated need for me and me alone. 

I sit up, fully awake now, and as I do Sasha holds her daughter Madison down on my cock, staring up at me as she does. 

“It’s all for you, darling.” Her hands grip tight in her daughter’s hair. “This is all for you.”

Madison, her throat full of my throbbing cockmeat, groans her muffled agreement. These two absolute living goddesses of sex and lust and love belong entirely to me, and they'll never, ever get enough of me.

I can cum whenever I want—and this makes me want to cum.  

And today is only the second day with the wishing stone.

* * * * * 
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“I can’t believe it,” says Sasha. “You’re nervous?”

I'm driving, although “driving” is a generous term for the way that I'm swerving all over the road. I feel drunk, even though I'm sober. I think Sasha's wish for her ideal body also meant that she permanently fucked me up with her presence. 

I would change it, but it makes me hard. She's mostly in my lap, arms against my heavily-muscled chest, crooning and cooing and ooohing and ahhing at my every last movement. Her love for me is an insanity that only grows in intensity.

“The team is full of beautiful women,” I say. “I don’t think I’ve ever been in a room with so many amazing girls all at once.”

“None of them are as pretty as Mommy,” says Madison. “I think you’ll handle yourself fine, Daddy.”

She’s softly fingering herself, looking obsessively at Sasha from the backseat of the car. It’s the only way to keep her calm and to keep her hands off either of us. I should probably tone down the level of her obsession, but Madison is a number-one A-Killer stunner, and having this traffic-stopping beauty mooning over me and the object of my own obsession makes me hard as a rock. 

Madison wears a khaki pleated school-girl skirt that lands well above her knees. That, plus the crop-top sweater she has on with the keyhole for her substantial cleavage, make it hard to look away from her while her fingers attend her dripping wet pussy barely hidden behind white lace panties. The gingham thigh-high socks and oxfords with the stiletto heels don’t help.

But with Sasha so close, or even just visible at all, there’s still no competition for me. She’d have my full attention even if she wore a garbage bag. 

Instead, she’s in a sharp, shark skin business suit with a tight long skirt that hugs her knees and shows off that sexy clingy bunched mess between her spectacularly slender thighs. The fertility of her hips couldn’t be more obvious. Her breasts, perfect and huge and hugged tight by her designer silk blouse, are shaped even more decoratively by the ultra-tight confines of her stylish suit jacket. Diamond jewelry dangles down the trail from her delicate, incredibly thin neck across her prominent clavicles and into the heaving shapes of her perfect twin globes. Did I mention her tits are heaving and perfect, yet? Oh my god. 

Her hair, a middle part, frames her angelic face. All I want to do is make out with her and delay this harem gathering action—but if I go back home with her, all she’s going to do is encourage me to wish the cheerleaders to her mansion so I can fuck them in some kind of nonstop years-long orgy. 

Not a terrible idea; it’s just that I really do want to meet and talk with these women first. All my life I’ve been ignored by hot women. Can you blame me for just wanting to be in front of them in their natural setting and to be the complete focus of all their attention?  

“I mean...” Sasha shrugs. “Can’t you just...you know, wish them all to be how you want?”

Of course I can, but that has consequences, and a price. 

I spent the night tinkering with wishes, using Sasha’s (soon-to-be former) husband Steve Houston as the sole payer of its price. He was in his mid-thirties when we started, a startlingly large physical specimen made for pure athletic competition. Probably, he would have been one of those athletes that went well into their forties with a fantastic record. Now, he looks like he’s pushing seventy. His skin sags; his bones are brittle; his hair is crumpled and gray where it isn’t balding. 

Fucking up Steve’s life doesn’t really bother me, though (although that bothers me, that it doesn’t. I think it may have used to...?). 

What really bothers me is remembering how I fucked up Madison on Sasha. When I wished for Madison to share my obsession with Sasha and her beauty, and man does she ever (she’s whispering “jawline...jawline...jawline” right now as she approaches her ninth orgasm of our fifteen minute drive to the stadium), it rearranged her entire room. 

Before my eyes, her stylishly wealthy room featuring antique furniture and a few modern art paintings was transformed into what could only be described as a shrine to her mother. 

Now, this must have fucked other things up too, right? What if Madison once had boyfriends? She wouldn’t have had them now, right? So those guys must have found someone else for their romantic attention. And what if Madison had once had friends over and invited them to her room? They would have seen her obsession in person, and wouldn’t that have raised questions? There’s this rippling effect that I unintentionally started by messing with the fabric of reality. 

As it is, messing with one really fucking hot girl’s timeline probably couldn’t have affected too much; I don’t think we’ll be missing out on the cure for cancer or missions to mars or anything. But if I start messing with the two dozen cheerleaders that make up the Queens, well. That many people, all messed up all at once, might start to unravel more than I can handle. 

And what’s important—what’s truly important—is that Sasha and I are together, forever. There’s probably some axiom about not becoming romantically involved with your celebrity crush because she could never live up to your standards and you won’t be able to please her because you just want to treat her like an object. But those people didn’t have a reality-altering wishing stone and probably didn’t anticipate mindfucking the daughter of your crush into the lustfully obsessive fan of your hot romantic relationship.

At any rate, I can’t just unravel reality for an afternoon because it’s really hot to have two dozen blistering hot cheerleaders have their entire reality changed so that they’ve been raised from birth to be in love with me and me alone and have been training exclusively for the day of our carnal meeting. 

I mean I can do that. 

I won’t.

I probably won’t. 

If I do, it means that however awesome that afternoon is...the centuries-long honeymoon of fucking Sasha that I’m deeply interested in is in jeopardy. Can’t have that.  

“Darling?”

Sasha touches my face, stroking compassionately. Looking into her eyes is attempted suicide for anyone without my will and resolve; looking away from them makes the rest of life significantly less pleasant.

“Sorry. I was lost in thought.”

The whole time I was thinking, I was looking directly down her heaving, shiny cleavage. Her hand was on my bulge, stroking casually like she almost always is now. Sasha slides her hand through my hair and smiles; behind us, Madison moans at her affection. 

“You’ve got so much on your mind, dearheart. But remember that we’re in this together. I want you to have a harem of cheerleading goddesses just as much as you do.” She smirks. “And so does our daughter. Don’t you, sweetie?”

Our daughter, she says. Fuck.

“Yes, Mommy. So much. You both deserve it, deserve them all on their knees...”

“You see? So whatever you need, you’re not on your own. And if you need to strip a few girls of their age or soul to fuel more wishes to control the situation, I know just who to suggest.”

Ungh. She is so hot and perfect.

“I’m just afraid I’ll go too far. Lose control.”

She unzips my monster cock and slides on top of me. I’m so big now that if it wasn’t for how utterly tight and thin she is, it would be impossible for her to fit between me and the steering wheel.

“Fuck me one last time before we go in,” she whispers across my lips. “Just to take the edge off. I know you haven’t been able to stop thinking about fucking me while I wear this outfit anyway.”

She knows me too well; she knows my obsession with her is complete. Everything that we do today, everything that I am now and want to be, it’s all because of her. My obsessive love with Sasha is a perfect circle of aching for her beauty and happiness.

Her cunt sinks down on top of my completely turgid cock. Behind us, Madison cums with excitement.

“Oh my god,” Madison whimpers. “Yes. Together. Together. Oh my god. Fuck yes, fuck him, yes!”

I groan in pleasure. She is so fucking tight. Every part of her physiology works to grip me, work my cock up and down. I watch her perfect face cum right away—a small one, but a hot orgasm nonetheless. You're not living until you see a gorgeous woman cum almost instantly from the sensation of your cock inside her.

“You know, it’s funny, isn’t it?” Her voice remains a hot, accented whisper. “I feel like I’ve known you my whole life, but it’s been less than a day.”

“Same.”

She giggles, sliding her tits into my face. “Well, you at least got to research me. But I don’t know much at all about you. And there’s so many things you don’t know about me.”

“Like what?” Her heavy breasts muffle my voice. 

Her voice takes the magic, shuddering tinge it does when she’s telling me a truth she would not have otherwise revealed. 

“I’m ruthless and power hungry and I drive the cheerleaders like cattle because prizes and ornamentation mean everything to me.” Her cunt squeezes my throbbing cock. “And now that I can think a little more clearly with you inside me, it really makes me think...”

She said she could be a better confidant if I wasn’t making her cum just from being near her, which is basically what’s happening to Madison. So now she won’t cum unless she wants to, or I want her to. It’s still a lot, just not constant.

“I was a bad, bad woman, James.” Her movement up and down my cock is perfect; she has total muscle control of her hips and thighs. “And you made me worse. I loved the power I had before, and it was small-time, wasn’t it? Nothing compared to what you can give me now. I want to be superior to everyone.”

One of the many wishes she asked for last night—to enhance our love, power, prosperity, and connection—was fueled by her soul. A self-election from her; she said while she knew Steve was a worthless maggot who had never been worth her time (ugh), she still felt a little bad about destroying the lives of the cheerleaders on her team. 

That’s gone now. Now she knows, like I do, that we’re rebuilding their lives. 

“And it’s like you want it.” Her pace is quickening. I can feel her snatch trembling around my cunt, so ready to cum “You want me to be bad. You want to punish the little people for ever being in our way. You want me to push you. You want me to ask you for everything. Don’t you?”

“Yesss,” Madison moans. She’s been on her knees this whole time. “Everything, Daddy. She deserves everything...”

“Fuck,” I groan. “Fuck, yes. Yes, of course I do, but—”

“You know I’m loyal to you forever. That I only want you. That I’m obsessed with you the way you have been with me for so long...”

“Shit. Shit. Yes.”

“What if you were the only man I’d ever been with? I’d still have to be with Steve, I think, otherwise you wouldn’t have met me, but what if I’d just never—”

“I wish you’d never fucked Steve, not once, or any other man.”

The price, lacking any other available source, is Madison’s soul. I don’t care that much—it’s better if she’s as amoral as her mother and I anyway. 

Sasha’s eyes widen, her gaze transforming somehow into one of even more longing and thirst for me. She cums, hard. But she keeps fucking me, grinding up and down, rubbing her tits against my face. They leak hot milk. She's so fertile. 

“And what if,” she purrs, “wouldn’t you like if it I was wealthy? You mentioned that yesterday. Rich, but not wealthy. You were right. But what if I was born to billions? What if I was, from birth, showered in wealth and privilege, only to turn it all over to you because of how much I adore you?”

She knows that's just how to talk to me. It's so easy for her to seduce me. And she knows I’d give her as much of the fortune as she wanted—and infinitely more—because my obsession with her is similarly infinite. 

I was so dedicated to not messing around with reality anymore than I’d already had. I had these thoughts of giving the cheerleaders hot crushes on me from the moment they saw me, of instigating feelings of liquid-hot lust and infatuation. But Sasha, riding me, is encouraging me to have more and more—because the more I have, the more she has. 

And god it turns me on. I cum inside her, hotly jetting into her perfect body, unable to stop myself.

“’I wish that too.’ Hasn’t that worked already?” she asks, heatedly cumming with me.  

She pulls my head into her gorgeous tits once again. I'm drooling, continuing to cum inside her helplessly but remaining hard. Even covered by her half-unbuttoned blouse and skimpy lace lingerie, they’re still warm and hypnotic. 

“And we’d need to make sure I was still available to be found by you and here right now, so I’d still need to be a cheerleader and married to Steve, yes? So that nothing is overwritten.”

Her cunt squeezes perfectly as she slides up my cock. I groan affirmation. 

“And we’d need to make sure that if anyone comes after us, or notices something is strange, that we can use the systems of the world to protect us.” She giggles. “And I really want lots of pretty things to wear for you...”

She’s so obsessed with herself and keeping us safe, keeping our love safe. Hot jets of cum spurt from my cock again, and it’s everything I can do to not make her cum with me. But I’m far too fascinated with whatever she has to say next.

“Very well.” Her voice takes a kind of tranced, lilted tone, like she’s seeing god. “I wish I was the heiress of the largest mining conglomerate in the world, owning ninety percent of the world’s supply of precious stones and metals. I wish my wealth had a controlling interest and stake in the largest world’s banks and media companies. And I wish that I’ve been obsessed my whole life with cultivating the perfect cheerleading harem for the man of my dreams, who is obviously you, so that I can lead it for him. And I wish that to protect this dream of delivering you a superior harem to sneer down at a world of inferior plebes, I’ve used my wealth throughout my life to punish any threats to my holdings—defunding public education, aggressively funding security firms and police forces and misinformation think tanks, bribing politicians and bureaucrats, all that hot kind of power-leveraging stuff—and I only married Steve for his public position to put me even more in the public eye because I knew one day my true love, you, my only love, would find me. And naturally I’ve only recruited ultra-hot, prestigious women from around the globe as your potential harem members in my incredibly exclusive, world-famous, trend-setting, fashion-archetype cheerleading team. I wish we were the Beatles of cheerleaders, except ten thousand times as popular, like if supermodels were both pop stars and quasi-religious messianic figures.”

Sasha, squeezing me tight, has a complete hold on me—with her words, her thoughts, her kink for power and wealth, and her beautifully tight cunt. Most of all, her eyes, locking onto mine, obsessive and layered in a million years of impossible love.

“I wish that too,” I say.

And I cum inside her harder than I knew possible—and make her cum with me too. 

* * * * * 
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It mostly stopped there. 

Mostly. I mean, what am I, a priest?

Oh that reminds me—I’ll probably want some kind of name for the official religion that I’ll inevitably have forming around the worship of my cock. I can’t imagine Sasha will be able to stand a world for very long that doesn’t have churches on every corner focused entirely on the glory of my masculinity.  

Anyway, on the way in from the parking lot, I stripped away a few years from some loser living in a van to make the paperwork official and finalized that both Sasha and Madison were my wives. I materialized engagement and wedding rings for them—thick, diamond-studded rocks that effortlessly match the rest of the considerable jewelry they're always wearing. I don't think Sasha's long, perfect fingers are ever without at least five rings. 

This wish process backdated the legality of polygamy in very select cases. At Sasha’s urging, I also ensured that our marriage meant that her property and wealth now belonged primarily to me—she had access, but I was the owner in full.

“A real woman,” she explained casually as my hand gripped her ass tighter than ever, “knows that her highest aspiration is to be the property of the most powerful man possible.”

All of Sasha’s billions, all her wealth and capital, now belong to me. 

I also gave Madison a little bit more of her mind and orgasm control back—not as strictly powerful as Sasha or mine, but still significantly more able to keep her wits about her while she was around us. 

I also—just because Madison’s gorgeous youthful looks fill me with so much sympathy and desire—changed Sasha and Madison’s relationship a little. There was something in the way Sasha had called Madison “dearie” that throws me a little; it was a bit too demeaning. 

That’s not what I want; I don’t want them equals, necessarily—Sasha is obviously the superior. But I do want them to lean on each other, to love one another, to obsess and share and depend on each other. 

They’re true, eternal besties now—deeply, madly in love with each other. Sasha is solely obsessed with me, my happiness, my cock, and our collective position, power, and prestige. But she adores Madison; her female soul mate, who she shares everything with. If Sasha's love and obsession with me is Jupiter, then her lust and admiration for Madison is Saturn. I want it that close. 

And so now, it is. 

Sasha is my unstoppably hot, regal, elegant, unspeakably evil confidant; Madison is more-or-less that to Sasha and to me; and, both of them are helplessly and obsessively in eternal love with me. 

Only seconds after making that wish, Madison goes from whimpering and trailing behind us to easily and adroitly looping her arm around mine, pushing and leaning into me in a knowing, loving way the same way that Sasha is on the other side. 

Much, much better. 

It’s already gotten way out of hand with just Sasha being so obsessed with me. What’s it going to be like with two women like Sasha being like that? 

I suppose I’ll find out. 

As we walk inside the building, my hands hold both of them tight by the ass, firmly clenching between their cheeks. It’s obvious that I own them and they love it. Their bodies slink into mine even as they effortlessly strut in their five-inch stilettos, their miniskirted legs showing off flashes of tantalizingly perfect skin. 

Something else has changed about both of them as well; something hard to pin down and not a direct result of my wishes. It’s in the mannerisms between their mannerisms; the minuteness of their expressions, foot steps, placement of their hands and bodies. It’s blistering, brilliant, unstoppable arrogance—way beyond simple confidence, which they also are teeming with, this is astronomical hubris without the fatal flaw. 

They don't remember the previous world. At all. Their knowledge of what the world once is completely gone. It's even difficult for me to quantify, like recalling the chronological events of an old, old dream. 

Both of my beautiful wives teem with self-obsessed pride now, exploding with it, complete in the knowledge that they are supremely gorgeous, supremely in love, supremely above the law of man or morality—and beyond all that? Born into incredible, monumental wealth. Raised knowing they were the best; constantly hearing they were the best and most beautiful and having every single moment of their life regularly reaffirming that fact as more and more always went their way. 

Knowledge of this new world comes to me slowly, but it does come. The rest of the planet is in a state of impossible squalor; Sasha's control and wealth have led to incredible levels of supreme poverty and squalor and even slavery, starvation and famine are abundant, and diseases float through the populace like fog clouds. Warm water is an unspeakably regal luxury. Clean water is doubly so. 

But Sasha and Madison and the women who live up to their standards? They only get richer, more gorgeous, more lucky, and happier—and they always have. 

That’s the secret sauce that takes beauties like them into the stratosphere; the knowledge that they could easily murder someone in broad daylight in the middle of a public space and pay a dozen legal teams and private security agencies to both frame someone else and to punish their victim’s family for generations with slave-contracts to corporations and purposeful lifespan-extensions just to expand their misery. 

Nothing, not a single thing about them, is “down to earth.” They are barely in our galaxy. 

And they belong. To Me.

Ungh.

The stadium is enormous, easily twice the size of the stadium I remember them having. Regular attendance to the football games is mandatory both by law and by custom—and prices to get in are higher than ever. Million-dollar gates are considered low-earnings, and if they do happen, Sasha fines the government until she earns her appropriate pay day. The President has a receiving telephone—it can't make calls to her—for Sasha in seventeen parts of the White House. 

Meanwhile, Sasha has his phone number...somewhere. Maybe scrawled on a post-it on the back of a copier. 

This is the new world, the world my wishes have made. My wife is an authoritarian beauty queen overlord, and although everyone is required by law to say they love it that way, most of them do love it because she is so unstoppably and incredibly hot.

The stadium features its private offices in a tall glass skyscraper attached to the front of the building. It is swarming with security officials, universally female and strapped with heavy weapons. They wear blood-red leather catsuits and dark sunglasses, constantly checking the perimeter. Their high-heeled boots wrap up all the way to their thighs. Each one looks cold as ice, but when they catch sight of me, they freeze and let out long, lusty moans. I know, intuitively, that Sasha has only hired virgins for her personal retinue, and that each one lives in a barracks where they train their bodies to physical perfection for hours every day. They are tall, lithe, well-muscled, and dripping with sex appeal.

I keep trying to get a sense of the scale of Sasha’s new control over the world. The best I can do is to imagine a cult, but one that runs everything, and that is obsessively vying for physical perfection for women and aching for masculine purity. 

The office space itself is spartan—cool white marble tiles that offer hot clacking sounds for the sound of all the heels on all the many women walking around. Monocolor modern art decorates the walls. The front desk looks almost like a cathedral, surrounded by golden perfect-bodied feminine statues with Sasha-like faces swimming gleefully in a sea of fire. Everywhere I look, women strut in high heels and short skirts or minidresses, rushing urgently but gracefully to get their work done. They all slow dramatically when they see myself, Sasha, and Madison, sending us all looks of desperate need and obedience. 

Overhead is a massive series of screens, one rectangle for each floor of the glass tower. It seems like the offices all revolve around them so that each desk must face them. It features mostly pictures of Sasha, then Madison, then Sasha and Madison, and finally the rest of the cheerleaders. 

Insane, arrogant, insanely arrogant, and insanely arrogantly hot slogans run beside the photos. 

A photo of Sasha staring imperiously: I'm only watching you because you're pretty enough to look at. 

A photo of Madison and Sasha kneeling before a massive phallic statue: Reinforce family values whenever you can. 

Madison and Sasha in their uniforms, under bright lighting, while the rest of the team is shown in shadow: Leadership means obeying your superiors first. 

Then it changes to a video. My heart thumps instantly; it's Sasha in a bright blue dress, doing one of those corporate interior ad things, like where they tell you what a great time it is to be a part of the company. We see her in an office, a beach, a mountain, and a deciduous forest. They clearly shot on location. 

Wilhelm, Wilhelm and King is the most desired employment destination on the planet. Did you know we employ over fifty thousand young women, hard workers who are pretty enough to meet our minimum qualifications, to sift through the incredible amount of resumes and video applications we receive daily?

Even though there are literally millions of applicants a day, I chose you. You could so easily be replaced, but if you work hard and look as beautiful as possible, you're making sure someone else will be instead.

You're just good enough to work here. She winks elaborately. I promise!

Fuck.

Three clerks wait there at the standing desk, patiently staring at us with wet lips and lust in their bright young eyes. The desk is spotless transparent glass, so I have a full view of their incredible bodies. None of them can be older than nineteen, and yet they wear cleavage-baring silk blouses, tiny designer skirts, diamond jewelry everywhere, and tall tall heels with impossibly thin stilettos. 

“Is it part of the dress code to wear such provocative outfits?” I ask.

“Oh, you mean the diamonds?” She laughs. “It’s a bonus for working here, and a status symbol. They don’t have to wear diamonds, but why wouldn’t they? They’re a girl’s best friend, and it lets everyone in their lives know that my girls are superior to others.”

I didn’t see it, but she’s right—every woman I see is wearing diamond earrings, or bracelets, or pendants, or necklaces, or anklets, or waist chains...

Decorated. For me. Shining and pretty, showing themselves off as pure trophies to be plucked and collected. 

“Plus,” she whispers. “They're not even the good stones. Not that they know, of course. I reserve the flawless ones for myself and Madison and top cheerleaders.”

And the stones are from mines that Sasha owns. It's not even an expense to dish them out like this; it's just an offloading of excess inventory. 

“No,” I shake my head. “I mean...the heels. The skirts. The tiny dresses. The cleavage...”

Sasha laughs. “Oh darling. How else would women dress?

My brain expands in that moment, this new reality that Sasha had me wish for finally starting to hit home. Their wardrobe and Sasha’s comment brings in a flood of images to my mind about how Sasha owning controlling stakes in the world’s media corporations has shaped the public perception of femininity and masculinity. 

Gorgeous model-worthy newscasters with perfectly coiffed hair and cleavage on display, always displayed they shamelessly and convincingly blame every social problem on the poor and the ugly and on the infirmity of today's 'so-called men'. That's how they put it. 

Every sitcom, talk show, award-bait drama, and blockbuster movie filling minds young and old with the importance of a woman’s appearance, submission to truly masculine men, and endless fitness and beauty routines. 

One of the most popular shows on television is Fitness for Murder, an hour-long mystery series where the detective is a fitness model. All the victims are inevitably young, innocent, gorgeous, likable young women, murdered cruelly by jealous, ugly, often fat and scarred women. 

The show’s protagonist, a dynamite redhead who was a model under Sasha’s tutelage for years, spends roughly thirty minutes of the show’s runtime working out in different environments with close-ups of her ass, tits, and other parts of her sweaty body before donning a hot, tight outfit (another ten minutes) going to the police station, and accusing the ugliest woman in the room. 

She is always right to do so, as even if her accused is innocent of that crime it comes out that they’re guilty of another, often more heinous crime. She has a firmly committed relationship with her boyfriend and then fiance and then husband, who is never actually shown on camera—just a shadowy figure that she spends several minutes an episode swearing undying erotic loyalty to. They have cute problems like how she doesn't think the girl he wants for a threesome is hot enough for his incredible cock, or an ugly girl has moved next door so the protagonist has to frame her for murder so that her Man won't be subjected to looking at her filthy visage.  

Also notable is that most of the female perpetrators aren’t even all that fat or ugly, if at all—their normal, un-glamorous looks are derided as close to shocking or monstrous, and their weights running above one hundred and twenty-five pounds seen as hedonistic to the extreme.

This is just one example, but there are dozens of these types of shows starring drop-dead gorgeous female protagonists hunting down plain jane women for the crime—in essence—of not being sexy enough. And that’s not even counting the talk shows, news programs, and sitcoms that all carry the same heated, biased messaging. 

Sitcoms regularly feature beautiful women in the dating world, trying somehow to find the “perfect” man—whose description somehow fits me perfectly—and lambasting all the normal men they find as fat, slovenly, lazy, weak, effeminate, boorish, boring, and stupid.

Public utilities and housing are free for women living on their own or without men in many parts of the country, as is education in a few dozen Sasha-owned colleges and universities (where, naturally, all of the country's leadership is farmed from).

And of course, Sasha also purposefully sabotages all the counter-culture messaging by using shadow corporations to fund media promoting body positivity and equality between the sexes. She then hires awful and unlikable actors, employs terrible writers, and distributes poorly-run media campaigns, and then bombs these in think-tank funded internet spam reviews so that the popular conception is that the movement is both untenable and unwanted. She then completely ignores the efforts of the body positivity movement in the Sasha-owned major media outlets (which is all of them). 

Meanwhile, her news outlets run programming for both sides of the aisle—the ones that firmly believe women should be flawless and fertile and subservient, and the ones who believe that women should be submissive and gorgeous and utterly fit. Naturally, both sides are argued by utterly beautiful, impossibly-groomed, luxuriously-dressed women in ultra-high definition.

It should be noted that between this polarization, there is the very firm and unspoken belief that the available “men” in the world are utterly without value. All promises and desire and rhetoric around submission and subservience relates only to the Ideal Man, a philosophical idea and religious figure and patriarchal overlord all rolled into one. And yet like all societies, it creates its own unstoppable force of inertia through a fundamental contradiction.

Although it is a completely matriarchal society, with the available men little more than slaves (most new births are genetically engineered from scratch without the use of a single “devolved” male in the process), all this matriarchy is clearly waiting, on hands and knees (very literally, in their churches), for one Man. 

The Perfect Man. 

Me.

The two sides of the aisle run debates constantly and between the two of them, completely control congress. There is no house of representatives—abolished, because the populace is too busy ensuring they are physically perfect—and Senators are appointed for life-time terms from the nominations by the Board of Supreme Businesses. 

You can guess who that's run by.

Somehow, despite the two party's vocal disagreements on funding public education or creating a clear rights system for workers, there is always enough money to completely subsidize nearly all of Sasha's businesses without a single argument and to fund wars to utterly exterminate the industrial and military capacity of men-friendly countries. There are several, several countries who have been literally bombed into the stone age,with enormous walls built on their borders to keep them inside until they “learn their lesson.”

There is one universal luxury—screens. Specifically, smartphones and flat screens. There are enough built for everyone. Programming is optional, sort of. Is it optional if one megalomaniacal super-cheerleading ultra-goddess controls the five channels and apps you have available? They can't be turned off or muted, they track everything, and they constantly drip out propaganda about ideal females and males and the impossibility of ever being either. 

Book publishers who dare to distribute anything contrary to Sasha's ideals have their families threatened or disappeared. It’s an open secret that Sasha’s grip on the government is all but total, a cabal of global leaders either helplessly in love with her, blackmailed, threatened, or buried underneath so much leverage from the constant weight of her other monetary interests that going against her will is suicide. 

This, all of this, has led to a world in which beautiful, glamorous women wear skimpy, hot outfits to work as a matter of course—the same way they might have, in my original reality, worn make-up every day or had dinner in the evenings. It’s just what is done. 

The receptionists—all three of them, each one more than beautiful enough to have been some kind of starlet or model in the before-world—tremble as they await Sasha's words and my reaction. They exist in a constant state of perfect lust and abject terror. They are obsessed with Sasha and everything about her, grew up idolizing and worshiping her, and live their dream by being able to be so close to her; and they are absolutely terrorized every second of every day by the thought that they may lose their job.

“I run their thoughts,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “Every last one. And you run me.”

My cock swells at her touch, her words, her lips brushing against my ear. The women working in the building—and it is all women I, I notice—stop dead in their tracks when they see me. I am the ultimate Alpha Male to them, the end-all be-all of masculinity, and the wanton lust in their face fills the air with palpable heat. 

Sasha has trained them, all of them, to my image and form. They flinch, flex, sigh, and soak their panties reflexively. Even the most off-the-grid woman (which is illegal, by the way) would know my form from acres of textbooks every girl is required to read about The Perfect Male. 

A beautiful young Korean girl approaches us wearing a sharp navy suit in the same miniskirted, diamond-clad Sasha style I’ve now come to expect. She’s clearly bright, and very pretty, though probably—in this world of super-goddesses I now fuck on command—she could stand to lose about ten pounds. Her name is Rebecca.

“Madam,” she says, deliberately looking at Sasha’s feet. “Thank you so much for being here today. I have your agenda,” she holds out a sheet, “and I would love to know what the office won’t be eating for lunch.”

“Mommy orders big meals to tempt the weak and weed them out,” Madison explains in my ear, squeezing my bicep when I grip her cunt harder at the revelation. 

“Rebecca,” Sasha says to her assistant, “we’re having a team meeting in five minutes. Make sure everyone attends.” She looks her up and down and turns to me. “What do you think, Darling?”

“About fucking her?”

Madison squeezes my cock through my pants. “Yeah, Daddy. Does she excite you?”

“Naturally.”

Rebecca is blushing furiously, clutching her fists.

I shrug. “Well...”

I don’t want to be mean right in front of her; Sasha has no such qualms.

“It’s just as I thought. Too thick, is it? Easily rectified. Rebecca?”

She whimpers, eyebrows raising to indicate she’s paying attention. 

“Check yourself into the nearest weight-loss clinic. A few months of reinforced fasting might assist your weight problem. And pack up your things. Remember to give that nice office space you have to the prettiest girl you know about on your way out.”

Rebecca whimpers once again in acquiescence, as if she’s known this had been coming for months. I watch her leave with Madison’s pawing eagerly at my straining bulge. 

“Stupid bitch,” says Madison. “Disappointing you like that. What did she think was going to happen, Daddy?”

Madison as a seductive, evil force is more distracting than I’d like. I try to focus on the present.

“Reinforced fasting?” I ask. 

“Emphasis on the enforced,” says Madison. “It was my idea, Daddy. I just thought all those fatties should have somewhere to go to help them out. Or at least get rid of them quietly. So many weaklings die without food. But if they’re not going to be able to even make you hard, what’s the point of their lives anyway?”

I’m not an evil person, I swear. Everybody should be given a fair shake in this world, and it’s hard enough living without being judged all the time. 

But Sasha and Madison’s judgment makes me stupidly fucking hard and horny, not to mention how they’re inexorably beyond ever being on the negative end of any consequences for it. That kind of unfair power makes my thoughts swim in a sea of lust, and knowing they’re eternal and so am I is fucking me right up. 

I start kissing Madison hard—somehow we end up in the elevator and my cock enters her virgin-tight cunt rough and hard. Standing up, pushing her against the glass elevator, everyone in the office who dares to look can see me fucking my hot young teenage wife. Her legs wrap around me, and I shunt and shuffle until I'm able to get the position to hold her tight and push her against Sasha. 

I want to look at them both. 

I'm so stupidly turned on. I've turned the world into some hellish slave-pit of hedonistic hyper-fascist capitalism. There's nothing that could be worse for the people even a little bit worse off than one of the receptionists here. The class and income drop between those receptionists and the next level down is staggering; it's enough to kill a buffalo. 

But I'm in control of who benefits and who doesn't. I'm in charge. Even if the stone was somehow taken away from me right this moment, I would have power forever. Wealth forever. Sasha and Madison forever. And a planet full of me-worshiping hyper-beauties obsessed with keeping this system in place so they could live out all their fantasies and religious beliefs about what women should be. 

Thrusting into Madison, I can't help but look at Sasha just behind her. Both of them looking at me with a loving, knowing, orgasmic gaze. Both of them so perfectly thin at the waist and thighs, allowing me to spread my thick, hard arms around them and crush their tit-heavy bodies into my heavy muscle mass. 

As the elevator ascends, we see the football team passing in the hall. They wear collars. Their bodies augmented with cybernetics and heavily roided-out musculature. They remind me of the bulls people use for bullfighting, the kind that wouldn't even exist as a species if they weren't kept alive to fight. Their shoulders and biceps over-sized, knuckles nearly dragging on the floor. I'm so strong that I could rip all of them limb from limb without breaking a sweat.

The girls in the office are all watching us, holding their tits and cunts, dripping, moaning, aching. Existing for the lust between my wives and me. The players, though, very obviously are looking down only. Some of them start to kneel and crawl. 

“They understand that if they look me in the eyes without permission, I’ll have them and their families disappeared,” Sasha explains in a heated whisper. “And if they look at any of our girls, I’ll have them chemically castrated. Of course, I had to prove my word once or twice, but everyone understands before too long.”

She smiles at my disbelieving look and at the way her explanation makes me fuck Madison harder.

Behind her, that massive screen that dominates the reception area plays her video again. 

You're just good enough to work here. 

Oh my fuck. She treats them all with such cruelty...she's inhuman...she's soulless...

Then the wink. I can't hold it in. Sasha winks in unison with the video. It melts my mind. 

“I promise,” she whispers.

She's a fucking monster...and she belongs to me. 

Madison is probably pregnant by the time the elevator stops at the top floor. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


The team meeting refers to the cheerleading team, of course. 

The conference room is basically the entire floor, minus space for storage and bathrooms. There is a massive one-piece carved wooden table at one end with plenty of chairs and an Olympic-sized swimming pool at the other. 

Look, I don't understand the pool either, but I've stopped asking questions like that when Madison's hand is on my cock all day. 

The entrance is in the middle of the room and each exterior wall is floor-to-ceiling glass. 

The fifteen women who walk in (they took the stairs) are each more gorgeous than the last. Each one wears something out of a runway show—designer skirts, luxury dresses, tall tall heels, lace and silk and leather and fur; all of it clinging to their impossible curves and shows off the tight fitness of their bellies. And yet even though their outfits are wildly different, there's something about them that is all the same. It takes me a moment to recognize it, although I'm staring openly at each beauty. 

They're cheerleading uniforms. The skirts or dresses are pleated, or their torsos are exposed, or there are little keyholes in the tops revealing their heavy cleavage, or they have race stripes on the side, or they're wearing thigh-high socks...

All these women are dolled up like high-luxury, impossibly top-end cheerleaders. 

Fuck.

Each one, in her own right, is an incredible celebrity in this world—the kind that would shut down traffic in a town just from a two-hour visit. They each boast incredible catalogues of websites with entire cities full of serves dedicated to their traffic and the millions of images of them flooding in per hour.

None of them hold a candle in direct competition with Sasha, of course—but any of them could be seen in a photo with her and not automatically be shamed into an endless black hole of embarrassment, and that’s saying something. 

They ooze elegance and class and—well, hard to describe it otherwise, but pep. They are cheerleaders, I suppose. They’re gorgeous, they’re desired all over the world, they’re in the most prestigious, exclusive beauty-based promotion in the world, and they belong in it, and they’re thrilled about it.

The girls downstairs? They're in mortal terror of losing their spots. 

The girls up here? Some of them have some fear, but most of them don't, and with incredibly good reason—again, while they're not as hopelessly gorgeous as Sasha or Madison (and no one is), they are the closest thing, which puts them far and above the hottest woman possible in the before-world. 

And they are, also, to a woman completely and totally filthy fucking rich and wealthy and always have been. So every single part of their lives has always been soft and coated in luxury, and often run in tandem with Sasha's or Madison's lives. They went to the same schools, organized the same military raids on striking laborers, collapsed the same rare-earth mineral mines to send messages to the same governments, seduced politicians all at the same time to end silly lazy things like weekends and mandatory vacation time for anyone with an income totaling less than five thousand a year (which is 95% of the population)...

Perhaps more relevantly, poisoned totally by Sasha's ineffable influence, they obsessed over me with one another and all had their first orgasm to the thought of me, often simultaneously with other girls just like them.

Walking in, each one smiles excitedly at Sasha, like she's their favorite sister or their personal BFF. Of course, she encourages this relationship to more easily manipulate them. Then their gaze goes to Madison, who probably is their BFF in most cases. She's just a touch less ruthless than her mother. 

But then their eyes fall on me. All fifteen, without fail, stop and choke up for a moment. Eyes moisten. Cheeks flush. Smiles flutter. Breasts heave in tiny silk blouses and threaten to bust through the delicate veneer of skintight jackets. At each one, Sasha pulls me closer and whispers a name. 

Delilah. Zara. Rosalia. Janet. Phoebe. Kimberly. Kristie. Whitney. Cindy. Naomi. Tatyana. Megan. Natalie. Violeta. Penelope. 

I had started off today thinking I would have a harem of professional cheerleaders. I knew the ones who had been on the team, but it's none of those girls. None of the ones from the before-world. Frankly? None of them, despite my frequent obsession over them alongside Sasha and Madison, are anywhere near the hotness levels of these fifteen. 

And now, because of Sasha’s power-hungry involvement, now what I’m faced with is owning a harem of...what do you even call this? 

They’re each fashion icons, trendsetters, and because of Sasha’s obsession with ensuring I have only pristinely hot, wealthy women serving me—both in incredible shape and fabulously wealthy. 

And young. Shit, are they ever. I think the oldest is only twenty-five. Most look to be closer to twenty.

“I have a firm cut-off at the age of twenty-seven,” she explains casually. “Anything older than that, besides me of course, and girls just tend to spoil, you know?”

Sasha again intuits my thoughts—or fuck it, maybe she just asked me to wish she was telepathic and forget about it. Hot either way.

“So that means,” says Sasha, “that girls usually quit around age twenty-six to avoid the dishonor of being asked to leave. That still nets them a few years in the media as personalities or influencers.”

Most of these influencers cash in their celebrity status to gleefully be used as a mouthpiece celebrating Sasha's hyper-capitalist, authoritarian state. Sasha has promised them revivification—becoming young again, young forever, like her—as a reward. 

She doesn't have to, and they both know it. They're all true believers. The fucked up way this world is, completely on its side in abject worship of my glory? They love it. They love the humiliation and squalor of inferiors, and they love their own superior position and the beauty and power they hold. It's the only way they understand society working at all. 

The girls don't know how to approach me. They gather at one side of the massive table. I remember dances, vaguely—I've fucked with reality a lot—when I was in school, where boys would all huddle and see who would be brave enough to ask the one girl to dance. It reminds me of that. They're chatting excitedly, biting their lips, giggling, tossing their hair, flashing please fuck me eyes in my direction constantly.  

A jaw-dropping blonde wearing a nearly-sheer white pleated sundress and tall, tall strappy white heels approaches. Her skin is flawless and shiny, her hair cut to a medium length showing the luscious density of each golden strand. 

“This is Zara,” Sasha tells me again, smiling and holding out her arm to hug her in a long, tit-crushing embrace. “She’s from Sweden. She's nineteen. You just had to immigrate here once you heard about our team, didn’t you doll?”

“Well,” Zara giggles. “I’ve been watching the shows since forever ago. The cartoons and everything. They just shaped everything I've ever thought.”

Zara's eyes are bright and blue and they remain fixated on me with everything she says. 

“The cartoons?” I ask. 

“Certainly. Beauties vs. Uglies. It’s in the sixteenth season. I still watch it sometimes!” Zara laughs. “I just never get tired of seeing the Beauties win. They’re sooo much better than the Uglies. It’s so funny to watch them fail and fail and never be as good as sexy, beautiful women were born to be.”

Brainwashing. This is propaganda on a massive scale. My cock throbs, and Madison is right there to squeeze it. 

“You deserve this, Daddy.” She whispers so only I can hear her. My absolute bucket-full of cum still swims in her virgin-tight cunt. “All this, and so much more.”

Zara, openly flirting with me, grips my forearm. “You’re definitely someone who likes Beauties way more than Uglies, aren’t you?” 

Her profile is some kind of AI-generated conception of “most symmetrically perfect blonde ever.” My stiff, aching cock is uncomfortably turgid just from looking at her. 

And, of course, from Madison still stroking it and insisting I deserve to fuck her full of babies.

This kind of woman wasn’t out of reach for me before—she was outside of my ability to even conceive. I’m not going to lie, she is probably hotter than Sasha used to be, or perhaps ever was in the reality I left more than a day ago. 

Her entire existence, designing herself from an early age to be nothing but a piece of aesthetic perfection, has paid off with brilliant genetics and what must be a torturous workout regime. Or, torturous for anyone else; I doubt Zara has any problem with it. She could probably do push-up handstands in her sleep for three days straight. She is fit.

“I just don’t see the point of looking at anyone ugly when there’s girls like Sasha around,” I say. “Or you.”

Zara titters, clearly pleased to be brought into the same compliment as Sasha. 

“You’re such a charmer.” She turns to Sasha. “Is it him?”

Sasha nods. Zara turns back to me and barely contains a lusty squeal. She clasps her hands to her chest, shaking excitedly.  

“Oh, I knew it! I knew it, I knew it, I knew it! I knew it from how big he was when he came in, the way you’ve been hanging off him.” She bites her lip. “I can’t believe you didn’t call me.”

Sasha wraps herself around me even tighter. “Yes you can.”

“Y-yes,” Zara stutters, clearly afraid of having insulted Sasha. “Of course I can, darling. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant—”

“I know what you meant.” Sasha's tone remains warm and congenial; I can tell she genuinely likes Zara. “To be frank, my love, we had our hands full just with the three of us.”

“Oh, yes, of course.” Zara's eyes get misty. “It's so lovely. You three, you're really together, aren't you?”

They both nod excitedly, showing off the diamond rings I materialized on their fingers earlier. 

“Oh my god!” Zara claps her hands. Her tits bounce fetchingly. “I just want you to know, sir—that I know I'm a catch. I know I'm incredible. I know I'm better than everyone here except for your wives.” She licks her lips. Her arrogance obviously turns herself on. It turns me on. “But I will never threaten Sasha or Madison's primacy for your love, my King. Not in fact, without question, and certainly not in intent. To be the third-favorite of the Glory that is You? The one we have awaited?”

Just to catch you up, the Swedish knockout with the absolutely perfect facial features and objectively flawless body is referring to me in both religious and royal terms and coating every syllable in abject lust, love, and worship. 

“Oh, Sir. Oh, my King. My Lord. Such a fate would be beyond my wildest dreams if I were a plebe like some of the others here.” She casts shade to the other girls gathered behind her, and I almost fuck her right then and there. “It is not beyond my wildest dreams. I know my worth. Worshiping at Sasha and Madison's feet, while they are at your feet, is my only dream.”

She's pushed all the way into me. I'm groaning. 

Madison whispers in my ear, almost sub-audible: 

Fuck her, Daddy. You can fuck her right now and no one would stop you. You Deserve to fuck her. You Deserve her praise. Her worship. You are her king. Won't you fuck her? Please let me watch you...

Zara's tits, heavy, press against my chest, and a big button from her dress pops undone. 

“Gosh, darling,” says Sasha. “Zara is really earning her raise.”

“My raise?” Zara asks, still locking eyes with me. 

“Master just fucked Madison, but he's hard now, all raised up. That deserves its own raise, doesn't it? How much more, baby? How much should we pay Zara to be on your team?”

I somehow have the information already in my my mind—she's already paid over thirty million dollars a month. I groan. 

“I have so many followers,” says Zara. “Particularly in Europe. Can you imagine what they'll do, knowing I belong to you? Can you just think of how many girls will need to immigrate here right away to somehow have a shot with you?” Her voice gets dangerously low. “Can you think of how easy it will be to breed them?”

Three of them. Three urging, eager seductresses. I can't stop groaning. No wonder Sasha likes this girl. She's made her into a monster of her own design—which I guess, in a way, is a monster of my design. 

Sasha is insistent. “Should we double her salary?

“Nine,” I grunt at last, staring helplessly into Zara's bright blue eyes.  

“Nine million more dollars?” Sasha doesn't sound impressed. 

“Nine times more per month. Do it.”

“That would make her one of the most wealthy women on the planet. Only surpassed by myself and Madison.” Sasha kisses my jaw and cheek. “That's so hot.” She turns to Zara. “Darling, won't you sit next to James at the table and negotiate the final terms of your new contract? I'm sure Madison could assist you. I need to address the girls.”

Fuck. Sasha has something to say.

I should have thought of this. I should have anticipated it. She's going to go mad with wishes again. I'm still mentally slapping myself as I sit down and Zara and Madison slide on to either of my massive thighs, unzipping my cock beneath the table and stroking. Their fingers are long, but their hands are tiny, and they look even tinier against my massive cock. I watch Sasha as she struts slowly, effortlessly, around the gathered cheerleaders.

I should stop this. Instead, I just watch, horny and dumb, stroked stupid by two teenage goddesses.

“I’ve advised you all for years now to not have boyfriends. Some of you decided not to listen to me. Those of you who did have boyfriends, I advised you to starve them of sex. And again, some of you decided not to listen to me.” 

I know—I don't know how I know but I do know—that sex is the term given to some male slave (a single woman using a regular male slave calls him a “boyfriend”) using a dildo on their female owner. The idea of a man actually using his penis to fuck his owner is beyond taboo. 

Sasha continues to strut and looks over at me with lust and love in her beautiful face. I love watching her hips move. She’s a marvel. 

“And now, today, those of you who trusted me are to be rewarded. The more you trust me, the more I will reward you. Those of you who still have boyfriends? Contact them now and break it off. Do so permanently. You have one minute.”

I count seven girls busting out their phones and taking care of business. “Breaking up with a boyfriend” means selling them back to the market, or just exterminating them. 

Mentally, I put the girls who had such a male in their lives on the bottom of my list. 

Zara, without pausing in stroking me for even a second, calmly procures her phone from her bag and slides it down the table to me, unlocked. There’s a photo of her as the background; her brilliantly tight tanned body in a bridal lingerie selfie. It fades to another photo—her on her knees, begging, in bridal lingerie again. 

“I had them taken just for you. No one has ever seen these.” She whimpers as she strokes me harder, faster. “Every photo I've ever had taken of me, I've only ever thought of you, my King.”

No one told her to call me that. She just does. 

It's so stupidly hot. 

“So here’s the situation,” says Sasha. “This is James. He is in incredible shape. He is stellar in bed—I don’t think I’ve cum so much in my entire life before meeting him, and now I’ve lapped my record quite a few times. His cock is enormous. He’s the most wealthy man alive. He’s so, so fucking handsome. And I belong to him with my whole body, mind, and soul, forever.”

She takes a full thirty seconds just to stare at me, eyes wet with worship, after she says this. Madison and Zara stroke me as she does and it’s everything I can do not to cum right there. 

No one, not a fucking soul, dares to interrupt Sasha or ask to her move the explanation along. They all know their place.

Eventually, Sasha continues. 

“My darling, perfect, incredible man here can make any change he wants to reality as we know it. He has a wishing stone. I must admit to some fogginess in my head about it, but I’m fairly certain he’s the reason we’re all here right now. Isn’t that right, darling?”

I nod.

“So, you’ve made me this fabulously wealthy my entire life? You ensured I had nothing but wealth, glamour, and the worship of you filling my brain for the entirety of my existence, leading me to use all my power and influence to ensure that the women here, today, were as gloriously sexy and submissive as possible?”

I nod again. 

“You see? Because of him, I’m the world’s wealthiest person, and the most beautiful.”

“You were already the most beautiful,” I correct her. “But now you’ll always be that way.”

“Oh, yes. That. Have you noticed how I don’t age? How I look exactly the same as I do since I was eighteen? Isn’t that marvelous? I don’t have to worry about aging, or gaining weight, or wrinkles, or flab, or stretch marks, or any of that plebe-stuff. I’m just better, all the time. And it’s because of my darling husband.”

A chorus of excited whispers fill the room. Every single woman stares at me with wet, abject worship and need.

“And he can change more. So much more. And he loves it when I suggest things.”

Oh fuck. Here it comes. I start to try to shut Sasha down, but Madison slides down and across my lap, sliding my cock into her incredible mouth and quickly massaging my cockhead with her trembling esophagus. Zara, jealous but cooperative, coos and pumps Madison's mouth up and down by holding her thick hair. 

“There's just so many possibilities. Gosh, like, wouldn’t it be amazing if every girl here was a princess or a queen, darling?” Sasha suggests. “They could each have a little theme, couldn’t they? One could have a little regency where they do nothing but rule over the ruby trade, and another emeralds, another sapphires...” She is closer now, smiling, and uses her fingers to gently guide Madison's head. She doesn’t have to, Madison is incredible at sucking my cock all by herself, and Zara is already helping, but all of them and me enjoy it immensely. “...Of course, they all pay tribute with seventy-percent of their profits and stones to me, but that would still leave them billionaire queens, wouldn’t it?”

It’s hard to speak. She fucks me up so much. Aren’t I in charge? Do I fucking care? 

“What if,” Sasha says excitedly, “each of you girls came up here and made a little suggestion to your new Master? He’ll grant your wishes, I promise. All you have to do is turn him on. He loves it when girls love themselves and their own beauty, like I do...and of course he loves me.”

“Mistress,” Zara raises a hand. “May I go first?”

Sasha claps her hands together excitedly. “Of course! My favorite blonde. Please. Show the rest of them how it's done.”

Every girl looks on with total jealousy. This is starting to feel like some ploy, like Zara and Sasha have had this planned for forever. But...it's just one wish, and that's all, right? How much could it be?

Zara bends herself over on the table before me. She’s thoughtful enough to leave her painfully tight dress down so I can push it up myself and explore the perfectly sculpted, exquisite shapes of her legs and ass. Her pussy, decorated in luxury black lace panties, is soaking wet. 

“I want it.” She looks back at me. “I want your cock...I want your power. I want the wealth. Please...I want you to give me more...I know I'm pretty enough to deserve it, aren't I?”

My thoughts feel thick. Sasha is whispering something in my ear I can't make out. I think I made Madison too fucking good at sucking cock.

“What?” I try to gather myself. 

The other cheerleaders gather up on the table to watch, all of them on their hands and knees. I groan. The entire conference room is swimming in submissive pussy pheromones.

“What if your seed was addictive, my King?” says Zara. “I wish it was.”

I stand up, trying to focus. Instead I just jam Madison's head into Zara's hot, exposed rear as I grope it and rip away her panties. Zara's tits hit the table, crushing them in that perfect way. I stop trying to hold onto control. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I nod. “I wish that too.”

Madison, on her knees, suddenly sucks harder. More urgent. More passionate. Sasha, at my side,  grinds her cunt more insistently on me. 

Where did my clothes go? I had a suit on. I'm just naked muscles now. Zara is so fucking hot. I don't care. 

“Oh, here's one,” says Zara. “Master, what if your sperm changed us? Made us hotter, younger, and tighter for you all the time? So that no matter what, we were always getting sexier for you? I wish it was that way”

My cock already makes women become the perfect fit for me, but this suggestion goes beyond that, improving their beauty as well. 

Grunting, precum spurting everywhere, I push Madison off my cock and slide into Zara's waiting, hot body. She's so tiny and flexible that she turns and kisses me desperately as I bend over on top of her, grabbing my hands to run across her thick, milk-leaking tits. 

“I wish that too,” I groan. “Yeah. Yeah.”

Wasn't it supposed to just be one wish? But then, I haven't stopped fucking Zara yet. So why would she stop asking for wishes?

“Your empress,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “You remember what I said about precious stones. Your empress of emeralds. And rubies. And sapphires. And always has been. I wish that was Zara. She's such a perfect fit.”

Her pussy is so unbelievably tight it takes my breath away. What the fuck are they doing in Sweden? Good lord. 

“But...you...Madison...”

“Your Goddess?” Sasha purrs. “Your High Priestess? I think we are secure in our positions. I just wish Zara was the Empress of all Rare Stones, as we discussed.”

Didn't she say that responsibility would be shared?

Zara wraps her legs around me, pulling me tighter, screaming in pleasure. I'm melting her mind with one cum after another. The cheerleaders around her are, appropriately, cheering her on. 

Oh, fuck it.

“I wish that too.”

Instantly, Zara is layered in jewelry. She wears a tiny ruby waist chain. Her blond hair is longer, a net of sapphires highlighting the gold underneath. Teardrops of emeralds appear around her neck, decorating her clavicles and cleavage. 

“What if,” Zara moans, orgasming again, her azure eyes wild and delirious. “you were the only man? The only virile man, I mean. What if all future generations were derived entirely from your seed?”

Sasha likes that a lot. “Oh my god. Yes. Everyone completely dependent on you and you alone. We could sell your seed for millions of dollars a vial. Only the richest would be able to afford it...” she smiles, grinding and kissing and whimpering. “And only beautiful women will be rich in our world. Won’t that be amazing?”

I’ve just become a wish pump for Sasha and Zara; I do not fucking care. Every wish she has me make further reinforces her twisted view of what the world should be, and it’s so thoroughly evil that it should make me sick. Instead, I’m just lost in the way she’s looking at me, dreamy-eyed, like a heartsick teenager with the biggest crush in the world, while I fuck a woman who isn’t her. 

She loves that I’m fucking Zara, loves that I’m spreading my seed around to other fertile women, loves that her Man is so masculine and strong that he takes whoever he wants. 

And she loves—absolutely loves—that she gets first pickings of my seed at any time, and gets to dictate the terms of my harem to her delight. 

“I wish that too.”

Cumming explosively, I grip Zara’s hips hard. Madison and Sasha, clutching me tight, cum with me at my insistence and power. The entire room of beautiful women feels like it melts into me, cumming when I do, all of them moaning and gasping with orgasmic delight at the fact of my seed spilling into a fertile belly.

For several minutes, all of us just push into one another. A pile of beautiful, perfectly-designed bodies. The entire harem leaning in on me, aching for me, whispering. 

Master...You’re the one...You’re the King...We Love You...We Always Loved You...

And through it all I embrace Sasha and Madison, my two top girls, letting their plush lips against my skin calm my heart beat and bring me back down to something resembling reality. 

I’ve just bankrupted the sperm bank of humanity; holy shit. I can’t imagine that’s going to be good. Maybe I should undo it? Maybe I should...

“I’m so lucky to be the wife of the only true man in the whole world,” says Sasha, kissing my chin.

“The only one,” says Madison, kissing her mother even as she kisses my chest and neck. “We're such lucky, lucky girls.”

What was I thinking about? 

Zara turns, moaning, wrapping her legs around me once more. She is clearly ready to go again, to claim more of my seed for herself and, in doing so, deny others the same privilege. The sweaty flush of her skin pulls me in; I ache immediately to give her what she wants. 

“What if,” Sasha purred, stroking my cock right over Zara’s cunt, “you were even more powerful? Think of it, darling. Think of how much we—"

“Enough!”

There’s an incredible flash of light and a sound of thunder—an explosion in the conference room that reverberates through the entire office. Several windows shatter. The walls crack. 

Two illustriously gorgeous, alien beings emerge from the smoke, blue electricity crackling all around them. Both wear some kind of skintight armored leotard; one wears white, the other black. They look almost like humans, but are taller, tinier in the abdomen, their limbs longer, and their faces without age. 

The one wearing white steps forward. “No more. By the High Counselor, you have to stop this madness!” She waves a hand at me, and something invisible constricts itself around my mouth and throat. “This is not why we gave you this power.”
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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:

Beauty Potion – The Cheerleader

Beautiful cheerleader Lola wakes up bound and gagged in a dark basement. Naturally, she’s terrified and needs to escape—but she can’t figure out why she’s so aroused at the same time. The man who captured her has an offer—become his erotic servant, willingly, and he will make her beautiful and young forever. All she has to do is drink his seed...

Wishful Thinking – Taboo Harem

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

Watch Me – Evil Shrink

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

Harem Faerie Tales - Bimborella

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

Watch Me – Man of The House

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

Harem Faerie Tales – Succ-U Bus

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

Watch Me – Instant Harem

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

Harem Faerie Tales – Captured Princess

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

Trophy Wife Initiative – Homewrecker

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

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

Overflowing Delights – A Bundle

A glorious collection of TWENTY hot stories featuring sexy women becoming lactating goddesses, dripping in milk and aching to serve their Man with their ultra-fertile bodies!

Trophy Wife Initiative – The Bundle

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

Virgin Delights – A Bundle

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

Hypno Headset – A Bundle

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

Just 18 Delights – A Bundle

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

Fertile Delights – A Bundle

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

Succubus Harem – The Bundle

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

Bimbo Packages – The Total Package

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

Harem Desires – A Bundle

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

Bully Worship – The Complete Series

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

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

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

Alpha Male Desires

TWENTY amazing stories of Alpha Male dominance and the hot, fertile women they bang into perfect worshipful submission!
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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!
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        Beautiful cheerleader Lola wakes up bound and gagged in a dark basement. Naturally, she's terrified and needs to escape—but she can't figure out why she's so aroused at the same time. The man who captured her has an offer—become his erotic servant, willingly, and he will make her beautiful and young forever. All she has to do is drink a "beauty potion" that he makes himself. Of course this is insane, and she wants to say no.But, he's incredibly handsome, and his member is the sexiest thing she's ever seen, and the other women in his burgeoning harem are immortally gorgeous and passionately sing his praises...would it really be so bad to be sexy, happy, young, and his property forever with a fertile harem of other in-love ultra-babes?


    
	    
	      
	      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
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