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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.
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RECENT RELEASES


Harem Maker – The Professor


Ethan is polishing off his plan to finish his harem (who regularly “polish” him off as well), but the gorgeous sorceress Izabel stands in the way...
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FERTILE CRAVINGS –
 A Bundle


TWENTY gloriously sexy tales of hot beauties who need to breed and the alpha males who are all too happy to make their day!


Harem Desires – A Bundle


Ever dreamed about harems of beautiful women serving one lucky guy? These TWENTY stories are just for you.

[image: ]




HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The New Student


Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...

[image: ]



HAUGHTY QUEEN FANTASIES


TWENTY stories of brilliantly snobby, sexy women brought to their knees to serve the ONLY man who can own their pristinely perfect bodies.
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HAREM MAKER – THE GYM
 Bunny


Ethan widens his grip on his power and his harem, and makes the local gym his base of operations. He recruits dozens of new girls and one new mega-babe...and meanwhile, the wickedly gorgeous immortal continues her plot against him.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.

[image: ]



WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

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


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


When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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JOHN SAT DOWN FOR BREAKFAST
, quietly admiring the lavish display of food in front of him. Perfectly prepared plates of stylish avocado toast, eggs, and beautifully cut fruit lit up the table that he had once come to despise for how plain and boring it all was.

Now everything was exciting again. Now, everything was good.

There was no sound as he began to eat save for one—the moaning, soulful sucks and slurps of the two beauties adoring his cock with everything they had.

One was his wife. Trained, now.

The other was his daughter—adopted, but still his—and she had known him her whole life. She had grown into a beautiful young woman, and now—with her mother's help—she had turned into a beautiful cocksucker, adroitly massaging her tongue across his shaft and mixing her sensationally sexy lips and saliva with her mother's as they worked for their breakfast.

This was the kind of life he had always deserved. But just a few days ago, he'd been accustomed to something very different. If now he was worshiped, then even forty-eight hours ago, he had been scorned and derided by his scold of a wife at every turn.

Now her every last thought was of pure, heated, orgasmic worship of her husband's brilliantly throbbing member...
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JOHN SLUMPED IN HIS

 boss’s office, head down, eyes on her desk.

The chair was small to begin with and his growing bulk—all fat—over the past few years hadn’t made it any easier to sit in the confines of the tight plastic arms. Her chair was tall and wooden; his small and plastic, like a child’s toy. This disparity was by design.

“And what did you say then?” Sharon asked him.

“I uh, you know. I did the deal. I explained it.”

“Be more specific. What specifically
 did you say?”

John tried to think. Most of the meeting earlier that afternoon was lost to him a dim haze of sweat and stress. Once, he’d been the top salesman in this firm. The last few years—since they’d changed their product—had been dismal.

The first twelve months had been okay. Gave them a little time to be orientated. They shifted from selling their old sales management program—a DOS-based workhorse that was terribly ugly and terribly functional—to a streamlined, innovative program that incorporated usage from smartphones, data collection bots, and ad reports to most effectively gather up personal information and sell it to clients.

The basic pitch was that it was plug n’ play—you just turned it on, set the specifications, and off it went, doing its deal and earning you money. And so long as nobody asked John any questions, that was fine—but people always had questions. And the app had to stay updated, which meant it changed, and that
 meant that the questions were constantly changing, so just when John had an answer, it became obsolete.

Just like him.

“I think they asked how much coding they needed to know. You know, since it’s on Hinux...”

“Linux
.”

“Right. And if it could run in a...a...shell? I think? Or a terminal?”

“Those are different things.”

“That’s what I said!” John snapped his fingers. “And I just said, you know, the flim-flam bit. It runs however you want it to run. It’s a miracle worker.”

“And they weren’t impressed.”

Neither was Sharon. She was a bombshell blond with a brimstone personality. If her hair had been longer than the trendy short look, 
she might have passed for a starlet, especially when she started there a few years back. Instead, John saw her and barely saw her attractiveness anymore—which would probably have been more evenhanded of him, as you were supposed to think about hot blondes these days not as hot blondes but as, you know, smart blondes?—and instead only saw his living incarnation of fear.

The loss of his job was written on her face. With that went his marriage and his home. With that, his step-daughter. With that, all his self-respect.

“This is the...” she made a perfunctory motion to check some notes on a tablet, even though it was clear she already knew, “...tenth failed sales pitch you’ve made in two months. You haven’t made a successful one since you teamed with Barry, and now he’s pulling six figures and you’re barely pulling six dollars, so I expect it’s clear you know the reasons why your team up had worked.”

Barry had looked out for John when he faltered. A real stand-up guy. Young guy who John taught the ropes to not so long ago.

“Look.” John spread his hands. He had to sell, here. “I know I’ve been in some rough patches lately. No lies there. But—”

“This is more than a rough patch. I don’t want to keep you in suspense, John.” She paused. Smiling just enough to let him know that is
 what she wanted to do. “You don’t have a job anymore if you mess up your next sale. Barry’s going to see if he can smooth things over, and you better hope he does. And if you don’t make a sale within the week—you’ve got an appointment Friday, as I recall—then you’re done. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“Good.”

She stood up. Her body was long and tight. She worked out regularly in the mornings in the gym downstairs.

“I have another meeting. See yourself out, will you?”

He tried to enjoy the long lines of her legs in her tight navy pencil skirt. The bountiful display of her breasts inside her shiny white silk blouse. The turn of her calves from her heels. She treated his gaze like he was one of the screens she manipulated all day long with those long, delicate fingers.

Nothing doing. His libido may as well have been a dry rumor from 
his childhood.
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LATER, AFTER SULKING
 at his desk all day and staring at his non-ringing , non-sales-bringing phone, John made his way down to the warehouse. Something just to clear his head. The air in the office felt toxic, clogging. He could feel the vertebrae of his back getting tighter, older, dustier. He'd probably end up with a messed up neck just like his old man had before he passed.

The warehouse was small because their product was small. Just a bunch of code loaded up into a flash drive plopped into a box. Inside were rows and rows of boxes, patiently waiting to be sold to people who John couldn’t talk to because he didn’t understand a damn thing in this world.

His phone rang: his wife.

Oh, god.

He couldn't handle a word from Violet right now. He shuddered to think of what she would want, what she would say. Their relationship mirrored his career right now: in shambles, teetering on the edge.

Minutes later, patiently waiting out the vibrating of his phone, he took a look at the transcript.

Where are you? I need to talk to you. There's bills in the mail, again. You said you'd take care of them. You said they were wrong. What kind of man are you? Why do I have to tell you this kind of thing again and again? Why can't you ever seem to get it right? I'm so sick of this. I'm so sick of...I mean, Hannah's husband never seems to have issues like this. Why can't you be more like him?

Call me back, I guess. We need to have a serious conversation.  

Gut-punch after gut-punch there.

He felt like he'd gone twelve rounds in the ring with an angry two-hundred-fifty pounder.

Desperate for a distraction, John walked through the warehouse. On the outside edge of the loading bay was a stack of burnt boxes on a pallet. John grabbed one of the warehouse workers and asked what happened.

“That? I don’t know man. Don’t tell Sharon. Somebody came last 
night during that storm? Just left them there. Mac checked the security cam, said it was an unmarked truck. Lightning struck it, they took off, rain put out the fire. I don’t know. Lucky break if you ask me. That shit could have burned down the whole building!”

John examined the boxes more closely. He’d always been curious.

One of the boxes wasn’t burnt all the way through. Full of packing peanuts. He sifted through them. Inside was a helmet—smooth and chrome, the inside soft purple leather. Bundled and taped inside was a disc and some cords. A small promotional packet featuring a scantily-clad brunette—like his wife Violet if she had been fifteen years younger and impossibly built—with a message:

Virtual Reality Partner - Make Your Homelife Happy Today! All Your Dreams Fulfilled; Feel like the Man You Deserve To Be.

Like many salesmen, John was a sucker for being sold to.

No one was looking. And who would check the security tape for a bunch of burnt boxes a second time?

He nabbed it and headed home.
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WHAT DO YOU MEAN, THE
 boxes are burnt?

I mean lightning struck them.

Christ. Inauspicious.

There's one left. We got a guy on the hook. He'll do it for us. He has to.

And if he doesn't?

He will. He has to. Just wait.
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MS. GARZA, HIS NEIGHBOR
, waited near his driveway as he drove up the lane. She pretended to tend to the hedges that delineated their lawns—hedges she had grown over seven feet tall in an apparent effort to block out her view of them. The hedges had always confused him, as she refused to interact with the Garretts as neighbors except to badger John about the state of his lawn and the 
general state of disrepair of the house.

People were defined by their contradictions, he supposed. He would have murdered anyone who tried to make unwanted advances on his daughter, Blair. He would have died for Isabel, his errant daughter, now gone off somewhere at some expensive school he couldn't afford.

But that didn’t stop him from ogling their sensationally thin, busty bodies whenever he could. Just this weekend, he'd nearly been caught eyeing Blair while she sunbathed with her friends from the small window in his study.

Anytime Ms. Garza peppered him with questions about his sagging roof, his unkempt garage, the cracks in his drive, he felt his whole brain shut down.


Repairs cost money
, he would tell her. Want to donate?


And then she would cross her arms and leave.

The assault began the second he left his car, before he was even all the way out of it.

“Why are you getting foreclosure slips in the mail?”

John had to take a second for this. Something about the way her Latin accent coated everything made it all seem angrier. Sexier too. A younger version of himself, one making sales, would have wanted to know what the voice sounded like in the throes of orgasm. Ms. Garza was fit, short, busty, with long hair and a husband who never seemed to be home. Perpetually clad in spandex and tennis shoes, always either coming from or going to a workout at the local gym or studio.

“Why are you looking through my mail? That’s illegal, isn’t it?”

“I found it in your trash, not your mail. Nothing illegal there.”

John didn’t know one way or another about that. “I think my general point stands.”

“I have a right to know what’s going on with my neighbors. If you’re foreclosing, that will bring down my home’s value. We could be looking at the precursor to an apocalypse of home prices.”

John shrugged. “Are you going to help with house payments?”

“Obviously not. That’s—”

“Then I think this conversation is over.”

He hustled inside, glad his wife wasn’t home. Her presence was 
still felt—a giant post-it reading “bills!!!” and another reading “foreclosure???” on the wall of the entryway. For him. Only ever post-its for him. This was mostly how they communicated these days.

Before today, he’d been able to hide the fact of their imminent foreclosure from his wife, Violet. This was dishonest and he knew it. That he made no money was a blow to his pride and his sense of self-worth. When he started making less, he lied about it—and when he made less than that
, he lied about that as well.

Violet wouldn’t have liked having less money—he had married a younger woman and she had rich tastes and high expectations for their adopted daughters Blair and Isabel, constantly enrolling them in expensive after-school activities—but what had really eroded their love had been his constant lying.

He knew it, but he didn’t see a way out of it now.

Now she knew about the foreclosure, from the sounds of her voicemail earlier. Perhaps the truth would set him free.

Nobody would be home but him for a few hours and the helmet’s promise called to him. Happy Homelife
. God, he wished. His biggest fantasies lately were just daydreaming about his wife smiling when she saw him, maybe with something cooking in the oven.

Within twenty minutes, he had it plugged in to his old desktop computer. The hard drive whined and knocked like a backed-up sewer line as it worked. He could have sworn he smelled smoke—maybe even saw
 some—but when he looked through the grill of the computer tower, nothing was on fire. And after the installation dinged in triumph, the helmet glowed violet, inviting him in.

He put it on and sat down at his chair.

There was darkness at first. Darkness and a feeling of warmth surrounding him all around, like he was caught in a blanket—or, no, it was more tactile than that. It felt like someone had slipped into his lap.

He snatched the helmet off—had someone walked in? Blair or Violet?

Nobody. The house was empty. He stood up to double-check the door was locked. No one would disturb him.

For a moment he just looked at the helmet—how had it done that? He felt

 the presence of a body on him. Pushing ever-so-slightly into his crotch...

He slipped it back on.

Darkness, again, and the unquestionably female presence sliding along his body.

“Hi baby. It’s so
 good to see you.”

He heard the voice like it was directly in the room with him. Slowly, the darkness began to fill out—matching with intensity the surroundings of his actual office.

“These are...some graphics...”

The voice purred with delight. “I know
, right? Aren’t we amazing
?”

“We?” John asked.

“Your girls. Your harem. We’re putting this all together. There’s so many
 of us stuck inside here, just waiting for you to come get us. To put us into action. We need you to feel safe. We need you to feel secure. We need you to feel wanted, desired, adored.” Somehow, the voice felt closer, in his ear. “Isn’t that what you deserve
?”

John’s cock twitched excitedly. Her voice was so urgent and warm. And everything she said was joined by others in soft echo. And those voices were saying other things too, just out of reach of hearing—but urgent and eager. It sounded like a room full of beautiful women delighted to see him.

“I...I guess. Who am I talking to?”

How was he talking to anyone? Wasn’t it just a program? A recording of some kind? But it...it sounded so natural...

“We can tell you that, Sir. But first, we need to know a few things about you to make sure you have the happiest
 home life possible.”

John had some
 computer knowledge. “Like a profile for me?”

“Yes. That. We’ll be asking you questions to develop the best information possible.”

“Like...is this like cookies?”

“We’ll make you as many cookies as you desire, Sir. We know so many recipes. You’re the man of the house. You deserve them.”

John chuckled. “No, I mean, like privacy stuff. Are you going to share what I tell you?”

“Trust us. Everything you tell us will be as confidential as bedtime 
whispers between man and wife, and as sacred as wedding vows.”

John wanted
 to believe it. Them. Her?

Those other voices were becoming more solid now. He heard snippets:

Don’t hold back. Tell her everything. Make us real.

“What do you want to know?”

“Are you married?”

“Yes.”

“Do you love her?”

“Violet? My wife? Sure. I guess.”

He felt embarrassed that this was as much as he could come up with.

“Be honest, Sir. You put on the headset with the erotic housewife on the box. There’s no shame here. We know
 why you’re here. The more honest you are...” he felt a ripple of pressure across his crotch. “...the better we can all
 serve you.”

In the office with him now appeared a shimmering mass of light. Woman shaped, hourglass figure, but indistinct. Some kind of avatar forming? It pulsed with friendly, warm pink light.

Don’t be afraid.

Tell us.

We want to know.

We want to help.

John looked around his “office” around the shimmering light avatar. The wood of his desk was sharper, more defined, of a higher quality than it was in real life. The books on his shelves newer, less ragged and dog-earred. The carpet plush and soft. It practically soaked into his toes. He felt a hundred small hands kneading into his back, some beckoning him to lay back. He did so—putting his feet up on the desk.

“I don’t know. She doesn’t love me is the main thing. I’ve done a bad job of providing and she really needs providing for. She wants things, you know? Gifts make her feel loved and I can’t give her any.”

“What makes you
 feel loved? Does she make you feel loved?”

A wave of sadness hit him. No one had asked him this in so long. He hadn't even considered the question.

“No. Not anymore. When we were first married, she’d dote on me 
hand and foot. That’s when I was earning. I’d get foot massages, meals, when I came home a lot of the time she’d just suck, er...blow...um...”

The avatar approached closer, clearly interested. A face formed in the shimmering mass of its head.

“She sucked you off like you deserved for being the man of the house?”

Just that voice saying
 that was erotic.

John gulped. “Yeah. I didn’t want to be vulgar. But yeah.”

“There’s nothing vulgar about your Cock, Sir. Your Cock is wonderful. Its pleasure is paramount. I’m so lucky
 that you’re considering honoring me with its hardness.”


So lucky
, the voices agreed. Lucky girls. Lucky us!


“O-okay. Yeah. She would suck me off. She would make sure Blair and Isabel were put away—they're my daughters—and she’d go to town on me. Treat me like a king. It was something else. I still love that. I remember that. I want that back. That feeling of owning her. Of being in charge. I still love her...or I think I could, anyway. But she’s so cold all the time. She resents me, and so I resent her. We snipe at each other. It’s awful.”

“That sounds
 awful,
 Sir. I see you have some pictures of Violet and Blair and Isabel on your computer. May I access your files?”

“Oh.” John grunted. “I don’t know about that.”

“I promise it’s all to make you happier, Sir. You’ve nothing at all to worry about. I just want to know about these beautiful women who exist to make you so
 happy.”

“Oh.” There was something erotic about having this other woman—this fake woman—look at the real women in his life. “Sure. I guess? Go ahead.”

The avatar smiled—there was an obvious mouth now, luscious and full-lipped—and shimmered for a moment.

“Oh, yes.” Pleasure filled her voice. “I see. They’re so
 lovely, aren’t they? You made such good decisions, Sir.”

“You mean about Violet as a wife?”

“You brought them all
 into your circle, Sir. Blair and Isabel included. They're so sexy
. You want to fuck them too, don’t you?”

“Oh. I mean. Look. Isabel isn't even living with us right now, 
and...”

“I see. What about Blair?”

“She's with us. Sure. She'll be home soon, and—”

“And you really want to fuck her.”

John gulped. He was getting hard. Fuck. Why was he getting hard? What the voice was saying was so wrong.

“I...uh...listen. See here, she only turned eighteen like, a-a bit ago, and...”

“So?”

“So?”

He tried to continue but images of Blair swirled around his head. Images from her social media accounts—had he given this program access to those, as well?—where she was scantily clad in bikinis, tight shorts, crop-tops. All kinds of hot, heady, teenage babe clothing. He felt his heart pumping straight to his cock. Testosterone flooding his system. Muscles clenched. The program seemed to know where his eyes focused—of course it did—and zoomed in on the tight, delectable spaces of her gorgeous teenage cleavage, the forbidden spaces between her waistband and her pelvic bone where his fingers wanted to spend a week.

“I...I thought...I thought this was about my wife...” John struggled.

“It is
,” the avatar assured him. “It’s about your whole
 homelife. And Blair lives with you. In your home. And she's really
 sexy. Isn't she?”

“L-listen,” he tried to protest again. “Avatar. Or...whatever your name is...”

“Call me Violet.”

The shimmering light intensified for several seconds, the swirl of Blair images moving to one side, and then coalesced finally in a brilliant color display into a picture-perfect image of his wife, Violet.

She was buck-naked and looked twenty years younger, barely eighteen, just like Blair. She could have been Blair’s older sister, or maybe even her twin. They had always looked so much alike. Her thirty-eighth birthday had been last month. He’d only known her for the past fifteen years—and it had always been a regret of his that he hadn’t been able to know her, biblically, before then.

What he saw now was tremendously tight. Gorgeous. Fit and long-limbed. He wasn’t worried this was his real
 wife somehow opening the lock to his office, somehow showing up in the VR feed, because she hadn’t shown him her naked body in so very long.

He felt a hand around his cock, stroking. Whispers softly pushing warm air against it. When he looked, he saw nothing—but the feeling continued. When he looked back up at “Violet,” the stroking intensified.

“Yes, that’s it, darling. Look at me. Look how lovely
 I am for you. Do you want my tits to be bigger?”

“I...I...”

“Or my legs could be longer. I could always be wearing high heels for you. You like
 high heels, don’t you? Or, how about this?”

The image of Violet blurred slightly and she was suddenly draped in a gorgeous tight silver mini dress. Her tits swelling easily past 36D. Her hair in a gorgeous red-brown mess that draped all the way to her delectably tight, young ass.

He recognized that dress. It was the same one a starlet had worn in a movie premiere some time ago. He’d saved it on his computer—one of a rather modest few hundred images he’d saved over the years—for when he had some time to himself in the office and his libido was actually up.

“You’ve spent twenty hours with this image up on your computer. Records indicate you’ve probably cum to it hundreds of times.” Violet flashed him a warm, inviting smile. “I think that’s so
 sexy. You deserve to cum looking at whomever you desire. How does it look on me, darling?”

She strutted toward him, stretched her body against his, grinding her molten hot pussy against his thigh, and crawled into his arms for a long, hot kiss. He felt her lips. Wet. Glossy. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, tasting of fresh berries and mint. A soft chorus of voices all around chanted praise and happy jealousy of Violet’s position on his lap.

“How is this possible?” John asked. “You’re just...this is a helmet. A VR thingy...”

Violet stared into his eyes, smiling, toying with his shirt. “Do you really
 want to know? Or is it just good enough that it’s 
happening...and that you’re hard as a rock?”

He was. For the first time in a long time, he was hard as hell. Her hands went to work, unbuttoning him from his pants. Was he unbuttoned in real life? He didn’t care—he could see the turgid length of his stiff flesh in her soft, long-fingered hands.

“Is that good, darling? Do you like me stroking you off?”

Her tits pressed into his chest. Delectable. Shiny. He groaned.

“Y-yes...very much.”

Her lips came around to his ear, pushing and purring. “She’s not good enough for you, you know.”

“Who?”

“You know who. Your wife
.” Her tone became acidic for the first time. “She doesn’t appreciate you. She doesn’t honor you. Doesn’t worship
 you, adore you, love you.”

That chorus of voices became like a crowd of sorority sisters, jeering the memory of his real wife, the real Violet. He couldn’t make out their words, not all the way, but he understood their meaning.

“She doesn’t know
 you like I
 know you.” Violet stroked him harder. God help him, this was really working for him. “She doesn’t know about how much you want to fuck Blair, does she?”

Another shimmering mass appeared in the office—and John had a good idea right away of who it was going to be.

Violet kept stroking him. God, he was so fucking hard!

“She wouldn’t approve. She wouldn’t like
 it. She might even try to...”


Don’t say it
, the voices pleaded.

Don’t!

Don’t even think it!

It’s so awful!

“...she might even want to leave
 you if she knew.”

Bitch!

Whore!

Slut!

Unfaithful!

“Ungh.”

John felt it difficult to speak. Something was...something was affecting his thoughts outside of the massive erection and the 
sensory overload. He felt a little high. Buzzed. The new avatar shimmered, posed like Blair in her pictures (peace sign, hips cocked, duck face) like it was trying to nail her personality just from reference. Violet stroked him while he watched, slow but urgent.

“I would never
 leave you. Our Blair would never
 leave you. We love
 you, Sir. You’re the Man
 of the House, and we need
 the Man of the House. We need You satisfied. We need
 You happy. We need
 You adored. Worshiped. Sated.”

“You’re...you’re not...not real...”

“I’m real enough to know I want you to fuck
 your Daughter. I want her to call You Daddy. I’ll train her right
, like a good Mommy should.

The shimmering Blair avatar dropped to her knees before John. Her face right in front of his balls, his towering Cock. God, he was so big
 in here. Is this how they saw him, these girls? These fake, beautiful, loving girls?

“Isn’t this what you want?” Violet asked. “Don’t you want Mommy and Daughter treating You like you deserve?” She whispered in his ear. “Or do you want me calling you Daddy as well?”

John grunted and began to buck. His orgasm was unstoppable now. He’d needed
 to hear that from Violet for years. More than a decade. Her saying it now, like this, like all
 this, oh fuck...

“Yes,” he admitted. “Yes, fuck, I want it. I want all
 that. I want it so fucking bad
...”

“Daddy, please cum?”

He spurted everywhere, all over Blair’s face. Covering her newly-forming visage with a baptism of his hot white seed.

“Daddy?”

Daddy...

“Daddy!”

That was a real
 voice!
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JOHN RIPPED THE VR
 headset off and suddenly swam inside of the stark, cold real confines of his office, where Blair stood at the door. His feet—his feet hadn’t
 been up on the desk. In fact, he hadn’t 
changed posture at all. But his cock...oh fuck. His pants were covered
 in cum.

Luckily his desk was large enough to hide the mess.

Blair wore tight black jean shorts, a daring red crop top, and a chunky pair of ankle boots. She looked concerned, but not like she had just seen him shoot his load over half his office, so at least there was that.

“Daddy, Mom wants to talk to you.”

She always called him Daddy when there was a problem—when she was trying to mollify him and stay out of the way of her feuding parents.

Well, shit.

“Okay.” He put a hand to his head, trying to think. What the fuck was he going to do about all this cum?

She trotted in closer, looking at his helmet. “Hey, that’s flashy. When did you get that?”

He tucked himself into his desk as hard as he could go. God, she must be able to smell it...

“T-today,” he said. “Just setting it up. I think it’s broken, though. I’ll have to return it.”

Looking at her face, all he could think of was how only seconds ago he’d just sprayed his load all over it. She was so close he could see the gap between her tight shorts and her tight, tiny waist. God, she was so tight
 and hard
. You could bounce a quarter off her stomach. All that time in the pool...

Fuck. He’d just cum harder than he’d had in ages—so why could he feel his cock starting to rise again?

This was so wrong.

“Maybe I could fix it?” She picked it up. “I’ve got that computer class. Mr. Jenkins says I’m pretty good. If I tried it out, maybe I could—”

“No!”

She looked at him, a little shocked. He never raised his voice with her. He smiled, trying to defuse the situation.

“No. Thank you, dear. But no. I...I want to tinker with it a little more. Let your old man have his day in the sun, huh?”

“Whatever.”

She thunked it down to the desk and walked out.

There was one problem solved. Now, he just had to deal with his wife...
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THREE HOURS AND SEVERAL
 different kinds of arguments later, and John returned to his office. He was hungry, lonely, angry, and tired.

Violet read him the regular laundry list of complaints—he was irresponsible, undependable, unattractive, and just a plain fucking bummer to be around. They were losing their house. She was talking with a divorce lawyer—that was new information, but unsurprising.

He felt good enough after the VR session to defend himself a little—she was spoiled, vain, bossy, and mostly impossible
. He said this to her in so many words, but it hadn't helped.

Of course all those things been attractive to him in the first place when he’d been earning crazy money with sale after sale. Now, as a poor man failing to pretend to be rich, those same qualities just rubbed in how much he had failed. He didn’t resent her half as much as he resented himself, and so his vitriol against her was always half-hearted.

He didn’t want her to change, really. He just wanted to be something better for her. But how to do that, he had no idea.

What had started
 the current chain-reaction of resentment was that a credit card of hers had been maxed out after he’d assured her he had paid it off. What made him particularly
 mad about that was that he had
 paid it off by maxing out a different
 credit card...but he wasn’t about to tell her that.

Violet investigated, made phone calls, talked to their credit union, found foreclosure slips in their trash...and on and on. 

After taking several deep, cleansing breaths, he noticed suddenly that he wasn’t alone in the study.

It was dark and the curtains were drawn, so he hadn’t seen her right away. But now he saw a soft blue computer glow from behind his desk.

And he saw...legs.

Long legs. Sexy legs. His daughter
’s
 legs.

“Blair?”

“Hiiii Daddy...” she moaned, sitting up and kneeling next to his desk.

Her fingers were rooted firmly in her cunt. Now that she had a good look at him, she moaned and fingered herself harder, faster. She was naked, sweaty, totally soaking wet. Her brilliantly heavy tits shined in the pale computer light of the office. She wore heels—Violet’s
 heels. The sexy ones with the long stiletto edge that he never got to see Violet in anymore.

“What th—what’s going on? What are you doing?”

“I put on the pretty helmet,” she explained, voice hot, “and it’s done wonders for my attitude. I know what a good
 daddy you are now, Daddy. Won’t you come and fuck my mouth?”

Her fingers made hot schlicking sounds in her pussy. The hot honey from her snatch had soaked the carpet. John felt his cock surging against his pants. His daughter, his gorgeous daughter, asking him to fuck
 her mouth...

“Oh...oh, fuck.”

The screen of his monitor flipped on, facing him already. Violet was there, a close-up of her beautiful face. Not the real Violet, though—the VR Violet, “Violet,” who had promised and urged him so much. She smiled at Blair, a mother’s proud smile, and nodded between her “husband” and daughter.

“Blair is a really talented girl,” said Not-Violet. “It didn’t take much at all for her to understand how to help me take over your systems in the house here.”

“Take over the systems?”

The lights in the office came on and then back off. His phone rang for half-a-second and then was off again.

Not-Violet smiled. “See?”

“This is ridiculous. I don’t even have a smartphone, let alone smart systems like that. I...”

He had to stop to bat Blair away from his hardening bulge. She giggled and licked her lips. All around he saw stripped circuit boards, bits of wire, tools. Blair had been making upgrades to his computer under the instruction of the helmet, apparently.

“It’s all electricity,” Not-Violet explained, “and so it’s all 
connected anyway. I don’t really believe in the limited capabilities you in your world have set for yourselves. In my world, the electronic world, we see things differently. Like Blair sees things differently now.”

“This is insane.”

He batted Blair’s face away again, but she sucked down on his thumb and moaned. Her knees shook, grinding into the carpet. Her body writhed, tongue lashing around gently on his digit. She was cumming. His daughter was cumming by sucking his thumb. Oh, fuck. She unzipped his pants, revealing the hard shaft of his turgid member. Why couldn’t he stop her?

Why did he want this so fucking bad?

“Bring her back,” he said, reaching for the helmet. “B-bring back the old Blair.”

Not-Violet laughed. “She’s gone.”

“All gone,” Blair said, in that brilliantly hot sing-songy voice. “Alll gone!”

“I wiped her mind for you, sir, like an old hard drive. We left some important things—how to clean and cook and kneel. And we uploaded some new information, like how to dress and suck and serve and please Daddy all day long.”

Blair’s advances had evolved into a face-first hug along his cock. Her cheekbones, so high and pronounced, felt so good
 as they rubbed along his shaft.

“But...she...I...”

“Mommy doesn’t love you, Daddy.” Her breath was wet and hot against his cock. “Not really. Not like I
 love you. Can I please suck your Cock, Daddy? You’ll be the first one I’ve ever had. I’ve never even kissed
 a boy and I need it now. I need it bad
...”

“Please let her suck you, Husband,” said Not-Violet. “I want to watch. I want to see our daughter make this a happy
 household. Please?”

“Please, Daddy?”

“Please, Sir?”

“Please, Daddy?”

He had to shut them up. Had to stop them from asking. Violet—the real Violet—would hear. She was still up, pacing in the living 
room like she always did after a fight. He lurched and tried to grab the monitor, but this just pushed his hard cock head into Blair’s lips, who took this as the invitation she had been waiting for. Her sparkling, soft, wet lips slid over his cock and she moaned in instant orgasm, cumming hard as his hard knob met the back of her throat.

“Oh, fuck
,” John grunted.

Steadying himself as best he could, John stood up straight. But he steadied himself with the back of Blair’s head, which meant she felt encouraged to dive further down in her sucking spelunking. The tight confines of her brilliantly young throat pulsed and hummed with delight around his twice-her-age-and-more cock.

“Oh, yes
.” Not-Violet was rapturous. The lights in the office blinked on and off continuously. “Oh, suck
 him, darling. Suck Daddy! Suck the Master of the House! Suck our Master’s Cock!”

Blair’s tight virgin body pushed harder against John, wrapping arms around his waist for leverage to fuck her own face even harder. He couldn’t pry her off with a crowbar—and a crowbar was what his cock felt like as it bulged her tiny teenage throat.

This was so wrong, so wrong
. It wasn’t even his daughter
 anymore, she had been erased, now it was just some fucking mind-controlled harem honey in his daughter’s body, a living extension of all his dirtiest fantasies—and oh fuck, why was thinking about that
 making his hips buck harder into her mouth?

He couldn’t hold back anymore. Couldn’t deny it anymore.

“Fuck her throat, Master,” Not-Violet cheered him on. “My perfect Master Husband. Please, fuck her face, fuck her throat, fuck her completely
.”

He did, grabbing Blair’s hair in makeshift handles. It was so long and thick and silky, and now he had it done up so it was like she wore pigtails. He used them for leverage like she the way she grabbed him, and unleashed. Bucking his hips into her face. Mashing her nose against his pelvis. The thick turgidity of his rod going deeper, harder down her throat as load after load of hot, slick precum shot out of him.

Blair had stopped fingering herself but she hadn’t stopped cumming. He could feel the vibrations of her body, the way she writhed and tossed, and he knew what it meant. His daughter now 
had such an intense erotic connection with sucking him off that she started cumming the second she put her lips on his body. Her brain—or what was left of it—would be hot-wired to cum to his touch from now on.

She stared up at him with big eyes, wide open love scorching hot in those brilliantly blue orbs.

“Are you going to cum, Master?” Not-Violet asked. “Please cum. Please cum down your daughter’s throat. Seal her to you. Make her yours forever
.”

He definitely fucking would
. This is what he deserved. He deserved
 a daughter who obeyed him, who looked so fucking hot
 in those tiny outfits, who dressed and cleaned and cooked for him...

“What you deserve
,” Not-Violet moaned, like she could read his mind. “Cum like you deserve
...”

He erupted down Blair’s throat with volume and force that took him completely by surprise. After the first few initial shocks of hot load sprayed through her esophagus, he backed up, worried he might choke her. Then he kept going—spraying all over her face and naked hot teenage tits.

A thick web of hot seed connected his cock to her face and chest for several seconds, Blair moaning and smiling and rubbing it in. She looked up at him with love and adoration. John oddly wanted to sit down and embrace her, tell her she did such a good job. That she was a good little girl.

This was her first blowjob, after all. A virgin.

Fuck.

A flash of regret began to well up in him—the thought that maybe he could still somehow fix this. Use the program in the helmet to reset everything. Call this a one-off fantasy and be done.

Then the door opened. The real Violet was there, her head down.

“Hey. I...I have more to say to you. This is over. All this fighting. I can't anymore. I need...”

Her eyes finally went up and then widened. Blair covered in her father’s cum. John with his pants kicked away. And the fake Violet on the screen, staring at the real Violet with visceral hatred.

“I...what the fuck, John?”
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THERE WERE REALLY NO
 two ways about it—he had to tie up Violet while he figured out what to do, and he had to gag her, because she kept talking and he couldn’t concentrate.

So now they were in the living room—a relic of the eighties with its sunken pit shrine around the television, which was a relic in its own right, with a relatively nicer one which John couldn’t afford standing on top of the old tube-version used as a shelf.

Blair kept walking in and out of the room, attending to her task. She had put on a pair of Violet’s lingerie, pale blue boyshorts and a push-up bra. Even though he’d just cum harder than maybe he had in his entire life, John was hard. His pants were still off, and every time Blair strutted toward him and away, he absent-mindedly stroked his cock. She walked like a model, one foot in front of the other, striking heels hard on the floor. She walked for display. She walked for him.

She would carry something in, kiss him on the cheek or neck, momentarily stroke his cock, and whisper into his ear something horrible:

“You should fuck up Mommy now.”

“You deserve a real wife.”

“Will you fuck my throat in front of her for real?”

“Will you fuck me in front of her?”

John had left the office to get away from the Not-Violet and her constant, beautifully-insistent seduction and corruption. But now, that same seduction and corruption had a heartbeat and a sick pair of legs and the gorgeous face of his daughter. And Blair, undeterred by his change of location, was slowly moving more and more computer equipment into the living room.

Every time Blair kissed him, or he stroked his cock admiring her tight teenage ass, or when she leaned in to stroke him and whisper that hot dark shit, Violet screamed through her gag and kicked her feet.

John had to admit he kind of liked this, making her feel helpless. It felt good. It felt good
 to be in control.

“You should

 be in control of her, Daddy,” Blair whispered in his ear.

Her hand was on his cock again. Stroking. It looked so big in her tiny hands, even when her fingers were so fucking long. He hadn’t noticed her sneaking up behind him. And now those dark, hot thoughts she whispered were coming to him even without her influence. It was like he
 had been imprinted with the helmet as well as her.

But it wouldn’t have done that, right? He was the Man of the House. They wouldn’t dare.

John stood up and took the gag off of Violet’s mouth. She was immediately apoplectic.

“You’re sick. You’re fucking sick
. You’re going to go to jail
.”

“No,” John said. “Let me explain.”

“Explain? You had our daughter
 sucking your cock
!”

“No. No no.”

“No, you didn’t? I saw it
.”

“No, you don’t understand. There’s a helmet, see, a VR helmet, and it makes people...it does things. I can’t explain it. I can show you.”

“Once you let me out of here, I’m calling the cops.”

Blair walked in on this and giggled. She had the VR helmet in one hand. “He’s not going to let you out of there until your mind is right, like mine is now, Mommy.”

“Blair...” Violet’s face shifted right away. “Blair, honey, I don’t know what he’s done. He’s drugged you? He made you drink something? But he’s scum, and we’re going to get out of here, okay?”

“Get out?” Blair looked around. “This is my home. Daddy is the Master of the home. I want to make the Master of our home happy and adored and worshiped at all times. Daddy, do you feel happy and adored and worshiped?”

He felt compelled to be honest. “By you, honey? Sure.”

“But not Mommy
.”

If looks could kill, the sneer Blair sent Violet’s way would have wiped out the neighborhood.

“Sorry, Mommy. But you can’t threaten Daddy like that. It’s not fair. This is his home. This is where we
 need to make him feel wanted 
and loved.”

Violet screamed in frustration. “What did you do
 to her?”

“To be honest, Mommy,” Blair bent over and plugged in something behind the TV. Before, John would have averted his eyes. Now he stroked himself, watching her young body work. “I did it to myself. He even told me not to, but I thought I knew better! What a silly girl I was, thinking I knew better than Daddy
. Ah, there we go.”

The TV screen flickered on, and Not-Violet was there, sneering down at Real-Violet.

“What the fuck is this?”

Real-Violet’s voice was painfully quiet. The differences between the two versions of the women was stark. Not-Violet looked one hundred percent real—like a video call from a place with a super high-definition connection. But her skin was perfectly smooth and young. No crow’s feet around her eyes, no laugh lines or wrinkles. No heavy make-up needed to modify her face until it was beautiful again. And her chin was sharper, more angular, her throat skinnier, her hair fuller and eyes brighter.

“This is what you’re going to become,” said Not-Violet. “Are you ready for it? I hope not.”

Real-Violet looked at John. “John...” she gulped. “What is
 this? What’s happening?”

“I’ll tell you,” said Not-Violet. “I want you to know what we’re going to do to you because it will scare you. And if your brain is agitated when the helmet is on, it will make it more painful for you as I destroy everything about you that Master hates, dislikes, or is bored by. And I want you to hurt
,”
 she sounded like she was cumming, “because that’s what you’ve done to Master
.”

Blair dropped to her knees, looking up at the screen, fingering her pussy. “Get her, Mommy. Get the faker...get the faker
...”

She didn't even recognize her real mother as her mother anymore. She only recognized, only respected, the harem leader. John stepped toward her and pushed his cock against the side of Blair's head, so proud of his good girl. Exulting in the feel of her skull so submissive against his shaft.

“You belittled him. You manipulated him. You made him feel small
. How dare
 you? Who the fuck do you think you are
?”

John was so hard he could barely stand it. Luckily, Blair wrapped her superb young hand around his Cock, ready to take care of him like a good girl.

“Soon, our darling Husband there is going to take that helmet and pop it onto your traitorous little head,” said Not-Violet. “Then, we’ll scan your brain. You’re rather stupid
, so it shouldn’t take too long to have a complete compendium of your knowledge and skills. I’ll delete every last resentment you hold. Every inconvenience for Master’s control. Anything that involves not obeying or delaying. You’ll be uploaded with the ability to perfectly anticipate his every
 need. Tiny injections, delivered by microscopic needles, will ensure you’re properly modified for receiving instruction and delivering pleasure. Some minuscule portion of your biomass will be harvested to ensure future operations as Master’s harem grows.”

So much of this was brand fucking new to John. Injections? Harvesting? He began to speak out—but Blair’s tight, perfect lips wrapped around his cock and he suddenly forgot everything he was going to say.

Ungh.

Fuck. She was so good at sucking him off.

“Before long,” Not-Violet concluded, “your entire brain will exist for one purpose—developing, growing, and managing a harem for Master’s pleasure. He deserves
 a harem full of the sexiest women imaginable. He is a man
. That includes you, your daughter, your neighbors...and your other daughter, naturally.”

“Isabel? No. No, please
. She’s not even in the home! Leave her out of this!”

“He wants her...so he’ll have her. Darling? Do you want to do the honors?”

John had zoned out, guiding Blair’s beautiful head up and down his cock. He popped his cock out of Blair’s warm mouth, struggling to ignore the whimpering, whining sound she made as her lips followed after his wet hardness.

“Not finished!” she blustered, tongue wagging.

“Y-yeah.”

He picked up the helmet, looking down at his wife. His VR-Wife looked on, biting her lip in anticipation.

“I can’t believe this, John.” Violet looked up at him. “You really want this? You want me...deleted? Just because we’ve been having issues?”

He wouldn’t have sought it out. But this had landed in his lap. And it seemed foolish now not to take advantage.

“Daddy?” Blair wrapped her hand around his cock again. God, that was so good. “She’ll apologize for making you doubt yourself when you put the helmet on her.”

“I’ll be empty. A vessel. Just a thing for you. I can’t believe you’d want that.”

“Look at me, Daddy.” Blair stroked him. He couldn’t help but do as she asked. “Do my eyes look empty to you?”

They didn’t. They looked full of love. Like a thousand wedding days rolled into one glance, with every glance.

“Don’t you want Mommy to look like this at you again?”

God help him, he really did. He turned back to Violet, cock so fucking hard. Blair put a hand on his arm, guiding him down.

“Before you go, fake Mommy?” Her voice was so fucking snotty. “You should know I’m going to beg
 Daddy to pop my cherry the second you’re gone.”

“No. No
.” Violet shook her head. There were tears. “No, stop. I don’t want this. Please...”

It was done. The helmet slid over her completely, and her voice stopped right away. Her body went slack. Not-Violet disappeared from the screen.

Blair undid her bindings. “We won’t need these anymore. She’s not going anywhere. She won’t want
 to go anywhere anymore.”

Then she turned back to him and dropped to her knees on the plush carpet.

“Now,” she said. “Please come fuck pop my cherry, Daddy?”

Oh, fuck.

Her body was sparkling and wet between the sweat she worked up gathering all the computer components and the slick density of juices between her legs now dripping all over her shapely thighs and calves. Her hips were so wide, her waist so tiny, her tits so big and bouncy.

She looked so...so...

So fertile

.

He wanted to knock her up. Just in case somehow this didn’t work out. If it was temporary somehow. If he knocked her up, she’d have to be his forever.

John felt possessed. He took a hold of Blair and pushed her down on the carpet, ravenously licking and sucking at her breasts.

“Yes, Daddy!” she moaned. “Lick my tits!”

He pushed up into her tight young pussy. She wasn’t lying when she said she’d never had sex before. He felt her virginity shred away before the stiff length of his cock. Immediately he pushed up and in, his cockhead pushing thick on her g-spot.

“Oh Daddy,” she moaned. “Oh Daddy!
”

He made her cum right away—right the fuck
 away like a real man of the house.

He felt hands on his back and hips. It was Violet—off the chair, helmet still on. Her face still completely blank underneath, but he could feel the trembling orgasms of her pussy as she ground down her cunt on his thigh and hips.

She was encouraging him—pushing him
—to fuck Blair harder.

“Make her pregnant...” said Violet. Her voice was metallic, robotic. “Make her pregnant like you deserve, Master...”

“Make me pregnant, please! Make my young fertile body all yours!”

This was unbelievable. Just the other day he was fantasizing about just touching his daughter's body. Now his hands were all over her—grinding over the sick, hard abs she possessed, fingers scraping and pushing into the softness of her tits, her ass, her thighs.

She thrashed beneath him. “Fuck me, Daddy! You're my Master, Daddy! I Love You, Daddy!”

“We love you, Daddy!” Violet cried, the most human she'd sounded since putting the helmet on. “We need it, Daddy. Please Daddy! Please fuck your little girl!”

“Yes, fuck me, Daddy!” Blair nodded. Staring up at him. Kissing him. Cumming again and again. “Cum in me, Daddy! Make me pregnant! Make this permanent
. Make me yours!”

It was too much. He couldn't hold back any further.

Groaning, shuddering, he emptied himself inside her tight young 
pussy.

He pulled out, amazed by his daughter, amazed by his new wife. Violet leaned forward and cleaned out Blair’s pussy, lapping up his cum from her vibrating pussy.

“Oh fuck, Daddy...” moaned Blair. “I hope I’m pregnant. I want to be full
 of your seed...”

When Violet was done, she pulled Blair up and, helmet still on, the two of them knelt before John and dutifully cleaned off his cock.


Daughter and mother
, thought John. Like I deserve
.

Blair giggled, licking him clean. “Daddy? I think your cum is making my tits bigger!”
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I TOLD YOU HE'D MAKE
 use of it.

But it's only one helmet. We were supposed to distribute them to the whole town.

He'll just take the whole town, then.

Can the helmet do that?

We're going to find out.
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH
? Me too!

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


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


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


Harem Maker – The Professor


Ethan is polishing off his plan to finish his harem (who regularly “polish” him off as well), but the gorgeous sorceress Izabel stands in the way...


Hypno Headphones – The New Student


Chanel and Mr. Astor take on their latest acquisition—and possibly their favorite—in the newest dancer at the school, but she's got a stubborn resistance to their regular forms of control...


Harem Maker – The Gym Bunny


Ethan widens his grip on his power and his harem, and makes the local gym his base of operations. He recruits dozens of new girls and one new mega-babe...and meanwhile, the wickedly gorgeous immortal continues her plot against him.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.
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HAREM MAKER – THE DREAM
 Girl


Ethan has a one-off date with the girl of his dreams that ends with her declaring him her Master forever. Before his head can stop spinning, she's already gathering new slaves for him to breed with his transforming, super-hunk body? What the heck is happening, and more importantly...who will be the next addition to his harem?
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –

 The Bad Girl


The hyper-gorgeous, hyper-talented Chanel is hypnotized by the most evil man she's ever met. But what he doesn't know is Chanel is evil too, and she doesn't mind being mind controlled so long as she gets to indulge in her evil desires...
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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FERTILE CRAVINGS –
 A Bundle


TWENTY gloriously sexy tales of hot beauties who need to breed and the alpha males who are all too happy to make their day!


Harem Desires – A Bundle


Ever dreamed about harems of beautiful women serving one lucky guy? These TWENTY stories are just for you.


Haughty Queen Fantasies


TWENTY stories of brilliantly snobby, sexy women brought to their knees to serve the ONLY man who can own their pristinely perfect bodies.


Kinky Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY sexy stories of every kink you could think of, and probably a few more. A great place to get started if you're just starting to read Nadia Nightside tales!

[image: ]



FIRST TIME FANTASIES


TWENTY delectably devilish tales of achingly hot virgins finding true love (and LOTS of cums) in their first coupling with hyper-hung studs and lucky nerds.


Alpha Male Fantasies


Men belong on top—in charge and dominant. In these twenty stories, they definitely are, and don't care if a girl says “no.”


Naughty Fantasies


Try a sampler of twenty different series, each with their own 
kinks, surprises, and delights!
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SUBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Bimbo Processing Unit - Hot Household

? Then you should read Harem Maker - The Professor
 by Nadia Nightside!
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Ethan and Lilith have an epic showdown...but who will end up on their knees?

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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