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* * * * *

Bimbo Office: Promotion


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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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!


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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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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THEY WERE IN A HONEYMOON
 suite in the most expensive hotel on the planet. Five body-perfect girls knelt before him, whispering pleas and begging to be his.

Each one had spectacularly huge tits, tiny waists, wide fertile hips, and gorgeous faces. All had long hair and sparkling young skin and fresh tight cunts that would stay tight and hot and permanently wet. Their gorgeous, hefty breasts spilled over with milk that lubricated their caresses and kisses. Each loved their Master completely. Each needed him more than anyone else.

They all loved each other, these girls; they were a sisterhood of service and devotion to their living God and his Holy Cock. Each one wore nothing but lingerie, diamonds, and heels. Each one had enough hot jewelry on them to fund small third-world countries for months.

Each of them could break the hearts of billionaires around the globe and fuck up the global economy just with a few winks and some carefully positioned smiles. The only thing more important to any of them than each other was His Cock.

But only one of them really Deserved
 His Cock. The one in the middle. Helena. In the bright white bridal lingerie.

And so the Master chose Helena, because he always chose Helena, and she spread her legs wide and urged him in.

“Oh Master, thank
 you,” she moaned. She could bring down nations in seconds with a plea like that, and she used all her wiles and all her beauty and all her ability just to make her Master Hard.

“You're so fucking big
,” and he was. “You're so fucking strong
,” and he really
 was.

He was so strong that when the rest of the girls climbed onto him, pushed against his body and Helena's and pressed them together like one living symbiotic groupfuck-hug, he barely noticed their weight. All he did was look into Helena's perfect face and groan and kiss her hard and make her fertile, tight body shiver with delight from the enormous width and length of his gigantic GodCock filling her up to get her pregnant.

Just to Helena's right, wearing bright red silk lingerie, was Delilah, who had worked tirelessly to make this all happen—whether she knew it or not.

You see, not so long ago, Delilah thought she would be his bride—the lucky, lucky, luckiest
 girl who received all his cum first.

But he hadn't married Delilah; he'd married someone even better. Someone even hotter
. And Delilah was quickly forgetting that she had ever wanted it any other way.
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SOME WEEKS PRIOR, DELILAH
 marinated in the certainty that nothing would ever change the fact that Miles would marry Delilah. It was the only
 way she wanted things to be, and her Master in his generosity had given that certainty to her.

Another model, the seventh one that day, strutted down the stone runway in the middle of Miles’s newly refurbished office.

The model—her name was Alexandra, per her sheet—was tall and beautiful and thin. She wore black lingerie and a pair of gorgeous heels with gold buckles. Her dark hair was made up perfectly. The heels snapped sharply as she strutted, stroke a pose, and smiled right at Miles.

He smiled right back. There was a lot to smile about. Delilah had taken care of that; she wanted Miles to always
 have a reason to smile. He didn’t always have to, but she always wanted him to be able
 to smile. To have something pretty to look at to remind him of how great and powerful he was, all the fantastic delicious power he held.

At his feet, between his legs, was his ex-girlfriend Lily. Her heels clacked too, but against the inside of his desk as she softly sucked his Cock while he watched the models walk.

Delilah sat next to him wearing a stunning Gucci blazer. Very professional. Her lack of a top inside of the blazer was probably less professional, but no one was complaining—Delilah looked absolutely stunning in whatever she wore and most of the time very quickly hypnotized others into doing her bidding with about thirty seconds of eye contact and toying with her gorgeous long hair and heavy tits, which pressed heavily against the smooth silk fabric of the blazer.

She leaned over and touched the clipboard in Miles’s hands with one long perfectly manicured finger. Whispering in his ear. An observer, like the model Alexandra, might think that she was conferring privately with him about the performance they had just seen.

In fact, Delilah had leaned over to surreptitiously hold Lily’s head down on Miles’s Cock, slowly making her gag and choke.

“I love that sound,” she said to her fiance, in reference to the choking sounds that Lily made. “Do I have to let her off Your Cock this time?”

Lily began to lose consciousness. Her automatic nervous system kicked in, making her body thrash. Delilah’s grip was like iron; Miles had made her strong. He had to, otherwise the sheer bulk of his immensely muscular, powerful body would crush her during one of their marathon fuck sessions.

“Maybe I can just keep her there while You drink up this hot teen thing on the runway, Master,” Delilah suggested. Her tongue lashed softly, quickly, against his ear. Her voice was a dark whisper containing all the dark cosmic urgency of stars collapsing into black holes. She was his dark partner, his Accomplice, and she loved it that way. “Maybe she can just choke until we replace her.”

Miles shifted, groaning inaudibly, and came into Lily’s throat, but then he was always cumming. His refractory period didn’t exist anymore. He came whenever he wanted—and Delilah made sure he wanted to cum a lot
.

“That’s enough,” he said, gently. Delilah relaxed her grip on Lily, who swallowed as much as cum as possible while still continuing to suck Miles down.

And then Miles said louder: “That’s enough. Thank you.”

The model Alexandra’s smile turned slowly into a look of confusion. “Are you talking to me?”

“Yes. We’re not interested.”

“But...” she looked truly puzzled. “But I’m...but...I can...I smell
 it. The c-c-Cock. I would...”

She took a tentative step forward. Delilah stood up immediately, towering over her from several feet away and in heels both more expensive and taller.

“Stop. Right. There.”

If she came any closer, Delilah would fuck her up. And not just physically, either—psychologically. She’d make her wish she wasn’t born. She had already targeted every area of imperfection that Alexandra possessed—every hint of flab, every wrinkle, every split end in her hair.

It was all well and good to want Miles’s Cock. Every
 girl wanted that. But he had given this bitch an order
. And if she didn't obey, Delilah was all too happy to use her own Cock-Gifted Beauty to destroy
 her mind.

“I..um...” Alexandra curtsied wildly, tears brimming in her eyes. “I-I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm just...I'm sorry.”

Alexandra looked like she was going to become sick. Delilah felt warm inside, watching Alexandra's entire psyche march to the precipice of sanity. She wanted to watch it jump, wanted to watch Alexandra go insane from the need for what Delilah had daily, nightly. What she was guaranteed
 thanks to the heavy, gaudy, massively expensive ring on her finger.

“Next!” Delilah called.

It took the carpenters, masons, and handymen about three days to do all the work of completely refurbishing the office. Originally, they had estimated a couple of months, but then Delilah had smiled and flirted with them, and then Bonnie had given them “secret” blowjobs for every day ahead of schedule they finished, and so with lots of overtime and lots of extra contractors (money was never an issue for the Abram office), the work was completed in record time.

Their office now had a completely revamped look. The only office with walls was Miles’s—everything else was one long open-floor plan. He could see
 everyone—which meant he could see his girls. The ceilings had been extended upward, pipes and vents now visibly jutting through the high beams. New, sparkling marble flooring clicked happily when met with the hard-striking ends of expensive designer heels.

And outside the newly revamped office was a long line of beautiful young women—the most gorgeous in the tri-state area. This was who had answered the modeling casting call with extravagant promises of payment that Delilah had no intention of following through on.

The only payment they needed—that anyone
 needed—was the chance for Cock. It was impossible for her to consider that someone might not think that was good enough.

Alexandra shuffled off, demoralized and with tears beginning to stream. Seeing her like that made Delilah wet. The girls waiting outside saw Alexandra leave, sobbing, and every single one of them squared their jaws and straightened their shoulders. Desperate to hold their resolve; desperate to make the best of this opportunity. From the moment they entered the office, it was no longer about money—it was about Cock.

They could smell it. They could taste it in the air. And they needed it.

The problem with Alexandra was that, while she was perfectly pretty, Master already had a pair of perfectly pretty
 slaves in Mona and Lily. They were both pretty with a little something
 extra, a je n'ais ce quoi that put them above and beyond.

Alexandra had been dime-store pretty, and certainly, Master would eventually own her cunt completely (and probably already did. Miles was only becoming more powerful, and Delilah was willing to bet that Alexandra was rushing right that second to the bathroom to fingerfuck her disappointed brains out and would have scintillating hot fuckdreams for the next week and a half that would ruin her for any other so-called “man” for the rest of her life)...but right now he deserved Top Shelf
.

And Alexandra wasn’t Top Shelf, so she had to go.

The lie was that this whole audition was for a commercial. Using Lily’s connections at the newspaper, they had been able to perpetuate this lie via social media, promising a ridiculous salary for very little work. It had been reported as if Abram was crazy for offering this much for so little; like he was stupid. People were always willing to believe politicians were stupid. This made it easy to cover up the fact that this particular politician was in fact a sex-obsessed virile fuckstud probably imbued with the ancient powers of some kind of mystical breeding force.

Sometimes Delilah was struck by how strange it all was—that she was so brilliantly healthy, in shape, with such amazing tits and such a perfect face just because she happened to have met Miles in a mid-sized city political campaign for office. Now it seemed like he would be mayor before long, and governor after that, gathering women all the while. Growing his harem, growing his power, growing his Cock
.

Ungh.

The next girl strutted in and immediately owned
 the room. Delilah sat up immediately to see her. Miles did too, thunking Lily’s head on the underside of the desk. Lily's quite audible moan was half pleasure, half pain.

This new girl’s walk was unreal, swaying hips in that slightly exaggerated but still completely natural way. She had practiced. Her face was classically gorgeous. Timelessly gorgeous. High cheekbones and soft lips, a sharp nose and big, expressive green eyes. She looked like a 1940s movie starlet, like a classical femme fatale.

Delilah checked the dossier. Her name was Emma.

She stopped, posed, and sneer-smiled in exactly the right hot way. Letting it be known that she was perfectly happy to smile, but only for the right
 kind of Man.

Delilah felt her heart beating fast. Her hand was on Miles’s Cock—openly stroking the shaft that wasn't deep inside Lily's mouth. Rubbing her milk-heavy tits onto Miles's well-built arm. Milk leaked out from her blazer, probably ruining the expensive clothing. It didn't matter; Miles paid for everything. And Delilah was unable to stop herself in the midst of her arousal and the arousal of her man.

Emma saw what Delilah did because of course she did. Her sneer-smile turned into surprise, but she wasn’t moving. Her pose remained still—arm at an angle, hips cocked to one side, a leg forward. Delilah locked eyes with her. It was from a distance, but her gaze was her gaze, and it was powerful.

It was hot to her that they both had green eyes; something in common. In fact, with the way they both had deeply vibrant chestnut hair, it was almost like they could be sisters.

“Like a little sister...” she whispered.

“That’s what You want, huh?” said Miles. “A little sister fuck to help Daddy’s Cock?”

Delilah melted. It drove her wild to hear him talk like that. She nodded, biting a bottom lip. She bit harder when she saw Emma doing the same. Miles’s power taking hold of her.

First he would turn her on; his scent and presence did most of that. He was an impressively handsome man. Women immediately wanted
 him. Wanted to feel his thick, hard chest. The immovable objects of his shoulders. The massive turn of his biceps. The strength in his hands.

Then, using Emma's arousal as fuel, he would fill her mind with all kinds of viciously hot images. Images of him fucking her against a wall. Images of her begging to suck his Cock. Images of the two of them caught underneath bedding and wrapped in each other’s arms with his enormity slowly pumping inside of her, making her promise after promise of powerful eternal love.

Delilah watched Emma’s eyes glaze over. All of this hitting her at once. Miles's power had only grown in the time Delilah had known him, and when he had turned Delilah's life upside down, he had already been quite powerful.

“Master,” Delilah said, hand slick-sliding up and down Miles's Cock, “she's really pretty.”

“Yes she is.”

“I want to see if she's worthy for You, Master. I want to see how she does in the test.”


He nodded eagerly. “Do it,” said Miles. “I want to see her in action.”

Delilah almost began to hurry off, but Miles slapped her hard on the ass and tugged her back toward him in the same motion.

“Make it unfair
,” he said.

Delilah smiled and nodded, knowing exactly what he meant. She knelt down underneath the desk, barely controlling the wet drool forming in her mouth from her proximity to her Master's Cock. Lily, barely cognizant, didn’t even seem to notice as Delilah took her heels away from her. A few seconds later, Delilah was back up on her feet.

“Here,” she said, walking to Emma. “Try these on. They’re taller.”

“T-taller?” Emma was dazed; Miles doing his work on her brain. Locking eyes with her. Emma touched herself openly.

“And prettier. Put them on.” She handed Emma a small package of lingerie from off Miles's desk. “And put this on too. We have one final step of the audition for you. We’re going to bring in some of the other girls.”

“Other girls?”

“Yes. We’re going to see how you shape up next to them.” Delilah gave her a quick but lingering kiss on the cheek, then on her neck. “Don’t worry, sis. You’re going to do great.”

“I feel...” Emma's voice was tight, like she might cry. “I feel like I'm going crazy. I think you're married to him but I think I'm in love
 with him a-and—”

Delilah kissed her softly on the lips and shushed her with a finger. “Give in. The more you give in, the better you'll feel. The better it will be
. Give in to his Cock, and it will all
 make sense. Do you understand?”

Emma nodded, green eyes wide with gratitude. She got dressed quickly behind a screen. It wasn’t that she didn’t want Master to see her naked; it wasn’t that Master didn’t want that either. But everyone agreed without speaking, just knowing, that it would be better to wait
. Wait until he decided for real; wait until they were going to fuck.

The screen was there strategically for this modeling audition and also just generally; Delilah certainly had used it plenty of times just to show off different outfits. He didn't like seeing the transition phase; he wanted to see complete
 looks.

Delilah called Mona through the intercom to send in the other two girls and send the rest home. Shortly after, two pretty things named Clarice and Sandra walked in. They had been earmarked early on and told to stay. The last two hours had been the happiest of their lives, thinking they had a chance to work in Miles’s office. Close to him, close to Delilah. Close to the Cock.

They walked in and stood on either side of Emma—who stood tall and proud in her lacy blue lingerie and designer heels. Sandra and Clarice, meanwhile, wore the bog standard black underwear and bras and the trash big box style heels they had come in on. 

“We’ve narrowed it down to the three of you,” said Delilah. “It’s been a tough process. And there’s still a tough decision ahead. Only one can progress to the final round.”

They looked uncomfortably at Emma. Emma sort of sneered, sort of smirked in their direction. Like she couldn’t believe her luck. Her sneer won out, and Lily moaned audibly, another thump filling the room from underneath Miles's desk where his surging Cock had thumped her skull against the desk.

Emma was a quick study. Her sneer became more pronounced, clear and terrible judgment filling her expression as she looked at Sandra. Another, harder thump from Miles's desk and a strangled moan from Lily.

Delilah bent over at Miles's desk and slid her hands across his incredible body. Her fingers unbuttoned his shirt, sliding over the washboard abs underneath. “Little sis is learning quick,” she said.

“She is.” He kept his voice conspiratorial, like her. “Walk them through it.”

“Now,” Delilah raised her voice. “We thought we would give you a chance to argue your case. Which of you thinks she’s going to be the winner?

Sandra was several inches shorter than Emma and just a tad overweight, though she carried it well. Clarice had short hair and a cute face; guys would probably hit on her at bars thinking they had a shot even though they really didn't.

Emma, meanwhile, was clearly Emma—taller and bustier and more beautiful by every margin.

“I mean...” Sandra began, shaking her head. “It’s obvious you want
 her to win.”

Delilah smiled. “How so?”

“I mean...look at her.”

Emma tossed her hair back, smiling beautifully. “Yeah, Daddy. Look at me.”

“No, I mean...” Sandra started to tear up. “You gave her heels and lingerie.”

Delilah pretended not to understand. “You’re in underwear, aren’t you?”

“But not lingerie
! It’s different!”

“Do you really believe you deserve
 lingerie?” Delilah made a show of confusion. “When you compare yourself...to her?”

“Isn’t it funny,” Emma tossed her hair, “how losers always make such excuses for themselves?”

Miles grunted. Lily’s head smashed against his desk again; this time Delilah heard a crack. It would have been the wood; Lily’s head was in no more danger of breaking than a titanium sarcophagus.

“And what do you think, Emma?”

“It's obvious what I think,” she said. “I'm better than both of them. Both of you
.” She addressed them directly. “I mean it's obvious that this is all about fucking. This is all about his Cock
. And the two of you don't deserve
 it like I do. And if this is all about his Cock, about making Him
 happy, then why the fuck are you even here
? Like, should you even actually be alive? Wouldn't it just make sense for you two to go jump off a bridge somewhere?”

Another hard crack—and this time the desk was clearly breaking apart. Miles was squat-standing, thrusting hard into Lily's head and using it to split apart the hard walnut of his desk. Lily would have a headache tomorrow, but that was all; they'd have to replace the desk, though.

“Look at him, you stupid fucking cows.” Emma sneered and laughed. “Look at how bad he fucking wants me. You're going to go to bed tonight begging God
 that anyone
 would want you as much as he wants me. He's going to give me everything
.” She winked at Miles. “Aren't you, Daddy?”

He was beyond ready for her.

“Get over here. Others, leave. Now.”

His commands were terse but clear. Sandra and Clarice, sobbing from Emma's words, fled the room.

Emma, meanwhile, crept on top of his desk and crawled erotically toward him, moaning and gasping, pleading as she came nearer. Miles tossed Lily to one side.

“N-need it...” Lily moaned weakly.

She'd had a mainline to the nectar of the Gods and she'd never have enough—but she mattered less
 now that Emma was around.

The shift in hierarchy was that quick, that precise—Emma, by virtue of nothing else but being hot, had quickly risen to Delilah's second-in-command and Miles's second favorite.

All that mattered was making his Cock Happy.

Emma was bent over on all fours in front of his cock. Her hands framing the massive crack where Lily's skull had split the desk. Looking up at Miles with bright green, needy eyes. Delilah took Emma by the hair and pushed her down between Miles’s Cock. He groaned and came almost immediately, shoving deeper into her mouth and throat. The bulge there pulsating as he came more and more—often and heavy. His balls, grapefruit-sized, slapped against her chin.

“Look what I’ve done for You, Master,” Delilah urged him. “Look what I made for You.”

“It’s all for Me,” he said.

She nodded urgently. “It’s ALL
 for You.”

“Gotta fuck her.”

Miles was normally talkative, jocular, even garrulous. But when he needed to fuck bad
, his vocabulary sunk down to nothing. He pulled Emma up and—using just one hand around her waist—slammed her into the nearby wall and shoved himself up into her cunt. His cock shredded her lingerie, pushing deep inside her with no resistance from her gorgeously wet virgin pussy.

Just like that he fucked her. His massive hard-on driving up into her tight young fertile body. No resistance. Nothing stopping him. Mindfucking Emma further with every thrust of his hips.

Emma's face was a contortion of ecstasy. She had been cumming since the second she saw his Cock. Right now, Delilah knew, she experienced the singularity.

This was the term Delilah had come up with to describe how Miles's Cock made time stop. Delilah knew
 she was in her early twenties. But the first time she had tasted her God's Cock had lasted for thousands of years. Before Cock, her will had been a tower of stone.

But after Cock, she understood that tower was a sandcastle, kicked over before the awesome, universe-bending power of the Cock. Her couple of decades of free will were annihilated by thousands and thousands and thousands
 of years of constant orgasms wrapped up inside of just a few minutes, all the while only picturing Miles and his Holy, Precious, Perfect Cock.

“Fuck him, little sis,” Delilah moaned.

She believed it. Emma was her little sister. She even believed it knowing it was something she believed
—knowing that Emma once upon a time hadn’t been her little sister.

But there they were, the memories entering her mind: Emma and her having sleepovers in pajamas. Those pajamas getting sexier and sexier every year until they were both eighteen and they just started wearing lingerie. Learning to make out with each other.

Putting pictures of Miles on each other’s desktops, on their smart phones, in their tablets. Talking about how much they loved him, how much they wanted to be lovestruck Cockslaves for him. How they wished he was their Daddy; how they wanted to snuggle into his bed every night and snugglesuck his Cock until he would never leave them.

As Miles drove his Cock into Emma, Delilah locked eyes with her little sister. Needing to hypnotize her for Master.

“You love
 him, Emma.”

“I love
 him.”

“He’s everything to You.”

“He’s everything to Me!”

Miles bit her shoulder, making his mark.

“You need him to get you pregnant.”

“I need him to get me pregnant!
”

Delilah's hot milk poured down their joined bodies, lubricating their fucking.

Miles fucked her harder, deeper.

“You're a slave.”

“I'm a slave.”

His thrusts so quick and often now.

“You're his
 slave.”

“I'm his
 slave.”

He came in her, but he kept going. Cumming
 didn't make him tired; only being tired made him tired, and Master took a long
 time to get tired. One of Emma's orgasms from feeling him shoot inside her was simply met with another, and another, and another.

And on and on. Instituting obedience. Instituting control.

Emma came, again and again. The whole time, Delilah was there, dripping milk, gazing in her little sister’s eyes, hypnotizing her to be even more in love with their Master.
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IT TOOK EMMA ALL OF
 ten minutes to recover completely from having her entire reality fucked by Miles’s Cock.

That spoke to their Choice—that she was really
 meant for this kind of work. She followed after Delilah happily, humming and smiling, automatically staring down at Mona and Bonnie like she was their superior.

Delilah, suddenly realizing that nepotism was rather hot, decided she agreed with Emma’s assessment. She was
 their superior. If Delilah didn't have the ring on her finger, she'd be marginally afraid that Emma would be her
 superior. Being fucked by Miles only made the gorgeous green-eyed beauty even tighter, hotter, and sexier than before. Her tits already had grown. They'd be leaking milk soon how he liked.

Emma wore a tiny hot blue velvet a-line velvet dress. A collar decorated her delicate neck. She and Delilah walked through the office as Delilah explained Emma's new job as secretary.

Bonnie overheard them from her desk. “What’s all this for, anyway? Why do we need a new secretary?”

The beautiful dirty-blond babe who would have turned heads anywhere had good reason to ask; she did her job admirably already. The problem was she was just too old
. Even though she barely looked twenty-five, if that, Master and Delilah both knew that she had started off well over forty. And that just wouldn't do—not when Master could own younger
 hot cunt and enslave it.

Delilah relished her response. “To hire your replacement, duh?”

“My...what?”

“Your replacement.” Delilah was enjoying this. The surprise on her face. “Well, not really your
 replacement. But my
 replacement. As Master’s wife, I’m not going to be office manager anymore. I’m more of his...harem
 manager. So Emma is the new office manager. And Lily is still kind of just a general fucktoy? And that means Mona is taking your job.”

“Wait,” said Mona. “Then who’s taking my job?”

“Interns are replaceable because they’re not needed, sweetie. You’re being promoted to secretary.”

“Oh!” Mona clapped her hands. “Yay!”

A month ago, Mona was on the fast track to graduating with honors from an Ivy League college with a degree in Political Science. Several scouts had been in contact with her to put her on the fast pipe to political office by the time she was twenty-five. Now, gorgeous blond big-titted Mona could barely work her smart phone and was deliriously happy to be the cocksucking fuckpet of a megalomaniac with a harem fetish.

Delilah bit a lower lip. God, she loved her Master so
 much.

“But...I’m being replaced?” said Bonnie. She looked close to crying.

Miles walked out now, adjusting his tie and the massive bulge in his pants. Immediately, Emma snuggled up to him, still clearly basking in the afterglow of having her virginity taken by the Only God on Earth. She started kissing and whispering right away. Her knee traveled up his thigh and then into his bulge, rubbing it with intent.

“You’re old,” said Delilah. “And you’re fat. You’re being replaced by someone younger. Someone prettier. Though it isn’t exactly hard
 to find either.”

Bonnie probably weighed one hundred twenty pounds, and thirty of that was her tits. Delilah was being intentionally mean, and it felt terrific.

“But...I...I left my husband. I...I turned down other jobs! I sold my house and g-g-gave you all the profit. I’m living in a studio on Bollowick Boulevard! A-a-and all those dicks I sucked for you...for Him!
”

“Gross!” Delilah laughed. “Like, Mona and I know we could never
 touch a Cock that wasn’t Master’s. But you like, volunteered!
”

Emma snuggled up tighter to Miles, acting scared at what was being said. Like a monster had appeared on the big screen. Someone sucking the “cock” of someone else
?

“You told me to volunteer! You said he would appreciate it! You said...you said...!”

“’You said, you said.’” Delilah mocked. “You’re like a broken record. Isn’t that what you old
 people say? Didn’t you used to have records? I bet you still do. Instead you set a record of dick-sucking in an office. What a whore.”

“Hold on,” said Emma. “This
 is who I’m replacing?”

“Yeah. Doesn’t she suck?”

“I mean, totally.” Emma looked at Bonnie in disbelief. “I’m almost kind of insulted, to be honest.”

“Blame her,” said Mona. “She’s the one who sucks so bad.”

“I...worked...really hard...” Bonnie gulped.

“At sucking, apparently.” Emma giggled. “Like, literally!”

Delilah smiled. Emma would fit right in with Master’s harem of catty vain arrogant fuckdolls.

Miles was clearly enjoying this. His hand was deep inside of Emma's ass crack, fingers working her pussy from behind. Only he was strong of will enough to keep them all in line, and he did it easily.

“Come on now, girls,” said Miles. “Be kind. Maybe she can still work for me somehow.”

“Please!” Bonnie dropped to her knees.

“For free,” clarified Delilah.

“Y-yes!” Bonnie begged. “Anything for you, Master!”

“Yeah. We’ve been looking for a cook.”

“I can cook!”

“And someone to do the laundry.”

“I can launder! I can do both of those things!”

Miles pretended to think about it. He ran a hand up and down Emma's chin. She swooned over his touch.

“Delilah's right, though. We can’t afford to pay you.”

Delilah snorted. Miles could afford to pay thirty Bonnies whatever salary they asked for for three hundred years straight before breaking a financial sweat.

Bonnie dared to ask. “W-will...will you fuck me? Finally?”

“Not if you ask like that,” Delilah rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so gauche. Show up at our house tomorrow and try to be better
, Bonnie. Or we will
 replace you.”

Bonnie nodded, wiping tears away.

“Gather up your desk, and get the fuck out of here. My little sister doesn't want
 to see you anymore, and she gets what she wants.”

Bonnie was gone in less than the time it took Delilah to say those words. She wobbled out of the office, still only cumming once per day as according to Delilah's instructions. They all erupted in laughter when she left. Miles, still, holding Emma tight, pulled Delilah in for a long sweltering, hot kiss.

“You’re fucking evil, babe.”

Delilah wrapped her arms around his thick neck. “You love it.”

He nodded. “I really do.”

Life was just nearly perfect—only a few loose ends left.
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THERE WAS A BIT MORE
 business to take care of. Delilah just couldn’t let sleeping dogs lie.

At noon that day she met Helena for coffee. Helena had been and still was the single most gorgeous woman Delilah had ever seen. Delilah just
 edged her out, after more than a month of Miles’s cum and Presence and Cock had changed her.

That used to worry Delilah, but not anymore.

They sat down across from each other at Belle’s Cafe
 in the North Quarter, each of them dressed impeccably. Delilah still wore her business “suit” from that morning, her tight leather skirt making love to her thighs as she sat cross-legged across from Helena. Helena wore a tight white summer dress that hugged her ample bosom and barely hid any part of her sensational legs. The dress was Tom Ford, unless Delilah was mistaken.

To Delilah’s mild annoyance, Helena only looked down at her coffee. This would have been much easier if Delilah could lock gazes with her, hypnotize her, and be done. But Master had given her all sorts of tools to acquire hot pretty things for Him.

No reason to get upset.

Delilah’s presence was much like her Master’s, and already other people at the cafe stopped what they were doing just to watch her. Just to think thoughts of obedience, acquiescence, surrender to her will.

They were weak. But Helena was strong; that was why Miles Deserved her.

“I just think...I think I must be going crazy.” Helena stirred cream into her coffee slowly, lazily with a spoon. Distracted. Her voice, coated in her sultry exotic accent, stirred up the cream of Delilah's desire.

“How so?”

“I want it to be real. I want him to be in charge. I want him in charge of my entire life. But it can’t be real. It just can’t. Men have wanted me my whole life. It’s how I define myself, honestly. Every chapter of my life is one disappointing man after another, beginning with my father. After that it’s just...buying me endless gifts, praising me for my beauty. Begging me to pay attention to them. But Miles doesn’t do that.”

“He doesn’t have to.”

“No. He’s powerful
. I’m married to the richest man in this state and even he doesn’t even touch
 the kind of power Miles is sporting. It’s so fucking...”

“Hot.”

Helena leaned forward. Inhaling Delilah’s scent deeply. “Yes. It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever felt. I...when I’m alone, I touch myself...and I...”

“All you can think about is him?”

“Yes. Of course, that. But more than that.”

“It feels like he’s the only
 one you’ve ever cum to.”

“Yes. You know what I mean, don’t you? He did this to you?”

“Have you been with any other men?”

“I’m married.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“I...” Helena tilted her jaw slightly. “Pedro and I are waiting for the right time. Or, we were
. Whenever I’m around him now, I feel sick inside. Like I ate bad sushi. I feel like vomiting whenever he tries to touch me. Meanwhile he’s more of a sick lost puppy than ever. He’s like a worm
 around me now. Yesterday I said I hated his hair and he shaved it all off. Can you believe that?”

Delilah could.

Miles wanted to fuck Helena badly. This whole game with Emma was, in all reality, just a distraction. Emma was gorgeous, and her attitude was even better, but there was something special
 about Helena. He would say her name while he came down Delilah’s throat.

She needed him to have her. She needed Miles to fuck Helena, and then fuck Delilah again, and then he would see that Delilah was better. And if Delilah got Helena for him, if she was the architect, that would prove once and for all that Delilah was his perfect
 Partner, his dark accomplice, his co-conspirator.

Cock-Conspirator?

“He is real,” said Delilah. “Miles is. Everything you’re thinking.”

She took a risk now. Helena had leeway. Helena could run away. Her willpower was strong. Stronger than Mona or Bonnie’s, certainly. Definitely stronger than Lily’s.

Emma, so naturally arrogant, had clearly wanted
 what Miles had to offer, so willpower was sort of hard to see with her.

But Helena? Helena could go either way if she wanted to...up to a point. If she spent more time with Miles, though...if she had too much alone time like Delilah did, she would fall. Every woman would fall before Miles’s Infinite Might. Delilah’s Cunt sang with the thought.

Helena stopped stirring her coffee.

“You’re serious?”

“He’s fucking us up. He fucked us all
 up. He made me hotter. Sexier. Taller. Tighter. He made me into exactly what he wanted.”

Helena looked up at her now. “You...you let him?”

Delilah laughed. “Think about what I just said. You think there’s any ‘letting’ about it? He made a decision. After that, it was only a matter of time.”

“But...you’re different. Than the others. They're so vapid. You're not.”

“When I realized it was too late...when I realized he was going to fuck my life no matter what, I decided to embrace it. And I’m the better for it.” She waggled a finger with the ring.

“Oh, gosh!” Helena looked at her hand for the first time. “I didn’t see before. I feel rude. That’s beautiful! He must...wow. He must be...”

“Completely smitten? Totally in love with me? Needs me as a partner?” Delilah smiled and did a low, sultry moan. “He completely is. But he’s rather taken with you, too.”

“But he has so many.”

“And he deserves more. He deserves beautiful women adoring him.”

Helena’s face blushed. Small pink tongue darted out to wet her lips.

“It’s not just
 Cock that you’ll get, either. Though that’s incomparable. I’ll never be sick again, for one. Never infirm. Never old. I’ll be young and gorgeous and everything he wants, forever. For as long as he wants. He is
 God, Helena. Shouldn’t you serve him now, while you have the chance?”

It took Helena a long time to respond. From the flush of her cheeks, her deep breaths making her bounteous breasts swell against her tiny blouse, the bead of sweat on her forehead, it was clear that she was turned on.

Delilah always turned girls on for Master.

Finally, they locked eyes. Delilah had been searching for Helena’s direct gaze this whole time. Now she was able to see directly into her soul.

“O-oh...” said Helena, her gaze going blank.

Delilah felt her own body relax as Helena locked on with her. Before, Delilah felt threatened. But now she had the rock. Now, she wanted to take initiative. Wouldn’t Miles love another pretty slave? Of course he would.

And if she whispered kindly, wouldn’t he make sure that Delilah was always prettier than her?

“It’s easy to understand, isn’t it?” said Delilah.

Helena sat up straight, staring deep into Delilah’s eyes.

“It’s easy to understand.”

Delilah spoke before really thinking about it. “So easy.”

She began to speak again, but Helena spoke the thoughts on her head without her even saying.

“He wants me.”

“He wants you,” said Delilah.

Their connection was so strong at this moment that Helena was almost clairvoyant, picking thoughts from Delilah’s head before she said them. Her eyes were so dark and liquid. Like the dark eyes of a perfect dark accomplice. Delilah's cunt turned molten.

“He Deserves Me.”


“He Deserves You.”

“Nothing can stand in His way.”

“Nothing can stand in His way.”

“We should be our Best
 for Him.”

“We should be our Best
 for Him.”

Delilah realized that she didn’t know who had spoken last. Their gaze, their locked eyes, green and dark, filled her lust-soaked brain. Was she leading, or was Helena? Did she care?

She heard the distant schlicking sound of fingerfucking; a sound she knew very well at this point. It was echoey, though. Helena was touching her cunt, that was clear. But more than that.

Multiple fingers, multiple cunts. If she possessed periphery vision, she would have noticed the pretty waitress falling down on her knees and moaning and touching herself, watching the hypnotic art show between Delilah and Helena. Other guests at the cafe did the same, touching themselves and breathing fast.

One man fell down, clearly having some kind of heart episode. Nobody helped him; nobody cared.

Their gazes transfixed just like Helena and Delilah’s were.

“He Deserves the Best
 at His Side.”

“He Deserves the Best
 at His Side.”

“You Know I’m the Best.”

“I Know You’re the Best.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Him.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Him.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve Me
.”

“It makes so much sense to Serve You
.”

Delilah again wasn’t sure who was speaking. It felt like they said each phrase at the same time, competing. Willpowers fighting each other.

Who would win? The virgin girl born beautiful with men begging after her to give up money and spend every last dime on her since before she was of age? Or the go-getting power-hungry demoness that Delilah had become?

More words were spoken. Competing, sliding. Their legs intertwining. Thoughts kept pouring into Delilah’s head, thoughts that she poured right out into Helena’s. They climbed toward each other, knocking over the table. Their voices intermingling and becoming a single, porous, worshipful song. Their heat building: orgasm approaching with every verse.

Surrender.

Obey.

Give in.

Love.

No More Will.

Only Willingness.

Surrender. Surrender. Surrender.

Helena’s beautiful face filled up her brain; Delilah knew her own body and face filled Helena’s. They came together and the whole cafe exploded in moans. A few women screamed. The man who’d had the episode wasn’t moving and still no one cared, no one moved. Goddesses in their midst; they daren’t even speak unless spoken to.

Delilah was sweaty. So was Helena. She was in her lap, or she
 was in her
 lap. Their legs criss-crossed together, heavy tits pressing into each other’s, foreheads nuzzling and lips mere millimeters apart from one another. Delilah felt love swelling inside of her for this beautiful creature. All she wanted to do was give her to Miles.

“So...”

Helena bit her lip. As she did, it brushed slightly against Delilah’s. The tingle of pleasure was almost tangible; like a magic wand running up and down her back. The whole cafe shuddered with her.

“We’re set, then? Like you said?”

Like she
 said? Delilah’s mind reeled. Hadn’t it been Helena? But, then...they had both been speaking so much...she knew plans had been made...

“Yes.” Delilah nodded. “Tomorrow night.”

Helena extricated herself from Delilah’s grip and kissed her lightly on the forehead. “I need to go look into a mirror for a while,” she said. “Figure things out. I always have so much clarity when I can look at myself.”

Delilah watched her strut away, openly admiring the turn of her ass. She tried to brush away the uncertainty of the meeting. She was going to be Miles’s wife; he didn’t want an uncertain
 wife.

She could trust Him. She could trust the ring.

Couldn’t she?
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THE NEXT AFTERNOON
, Delilah was on Miles’s lap, silently and considerately stroking his Massive Cock while he sorted through some paperwork. Every few seconds she would whisper something right on the edge of his hearing—You’re So Incredible. I Love You, Daddy. You’re My Only Man. I Exist For You. Every Other Boy is So Useless. You’re The Only Man.
—and so on, just something sweet for him to hear if he decided he wanted to hear her.

It was his
 decision whether he wanted to pay attention to her, after all.

She wore a devastatingly tight blue dress from Stella McCartney, Alaia platform booties, and enough ice to pay for a small third-world country.

Suddenly, the cops busted through the door of Miles’s office with guns in their hands. Emma staggered in behind them, hands up, eyes clearly glassy from cumming.

“I’m sorry!” she said. “I was looking at a picture of Maste....err...Boss, I mean. And they kind of just snuck by, and...”

“You fingered yourself for like two minutes straight while we tried to get your attention,” said Officer Grant. “My partner yelled at you and slammed her fist down on your desk.”

“You try not fingering yourself when you work here!” Emma stamped a high-heeled foot. “He’s really fucking something
, god. I mean, I got to suck his Cock for like an hour this morning and I’m not
 supposed to finger myself for the rest of the day until he wants to fuck me? Is that really what you expect in a working environment?”

Officers Grant and Primm didn’t know how to respond to this.

“Emma,” said Miles. “Leave us. These officers just want to ask a few questions, don’t they?”

Pouting beautifully, Emma strutted out, making sure to bend over at the waist to grab something imaginary on the way out so Master could admire her tartan skirt-clad ass.

After the door shut, Primm shook her head. “Actually,” she said. “We’re here to arrest you. We’ve got all the evidence we need, and...”

They stepped closer to the desk and saw that Delilah had not stopped stroking his exposed Cock this entire time.

Tonya Grant was tall, imperious, platinum blonde. A Slavic goddess. A Valkyrie. Primm was short and stout, built more like a fire plug than a woman. Together, next to one another, they looked like the number ten.

Grant wore tight fuck-me leggings and a pair of ankle boots. Her leather jacket was cut short and all she had underneath was a barely-there sheer silk blouse. She was ready to fuck
, and that Primm didn't see it only meant she was as stupid as she was unattractive. Probably, Delilah considered, being near Miles's Cock in weeks past had made Primm a little more
 stupid, which only made Delilah more aroused.

“Would you mind not
 doing that?” Primm asked.

Delilah winked at her, continuing to stroke. “Who, me?”

A hot spurt of cum shot from Miles’s Cock. Delilah leaned over and licked it up, making sure every drop went down her eager throat.

“You’ve interrupted my fiance and I in a very intimate moment,” said Miles. “I don’t see a reason for her to stop just because you decided you wanted to talk.”

“But she’s...she’s...” Primm stuttered. “I mean, she’s, just like, she’s...”

“She’s stroking my Cock.”

“His large, important, handsome Cock,” Delilah demurred.

They could see it clearly over the edge of his still-not-repaired desk; Miles’s desk was rather tall and they could still see it. It was impressive
.

“Would you please stop?” Primm asked. Her voice was quiet.

Grant was suspiciously quiet during all this; like she didn’t want him to stop at all.

Delilah had already put most of two and two together. Though she was cunning, being around Miles’s Incredible Cock was distracting. Seeing Grant’s face now, though—the lust, the need, the beauty
 she possessed—she put it together.

Grant was Affected. And if she was Affected
, that meant she was Worthy
.

She hadn’t put her gun away, but it was obvious why she still had it out. Obvious to Delilah, anyway.

Primm shook her head, trying to clear it. Delilah knew that wouldn’t work.

“T-this is madness! We’re not here to talk! We’re here to arrest you. You are hereby under arrest. You need to come with me or, h-h-handjob or not, fuck-You’re-so-big
, we’re going to-to-to...”

Delilah snuggled up tighter, putting her hot body on display and made her strokes even longer and more frequent. The schlock sound filled the office. His Cock was shiny in the high lights. Every flaw of Primm was exposed in the same way that every hot detail of Delilah and Detective Grant was on display.

“To...to...fuck. Tonya...” Primm put a hand to her head. “I think I’m being drugged. Help.”

She slumped down in the nearby chair. Grant cast a sneer her way and then raised an eyebrow at Miles; he spurt cum again. This time Delilah was ready for him, her hot lips locking on to his massive head and slurping him down.

Grant shook her head. “I’m not fooled by any of this, you know.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes. You’re acting like you just want a bunch of fuckpets, but there’s a lot more at play, isn’t there?”

“I don’t know what you mean, Detective.”

“Sure you do. The other eight city council members and
 the mayor haven’t shown up to work in a week. They’ve all got some crazy flu. The doctors don’t know what to do with them. It’s not an election year—the election just
 ended—and every donor you have has already maxed out their legal contributions. They’ve even started a SuperPAC just for you that’s worth something in the millions. More than half of those donors have sold their houses in the past week to create funds. They’re going to live in squalor just to give you money.”

Miles smiled. “I’m going to jail for creating a loyal following?”

“Oh, that. No. We have reason to believe you murdered Taylor Fountaine to acquire all her money. There’s some unidentifiable compound in her blood. Our forensics team was working on it but they’ve all...decided they had better uses of their time.”

Probably, Delilah thought with Miles’s beautiful Cock in her mouth, they were exposed to the concentrated source of Worship that Miles dumped into that woman’s body and became worshipers themselves.

“It’s obvious you’re fucking with all their heads,” said Grant.

“Y-yeah!” Primm’s voice slurred, body still slumped “How did you ever think you were going to get away with it?”

Tonya strutted toward the one side of the desk. She posed like the models from the day before. Flashing cleavage, tilting jawline, all angles and elbows. Eyes lingering on Delilah as she suckled and stroked.

“You're so fucking dumb
,” she snapped at Primm. “He didn’t think he was going to get away with it
.” She bit a lip. “That implies that he thinks that he’s got something to hide. But that’s his—that’s your
 game, isn’t it? You don’t think you have anything to hide.”

“No,” said Miles.

“You don’t think you have anything to be ashamed of.”

The love in her eyes was liquid ambrosia. Delilah ate it up, stroking her God easily and happily as she ever had.

“No.”

“You’re amassing money and followers and beautiful women to worship You. Like You’re some new God.”

“Yeah!” said Primm. She looked utterly dazed, barely comprehending what was happening. “What do you say to that?”

“I don’t know, Detective Grant.” Miles smiled. He popped Delilah off his Cock, turning with the meat pointed right at Grant. “What do you
 think of that?”

“You know what I think.”

Miles insisted. “Say it.”

Grant dropped to her knees, biting a lip, moaning. “I think it’s super fucking hot. I want to join you. I want to worship Your Cock, Master. I can be police chief if you want. I can fuck up this whole town for You. You are my God. I worship You. I've worshiped you for so long.
 Please,” she moaned, hands tugging at his thighs. “Please let me suck your Cock
.”

“Wh-what?” Primm tried to jump up from her chair and instead floundered along the ground.

His presence had nearly paralyzed her nervous system

Detective Grant stood up and kicked Primm's gun away from her into the corner. No reason for any accidents.

“We’re putting you under arrest, Betsy,” said the gorgeous detective.

“I don’t understand.”

“Technically, it’s for conspiracy. Trying to frame an upstanding member of our political community. But really, it’s just because you’re too ugly to be his fuckpet.” Grant smiled at her new Master. “Isn’t that right, Daddy?”

“Fuck. Yes.”

His breaths became heated. He was always turned on, always ready to cum. But some of his cums were just punctuation marks, like periods. And some were exclamations
. And an exclamation built up in him now.

“Y-you can’t do this,” Primm moaned as Grant handcuffed her. “You won’t get away with it.”

“Sure we will.” Grant laughed. “You’re so fucking stupid. Didn’t you see the hospital? Half the nurses belong to him. They’re just putting sugar water in the IV of the mayor. He'll probably be dead in a day or two. Miles runs everything
. He may as well run me.” Grant turned her gun onto Primm. “Or we can take care of you in a quicker way.”

“Y-you wouldn’t. We've been partners for years!”

“I so fucking would.” Grant licked her lips. “Do you want me to, Sir?”

Delilah’s strokes increased in frequency and heat; nothing had turned her on more than seeing this.

“Fuck
 yes,” Delilah moaned. “Oh god, that would be so hot.”

Miles considered for a long time. Perhaps he was only letting himself feel Delilah’s loving strokes for a time, enjoying the scene as an art piece, like he might something in a museum.

“I could say she was arresting arrest...” Tonya licked her lips. It was obvious what she wanted. “We have witnesses. They always believe what the cops say in this town anyway.”

It was clear she only wanted to escalate for him—to do even more than he had ever hoped to ask for. To impress him. Delilah loved her for that—for wanting to make her Man
 happy.

“No,” said Miles finally.

Instantly, Delilah felt her desire to see it go away. She didn’t want violence, necessarily. She wanted willingness
. And Grant had shown plenty of that.

“I don’t want to have to clean the floors,” he explained. “We just refurbished this whole place. Besides...there’s no reason to. The more crazies we have locked up telling their crazy story, the less people will believe anything legitimate.”

“So you didn’t kill the heiress?” Delilah asked.

“Kill her?” He snorted. “That old bat was crazy about me.”

Delilah nodded with understanding. “Of course she was.”

“She had a heart attack, poor dear, thinking about me. That’s one of the reasons I started changing your bodies.”

Delilah tweaked a nipple; her tits had grown three cup sizes since Miles took over her life. “That
’s
 the reason, huh?”

He smiled as Tonya crawled over to his Cock and Delilah guided her willing lips down on him.

“One of them.”
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DELILAH STOOD AND WAITED
 patiently as Miles spoke to Pedro Paolo at the Paolo estate. She had dressed to the nines, wearing a red Alexander McQueen dress and black skintight thigh-high Casadei leather boots. Her heavy tits filled the dress completely, overfilled it, swelled every time she took a breath. She was a heavenly image, and she knew it.

They were inside the Paolo manor at the far edge of the city. Delilah stood in the drawing room on her six-inch heels next to a statue of an angel, putting it to shame. The manor had the entire arrangement—a massive iron gate, brick walls, several green acres with the centuries-old house in the middle.

Helena had been nowhere since they showed up. Miles had been inside the study talking with Pedro for about fifteen minutes. There had been quite a lot of shouting at first, and then for the last ten minutes, nothing but Miles's imperious voice and a lot of sobbing from Pedro.

Once, Pedro might have called himself a man. But now Miles existed, and all other men were fucking canceled. And Delilah—glorious statue-shaming Delilah—was going to be the one and only Real Man's one and only fucking Wife.

Miles exited and kissed Delilah deeply, pushing his hands up her thighs, making her cum as his tongue slipped down her throat. He had his way with her, like always.

“H-how did it go?” she asked breathlessly.

She could hear Pedro still sobbing inside.

“It’s done,” said Miles, pushing Delilah up so her legs wrapped around his torso. “He signed the papers. We’ve already scanned them to the judge and she’s signed off on them as well. Helena is a free agent.”

He continued to walk with Delilah wrapped around him, clearly triumphant.

“That’s wonderful, darling. And his money...?”

“Also belongs to me, naturally.” He looked around. “So does this house. I don’t know if we’ll move in soon, though. His stuff is rather ugly.”

A voice called from on top of the stairwell. “I always hated it.”

Helena came down the stairs. She wore a stunning silver Oscar De La Renta gown, clearly more expensive than anything Delilah had ever worn. Straps wrapped up her long, long legs in criss-cross fashion all the way up to her thighs: custom-made six-inch heels that couldn't be bought in stores. A stunning array of diamonds and platinum adorned her neck, her ears, her pill-bottle thin wrists.

He unceremoniously dropped Delilah to one side, dumping her down on her ass to the ground. Helena squealed with delight and hopped into his arms, taking Delilah's place completely—right down to how her tall heels interlocked just above his ass so he could feel their weight against him.

She and Miles kissed for a long time. They kissed like they fucking meant
 it. Delilah, on the ground, watched them kiss and felt fear gripping her heart.


He was just excited about the deal
, she thought. He just really likes her dress, that's all.


But the kiss continued, and she watched Miles lose himself in it. Exposing himself. A real, open vulnerability on his face as he stroked Helena's gorgeous cheekbones and jawline with a gentle finger.

“Now we can be married, darling?” Helena asked him.

“Of course.”

Delilah couldn't believe her ears. “I...what?”

Miles gently let Helena down and she immediately clung to his side, draping one knee up his thigh and stroking her hands up and down his hard body. Unbuttoning his shirt, moaning as she cooed and pressed fingers into his hard chest and arms. Heavy milking tits docked against one arm.

This reminded Delilah of something but she couldn't think of what...

“You’ve always been second-fiddle to Helena, Delilah,” he said. “You remember. You came to me, asking me to help you make her my wife.”

“I...but I...have the ring...?”

She held up a hand. Miles bent down and gently took the ring off her finger.

“I know, doll. You wanted to hold on to it for Helena. You were being such a dear about it. You said it made you feel cute. Important.”

Delilah struggled. The ring did
 make her feel important. It was important because she was going to be his wife!

But if that was true, why was he saying it was Helena
? Miles always knew the truth. She always had to trust Miles...

Why was she feeling so fucking dumb
? Wasn’t she smart?

“But I...I smart!” She stumbled on her words. “No. No
. I. Am. Smart! I have a graduate degree!”

Helena openly sneered at her, stroking his now-exposed Cock in front of her. A complete reversal of fortune.

“Of course you do, sweetie. You’ve got a grad degree in sucking Daddy’s Cock. Don’t you?”


Nnng
. She really did. She LOVED
 sucking Daddy’s Cock.

“But...but I love you. I LOVE You. I’m...You’re my everything.”

“I know, babe.”

He didn't even look at her. He was looking at Helena, drinking her in as she stroked him, moaned to him, whispered to him.

“I thought I was your...partner. Your accomplice.”

Delilah was close to tears. He was ignoring
 her. Ignoring her! She was—she was going to be his wife!

Helena frowned. “I don’t like this. She looks sad. She's too pretty to be so sad.”

“Right?” Miles nodded. “I thought I would enjoy it more if she had her role reversed. But I have grown fond of her.”

“Maybe we could have a special spot for her?”

He looked at Helena with new appreciation.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m your partner, aren’t I? Your Real Wife.”

“Fuck yeah, you are.”

They kissed for a long while and Delilah felt the shame and jealousy only intensify inside of her.

“I’m the most beautiful?” Helena breathed. “The hottest and sexiest? The one you need more than any other?”

He gripped her ass hard and kissed her again. “Yes. Fuck yes.”

“But maybe...I have an accomplice of my own.”

Miles grunted. He seemed to like this. His hard cock ran across her leg.

“I suggest nasty, awful, dark ideas, to you. And maybe she
 suggests nasty dark ideas to me, and then some of them filter through...”

He nodded. “The best of all possible worlds.”

“Just like You Deserve.”

They looked at Delilah, who waited with her heart in her throat.

“What do you think, Delilah?” he asked. “Are you willing to belong to Helena?”

“Y-yes!”

Miles was on board. That was half the battle. But Delilah shuddered; she knew that Helena had to twist the knife in a little. She would do the same, after all, in her situation. She had
 done the same. To Bonnie. To Lily. To Mona and Emma. She even tried to do it to Helena. It was only right that she get it back a little.

“And
...” said Helena, lip curling. “You were never going to be his wife in first place, were you?”

“No.”

“No, what?
”

Delilah understood immediately. “No, Mistress.”

A shock of arousal hit her at saying the word.

“Look into my eyes, Delilah.”

Delilah was. They were gloriously dark; it was like looking into the infinite abyss of the cosmos.

“I’m better than you.”

“You’re better than me.”

“You're just a stupid bimbo
.”

“I'm just a stupid bimbo.”

She said the words and she believed; Helena's control was immediate and complete. Delilah was a stupid, stupid
 fucking bimbo.

“You were always just a bimbo.”

“I was always just a bimbo.”

“He was always going to name me as his wife.”

“He was always
 going to name you as his wife.”

It was a relief to say it; a weight off her shoulders.

“You don’t deserve to be his wife.”

“I don’t deserve to be his wife.”

She was just a stupid fucking bimbo, after all.

“I’m his TrueWife.”

“You’re his TrueWife.”

“I’m your Mistress.”

“You’re my Mistress.”

Bimbos needed a mistress. This only made sense.

“You’ll mindfuck anyone I say to serve me and love me.”

“I’ll mindfuck anyone you say to serve you and love you.”

“You love
 me.”

Delilah so fucking did. “I Love
 You!”

Helena took Delilah by the hair and pushed Delilah's hypnotized, bimbofied mouth onto Miles's Cock, sliding her barely-willing lips over his shaft to fuck up Delilah's brain even more.

Just before the orgasms started—before Delilah's brain turned off completely, for good, she heard her Mistress brag to her Master: 

“Look what I’ve done for You, Master. Look what I made for You.”
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AS THE SIX OF THEM
 entered the limo, the wedding bells from St. Taylor’s—the largest church in the city—rang so loud they vibrated the plush leather seats.

Miles was followed by his new, young, perfect wife—Helena.

Her dress cost millions—or, it would if Miles actually needed to pay anyone anymore, which he definitely didn't. Willing and eager loveslave labor was the most powerful economical force in the world, and Miles had an increasingly unlimited supply.

Trailing her were her bridesmaids—Mona, Lily, and Emma, helmed by the Maid of Honor, Delilah.

Each was dressed to the nines. They wore backless, tight gowns held in place purely by the prestigious purity of their perky tits, with long slits on the sides. Their hair draped in waves down their backs, soft and silky smooth. Each stared only at Miles, completely in love. Jealousy burning in their hearts that they weren't Helena—which was how Helena and Miles liked it.

Their jealousy made him hard and her wet.

Bonnie was the driver. Delilah and Mona, cackling wickedly, closed the window on her so she couldn’t see in the back.

“Delilah.” Helena, wrapped on Master’s lap in their seat, nodded at her.

It was all she had to do. It was all a Mistress
 should have
 to do for her accomplice. Right away Delilah sprung into action, arranging the girls for maximum pleasure of her Master and Mistress.

They all agreed that young Emma—such a lovely and vain addition to Master’s Harem—had the filthiest mind of nearly any of them. She was always encouraging Master to go deeper, darker, to feed his most primal urges on all of them and never look back. So she took position on his left side, moaning into his ear about what a GodKing Handsome Stud he was.

Lily took the other side, to give Master variety. Her dirty talk would be mournful, regretful, jealous. She would malign herself for not seeing him for the God he so Clearly was. She would beg for his forgiveness. She would beg him to fuck the girl who was so clearly better than her in all ways—Helena.

Of course, Lily—and all of them—were complete knockouts. If they walked down a street by themselves in downtown L.A., they would have been scouted for modeling or acting in less than the amount of time it took to make a cup of coffee.

For someone as gorgeous as Lily to insist that she wasn’t good enough, that she deserved shame for thinking she could have been worthy of being his girlfriend, let alone breaking up
 with him, really turned Miles on. Knowing that difference. Feeling the Contrast between reality and fantasy that he now controlled.

Mona had been practicing her Ball, Cock, and Cunt Adoration for well over a month now since becoming Master’s sex-obsessed blonde slave. So Delilah placed her underneath Helena, between Miles’s legs. There, Mona used her skilled tongue to worship her two deities, tongue licking around his balls and slurping up any of the many, many juices that dripped down in the sexual melee.

Delilah—as Prime Accomplice—got prime position behind her Master. Her heavy tits serving as sexy, hot, softly milking pillows for him to rest his head on. Her sexy high heels dragging and biting into his thick torso. It would have hurt or bothered some lesser man, but of course he was anything but
 that.

Helena then climbed onto Miles's Cock—no easy task, considering it was now greater than a foot long and thicker than a coke bottle—and slid down with a cunt that was eternally wet. Her tits dripped hot milk that slid down into their joining.

“Fuck him, Mistress,” Delilah moaned in her ear. “Oh god, yes, fuck him! Fuck our Master!”

They all cooed in complete awe. Each one burned with the need to be Helena—but just as their was only One Cock, there was also only One Cunt.

And the One Cunt was Helena's, as she got first pick of who got to ride Master's Cock—and so often she jealously and rightfully chose herself.

Her pussy walls tightened as she slid up and down, coaxing hot load after load into her fertile, unprotected pussy. She'd be pregnant in no fucking time and Delilah herself came thinking of this goddess even more gorgeous as a her body swelled with fertility.

Their voices became a chorus:

“Please fuck her, Daddy.”

“Cum in her, Master.”

“Fuck her harder
, Sir.”

“I'm so sorry
, Daddy.'

“She's so fucking right for you, Master.”

“You taste so good
, Master.”

“She's so beautiful and so yours.”

“You deserve her, Master.”

“You deserve us all
, Sir.”

“You deserve everything
, Daddy.”

“Fuck her harder, please?”

“She needs Your Cock.”

“We all need Your Cock, Master.”

“You're my King.”

“You're Our
 King.”

“We Love You, Master!”

“We Love You! Oh fuck, we love you so much Daddy!”

Again and again, Master came—and so they all came, together. Moaning in his ear. Loving him, urging him, adoring him to cum even harder.

Their sex was wild and wanton. Pure indulgence. Five women moaning and begging for their Master's love while he gave it all just to one of them. And the more he gave to Helena, the more the rest begged him to give her even more.

They were in love with him and in love with her and in love with his love for her. The pleasure of their Master and Mistress was theirs as well, tenfold over.

The limo continued on and there was a slight pause in the action—the fucking downgrading to more of a pussy-snuggle as Helena continued to ride Miles's Cock but just wasn't bouncing up so hard that her skull deformed the limo ceiling anymore.

Delilah was so, so happy—she was her Mistress's Accomplice, and that was all
 she had ever wanted. This whole plan had been all about making Helena Miles's wife and becoming her perfect dark partner, her willing co-conspirator.

Emma whispered something in Helena's ear, and Helena giggled. The two of them looked at Delilah with evil in their gorgeous eyes. Delilah felt fear grip her cold in the overwhelming heat of the limo.

“Darling,” Helena nuzzled her jawline against Miles and stared down at Delilah. “I’ve been thinking. Isn’t Emma much more beautiful than Delilah?”

He nodded, looking at Delilah only briefly before settling on Emma. He maneuvered around and took Delilah’s head and shoved it down on his Cock.

“Tell me more.”

“It’s just, I think Emma has so many fantastic
 qualities that would make her a better office manager than Delilah. Delilah might work better as...I don’t know, a secretary or even a maid. You know, we've been thinking about it so much, Emma and I, and...”

Delilah knew they were saying more, saying things that directly concerned her. But she couldn’t focus with Miles’s Cock in her throat. She was exhausted. Sweaty. Covered in the juices of her Master and Mistress and sucking Daddy’s Cock.

She was where she belonged.
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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 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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BIMBO OFFICE - TAKEOVER


Gorgeous young Delilah has worked her whole life for one spot in the political world—and right when it was supposed to be hers, alpha male Miles took it away. She’s supposed to be smart, independent, practical. She should hate him. But something is changing her, and all she can think of is worshiping him, serving him, and making other girls do the same. She’s got to figure it all out before it’s too late and she loses her mind completely...but the really scary part? She’s starting to like it.
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:


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 Office - Promotion
? Then you should read Bimbo Genie - Harem Wishes
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: Bimbo Genie - Harem Wishes]


Zanthia's magical, erotic adventures continue when she becomes the property of a mild-mannered Midwestern man who isn't interested in being her Master at all. She MUST change his mind...and thinks that worshiping his Cock is the best way to do it!

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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