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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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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!
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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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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?
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WATCH ME – MAN OF THE House

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

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

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

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

––––––––
[image: image]


WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author! 

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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I DIDN’T THINK I WOULD go through with it, with any of it—with the wishes, the changes, the darkness—but then I see the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in person at the grocery store. The woman I’ve been obsessed with, at a distance, for my entire adult life. 

Sasha Wilhelm.

Tall. Incredibly fit. A little older than me, approaching her early thirties. The kind of face that looks deliberately polished, like you see all the time with women who have jobs in something to do with their aesthetics. 

She’s built like a dancer, lean and narrow and willowy, but I know she’s a cheerleader. A professional cheerleader for the pro football team in my town, the job she landed after winning the regional, national, and world-wide beauty queen contests more than a decade ago. 

Hair feathered and long, deep shiny chestnut brown, and perfect posture. I mean perfect posture, supported by years of long, slow, arduous workouts meant to completely define her musculature for showing off. I’ve never seen a waist so tiny on a woman in person; hell, maybe not even in pictures. Wearing tight black yoga tights with shiny silver strips on the side; a knot-tied white t-shirt to show off her incredible abs and lovely bust and a short leather jacket that puts a spectacular framing on her form. Tall, delicate high heels make her tower over every other woman in the store literally, while her beauty and wealth make her tower metaphorically.

I’ve just gotten here; I was taking a walk after my encounter with the weird masked stranger, thought of my empty fridge at home, and decided to fill up my stomach before I made any real decisions about fucking with reality with a wishing stone. 

Had I thought about Sasha Wilhelm as I walked home?

All your wishes, probable or implausible, yours to devour and enjoy.

That’s what she promised me, the stranger. So yeah, I had thought a little about the woman who I’ve been obsessed and crushing on my entire adult life, the woman I have a catalog of thousands of photos of in very organized folders on my computer, the woman whose gorgeous face I could draw from memory and still never do it the justice she deserves. 

But actually being with her because of wishes felt cheap somehow, my adult brain told me. When you actually encounter a fantasy in reality, it often turns more into a nightmare. How many women have fantasies of sex with awful, toxic overbearing men? They would rather have a heart attack than actually live out those fantasies—that's why they're fantasies. 

I was starting to think that I would be better off wishing for a reasonable stock portfolio, or a high-paying career built on an abundance of mastered skills, that kind of thing. 

Of course, that very adult, reasonable decision-making process fell to pieces at the first beautiful woman I see—and the object of years of obsessive lust besides. 

And listen—can you blame me? How often do you see a beautiful woman? Not just an attractive woman—no offense to them, but there are lots of those. 

But this girl—this woman—isn’t just attractive. She’s beautiful. There’s a difference; it’s why sculptors will spend years of their life trying to recreate aesthetic perfection and end up with something abstract instead of accurate; real beauty is ethereal, ephemeral. It’s difficult if not impossible to quantify, but you see it in the way that a truly gorgeous woman turns her head, adjusts her blouse, reaches out to look at a box of cauliflower pasta...

I realize I’m staring at Sasha, the way I’ve done on my screens for years. She puts down the pasta box and grabs another. After a moment, she notices me staring and has no reaction; she’s used to it, I’m sure. 

And maybe it’s that—that lack of reaction—that fills me the most with the desire to act. She’s not repulsed, afraid, or intrigued. I’m nothing to her, less than a threat and not even a curiosity. There’s no respect whatsoever for the desire inside me, the lust that fills me and has filled me with years at her incredible form. 

“I wish she wanted to flirt with me,” I say softly, holding the stone tight in my hands, “and that she thought I was the most attractive guy she’s ever seen.”

The stone is small and white, about the size and shape of four quarters stacked on top of each other. It’s smooth, and strangely cold—only, when I say the wish, suddenly it’s not. It’s hot in my hands—right beneath scalding, like a shower that is pleasantly almost-too-warm.

But nothing happens. She keeps walking, her magnificent ass swaying from side to side. 

Every wish has a price, and you must name it.

That’s what the stranger told me. 

Your soul. Your life. Or, the soul or life of others. 

It works in slices, she told me. The bigger the wish, the bigger the slice. 

And—okay, here’s the weird part. 

Holding the stone? I can sort of sense how big of a slice it will take. It’s not much, a fraction of a fraction of a fraction. I guess making a woman hot and bothered enough to flirt isn’t that big of an ask for a stone that can reshape reality.

I don’t really want to take any part of my soul away, and I certainly am never going to take from the lives of others. So there’s only one choice. It feels like it will only be a few weeks anyway.

“My life,” I say. “I pay the price with—”

I don’t even have to finish the sentence. I feel something lifted from me, a distant emptiness that runs away into the shadows on the backs of a wind only I feel. 

It’s a mistake, I realize right away. It’s stupid, it’s wrong to do that. What was I thinking? Just to have a pretty lady notice—

Then Sasha stops in her tracks, turns back around, and smiles at me.

It’s the sexiest fucking smile I’ve ever seen. Knowing; inviting; lustful. 

Totally worth it.

* * * * *
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WE INTRODUCE OURSELVES and do a little small talk. I was wrong all this time, looking at her from afar, she’s not beautiful; she’s flawless. Up close, she’s even hotter than I thought from years of stroking to her ultra high-definition image. Plus now, she’s smiling at me, touching my hand and arm, and playing with her hair. 

“That’s so funny that we just bumped into each other here.” She laughs. Her voice is lightly, beautifully dusted from her home country in Europe. “I can’t believe we’re almost neighbors!”

It’s very likely that people living near each other would go to the same grocery store, actually, but I’m not going to ruin her vibes. I may have—may have—chosen to live where I do because I thought it might to some kind of chance encounter where I saw her in person. 

Maybe. 

I know it sounds like I’m some kind of crazy stalker, and maybe I am. But believe me when I say that, prior to being able to wish my way around the planet, I had no plans to escalate further than just living near her (which sounds awfully bad when I say it all in a row like that). 

Like I said, actually talking to her would almost certainly ruin the fantasy. She’s married to a fucking football star (even if he is an adulterous moron); I’m a doughy software engineer. 

Why would I ever want to see that kind of disdain on her face if I actually tried to talk with her? I’ve seen the way she can sneer at others—cheerleaders on her team or men at highly-publicized parties who she finds uninteresting—and I’d do anything to never have her look at me like that. It would be heartbreaking, a complete undoing of years of research, attention, and affection. 

Besides, we’re not neighbors-neighbors. She lives in Fairville Heights, the nicest part of town. Even their gates have gates, and they're all ivory. 

I live one street over in the crappy apartment complex full of people who live in fear of the people who own the houses in her neighborhood deciding they don’t want cheap housing near them and getting us all evicted and having the complex bulldozed down. It’s happened before; it doesn’t pay to be poor in this town. 

The wealth on her is obvious; the diamond bracelet on her elegant, thin wrists. Pearl earrings. Rings of every kind on most of her fingers. Designer yoga tights from some ultra-lux boutique studio in New York; her leather jacket that looks like it costs more than my six-month income being a reasonably-employed computer janitor. 

“So what do you do?” I ask, feeling suave.

That’s a cool, correct thing to ask a flirty girl, right? What they do? I wish I knew. 

“Oh, I’m a cheerleader.” She smiles, gripping my bicep again and then laughs. “Oh, I mean, like a player coach? I’m the coach for the Queens. You know them?”

I struggle not to laugh, and settle for a little barely-controlled chuckling. 

Holy shit, do I know the Queens? I’ve just been following your entire career since you were eighteen and won Miss Globe in a landslide and turned down several offers to be Miss Globe-For-Life, Sasha; yeah, I might know a thing or two. 

Hell, I’d probably know about them even if I wasn’t pathetically fixated on Sasha. The only thing our stupid town puts money into is our football team, the Sovereigns—and they put all their money into it, as Sasha's outfit will attest to (although her gig as a social media influencer is certainly helping with that as well). 

They call their cheerleading team the Queens, I guess because someone decided that was super clever. Each Queen is sensationally hot. Every few months, one of them gets in trouble for causing too many fights at a local nightclub. The most recent troublemaker has been their latest recruit—Sasha's own adopted daughter, Madison. She raised Madison from birth and everyone thinks they're naturally related, including my cock when I stroke it nonstop to the pictures I've gathered of them wearing their cheerleading uniforms side by side. 

“Oh, wow.” I can’t stop staring at her heaving, perfect tits inside the tight confines of her top. I try to think of what someone cool in a movie might say. “I thought you had to be...you know, senior to be a coach.”

She smiles and punches me in the arm. “Flatterer.”

It was awkward, bold-faced flattery, but it was also rather honest. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have thought Sasha could be over twenty-nine, max. Maybe even as young as twenty-five. Her skin is shining, bright, and poreless. She looks AI-generated. I’m stupidly hard. My cock pushes against my jeans, straining to join in on the conversation. 

“So look,” I say, taking a chance. “Do you want to get out of here?”

She gives me a curious smile. “How do you mean?”

Summoning all my courage, I hold her hands. This is the most daring thing I’ve ever done, and I drive a forty year-old car on a four-lane highway every day to go to work. 

“You know I’m the most attractive guy you’ve ever seen, right?”

She whimpers just slightly. My hard-on swells. I can’t believe I just saw I creature this perfect whimper like that. 

Her voice drops the flirty facade and becomes very low. Her eyes downcast. “...yeah. Yes.”

“What do you want to do about that?”

She bites her lip. It’s plump, pillowy. I want to fall into them. “So, so many things, James. But...”

“But what?”

She holds up her left hand. “I’m...attached. And I’ve never felt so tempted. Like this. But I can’t be disloyal. That’s not who I am.”

I look again at the several rings that adorn her fingers; her digits are long and soft and mesmerizingly delicate. One of them is her wedding ring, but I honestly can’t tell. They’re all loaded with ice. I know her husband is rich as hell from his football contract with the Sovereigns. 

I was hoping, I guess, that her finding me so attractive would have affected her loyalty to her marriage. It’s admirable that it didn’t, to be honest, especially considering her shithole cheating husband—and her principles being so steadfast in the face of magical corruption only make me want her more. 

I want her principled lips wrapped around my cock; I want her loyalty unwavering to someone new. 

“Right,” I say. “Of course.”

“But,” she says, gulping. “I mean...I don’t know how to say this.” Her hands slide over mine. It’s so intense to have a woman like her want me like this. She draws my hand into her body. “I really wish I didn’t care about that, right now.”

“I wish that too,” I say, not thinking.

Shit.

And there it is again, in my head—the feeling of the different prices, the amount that each would take. It’s not quite a visual; it’s hard to explain. You know how when you’ve picked up a can of soda once, you know how heavy it will feel in your hand every time? It’s like that.

My life, I think. I pay with—

I gasp, feeling the month of my life leave my body—a month that will never be mine again. It’s chilling, excoriating, like a thousand atom-sized bullets running through my veins.

I can’t keep doing that one.

“What?” 

I’ve bent over; Sasha is checking on me. 

“James? Are you okay?”

“S-sure,” I say, winded. “Sorry, I just...”

Then I see the look in her eyes. Wet. Warm. Pleading. Needy.

She wraps her arms around mine, holding me tight.

“I need to take care of you,” she whispers in my ear. “I need it right now.”

We forget our groceries in the aisle.

* * * * *
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SHE REALLY DOES LIVE close by, and there’s no series of  one-way streets and extra-long traffic lights to deal with like there is in my crowded neighborhood. Nine and a half minutes later, I’m inside of Sasha’s house, on her blood red leather couch, with Sasha in my lap. Her living room is large and spacious behind two large walnut doors she shuts with no ceremony. A high-pile rug the size of a swimming pool is beneath us, blue and soft.

Her ass grinds into my crotch, my swelling cock straining against my pants to meet her. 

“I’ve never felt anything like this before.” Each whisper is a caress against my ear and cheek, her plush lips sliding against my skin. “I feel like my soul is on fire, I need you so, so bad...”

With each phrase, she punctuates her words with hot, easy grinding motions from her perfect round ass on my straining cock. Her cheerleading job means her abdominal muscle control has been perfected through years of training. 

I am trying to keep up, but mostly I am just amazed. Every few seconds I’m leaning into her neck to kiss her hungrily or groping her hefty bosom, but it’s hard to keep it up because she’s so into it. Every touch and kiss and feel makes her shudder with what appears to be a lifetime storage of lust and abandon. The look in her eyes is almost mad with desire; the wishing stone really did a number on her.  

“You’re so fucking hot,” she whimpers. “I can’t believe how sexy you are...”

Her lips run up and down my neck and finally her hands reach down to my pants. She’s a little puzzled, I think, by my reticence and lack of initiative. 

It’s not from lack of desire, I want to tell her—I’ve just never done anything like this before either. 

I’m not experienced at all. Like, zilch. As in—I’m a virgin, and I’m about to lose my virginity with the hottest woman I’ve ever met, the woman I’ve wanted my whole life, the woman I’ve closed down my entire social life just to stare at alone in my dark apartment and stroke to for hours.

Except when she grabs my cock through my pants, my straining needy aching shaft and head, I can feel the need to cum almost overwhelm me. 

I’m not...! Shit!

I can’t fucking believe this. I’m embarrassed to admit it. But I’m so excited, so overwhelmed with lust, that she’s going to make me cum in my pants. Fuck!

“I wish I could last as long as I want,” I say, barely audible. I’m hoping the sound waves don’t have to reach to the stone in my pocket, because I certainly don't want them to reach Sasha's ears. “Be as hard as I want, whenever I want.” 

After a moment, the stone burns again, letting me know it’s ready for the price to be taken. 

No more life, though; I fucking can’t. It’s too hard, too much. 

And the only other person here is Sasha—I’m certainly not fucking taking anything of hers. 

It’s my soul, then. How bad could it be to lose a little soul?

Almost as soon as I think that, I feel it whipped away. Some kind of spectral lash snapping, cracking, lashing it out of me. And though that hurts, for a moment, I feel...

I feel fine?

In fact, I feel better about doing this than I have this whole time. 

Guilt over busting up her marriage disappears. Mixed feelings about affecting her mind how I have go away completely.

This is fucking right to do. Sasha wants me. Sure, I made her want me, but who cares? If she wasn’t made to fuck me, I don’t know who was. And yeah, maybe she’s got a husband, but now she’s going to have a man, right? It’s exactly what she needs. 

Plus, he's a dumb bastard anyway—fooling around on this goddess when she clearly would have loved him if he knew how to treat her right. 

My cock swells underneath her, fully under my control. Surging with confidence, I lift up and toss Sasha down to the couch, where she giggles and squeals in anticipation. 

I lose the pants, and my cock springs free. Sasha eyes it with open delight and wet lips, whimpering, her fingers dancing in the air gesturing for more. 

But is it my imagination or is there...?

Just a flicker of disappointment in it?

I can see her point of view. To want me so horribly bad, to have imagined the man beyond all men who she has needed for so long, and then to see my soldier standing at attention. He’s nothing to be ashamed of, perfectly in line with the average, but he’s hardly worthy of the kind of attention this goddess of beauty deserves, is it?

Doesn’t it make sense for it to be bigger, for her? She’s so gorgeous. 

The familiar lines of obsession begin to hook into my vision, scouring over her gorgeous face, her slender body, her collarbones so wet and shiny with the sweat of her efforts. I've stroked to candids of her looking like this after cheerleading practice so many times—seeing it up front, now, makes my knees weak and my mind burn with helpless lust. 

Aren’t I being selfish if I don’t give this beautiful woman a truly monster cock to fuck her brains out? 

But what if it’s...too big? Isn’t that a thing? Aren’t there some women with smaller vaginas? I read that in the Kama Sutra I think. I don’t want to hurt her...

...but then, there was that flicker, that disappointment, that tiny modality of acceptance she had to go through...

Beneath me, she stares back at my body with all the lust in the world. She is the essence of beauty itself; I cannot believe I’m in this situation. How do I not take advantage? How do I not give this beautiful creature everything she could possibly deserve?

I grab her legs and tug her tights off, using the action to muffle my words from her. 

“I wish,” I say softly, “for my cock to be as big as I want, whenever I want, and for my precum and cum to change my partners so they fit me perfectly.”

Another lashing of my soul for the wish stone; in my lust, I hardly feel it.

The change is instantaneous—and Sasha, watching my cock already with growing lust and anticipation, notices immediately. Her eyes widen as it grows inches in length and girth, hard and proud and long and thick, suddenly pushing up firmly against her dripping wet pussy lips where it had not before. I can feel new muscles developing in my abdomen, buttocks, and thighs to accommodate the new weight and keep it steady. My body, formerly kind of shapeless, already has more definition to it.

“Oh...fuck...” she moans, hands grasping at the air around me. “Y-you have...you have to put that inside me, please?”

This is more of the reaction I wanted. 

Maybe it was some kind of error or cosmic mistake, to put a wishing stone in the hands of a regular joe virgin like me. What else was I going to do but give myself a giant cock and make myself irresistible to gorgeous women? 

I’ll leave those questions for later.

Now, I slide into Sasha, marveling at her tight slickness. Her abdomen ripples as I shove deeper and deeper in—she’s changing to accommodate me. 

Suddenly, she stiffens, gasping, crying out and clawing my back.

“Oh my god, sl-slow down, oh my god, I’m going to cuuuum...”

And she does, just like that. Her voice catches, pitching high and becoming a thrilling, gasping shout of my name over and over—“James, James, James, James...”

I’ve made my first woman cum, the first woman I’ve fucked; a beautiful woman. My confidence surges with my cock, my entire body riding the thrilling pulsations of her trembling, orgasming body beneath me. Her brilliant bright eyes hold my gaze, and she's searching my soul for meaning, for truth, for what the fuck is going on with this fuck. She is utterly and totally malleable for me, penetrated by me, and I have never felt more powerful. 

Her cunt tightens, pulses, squeezes. Holding my cock tighter and tighter, trying to milk my seed from me—but I don’t cum yet. 

I’m in control of when I cum now, and I want to see her cum more before I do. 

Slowly, I back out just a bit, and then shove back in—and she cums again.

Every part of the shocked, awe-struck expression she had doubles. Stars fill her vision. She kisses me harder than she ever has, and just five minutes ago she was making out with me like we were on a crashing plane. 

“O-oh oh my god, oh my god, oh my god—!”

Her voice is so fucking sexy. I love her accent.

What had I said? Not just to fit my cock, but to fit me perfectly. 

Apparently “perfectly” means “a single stroke makes her cum instantly.”

Fine by me.

“Do you want me to stop?” I ask, not really meaning it. Maybe it’s the soul I’m suddenly lacking, but I don’t really give a fuck what she says or thinks about the speed I fuck her. 

She shakes her head no. “Holy shit, please don’t ever stop...please keep going!”

And so I do—fucking her with more and more intensity and drive from one thrust to another. And each time—every time—this beautiful artwork cums for me and only for me. 

And I can’t help but want more. 

I should cum, first. I should cum in this completely willing, beautiful, professional cheerleader; I should impregnate her and make her mine before I do anything rash. 

I’m losing my mind. I don’t think I should do anything in this kind of situation except fuck—not make any big life decisions. Credit cards should be firmly banned from my hands.

But I’ve got a stone in my pocket that makes all my wishes come true, just so long as I’m willing to pay the price, and Sasha turns me on more than anyone I’ve ever met, seen, or been with. 

I want her, so fucking bad. She is the woman I’ve fantasized about my whole life—tall, dark-haired, busty, long-legged, and jaw-droppingly gorgeous. I need more. I want my wishes to carve her life out with me, like taking a knife to a block of wood. Anything that came before or that doesn’t match up with what I want can fucking go; fuck what she had. She has me now, and I want her.

“I wish you were totally in love with me,” I groan. The price is another slice of my soul. “Completely, hopelessly, endlessly in love with me and me alone. And I wish you were always honest with me.”

The look in her eyes shifts—she’s not just fucking a hot, giant-cocked stranger anymore. She’s fucking her love. Her man. She’s fucking the One. She starts whimpering, blubbering.

“Oh fuck, I am, I do, oh my god—I-I’m cumming again darling, oh fuck, d-darling I love you—!” 

That phrase is pure ecstasy to me and I cannot hold back any longer. My perfection, my obsession, my goddess under my control and orgasmically gasping her love for me. 

“Love you so much, so much, oh my god I've always loved you!”

Her voice, her thoughts seem to leave her.  Escaping in a rush of the constant pleasure my new cock brings her beautiful, tight, flawless body.

Light leaves my soul, and darkness takes its place—and I cum deep inside her. Love—intense and furious—fills my entire being. Whatever parts of my soul have left me, it just means there is more room now for the urgent, wicked, demanding exhortations of the lust-soaked loving crush I have for Sasha. But I do feel, in the kind of account that the stone shares with me in my mind, like there is not much soul left I can give without real problems starting to develop. 

When her orgasms slow to a steady, happy, manageable crawl, I exit her body with some regret, letting my cock soften to half-hardness. Sasha is just too completely hot to be completely soft around. It rests on top of her still-pulsing, gyrating crotch and she strokes me with eager, slow relish. My pre-cum shoots all over her tight twenty-inch waist and eight-pack abdomen. I rip off her remaining clothes, leaving her only in her jewelry and heels—and she poses erotically for me, knowing intuitively I love how she looks. 

“You’re amazing,” she says. Clearly in awe. Clearly in love. “I can’t believe...I can’t believe any of this. How are you so amazing?”

I growl, needy, aching. I want to spread this feeling of love and power; I want to give her everything she wants. 

I’m not selfish. Really. Despite all this and everything I’ve described up until now; I really don’t want it all for myself. I want Sasha to have what she wants too. She loves me, right? I need to reward her love, celebrate it. 

“Tell me what you want,” I command her. “Tell me your deepest, darkest desires.”

“I want—” she bites her knuckle and squeals as I keep fucking her. “I w-want...” 

She has to be honest with me, of course. 

“Tell me, Sasha.”

It spills out of her in a rush. “I wish I still looked my best, like the way I remember being eighteen. And I wish I was that way forever. Young and beautiful, forever. For you.”

“I wish that too.”

More soul gone, and again I don’t care—but I feel again some kind of warning. Like I shouldn’t keep doing that, lest I begin to lose these dark, twisted fucked-up romantic feelings I have for my new love.

And because these feelings are dark and twisted, toxically obsessive, borderline co-dependent and shamelessly needful, losing them would be a terrible loss for me. 

Something else to worry about later. 

In front of my eyes, now, is something amazing. Sasha, who was already a complete knock-out, transforms before my eyes to be more than ten years younger in all the right ways. Her skin brightens and tightens; her breasts grow to be fuller and perkier; her hair thicker and shinier. It’s unreal, but she’s absolutely right—she does look way hotter, but also I think she’s even hotter than she was at eighteen because she’s got an older woman’s confidence and Madison.

There’s a long mirror on the wall; I’ve been catching our reflections there regularly. It’s been an excellent reality check, to let me know that yes, I am really fucking this object of my obsession. 

“James...”  

She sees herself change in the mirror; she sees all of it. Sitting up with me still straddling her, she shakes her hair out and tosses it to one side. It’s so much thicker and longer now. Softer. Sexier. I think of the wording of her wish: I wish I still looked my best, like the way I remember being eighteen. 

So it’s not how she was at eighteen...but how she remembered she looked. 

Fuck. And Sasha has some incredibly rose-tinted glasses about that time.

And now she’ll look like this forever. 

Her fingers brush her lips—freshly pink and sexy. Her face, almost obscene in its frank sexiness and effortless beauty. 

“...James,” she says again. “What’s happening?”

I don’t have a chance to answer. Something hard knocks me over the head and I tumble to the floor.

“Sasha?” says a stern male voice. “Are you all right?”

* * * * *
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I’VE APPROACHED MOST of my life thinking that someone else has experienced it before. It’s a fairly calming notion. I don’t mean reincarnation; I just mean that in ten thousand years of human civilization, whatever jams you find yourself in probably fall inside of one of several hundred baskets that have previously been weaved, explored, tumbled through, and heaved around by millions of other people. If nothing else, a simple internet search will get you through most of the worst annoyances.

So, there is probably not a wealth of knowledge, somewhere, in dealing with being a lonesome virgin-turned-homewrecker transforming a world-class beauty of a cheerleader into your eternally young and gorgeous obsessed lover because you used a wishing stone given to you by a mysterious stranger, and now you have her two-hundred and fifty pound star quarterback of a professional football team husband staring murder at you with a heavy revolver in his hand. 

However.

This kind of thing has happened before, right? A guy seduces a woman, then is caught by the husband? So surely there is some way out of this that doesn’t result in violence?

“Steve!” Sasha screams. “Oh my god, Steve. Get out of here!”

“Get out? Get out? This is my house. This guy, this maniac is raping you, and—”

“He stays.” 

Sasha rushes to me on the floor, gingerly touching the quickly-swelling lump on the back of my head. She wraps her arm around mine, then pushes her legs into mine. Her naked cunt, still oozing my massive load, slides across my hip. It is a good thing I can now control my erection, because otherwise I would be hard as a fucking rock while Steve Houston stared daggers at me with a gun in his hand, and I don’t want to go to that kind of therapy. 

Sasha, lost in lust and love because of my wishes and the thirty or forty orgasms I've just given to her in the past ten minutes, kisses me on the neck and shoulders and instinctively begins to lovingly stroke my cock.

“What the fuck is this?” Steve shakes his head. 

He mutters something unintelligible. I’m having a lot of trouble piecing all this together; head trauma will do that. 

“This is bullshit,” his voice gets louder now. “After everything I’ve done? After all I’ve been through? You do this shit to me? To me?” 

He raises the gun at Sasha; that won’t do at all. 

“I wish you would freeze!”

The price is his life, of course. Fuck this guy; he hit me over the head. 

I can feel it suck out of him, powering the wish to keep him where he is and ensuring Sasha is safe. 

Steve can’t move; he’s frozen in place. I walk over to him and carefully pry the gun out of his fingers. Even his eyes can’t move; they’re open and straining to watch me, but they can’t. 

Sasha touches me on the shoulder, naked and glorious and more perfect than I ever could have thought. There is a part of me that knows my obsession with her was as much about obsessing as it was about how beautiful she is. And while she was beautiful, I did understand that maybe some idiot would think there was someone hotter. 

But Sasha, at eighteen, was apparently vain as hell. And the way she remembers herself...

There is no way anyone could ever look at her and think she is anything but the most perfect woman in creation. She looks at me with perfect, everlasting love, and guides me back down to the couch where I just fucked up her life forever. 

“James...” she subconsciously starts stroking my cock even as she looks me in the eyes and tries to have a serious conversation. “I love you, but he’s right that this is insane. I can’t...I can’t deny my feelings for you. And that was the best fuck of my life, but...what...” She seems to notice her stroking; her pace picks up. I'm throbbing. “What are you?”

I have to tell her. I love her. I can’t not tell her. I don’t want a slave, as stupid as that sounds. I don’t want some obedient robot just trailing around after me; however, I do want her on board with me. Steve was wrong for her; he slept around town with every stripper, hooker, and gold-digger that passed his way. Everyone in town knew. Everyone in town thinks he’s fucking crazy for how hot Sasha is.

“He hasn’t fucked me in ages, if you’re worried about that,” she says suddenly. “Years. I've been...totally celibate. I wouldn’t let him, not after his first affair. He never really apologized.”

“You deserve better,” I say. 

Her hand squeezes my cock and she whispers in the hottest way imaginable. “I think I found him. Please. Tell me the truth.”

I give her the condensed version. The stranger, the wishing stone, the obsession with her. I tell her how the stone works—taking life or soul.

“So you...” she bites her lip, looking me over. “You made me feel this way?”

I’m embarrassed. “I guess so. Yes.”

“I see.”

She stops stroking me. Despite everything, I think this is it. Fun while it lasted. A good what, ninety minutes of wishing? Took out a marriage and fucked my obsession and now she hates me. 

She struts to the other side of the room, looking out the window. I don't think she can walk without strutting. For a moment she looks back at me—my naked cock still out and hard because of her gorgeous form—and shudders.

“Shit,” she hisses. “Shit, shit, shit.”

I want to wish again, to make her not give a shit about it—but I’ve apparently got enough soul left to tell me that’s bad. Although, if I gave up part of my soul for it, then I wouldn’t care...but then I might have less obsessive love for Sasha, and I can’t face that.

What if I wished to be immortal? And then wished to take time off my life?

My head throbs with a hearty warning—that will not work.

Well. Fuck. Maybe if I took years off of Steve, then? Sasha might hate that, but he's a total piece of shit. How the hell do you have Sasha and then ruin your relationship with some cheap whore just because you can?

“What now, then?” Sasha asks. Her voice is even softer and sexier now that she's younger. “Am I to be your slave?”

That word—slave—makes my cock twitch visibly. Sasha’s whimper is audible and visible when she sees it, and I see the gears turning in her head—he likes that, he likes the word slave...

I’m realizing what I have here in front of me is an opportunity. Yes, of course I can just wish that she obeys my every wish and is ecstatic about doing every last little thing I say—but there’s that kernel of obsession inside me that can’t stand that. I don’t want her to be a robot. I want her. 

I’ve already wished her to be in love with me; all I have to do now is convince those feelings are the ones she wants, that this will work out for her. She’s just had the absolute best fuck of her life, chaining premium top-of-the-line orgasms more than a dozen times, and she’s still wet and dripping for more. Her nipples are hard as she looks at me, and I know for a fact that her new eternally young body feels sensational.

She wants to want this. 

“No,” I say. “It’s not like that. I want you, Sasha. I want a partner.”

She faces me completely now, her naked body proudly displayed. “A partner in what?”

“I’m still figuring that out,” I say. “I’m new to this too. But I don’t want this to be one-way. I want you to have what you want. You’re already immortally young and gorgeous.”

Her face is incredibly beautiful when surprised.

“I’m what?”

“You wished...you wished that you were...”

“Oh fuck,” she puts a hand to her head. “Is that how this happened?” She walks over to look at herself in the mirror. “Shit. I look incredible. God damn you. I’m trying to be mad at you!”

Something in me—the new, surging confident me—compels me to go to her. In moments, my hands wrap around her waist, and my hardening cock slides between her perfect ass cheeks, facing upward. Soon, I’m grinding myself into her slender, tight, luscious form. 

“God damn you,” she whispers again, turning her head toward me. “Damn you. You bastard. I want to be so mad at you, but I love you so much...” There are tears in her eyes. “I know you made me want to love you, but I still do, and your cock feels so right...”

I kiss her, gripping her jaw and grinding my body into hers against the mirror. 

“You’re mine now,” I tell her. “And you do like that, don’t you?”

She has to tell me the truth. “Yes.” 

“You wanted it anyway. Maybe not me particularly. But belonging to someone.”

When she nods, her face runs against mine. Her hair is so thick and soft against my body.

“It’s what I liked about Steve.” Her voice is very sad. “I wanted to belong to the biggest and the best.”

“Look at you, Sasha.”

I let go of her enough to let her see herself totally in the mirror. Something about losing so much of my soul makes it so easy to talk to her, to seduce her.

“Look at you. You’re phenomenal. You’re what other women could only dream of. You’re incredible. You were spectacular before I met you. Now you’re artwork. You’re a masterpiece.”

Her voice catches. “A trophy...”

“The best trophy. And you can have more. With me.”

“More...?”

“Think about it. I’m obsessed with you. I have been forever. I’m going to stay obsessed with you now that you look like that. And I can make anything happen.”

A flicker of understanding in her eyes. 

“Anything...” she gulps. “Anything at all...”

“You’re rich now,” I say, “but I’ll make you wealthy. I’ll put you on the cover of every magazine in the world. Cable news networks will devote hours of television a day to discussing your workout and diet regimes.”

Her ass is grinding back into my cock now. I can feel the wetness between her thighs increasing, dripping down onto our feet. 

“They’ll all...all be thinking of me...”

“If anyone says anything critical of you, I’ll fucking kill them,” I growl in her ear. “Constant praise and worship of you, like you deserve. Forever. Unending. The first thought on anyone's mind is your approval, because you're eternal.”

“S-shit...” her voice is a hot, accented whisper. “P-James...you’d be my protector...”

“That’s right. Your King. I’d be the biggest and strongest. And who would ever be able to compete with me? Who would ever be stronger?”

“Y-yesss...”

“And your stupid fucking husband, we’ll teach him a lesson, won’t we?”

This makes her pause, just ever so slightly. She can tell I want it, so she wants it for that reason.

Sasha loves me. In fact, she loves only me—but it’s not like the human capacity for affection begins and ends with romantic, lustful love. She still cares about Steve—and that won’t do. I was willing to compromise and convince when it came to having her work with me, want to be my partner—but not on this. I’ve no compassion left for that adulterous scumbag.

“Sasha, I wish your loyalty was to me and those I choose,” I say, “and that you want to use everything you can, all your beauty and talent and position and prestige and wealth and intelligence, for me to have what I want, and that it delights you that I wished for this.”

The price? Well, just to make sure that she’s got the right idea—I take a big slice of her soul. 

Apparently rearranging her priorities like that was a significant chunk of her morality and qualms. She licks her lips. 

“Ohhhh,” her eyes flash darkly at me. “Oh, I see.”

It is so fucking hot to watch her gears turn; I’m finding out that I live for it. The minute expressions changing on a beautiful woman’s face live in real time make me so fucking hard. 

“And what is it that you want, darling?”

The question is earnest, she’s dying to know how to make it happen.

“I want you,” I tell her honestly. “I want you happy and obsessed with me and happy that you’re obsessed with me.”

“Done. Easy.” She flashes me a killer smile; it’s all I can do not to wish us a wedding right there. “What else?”

“And I want...”

This part is harder; I don’t want to insult her.

“You won’t offend me or let me down,” she says, intuiting perfectly. “Just tell me the truth, so I can make it happen for you.”

“I want you, I want you on top, the best...”

“But you want more women?” 

Her voice is so inviting, so seductive. 

“Not whores. Not cheap fucking strippers or locker sluts.”

“No. You want the best women.” She nods and groans, stroking me. “Yesss...”

She knows; it’s so easy and comfortable to tell her. She just wants to help. 

“Perfect women, a harem of them.”

“The hottest. Just for you.”

“And I want them beneath me. Beneath you. Worshiping us. Your sisters, but also your servants. Close, friendly, friends. But submissive to us.”

“Maybe like a cheerleading team?”

My knees buckle. 

“Yes. Just like that.”

“Maybe you’ve fantasized about the whole team serving you along my side for years, hmm? Fantasizing about how I recruited them to compliment myself to suit your needs?”

She’s quick on the uptake. I nod, breathless, needing this so bad. 

“Maybe you even have designs on certain barely legal girl who just recently joined the team who I know really well?”

I have no idea how I don't cum. I've opened the floodgates in her mind and her entire id is all spilling out now. I nod, thrusting, practically fucking her stroking hand.

“Oh, we can definitely do that. I’ll just introduce you tomorrow. Although...”

“What?”

“People will ask questions when I show up at work. Who you are, and all that. I suppose we should take care of that somehow, with one wish or another. Plus...”

“Yes?”

“Well, no offense my love, but we need to fix you up a bit, don’t we? You have this amazing cock, and an immortally young gorgeous partner, but that means you need an amazing body to match, don’t you?”

I grin. “You just want me to be the biggest and the strongest there is, don’t you?”

She whispers in my ear. “I’ve got a big kink for hard, incredible muscles on a man. Why do you think I ended up in this rotten relationship in the first place?”

I turn and look at Steve, still frozen. “Speaking of him...”

“You should...use him, shouldn’t you?” 

Her hand grips my cock again. She wants it inside her; she wants me to fuck her in front of her useless, frozen husband who has been there the whole time, with a perfect view of me seducing his knockout wife. And not only that, if she’s asking what I think she’s asking...

“Do you mean as the price for the wishes?”

“Why not? He’s a piece of shit.” Her compassion and loyalty for him is gone completely. “I don’t care if you punish him. Turn him into an old sack of shit, age him inside and out to take me away from him forever. I'm glad I hate him now. I wanted to and now I can, and it feels terrific. Make all my dreams come true and make his turn to ash in his mouth.” She’s stroking me so fast. “Wouldn’t that be hot? Wouldn’t that be perfect?”

Christ. I’ve created a monster, and it’s so fucking hot. 

And she’s right—that would be perfect. I grab her by her tiny waist and push her over to the couch and bend her over. She squeals with delighted anticipation, already sneering at Steve’s frozen body. Heavy tits hanging down. My cock hovers over her pulsing wet entrance, eager to slide inside her slick folds and feel at home again.

Just when I’m about to enter her, we hear steps echoing through the house.

“Mom?” comes a voice. “I’m home. When’s dinner?”

It’s her daughter, the absolute stunner, the star of the cheerleading team—Madison. 

* * * * * 
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MADISON MIGHT BE THE hottest girl alive if it weren’t for the way her mom looked now. 

In fact, even though she’s Sasha’s adopted daughter, they look incredibly similar. Before, they looked like natural mother and daughter; now with Sasha appearing  they look like sisters. Where Sasha's hair is a natural raven black—so deeply black it's almost blue or purple when the light shines on it—Madison's hair is a gorgeous shiny chestnut brown, and her eyes are sparkling green to Sasha's bright brown eyes. 

I straighten and back up from Sasha, delaying our fuck-session for now in order to focus on Madison. Sasha pouts a bit—but just in the way that lets me know she wants to fuck as much as I do, but understands how Madison arriving complexifies the situation. Sasha assures me we've got just a few minutes to figure out what to do before Madison wanders in here.

She kisses my chin. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

“Almost as bad as I want to fuck you.”

She bites her lip. It’s so fucking plump and wet and hot. God, I love her. 

“All right.” Her eyes sparkle. “I'm a one-man girl right now. A one-person girl. So we have to change that, don't we? Wish that I want her. Or heck, really, that I’m bisexual and extremely polyamorous. Like you said, you’re going to want a lot more than just her.”

I hesitate. The truth is that I want to wish for a lot more than that, now that she brings it up. I want to really solidify this—with her as the head of my harem-to-be.

“You want more, don’t you?” She kisses me, stroking me. “That’s so hot. I want you to want it. Go for it. Tell me everything. I want every part of this to be perfect for you.”

I don’t need more encouragement than that.

“I wish that I was the only one who even registers as a man to you. Any other male is barely human, someone to be derided and despised. A maggot. You’re turned on exclusively by my cock, my masculinity, and gorgeous women including your daughter.”

“Fuck,” she whispers, eyes wide with lust. “That’s so hot.”

The years whip away from Steve. Still frozen, he moans, his body grinding away inside of him. We watch his skin tighten and age before our eyes.

She grips me tighter. “Does it hurt him?”

“Yes.”

Her moan is near orgasmic as she strokes me harder and faster than ever. “Good.”

I can't help myself. I was so ready to fuck already, and now with Sasha being more on board with this than I could have ever dreamed, I don't know how to contain my lust any longer even though I technically can. Instead, I cum all over her thighs, her heels, her feet as we hold each other tight and Sasha coos for my seed.

“That's how a real man cums,” she says with such arrogance that I almost cum again. She scoops up several spoonfuls of my seed and licks her fingers clean. “That's what a real man tastes like. Feels like against my body. It's such a shame that I had to deal with such a pathetic little maggot for so long.”

Steve's larynx is as frozen as the rest of him—all the same he lets out another moan. His hair is graying. 

Sasha locks eyes with me. “What a fucking loser. You opened my eyes so much to the truth, baby.” She kisses my chin again and then slides upward until our lips lock once more. “Thank you.”

My cock, once again, is fully hard between her legs. I want desperately to fuck her, but she pulls away just slightly. 

“I’m going to go get ready,” she says. “I need to make myself beautiful for you.”

Ugh. That’s the kind of thing that makes me melt all over. 

“You should get ready too.”

“Get ready?”

“I happen to know that Madison’s type is the hard, tall, incredibly-muscled sort of football player she’s around all the time.” She giggles. “Like mother, like daughter, hmm?” She casts an eyebrow at Steve. “I’m sure he’s got plenty of years to fuel you into being all the man we need, yes?”

* * * * * 
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WHILE SASHA SNUCK THROUGH the house to prepare for us to meet Madison, I followed her advice and prepared myself as well.  

I wish my body was what Sasha idolizes, the ideal masculine and muscular physique for a man, now and forever, so that I am immortal and young just like her. 

I wish for Madison’s body to become slowly more identical to her Sasha’s, except for her face and hair, over the next hour. Her face and hair retain their original essence, but will always be Madison’s ideal version of them, forever.

I wish Madison has always idolized and been turned on by her mom. She’s obsessed with her in the same way I am.

This was the real fantasy with Madison—not just wanting to fuck her, but wanting someone as hot as her to share in the compulsion and obsession over how fucking amazing Sasha was. The main problem with obsessing—I suppose outside of all the mental health issues it supplies—is that it's awfully solitary. Your love and attachment is so intense and passionate that you don't think anyone could ever really match your desire, even if they said they did. 

But the wishing stone can make anything come true, can't it?

I wish Madison was horribly lonely—disgusted with the men she meets, barely thinking of them as human, and in love with her mom who she thinks is forbidden, but would desperately and worshipfully adore if given the chance. None of her female friends have ever been truly close to her because they're not pretty enough to worship the man she aches and hopes for or to join her worship of Sasha. The only one who could possibly be man enough for Madison is her Real Daddy, who she realizes is me and me alone over the course of an hour after she sees me for the first time. She also realizes that what would make her happier than anything is Sasha and I being in love with each other and with her, forever.

Finally, clothing. I try to think of what to wear and I have no fucking idea. My idea of a classy outfit is khakis and a polo shirt, but I know that's not what Sasha would want to meet her daughter and relentlessly fuck up her head for the first time. 

So, once again, I rely on the wishing stone to make it happen. 

I wish the outfit I wear could be changed instantaneously, with a thought, and that I could naturally intuit what would make Sasha the most turned on. 

It only takes a moment for me to understand, like suddenly I've unlocked a double-jump in a video game. The mechanic was always there, I just had to figure it out.

Oh. Yeah.

Okay.

I flex my bicep, and then do a little jump, and then jump and touch my palm to the twelve foot ceiling without even trying. 

Fuck yeah. 

I walk to the mirror and take a closer look, ignoring Steve's moans and gasps. He's in the final dredges of his life. I've started taking his soul, too, because why not? But deep, deeply stealing it—not just enough to fuck with his morality, but sapping away his will to live or think or exist outside of being a mindless husk for me to drain.

Where once there was a proud athlete in his prime, there is now what appears to be a centuries-old man with sagging yellowed skin, puffy red eyes, and clothes that hang off of him like clocks in a surrealist painting.

My every step is full of confidence, power, and ease. The life of another flows through me through the magic of the stone, the soul of another, and my own soul sings with the dynamism of my new destiny.

I am tall. My muscles are perfectly defined. Obliques interlock with abs and powerful pecs contract against the fabric of my new white shirt, unbuttoned to the third button, emphasizing the marble-hard planes of my chest. Tapered black trousers with just a hint of a crease are worn to perfection, complimenting my new physique. My hair is thick and parted, my skin clear for the first time I can remember. I feel like I can lift a car—fuck it, a truck. And even if I can't, I know that if I need to, I will.

Sasha knocks at the door and slides in, her eyes smoldering with visible, total lust at the sight of the new me. Meanwhile, I'm blown away by her outfit. She's wearing a dress made from a diaphanous lilac material, the sort of stuff you'd expect to see hanging in a harem in a Turkish odalisque painting of centuries past. It stands in stark contrast to her pale, flawless skin, enhancing every curve of her body. Her hair is swept up off her face into an impossibly elegant bun, and she's wearing makeup that highlights all her impossibly well-defined features.

She looks like a goddess—and she knows it.

The energy between us is palpable. She takes a step closer, her hand raises to caress my cheek.

"Holy...shit..." we say simultaneously, and then laugh together. 

I am so completely, absolutely in love—and I know she's thinking the exact same thing. I know that I cheated, and I know that's probably wrong by someone's standards, but I can't help but feel pride at being exactly what this gorgeous woman wants. 

She kisses me deeply, pushing her thigh intently against my trouser-caged cock. 

"I love you..." she whimpers, and then increases her volume. "I love you so much more than I ever loved him. You're so much more than he ever was or could be. This is the best thing that has ever happened to me. I can't believe I'm so lucky that you're going to my Man from now on. No one could ever measure up to you."

We both grin as Steve groans in response; his despair palpable. He has enough soul left to feel torment—because I left him that way, on purpose, because I thought it would please my love. And I was right. 

She bites my chin, tugging my cock and pulling me out of the room. 

"We need to do this now or you're just going to fuck me all night long, and then you won't fuck my daughter at all."

I very much agree. I follow her lead through the house, casually gripping her by the ass and holding her possessively. This still feels like an unreal dream, one that will pop at any time—but even if I don't get a single new wish, this will still all have been worth it. 

Upstairs, down a long white hall. Madison's room is towards the top of a different set of stairs that leads down to the kitchen. Sasha has me wait just outside, stepping in without knocking and leaving the door open.

Madison's room is a revelation to me. I expected some standard eighteen year-old beauty's space—maybe kind of dirty but with a clean space around the bed where she posts to social media. 

Instead...it's a fucking church. A church to Sasha. 

The real magic of the stone is revealed to me now. I had no idea it was this intense. 

It doesn’t just change what Madison thinks now or remembers—it changes reality. 

Her room has filled up with posters of her mom—idolizing her totally. Even having never seen her room before in person, I can tell there's a change. And it's not because I haunt her social media and download every video of her stories. Something about the power from the wishing stone highlights its changes to me before they become all-the-way real. Like pouring plastic cement on a model figurine, sort of, except the gaps are all full of a soft white light. 

On Sasha, with her changes, the highlighting just made her more gorgeous like light will do with a beautiful woman. Now, the changes in her are solidified and she somehow is more gorgeous, though whether that's the truth or my obsession speaking is anyone's guess.

Madison's walls are plastered with Sasha's visage. In one corner, though it's kind of disguised as a place to sit down with a tall mirror, she's developed an obvious altar to Sasha's image. Her face is captured from every angle, printed out from the best picture printer money can buy and framing the mirror so that Madison can constantly analyze her own appearance as it relates to her mother, her obsession, her single object of furious worship.

She wants Sasha probably even more than I did, because her desire is pure magic, and her memory has been fucked up to want nothing else. Every hobby she's ever taken a side-interest in, every friend, every class, every show or movie has all been viewed now exclusively through the lens of obsessing over her mother's beauty.

And I am so fucking hard.

Madison yelps a little when Sasha enters, caught kneeling in front of the little altar in the corner of the room. She's wearing a pleated navy skirt spiked with ivory lace that trails down well above her knees, along with a soft grey cleavage-baring sweater. The lines of her pert breasts are emphasized by the snug fit of the fabric, each inch of revealed flesh delicate and inviting. I can't help staring,her ivory skin radiating like starlight before the altar. 

Her thick chestnut hair is pinned up behind her head and her lips are full and ripe as if she's been biting them all night in anticipation, and I can make out the faint outline of an engraved pendant dangling around her neck, glowing softly against her pale skin. It reads "Sasha," because of course it does. 

She looks like a dream – young, passionate, and so completely devoted to Sasha that it's almost frightening in its intensity. Her eyes are immediately zealous looking at her mother, and though I am not making any effort to hide myself in the doorway, she does not see me at all. 

“Mommy..." she whimpers. "I m-mean, Sasha. Mom. H-hi..."

Sasha pulls her in for a long, sensuous hug. Their cheeks rub. Madison is obviously turned on; I find that I can smell her cunt juicing. I suppose that's because Sasha's ideal man can do just that. Finally, Sasha ends the hug, stepping back and holding her daughter's shoulders just so.

"You look...amazing,” says Madison. “Is there...wow. Did you go to the spa or something?”

Sasha smirks. “Something like that. You’re looking killer yourself, dear.”

“Oh...” Madison blushes bright red. “I mean, thanks, I just—”

Sasha hugs her again, pushing her lips against her ear. “I don’t tell you enough how beautiful you are, Madison. But you really are. You’re such a hot number. It’s no wonder you’ve been the star of our team.”

Madison is about to say something, but Sasha shushes her with a long, delicate finger. As they talk, Madison becomes taller, thinner, bustier. Her outfit fitting less and less well. 

“Just sit back, relax, and sit in my lap while we talk about some things, okay?”

She sits on the bed and holds Madison's hand, beckoning her to come down with her.

“Like, my...my butt on your lap?”

“Why not?”

“I’m not a little girl.”

Sasha laughs. It’s a rich, gorgeous sound. “You're my little girl. I’m your mommy, and I say it’s okay, okay?”

Her saying that—mommy—fills me with a terrible lust—and does it for Madison too. She sits on Sasha's lap, lips working, breath hot and heavy. Her growing tits heaving into Sasha's. They're so intimate and close. Sasha strokes her hair and purrs.

“I invited a guest over. Is that all right with you?”

I can see the disappointment flash on her face; she wants to be alone with Sasha. I can hardly blame her.

I don't want to hear Madison say she doesn't want me. I don't want that in any shape, way, or form. So I step into the room more formally and wave.

“Hi, Madison. I’m your mom’s new boyfriend.”

It takes a few moments, but Madison's pussy juices all over her skirt and Sasha's thighs as she looks me up and down. At first, it's just confusion in her eyes. Then, understanding. Then lust.

And then—what I really want—the sparkle of obsession. 

“Hunk,” she says, smiling and giggling, holding a hand out. Her fingers and arms are longer and leaner now. “I mean, hunky. Hunk. Hi.” She giggles, immediately playing with her hair and leaning into Sasha. “Wow. Are you a player for the team?”

"He is hunky, you're so right," Sasha whispers in her ear. "You're so right to tell him that. That's my good girl."

Madison's eyes glaze over even though she tries to focus on me intently. She's too turned on to know what to do; one focus of her entire obsession is colliding with a brand new one. 

“Nothing is concrete." I sit down on the bed next to Sasha, tugging her tight to me, and so also tugging Madison tighter by proxy. “But I think it’s safe to assume I’ll be making a big splash there.”

“I love football players,” Madison gushes. “I mean, not all of them. Just the really big, muscular, strong...strong hunky hunk ones.”

Her fingers slide over my biceps and she catches herself.

“Um, gosh. You have me all fuckstered.” She giggles. “I mean, flustered. Did you say—” she looks at Sasha, who is mooning over me with equal intensity. “—wait. Did you say boyfriend?”

“Well, to be honest,” says Sasha. “It’s much more intense than that. In fact...well.”

Sasha and I share a smile and then a quick kiss. Madison whimpers. She's inches away from the meeting of our lips. 

“You two are...um...really cute together...”

Her voice becomes a small, mousy whisper; out of place but completely arousing from such a beautiful, confident woman.

The kiss between Sasha and I goes longer, and then longer. Her jaw works against mine, looking for more angles to kiss me. We haven’t actually kissed that much; each one feels new to me.

“Should I—I mean...” Madison tries to stand up. “I should leave, right?”

Sasha and I immediately wrap our hands and arms around her, tugging her in tight across our laps. Her legs are so long, and Sasha is so tiny, that her knees go further than the other end of my waist. My hand slips down between her thighs and up against her juicing, pulsing cunt before I slide back and grab her tiny thigh. I can feel it getting slimmer and slimmer, just like Sasha's.

“Your mother and I have a proposal for you.”

“A proposal?” She shakes her head, clearing the lusty cobwebs. “Wait. No. Hold on. What about Dad? Did you guys finally break it off?”

“That’s part of the proposal, dearie,” says Sasha. “I want you, after all these years, to have a daddy.”

“A...daddy?”

Her body already understands. Her mind is just starting to know. Her eyes widen and she bites her lower lip. 

“A real daddy.” Sasha kisses her neck.

“Real...r-real daddy...”

Her voice is little more than a hypnotized babble, and I haven’t wished for anything new; the exponential effects of all the previous wishes are fucking her brain up all by themselves.

I hadn't mentioned that term to Sasha at all—Real Daddy. But Sasha knows it anyway, because she knows what I want intuitively now.

“James is your new daddy. And he’ll always be there for you.”

“...always?”

“Always,” I say. “And unlike your fake daddy...”

“The maggot,” Sasha snarls.

“Unlike that loser...I don’t care how in love with your Mommy you are, Madison.”

She is beet red; it’s adorable. My fingers push into her pussy and she gasps, her entire body convulsing.

“In fact, I love it. I want you to be obsessed with Sasha, Madison. I want to encourage it. I want your every waking moment to be daydreaming about how gorgeous Mommy is, so long as you’re not doing something for me.”

She drops off of our laps, holding her head, walking on her knees.

“S-stop,” she says, trying to move even as her body continues to pulse. “Oh my god. H-how do you...how do you know all this? It’s like you’re in my head...”

I almost think I have to wish to keep her from having a psychotic break. Then Sasha does something unexpected. 

She reaches over and gets on the ground with her. Their tits touching. She grabs Madison's face and stares deep into her eyes. 

“Here, dearie. Just look at me. Look at Mommy.”

Madison almost immediately stops struggling. She's so desperate for this. 

“Lookit...Mommy...”

“You don’t have to think about this, dear.”

Madison immediately relaxed. “Oh.”

“Just look at me. You love to look at me, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mommy...you’re so pretty...”

“I know. I’m the prettiest in the whole world, aren’t I?”

Madison nods earnestly. “The whole world, yes Mommy.”

“And you want to see me happy, don’t you?”

“Happy...”

“Smiling?”

Sasha smiles for her. Her teeth perfect, straight, and white. 

“Smiling! Yes, Mommy, I do, I love your smile so much.”

“Daddy makes me smile. Your new Daddy.”

“Ung.”

“And he turns you on anyway, doesn’t he?”

“Yesss...”

Sasha gets back up on the bed, but draws Madison in with her. To keep level with Sasha's face, Madison has to bend over. 

Sasha, my love, my obsession, my need, is preparing her daughter for me in mind and body. I get behind Madison.

“He’s the real man you’ve been waiting for. Trust Mommy.”

"Trust Mommy..."

"He's the Real Daddy you need. Isn't he?"

"Y-yes..."

"Because I say so. And Mommy and Daddy know best. Don't we?"

"Yes, Mommy."

I rip Madison's panties off and shove into her willing, needy cunt. Of course, just like Sasha, she cums right away. Madison closes her eyes and screams with pleasure as I go harder and deeper. 

Sasha cheers me on. “Yes Daddy! Fuck her harder! Make her come again!” 

"M-mommy!" Madison moans in between kissing Sasha. "Mommy! Mommy!" 

Madison's moans become louder as I plunge my hips against hers. My heart is racing; it feels like I'm going to explode inside of her. She feels so fucking tight. Volcanic heat clings to my massive cock. With every thrust, she screams with another climax. 

Sasha is smiling proudly at the two of us. Her family, just as she wants it. Eyes glistening with joy and lust.

Madison comes again and cries out for Daddy for the first time. As if she's looking for approval.

“Daddy!” she screams. “Daddy, please!”

"That's right." I squeeze and slap and squeeze her ass again. "Good girl. My good little girl. You're doing such a good job, baby girl. Keep it up."

"Y-yes Daddyyyy!"

She comes again from another heavy thrust. I'm only human, even as powered up as I am. I can't take much more of this, and I know I can keep cumming in them again and again whenever I want. 

Sasha is beaming with delight as she kisses and rubs her daughter's beautiful body. The feel of their passionate embrace only arouses me more and I thrust even harder. 

Madison cums harder and harder the longer I fuck her. She wraps her arms and legs tightly around me as if to never let go. Sweat dripping off our bodies as we go wild in passion. The intensity is too much for them; they hug each other between breaths, pressing their lips together in a passionate embrace, cheering me on as I make love to Madison with all of my heart. 

My moans fill the room, intertwining with theirs. Together they are an unstoppable force of pleasure and satisfaction. I grip both of their bodies tightly as I thrust into Madison's tight heaven one more time, spilling my love inside her with one final holler of ecstasy.

The orgasm courses through both our veins like electricity, tracing its way to our core until we both collapse onto each other in blissful exhaustion. Madison turns and wraps her wet arms around my neck, shuddering from head-to-toe while I hold onto her tightly. 

We lay there for what feels like an eternity, enjoying the moment even after the fireworks had vanished from sight. Sasha snuggles in with us, moaning and cooing our names. 

“I can’t wait until practice tomorrow,” she says. “I want to show you off to the whole team...”

I’m looking forward to it.

# # #
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

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

What's next?

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

Watch Me – 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!

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!

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

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!

Rough Desires – A Bundle

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

Mesmerized Desires – A Bundle

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

Lucky Guy Desires – A Bundle

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

Kinky Desires – A Bundle

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

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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        In a desperate bid to somehow regain control over the outrageous harem of busty, fertile, subservient beauties obsessed with serving his manhood 24/7, Dennis sees a psychiatrist, Vera.
But he doesn't know that Vera has been harboring evil desires of messing with her patients' minds for years. With Dennis's power to control and transform the girls he owns, Vera doesn't see an opportunity for redemption--she wants to convince Dennis that he deserves to own as many girls as possible, especially the broken ones she sees in her practice.
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            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.
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