
Contents

American Alpha

Legal disclaimers

Chapter 1: My strong Israeli princess

Chapter 2: Alpha, broken

Chapter 3: My little European princess

Chapter 4: A test of strength

Chapter 5: The princess and her barbarian

Chapter 6: Male insecurity

Chapter 7: A game of lambs and lions

Chapter 8: A princess for breakfast

Chapter 9: Baptizing a whole kingdom

Chapter 10: Sex in the throne room

Chapter 11: How everything unraveled

Chapter 12: An Israeli model for breakfast

Chapter 13: Morning princess

Chapter 14: The challenge


American Alpha

Gigi Potemkin

2020-2025


American Alpha

© 2025 Gigi Potemkin. Copyright by Gigi Potemkin. Previously published in 2020 as The American Muscle and his Princesses by Gigi Potemkin.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

patreon.com/gigipotemkin

linktr.ee/gigipotemkin


Legal disclaimers


The following applies to all works published in any media, at any time by the author Gigi Potemkin and any and all authors, brands, or names formally/legally associated with the Gigi Potemkin brand.



1.​All the characters depicted in this book and involved in any form of sexual and/or romantic relationship are 18 (eighteen years old) or older.



2.​All forms of sexual intercourse or romantic expression are between consenting adults.



2a.​Each and every act of sexual intercourse or romance is consensual throughout the entirety of the act, action, or expression. The text will often go to great lengths to explicitly highlight this point.



2b.​This is equally valid in instances of intense or even extreme (by regular human standards) BDSM. In some storylines, some characters are superhumanly strong or endowed, and some characters derive intense pleasure from, among other things, physical fights or beatings, including instances of regenerative abilities coupled with the trait of becoming physically stronger/more powerful the harder one’s body is tested/pushed to its limits. The text is always explicit about the physical/biological nature of its non-human or superhuman characters (for more information, consult item #4).


2c.   All characters are always unharmed by the end of their intercourse or respective storylines. Every expression of romance or sexuality is 100% positive, leaving all the characters better off (physically AND emotionally) than before.


3.​None of the characters depicted in this book and involved in any form of sexual relationship or romantic expression are members of the same family, be it by blood relation (ex.: parents, siblings) or legal situation (ex.: stepfamily).



3a.​In the occasion characters refer to each other by seemingly familial terms (e.g., mommy, mom, dad, daddy, etc.), the context is always playful and non-literal (i.e., banter, sexual teasing) and NEVER depicts or implies real or actual familial relationship, blood-connection, or kinship of any kind.


3aa.   Examples of such contextual, non-literal application of seemingly familial terms are, among many others: §1) Sexual banter, sexual teasing, or roleplay (“Oh, daddy”); §2) Expressions of friendship or fondness (e.g., Two female BFFs referring to each other as “sisters”, two male BFFs calling each other “brother”, “oh, dude, you’re my brother”, etc.); §3) Honorific terms within certain societies, institutions, or context-specific human associations (e.g., “Sister Maria”, “Mother [as in “Reverend Mother”, “Mother Superior”] Gracyanne, etc.); Etcetera.


4.​All forms of sexual intercourse depicted in this book are between humans or human-like equivalents (e.g.: angels, demons, giants, humanoid aliens, mythical or mythological creatures in human shape and fully endowed with human intelligence, etc.).



4a.​All sexual organs and/or genitalia are human or shaped exactly like human genitalia (1-to-1 equivalence).



5.​All forms of sexuality, sexual expression, sexual intercourse, sexual relationships, or any type of romantic expression are compliant with the laws of the United States of America AND Switzerland AND the European Union



5b.​If you live outside the aforementioned territories, or carry this material outside these territories, please consult your local legislation before purchasing, acquiring, or consuming this work in any way. We CANNOT guarantee full legal compliance with territories outside a Western-oriented or Western-style legal system.


5ba.   Generally speaking, if you live in a locale where the legitimate distribution of this material by major international retailers (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, Google Play, Barnes and Noble, etc.) is allowed, then there is a high likelihood (BUT NEVER FULL GUARANTEE) that this text is 100% compliant to your local laws.


5c.​Possession and/or consumption and/or re-distribution of this text/material in any territory where one KNOWS it to be illegal/outlawed is entirely the responsibility of the reader, buyer, holder, and/or distributor of this material. Neither the author, the publisher, or the primary/original distributor (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, etc.) is responsible for the unlawful (or potentially unlawful) behavior of their customers.



5d.​Furthermore, all text is compliant with the Terms of Service (TOS) of major international retailers, online servers, social media platforms, and distributors who agree with distributing Adult Content (18+).



Chapter 1: My strong Israeli princess

I closed the doors behind my back, knowing the night was already mine, all mine.

'Make yourself comfortable. The room is yours... at least for tonight.' I told my girl, who was already walking around the room, completely hypnotized, for a moment even disconnected from reality.

I looked discreetly at her from behind, to her spectacular ass, tightened by her small dress, and smiled lightly, feeling a pleasant heat of pure confidence move my hips.

My partner was no stranger to money and success, yet even she needed a few seconds to get used to my reality.

'Your place is sooo nice.' Her modesty didn't go far: 'I mean... wow. It's quite... huh... impressive.'

Impressive was she, with her spectacular body, but I didn't look particularly amazed. After all, gorgeous women such as her weren't exactly a rare sight on my life.

'Bella, there's champagne on the table. Enjoy it while I pack my things', and, very casually undoing my cufflinks, I walked towards the table and laid my watch and wallets on it.

I felt her hungry stare following me. I had spent the last two hours shutting down her defenses one by one, but she was a proud woman, the kind who refuses to 'give in' on the first night so as not to look 'like a whore.'

Because of that, I could still feel some vestiges of resistance in her, as if she was looking for excuses to delay the inevitable.

Even when deep inside the lion's den, the little sheep still nurtured hopes of getting out alive.

Silly one: I would soon show her the strength of my claws!

'What do you do, really?'

I smiled and said:

'I collect smiles and break hearts. That's my job.'

'Seriously, though: what's your job?'

'Curious, curious, aren't you?' I turned around and looked at her with a provocative smile. 'That's some very confidential information right there. Only after a lot of intimacy I reveal it to my partners.'

'Oh, 'your partners.'' And she timidly grabbed one of her arms, pressing her spectacular breasts against each other. 'And are they many?'

'Why do you care?'

She turned to the side and feigned innocence, locked between silly smiles and pale doubts —the last vestiges of her urge to just turn around and fly away from that encounter.

'I don't like womanizers, do you understand?'

'Oh, how bad.'

'Yes. They leave a... bad taste on our mouths. You... ooohh...'

She breathed in deeply and lost track of her thoughts.

I won't deny: it was hard to resist. Despite all her attitude, as soon as she saw me turn my body back to her, she felt all the air leave her lungs and all the strength abandon her long, sensual legs.

Because, I got to say, I was hot. Before a woman needed to even hear a word from me, she saw my size, my height, and would promptly pay attention. 'This guy has it!' She would think and, without noticing, her body would be seizing itself up to receive mine completely.

To surrender to my presence and make itself slave to my will!

What could I do! I disarmed them with my appearance alone: I was 6.06ft-tall and could star my physique on fitness magazine covers all around the world.

My shoulders were wide and powerful, my arms thick and shapely, and my buttocks solid as double-cast steel.

My body was perfectly sculpted to display eroticism even when completely covered up by the white shirt I wore at the moment.

'That's because they weren't good womanizers.' I answered. 'Maybe they were good seducers, but they proved to be lousy lovers, and didn't know how to treat their lady properly.'

'Mmm. Maybe.' Her face was awash with hope; the wonderful complexion when a girl finds out she's not before some random Casanova. 'Do you know... mmm... many kinds of men?'

'I know women, and through them I get to know the sad, sad men they get involved with. Poor gals!'

'Yeah, poor us. Women suffer!'

'I know that all too well. That's why a like to give you pleasure.'

'Uh-uh!' And she smiled, turning her face away. 'You're very straight, you know that?'

'We're on my suite. I think I have the right to be as straight as I want to.'

'Huh! I don't like men like you too much. You know: these men who have no problem collecting... many lovers.'

'Stop thinking about other lovers. Right here, right now, it's just you and me.'

'Yeah, alright!'

'If you're not satisfied, I make no restrictions.' I pointed to the suite's door on her back. 'The exit's right there.'

She breathed in deeply and looked up to the ceiling, smiling foolishly while searching for her last ditch efforts at an excuse.

'Shit! You know you are hot, don't you?'

'Of course.'

'I don't like arrogant men.'

'I'm not arrogant, but that's not the case.' Again, I pointed to the door. 'If you don't like what you see, the door's there.'

'And what if I leave?'

'You can never return.'

'Ooh... I...' She was legitimately surprised. Getting dumped was not exactly a common experienced for a goddess like her. 'Are you for real?'

'Yes, sweetheart. I do like these little games a lot, but for everything there's a limit.' Gazing at her with my perfect dark, starless-sky eyes, I undid the last button of collar and supported my body on the dresser, in front of a mirror which now reflected my wide and strong back. 'You're on my suite now. You'll be mine, want it or not. If not, just turn around and bye-bye.'

'Oooh...'

'I'm not kidding. The fooling around...' I took my hands off the furniture, 'is now over'.

I stood in an attack position, with the ample view of my vast body giving a twinge of fear on my partner, who so rarely felt so defenseless and tied-up.

Feigning ignorance, I looked at some point behind her.

'Look there.'

'Huh?' She turned her face.

'Yeah. Look at the door. You can turn around completely. There's something very interesting for you there.'

But she didn't obey.

'You're not gonna grab me from behind, are you?' And laughed, that naughty one. 'I know this move!'

'I'm no coward. I don't need to act behind anybody's back.'

'Oh...'

'Look there, sweet girl. You're going to like what you'll see.'

And she slowly acquiesced.

'Alright, then.'

She stood with her back to me, watching the door, and for many seconds she didn't hear or see anything.

I can even imagine her expectation becoming tension, and her tension becoming impatience: she laughed a little and kept guessing what kind of surprise I had in store for her, squinting to find any clue on the door and, eventually, getting bummed down and frustrated for not seeing anything.

Soon enough, but still not moving, she voiced her frustration:

'So, what am I supposed to see, exactly? Hey.' But I kept silent. 'Hey, handsome, you... you still there? Hey!'

I've got to give her credit: she stood still for way longer than what would have been reasonable. It was a gesture of absolute confidence, this amount of time she spent so vulnerable to me.

Less honest men could have taken advantage of her right then and there.

But not I, of course. After all, I had much better plans for my little prey.

'Hey! You are... oooh!'

She turned around and saw me, and then...

'...oooh!'

Her breath was stolen. Her legs, shaken. Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped all the while her pussy, beneath her beautiful panties, certainly began to glisten and overflow with hot, lubricating juices.

I was still there, standing still, but now shirtless.

As soon as she turned her back to me, I undid my shirt without making a noise. Hence, when she finally looked back, I was partially nude, to the delight of her eyes, which suffered an overdose when facing the Olympian body I so arduously and painstainkingly had crafted for myself.

To be honest, I don't know what woman wouldn't lose her speech before me. After many years of hardships, I'd managed to carve in my long, athletic frame the sculptural image of a Greek god.

I was irresistible and I damn well knew this. I simply stood there, unmoving, with a Mona Lisa smile on my face, letting her absorb, jaw-dropped, the divine vision so close to her.

I myself was starting to feel horny by seeing just how horny she looked.

My body was wholly rigid, fully ripped, the kind of body whose muscles tense up, flex and move by themselves; the simple raising of an arm was enough to flex my biceps and harden my pecs.

I looked as if I could fight a lion and win. Nothing expressed my physical fitness better than my abs, which were so ripped I had not six, not eight, but ten clearly visible, hardened packs, which wringed and distended sensually to the rhythm of ever calm breathing —the exact opposite of my partner's panting and gasping.

She stared at me so shamelessly hungry, so desperately thirstily that her tongue hanged off her mouth for a while before quickly retracting in a long, suave licking of her lips.

Smack! She smacked then delicately, looking at me without knowing what to do, completely scared and intimidated, as eager to flee as she was to surrender herself to me.

'I... wow!' She covered her face and laughed. 'I work in this field and still I never saw a man as ripped as you!'

I opened my mouth and almost spelled out, very slowly, my command:

'Come here.'

She looked scared at me and, trying to cover up her apprehension with a few childish giggles, refused to obey.

As expected. I stiffened my gaze on her pretty light-tanned face and deepened my already deep, profoundly authoritarian voice just a little:

'Come here, princess. I'm going to fuck you.'

She inhaled deeply and gave half a step back, as fearful as she was wet.

Her stiffness betrayed her next steps. My body and her own excitement left her so scared she was really considering some lame excuses to leave me.

'Men like him shouldn't be possible.' She imagined, poor girls, after so many years judging herself to be at the absolute peak of the sexual chain.

Oh, no, my princess: I was going to show her exactly what the peak was!

Without blinking or taking my eyes off her, I spread my legs wide, like a cowboy who just climbed off his bull, and started walking to her.

I imagined between my legs an uncontrollable strength and energy building and growing up to the point of being unbearable.

At that moment, I was pure confidence. The room trembled and the furniture creaked at my every step. My breathing was fire and ember; I was a dragon ready to consume his little princess.

One foot away from her, I could hear her gasping. Her eyes trembled and her legs shook. In a single touch, I could make her fall, and my next move would set the tone for the rest of the night: I stopped and allowed her to keep staring, hypnotized, at my body, until her hands unwittingly went up to my pecs, and her frail little finger squeezed my iron muscles, without sinking one single millimeter into my hardened flesh.

Her mouth gaped even further, letting out a long whiff of air, maybe the last that remained on her lungs.

That was my cue: in a move so quick it must have looked like an assault, I took her by the waist and pressed her against my body, feeling her big, hard breasts press against my nipples.

'Ooooh! Oooh! Oooh...'

All the strength in her body had abandoned her. I felt her legs soften so much that, if I weren't holding her really tight, she would fall down like an empty ragdoll on my feet.

She knew I was danger, but she didn't care: she preferred the pleasure of my danger a thousand times than the boring comfort of any other lesser man!

Her palms voraciously ate up my abs while her face pretended to avoid mine:

'No... no, oh, no, my... let's... let's give it some time...' She begged while I closed my lips on hers. She became silent, however, as soon as I raised my hand rapidly —and threateningly— to her cheeks.

After very slowly fondling her cheeks, whose skin was so perfect Aphrodite herself seemed to have made it, I firmly grabbed her plentiful hair and pulled her face to mine until our lips were just a few millimeters apart, so much so I could savor her warm, wet, delicious breathing.

'You're mine.'

And I kissed her right there, so strongly that I made the kiss better than most fucks she ever had.

Our tongues fought, and hers realized it had no way to compete. She was a naughty girl that never ran awayfrom a good fight, yes, but right there, on that prolonged kiss, she realized she was facing a brute force of nature, of a man who, with a simple thrust, could send lightings jolts throughout her body.

I squeezed her body and her face against mine while slowly lifting up her body and taking her feet off the ground as if she weighed nothing.

She started to lose even her most primordial sense of modesty, biting and sucking all of my face.

I locked her arms to the sides of her body and moved her lips away from mine, giving her finally some room to breathe.

Her face stared at the ceiling while I pulled her hair, and her eyes swirled on all directions when her mouth started to draw a beautiful smile, and her ecstatic words finally came out after some silly, drunken laughs:

'Oh, God, that was...! That was...!!'

She couldn't find words to describe what she had just experienced. Frankly, I didn't even wait for her to find them: I pulled her head a little bit to the side and slowly approached the exposed flesh of her neck, completely surrendered to my hungry, feverish lips.

'Ooh, ooh, ohh!!'

I prolonged my breathing unto the base of her neck just to torture her, enjoying the chance also to smell her gentle, tender scent.

'Smell of a rainy forest. Mmm..' I pondered while licking my lips. 'My favorite.'

I gave her neck such a tremendous sucking, which she replied to with intense moaning —'oooouhh!!'—, once again losing all the strength in her body.
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