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Bimbo Packages – Doll Delivery




N
 adia Nightside has
 a Patreon!
 Access exclusive bonus stories, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!



Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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B
 ully Worship – Obeying
 the Billionaire


Her billionaire Master and Mistress get whatever they want—evil mind controllers, they’re sadistic, cruel, and erotic beyond measure. But what she really wants is someone to share her service with...is her owners’ latest target the one who could be her best friend in sexual slavery?
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B
 imbo Beach – The Bundle



The Spiral Sun Resort features beaches full of beautiful, obedient babes, and an alpha-male owner who is able to turn all guests into his obedient, erotic slaves...
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T
 aboo Desires – A Bundle



TWENTY amazing stories of household erotica, when forbidden desires go a “step” too far!
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B
 imbo Packages – Female
 Designs


Two women can’t resist the allure of mysterious packages full of bimbofying clothing, seducing each other and then devoting themselves to the service of one unhappy husband!
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T
 he Bimbo Fix Bundle



A man wakes up with his estranged wife and adopted barely legal daughter slurping on his cock—and it only gets hotter and wilder from there as he tries to figure out why!
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G
 ang Desires – A Bundle



TWENTY amazing tales of hard-bodied studs giving their hot loads to aching, needy barely legal babes—sometimes in huge gang bangs!
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B
 ully Worship – Obeying
 the King


Everyone in the Kingdom thinks that the Queen—glorious, beautiful, and ethereal—is kind and noble. Everyone in the Kingdom is wrong; she loves her tyrant Husband’s evil ways, and gleefully helps him gather new virgins for his harem and cheers him on during wicked acts.
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O
 verflowing Desires
 – A Bundle


Love big, delicious, erotic tits full of milk that spreads everywhere during and in-between hot worshipful sex? This is the bundle for you.
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W
 ant to get in touch
 ? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author!


When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.




“Please don’t stop. I’m not pregnant yet.”

This was the refrain he’d gotten used to over the last few days. Beautiful women, at his beck and call, spreading their legs wide open and begging for his seed.

He fucked her now on top of the kitchen table, but this was only the latest spot of many to be turned into an impromptu love nest for their latest rut. His cock, always hard and ready now, ached to be constantly inside her thrilling, wet pussy. And she, in turn, was always willing and eager for him.

Her legs—long, slick, and decorated with fashionable high heels—wrapped around his waist and pulled him in closer. She stared up at him with loving, adoring eyes.

“Please. I need it. I need you to knock me up so
 bad...”

Nodding, he gripped her tighter, and felt himself building up the urge to cum in her once again.

It hadn’t always been like this—this nonstop madness of lust and unprotected sex. In fact, just a few days ago, their lives had been much, much different...




* * * * *
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D
 avid and Briana looked
 at the enormous wooden crate on their porch, a bit perturbed. It was late autumn, chilly and windy, and it was the middle of the night—well past 2 AM—and David had only answered the door because he was already up playing video games. Briana was there with him because, after seeing the box, he’d called her down. She was only half-awake, rubbing her eyes with her oversized sweater, trying to keep her ill-fitting sweatpants from falling down in the wind.

His anxiety had kept him up. It kept him up most nights. There was very little getting around, away from, or through it—but he had found that through sufficient caffeine and a good enough video game, he could quite easily manage exhausting his brain until inevitably he collapsed late at night without thinking about any of his problems.

And those problems? They had been stacking up lately. Well before the arrival of this mysterious box, exuding an atmosphere of portent just from its irregular largeness, he’d been trying not to think about a number of issues slowly filling up the problem vial of his life-o-meter.

There was his job, for one—he didn’t have one, and the savings were running low. He’d been let go from an office four months ago, an entry-level position, and it had been tough finding somewhere that wanted someone with his nil-level of experience. It had been a rubbish job, but it had paid the bills, and now his savings did.

Briana was a doctorate student in archeology, which meant they were in more debt than they would pay back for quite some time, and even though the loan payments were deferred until she ended her program, that didn’t stop the interest from piling up. He saw the bills growing month after month with a tightening chest—Briana had anxiety of her own, mostly about money and cleaning, and she asked him to look after the account.

Then there was their child, which also didn’t exist. He desperately wanted to start a family with his wife, and she desperately arranged stacks of excuses and distractions in front of him, to the point where recently they’d rarely been having sex at all.

So now he stood with his girl Briana, holding hands in the brisk cold, looking at the seven-foot tall crate. They were an average couple, both of them in decent shape. They did yoga on the weekends and tried to fit in a couple of workouts every week otherwise. David, balding and heavy-bellied and well-past thirty, had taken to lifting weights again recently and enjoyed the way his shoulders had been filling out. Briana was shorter and younger than him, blond, and had a terrific smile that he wished he could see more often, even though she smiled plenty.

“I haven’t even ordered anything,” she said, stepping up to the crate and peering at it. There was writing in a language he didn’t recognize; it looked Slavic. “Did you order anything?”

“Nothing like this. I’ve got like, a new spatula coming.”

“Oh, nice.” She puttered for a moment and then tried to shift the crate, but it was nothing doing. “This is too heavy for us, dear. We do need a spatula though. You’re smart.”

Briana was always like that—always complimenting his foresight.

“Thanks.” David thought for a moment. “Did your parents...?”

“No. No. Nothing like this. They would have said.”

Anxiety pumped in him. They rented this house. It was too small for them already and the rent would go up again when the contract was up in a few months. The neighbor up the street once came over while David was affixing the shoddy wire fence to the ground to stop varmints from wandering inside the yard, telling him how she “kept an eye on things” for the landlord. He thought of her now, her sour judging face and peppered hair, seeing this box.

“They didn’t tell us about those first aid kits they sent.”

“I know.”

He frowned. “Or the winter safety automobile thing.”

“I know.
 But we talked to them. They really wouldn’t.”

Her parents were always imposing. They were quite well-off and he was fairly sure they’d cover Briana’s education, which only spiked his anxiety further when he thought about it. If he was a real man, he’d pay it all himself. Nobody told him this, but he understood it, the same way he knew to hold doors for his wife or to shake hands with a firm grip.

David knocked the crate, curious. Something was definitely inside and densely-packed, from the sound of things. Besides the small section in the corner containing the foreign writing, it was devoid of any markings or color, just plain pine. Like some cowboy’s box casket.

“How do we even open it?” he asked.

“We can’t open it.”

“Why not?”

“Well neither of us ordered it, so it’s not ours. Opening it is like, a crime, right? We can’t do that.”

He pointed at the foreign language in the corner. “How do we know it’s not for us? That looks more and more like an address now as I look at it. Your advisor is weird and generous. Maybe she got it for you.”

“We don’t even know what it is! And Sarah wouldn’t give me something...I don’t know. This is extravagant.”

“She really likes you,” David shrugged. “You remember that spread for your birthday? What if—”

Abruptly, the front of the box fell forward, clunking down against the front of their house. Inside was an array of packing materials—heavy paper, air-pumped plastic, bubble wrap, peanuts—and a gorgeous, naked woman.

Her eyes were closed, but she was clearly awake, smiling and moving her hands up her substantial hips and thin waist. Every part of her musculature was completely defined, her thighs and buttocks demarcated by incredible lines of muscle and bone. Her breasts were beautiful, ample handfuls marked by dark nipples. Thick dark, short hair was mussed up sexily on top of her head, sitting artfully above an angelically gorgeous face. High cheek-bones, crafted jawline, pert nose, and luscious lips. Something about her seemed very exotic and European.

“Holy shit,” David muttered. “Holy shit, holy shit! Did someone send us like a human trafficking thing?”

Briana backed up into the door. “Is this a slave? Is that for real? I thought that was all conspiracy stuff! What the fuck is this?”

They spoke intensely but quietly, both of them acutely aware of the neighbors who were all too likely to wake up in the middle of the night and see what was happening.

But for the time of night and the weather—which was getting windier, and he started to suspect the snow forecasted for the late morning was coming in earlier—he would have thought it was a prank from a friend of theirs.

“Mmmmm,” the girl said. “Who’s there? Who is that?”

She sounded high. She still hadn’t opened her eyes.

“I think she’s on drugs,” said Briana.

“Yeah, what do they do? They plug them full of opium or heroin or something, right?”

The girl stepped out of the crate, clearly dazed. She was inches away from the porch steps. She could fall and break her arm, or her leg, or her neck...

“Grab her,” said David.

“You
 grab her,” said Briana. She punched his arm. “Why are we grabbing anyone?”

“We have to get her inside. It’s cold. And we can’t let anyone call the police.”

“I want to call the police! Why wouldn’t someone call the police?”

“I want to fuck
 ,” the girl said loudly. “Really need
 to fuck. Who wants to fuck?”

She started to bang against the confines of the crate that she had just exited. She shook her body this way and that, knocking her fists on the crate as she danced in time with a beat only she heard. The sight of it—were it not so unexpected and alarming—would have been intensely sexual.

Adrenaline swelled in David; he could hear his heart inside his head. Thinking fast, he grabbed the girl and Briana, and rushed everyone inside the door. Quickly, he pushed both of them down on the couch in the living room just beyond the foyer and then rushed back outside, pulling apart the crate and the packaging until it all fit inside the door.

Their rental home wasn’t all that large or spacious, but they made do. Linoleum flooring that was marked up from years of overuse marked his path. Along the way, bookshelves lined the walls in the dining room. Another shelf full of movies and tv shows that he needed to burn into their digital library. A fireplace that was bricked over; pictures of family on floating shelves.

“Dear?”

David was in problem-solving mode and didn’t care what Briana had to say. He sped past her several times—with her asking for his attention each time—grabbing all the wood and packaging from the entryway. Clear the evidence
 , he thought again and again. Clear the evidence
 . The packaging and any smaller bits of wood got tossed into a trashbag, which he ran and tossed into the dumpster, thanking his lucky stars that it would be picked up later that morning. The big pieces of the wood crate, he just dropped into the basement for disposal later.

With all that done, he stopped at the back door, catching his breath and trying to organize his thoughts. There must be something he could google that wouldn’t immediately get him arrested, something that could help.

“Dear, please? Really, I need you.”

“We need
 you,” the girl echoed.

David finally, not quite having regained his composure, looked into the living room at the situation there.

It wasn’t something he was proud of, but David owned plenty of porn clips on his computer. He liked ones where women made sexy, come-hither faces as they touched themselves and did a lot of dirty talk.

The beautiful girl on the couch with his wife did that now, finger-fucking herself and biting her lower lip with wanton lust. Complicating the matter, she held Briana’s hand on top of her clit, massaging Briana’s fingers on top of her button. Briana’s oversized sweater had been pulled down, revealing her neck and most of her shoulders. A blanket had been thrown haphazardly over their guest’s luscious body, perhaps by Briana in a struggle for some measure of decency, but it hid next to nothing.

“What are you doing?”

The question was for both of them, but more for his wife. There was a smell in the air, something he couldn’t identify, but very pleasant. He stepped closer.

“I don’t know! She grabbed me and she’s strong,” with her free hand, she pointed to her sweater, “god, she’s really
 got a grip, and I, I don’t know, it seemed rude to pull away, and I don’t know?”

Briana turned a lot of statements into questions, even when she was annoyed.

“I’m touching myself for my Master,” the girl explained, “because I want to make sure I’m wet when he fucks me.”

“No one is fucking anyone!”

David rushed forward and grabbed Briana and pulled her away from the girl. The beauty pouted for a moment and then went right back to touching herself, staring at David with big, dark eyes. They seemed to flash violet in the dim light of the living room. For the fourth or fifth time, he looked around to make sure all the blinds were closed.

No one could see this. He inhaled deeply again, and there was that scent again. Pleasant, vibrant. Lavender?

“We should call the police,” said Briana. “This is clearly...this is some kind of like, prank? Or misunderstanding?”

“She doesn’t need the police, she needs a social worker,” said David. “If we call the police, they’ll probably just throw her in jail! She showed up naked and—I mean. Does she even have ID? Hey,” David spoke to her now. “What’s your name?”

She looked at him lustfully, lipping her lips. Every angle of her face was carefully constructed to elicit arousal. Even without make-up, her lips were full, her eyes sparkling and prominent, her skin shining and healthy.

“I don’t know. What would you like it to be, Sir?”

“She doesn’t know. Oh my god.” David put his face in one hand.

“She had like, this stuff taped to her back.”

Briana held out a gallon-sized plastic bag full of papers and cards. He stared at her for a moment, annoyed, feeling impulsively like berating her for not sharing this earlier. He pushed the feeling away and opened the bag up and rummaged around inside—but all the writing was in the same unknown language that had been on the box.

“Great,” he said. “Awesome. Super. Do you even know what language this is?”

Briana frowned. “I don’t even know that it’s language at all. Like, it looks
 Germanic in origin, but it’s not—”

“Oh my god, save it.”

His wife was intensely intelligent and knowledgeable, but the last thing he wanted at this moment was a lecture on the sarifs and tilts and so on of the language and how it spoke so much about their culture’s tendency or not toward or away from misogyny or misandry or whatever
 —god dammit, why was there a naked girl in his home?

A pretty, naked girl.

He kept looking, inhaling, staring at her body. So was Briana.

A really
 pretty, naked girl who looked at David like he was the only man in the world.

He looked back down at the bag, trying to search for anything that was intelligible.

“Okay,” he said, picking up a card. “I think...I mean, I don’t know, but this looks sort of like it says ‘Stråla.’ Is that familiar?”

“Sure,” the girl moaning. She sounded close to cumming.

Something seemed to happen to her when she heard him say that word—some kind of recognition in her eyes. Before, her gaze had traveled between him and Briana with some equitability—but now it focused entirely on him.

“Is that your name?”

“Sure, Daddy. Call me Stråla. Call me whatever you want. Just please
 fuck me.”

“Look, Stråla...I’m not going to fuck you, all right?”

“Aren’t I fuckable?”

She spread her legs wide on the couch. There was a growing stain of lustful wetness underneath her. Then she lifted her legs, effortless, like a Pilates instructor.

“Fucking...hell.”

“Don’t you want your cock inside my virgin pussy, Daddy? I promise I’ll get pregnant easily. Unless you don’t want that. But I’m very
 fertile. And I’ll give you milk too, if you want that. There’s so many ways I can adore you, if only you’ll fuck me like you deserve.”

Briana had pushed herself into David at some point of this exchange, gripping his waist. She seemed discombobulated to the extreme. Tired, the adrenaline wearing off, and the scent of the visitor taking hold.

Her face was red. “She really wants to fuck you.”

“I saw.”

“It would be like, super wrong to.”

She was breathing deep. She sounded almost high. Her nipples were hard, peeking through her sweater, her thighs squirming just so.

“Yes. Yes, I know.”

Her hand wrapped into his. “I wouldn’t mind it,” she whispered in his ear. “Honestly. But she got here in a box!”

It was really hot to hear that. They’d had an open relationship for a long time, but neither of them really took advantage. It was, at least for David, a whole big fucking hassle to find someone else to be with. And Briana always seemed deeply content with David—although in his darker moments it felt more like complacency
 than contentment.

“I know! I know. Hell.”

Before them, Stråla was increasingly losing her shit. Fingers sliding in and out of her young, tight, bare wet pussy, faster and faster.

“Pl-please—!” she moaned. “Please tell me!”

“Tell her?” said Briana. “Tell her what?”

“What do you want us to tell you?” said David.

“Tell me what you want!” Her face contorted with need. “Tell me what to be! I need it! I need to be what you want!”

“Uh...you should be...I don’t know. What?”

“You have to tell her what to be,” said Briana. “I don’t think she even knows I’m here anymore.”

There was a glassy, almost drunk look in his wife’s eyes. She was squeezing her arms tight over her breasts, covering her rock-hard nipples, but now she was rubbing them with her forearm. Her thigh came to rest on his hip, softly gyrating there.

“You should tell her all the things you want from a woman,” Briana breathed.

“That’s...that’s crazy.”

His voice was losing power. He was so turned on. What was happening here?

“You have to tell her, or she’ll keep screaming. She might wake the neighbors.”

“Yes!” Stråla cried. “I’ll scream louder and louder! I’ll scream your name so everyone knows! Tell me what a good girl is!”

“Good girls don’t scream!” David hissed. “They’re...calm and confident and easy-going and not demanding.”

Immediately, there was a change in Stråla’s countenance. She went from frantic and juvenile to serene, stately, and seductive in an instant. This sudden change made David’s cock, already mostly hard, swell to full attention. Now her eyes fixated on him with newer, focused lust. She licked her lips.

“Thank you, Master,” she purred. “What else do good girls do?”

“They don’t call me Master.” He shook his head. “I don’t know. Pretend—” he struggled for some kind, gentle analogy. He was afraid if he told her to not be attracted to him, she’d short-circuit and have an aneurysm, or even worse—run out in the middle of the night, naked and shouting.

“—Pretend he’s your boyfriend,” suggested Briana. “Or husband.”

He looked at his wife, surprised. “Yeah, sure. Think I’m your husband. Be, fuck. I don’t know, be a modern wife. Be demure and collected and honest.”

“Honest
 ,” moaned Stråla. “Yes. I will be honest
 with my husband
 . And what else does my husband
 like? What is he
 like?”

“He’s confident,” said Briana, still grinding her thigh against his hip. “And funny. And charming. And hard-working and honest and smart. He’s the best, ever. He’s super butch and great in bed.”

Briana’s hand was on his crotch. What the fuck was happening? He sat down and she sat down on top of his lap, still grinding her bottom into his hard cock.

“I love all
 those things about my husband,” said Stråla. “What else do I love? Do I love his cock?”

“You love
 his cock. It’s the best cock you’ve ever had.” Briana giggled, continuing her attentions. “The only
 cock you’ve ever had.”

Despite her new calm demeanor, Stråla was drooling. Her eyes fixated on the bulge that Briana gyrated on. David had given up control of the situation. It felt so good just to sit down and look at these two go.

“What else do modern wives want?”

“Modern wives have minds of their own,” said Briana. “And we want families. Big happy families.”

“They do?” David was taken aback. “You do?”

“I don’t know,” Briana whispered. “I’m just...trying to go along with her.”

“You’re telling her
 what to think!”

But she already was looking back at Stråla.

“Big
 families,” moaned Stråla. “Babies. Getting so
 pregnant for him.”

Briana nodded. “So pregnant.”

“I need to cum for him, to show him I belong to him.”

“Yes. To show him.”

“Please, Husband,” said Stråla, sliding off the couch onto her knees. “Please let me cum!”

He looked to Briana for permission, but she had slid down on her knees too.

“Please let her cum?” She pushed her body up against his leg.

Both of them, together, moaning. He was afraid there might be more shouting if he turned them down. And he was—god help him—turned on at the idea of both of these women cumming just because he said so. He was so hard, this was happening so fast, and he felt railroaded into the only eventuality—which was his wife and this total stranger cumming just because he said they could.

“Okay,” he said at last, cock throbbing. “Cum. Cum for me.”

Stråla moaned and whimpered, but did not cry out. She collapsed on the floor, quivering and shaking in obvious pleasure. That much, while intensely erotic to see, did not surprise him at this point. But what did surprise him was Briana, before him, seemed to do the same. Gyrating, trembling, whimpering, and then collapsing in pleasure.

He badly needed to retreat—to jerk off at the least, try to get his head right. If he stuck around here, and these two started begging him for more...if Stråla started begging him to do anything more than let
 her cum, if she begged him to fuck
 her...

Standing up, he grabbed Briana and tried to rouse her, kissing her on the forehead and rubbing his hands up and down her back. After a time, Briana seemed to wake, stretching into him and smiling. When she noticed Stråla, again, she shook her head and stood up straight against David.

“Oh, god.” She shook her head. “That really happened. I thought it was...I thought I dreamed it or something. How long were we out?”

“I don’t know. Five minutes.”

“What?” Again, she shook her head. “It feels like hours. I feel so refreshed
 . Oh my god.”

Stråla, thankfully, was still out, though he didn’t know for how long.

“Modern wives want families?” David asked Briana.

“I don’t know.” She shrugged and giggled just slightly. “It was the first thing I thought of. She made my thoughts...really funny somehow. Maybe it was something in the crate she came in? But I think it’s like...I don’t know. Cumming really helped. My thoughts are clearer now.”

“Okay. Well. Would you like, grab some blankets and set out some clothes for her? I’m exhausted. I need to sleep.”

Briana stepped over around Stråla, eyeing her naked body openly and biting her lower lip to one side.

“Sure.” She took in a long, shuddering breath. “I’ll be along in a minute.”

David escaped, nursing the hardest boner he’d had since he could remember.

* * * * *
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T
 he police, David thought
 dreamily. It’s got to be the police. We’ve got to help this girl.

He dozed, mostly asleep in the early morning on the bed.

We’ve got to call the police and explain the whole tits-uation.

No, not the tits-uation. The tits
 -uation.

Fucking hell, why couldn’t he say tits-uation without saying tits? What was with this tit sucking in his mouth?

It was like he was sucking tits and not quite to think about sucking tits or tit sucking or tits in his mouth or wonder why nipple dripping hot leaking delicious milk dripping down his throat. What a milk! Tits in his mouth like milky-dripping yummy liquid starting his whole day off with drinky heavy boob.

Stråla giggled and he finally moaned awake, realizing the reason for his jumbled, confused thoughts—Stråla over him, tits smooshed into his face, his lips firmly wrapped around her raspberry-sized nipple.

It was morning. Birds sang outside and the sunlight creeped in through the shades. It was a Friday, and he was fairly sure it was early although he couldn’t be sure. Stråla—and Stråla’s tits—looked much different than before. Her tits, for definitely, were enormous now, as opposed to the gorgeous handfuls they had been last night. Her hair had grown several inches, and she looked
 like she had make-up on, but she very much didn’t
 . She looked like a movie starlet, or a porn star, or at any rate someone who very much
 didn’t belong in his bed.

Sitting up, he saw Briana was there too, kneeling on the bed with her fingers buried in her own cunt. But that wasn’t all—Briana’s arm was also wrapped around Stråla’s body, sneaking through her thigh gap, with reaching fingers pushing up inside her hot, bare pussy as well. Briana’s face was blank, obedient, staring up at Stråla with deep, passionate submission.

“What...what the fuck?” said David. “Did you...did you guys fuck?”

“Oh, lots
 of times,” said Stråla. “We fucked until I was good at it...and then we fucked some more until she
 was good at it. You should really try her out, darling. She’s incredible now.”

David struggled with this. He sat up further in the bed, trying to get out of the reach of Stråla, but she just crawled after him and snuggled up against his belly. Briana, in turn, crawled after Stråla and settled in against her backside, fingers still firmly in place.

He tried to remember what had happened—he’d gone to bed and just immediately passed out, hadn’t he? Hadn’t even woken up to go to the bathroom about an hour in like he normally did.

The last thing he asked Briana to do was to put together some kind of bed for Stråla. So what must have happened is that the two stayed up and “got to know one another,” which of course in the new modern parlance meant “transform body and mind, with one of the conversationalists becoming submissive to the other.”

Because that is
 what he saw, the more he looked at the two. In fact, both of them had transformed somehow, not just Stråla. Yes, it was Stråla who he had noticed first—her heavy, milk-filled tits were at least twice the size that they had been last night, guh
 —but Briana had changed as well. She was fitter. Her skin shined. She looked, even submissive and horny and panting for release, somehow happier
 than he’d seen her in ages.

It struck him distinctly that he hadn’t seen Briana happy in a long time. The dissertation had really done a harsh number on her mood and her bearing. He didn’t blame her—he knew such downturns were commons with nascent academic professionals—but that didn’t stop him from wanting something different.

“Briana...why did you fuck...” he struggled not to say the girl who showed up in a fucking box
 . It felt very rude. “Why did you fuck her?”

“I couldn’t get it out of my head, how good it felt to finger her,” said Briana. “You know, from before. When I was trying to cover her up and she just shoved me up in there. And then, she said it was very cool if I did it again, so I did, and then I did it more...and more...and more...”

She closed her eyes, doing it some more still.

“What the fuck is happening,” David shook his head. “Stråla?”

“Mmm?” she lifted her head up to look at him dreamily. She was thoroughly enjoying Briana’s attention. “Yes, dear?”

“What the fuck happened?”

“I’m supposed to be your modern wife,” she said, as if that explained everything.

“But why...why is Briana deferring to you like this?” He waved his hands at the two of them.

“We talked about it and I thought it was sexier that way, and she agreed. It’s not like someone besides your wife should sleep at your side.”

“She is
 my wife!”

“She was. But you made me
 your wife, last night. But don’t worry, I’m a modern woman. I don’t mind having a third in the mix. She can be our little plaything to fuck whenever we want. Like a favorite fuckpet and best friend rolled into one.”

“It’s honestly such a weight off my mind,” said Briana, kissing Stråla’s thigh. “It was so hard for me being a wife to you. You’re so amazing. I was never good enough for you.”

Despite himself, that made David’s cock swell and twitch something awful.

“You see?” Stråla smiled and kissed David’s abdomen. He was painfully aware that for some reason, he had slept naked, and his cock was only inches away from Stråla’s beautiful head. “Even she admits it. We’ll put in the paperwork later this week. Don’t worry. It won’t be punitive or anything, even if she has failed you.”

“Whoa, hey, that’s unfair. She hasn’t failed
 me—”

“If that were true, then why are you getting hard from just me talking about your incumbent divorce?”

He had no answer for that. Precum was already streaming from his cock.

“I’m your modern wife, so I know it’s my job to take care of that kind of thing. All you’ll need to do is sign a few forms. I’ll even have Briana suck you off while you divorce her.”

“Fuck.”

“We’ll be doing plenty of that, darling, don’t worry. And I’ll get pregnant very soon. The sooner the better, no?”

His thoughts raced. At the forefront was a lot of Stråla—Stråla pregnant, Stråla in lingerie, Stråla sucking his cock, Stråla pregnant in lingerie sucking his cock...

“Stop it!”

He stood up completely off the bed now. He felt like half a fool, barking orders naked over these two beautiful, naked women tangled up in his sheets.

“I need...I need to talk to—” he stopped himself before saying my wife
 . He felt like it would turn unpleasant. “I need to talk to Briana. Please. Stråla. Would you just...” he shrugged. “I don’t know. Go make us breakfast?”

Stråla got up, already happy to obey. She slipped on a pair of Briana’s high heels that waited for her at the edge of the bed.

“I thought you didn’t want a slave?” she smirked.

He watched her strut out and fetch an apron from the linen closet. The thought of her body, in nothing but an apron and heels, making his breakfast, was maddening. He had already taken a few steps after her, his cock leading the way, before he was able to stop himself and turn back to his wife.

She waited on the bed, looking up at him with happy, expectant eyes.

“I know you’re worried about me. It’s so considerate of you. But honestly, this is what I want now.”

It took him a moment to respond. She had lost twenty pounds overnight, and somehow all of it went to her tits. They were shiny and seemed just as full of milk as Stråla’s. Her blond hair, which had always seemed a little reedy and dry, was thick and shiny and vibrant.

“It’s the now
 that worries me,” he said at last. “She changed you, somehow.”

“I think she did. I think it was her milk.”

“That’s wrong!”

Briana shrugged. “So it’s wrong, then. It’s also done, and it’s what I want. And she’s so
 fucking hot, babe. Are you for serious telling me you wouldn’t rather walk into a room introducing her around as your new wife? Just think
 of how jealous they’ll be of you.”

Her hand crawled up to his cock. He couldn’t resist her like he could Stråla; it was okay
 to be stroked off by his wife.

“I think there’s something like, about her touch that makes people horny. And especially her milk.”

“There is!” Stråla shouted from down the hall. “Isn’t that great?”

Briana kept stroking David. His precum spilled all over her hand and even spurted into the heavy confines of her new cleavage.

“It made me so turned on just to touch her. And now that her milk is in me...I just want to fuck her...and especially you.”

“She woke me up with her tits in my mouth. I fucking...” he shook his head. “Goddammit, I drank that stuff.”

“I know.”

“I know.” Stråla strutted in with a plate of eggs and toast and a glass of milk. “Isn’t it hot? Aren’t we
 hot?” And then, after a moment, she held up the plate and glass. “Breakfast?”

He saw the milk and he was scared in a way he couldn’t quite define. His cock was so hard already, harder then he’d felt in months. He could feel the anxiety draining away from him, but it felt like with it he was losing a part of himself.

And probably that was true. He’d built up so many little tasks and activities around his anxiety, trying to fence with it and keep it from taking over. And now, just with one glass of milk—or probably one bite of those milk-infused eggs—he’d be done with it forever.

“I’m programmed to give my owner what they want.” Stråla pushed the plate and glass into his hands. “In your case, apparently you wanted a wife totally into serving you sexually, but also deeply all about including a third girl into the mix.”

“That is
 all I want now.” Briana nodded sagely.

“No, I don’t want that,” David insisted. “I want Briana to be, you know, an independent woman. I want you
 to be not a sex slave. I want you to have your own lives!”

“We have our own lives.”

Stråla got on the bed next to Briana again, and immediately their fingers found each other’s cunts. They were putting on a display for David, again. The milk in his hands smelled so fucking good.

“That’s right,” said Briana. “We have our own lives that are all about making your cock hard and happy and doing anything
 you want.”

He had to sit down. He turned away from them and sat on the edge of the bed, putting the breakfast down on the nightstand, pushing the phone charger there nearly to the ground. Moments later, they were on him—hands running over his shoulders and chest...and then his cock.

“Please let us suck your cock?” Briana whispered in his ear. “Please?”

“It can be so good if you let us suck it,” said Stråla.

“You won’t regret it. You can make us do it as much as you want.”

“No,” he shook his head. “I...come on. Babe, come on. This is wrong. This is—”

Briana’s lips crested over the tip of his bulging, straining member. His voice cut short as he sank into her willing, eager mouth and then her throat.

“Oh, fuck.”

She sank down onto her knees before him completely. Stråla pushed herself up into his lap, presenting her tits—wet and gleaming with milk.

“You know you want to,” she murmured. “You know you can’t stop yourself.”

Briana’s cocksucking technique had improved a thousandfold overnight. He was stunned that he could hold himself in at all. He arched his back, and then grunted forward, and his face ran all along Stråla’s heavy, gorgeous tits. They smelled heavenly.

“There’s...there’s no telling how I’ll change. Briana changed so much, and—”

“You’ll just have to trust me,” said Stråla. “Don’t you want
 to trust me, Master?”

Her eyes were wet and earnest. She licked her lips. So eager for him to taste her. God, she was gorgeous. He really, really did.

As his mouth slipped over her nipples once more, he came down Briana’s throat.

* * * * *
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T
 he slender, middle
 -aged woman at the door was impeccably dressed in a tight, form-fitting sharkskin pants suit. Her blond hair was tied tight back in a bun and she wore the sneer on her expression almost as much as the rest of the outfit; it fit her just as well too.

It was Tuesday afternoon, a full four days into David’s new life. He viewed this stranger with open, raw sexual attraction and the full confidence that he could fuck her pregnant in less than ten minutes. There was snow on the ground, but David barely felt the cold, despite being shirtless.

On Friday, before Stråla had showed up, this woman would have been taller than David—especially in her luxury heels. As it was, she only came up to shoulder height on him, and seemed annoyed by it. Her heels were deliberately expensive, the kind not worn for decoration but for status, and he could tell she was bothered that they weren’t doing their job by making her taller than everyone around her—because ‘everyone’ at this point and time included David, who was now basically a goliath.

“My name is Gwendolyn Andilet,” she said. “I believe you have something of mine?”

She was almost definitionally a “handsome” woman—the kind who had all the bone structure and soft features of a beautiful pornographic fantasy, but wore them with such hardened vigor that her beauty was lost in the hard angles. She had the kind of high-nosed countenance that made it seem like she was annoyed with everything and everyone around her. David wondered what it would take to see her smile. He imagined some kind of tragedy in a third-world country, reports of plague or famine. She’d maybe notate the way that all that death and misery would make her investments accounts grow and afford herself a little turning-up of the corners of her mouth.

Strangely, that made him want to fuck her. His cock stiffened. In his loose sweatpants—the only thing he had left that fit him after three days straight of fucking and drinking from his new bride—the bulge was quite evident and even closed the distance some between the two of them. She was pretty enough, despite the evil-stepmother vibe she had going on.

But it was only thinking about fucking a smile onto her face that really got him going. Fucking her happy; being the only
 one who fucked her happy.

“Well, I kind of expected this,” he said. “Why don’t you come on in?”

His voice was thicker and deeper than he remembered. There had been significant physical changes to David over the weekend. He was taller, of course. His body much harder. He’d caught a quick look in the entryway mirror and almost didn’t recognize the chiseled physique as his own, or the sharp lines of his jaw and face. There was a significant amount of hair on his head and it felt thick, though it was short.  

That wasn’t all. David’s personality had changed in the four days since Stråla’s arrival and their quick coupling. He hadn’t quite noticed how much until right then, interacting with Gwendolyn. He even called her that in his mind—Gwendolyn
 —and not Miss Andilet or any kind of formality. He wasn’t impressed by her or cowed, or trying anxiously to appease her somehow.

He was just laconic, confident, and easy-going. Nothing could go wrong for him—that was the attitude. Whether or not it would prove out would be decided soon, he expected, so he may as well not worry about it.

Just that—that little bit of deciding
 not to worry—would have been considered impossible just a few days before.

Maybe it was just fucking a beautiful, utterly submissive pair of women for four days straight. But he doubted it. If whatever was in Stråla’s milk could change his physical appearance, it could damn sure change his molecular biology enough to cause some changes to how he interpreted stress. It didn’t even bother him that she’d changed him. Why would it? He felt terrific.

Inside, Stråla was nowhere to be found. Suspicious of visitors, he’d instructed her to hide. But Briana had remained out, which he had no issue with, and had already changed out of her new fuckslut uniform of high-high heels and lingerie (two-day delivery had been heartily abused on Friday evening) into some of her old clothing—she wore a pair of sweatpants that hung loosely around her hips and an old t-shirt that was too large, draping across her shoulders and displaying the loveliness of her bones there.

She stood in their small kitchen, a blank worshipful expression on her face, following David around the room.

Gwendolyn stopped to look at her, holding her mouth. It wasn’t a smile, but it was surprise, and that was something.

“My god,” she said, “they really did it.”

“Did what?”

“My specifications. I gave them a picture. A sister I lost when I was very young, and...”

It all connected rather quickly—he thought Briana was the delivered “doll.” She was certainly a sort of vapid, happy bimbo now, so he wasn’t surprised at the conclusion, just at the implications.

“You wanted what she is
 to look like your sister?”

Gwendolyn gave him a look. “I notice your morality lasted about as long as your flaccid dick did before getting hard, if that’s where you want to take this conversation.”

He put up his hands. “Hey, whatever. I’m not judging. It’s just kind of surprising, I guess. You want anything to drink?” Maybe a peace offering would help. “I got beer, I got water, I got, uh...soda?”

None of those seemed like things a creature like this would drink. He expected her to live on spider-webs, children’s nightmares, and maiden’s blood.

“I’ll take tea,” she said. “With some milk in it.”

Tea? Well. That was that, then.

“Sure,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Briana, you heard her.”

Briana strutted into action, rushing to the kitchen to make the drink right away. They’d done a few performance tests. Stråla’s milk got him hard in less than two seconds. Briana’s took about thirty seconds. So not as
 powerful, but certainly not nothing.

They sat down at the dinner table, Gwendolyn’s back to the kitchen. David could see Briana preparing the tea behind her, watched her surreptitiously deliver the milk at the first available moment.

“I’ll be the first to say this is an unusual situation,” said Gwendolyn. “I rather despise conversations with people who aren’t honest about their circumstances. I am not that kind of person.”

David smirked. “All right.”

“And by that, I mean I understand that property of mine has been in your care, and I understand very well that means you have been intimate
 with said property, and I understand, to be blunt, that you have fucked my sex slave.”

“I guess I have.”

“Let us be clear right away, then, that I have no intention of alerting any authorities or making any threats. A little investigation has led me to discover that it was entirely the fault of the delivery driver, who read the address wrong. I have been informed,” she smiled cruelly, “that he has been punished appropriately.” She took a breath and stood up slightly straighter. “And so, I feel that this can be an amiable transaction based on mutual understanding. You were given a rather lovely long weekend with a beautiful woman, were you not?”

“I was.”

“Would you not agree that being paid
 to stay quiet would be deeply generous of me?”

Now he was confused.

“You want to pay me off?”

“Here is what is going to happen. I’m going to leave with what is mine. I’m going to contact the people who I know, and who you do not know, and I’m going to make them reset her until she imprints on me as she has on you. And then I’m going to be very happy with what I’ve purchased, and I’ll rest assured that you have been given an appropriate amount of fuck-off
 money. How does fifty thousand sound?”

It sounded like a good start.

The kettle went, and Stråla stepped out into the hallway behind Gwendolyn. She was taller, just like David, but the rest of her changed to only be more feminine. Bustier. Longer, thicker hair. Her lips plusher and eyes more full and bright. She wore lingerie still—a new set, this one the deep red color of wine, after he had torn the last one to shreds this morning. He jerked his head slightly, indicating for her to go ahead, and she took the hint.

Her tits were so big now. He could smell the milk in them from across the room. How did Gwendolyn not smell that? It was an intoxicating scent and only made him want to fuck all the more.

She quickly, silently, added her own milk to Briana’s tea, and then she slid down underneath the kitchen counter out of view.

“Are you listening to me?” asked Gwendolyn. “I want an answer, or I’m going to call my driver in here and the two of you will have a very unpleasant exchange. I don’t care what steroids you’re obviously on, his are better, and he trains in MMA.”

She thought David was on steroids. Huh. What else didn’t she know? That he had lived with a woman before the delivery got here, apparently. He might have been wearing his wedding ring to give her the clue, but it didn’t fit anymore.

“So do you know all the different options and features of Stråla?”

“I know more than you,
 it seems.” Gwendolyn let out a short, annoyed breath. “I was told to go in blind. To experience it as it comes. But I looked enough at the instructions they emailed me to know that ‘Stråla’ isn’t her name.”

“It’s not?”

“Her name is whatever you want it to be. ‘Stråla’ is a command line. It revs her up, pumps up all the genes she has firing to make herself...to use the parlance
 , hotter, more obedient, that kind of thing. I hope you haven’t used it too much.”

Only loudly and passionately during every marathon session of fucking they’d had for the last hundred hours or so.

Briana, simpering, delivered the tea, and Gwendolyn waved at it to let it cool.

David leaned back. He was curious now.

“Who tells you about this kind of thing? You know...human sex doll delivery?”

“There’s a world people like you, little people,” she dunked the tea bag and then set it to one side on a napkin, “don’t want to believe exists. I think it would ruin your day if I told you much more than that. Suffice it to say I am wealthy, and there are different rules for the wealthy. I could have sent someone else to handle this, but this is...sensitive. I am still human. It is embarrassing to send a minion after a product such as this.” She gestured at Briana. “This is important to me. Is sixty thousand sufficient? I won’t go higher than that.”

He had an intuition that he could bring her to at least one hundred thousand without trying very hard.

She sipped the tea, though, and that pretty much solved that.

“Are you sure you don’t want to test drive her before you go?” said David.

Gwendolyn’s sip did not stop, though her fingers did fidget. After a long moment, she set the tea down.

She had drained the cup completely.

“I’m sorry?”

“You know, try her out for a spin. I won’t watch.” He grinned. “Unless you want me to. Some people are into that. Just so that you know you’re getting what you want.”

“I...” she licked her lips and then sniffed. “I...that’s highly inappropriate. I must say. I must say one hundred...one hundred and sixty thousand is as high...gosh, it’s hot in here, isn’t it?”

Briana put down another cup of “tea.” This one was mostly milk and water . Gwendolyn, picked it up briefly, sniffed it, and then gulped it down in one go.

“Gosh, it’s hot. It’s, oh my.” She put a hand to her head. “Do you have any more of this tea? It’s delicious.”

She was sweating. She tugged at her blouse and then her jacket. Buttons ripped off and popped onto the table.

“Ooh,” she tittered. “Whoopsie.” She licked her lips. “Gosh, you really
 don’t have a shirt.” She tittered again, dangerously close to a giggle. “Gosh
 , it’s hot. Gosh.” She picked up the cup again and tried to drink. “Is there more of this?”

She asked it as if she was asking for the first time.

“What if you got it straight from the source?”

“The source?” she raised an eyebrow. “What do you—oh.”

Briana had pulled her sweatshirt off and leaned over Gwendolyn, waving heavy, milk-dripping tits in front of her face. Beads of milk dripping down.

“Do you wanna suck your sister’s titties, babe?” Briana giggled. “‘Cuz I want you to for definitely.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes were wide, her tongue already lolling out to one side, as Briana pressed her boob up against her mouth. For a moment, Gwendolyn struggled, but it was just to find the nipple until her lips were firmly wrapped around her new favorite drink.

He watched, amused, as Briana dragged Gwendolyn over to the couch and started indoctrinating her to his will.

Stråla—tall, gloriously beautiful, and clad in lingerie—smiled seductively at David and bent over the arm of the couch. Her pussy exposed, he dropped his sweatpants and immediately shoved his massive, thick cock inside her tiny, tight, wet entrance. He bulged in her abdomen, taking up the majority of the real estate inside her just-for-him body. Right away she came, and then came again, moaning in orgasmic delight.

“Fuck yes!” she whimpered. “Fuck me, Husband! Fuck me just like that!”

While he fucked her, he watched Briana on top of Gwendolyn. His former wife smiled wickedly at their small harem’s newest—and wealthiest
 —member as she fed the “rich bitch” her magic milk.

They’d talked about this all day Saturday and Sunday, when Stråla had rather convinced him that he was a sexual god and that building up his own harem of worshipers was only good and right. While Briana sucked him off, Stråla whispered all kinds of thoughts into his idea about how they could use his two milking beauties to fuck up the minds of every hottie they came across. Before too long, she surmised, they’d be able to fuck their way into the homes and wallets of plenty of rich bitches one way or the other—be they wealthy wives, widows, daughters, sisters, or just independently wealthy all on their own.

They were going to wait for a week or two before going full speed—the “newlyweds” deserved a little honeymoon after all—but opportunity had come knocking.

Now, as Briana pumped Gwendolyn’s body full of body, mind, soul, and life-changing milk, she whispered hot thoughts into Gwendolyn’s pliable brain:

David is Your Master.

David is Your God.

You need His Cock.

You need to worship Him.

All his money is Yours.

You worship Stråla almost as much as you worship David.

And so on, on repeat, while Gwendolyn obediently fingered herself to drinking from Briana. At the same time, Gwendolyn’s body changed—just like Briana’s had changed. What little fat had been there slipped away. Features softened. Her body regressing in age, returning to a youthful twenty-one at most. Her hair thickened and lengthened. Her tits grew, hips expanded, and legs lengthened. After only a few moments, she was already looking, in truth, like Briana’s bimbo sister.

All the while, he fucked Stråla—who couldn’t help but brag.

“Look at what a good fucking wife
 I am for you, Master,” she moaned. “Look at what I did for you! I made your old
 wife your slave. I made her super
 hot. And now she’s making another super hottie
 who is super wealthy
 and we’re going to be fucking rich
 for the rest of our lives while you fuck us however you want! I’m so fucking good!
 ”

His strokes into her hot young cunt picked up the more she bragged. He couldn’t help it; he loved her attitude.  

“I’m such a good fucking wife for you! I’m amazing! Oh my fucking god! I’m the best because you’re
 the best, Master! You’re the best so I’m
 the best! I’m such
 a fucking modern wife! I’m a modern miracle woman! I’m amazing
 and you’re going to fuck me pregnant
 !”

He really was—and he really couldn’t hold himself in any longer. Fucking this beauty, with all her bragging, while watching both her and Gwendolyn’s changing body before his very eyes—changing for him
 , all that money and power
 he would have—he needed to cum.

Grunting, slapping and squeezing her ass passionately, he emptied himself inside of Stråla. She moaned with orgasm—and Briana came too. She was attuned to his orgasms now, and came whenever he did. And because she was cumming, Gwendolyn came as well, drinking Briana’s milk and being imparted her pleasure through the transference of her special cream.

For several moments, there was just silence and hard, happy breathing. On the distant edges of his post-cum haze, he thought briefly that he might want to change Stråla’s name before her trigger-word escalated her so much that she started robbing banks.

But, he figured, even then, she’d probably get away with it. She was pretty much a miracle of a modern wife.

Stepping away from her, his cock still dripping wet from the coupling with Stråla, he stood over the newly bimbofied Gwendolyn. She looked up at David and moaned in wanton lust, licking her lips and grasping for his cock.

“What’s the matter, Gwendolyn?” he said, slapping her playfully. “I thought you were a lesbian. I thought you were so fucking twisted you wanted your sister to be a sex slave.”

“N-no, that was stupid.” She had so much drool in her mouth that it was hard to understand her. “I want cock.
 I need
 cock. I need your
 cock, oh fuck. Oh please
 put that in me!”

“I don’t know.” He made a show of it, winking at Stråla, who smiled back. “What about that money you owe me?”

“Everything! Everything I have! Holy fuck! It’s all yours! It belongs to your big cock! I’ll sign it over to you immediately!”

He smiled and slid his cock into Gwendolyn’s eager waiting mouth, gratified at her instant orgasm at his taste. After a few moments, he repositioned them so he could sit down and Gwendolyn was between his legs. His two girls sat on either side of him.

“I think I’m pregnant already,” Stråla whispered in his ear. “But if I beg you like a good wife, would you make sure?”

“And then after her,” Briana pushed closer up against him. “Would you do me again?”

David smiled. He would love to do just that.

# # #
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 adia Nightside has
 a Patreon!
 Access bonus content, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!


Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
 !

* * * * *
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W
 ant to get in touch
 ? Me too!

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


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


What's next?

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


Bully Worship – Obeying the Billionaire


Her billionaire Master and Mistress get whatever they want—evil mind controllers, they’re sadistic, cruel, and erotic beyond measure. But what she really wants is someone to share her service with...is her owners’ latest target the one who could be her best friend in sexual slavery?


Bimbo Packages – Female Designs


Two women can’t resist the allure of mysterious packages full of bimbofying clothing, seducing each other and then devoting themselves to the service of one unhappy husband!


Bully Worship – Obeying the King


Everyone in the Kingdom thinks that the Queen—glorious, beautiful, and ethereal—is kind and noble. Everyone in the Kingdom is wrong; she loves her tyrant Husband’s evil ways, and gleefully helps him gather new virgins for his harem and cheers him on during wicked acts.


Bimbo Packages – Taboo Snacks


Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!


Bully Worship – Obeying the Jock


Heather worships the ground her jock bully boyfriend walks on. She loves the way he humiliates and terrorizes everyone in their lives except for her. When she finds out a nerd with a crush on her has created the perfect mind control device, she sees the perfect opportunity to prove her devotion to her stud god forever!


The Bimbo Fix – His Home Life


Everywhere Stephen goes, beautiful women are begging to be his eternal fuckslaves. He wants to oblige them, but he knows it’s wrong—and he also knows the source of the problem is somewhere at his home with the two gorgeous women who started it all...


Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership


A lucky young man finds the secret of the power transforming everyone at the Isla Alfa resort, and uses it to his advantage—starting by selecting his new ultra-perfect mind-controlled girlfriend!


The Bimbo Fix – His Rival


Everywhere Stephen goes, the women of his town have transformed into gorgeous sexpots desperate to fuck him. He wants to help, but he can’t seem to keep his cock out of their mouths...maybe his biggest enemy will retain some semblance of sanity in this lust-fueled madness?


Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic


Debbie’s been thoroughly bullied by the living goddess girlfriend of her brother—will a trip to the Shining Sun Resort transform her body enough to get the upper hand, or will she become a supremely hot slave to her bully’s will?


The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend


Stephen wakes up to being sucked off by two gorgeous women—his estranged wife and adopted daughter, both of whom are adamant they’re his worshipful cock slaves! What’s going on, and how can he make things right?


Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties


A newlywed couple’s loyalty is stressed beyond its limits when the alpha male mind controller at their luxury hotel takes an interest in the gorgeous, buxom virgin wife.

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


Bimbo Beach – The Bundle


The Spiral Sun Resort features beaches full of beautiful, obedient babes, and an alpha-male owner who is able to turn all guests into his obedient, erotic slaves...


Taboo Desires – A Bundle


TWENTY amazing stories of household erotica, when forbidden desires go a “step” too far!


The Bimbo Fix Bundle


A man wakes up with his estranged wife and adopted barely legal daughter slurping on his cock—and it only gets hotter and wilder from there as he tries to figure out why!


Gang Desires – A Bundle


TWENTY amazing tales of hard-bodied studs giving their hot loads to aching, needy barely legal babes—sometimes in huge gang bangs!


Overflowing Desires – A Bundle


Love big, delicious, erotic tits full of milk that spreads everywhere during and in-between hot worshipful sex? This is the bundle for you.


Just 18 Desires


A bundle full of eighteen delicious stories featuring barely legal virgins bowing down to the alpha male they’ve always needed—whether they knew it or not!


Fertile Desires – A Bundle


TWENTY amazing stories of Nadia Nightside’s thrilling tales featuring hard, passionate ruts between stacked ladies and well-hung hunks!


Harem Dreams – A Bundle


This amazing collection of stories features TWENTY tales of scintillating, sexy harem-filled adventures for the alpha studs and lucky guys owning several hot women at once.


Cult of Lust – A Bundle


THREE amazing stories following the women caught under the thrall of the ultimate alpha hunk, who can transform reality at a whim!


Alpha Male Dreams—A Bundle


TWENTY amazing stories of brilliant super hunks taking who they want, how they want, when they want. They don’t take “no” for an answer and women drop to their knees to serve their every ultra-muscled need.


Virtual Meeting – The Series


This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!


Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle


This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.


Frisky Dreams – A Bundle


Get it while it’s hot! This bundle is so full of sin that it’s been banned twice in less than a month! TWENTY sensationally sexy stories wrapped together in a package that could be gone any instant!


Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!

Hope to hear from you soon!




Did you love Bimbo Packages - Doll Delivery
 ? Then you should read Bully Worship - Obeying the King
 by Nadia Nightside!



[image: Bully Worship - Obeying the King]



Gorgeous Queen Leana is propositioned by the noble knight Sir Stefan to turn against her evil, monstrous king and oust him from office. King Ulrick is terrible and cruel, bloodthirsty, and the conqueror of dozens of lands. He keeps an expansive harem in his court, and doesn't care if women say "no." Unfortunately for Stefan…that all turns the fertile, wicked Queen Leana on to no end. She loves being the mean girl sadistically torturing the emotions and minds of the people around her and all throughout the kingdom, and delights in the King's abject cruelty so much that she eagerly urges him on to greater and greater depths of depravity. Soon, she's using all her wiles and wit to turn Stefan's plan against itself and to humiliate him in front of King Ulrick and two gorgeous women Stefan has known his whole life!




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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