
        
            
                
            
        

    






Bimbo Packages - Female Designs




Addressed To Thrill




Nadia Nightside




Published by Midnight Publishing, 2022.








This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.




BIMBO PACKAGES - FEMALE DESIGNS





First edition. October 12, 2022.


Copyright © 2022 Nadia Nightside.




Written by Nadia Nightside.




10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1






Table of Contents


Title Page



Copyright Page



Bimbo Packages - Female Designs (Addressed To Thrill)



Bimbo Packages – Female Designs



Further Reading: Bully Worship - Obeying the King



About the Author



* * * * *


[image: image]




Author's Note: All Characters Depicted Herein Are 18 Years Of Age Or Older.

* * * * *


[image: image]







	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]




Bimbo Packages – Female Designs


[image: image]









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 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.

––––––––


[image: image]







B
 IMBO PACKAGES – TABOO
 Snacks


Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!
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J
 UST 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!
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B
 ULLY 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!
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F
 ERTILE DESIRES – A
 Bundle


TWENTY amazing stories of Nadia Nightside’s thrilling tales featuring hard, passionate ruts between stacked ladies and well-hung hunks!
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T
 HE 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...
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H
 AREM 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.
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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.




All Samantha had to do was obey her Husband.

As he had her bent over on the bed, her long slender legs spread wide, heavy milk-full tits leaking all over the sheets, she reflected on how wonderful this made her life.

His cock, glorious and thick, pushed up inside her tight, tiny pussy. He was going to fill her again
 , and already
 . There was no way she wouldn’t be pregnant as fuck
 soon; she was such a lucky, lucky wife.

Two other women—her compatriots in adoring this amazing man, the Real Man, the Pants-Wearer, the Alpha—pushed in on her Husband and started giggling and whispering in his ear. Probably begging to be fucked by him.

Wearing slinky hot lingerie, Samantha knew she was the hottest thing going—for the moment. But those two could change into their new lingerie at any time, and then he might want them
 pregnant too. She had to cultivate his cum; she had to work
 for it...

Once upon a time, she had been a pretty rotten wife. But now she knew all she had to do was squeeze and moan and beg for his cum inside her womb
 and Daddy did all
 the rest...

Because all Samantha had to do was obey her Husband.

* * * * * *
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A
 LL SAMANTHA HAD TO
 do today was just ten million fucking things and then she was going to kill
 her husband.

The doorbell rang, and Samantha held back a furious, envenomed scream.

She wanted to pounce at the door, bash it with the umbrella sitting right next to it, claw at the doorbell machinery until it was ripped out of the mortar and brick. Her thoughts even went so far as to imagine getting electrocuted from the exposed wiring and deciding she was fine
 with that.

Samantha took a breath. She tried to remember what her therapist, Kara, had told her. Take a breath, and then take another.


I am not under attack. I am not under attack
 .

The anger persisted, wailing against the frail confines of her skull and desperate to be unleashed on something. Ten thousand
 things to do today and now the doorbell was ringing.

It rang again—and again Samantha felt the spike and then waves of anger, like a massive rock formation dropped into a body of water. She had to go to the post office, her husband had cheated on her, she had to put together a website for her worst
 client which was at least six hours of straight work, she had to brush the dog’s teeth, her husband
 had cheated on her, she had to get the car looked at (and to do that
 she had to go to the goddamn
 DMV to get her license renewed)—and now
 the doorbell was ringing and her goddamn
 husband had goddamn
 cheated on her!

It rang again.

“Hi?” It was her neighbor, Mira. “I um, see you standing there? There’s...this door is mostly glass? I could really use your help.”

Samantha took another breath, and then another. Samantha lived in a house, Mira lived in the duplex next door. This close to the university, there were a lot of similar arrangements for college students who wanted the freedom (mostly to have parties) to live off of the campus. Mira rented it out along with a roommate who Samantha hadn’t met. Weird graveyard shift hours at a local warehouse, apparently.

“Hello?”

Fine. FINE.

She took a quick moment to compose herself and push her thin brown hair up from over her eyes. It was such a mess and she hadn’t had a haircut in ages.

Finally, she opened the door. “What can I do for you?”

Mira stood there with a host of packages next to her. There were four or five boxes, and each one stacked in a wobbling affair up to Mira’s envy-inspiring waist.

Mira was young and in college and beautiful so pretty much everything about her was envy-inspiring. She was barely nineteen years old—Samantha knew this because the birthday party was last week and it had kept her up after she was already exhausted from yet another fight with her husband, Michael—and every time Samantha had to have a conversation with her, all she could think was I AM MORE THAN TWO OF YOU
 .


Your whole consciousness probably didn’t even kick on until you were seven or eight, if it even
 has kicked on at all, and every single last stupid thing you have ever thought was important is utterly dwarfed by the daily repercussions of every single one of my tiniest responsibilities! I have lived through more than twice of your entire existence and I just want to throttle you until you understand that!


Instead of saying any of that, Samantha forced a smile, fighting through the terrible shame that seeing Mira’s utterly tight, toned body brought her. Samantha rather hated that her mind immediately went into comparison mode, like they were two girls vying for the attention of the same guy at some party. It had been like this with seeing every
 woman since Michael’s infidelities became clear to her.

Samantha’s breasts were larger than Mira’s, but that wasn’t saying much on either end—Mira didn’t really have any to begin with, and these days with all the stress eating and weight gain, Samantha’s tits were larger than some adults’ heads. Her body felt uncomfortable, groggy, and sallow constantly. She thought she looked like a melted candle, and looking at someone like Mira—basically pure teenage perfection—did not help matters.

It wasn’t warm outside, and all the same Mira wore tight shorts and a midriff-baring tank knitted tank top. Her hard nipples were evident. Her hair, a thick mass of impossibly beautiful shiny black radiance, lived in the cozy corners of her impeccable clavicles and shoulders in a low pony tail. She wore the kind of tall platform cork sandals that announced to the world she was delighted to be nineteen and crazy hot.

“It’s these packages,” said Mira. “They were delivered to me.”

“Yes. And?”

“Well.” Mira looked embarrassed. “I just don’t know what to do with them.”

Carefully, Samantha did not lower her head into her hand and rub her eyebrows. She was thoroughly annoyed and would have been mostly mortified if it became obvious that she was.

“You take them to the post office.”

“Yeah,” Mira nodded. “But like...what do you do then?”

Something seemed off here. Samantha’s memory must have been getting foggy. Mira had a mole on the left cheek—only she didn’t. It was gone. Wasn’t it? But she had seen her with it yesterday, out in the street, and there were no marks or bandages like from a dermatologist appointment...

Samantha shook her head. Didn’t matter.

“You just...let them take care of it.”

“Do you sign anything? Or like, need to bring anything with you? I took photos and stuff. And also—”

Her mouth squirmed and Samantha looked down at the top-most package. It was open.

“—also, I just have a lot of anxiety about mail? Something about how I grew up, I guess? I don’t know. Just the post office fills me with the dreadsies, right? So I was just wondering, um—”

Samantha fingered the package, double-checking. Yup. This simple child had not just cut, but ripped
 the top of it open.

“You opened one?”

“...yeah. It was a mistake. I wasn’t really paying attention. I have this guy, see? And he gives me packages some times. Like he wants to ‘take care of me,’ like I’m not totally
 independent, but anyway sometimes the things he sends are nice, and so I wasn’t really paying attention, and—”

“Stop. Stop. Please, stop.”

There was so much to unpack there. Samantha nearly chewed her tongue she had to bite it so much.

You’re still growing up! Why are men giving you packages? Why would you take them if you’re independent?

“Okay. Well. That could be a felony, I think, but if you just explain it was a mistake, and you didn’t open the rest...”

The wind picked up and a gentle, insistent scent filled Samantha’s nose. It was coming from Mira and the open boxes. She licked her lips.

“What’s...what’s in
 the packages?”

“I don’t know for all of them.” Mira spoke excitedly, like she had been waiting for Samantha to ask. “But there’s definitely clothes in the top one.”

Another breeze, and there was that scent again. Samantha nudged open the top package and saw that it had been rummaged through, plastic wrapping discarded. Inside were plastic-wrapped tops, and a label that said Female Designs - Carefree
 on each.

Her fingers were so close to the fabric now. Saliva filled her mouth. Why? Another breeze, and that scent again. She forgot her last thought. These clothes smelled heavenly. She inhaled deeply and then did it again.

“So you’ll help?”

Samantha ripped her head away from the inside of the box, where she had mostly buried her face. With a strange, warm feeling, she noticed her eyeline was on level with Mira’s bare, delicious midriff. So tight. Her nose had been brushing the top-most top, some kind of blouse, already unwrapped. She found that she had taken the box in her arms and stepped back inside of her house with it. Mira was still right outside next to the remainder of the packages.

“It’s just...I tried one on. This top.” She pointed at herself. “Just to see what it was. I thought it was from that guy, like I said. But...it wasn’t. But it’s so good and I don’t want to give it back.”

Samantha looked at the fit, perky young woman. The babe
 . The hottie
 . She felt her anger finally cooling off.

“You look good in that top,” she nodded. “Really good.”


Really sexy
 . Sexy teenager
 . Sexy teenage neighbor who looks so fucking hot in her tiny top.


Heat and shame and confusion filled Samantha at that thought, but it wouldn’t go away. Arousal tinged her feelings for the first time in what felt like years. Michael didn’t turn her on; he only made her feel threatened. Always a fight. Always a new piece of chaos coming into the home.

Mira blushed. “Thank you.”

Samantha stared down dumbly at the package in her hands. “I really
 like this blouse.”

There was so much to do today. The website had
 to be done. Maybe she could stave off the DMV, the post office, the dog stuff, but the website...

“Do you want to try it on?” said Mira. “I mean, it’s already open and—”

“—Yes!” Samantha interjected. “Come inside. Bring it all inside. We’ll figure this out.”

* * * * *
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S
 OMEHOW, THEY MADE
 their way through half a bottle of vodka and two packages of clothing before Samantha thought to even consider
 that they should stop.

She was dressed now in a tiny, hot parody of Mira’s earlier outfit. Her head buzzed with happy, fuck-feely thoughts. She giggled, looking at the half-empty glass of vodka in front of her and the reflection of herself and Mira in the mirror she had moved into the living room.

“This is so silly,” she said for probably the dozenth time. “I never drink in the afternoon. Do you?”

Mira giggled and shook her head. “Never.”

She was just as giggly as Samantha, and they weren’t ever going to get to the post office today, but that was fine. Everything was fine. Everything was good
 . They were pretty girls hanging out, what could be wrong?

Samantha felt superb. Her phone had kept buzzing and buzzing and she didn’t know what that was all about and the phone’s buzzes were harshing her
 buzz, so she turned it off.

It was a few hours after Mira had shown up at the door. They were in Samantha’s living room, dozens of open plastic packages of clothes around them. The curtains had been drawn open; plenty of natural light. It was a large space, one of the larger in the home, and several old stacks of magazines framed the outdated television set that she and Michael no longer snuggled in front of.

Four of the boxes, they hadn’t opened at all, but the other two they had torn through. Samantha had been a woman possessed—trying on the first blouse, and then with it on, opening one after another, deeply inhaling that perfect, hot, amazing scent. They giggled, and laughed, and scampered off to the bathroom again and again to try on the next blouse, the next top, the next pair of shorts or skirt.

Each one she tried on fit better and better; beyond her notice, this was because she
 was fitting better into them, instead of the clothes fitting her better. Her body, in contact with the Female Designs proprietary chemicals, became tighter, fitter, healthier, and happier.

It had been Samantha, about ten minutes in, who suggested—as a special treat for her new young friend—that they get a little tipsy during the process. Mira had jumped at the opportunity—still young enough that liquor was hard to get. So they each a drink, and then another, and tried on more clothes. Samantha stopped looking at Mira’s body with anger and more with jealousy—just wishing she could look as tight and young as she did.

Something else happened as she slowly, happily shed tubs of poundage from her body moving from one room to the next—she became obsessed with her husband’s scent.

The anger with him hadn’t gone away. She knew it was there, waiting to be unleashed at a moment’s notice. But at one point—walking from the living room where she had been wearing a tiny red a-frame skirt and white blouse and transitioning to the bathroom where she hoped to put on a pair of tiny jean shorts and pale peach halter top—she stopped in front of a hoodie of Michael’s on top of the couch.

Michael was always leaving his hoodies around the house. Samantha had stopped fighting him about it a long time ago. She picked it up and held it tight to her face, inhaling deeply. It was the gray one he wore when he did manly things out in the garage like...like...spilling old cans of gasoline or yelling at the lawnmower.

Masculinity seemed complicated. It depended on so many constant mistakes and screaming at possessions. That seemed so hard; she should be nicer about it. She took the hoodie into her face deeper, her lips sliding over the fabric, and felt a deep warm wetness between her legs.  

As much as she held him in contempt lately, Samantha still loved his smell. At first, Samantha told herself it was just for some extra warmth—the clothes were rather skimpy. But then she really
 started warming up—getting hot from looking at Mira’s face, Mira’s eyes, Mira’s hair, Mira’s happy firm tits, Mira’s beautiful legs—and the whole time Samantha was sliding one of her man’s hoodies against her neck and cheeks.

“What’s that?” Mira had asked her, wearing at that time only a pair of tight panties and a sexy plunging collared top.

“It’s...um...mine,” said Samantha, feeling suddenly jealous.

But it was wrong
 to be jealous of a man, wasn’t it? Men didn’t need her jealousy. They needed her acceptance and love. That was so much easier. Better. She wanted so badly to be full of love.

There was, conveniently, another hoodie just right under the first; he had so many. Samantha handed it to Mira, who took it and inhaled deeply right away.

Her eyes lit up. “Wow! This is...wow!”

They both took a few turns inhaling his scent and giggling. They traded the hoodies back and forth. Jealousy slid away from Samantha, staring at Samantha’s beautiful body and her burgeoning fascination with Michael. She thought she should
 be jealous...but didn’t Michael smell amazing? He smelled like such a man. A man with a big, firm cock to admire. It was a good smell, and girls should be able to share nice smells with each other.

For the rest of the try-on session, Mira kept asking about him. Was he handsome? How big was his cock? Would he like it if Mira liked him? What if Mira liked
 -liked him? Would that be all right?

Samantha, in an aroused, drunk tizzy, giggled and indulged Mira with all her answers. They were just girls having fun. Just pretty, fun, sexy girls trying on brand new clothes from a strange package and somehow getting tighter, bustier, and sexier with every passing moment. What was strange about that?

Samantha felt amazing
 the whole time they drank and changed outfits. It was like her worries fled her completely. Anything about errands, a website, anything that earned income or had to do with anything emotionally draining was gone from her brain completely. And that scent! That sexy, sex-filled fruity scent! It filled her nostrils and then her brain, competing with Michael’s scent, until the only two real thoughts in her brain were her desire for her husband and her delight at being a sexy young woman.

Then Mira suggested—quite an intelligent lady, actually—that they just start changing in the living room instead of going to the bathroom each time. Wouldn’t they be able to try on more clothes, faster, that way?

Of course she was right—and Samantha moved the mirror to make sure they could just stay in each other’s happy, fun, giggly company while they tried everything on as well.

“What do you think of these shorts?” Samantha asked.

She looked at herself in the mirror, pushing her ass to and fro. When she had first tried them on, she worried about the muffin-top effect they would have with the blue tank-top. But now she was struggling to see what the problem was.

What muffin-top? Her torso was spectacularly slender.

Had it...always
 been this way?

People didn’t just suddenly drop like thirty pounds over the course of an hour or so, right?

Samantha looked at herself again. Her abs, slender and toned, were on display in the tiny outfit. Her thigh-gap was wide enough to see Mira’s face peeking from behind her via the reflection in the mirror.

“Gosh,” said Mira. “I think you just look, like, totally terrific. I love your ass in them.” She giggled. “Sorry. Your butt.”

“It’s okay. I think your tits
 look great in that!”

Mira blushed deeply at the perfectly natural compliment from the other woman. Samantha plopped down on the seat next to her on the couch. Their hands naturally came together, holding tight with all twenty fingers, and they both breathed in deep.

“You’re so pretty all over,” said Samantha. “I’m like, so jealous of you.”

“You’re pretty too
 ,” said Mira. “I wish we knew like, way earlier how pretty we both were! We could have been hanging out!”

“For sure,” said Samantha. “But I don’t know if I’m as pretty as you.”


If I was
 , she thought with a sudden artifact of anger, he wouldn’t have cheated, would he?


But it felt like such an effort to go down that path. Her thoughts drifted away from it like a balloon in the wind. Instead, she changed the subject.

“These clothes are totally something else,” said Samantha.

It was fun to say totally
 . It was totally
 fun.

“Totally,” said Mira, giggling.

Mira was so fucking hot. At this moment, she wore a tiny romper—the kind that just straight opened right down the middle and made it painfully easy to imagine sliding fingers up and down her outfit and into all her forbidden spaces. Samantha wasn’t bisexual but all she could think about in the presence of a real beauty like Mira was the ways she wanted to touch her and be touched by her.

They were almost out of clothes. Samantha felt so hip and cool and fun and young in the outfit she had on now; the only thing she was missing were some killer shoes. But the packages in the top box had been cleared out by their impromptu fashion show. The fabric—the delicious, sultry, lovely fabric—was incredibly thin. This meant even more of it could be packaged in one box, on top of it being incredibly form-fitting and almost sheer no matter the color.

But they were almost out
 of clothes from the box. That meant they would have to stop hanging out. That Samantha couldn’t have any more like, drinky fun times with totally hip cool babe Mira.

She’d have to like, go do a website thing or something. And then there was the whole panic red anger zone of her brain, deeply buried for the moment but frantically banging at the edge of her thoughts, named Michael and His Problems.

A thought, sparkling and crystal clear, arrived in her brain.

“Do you think we should like, open the other packages?”

Mira’s face squirmed just for a bit. “I dunno. I think, like. I mean. Weren’t we going to take them back?”

“But they sent them to you?” Samantha shrugged. “Like, who cares, right? They can just order more. We’ll just open one. Then we’ll take the rest back.”

Mira thought about it. It seemed really
 hard for her to think. Samantha knew the feeling.

“Just one?”

Samantha giggled and grabbed two packages off the top. There were words all over them and they were a little hard to read because reading was hard
 when you were just a giggly fun-loving babe. But she handed one to Mira that said seductress
 and kept one for herself that said dreamdoll
 .

“One each!”

She giggled again. Counting was fun.

* * * * *
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“D
 O YOU THINK THIS MAKES
 it even now?”

Mira’s fingers were deep inside Samantha’s pussy. They were on the floor of the living room; evening was approaching. Through the windows, the setting sun cast red light on their tight, beautifully muscled forms. Samantha giggled and whimpered and mewed helplessly. She was so turned on. She couldn’t tell left from right, up from down, right from wrong.

When she didn’t answer, Mira kissed her again, shoving her fingers up higher inside of Samantha’s young, tight pussy. It was so easy to have access to her pussy when all she had on down there was a bright pink micro mini skirt. There were no panties in the box—which made sense to Samantha, because good girls didn’t wear panties.

Samantha didn’t know why
 she knew that, but she knew she knew it and she also knew that she didn’t need to know why. The word why
 itself was slowly being erased from her working vocabulary, restricted to an ever-tightening array of situations. Good girls weren’t supposed to ask why, they were just supposed to nod and obey and do what their Man said—or hotter girls, in the case of Mira.

Her top was a hot pink button-up sweater that seemed designed specifically to barely attach across the sweltering slopes of her tits. But her breasts were young and perky, like the rest of her, so the outfit looked deeply sexual if rather whorish. But it was okay to look like a bit of a whore because with a rocking come-fuck-me body like hers, she looked like a fuckdoll in pretty much everything she wore. Her deeply blond feathered hair was styled and fluffed, advertising that every part of her was soft and made for comforting strong people with difficult problems.

Samantha was the opposite of a problem, now. She was a solution! Just attach her to the nearest problem and she would suck it right out.

“He fucked someone else,” Mira whispered, breaking off the kiss. “Fucked her hard
 and rotten. But now you’re being fucked by me. Doesn’t that make it just about square?”

The young beauty looked devastating in tight black lingerie. There were other outfits in the seductress
 box, but she hadn’t bothered with any of them. Moments after she slipped on the tight black stockings, ass-hugging panties, and the complete overkill of the push-up bra enhancing her already terrifically huge tits, Samantha started telling her everything about her life.

She spilled the beans on catching Michael—the phone calls and the texts, the emails, the credit card bills for nearby hotels. Part of what had insulted Samantha was how deeply open Michael was about the whole thing. It was like he hadn’t cared
 about being caught, like their marriage meant nothing
 to him.

Samantha could remember all these feelings, remember these events—even if sometimes the details were hazy or out of order—and could even remember being angry and self-righteous.

But she couldn’t remember why
 .

None of that really felt
 like her life. She just wanted to fuck. She was a good dolly doll good girl who wanted to suck n’ fuck n’ give everyone a good time.

She had dressed faster than Mira, who paused to watch Samantha get naked and change. While she watched, Mira held one of Michael’s hoodies tight to her body, rubbing it on herself. Inhaling deeply. Like she was imprinting the scent on her being. Samantha couldn’t blame Mira for being excited while she watched Samantha get naked and dive into new clothes—everyone knew Samantha had a bangin’ body. The whole college
 knew.

Or...something? Like, Samantha was definitely
 super young and guys and girls both
 knew she was ultra hot and down to party. Why else would she be so smokin’ if she wasn’t built to bang?

But how had she been married for...like ten years? More? If she was...still in college?

The pink fog of the afternoon pushed harder into her brain, massaging those questions into evaporating.

“Does this,” Mira asked again, fingering her harder, “make it even?”

“I...I don’t know...” Samantha whimpered.

“You don’t know, what
 ?”

Mira wasn’t asking for more information. She was asking for a reaffirmation of terms.

Mira’s presence inspired massive loyalty and submission from Samantha. She didn’t know what it was—something about the outfit she wore. All that lingerie. Ever since she put it on, Samantha just melted at everything Mira said. Maybe there was some cause and effect there, but Samantha was too turned on to suss it out.

“I don’t know, Mistress,” Samantha completed. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I j-just...”

“You’re such a giggly, empty-headed airhead,” said Mira. “It’s kind of no wonder
 that he cheated on you.”

“Wh-what?”

“I mean, he’s obviously
 a busy man. He’s got all kinds of hard, complicated thoughts and desires. He has needs
 . And all you could do was...I mean, what did you do?”

Samantha’s face scrunched, twitching with orgasmic joy. It was hard to think to begin with, doubly so from being so close to Mira’s perfect body, and doubly so on top of that
 with Mira’s fingers inside her. “I mean I...I remember...we had fights?”

“You fought
 him?” Mira was shocked, but kept fingering. “Because he wanted to fuck someone else?”

“I...think so?”

“But men are supposed
 to fuck who they want. Maybe if he had wanted to fuck someone ugly...?”

Samantha’s orgasms seemed to compound on themselves. Mira’s fingers were magic.

“No, she’s really pretty.”

“You know
 her?”

“Um, yeah. It’s his, like, his, a client of his from the firm. He told her he wasn’t married. She actually stopped seeing him when she found out about me.”

“And she’s really pretty?”

Mira was going to make her cum again
 .

“Y-yeah. Totally. She’s got this great rack, and like, um, super pretty eyes, and she’s really pale. A redhead, you know? And—”

“I’m glad he fucked her.”

Mira’s fingering increased—cutting off any response Samantha had planned. Instead, Samantha squealed. This only made Mira go faster.

“You can say it too. Say it. Say you’re glad
 he fucked her.”

This was a hard one. A firm block remained in her head. But Mira’s fingers felt so, so good...

“Say you’re glad he fucked her, and I’ll let you cum for me, dolly. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Samantha had already cum so much—and yet the thought of being allowed
 to cum was too great of a temptation to resist. She groaned her assent. She needed to cum, needed to cum for her Mistress
 . She didn’t know that cumming for a Mistress was a thing she needed but it was so obvious
 when she looked at Mira that that was what she needed.

“Say it, then, silly girl.” Mira’s heavy tits crushed against Samantha’s. “Say you’re glad he fucked another woman. Say you’re glad
 he showed you how much you needed to try for him. Say you’re glad
 you know your place now. Say you’re glad
 —”

“I’m glad
 !” Samantha moaned, grasping Mira tight. “I’m so glad he fucked her! Please, please
 ! I’m so glad he fucked her a-and—”

“Cum for me, sweetie.”

The pink fog rolled over Samantha’s mind entirely—and all that contempt, hatred, and anger fled her completely.

* * * * *
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I
 T WAS ABOUT EIGHT
 in the evening when Michael finally came home. He took his time getting out of his car, pulling his suitcase together, pulling his tie loose. The gravel on the driveway crunched and dragged under his slow feet.

The lights were on inside. That meant Samantha was there, and she would be ready with something to say, and they’d have to either have a fight or he’d have to just not say anything to avoid the fight. Stonewalling was, he had read, one of the surest ways to ruin a relationship—but what they didn’t tell you in those articles and books was that it was also a hell of a way to get out of a shouting match, which he truly despised. Not the least of which because Samantha was a much better arguer than him. He used to joke with her that she’d missed her calling as a trial lawyer. She would have outpaced any of the partners at his firm for sure, so long as she gave a damn about the case.

Before going inside, he rested his forehead on the door. He thought of childhood warnings that told him to check if there was a fire by checking a doorknob with the back of your hand. He wished there was something like that for a fight.

He’d pulled a lot of late nights lately. Late nights and early mornings, anything to get out of the house and get away from Samantha.

She was mad at him, and there wasn’t much he could do about it except keep his distance. He kept hoping, week by week, month by month, that she might find some way to forgive him. But instead she seemed to keep punishing herself.

What sense did it make, he wanted to ask her, to ruin her own body with all that food because she was mad at him
 ? Good lord, take it out on him, yeah?

He had wanted to talk, get it all out in the open—but whenever they tried, it devolved either into a sniping show or a screaming battle. Neither was productive. They only seemed to go further into resentment as they spoke.

Michael knew a divorce was in the works. How could it not be? He’d certainly done his best to earn one.

He wasn’t sure what his “deal” was. Probably therapy could tell him. He knew he had been unhappy in marriage. Happy people in marriages didn’t go out of their way to do something that might ruin
 their marriage.

He knocked the doorframe for a minute and then knuckled it, using the pain to build up his adrenaline.

“Oh, fuck it, then.”

He opened the door and stepped inside to see an utterly stacked, leggy, gorgeous beauty wearing a deliciously provocative outfit.

It took his eyes some time to adjust. The way that when you’re expecting to drink coffee, and for some reason it’s the soda you forgot about, the taste is so unexpected it’s unpleasant for a moment.

The woman he saw was tall and gloriously beautiful, with a mane of dark hair that wrapped almost around her waist. She looked like a succubus—deep plunging neckline in a tiny, bare-all gown that had slits in the sides almost all the way up to her hips. She wore a tight collar around her slender neck, gold chains dripping from her waist and wrists.

“B-boots,” he mumbled.

Boots indeed; skintight and hugging her long, long, long
 legs past her knees. They would have been waist-high on some smaller (lesser
 , he could not help but think) girl, but on her there was still acres of thigh-flesh to admire and see. His cock became hard instantly just from seeing her, smelling her. She smiled seductively, warmly, like they were sharing a secret, and approached him with confidence.

“I wanted to wear lingerie to greet you,” she said, “but...well, the other one is here, and I wanted to give you the chance to trigger her first.”

She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, firmly, passionately, like she had been waiting for him for years. It was the kind of welcome Michael had always envisioned in a fantasy as single man—the ideal way of coming home—and he could not help but fall into the fantasy a little bit. His hands slipped up on her hips, her ass, admiring how firm and tiny she felt in his hands.

After what felt like an hour, she pulled away. A trail of hot drool bridged their lips for a moment before she licked it away, sliding her fingers across her plush, perfect lips. 

“Welcome home
 , Sir. I have it all prepared for you.”

“Samantha?”

Thoughts arrived slowly. The scent was overwhelming—like a miasma of desire. Was he in a dream? Had his wife transformed into this vision of lust?

“She’s in the kitchen. I didn’t want Gemma to see her.”

Despite the miasma and
 the sight of this heavenly—demonic?—creature, Michael’s senses returned suddenly at the sound of that name.

“Gemma is here? Oh god. Who are you? What’s...what’s happ—”

She kissed him again, and Michael forgot what he was saying. Her tongue in his mouth replaced his thoughts. His hands ran up her clothes, feeling the slinky soft feeling. Inhaling her scent deeply.

“I’m Mira. Your neighbor?”


This
 was Mira? But Mira was...she was...this was...

It was possible for this beauty to be nineteen. It was possible for her to be forty, or a million. Her face seemed timeless; that kind of classical, statuesque beauty. And yes, she did resemble Mira in the face now that he looked at her.

“Don’t you have a boyfriend?”

“That wimp?” she sneered. “Do be serious, darling. I’m attached to you.
 I only
 want you. I’ll do anything
 for you...and I want to prove it.” Her hand went to his pants, unzipping and unbuckling him. Fingers quickly wrapping around his cock. “I think it’s so sexy you cheated on your wife. I think she must have deserved
 it. Didn’t she?”

Michael backed up. This was getting too real. But soon he was against the wall, and Mira was on him again. Pressing against him, urging, stroking, loving.

“Gemma is really sexy. You have terrific taste.” Her voice crooning into his ear. “She must look so good with your cock inside her. Have you fucked her pregnant yet?” His cock was raging hard in her hand now. “I forgot to ask her. I suppose it doesn’t make a difference...she’ll be pregnant soon, won’t she? Just like me.”

Her eyes flashed dangerous and hot; she locked their gazes as she stroked him slowly. The only sound their paired breathing and her desperately slow movements up and down his slick turgidity.

“I need your babies, darling. I need you inside
 me. I need you to make me pregnant so I have
 to be yours. I need it so bad
 . I see how they look at me.” She sneered again, clearly thinking of her “wimp” boyfriend. “All those pussies. Those maggots
 . They disgust me. But you—” her face a simpering, lip-bitey romantic teen again. “You enthrall
 me. You own
 me. Completely.”

“Fuck.” Michael could barely think; her hand on his cock was better than even the immoral feeling of Gemma’s pussy. “Fuck!”

But just as he thought he might cum, she slowed her pace to something less agonizing, and slowly squeezed him steady.

“Come with me? ”

He probably would have followed her anywhere. She led him, jaw still rather dropped, behind the closed doors of the sitting room. Along the way, at her suggestion, he kicked off his pants. They seemed rather stupid with Mira there so eager to get inside them. But as she opened the sitting room, he regretted this instantly: Gemma was there with a drink, looking angry.

A sexy young brunette, Gemma made Michael’s heart thump every time he looked at her. To be honest, she reminded him of all the good times he’d had with Samantha before she went full whale-mode. She wore a tight red leather pencil skirt with an intricate series of buckles on one side and a pale blue blouse that barely constrained her blossoming young tits. She must have been Mira’s age or only barely older. One of her wrists was adorned with a silver bracelet with an elaborate configuration of symbols and shapes.

Michael, at seeing her, yelped and hid behind the frame of the open door, trying to hide his hard cock. Then his eyes chanced over Mira’s form again, and he groaned, spurting heavy precum all over the walls.

God, he was insatiable. What was happening? What was happening with any
 of this madness?

“Oh my god,” Gemma put her head in her hands. “And you’re naked, too? What the hell, Michael? She—” Gemma pointed to Mira, “—locked
 me in here. What’s this all about? You have some other
 side piece? And now you’re inviting them all to your house, faking your wife’s voice? Don’t try to tell me that thing
 in the other room is your wife, by the way. This one already did that. I told you, it’s over
 between us, and—”

“Trigger.”

Mira’s voice barely rose above a breathy, lustful whisper, but it was all that was needed. Gemma froze in her tracks. The drink in her hand nearly fell to the ground—but Mira slipped in and caught it with amazing dexterity in her tall heels.

“She’s only wearing the bracelet,” said Mira, holding Gemma’s limp hand up and showing the garish silver piece. “I slipped it on her. It seems like that’s all you need to do? Just put a bit of the clothing on them. She has the trigger version, obviously. So you just say the word and it zaps her brain right off.”

At that word, Gemma seemed to turn back on. “Hey...hey.” Her voice was slurred. “Hey, dunnn....notta do that no more. Be...be...cuz I am...”

What the fuck.

What the fuck!

What the fuck!


Why was this happening? What
 was happening? Michael struggled to make sense of it—but for some reason, the preternaturally sexy woman in the sheer gown and heels took up most of his thoughts and willpower.

“It will be more powerful,” Mira licked her lips, “if her Master says the word. She obeys me, but she is loyal
 to you. She’s just a girl, after all. She can’t help her natural state.”

“H...hey
 ...” Gemma slurred. “You...wow. That f-felt...good. But you...you can’t just, like, I mean, I’m a woman
 , and—"

“Trigger,” said Michael.

Gemma slumped forward again. Mira’s face lit up with orgasmic joy. She swept up next to Michael’s side, hand immediately attending his cock.

“Holy shit,” said Michael. “I can’t believe it.”

“I can,” Mira kissed his chin, his jaw, bit his shoulders. “You’re such a man. She’ll have to do anything
 you say now. Anything
 .”

What man wouldn’t fall into temptation? Michael already had a cheater’s heart and he did not live in denial of what he did; he just didn’t like the consequences. Even so, he didn’t dislike them enough
 to stop what he was doing.

He’d been cheating since the minute he came home. Why stop now, before he had even cum? There was no place to go but up.

He walked in front of Gemma, Mira stroking him slowly all the way. In front of her, he stroked her beautiful face. She had amazing cheekbones. Her haircut was a classic part, framing her lovely face.

“Gemma,” he said.

“Grazzz...”

“Lift up your foot.”

She did, bumping his knee in the process.

“Put it down. Raise your hand.”

She did.

“Anything,” Mira purred into his ear. “I don’t mean actions. I mean thoughts
 . Feelings. Emotions. Tell her to love
 you. Tell her to love
 that you fucked her instead of your wife. Tell her to need
 to be fucked by your cock again.”

The mention of his wife pulled him back to reality once again. He didn’t care about fucking Mira, about taking advantage of Gemma’s tranced state—that was a moral quandary for Future-Michael, and he couldn’t do anything about what Now-Michael was doing.

But he was
 worried about being caught. The last time Samantha caught him, there had been a lot of broken valuables, and he’d just
 bought that new gaming console...

He pulled Mira to one side of the room, whispering urgently. “Where is
 my wife? Look, Mira, babe, you’re hot as hell and this is real weird and sexy, but Samantha and I are on rocky terms, so this isn’t going to go over well.”

“She’s just in the other room,” she said brightly. “Here, I’ll call her. Dolly! Come here!”


“No, what? Dolly? No! Heeyyy...babe, it’s...you...?”

His voice trailed off as he saw what Samantha had become.

The woman who approached now wore bright pink lingerie with a bow on the ass-side of her panties. Her cleavage, pressed together and up, was a picture of divine fertility. Golden hair done up in tresses and curls fell all about her shoulders and down her back, shimmering as she moved. Pale pink lips shone in the dim lights of the house.

Who or whatever this was, it was not his wife. His wife was—like, Michael loved her, truly, even despite all their problems, but she had never been much
 of a looker and now this girl
 was...

This girl was clean, tight, busty, smiling, and picture perfect. This girl was a girl
 .

Michael’s wife was a woman, but so far off the deep end of self-un
 care that she had lost all the womanly aspects of her figure and appearance. She was closer to some kind of a blob these days, asexual and angry.

“Go on, Dolly.” Mira directed traffic. “You have something to say?”

She nodded. Big blue eyes looked up apologetically at Michael. The only thing that was definitely of
 his wife on this beautiful creature were those eyes—but it was enough to hook him.

“I’m so sorry I was all bent out of shape about you cheating on me. I don’t know what got into me. You deserve to fuck whoever you want.”

“Anything,” Mira kept whispering in his ear, stroking, keeping him hard. “You deserve anything
 you want.”

Michael needed some air. A break. Something. He had wanted some kind of mea culpa from his wife for her part in his infidelities, but this was going too far, too bizarre.

Fuck another woman like Mira? Sure, she seemed into it. Fuck Gemma after hypnotizing her? Why not? Kind of kinky, but it wasn’t like she could be hypnotized without wanting it, everyone knew that.

But...this thing
 saying she was his wife? Even if she was
 gorgeous, and even if hearing that apology did
 feel fucking fantastic, and even if being encouraged to cheat on her or just fuck other women with her blessing was fantastic...

...what was the problem again?

He put a hand to his temple. Gemma, drooling on the couch, had drooped over to one side, eyes blank and her hand in her pussy. “Dolly” moaned at the sight, tweaking one clearly-lactating raspberry-sized nipple.

Michael stepped out of the room, toward the kitchen, trying to get away from Mira, from “Dolly,” from all of it.

“I’m gonna go,” he said. “I don’t know. Just get some air. This is really getting kind of fucked. And one other thing—”

He had turned back around to the girls and Mira had ripped her gown down. Hot, warm milk leaked from her tits.

“Won’t you have a taste before you go?” she asked. “Just a little one. Just a bit?”

“Guh.”

He stepped forward without thinking, his cock spurting precum across the room.

“What would it hurt? You’re so strong.” Mira was back right in front of him. Her fingers slid a dollop of her cream off her torso and brought it up to his lips. “Here. Try me.”

Staring deep into Mira’s eyes, cock raging hard, he acquiesced. The taste was heavenly—and it was something more.

Everything slid into place. This bitch was acting out of control. This Mira. Trying to take charge. What the fuck was wrong with her?

That was his job. He was the one who decided when and how and why he fucked, not her.

She needed a good dicking to remember what the fuck the lay of the land was and that was that. And before that, he needed to show her that she wasn’t boss. He knelt in and sucked at her tit some more, feeling his cock grow—grow, thicken, lengthen
 —and his need for a hot fuck more than double.

“Gemma,” he said, taking a commanding tone, milk dribbling along his lips. “Come here. Kneel before me, next to Samantha.”

He took the Dolly Samantha and dropped her to her knees, just to make her ready.

“Yezzur,” Gemma moaned. “I hearrr n’ obbaaaay.”

He snapped at Mira. “Give Dolly here some more of that trance shit. Do it now.”

She complied eagerly, grabbing a silver collar and quickly fastening it to Samantha’s neck.

“Change them,” Mira purred. “Fuck up their minds forever
 .”

“Shut the fuck up,” he snapped. “I’m in charge.”

“Yes, Sir.” Mira was immediately contrite. “Of course, Sir.”

Everything felt decisive, easy, instinctual. He leaned over and whispered trigger
 in Samantha’s ear so only she could hear. And now, his wife and his mistress were on their knees before him. Eyes open and blank. Drooling, fingering themselves at his alpha male greatness.

Just like they fucking should
 .

“You love me.”

“Luvvv youuu...” they chanted in unison.

“You worship me.”

“...worzipp you...”

“You adore me.”

“...doooor you...”

“You want me to fuck whoever I want.”

“...wanna you fuck whozzzever you wanna...”

“You want to fuck other girls who want to fuck me.”

“...wanna fuck other girls wanna fuck you...”


At this point, he pushed forward into both their mouths with his raging hard cock. Their lips melted over his magnificent hardness, tongues lavishing him with loving licks even as they tried to repeat what he said. But they didn’t have to say
 it properly to believe
 it forever.

“You’ll never leave me. You’ll do anything I say. It makes you horny to obey me. You’ll cum when I say. You’ll give me babies. As many babies as I fucking want.”

Mira got down on her knees with them, repeating what he said while she used both arms to assist the girls in applying loving kissing and licking pressure to Michael’s cock and to each other’s hot lips.

“You’ll wear
 what I want. You’ll talk
 how I want. You won’t fucking talk to me unless I tell you to. You’ll be my thoughtless, brainless, hot little fucktoys
 . Nothing but fucking shells
 for my will...fuck! Trigger!”

This was too much, too much
 . He couldn’t hold back any longer and he wanted Gemma and Samantha to be online
 when he came in them. Maybe in the future he’d have some giant, ultra-long fuck session, but the novelty and delight of this new experience was destroying his willpower to hold back.

“C-cum for me now!”

As one, all three women came with him. Gemma’s lips were closest at his time of need, and so he urgently shoved down her throat and let out the heaviest load of his life. He came so much that even when he pulled out to spray her down, there was more and more—and so he shoved his turgid, spasming member down Samantha’s throat as well. The whole time, Mira ground her body against theirs, ripping her gown and smearing hot, smooth milk up and down their bodies. Each woman’s orgasm shook her body powerfully, filling their eyes with soul-filling need for their Master and only their Master, forever.

It took him a long time to disengage from Samantha’s mouth. When he finally did, Gemma took another lick off his cock before slipping her tongue down his wife’s throat.

Catching his breath, he climbed up back to his knees and looked around at his home. Everything looked so different now. He owned three women. He owned
 them. Three beautiful
 women.

“Isn’t there anything
 else you need from me, sir?”

Mira, of course.

The un-fucked Mira. Milk dripped from her tits.

He was hard again, already, but he knew he wouldn’t last long. He needed to breed. These fertile beauties, so willing and able and full of desire for him, was throwing him over the top.

“Mira,” he grunted. “Bend over. Bend over right now.”

In seconds, she was on all-fours beneath him. Without even ordering, Gemma and Samantha arrived at his side, oohing and ahhing at what a powerful alpha male master they had, so ready to fuck again after just cumming.

“P-please!” Mira moaned. “P-please, Daddy! I make them all
 want me. I make them all
 need me, but I live for no one
 but you! I need your cock inside me, now! Please, Daddy, please
 !”

He shoved inside her tight teenage pussy, relishing the feeling of his new immensity inside her ultra-fit body. She fit him like a glove, and as he withdrew, each of her cunt muscles flexed powerfully on the length of his massive shaft to provide him with the maximum pleasure.

“I love you, Master!”

At his side, Gemma and Samantha repeated everything Mira moaned in moans of their own, stifled and wet from kissing his shoulders and chin. Their heavy tits ran wet with milk, dripping down his whole body. There was so much of it now that it lubed up his cock while he fucked Mira even harder.

Michael grabbed her up by her hair, using the anchor there to drive his cock harder and further into Mira’s willing, waiting body.

“Make a baby in me!” she moaned. “Give me your firstborn!”

Gemma and Samantha echoed their need obediently. Give it to her, Daddy, please? She needs it. Make a baby in her
 . Mira’s tits leaked milk as he fucked her, like an tilted jug on the counter.

“Give me your first
 baby! Give it to me instead of your wife! You’d fuck her right now if she hadn’t failed you!”

“Holy fuck,” he grunted. He was surprised even now by how much shit-talking his wife really turned him on. “Fuck yeah. She can’t even hold a candle
 to you.”


She’s so much better
 , moaned Gemma and Samantha. She’s so much better than either of us
 .

“I’m so much better!” Mira ground her hips perfectly in time with his thrusts. “I know you need it. I know you need my teenage body to give you a baby! Think of how many you can pump into me! I’ll probably have twins
 !”

He had thoughts of fucking Mira for hours—he couldn’t look at her and not
 want to. But when she said dirty stuff like that, he lost all control. His thrusts became animalistic and he leaned forward, putting all his weight on all three girls. Teeth and nails scraped against Mira’s back as Michael emptied into her needy pussy.

“Fuck yes!” Mira’s orgasm shook his cock even as came thunderously inside her. “Fuck yes, Daddy! Spray me full of your fucking babies! Spray me full of twins
 for you, yes!”

As his spurts slowly died down, shooting less and less each time, so too did Mira’s moans become less intelligible. Like the blinding orgasms she enjoyed had dulled her succubus mind, at least in the moment.

“H-holy shit,” Michael muttered, collapsing on top of her beautiful body, finally feeling the adrenaline leave him. “Holy crap. What a crazy helluva day.”

* * * * *
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H
 OURS LATER, HE WOKE
 up with a full, happy mouth wrapped around his hard, thick cock.

“Mmmhmm,” cooed Samantha. “That’s it, girl. Just like that. That’s what Master
 likes...”

This didn’t sound like Dolly—this voice sounded like the real deal. But not just old, whale Samantha—more like a brand new version of her. Or one that was displaced in time: she sounded like she did when he had first met her.

“Hey,” he sat up, looking at his wife. “You changed?”

At his lap, Mira and Gemma eagerly sucked him off. Their eyes closed, as if lost in a long and particularly rapturous prayer session.

“I thought you would want a new outfit for your wife,” she smiled. “A new one each day, just to serve you and make you happy. Only...I couldn’t really read which package was which. I think I picked up the Mistress one.”

“Oh.” He took a moment to process that. “Oh
 . Then what’s Mira wearing?”

Samantha raised an eyebrow, daring him to find out.

“Trigger,” he said.

Mira and Gemma both froze on his cock. Limp, their lips sunk into each other, totally entranced and drooling up and down his heavy, swollen member.

To the left, there were two more boxes of clothes still unopened.

This was going to be fun.

# # #
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N
 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 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.


Virtual Meeting - Office Hierarchy


He returns from vacation to find his office trimmed down to just three mega-hot babes who are desperate to serve him in every erotic way and make him the babies he deserves! What’s going on? Does he really even care?


Cult of Lust – Queen Bee


The cult’s morality takes a turn for the worse (so, for them, a turn for the better
 ) when the Master takes an interest in his most conceited, self-absorbed, thrillingly gorgeous slave yet.

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


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!


Rough Dreams – A Bundle


TWENTY stories of the roughest, hardest rutting around—always fertile, unprotected, and barely legal!


Mesmerizing Dreams – A Bundle


TWENTY amazing stories of explicitly hot, super sexy mind control of gorgeous women under the thrall of one harem-craving man!


Lucky Nerd Dreams


TWENTY amazing tales of sensational, arrogant babes falling head over heels in love and lust, whether they like it or not, with the luckiest nerds alive—thanks to magical devices, potions, and other naughty machinations.


Homewrecking Dreams – A Bundle


TWENTY brilliant stories of the most forbidden of kinks—aching to break up a marriage for a hot young thing who happily seduces men away from the wives who disappoint them.


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 - Female Designs
 ? Then you should read Bully Worship - Obeying the King
 by Nadia Nightside!
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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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