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Bimbo Genie: Final Wishes


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! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.
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RECENT RELEASES
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BIMBO OFFICE – PROMOTION


Delilah's master plan to be her Master's planned wife falls apart when he falls—hard—for an incomparable beauty. Will she convince him she's the one to lead his harem...or will she suck him off and beg for mercy when the new girl takes control?
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MESMERIZED FANTASIES
 – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of mind control heat, featuring bimbos, body transformations, lactation, breeding, harems, and so much more!
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BIMBO GENIE: HAREM
 Wishes


Sexy cock-obsessed genie Zanthia becomes the property of a mild-mannered Midwestern man who couldn't imagine wishing for anything scandalous. He barely even wants a genie! So Zanthia has to convince him of her worth...and she only knows one way to do it—making him hard as possible all the time and surrounding him with gorgeous women...
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BAD BOY FANTASIES –
 A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of bad boy alpha males claiming hot young tight pussies like they deserve in all sorts of scandalous ways.
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BIMBO OFFICE – NEW
 Girl


Delilah's role as top girl for her Master's Office Harem is complicated when a new beauty arrives on the scene—one who puts even Delilah's considerable charms to shame. She could roll with the punches and give her Master the slave he deserves...or she could try her new mind control powers on his ex-girlfriend to show him what a perfect slavewife she'll be for him!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


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


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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MY FINAL, BEST, ONLY
 True Master is surrounded by gorgeous angels, unearthly beauties with unbelievably perfect bodies. They grind slender, tight, young flesh against his marble-hard muscles, dripping honey from their cunts and milk from their tits, lavishing his neck and face and side with soft, gentle kisses. Any one of them could break the hearts of every man in America, and all of them are utterly devoted to pleasing Him.

He looks at all of them; he enjoys all of them, as he's deserved. He is their God. He admires his creations. He's cultivated them over years to be the physical specimens he desires.

But on His Cock?

On His Cock is me, me, me.

He's fucking my immortal brains out. I can barely put words together, and if I do, they're mostly nonsense.

“Cock!” I scream with ecstasy. “Fuck Cock Oh Fuck Yes Cock Master Cock Yes!”

I'm eloquent. I'm intelligent. I'm thousands of years old and I've spent an inordinate amount of that time reading and preparing and wishing for a day like this—and all I can do is scream incoherently while he fucks me up permanently.

I'm a wish-giving magical entity; I have power over reality itself. Everything I do breaks the laws of nature, and I'm so gorgeous that literally any man on earth would give up their lives to be with me.

Even so?

I’m so lucky to be his. I’m so lucky to serve him.

He’s the only Man strong enough to own me.
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THE LAST FEW MASTERS
 I’ve had have been run-of-the-mill regular guys. It’s what I’m pretty much used to, and it helps me enjoy my job a little more. After all, what’s the use in granting the wishes of a man who already has everything?

The second that I arrive in this newest Master's presence, I can sense everything is very
 different. Even the air
 feels wealthy, before I see anything.

And once I do—what a sight! A glass office, dead in the middle of the night. Surrounded by other tall buildings, though this is the tallest and this floor is the highest. Tall glass windows everywhere. A massive desk with an impressively handsome man sitting behind it wearing an amazingly tailor suit. The floors are marble; the ceilings arched and high like a cathedral. The doors to the office look thirty feet tall.

Outside the office is a smaller waiting room with five secretaries. All of them are incredibly gorgeous—long-legged, big-breasted, tall, and beautiful.

Everything in here seems made to make one person feel important, and everyone else feel small.

I arrive in the middle of a conversation.

“You see, sir? There it is. As promised. Please. Now, please, I-I’ve done everything you asked...”

“Yes. You have.”

I’m in front of two men. The first is a sort of sniveling kind with a froggish face; he looks like he lives in front of the candy aisle at a convenience store. He stands cowed in front of the huge desk that serves as the dividing line of this office.

The other—my new Master, which I can feel from the warmth of my lamp still lingering on his hands—is crushingly handsome. He’s tall, lantern-jawed, and impeccably dressed. It’s obvious from the stripes of his custom-tailored suit all the way down to the massive expanse of the desk he stands behind that he’s unbelievably wealthy.

He looks at me and drinks me down. I feel my hair getting longer—long like the girls in the waiting room. Darker, too. My eyes turn green. I'm becoming what he
 wants to see—which is only right. That's how all my Masters have me.

“Can you see her, Mr. Pothers?” the billionaire asks. “It’s my understanding that only I can.”

“I saw the smoke when you touched the lamp, sir, but that’s all. She’s there, though, yes?”

“Oh, yes. Definitely. She’s right here.”

I bite my lip at him and kneel. I have to. I would want to, I think, even if he wasn't my Master. He's so handsome and so obviously masculine. I can tell already he has an enormous Cock. I'm so fucking excited to make it hard—and I can tell, too, that it's already impressively hard underneath his tight pants.

He's excited
 about me. Oh, good.

“You know, Mr. Pothers, you could have easily used this creature for yourself.”

Pothers shrugs. “That wasn’t the agreement we had.”

“I suppose not. But you could have used to her to take what was mine. Take everything I had, maybe even had a wish or two left over.”

“I...that wasn’t the agreement. And you said if I tried anything, you’d hide Elisa from me. That you would know.”

Elisa, I quickly discover—I scan everything around me, everyone, with my magic—is one of the gorgeous women lined up in the waiting room outside. There's five of them; all of them are staring blankly into nothing. Their minds are filled with thoughts of affection for Jack.

“Yes, but you could have wished for me not to know, couldn’t you? Or wished that Elisa was just there, next to your side. Or at your feet, choking on your dick. Or...you know, any other dozens of permutations that give you this power and not me.”

“I-I don’t understand. Are you unhappy, sir?”

“No, Pothers. Just...impressed with my decision-making, I suppose. I’ve always been good at delegation of duty. You said you lost a foot finding this lamp?”

“And racked up ten thousand in expenses, yes sir. Which you will repay?”

“Mm.”

Jack pushes his hands toward me, against me—hitting the barrier that all my Masters have felt when they’ve tried to touch me. It’s impenetrable. I can tell that he’s barely paying attention to Pothers, that he holds him in complete contempt, and that all of this is a sort of show for my benefit.

My outfit changes to be one like one of the girls waiting outside—a hot parody of a secretary's outfit, with a brief twelve-inch skirt, tall tall heels, and a form-fitting sheer blouse that puts my nipples on display. My hair arranges itself neatly into a loose, sexy bun.

“Watch this,” he whispers to me.

I do. I'm captivated by everything he does. His Power—so clear and immediate—turns me the fuck on.

“Now, Mr. Pothers,” says Jack, turning and clapping his hands. “What did we promise you? A hundred dollars?”

Pothers breaks out into a cold sweat for a moment before a nervous smile climbs into his expression. “S-Sir, come now. One million dollars. And the lady of my choice.”

Jack smiles; he’s in on the joke even if Pothers isn’t.

“Ah.” Jack presses a buzzer on the desk. “Come in, ladies.”

They wait for a moment before the door opens and a parade of gorgeous young women come in. Even if I wanted to, I wouldn’t have been able to improve on them very much to improve the happiness and hardness of my new Master’s Cock.

They strutted in even time, five of them, each more gorgeous than the last. Tall and thin and busty, with model-gorgeous faces and stunning manes of thick, silky hair. They smile at Jack—only Jack—happy sneery-smiles that imply they know some devastatingly sexy secret that they can’t wait to tell him. They don’t look at Pothers at all except to drop the smile altogether and heavily sneer his way.

A quick scan of their minds tells me that Pothers is essentially sub-human to them. They register him as less than a man, less than a trained dog. More like a trash can or a pencil sharpener; something that’s kept around for a specific purpose and not to be treated with any special regard.

Something is happening here. It's all going so fast I can barely keep up. I'm unused to this kind of display of devotion, except...well, after I've done my wishes for someone.

“Which one did you say you wanted?”

Jack knows which one he wants. Hell, even I know without reading Pother’s mind. He wants the tall blonde in the sparkly miniskirt and blazer, midriff bare, waist about as thick around as a cylinder of cleaning wipes.

I can also sense the disdain Jack has for his choice. He has a clear favorite—it's the exotic, dark-haired girl in the center of the pack. The one who led their strut inside, who they all try to match time with. Her smashing suit is dark blue and the cut of her cleavage goes down to her naval. She's gorgeous; I'm kind of love with her right away.

“E-Elisa. Elisa is who I want. Y-you know that. I said it over and over.”

“Of course, Elisa. How could I forget? You know she is rather good. At the bottom of my list, of course. Aren’t you, Elisa?”

“Yes, Mr. Hawthorne.”

“Who is at the top?”

Elisa turns to the devastating exotic beauty leading the pack. “Isobel, Sir.”

Isobel preens at this little humiliation, at Jack’s praise. She’s clearly used to it, used to getting her own way and being praised and elevated. She lives for the compliments from and delight of her Master. It’s a sight to behold; my pussy is dripping.

“Any one of my girls, and you choose Elisa. The bottom rung.”

Again, the other girls sparkle at this implied praise and the open humiliation of Elisa. Elisa—who would have made any
 other man drool with need—feels her ego once again bruised by Jack.

“Sh-she’s so pretty, Mr. Hawthorne. And I-I-I thought you would mind less, you see, a-and—”

Jack holds up a hand for him to stop. “There’s no accounting for taste, I suppose. Elisa? Take care of the man.”

She nods and, taking a breath, they walk outside to the balcony. Elisa leads him by the sleeve like a sick child.

Isobel, meanwhile, struts over to Jack and slides one long thigh up his side. He doesn't have to tell her; she just knows what to do.

Her hands grasp the thick head of his bulge, squeezing easily through his pants. A practiced motion. She’s done this a thousand times before. Even nearly six feet tall herself and wearing six-inch stilettos, she’s still only barely cresting the ridge of his impossibly hard chest. Her thick mane tabs in perfectly to the crook of his arm as they watch Elisa and Pothers.

Pothers already has his pants unbuckled. I sense what's coming before he does. I try even to scream in warning for a moment before I remember he can't hear me.

Elisa, not breaking her stride, picks him up by the back of his pants and his collar and shoves him over the balcony edge. She watches him fall the whole way down. I can feel her body shuddering and quaking with pleasure as she sees the end.

She’s cumming because she’s carried out her Master’s will.

Inside, Jack’s hand is buried deep inside the cheeks of Isobel’s ass. She’s so tiny compared to him, and he is so otherworldly large anyway, that his hands wrap all the way around from his thumb on her ass cheek with his middle finger sliding against her folds and clit. Isobel’s moaning, groaning, grinding against her Man. When Pothers was pushed off, her hand squeezed dramatically around his Cockhead, hot whimpers of orgasmic pleasure escaping her mouth.

I doubt any of the other girls can hear her whisper:

You did it, Master. You’ll have it all. You got rid of the trash. Now you get to enjoy your reward. You Deserve it. You Deserve This. You Deserve ALL of this.

She called him Master; like he owns her instead of employing her. They’re clearly romantically linked, but this is something else entirely.

I don’t know what to make of any of this. This wholesale evil; this getting off to despicable acts.

I’ve entered into the service of a completely evil man. He’s powerful. He’s wealthy. He’s utterly without morals—and I can give him anything. Any. Fucking. Thing. He wants.

And there’s nothing I can do about it.

My pussy is trembling and wet. I'm terrified of what's about to happen; what he'll make me do. I won't have a choice. I'm a genie. I have to grant all his wishes.

Elisa comes back inside and crawls in front of Jack, waiting with hope in her eyes.

“Yes?” he asks.

Isobel still is obsessively stroking and adoring him. His Cock is out now. It’s enormous and beautiful and I want more than anything to take Isobel’s place. I've never seen a Cock so huge, so perfect, so thick and streaming with cum. I've been alive for thousands of years—I've improved hundreds of Cocks—and his is the best I've ever
 seen.

“Y-you said,” Elisa begins, “y-you said if I did it, if I took care of him, that I’d be rewarded.”

She sounds pathetically like Pothers. Her look at Isobel—that same helpless jealousy and longing and powerlessness—fills her body.

I realize it must be a ladder system all the way down for him. Elisa can treat Pothers with complete disdain; but anyone above her in this fucked-up, hot hierarchy can treat Elisa with that same disdain and please Jack while they’re at it. The other three girls are laughing to themselves at her obviously incumbent humiliation.

“I said I would think about it,” Jack corrects. “Isobel, what do you think?”

Isobel is putting on a show with her stroking. Every long, slow, urgent stroke is matched by her body grinding against his massive form. Her glistening wet cunt drips down his side. I’ve never seen anyone or anything more erotic, and I spend all my time making erotic wishes come true.

“I think she should have made the coward suffer a while if she wanted the glory of Your Cock,” says Isobel. “She just, what, threw him right off? You and I barely got started. So inconsiderate. What if you wanted to cum?”

The other girls gasp at the implication that Elisa hadn’t been paying attention to Master’s pleasure, to his need to cum. Blasphemy in their minds.

“Is that right, Elisa?” Jack asks. “Were you being selfish? Were you forgetting my needs?”

“I-I-I-I-I—”

Elisa’s mind is breaking apart. Her teeth dig in to her bottom lip. I can feel her consciousness ripping apart, like astral spaghetti run through a blender. She can’t comprehend a world where making Jack Hard and Happy isn’t her top priority. Being told that’s how she was acting tears her up inside.

“Get out of here. You’re unneeded. Go to your room. I’ll call you if I need you.”

Elisa is clearly holding back tears. She doesn’t get up—intuiting that standing would be wrong—but quickly crawls and shuffles in her tiny outfit toward the door. The other girls mock her as she passes.

“Selfish slut.”

“Dumb bitch.”

“Idiot
.”

This last one also push-kicks her in the rear as she crawls past, making Elisa land hard on the marble floors and bite her tongue. All the girls laugh and clap.

“Priscilla?”

This is the girl who kicked Elisa. Jack summons her closer.

“That was a very good girl thing to do, baby girl.”

He pulls her into his hard body for a long, heavy kiss. Her cunt leaks down onto his fingers. The whole time Isobel is still stroking him—so her thin arm strokes his massive cock between his body and Priscilla’s, and Priscilla starts to grind her body against him at the same time. It seems he compels these women to rub their fresh, hot, young bodies against him with ease. It’s all they live to do—please him, work for him, make him happy.

It’s a bizarre, corrupted, soul-eating world I’ve been dropped into. I’ve never seen anything so dark and fucked up, a hierarchy based entirely on mocking and shaming and showing superiority—on murder and theft and lies and all of it for the glory of One Impossibly Hard Huge Cock.

God, why does it turn me on so fucking much?

It’s wrong. All of this is so wrong. These women are evil fucking bitches. This man is an evil fucking bastard.

But oh my fucking god all I want to do is join them.

Is it because I'm naturally programmed to make Master happy? To make his Cock hard? Is his poison spreading that fast?

Or is this what I wanted all along?

More important—with how fucking wet my pussy is—do I even give a fuck?

“Now,” says Jack, turning to me. “Let’s talk about bigger things.”

He pushes Priscilla to one side, who drops into a crawling kneeling position with her fingers up her cunt, cumming helplessly after the long kiss with the love of her life. The other two girls who aren't Isobel—their names are Yvette and Sandra—kneel down besides her and whisper how lucky and honored they are to know her, this girl who makes their Master so happy.

“Girls,” he says, “I’m going to be talking to someone. You can’t see her, but she’s here. Very soon she’ll be wonderful friends with all of you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” They nod prettily, happily. Posing with tits out, smiles sparkling.

Isobel, at his side, continues to stroke His Cock, grind her pussy, moan her appreciation for Him.

“What do you think, Zanthia? What do you think of my arrangement here?”

“You’re a monster.”

He smiles. “Perhaps. I am unequivocally Other. That’s true. But that’s because my contemporaries are cowards, weaklings, and sloths. The Other is always monstrous.”

“Don’t philosophize. Y-you killed him.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. I had him killed. It’s much different.”

I stamp my foot, realizing how childlike I look. “He would have done anything for you. It was clear!”

“He was going to be in the way. I didn’t like looking at him. And now with you, I’ll be able to have any kind of ‘him’ I want, except as a gorgeous girl instead. Besides, he wanted to fuck one of my girls. Do you think I’m going to let that happen? They belong to me.” He looks in their direction. “Don’t you, girls? You’re mine.”

“Yes, Master,” they all chime in collectively. “We belong to You. You are our One and Only.”

I look at all of them.

There's Isobel, who I've mentioned already—easily a Top Tier Goddess who would put Aphrodite to shame. Tight boots, tight skirt, tight sheer blouse.

Then Priscilla, the cruel-hearted kicker whose brown hair and blue eyes belong more to an angel than the kind of demonic lust-festival that rages in her heart for Jack. Tall heels, gorgeous tight dress, dripping hot cleavage.

Katya, olive-skinned and dark-haired, decked out in jewelry and sporting the tiniest skirt of the lot, along with ankle boots and custom-made matching diamond anklets and bracelets that say “His Property” in Latin (to give it some ethos, perhaps?). She's got an innocent face and a kind of innocent mind, still rather confused about her position here when only six months ago she was waiting tables in Iowa.

Finally Megan, the sexy cool liquid steel blonde. Rocking a metallic minidress and sparkling heels. Even at a XXXS size, it practically drips off her. She's been staring a fuck-me hole into Jack since I've walked in; it's obvious she's the kind of girl who only shows emotion when she's being fucked brutally by an alpha stud—and then she shows a lot
 of emotion. She's a crier; I can tell.

“It’s quite a collection,” I say. “Like pieces of art.”

“That’s an accurate description,” he says. “Fuckpieces of Art. If they can’t please me aesthetically, they have no purpose to me.”

“Whose on top?” I ask.

This is an important question for me. I’m learning about his tastes. I need to know them. Even if I'm horrified by his murdering ways, his evil ways, I can't help my nature.

“They’re in tiers, naturally. Isobel on top. Then Priscilla and Megan and Katya just behind her. On the tier underneath is finally Elisa.”

I'm afraid of my next question. I ask it anyway.

“Why is it Isobel on top?”

“Let’s ask her. Isobel?”

The goddess smiles rapturously at her Master saying her name. “Yes, Daddy?”

“Why are you my best girl?”

Her smile becomes indulgent; she loves to brag. “Because I’m the best, Master. I’m sexier than the rest of them. I’m taller and tighter and tinier and smoother. My tits are bigger. I’ve given you more babies than all the rest of them combined and I still barely look eighteen. I’m perfect from head to toe. And I love letting them know I’m better—that’s important. I love letting them know they’ll never be where I’m at. And I love making other, lesser girls cry for being so fucking ugly that you won’t even look at them. That’s my favorite thing.”

Ungh. I want to fuck her so bad. She's so sure of herself. Such a fucking queen. More than a queen—an empress. A Goddess.

“But, Zanthia, if you want to know a secret?”

He gestures me to come close and then whispers as closely as he can. “I’m going to replace Isobel very soon.”

“What? Why?”

“I’ve found someone better.”

“Better?” I raise an eyebrow. “Who? Where?”

“I found a girl who can fulfill every last one of my wishes. Who can make my lust and my desires eternal.”

“Um...oh. Oh.” I shake my head. “Oh, Master. No. I can’t. We can’t. It’s better not to even think of it. You see, there are rules...”

“I know all about your stupid rules. They’re made for weaklings and pussies who don’t have the will to break them. Do you understand? I’m not that. Girls, what am I?”

They chorus: “You’re a Real Man, Master.”

“Do Real Men give a fuck about the rules?”

Another chorus: “Rules are made by the Real Man, Master.”

His command over them, the way he tugs and squeezes their cunts constantly with just words and thoughts makes me so fucking wet. God, he’s powerful. And now he’s saying he wants me...wants me as...what?

“You want me to be your slave as well? I already mostly am...”

“I want you to be my wife, Zanthia. Isobel is gorgeous but she can’t hold a candle to you, and especially not once you’ve allowed yourself to...update, in an appropriate fashion.”

I can feel myself inherently excited by the thought. How could I not be? He's powerful, handsome, and wants to use me to fuck up the entire world. That's like, my biggest wet dream ever. But it's so wrong...

“Y-you...you murder people.” I shake my head. “I can’t believe I’m letting you try to talk me into this. I won’t.”

“Shut up, then.”

“What?”

“Being talked into something requires two sides. Back and forth. But you don’t want to shut up, do you? You want to keep talking to me. You need my Cock.”

I can’t suppress my groan. I really do. Isobel does too. She's stroking more beautifully than ever, like she's playing in instrument.

“I think it turns you on that I had Pothers killed. That I hold that kind of power. I know it turns on the rest of my girls. You’ll fit right in.”

Isobel nods, squeezing, moaning, breath catching as his orgasm approaches.

“It doesn’t. That’s not it. I’m not turned on by it. You’re insane!”

Maybe he is. But that doesn’t make him wrong. It does me make wet as fuck.

“Besides. If it bothers you, maybe you can just forget it.”

His voice echoes in my mind.

I can hear him using something on me. Feel him doing it.

While I’ve been here, I’ve been scanning him. Scanning his employees. Scanning his computers. I’m kind of like a virus-scrubber on a computer, and it takes me a while to move through everything, and I have to move through everything to do my job right. Bigger pieces take longer.

And what Jack is trying on me? That’s a very big piece indeed. 

I feel so stupid that I didn’t see it before. I understood that something was happening. Some kind of control. I thought it was drugs, or hypnosis, or maybe even advanced blackmail and very advanced fucking. From his body, his mind, and his Cock, he’s clearly an amazing lover.

But it's more than that, I realize suddenly. It's so much more.

“You’ve fucked the minds of all these women,” I say. “You’ve mind controlled all of them.”

“Yes.” He shrugs. “Some of them needed it. Some of them didn’t and I did it anyway. Some of them didn’t and they volunteered for more.”

I look at the goddess on his side, stroking him and moaning for his cum.

“Which kind was Isobel?”

“What do you think?”

I look closely at her. I can feel the heat from her pussy like an open door of an oven. She’s so devastatingly gorgeous. She smiles right through me—I’m invisible to her—staring at her Master with coolly restrained lust. It’s gel lust in the sugar capsule of her fragile consciousness, time-released based on exposure to Cock. I can read her like a book, and it’s written by a madwoman:

OhpleaseohgodpleaseletmeserveILoveYouILoveONLYYouI’llWorshipYouForeverOhMyManMyGodMyKingMyDaddyMyDaddyMasterKingGODILoveYouSOMuchohfuckPleaseCockPleaseCockCockCockINeedYourCockNowOhPlease!

“She didn’t want it.” I see it so clearly. “She wanted to love You naturally. She wanted...she made you promise not to do it to her too, like you did the others. She just wanted to keep her free will. She made you promise.”

“I made her a promise, that’s right. Isobel, you remember that promise? And what happened then?”

“You promised I was different,” says Isobel, smiling. Her fingers go to her cunt and—after a nod of approval from Jack—she begins to stroke her clit. “You promised I wouldn’t have to be mindfucked. You promised we would get married.” There’s such joy in her voice. “And then you fucked my mind anyway. You let me know it was happening. You made me not mind, after a while. You made me ask for more and know it was you making me ask for more. I become your puppet. I’m so happy.”

And she absolutely is.

He puts her down on her knees and shoves his Cock in her mouth. Isobel cums, right away, and so does he—but neither of them stop. They just keep going, one perpetual cumming machine. Every thrust he cums in her, and she cums for him. He's slow and steady, purposeful. Fucking her mind while he fucks her mouth.

“You see, Zanthia? I’m bad at just having ‘enough.’ I’ll never have enough. I want it all and I want more of it.” He gets as close as he can to me. “That’s why I want you. You’ll give me everything. And then you’ll give me more. Won’t you, babe?”

I quiver and whimper. I want that. I want that so terribly bad. I’ve wanted it for thousands of years. I’ve never tasted, never touched, never felt Cock, but I can almost feel his right now grinding on my mind fucking away my brain cells.

“You’ll fuck up my mind. That’s what you’re suggesting.”

He nods. “It’s a promise, doll. I’m going to work on you like I did on them.”

“Well, there’s one problem with that. Those kinds of things don’t work on me.”

“Is that so?” He smiles, fucking Isobel's mouth harder.. “I wish they did.”

“I...Master?”

“I didn’t stutter. I wish all the mind-control techniques I knew worked on you.”

“I...oh. Oh no.”

Oh yes.
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HE GRINDS HIS COCK
 against the barrier right in front of my face. I made the invisible surface there soft, wet, and warm. Like a pair of milk-heavy tits constantly soaking his shaft with more and more invisible lubricant. Isobel and Priscilla push on him, grind on him. Megan and Katya are at his feet, pushing their milking tits up and down his legs and finger-fucking themselves into orgasm after orgasm.

It's been like this for over an hour. His thought and will pouring into me. Changing me. Fucking me up. Fucking my mind.

It feels fantastic
.

“I can’t believe I never thought of this before.”

“I can,” he shakes his head. “Men are mostly cowards. You told them they couldn’t have you, and they believed you. But I don’t believe in no. No means yes to me.”

“Yes, Master.”

He increases his thrust-speed slightly. “Ungh. Yes means yes too, of course.”

“Yes, Master.”

I’ve been alive now for thousands of years. My mind and body were born mortal, born normal. I was always beautiful, but becoming a genie made me transcendentally hot. I make the souls
 of men hard. And I had always been reasonably intelligent, but to be able to catalog the essentially limitless amounts of personal information that exist in the lives of any given Master, my mind had to be altered accordingly.

There’s no organs inside my body. No brain inside my mind. My skin is better thought of a container for my power, my shape more of a metaphor than a literal definition. I’m a conduit to a power greater and more ancient than anything else in this world. I can shape reality as I see fit no matter where I go or what I do. Inside of me is nothing but air, light, and energy.

And my Master? My Perfect Master, whom I adore above all other things and people?

He’s owning more and more of all that power by the second.

His pheromones seep into my body. His sub-neural scanners distort my perception. Nanites penetrate my barrier and flood my experience with pleasant chemicals. Subliminal messages pour into me. Ancient sex magicks—the kinds of which even I thought were only rumors—work on my consciousness as I stare at his Cock, that beautiful big Cock, and let his words seep into my thoughts.

“You Love Me.”

“I Love You.”

The girls at his side and feet whisper along with me. We are His Angelic Chorus—majestic, beautiful, and terrible.

“You Need Me.”

“I Need You.”

“You Hate This Barrier.”

“I Hate This Barrier.”

“You Trust Me.”

“I Trust You.”

“You Need to Listen To Me.”

“I Need to Listen To You.”

And I do.

I begin to understand so much as he speaks to me. I hear his words become my thoughts, and then his thoughts become my thoughts, until there's no difference between the two and I'm just hearing my
 thoughts, transformed.

I can scan his thoughts—and I do—and they just reinforce what I know. He's Everything. He is my Master.

He. Deserves
. This.

All my power. All his power. It all belongs to him.

The barrier? It’s not real. It’s a defense mechanism—a way to keep men from getting too close. It's not necessary—
it's psychological.


After all, what if I were to fall in love with the wrong man? I do it all the time. I give them wishes and then rush out of their lives. My interest goes away.

But really I’ve just been waiting for the right man. A Real Man—and I know my Master is a Real Man.

All those other Masters were just imitations. They were pathetic, inferior, sniveling cowards who couldn’t take what they wanted.

I want to rip their wishes away. I want to take all their power away and give it to my Real Master, my Real Man, my God. 

I want Master to take me. I want him to conquer me. I want him to own me.

This whole time, I’m handing out Little Extras like candy. Megan’s legs become longer and more toned. Priscilla’s face lovelier. Katya's breasts extra-full of hot milk that never ends, never pains her, under her total control like mental faucets.

And Isobel. Oh, Isobel.

I’m rapturously in love with Isobel. I want her to have everything
. I keep mining the desires of Master to make her more Perfect for him—and it’s difficult because he already did that. She is in every possible way His Ideal Woman.

I want that. I’m so jealous of her. I want to be that for Him.

He said I would be his new wife
. I'm so excited. But this damned barrier won't go away!

His Cock is inches away now. I can smell it so strong. I can practically taste
 it. My tongue is out as I finger myself madly, needing him. Aching. Begging.

“Do you remember your life?” he asks, still thrusting. Tireless. “Before being a genie?”

“I...no. There’s nothing I recall.”

It's a bit odd—though still erotic to me—to imagine what his girls see right now. Their Master fucking the air, carrying on a conversation.

They can see his endless cum—and god, he cums constantly
, he's such a Man—dripping on “nothing” and sliding around it. The “nothing” it drips around is obviously woman-shaped to them.

“Interesting. How long ago was your fourth Master?”

“Four thousand years ago.”

“Mmm. And do you remember the second wish of your fourth Master?”

“As many deer as there are fish in the sea on my land, and for as long as the sun sets in the west.”

I say it in Ancient Sumerian. Very quickly I realize Jack wouldn’t have been able to understand me, so I fix it. He can understand Ancient Sumerian, now.

And also every living spoken language. But that’s all.

Well. Why not? Every language ever, he knows and is fluent in; could have a long involved debate in. I can see his eyebrows rise as he understands, suddenly, that he now understood what he heard.

“You’re really something, babe.”

I swoon from the compliment.

“Thank you, Master.”

“Isn’t that something? You can remember a dead language you’ve never had to speak for thousands of years, but not your own life?”

“There was this demon,” he repeats. “He changed me. He made it so...so that I granted wishes.”

“A demon gave you this power?”

He sounds suspicious.

“Yes.”

“The power to make men’s dreams come true. Have you made men miserable ever since?”

“No. Of course not. I’m good at my job, Master. I’ve made everyone ridiculously happy. I’m the best thing that’s ever happened to them.”

“And a demon gave you this power, you say?”

“Yes, Master.”

He’s getting at something. I can almost put together what, but his Cock is so fucking beautiful and it’s right there in front of me...

“Describe this demon.”

“He is...you know. Demonic. Like...”

“Horns? Tail? Big book of sins?”

“No. Not that. It was...just...you know. I can’t describe it. He was a demon.”

“Describe your seventh Master.”

“Adavalz. He was seven-feet tall by the time we were done and handsome as a statue. He was king for a long time in the Assyrian Empire and conquered several lands—”

He holds up a hand. Enough.

“Has he come back to taunt you, this demon? To make you sad or hurt? Has he checked in on you at all?”

“Well, no. But I can feel him all the time.”

“Feel him how?”

“When I...want something. Want Cock. Want your Cock. He keeps it from me.”

“From what I know of demons, they're vicious, cruel beings who take delight in constant torture. But this
 demon makes you want something you can't have. Okay, fairly demonic. But then he never comes back to taunt you. Never comes back to gloat. And in the meantime you've been making

deliriously happy with absolutely no repercussions from him at all. You can remember every last detail of your entire life—which spans thousands of years—but not probably the singularly most important being you've ever encountered?”

Well, if you put it that way, this begins to sound a little silly.

“Admit it, Zanthia. There was no demon. There is no barrier. There are no rules. It was just your fear.”

His Cock is centimeters over my face now. It's so powerful that it's creating a breeze that pushes my silky hair.

“I...I...”

“Admit it and I’ll let you suck my Cock. If you deny me now, I’ll never give you another chance ever again.”

I’m an all-powerful, goddess-shaming beauty of a genie, and he has me completely inside of his control. I can feel my skin absorbing the wetness of his constantly streaming cum. It's landing just above my lap. The barrier is so thin that it's resting on top of my thighs, like water on a wet suit.

“P-please,” I whimper. “Please, Master...”

“Say it. Tell me the truth.”

“I...I can’t.”

I’m sobbing; this only makes him fuck forward harder. I’m so embarrassed. I want to do what he says but it’s just too hard.

“All right then. I’ve got a wish, Zanthia. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Master.”

He’s going to wish for me to tell him. I already know it. But it won’t count. It won’t count if it’s a wish. I can't tell the truth if he wishes
 for me to tell him. Then I'll just be telling him what he wants to hear.

“I wish that you loved yourself, Zanthia.”

I didn't expect this.

But then?

Then, everything
 changes.
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I’M SO
 fucking amazing

I’m so
 fucking amazing.

I’m so fucking
 amazing.

I’m so fucking amazing
.

I'm sucking his Cock.


I'm sucking His
 Cock.

I'm sucking
 His Cock.


I'm
 sucking His Cock!

All I've wanted to do for the history of my entire life—which is as long as the history of human civilization—is to suck a Cock. And be fucked by one. And to touch one, nuzzle one, coo on one, moan on one, lick one, adore one in every possible way.

And now me—the most gorgeous fucking female in the history of anything ever—is sucking the beautiful hard world-ending Cock of a brilliantly handsome billionaire who is so fucking evil
 that he'll probably have me murder half the world's population just to show off how strong he is.

And. It. Is. So. Fucking. Good.

I never thought it would be so good. I mean I did
, but I was so wrong
. It's so much better
 than I imagined! His flesh is warm, so filling. So fulfilling
. His Cock pushes against the volcanically warm, unimaginable tight flesh of my throat. All of my being dedicates itself to pleasuring him. I transform every last one of the atoms his Cock slides across into deliciously soft, urgent, pink tongues, surrounding his length in a universe of pleasure that only I can provide.

Never in the history of the entire world—which I’ve been alive for all of, as I said—has there ever been anyone as sensational as me. I’m stupidly fucking gorgeous, I’m amazingly smart, I’m all-powerful and all-knowing, and if that weren’t enough, I’m the utterly mindfucked bimbo fuckdoll of the only Real Man alive.

Ungh. How lucky
 am I?

How amazing is that? My mind is totally and completely fucked by Master, and all the time I’m stacking the deck in his favor, making him more powerful and more influential.

For example:

In the last thirty minutes, I’ve increased the area of his influence so that everyone in a fifteen-mile radius is his complete and total mindfucked slave.

No, twenty miles.

No, thirty miles.

No, one hundred miles, and then another fifty because he deserves it. They all instantly stop what they’re doing, drop to their knees, put their heads on the ground and pray pray pray for the mercy of my Master once he realizes they’re alive.

I hope he gives them no mercy at all. It’s what they deserve for not worshiping him already. I can turn them into forgotten dust the second he asks me to; I hope he does. I’ll do anything
 for him.

And yet for some reason—for some unfathomable reason—he’s still just looking at Isobel. His perfect woman.

I mean, she is crazy gorgeous. She’s fantastic. I’m completely in love with her. But I’m amazing! I’m super fucking sexy and I want to be seen and admired!

She's whispering to him and her hands are on my skull, guiding me forward as he fucks my face. They both can see me now—I've “arrived.”

All his girls can see me. Priscilla, Megan, and Katya are writhing on the floor behind Isobel and Jack, almost looking scared at how fast and hard they're cumming. I may
 have made their bodies capable of giving themselves an orgasm anytime they wanted to—and because they're around Jack, their ideal Man (everyone's Ideal Man, really)—they want to all the time.

“We did it, Master,” Isobel purrs to him. “You did it. You're so Strong. I Love You So Much!
”

“I love you too, babe.”

They kiss and kiss and kiss harder
 while he continues to fuck my face—treating me like a third wheel. Frankly—I don't fucking get it and even though I Love
 Him and His Cock—oh my god (that's Him), do I ever Love His Cock—I'm starting to get a little
 offended.

I slowly slide my face off his immense length with a hot slurping schlucking sound. He continues to cum anyway, shooting down my tits, covering me in his seed. It makes me shiny, more youthful. It's the best moisturizer known to mankind and more nourishing than three days of a health spa.

“Master?” I begin. “Don’t you want to fuck me?”

“Oh, definitely,” he nods. “It’s just, there’s a few more things you need to do for me first.”

“I...” I'm confused. “What more do You want, Master? I'm happy to oblige. But you did say something about us being married?”

I've already got the wedding planned. It could happen in the next five minutes. The attendance could be upwards of five hundred million. There's a new stadium in the Rocky Mountains I could build in less than half a minute.

“He It'll all make sense in a second. I want you to look into Isobel’s eyes.”

I don't understand, but I must obey—he's my Master in every possible way. Isobel gets down on her knees before Him to help me out.

“Yes, Master.”

“Isobel, look into her eyes.”

“Yes, Master.”

We're kneeling across from each other now. His Cock pours out cum into our tits, pressed together hotly. Milk leaks from both of us. I can't tell whose milk is whose. A puddle of our pussy juices, milk, and hot seed accumulates at our knees. Everything is sticky and hot.

“Tell me what you see.”

“Beauty,” we both answer. “Warmth. Passion. Love.”

He grinds his hard Cock against Isobel’s chin. He's so fucking in love with her that he's getting off on fucking her chin
. God. I'm so jealous of her.

“Zanthia,” he says, “I love Isobel. More than anything. More than you.”

I keep staring at her eyes. I wasn't told to stop. They're gorgeous. They're hypnotic.

“O-oh...” I say, trying not to sound disappointed.

“But I wasn't lying when I said I would marry you. Not completely. She, and you, are going to be upgraded. Do you want to be upgraded, Zanthia?”

“Yes, Master.”

Anything for him. I can't imagine what he means, though.

“Zanthia, don’t you want to be what I love?”

“Yes, Master. More than anything.”

“Then make yourself into what I love. Love yourself enough to give you what you need.”

“Make myself...”

“Make yourself into Isobel.”

I understand completely now. And even if I could resist, I'm so swept up in Isobel's beauty that I've already modified myself considerably to be what he wants. My hair is the same shade as hers already. My eyes turn dark and full of mystery. I feel my face changing.

“That's it.” He starts to fuck my
 chin now. “Make yourself her.”

I do, down to the slightest detail. Even our pussies are exactly identical. Her breasts are completely proportional, every part of her symmetrical. She's living Beauty, and now so am I.

But, just as a flourish, I leave behind a little highlight of blond hair so he can tell us apart.

“No,” he says. “Nothing like that. The same. Exactly the same. In body. In soul. In mind.”

Isobel gushes, moaning. Her gasps make her lips rub against mine—our matching lush pink lips sliding over each other’s. We kiss madly. I feel myself obeying His command.

Not just appearances. Mind. Body. Soul. Everything. Matching. Everything.

Her lips in mine. My lips in hers. Our lips on each other's. His Cock like a siphon of meaning between us, sucking out all thought, all consciousness. I feel my mind becoming her mind—a completely controlled entity; a constantly orgasming cloud; a desperately lovesick needy aching obedient mindfucked black hole of desire that only expands, never grows smaller.

Finally the kiss stops and we look at one another. We smile at exactly the same time. We giggle. We bite a lip flirtatiously. Her fingers press into mine. My fingers into hers. Our tits, our heavy milk-leaking tits, sliding over each other.

So much better than a mirror.

She thought that. I think that? We...think that?

I’m so confused. Master needs to make it better. He’s always known what to do.

“Master, I don’t know if I can,” I say. “I want to be her for you. But she’s...I’m...it’s so hard to know. How will I know if I’m her? If we’re the same? How can I judge?”

“You’re right. We need someone objective, don’t we? Someone outside of you to make you how you’re supposed to be.”

“Yes, Master. You’re so right.”

Is that my voice? Isobel’s?

“Give me all your power, Isobel.”

He calls me Isobel. But aren't I Isobel?

Or wasn't my name...Isobel?

Have I always been Isobel?

Mind. Body. Soul.

I'm just like her now.

I am her now.

“A-all of it?”

“All of it. Unless you don’t love me?”

“I-I-I-I...”

I don’t know how to react. He’s got me so fucking twisted up. I fucking love how much he’s fucking with my mind. I can already see the way he’s using me, shaping me, pumping my empty bimbo-fucked little head to entirely belong to him.

“Do You see how unquestionably this Isobel loves me?” he says, pointing at the other in front of me.

I nod. I'm so touched by their love. It makes me swell with desire. “Yes, Master.”

“I wish you loved me like she loves me.”

His Wish is my Command.
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MASTER IS INSIDE US
. Fucking us. Finally.

Although it's not finally
. Not really. We know he's fucked us thousands of times. Millions, maybe. His Cock is Eternal and so is his Power. But for some reason it feels like the first time.

We're on a bed that is dozens of feet long and wide. It's in the middle of what once was his office and has now become his throne room. There's no reason his throne room shouldn't be one enormous bed—his empire is fucking, his kingdom is lust, and his universe is ruled by Cock.

Our understanding of our history becomes more and more deeply intertwined. Our mind fractures and tries to put itself back together. We had been a genie for thousands of years. That much is true. Then we became...we became a model. Tired. Looking for the One True Cock. Aching for it.

We made our needs secret but made our presence public.

We made ourselves famous for being so beautiful we never needed to be nice. We mocked every last inferior we came across. We never paid for anything and kept getting paid more and more. Free jewelry, free dresses, free shoes, free furs, free houses and cars. All of it handed to us on a silver platter, and none of it meaning anything at all until we met Him.

Master.

Jack.

Fucking us now. Fucking one of our bodies. Fucking it like he’s never fucked us before, even though he’s obviously fucked us for years now.

“Oh fuck,” he moans. “You’re so much fucking...tighter...”

We’re always making ourselves better for Master. Tighter. Hotter. Taller.

He cums inside us. For some reason, it feels like the first time. We comfort one another, cooing and moaning about how perfect and right this is.

He cums in us constantly. We are feeling cum sprayed inside our beautiful, gorgeous, perfect, Master-Ideal body and it never stops being and feeling perfect. Every atom of his cum that shoots inside of us feels like the very first one. The purity and amazement of feeling for the first time
 is permanent in our silly, female bimbo brain—all we Know is Master.

That We are Two makes perfect sense to Us. Master Deserves Two Perfect Brides.

Priscilla, Megan, and Katya still are besides themselves in ecstasy on the bed next to us. Their heavy tits leaking milk; their pussies dripping honey. Master fucks one of Us—We Isobels—and then fucks the other. He does not fuck them.

But seeing them, we become worried—will we just be another them soon? We want reassurances.

He is All Powerful. Even as he fucks us, he reshapes all that is. He reforms galaxies in the sky to spell his Perfect Name, just as he deserves. He has no limits, no psychological blocks—he loves himself as he should and knows all that he deserves (which is everything, everything, everything
).  

“Master,” we coo together, sliding our hands up his Godly chest. The Unfucked Voice is clearer, less dazed with massive endless cums, while the Fucked Voice is a moaning echo of the Unfucked. There are Two Isobels and One Cock, and so when he fucks us there is always Fucked and Unfucked.

“Wouldn't it be fun if we were nearly as powerful as You?”

He slows his furious fucking, considering. As he does, one of us begins to suck his Cock while the other speaks, but we move and talk with the same purpose. One speaks and the other moves our head up and down His Cock in time with our speech.

“You could control goddesses,” we explain. “You and You alone...”

He cums down our throat; we feel it in unison. The feeling of the cum is shared across one mind and two bodies.

“Yes,” he nods. “Fuck yes. I like that. There you go.”

We knew that he would like it. We know him so well. We know controlling goddesses would make him hard—and now with this power, we can ensure that no one
 ever challenges us for the throne of his Queens.

We feel the power inside us. Filling us with blinding, pure light. Our bodies become more than mortal. Shining. Eternal, like him. Priscilla and Megan and Katya's eyes would start to burn in their sockets, looking at our beauty, if we did not take mercy on them and protect them. Our voices, so clear and singular and gorgeous, would make their heads explode with our glorious presence, except for our mercy.

They are beautiful. They deserve mercy, unlike so many—so many who now suffer and are wiped out thanks to Master's grand re-shaping. Billions are dying across the globe, the galaxy, the universe, all for the glory of His Cock. We can't stop cumming as we think of it—all his Power.

It's so strange...this Power inside of us...it feels almost like some kind of...return...

But that's silly. Master has always had the Power. He's just allowing us to share into some of it now.

If it feels familiar now, it's just because he wanted it that way.

“This was your plan all along,” we say together. “Owning us. Two of us. Together.”

“Like I said,” he smiles. “I’ve always been bad at having ‘enough.’ There’s no sense in having just the most beautiful girl in the world. I want the most beautiful girls.”

“The most beautiful twins.”

“That’s right.”

He fucks our mouth and we can hear the earth cracking. All around us, the city rumbles and breaks apart. Lives are lost and property is destroyed forever. Meanwhile, Master’s Tower only grows and grows—a brilliant golden monument to his power and majesty bolstered by immortal magic. Taller than every other building—every other mountain—
in the solar system.

The chaos grows—fire extinguishes life by the millions and billions. Tsunamis ravage the world and flood city after city, even as their denizens are blinked out of existence by His Power.

And he fucks our mouth. And we praise him and beg him for more.

Soon, all will be replaced. A world entirely of His Slaves—only the Worthy; only those Worthy of carrying his seed and looking after his heirs.

All the wishes we’ve given over the years are sucked away, stripped from other men and women and delivered only to Him. Only for Him. All Power for Him. Only He Deserves It.

After cumming in us so many times we can't even think—leaving our tall, thin, gorgeous bodies sticky and wet and trembling and overwhelmed with pleasure—he walks away. Staring out his Golden Tower, looking at what the world has become thanks to his unbridled power.

Hard. So impossibly Hard, still.

We must be his Softness. We Alone are able to withstand the ravages of his Orgasmic Delights. Priscilla, Megan, and Katya are demi-goddesses at this point from the power we've shared to them in appreciation of their beauty, but even they are incapable of thought after such a fucking like what Master just delivered.

We dress in elegant, simple gowns—baring our backs, our cleavage, our legs. Our hair dripping down our forms and flowing all the way to our calves. Every part of us feminine perfection.

As we approach, he looks at us with mild surprise.

“I can't even tell,” he says, “which one is which anymore. I shouldn't have let you out of my sight.”

He snaps his fingers for us to get on our knees—and of course we do, right away.

“Never again, girls. You're by my side from now on.”

We stare out at the fires, earthquakes, and whirlwinds ravaging everything that isn't inside this tower. We're the only ones who are safe, thanks to Him. We hug our perfect bodies into his, softly and lovingly stroking his Massive Endlessly Cumming Cock as he rebuilds the world from the bottom up from atop his golden tower.

We answer in aching unison. “As You Wish, Master.”
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

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?
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WHAT OTHER THOROUGHLY
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:
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BIMBO OFFICE – PROMOTION


Delilah's master plan to be her Master's planned wife falls apart when he falls—hard—for an incomparable beauty. Will she convince him she's the one to lead his harem...or will she suck him off and beg for mercy when the new girl takes control?
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BIMBO GENIE: HAREM
 Wishes


Sexy cock-obsessed genie Zanthia becomes the property of a mild-mannered Midwestern man who couldn't imagine wishing for anything scandalous. He barely even wants a genie! So Zanthia has to convince him of her worth...and she only knows one way to do it—making him hard as possible all the time and surrounding him with gorgeous women...
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BIMBO OFFICE – NEW
 Girl


Delilah's role as top girl for her Master's Office Harem is complicated when a new beauty arrives on the scene—one who puts even Delilah's considerable charms to shame. She could roll with the punches and give her Master the slave he deserves...or she could try her new mind control powers on his ex-girlfriend to show him what a perfect slavewife she'll be for him!
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BIMBO GENIE – FERTILE
 Wishes


Zanthia’s a sexy airhead genie obsessed with making men happy in EVERY erotic way, and has endless power to change reality to make her owner happy. Soon, all the fertile babes will moan her Master's name and beg for his virile seed while leaking from beautiful overflowing cups, just like he deserves. Bimbo genie Zanthia makes every part of his life sweet and full of nonstop, erotic action.
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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MESMERIZED FANTASIES
 – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of mind control heat, featuring bimbos, body transformations, lactation, breeding, harems, and so much more!


Bad Boy Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of bad boy alpha males claiming hot young tight pussies like they deserve in all sorts of scandalous ways.


Office Fantasies – A Bundle


Sex, sex, and more sex—it's all we think about at the office. We're supposed to be working, but we want to be BANGING. In this twenty-story bundle, each tantalizing tale focuses on hot, sweaty, eager ruts on desks, in cubicles, and with hot secretaries who can't say no.


Bimbo Fantasies – A Bundle


The twenty stories in this MASSIVE bundle feature beautiful women becoming the bimbo goddesses they were born to be. And all the time they’re serving lucky men, usually huge-membered, hard-bodied, virile studs who can keep up with the nymphomaniac needs of their new gorgeous pets, often taking several at a time and creating harems of gorgeous beauties created just for their service!


Filthy Taboo Fantasies – A Bundle


The Men of the House. The forbidden fruit. The hot taboo thoughts that race through the minds of the deviant and ultra-kinky. There’s no delight like forbidden delights, delights that can NEVER be. But in these TWENTY hot stories, those taboo fantasies come to life. Hot, hung alpha studs with bodies forged from hard steel never take “no” for an answer from the gorgeous babes they’ve known all their life.


Haughty Queen Lust -  A Bundle


Her True Purpose? Her One Goal? She needs to Kneel before her One True God, adore his virile member, beg for his heir-making seed filling up her body, and beg him to control her mind (and the minds of other gorgeous babes) as much as she wants. Because women belong on their knees in front of men...and so that means the most gorgeous women of all belong on their knees in front of the most powerful man. Twenty Tantalizing Tales.


Gang Fantasies: A Bundle


These TWENTY stories—including one FULL-LENGTH EROTIC NOVEL—are full of the kind of hot erotic action that can only happen when Gangs of Hard Badasses know they’re in charge. They take what they want—not caring if she says “no” —pin their lover down, and fill her so full of their hot white unprotected seed that she’s brimming with pregnant delight almost immediately.


Milky Fantasies – A Bundle


In all of the stories in this MASSIVE bundle, gorgeous beauties become the very epitome of femininity—servile, nubile, fertile, and with full, heavy breasts made to entice men. And the men? Those hunks are virile, alpha male studs served by harems of eager lovelies. It’s the natural order of things.


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! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Bimbo Genie - Final Wishes
? Then you should read Bimbo Office - Promotion
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: Bimbo Office - Promotion]


Delilah's plans for a happy, erotic wedding and her Master's ultimate happiness come to fruition...but not how she planned.

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories. Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else: Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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