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Bimbo Processing Unit – His Secret Desires

Nadia 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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BULLY WORSHIP – OBEYING the Billionaire

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

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

TWENTY amazing stories of household erotica, when forbidden desires go a “step” too far!
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BIMBO PACKAGES – FEMALE Designs

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

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

TWENTY amazing tales of hard-bodied studs giving their hot loads to aching, needy barely legal babes—sometimes in huge gang bangs!
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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.
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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. 
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WANT 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.
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THIS STORY INSPIRED by a loyal reader. Sanford, this one’s for you. – N.N.
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HER MASTER LEFT BEHIND him a trail of broken bodies and quivering cunts. Everyone in this entire region served John now, and he was only gaining steam. 

Snow, delighted with his brutal rule, sucked gleefully on his Cock side-by-side with his adopted daughter Isabel while he slept. They lounged in a massive bedroom sporting a bed big enough to fit dozens of his Favored girls. 

The air was thick with the moist, hot scent of wet pussy. He grunted, stirring in his sleep, covering Snow and Isabel with more of his cum once more. Violet—his first wife—tugged him closer and moaned against his body. Snow and Isabel giggled, kissing and licking each other clean even as they continued to lick and adore the Hard Totem of his Cock. Near the edge of the bed, Blair—John’s other adopted daughter—took great delight in the role of gatekeeper, teasing girls on and off the bed. She would let them nearly on, beckoning them forward, and then slap and push them away the second they stepped forward. Their need for Cock was so great that they kept trying, despite being fooled again and again. 

This whole empire of sex was built purely on cruelty and unfairness. It could no longer be stopped, not anymore. Everything funneled up to John’s pleasure.

Snow was the one person who could have stopped this at any point.

Why hadn’t she?

* * * * *
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THE FIRST TIME SNOW found herself dripping wet to the complete mindfuck and transformation of the Binding Procreation Utility (or B.P.U.), she was caught off-guard. 

It was her first day at the Facility. She had dressed modestly and sharply, in a business suit she had tailored for the occasion. 

The process to get this position had been clandestine—meetings in back alleys, deciphering codes, being swept for bugs and subjected to long, forceful interrogations by men who smelled like old cigarettes. But she had noticed that everyone—everyone—dressed well. She invested in designer clothing from expensive shops. The skirt of the suit hit modestly just at her knees. Her pump heels pushed up the calves of her legs but only just enough to let anyone know that she knew what she was doing. 

Snow had always been an attractive woman, and cold. More than one old boyfriend told her she lived up to her name, and not just because of the marble white color of her skin. They referred to how she was icy in demeanor. Frigid in the bedroom—medically so, the point of having to apply several solutions for it whenever she cared about someone enough to try to have sex, which wasn’t often. Short red hair that was so thick and striking in its color that no one believed her that it was natural and moreover men especially commented how lovely it would look if she would “bother to grow it out.” A delicate, carefully sculpted face with a sharp nose and pouty, pink lips she hardly ever had to use make-up on besides the bare essentials. 

Already her guide—this Henderson bozo—was ogling her. Snow was used to it. Men ogled her; she made them angry with her indifference; they threatened her with demotions; she surpassed them in every way.

Henderson was tall with thinning hair and had strong forearms and a slowly evolving spare tire around an otherwise lanky body. Not Snow’s type. He watched her anyway as if he was and like she wanted his eyes on her. 

This was how it went for her. It didn’t matter how beautifully modest her silk-cut blouse was on top of a body like hers, with the perky heavy tits she sported and the length of her limbs and torso. Even her jawline, crafted and defined, was an invitation. Men’s eyes wandered. She was used to it. 

What she wasn’t used to—what struck her completely by surprise—was the sight she was subjected to through the viewing glass of the Facility. 

She stood in a dark hallway, the kind you might see in a hospital outside of room full of newborns. Except instead of newborns, there was one woman, asleep, with a helmet on her head. 

“That’s the B.P.U,” said Henderson, eagerness in his voice. “We found it easier to drug them and then have them wake up with it on. Makes them less likely to injure it or them. Of course the device is more important, but people get squeamish about the subjects too.”

Snow wasn’t squeamish. She watched the woman wake up. She watched the screaming, the squealing, the banging on the helmet. 

She watched as the helmet powered on with its little light show. The woman slowly calming down, sitting down, whimpering. There was crying. 

“They cry a lot,” said Henderson, “sometimes. Our last agent, she had to go because she couldn’t handle the crying.”

Snow knew what had to go meant with these people. A lead goodbye. She could handle the crying. 

It only lasted for a minute anyway. Then the body-touching started. The woman wore a paper gown. She slowly started ripping it off. Her pussy was obviously wet, gleaming in the fluorescent lights. Shoving her fingers deep inside. 

“You can leave whenever,” said Henderson. “It’s your first time.”

Snow didn’t leave. She watched, intently, lips parting just so, as the woman’s tits began to grow. Fat and flesh melting off of her and disappearing into nothing. Limbs lengthening. Hair growing out. Hips jutting. Becoming more accustomed to birthing. 

“I know it seems extreme,” said Henderson, “but it really is for the best. Fertility is guaranteed, this way.”

Snow had stopped listening. Just watching the woman. Watching her lithe, tight, perfectly constructed body. How long had it taken? Two minutes? Ten? She lost track of time. Just watching her cum, again and again. Exploding on a hair-trigger. And moaning something. Screaming it sometimes. Snow could feel the screams—even muted—itching, tingling against her brain.

“What’s she saying?” 

Henderson nodded and flipped a switch beneath the viewing window. The woman’s voice came on, sultry and full of heat. 

“—ock! Please! Please fuck me! Please! Please COCK please! Cock, please! Please, I’ll do any—”

Henderson flipped it off. 

“What do you think,” he said. “You want to see the guy now?”

Snow didn’t have a flush on her cheeks. “I apologize, but I need to attend to some feminine business. Is there a bathroom?”

Henderson pointed. Snow ignored his knowing smile. 

She ignored it all the way to the bathroom stall, where she rammed her fingers down her panties and came as hard as she ever had in her life. She knew, somehow, that she was cumming at the same time as the woman with the helmet on. Cumming and thinking of Cock.

Thinking of that woman. Thinking of her changing.

Thinking of what she needed.

* * * * *
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AT FIRST, NOW THAT she was acclimated—and still riding the euphoric high of the mind-blowing cum she enjoyed in the bathroom—the male subject interested her less. He was soft, flabby, and pale. Snow had scored top in her class at every institution she had been a part of, which was several. She could predict what was going to happen. 

So, while they watched him wake up with the helmet on and go through the transformation process like the woman had, she probed Henderson for information. 

“How severe is the virus?”

He took only a little time before answering. He had the bearing of someone who knew all the answers to questions he expected people to ask, and always expecting more questions than were given.

“It’s spread through about half the southern hemisphere. It lies dormant for a long time. Years, sometimes. So we can’t get great numbers. But it’s moving slowly upward. Some of us think it’s already in the water up here, too, we just don’t know it.”

“The effects are final?”

“And fatal for the human race. Yes.”

On the ride there this morning, with Snow’s head covered in a cloth, Henderson had explained the problem in summary. 

Infertility. 

A virus that attacked the human reproductive organs on both male and female, rendering entire regions sterile. Left unchecked, it would spread across the planet in just a few years. Transmission was airborne and the only known symptom was a slight fever and then infertility, so someone could be infected for a long time and not know it. 

They had to project numbers, but it seemed like only one in fifty million were immune. This wasn’t enough to sustain humanity, and any attempts so far to produce a cure had failed. 

This organization was here to find a way to counteract or circumvent the effects of the virus. With the cure failing, they turned to other means. 

These helmets were the solution they had produced so far. 

Before them, the male’s transformation was nearly complete. The saggy bounds of his flesh had tightened, bulked up, lengthened. Muscles grew on top of muscles. He ripped the helmet off in one go, smashing against the wall, and flexed through the room, banging the walls. Snarling. Spitting. A handsome face contorted in lust and rage. His cock standing out proudly in front of him like a massive fleshy bar, steel-like in its hardness. Precum spurted from it, glistening the surface of his thighs and belly.

He came close to the far wall and inhaled deeply. Smelling. Then he began to bang the walls as hard as he could. Hammer-fists and punches, shoulder-blocks. Snow recognized what he wanted—the woman on the other side. 

Every bang shook the Facility. 

“We’re safe here?” Snow asked. 

“Oh, probably. Not if he stayed like this for long. But...”

Snow saw. It was already happening. While the wall itself was bent and cracked, steel sheeting unhinged from the ceiling and floor and the drywall beyond close to shattered, the man was losing strength in his punches. He collapsed down on his knees, clutching his left arm and chest. Crying out in pain. 

“Heart failure,” said Henderson. “Every time. They change the doses. Change the amount of time he’s good for a fuck. But it doesn’t seem to matter—sooner or later the heart gives out.”

* * * * *
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“WHAT DO YOU MEAN, LIGHTNING struck the whole shipment?”

“I mean it struck the whole shipment. It’s all destroyed except for one helmet.”

Henderson spoke to her while driving their surveillance van. They wandered through a long neighborhood in a nice part of town, the kind of place with its own elementary school and park and pool club and golf course. 

Snow rubbed her eyes in annoyance. “Those were our only prototypes. It’ll take six more months to have that many ready again.”

“I know.”

The plan was to make the helmets a found experience. Test them in isolation. They gave the shipment to a small tech firm that was on a downward slide anyway, hoping to prey on people’s feelings of aspiration and insecurity. Snow personally had been hoping for the warehouse workers to use them; they would be sturdier than the desk workers in the tech firm.

She had, over the past nine months working at the Facility and viewing so many test subjects, come to think of men in these ways—sturdy or not sturdy. Hardy or not hardy. Able or unable. Men were just meat who she needed to survive so that humanity could continue. 

Sometimes she went down in the lowest levels of the facility. She had enough clearance to turn off the cameras while she sat down in front of the women who had been transformed. The women all survived the process; the men never did. Not for long. 

She would sit in front of their cells and watch them and touch herself for up to an hour. Looking at the need on their faces. Looking at the way they gyrated and moaned and begged. Each one had an ultra-sized dildo that they did all kinds of impossible insertions with. Most of them acted like they had an invisible friend—or invisible master—insane in their cock-craziness and softly whimpering and worshiping every day. 

Snow watched them, sweating and cumming and fingering her desperate celibate pussy, yearning for the feeling of yearning they had. 

She resented all the failures of men who couldn’t live up to the expectations of these women. Mentally, she was beyond the women she watched in every respect—the B.P.U. didn’t necessarily lower intelligence, though it did crowd out thoughts that weren’t about fucking—because Snow was beyond everyone mentally. But she did identify with these women who desperately, achingly, overwhelmingly needed someone, somewhere, to live up to their expectations. 

“So what do we do?” Snow asked Henderson.

“One guy picked up the working helmet. Name’s John Garrett. That’s where we’re going now. We gotta do a little B&E and set up the cameras and stuff.” He paused for a moment. “You want to grab some dinner after this?”

Snow felt her body recoil from this and—in a practiced emotional motion—did not let her face show any of it. 

“Dinner?”

This was obviously something Henderson had been planning for a while. 

“Yeah, you know. Just a little celebration. He’s going to use it. We’ll see what happens. Then we trade with the other team and y’know, the night is ours. We’re here, finally. The mission’s on. What do you think?”

* * * * *
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SNOW MADE IT HALFWAY through dinner with Henderson before calling it off. He was boring and a bit of a boor. Lots of comments about how she dressed, mostly compliments, none of them landing how he wanted. 

Truth be told, even if she enjoyed the dinner—which she didn’t, he took her to a mid-class Americana place that didn’t even have a decent beer list—she would have left. 

So she told him that her mother was having an emergency and ran home. If pressed later, she would tell him about her mother’s panic attacks, which was true enough. That her mother had been dead for six years was probably a detail she would leave out, unless she wanted to drive the knife home with him.

Thinking of that—being cruel to him, humiliating him—filled her with a flash of needy, clingy heat that sent her diving onto her living room couch with a quick spastic cum. 

Thinking of him begging for mercy she wouldn’t give...while she stroked someone, loved someone worthy...

She didn’t stay home for long. She changed clothes to look ready for the next day and drove out to the surveillance station and relieved the crew there four hours early. They looked horrified. Good. 

On the screens, she saw what they had been watching through the high-definition cameras Snow and Henderson had set up earlier that day. The scene was outrageous.

She saw John, naked, his cock supremely hard. Bigger, too, than when she had witnessed it earlier with him just putting on the helmet for the first time.

The injections were already working. The timer had been set. He had maybe—at best—a few weeks to live. The more he transformed, the less his heart would be able to hold up to the nonstop lust and fucking. 

Before him was Blair, his gorgeous barely-eighteen daughter. Made more gorgeous from her brief venture with the helmet. Snow had left earlier just as she had put it on and John’s fight with his wife, Violet, had begun. It was a fight about money or fidelity or something stupid; Snow didn’t really care. 

What she did care about was the blank, happy look on Blair’s face. Eighteen years old and that was all. God. The way she clasped her heels so obediently as she sucked his cock, making a presentation of herself. 

What Snow cared about was the mother, watching this display with rage and disgust. 

“Fuck you,” Snow muttered. “Fuck you, mommy. Look at her. Look at how precious she looks...”

Snow made sure the surveillance van was double-locked and slid her skirt down around her knees, unable to control herself. 

“Fuck her,” she moaned to John. “God. Fuck her mouth, Daddy. Do it. Give her what she needs...”

He really did. Sometimes amazed at himself, at her, at everything he saw. Snow had at least three different angles of him. She zoomed in on Blair’s mouth around his fat cock, her lips so plush and soft. Sucking her Daddy down just like a good girl. Snow zoomed in entirely on Blair—her service, her hot sucking, her sensuous mouth sliding up and down his succulent shaft. 

“...g-good girl...what a good girl...”

Snow only realized after a moment she was the one who said that.

Her fingers, pushing up inside of her cunt. Her orgasm floating right on the edge of her consciousness. She felt like a good girl. She felt like his good girl. Touching herself and watching him receive so much pleasure. His hard, hard cock serviced by his own daughter. It was so wrong, but so right. 

“...I-I’m a good girl,” she whispered, half-moaning. “...I’m a good girl...”

It felt so good to say it. To acknowledge it. To need it. 

She continued down this path for some time, chanting and moaning and touching. At some point—far too soon—he popped his cock out of Blair’s warm mouth. Snow felt electricity from her cunt as Blair whimpered and whined, lips struggling after her Daddy’s Cock. 

“B-but...” Snow groaned. “Oh, fuck, Daddy, come on, she’s...she’s...”. 

“Not finished!” Blair protested.

“Y-yeah,” said John. 

He picked up the helmet, looking down at Violet. Snow noticed for the first time, really, that another version of Violet was looking down at him. Something the tech boys had cooked up particularly for the women who put on the helmet.

You couldn’t just turn a normal woman into a sex-crazed goddess with a penchant for having as many fucking babies as possible. It created a psychotic break. They learned this the hard way. 

Women remembered their old lives and couldn’t rectify what they recalled with what they felt currently and became drooling, finger-humping fuckdolls and then Snow spent hours of every week turning off cameras and sneaking into their holding cells and finger-fucking herself as she watched their brains drool out of their mouths. 

Couldn’t have that.

So they fucked with their minds. Their memories. It was all just information. A biological hard-drive. They took all those memory points, everything that conflicted with service, and overwhelmed them with passionate, endless, romantic, needy orgasmic bliss. 

Anytime a woman was going to think of her old life, she came instead, and forgot for a while. And thanks to the biological changes the B.P.U. installed, a woman’s ability to cum was near-inexhaustible. 

The easiest way to make all this happen was to create a new template of personality—a few basic service points with a woman’s personality layered on top of it. This personality—hundreds of them—living inside each helmet. 

So, the VR-Violet looked on at John, moaning for him to fuck his daughter again. 

Meanwhile, John looked down at the real Violet. He stroked her hair and she spat at him.

“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?”

Issues. Snow snickered. What a laugh. He was six figures in debt and hadn’t told her about any of it. Snow knew his whole file. She knew about his neighbors and his other absentee adopted daughter—all of whom were essentially doomed now. 

She would make sure of it.

“Daddy?” 

Blair crawled over to him and pushed herself against his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock once more. Stroking him. Eager. Needing him to dominate. God, what a good girl. She was such a good girl.

“Ungh,” said Snow. She was so fucking wet. “Stroke him. Yeah. Show him. Show him what he can do.”

“She’ll apologize,” said Blair, “for making you doubt yourself when you put the helmet on her.”

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

“You dumb bitch,” Snow growled. “Of course that’s what he wants. That’s what they all want. You dumb bitch. You dumb bitch...”

“Look at me, Daddy.” Blair kept stroking him. “Do my eyes look empty to you?”

“No,” said Snow. “They don’t. They look so hot. So full of love. Give it to her, Daddy. Please. Please. Give her her mommy. Give to her, Daddy, fuck...” 

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

He turned back to Violet. Cock surging, dripping precum. Blair put a hand on his arm, guiding the helmet 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. 

It had happened a lot lately—but Snow came as hard as she had in her entire life. Her knees splayed out beneath her. She hit her head hard on the dashboard, leaving a bruise. 

“My life for yours,” she moaned, over and over again. “My life for yours. My life for y-yours!”

And then she came—again—watching John fuck his daughter. Popping her cherry. Then fucking his new, better wife. Then fucking both of them as much as he wanted, with no consequences—and almost certainly getting them pregnant.

Sometimes when she came she captured moments of sanity. A remembrance of her real mission. 

But this time—only she remembered was that she needed to cum more.

* * * * *
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SNOW WAS ALL FUCKED up and getting fucked-up-er. What bothered her, though, wasn’t how much she liked it. 

It wasn’t even that it was so inexplicable. She’d been practically celibate just a few months ago. 

No, what really bothered her was how much left of her there was that could be fucked up that wasn’t yet. 

Sitting in the surveillance van station with Henderson had become an exercise in her patience. She was so fucking tired of him. It was just two days since John had put the helmet on Violet. 

Snow had taken to calling it the Ascension. She had stopped visiting the girls in the lock-up in the bottom of the Facility. Cumming to John was so much fucking better. She didn’t question this. Maybe she would have if she’d ever felt in love before, or felt passion like this. But it just felt right and more right to be so smitten.

She knew—she knew the science, knew how everything worked—she knew that it was the Helmet making John bigger. Stronger. Faster. His Cock more impressive and his orgasms so full of thick, hot, yummy yum seed. But as her love grew, he changed, and so she could not help but think that her affection had something to do with his dominance.

They watched his girls Blair and Violet dote on him in the kitchen and beg for him to put the helmet back on. This was part of the programming—he wasn’t at peak efficiency yet. 

When they did, Violet rode his mammoth member and Blair knelt and licked his shaft and balls. They shared his Cock, mother and daughter doing their housely duty. 

Henderson grunted. “I thought they’d never get it back on him.”

“Well, they know what they’re doing,” said Snow.

“They do? They’re just slaves to the program. Like he’s going to be.”

“I don’t know. They seem to be...figuring it out. Like they’re aware of what’s happening. It’s a little scary.”

It’s scary, she didn’t say, because what if they don’t put it on me? What if he runs everything and I’m left out?

“It’s all for the greater good. It has to happen. If he’s going to run the neighborhood, the helmet has got to do some work on him. Make him stronger. That way, he can keep up with it all.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “But he’s only got weeks at most. And the stronger it makes him, the sooner he’ll die.”

And that—that there—was the scariest thought of all. 

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS LATER, IN the surveillance station five miles away, they watched as John pulled the helmet up off Sharon’s head.

“Well?” asked John.

Sharon was his bitch boss. Snow had expected him to seek her own and make her his. Instead, she had come to him. That was so appropriate. So right. It was the kind of thing a man like him deserved.

“I worship You, Master. You’re all that matters to me. All that ever has mattered to me. I was so wrong to treat you wrong. Please, let me suck You off and make up for it?”

The audio set-up was perfect; the video was high-definition. This was all happening in real-time. Sharon was gorgeous, blond, tight, and didn’t look a day older than twenty. 
She was one of several girls surrounding John and his massive, precum-streaming Cock. His wife and daughter attended him, as did his neighbor and her stepdaughter, and Sharon’s friend Brooke. Each was decorated in lingerie or naked, all of them wearing tall heels, and each one focused entirely on his Cock’s pleasure. 
Snow fingered herself as she watched. She wasn’t entirely subtle about it. Her hand kept deep in her lap just out of view of Henderson. He could probably infer what she did from her stance, her moaning, her sweating. She didn’t care. 

John deserved her attention. He was a Man.

“No.” He shook his head. “You earn my Cock with service.” He snapped his fingers. “I want a virgin cunt. Kelly. Here. Now.”

Henderson turned the audio of the surveillance off and turned to Snow. She licked her lips, making up audio in her head.

Give him the virgin cunt. 

Yes, yes, that’s right. That’s so right. Daddy Deserves virgin cunt.

Fuck the virgin, Daddy.

Fuck her, Daddy. 

Fuck her, Daddy!

Henderson broke her delightful mental reverie. “Huh. He didn’t fuck her after all. Kind of an asshole, isn’t he?”

“He’s an asshole because he’s not fucking her?”

Henderson shrugged. “I mean. I don’t know. This is all fucked up.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “Yes it is.”

It was so fucked up that she wasn’t there right now, helping him. What was wrong with her? It was what she wanted. 

But she knew she had a greater purpose for him. She had to help him. There had to be a way. 

His imminent death frightened her so terribly. She couldn’t stand the thought of him dying. She had gone to sleep every night for the past week with thoughts of John and his Cock. 

His Cock, inside of her.

His Cock, down her throat. 

His Cock, with her lips wrapped around it. 

His Cock, making her pregnant. 

God, wouldn’t it be a dream to be pregnant from him?

But if she became his bimbo-brained fuckdoll sexpuppet, she wouldn’t be able to figure out how to save his life. 

And she knew—from intimations, from whispers around the Facility, from intuition—that there was a method. There was something they hadn’t told her. It was shared with her in looks from other women in the Facility. 

They all knew. They knew what had to be done. She made a thousand dollars in two hours from sharing captured video of John fucking his family with the other women at the Facility. She could have made more, but then she thought it was more right that they watch it than it was for her to profit from it. 

She wanted them to watch. 

She taught girls how to sneak into the holding cells to look at the bimbos held captive there. To look and to touch and to touch themselves. She was not surprised to learn, while chatting happily with them, that a few girls had already circumvented the security tapes more than a week prior—it was just the same loop of 72 hours of footage, played over and over again. Anyone could go in at any time. They all did. 

It was like something in the air, only it wasn’t. She hadn’t been in the range of John’s overpowering manly scent even once. The cells in the Facility were climate-controlled and vented out miles away. 

It was something like an atmosphere, only made of orgasms and arousal. A psychosphere of bliss. An orgasmosphere of worship and service and need shared by all the women in the Facility. They had locked into something by cumming to John, cumming to the women in the Facility. Cumming at all in this proximity tied them all together. 

Maybe it was even Snow’s first cum in the Facility—after seeing her first transformation—that bound them all together. A power unlocked by the helmet that they didn’t know about—tapping into the reserves of the human brain and spilling out into the brains of all the women. They looked to Snow as a leader—their chaplain, leading the charge out in the world. She was the one on the ground, after all. She was the one watching John. 

She couldn’t let them down. 

And it wasn’t just the women, either. The men were affected too. Henderson was affected. Snow was practically gyrating in her chair and touching herself while she un-subtly whispered John’s praises and Henderson said nothing, protested nothing. Didn’t even make some jackass snide comment. He sat, passive, waiting for permission to mention it. 

Like a fucking pussy. 

What a wimp. She despised him.

On the screen she watched her Man stand up, jacking himself in front of the kneeling pair of Rosie and Sharon. They watched as he teased them with his cock.

“You want to hear the audio?”

Henderson’s dumb, whiny voice grated at her. He just wanted to hear the sound of women happy. A foreign sound to him to be sure.

Snow tsked. “Don’t be ridiculous. You know what he’s saying. Teasing them with it. And he’s just going to give it to...see?”

As they watched, he pulled Violet down and fucked her mouth and throat, emptying himself into her.

“And now Brooke,” said Snow. “You see? He’s like a machine. He has to make his mark. Leave his traces everywhere. He's s-such a...s-such a...fucking machine...”

She pulled at her collar. Her cheeks were flushed. Her fingers dove deeper into her skirt.

“You okay?” Henderson asked finally. 

“Of course. Don’t be ridiculous. There? You see?” 

John had started fucking Brooke. In the throes of his lust, he had pulled Sharon and Rosie both over to kiss them deeply. 

“This has all gone exactly as predicted.” She shook her head. “And it's clear it's out of control. We have to stop him.”

“Stop him how?”

“We have to stop him from dying, idiot. He’s too precious. Look at what he can do.”

“But that’s not...they all die. The men have to die.”

She followed her intuition now. First, she made sure that the video was recording so she could watch it later and do her proper worship. Then she turned to Henderson. 

He knew something. She knew he did. She could sense it, feel it in the Orgasmosphere in the same way she could feel the pulses of heat from the cumming pussies of all of John’s girls miles away. 

Henderson could help her—help John.

That was so important. 

Snow began to unbutton her blouse. “You don’t have to be so cagey with me, you know.”

“What are you doing?”

“You can tell me the truth.” She undid the last button. “He doesn’t have to die, does he?”

“I...I...fuck. Did those used to be that big?”

They didn’t. Something was changing her. They were full of yummy milk lately. She didn’t know how and she didn’t care. 

“Aren’t they pretty? Don’t you like my pretty tits? Don’t they fuck with your head?”

His hands had gone down to his sides. He just stared, slack-jawed, at her breasts. 

“Y-yes. Y-yeah. Yeah.”

“Say it. Say you like my pretty, pretty tits.”

“I like—I love your pretty, pretty tits.”

“You want to touch them.”

“I wanna touch them.”

His mouth sounded like it had mothballs in it. He was so captivated.

“You want to listen to them.”

“Wanna listen.”

“You’re so fucked for them.”

“Fucked.”

“You’re a dummy for my titties.”

“Dummy.”

“You need my titties.”

“Need ‘em.”

“So fucked. So fucked for me.”

“So fucked.”

“You’ll give up everything for my tits.”

“E-everything.”

“Your life. Your hopes and dreams. Don’t matter.”

“Don’t matter.”

“You just want tits.”

“Wanna. Tits. Want.”

His eyes were blank. Fixated. She knew she had him captured. His pathetic bulge angled stupidly inside his tacky pants.

“That’s right. Now, does John have to die?”

“N-no. It’s a failsafe. Stuper...ugh. Super studs. Fucking everything. Dangerous. Death on a timer is the fix.”

“Somewhere there’s a better version of the mutagen, hmm? Something that wouldn’t kill him?”

“Y-yes. Dangerous. Keep it on lowest levels. Tits. Tits. Need tits. Have to...have to cum...cummm...”

“Very well,” said Snow. “I’ll allow it. Close your eyes and cum thinking about my tits.” Her voice became harsh. “But if you fucking look at me, maggot, I will be very cross.”

* * * * *
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A FEW SHARED GLANCES at the Facility was all it took. 

The women she saw along the way—and there were ten of them—were all in the best shape of their lives. Over the past several days, fat had melted off them. Their bodies becoming more toned, more decorative. Snow’s red hair, formally so dark it was almost brunette, had become a burning blaze of red to contrast with her bright blue eyes. Her skin was clearer, her nipples more sensitive, her pussy on fire all the time. 

She knew it was the same for the other women at the Facility. None of them were on par with the girls who had been transformed—without the mutagen, their bodies could only do so much—but absolutely they were becoming the best versions of themselves that their biology would allow. They looked like track stars, like Olympic athletes—although busty ones. 

The one area that Snow had gained weight had been her tits. The lactation explained that. A hormonal response telling her to prepare for nursing. She couldn’t wait. The milk was delicious. She’d fed herself with it over the past couple of days and had been completely satiated.

Together, they marched past guards who could barely stand they were so fucking turned on by the sight of them. This beautiful march of women in tight, tiny skirts and high heels, half-unbuttoned blouses and sweaters, and designer jackets. They unlocked the cell doors and let all the mindfucked, transformed prisoners free.

Snow kissed one for a long time. Tasted her milk on her lips. An hour or more passed—just being kissed by this goddess, pushed into a corner, sharing the Orgasmosphere with her and feeling her cum and her own cums and the cums of all the girls in the Facility all at once, crescendoing and melding and melting with one another. 

Some girls began taking turns on the prototype B.P.U. left in the Facility, transforming themselves. The temptation was so great that Snow nearly did it herself—but for two reasons.

One—she wanted, she needed John to do that to her. 

Two—and more importantly—she had to save John. 

With the prisoners escaped and all the women in the Facility on her side, there was no one left to guard the lowest levels of the Facility. Alarms rang for about an hour before the girls turned them off. 

Accessing the mutagen was easy after that. It was kept in a locked container attached to the wall, but numerous girls had already given up the code to her, each desperate for a favor from the “One Who Would Save Him.” From Snow. From their leader in their cause.

Snow’s hand grasped the cold cylinder containing the mutagen—the pure power of masculinity practically vibrating inside. She felt a hot, urgent need to suckle its big girth and shove it down her throat in supplication that she only just resisted. 

Again, her willpower saved her. She was so strong—she had to be strong for John. So instead, she transported it into a metal case and walked out, mind brimming with holy purpose.

* * * * *
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SHE RETURNED TO THE surveillance station just to get a read on what John was doing. She didn’t want to interrupt him. She didn’t want to be rude. 

God, what a nightmare, to be rude to the Man Himself after all the work she’d done to be good to him. 

No, she had to make sure everything was perfect. She had to make sure she was perfect. That’s why, beneath the designer trench coat she wore, trimmed with fur, she wore nothing on her utterly-toned, completely-tight body except for lingerie and heels. Her pale skin shone in the blue light of the many screens. 

Henderson was there, of course. She’d told him to stay, and he had obeyed, like the good simple idiot he was. 

When she returned, he immediately dropped down and twisted his hands over his lap, desperately needing to stroke himself at the sight of her. What a maggot. Snow’s heavy, lovely tits filled out the tight coat perfectly, even with not a shred of their succulent flesh being visible with the coat buttoned. 

“I-I’ve been watching,” he said. “Like you said.”

“Good. And?” 

“This is getting out of hand,” said Henderson. “With just one helmet, I think it's overcompensating.”

Snow nodded. “Y-yeah.”

She stuttered because she saw John fucking a girl through a wall. Just fucking her hard, into the wall—and then suddenly so hard that the plaster gave out. It didn’t slow him down. God, he was so fucking hot. She wanted to feel that. He started to choke the girl beneath him. 

Ungh.

“I think all the helmets together, they put a limit on who had them. Like different points of a net. The power was distributed. But with just one in operation...he's taking over the whole thing.”

“Yeah he is.”

Snow didn’t care about most of what he said. The other members of John’s harem ran to him, falling upon him, giving him everything he deserved. Worshiping him. Moaning in his ear. Their tits leaking milk all over his body. Violet and Blair’s hands landed on the throat of the girl he fucked and helped him choke her. 

Ungh. That was so fucking hot! What good girls they were!

Snow fingered herself as she watched. Trying not to get too carried away. 

It was hard not to get carried away. The smell was all over the town these days. It got stronger here, even miles away from John’s house. All the women in the area must be producing it. The Facility had been full of it. Everyone connected in the Orgasmosphere, producing pheromones of lust and need and just just just for John John John. 

Ungh. 

Just like He. Fucking. Deserves. 

The smell made it hard to think. Hard to slow down. Hard not to cum. 

She heard Henderson open his mouth, an intake of breath.

“Shut up, okay?” she snapped. “Or I won’t let you watch me anymore.”

“Y-yes ma’am,” he whimpered.

She smiled with satisfaction at his beta-male, simple-minded obedience. She knew he was consumed with arousal for her but couldn’t get hard. She knew he probably didn’t understand. 

Snow understood. Only Men got Hard. And only one Man existed—and that was John. 

Everyone else was a pretender. 

Snow watched, the dummy behind her close to tears, while she came and came again and moaned her Master’s name. 

* * * * *
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“HOW AM I GOING TO DIE?” asked John. “I feel better than I ever have?”

Several girls—five of them, in fact—held Snow tight. 

In retrospect, running full-speed at John and screaming that his life was in danger was indeed a great way to get his attention, but also a poor way to get her point across. 

The problem was that all these women were so fucking hot. That was what Snow kept thinking about again and again as she approached John’s enclave. Every woman there was gorgeous—beyond gorgeous—and all of them vied for his attention and called his name and begged him for favors as he passed. 

She had to make him see. 

So, now, she was forced on her knees—where she was very happy to be, in front of him—her face held firm and looking up at her Man, her Everything, her John by six of his closest girls. 

They were in his new enclave in the biggest house in the neighborhood. He had taken it over only recently. The previous owners weren’t good enough to serve him so they were gone now. Snow was supposed to report acts of violence so the Facility could cover them up—but of course she just covered it up by herself and didn’t bother to make a report. Who cared about unworthy beings anyway? 

Their house was lovely, at least. Vaulted ceilings and marble floors, beautiful furniture that was now largely broken by furious fucking. They were in a massive sitting room with glass walls, John holding court on a throne built from several luxury mattresses. 

His two favorites—Violet and Blair—remained at his side. Moaning against him. Gyrating. Whispering. Stroking his Massive Cock. Drool spilled from Snow’s mouth as she watched them, watched him. 

“The helmet,” she explained quickly. Her voice was slurred slightly by the excess saliva coating her tongue and lips. “The helmet injected you with a mutagen. It changed you. Made you more like how you are.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” said Violet. “How could anyone possibly change our Man? He’s so strong. He’s beyond the influence or control of anyone.”

As she spoke, she luxuriated in long, soulful strokes of his massive cock. Her sultry voice echoing down the deep canals of her tits as they spilled milk down his chest. Even Snow felt persuaded, though she knew all the facts of the situation.

“Yeah,” said John. “Explain that. How would anyone control me? Least of all a little thing like you.” He smiled. “Even if you are a sexy babe. I think I’ll put the helmet on you and then see what you have to say.”

He thought she was sexy. Oh god. That was so good. Her pussy vibrated with the need to cum, hips gyrating against air. Her pussy muscles squeezing against nothing. Next to her, holding her, the bodies of the gorgeous angels felt so wonderful.  

But she had to concentrate—focus! 

“Violet is amazing. Wonderful. Beautiful.” 

As Snow said this, Violet nodded and stroked her husband even more. This did not help the drooling of Snow’s pussy or her mouth. 

“But,” said Snow, “she’s compromised. She’s...”

How to say this?

How to say, I’m sorry, but your wife who you thought you mindfucked was actually mindfucked by the helmet you put on her, and she’s now designed to keep you fucking until you die, which means that to keep you away from seeking out a cure for your fatal condition, she is both positively irresistible and intrinsically believes that nothing can ever harm you? So, she’ll keep persuading you away from seeking help forever to continue to balance her own fragile, fucked psyche. 

Snow cleared her throat. “She’s just mistaken. E-everyone dies eventually, right?”

“Not John,” said Violet. “Not Master. Not our Daddy.”

Violet took her daughter’s mouth and guided its willing, needy wetness down on John’s cock. She stroked him with Blair’s skull now, cooing in appreciation at the thick bulge inside Blair’s tiny throat.

“Please. Listen. Everyone dies eventually. But you’re right! John doesn’t have to.”

“How do you mean?” asked Violet.

“I mean...” it all came to Snow at once. “The mutagen that changed you, Sir. It was incomplete. There’s something in it that could make you immortal. Make you forever. Make you our God. You wouldn’t need the helmet anymore unless you just enjoyed what it can do.”

He considered for a moment, after taking a long look at Violet’s perfect, milk-leaking tits spilling down across Blair’s face.

“Show me the mutagen.”

One of his girls passed John the case. He broke the lock off with his index finger and thumb and held the canister in his hand. Thinking. Considering. Cumming down Blair’s throat. 

Coinciding with his every orgasm—which were frequent—were orgasms from his girls. Snow heard them moan, heard their tight bodies clenching and squishing and dripping around her. 

“Immortal, huh?”

“Practically omnipotent,” said Snow. “We don’t even know what it can make you do yet. But I promise it will be even better than it is now.”

Violet seemed concerned. “Darling, I’m not sure...” 

“Gosh,” Snow pounced. “Violet, I thought your man could handle anything. Are you really saying he’s not strong enough for some silly chemical?”

“Of course not.” Violet’s eyes flashed with anger. “I just...I just want him to be able to enjoy it properly, that’s all.”

John twisted the vial open, revealing a syringe with a bright green substance inside. He looked at it, suspicious, for several moments—for so long that Snow began to doubt he would take it at all. Then he shrugged and handed it to Violet. 

Violet with all her might could not insert it inside John’s skin. He had to take over, pushing it deep into his thigh. 

The change was immediate. John was already huge, handsome, impressively built. But nonetheless, he grew. His commanding height pushed outward to something beyond seven feet tall. He stretched, thrashing on the throne, cumming as he did. The women sprayed by his cum fell to the ground in helpless orgasm. The women holding Snow were sprayed, releasing her, and she knelt, tongue wagging, aching to feel his seed spread across her body to no avail. 

He growled, shoving Blair and then Violet onto his spurting Cock, filling their mouths and throats with his endless load. He grabbed another woman—was it Sharon? Someone else?—and bent her over nearly backwards with one massive arm, fucking her brutally and emptying inside her slick wet needy cunt in just a few hard strokes. 

He needed to breed. Needed to give these women his seed. 

Finally his gaze turned on to Snow. Her orgasm couldn’t contain itself anymore. Juts his gaze—the gaze of this God—sent her over.

“Come here,” he said to Snow.

Before, she could resist. Before, she could rationalize.

There was none of that now.

His Voice was her Will.

If a crawl could be both seductive and a run, that is what Snow did then. Rushing to him in placation. She had so many plans—to worship him with her mouth, to stroke him, to urge him—but he had other ideas. 

He pushed her down and shoved her underneath his massive-and-growing-larger frame. All that weight crushing her, pinning her—and yet somehow making her feel so safe. 

“O-oh god,” she groaned, as his Cockhead pushed against her cunt. “Oh, oh my god. I don’t—will it fit?”

It did, though it felt like it would split her apart. She felt her body shifting, organs moving from the power of his masculinity—reforming herself to fit Him and only Him. 

He ruined her for anyone else. 

She felt his cum spraying against her body, inside of her, right away. He powered inside of her. The orgasms were immediate and constant. Tight, forever-unraveling balls of pleasure spreading electricity to every atom inside of her. She felt her already rather-melted brains melting further. She babbled and moaned. 

“Oh my love my God my everything oh my god my GOD Master yes yes Master Daddy yes!”

Every girl present begged for his cum, and there were so many girls there. More redheads like her. Dark-haired sultry goddesses like Violet—that was the most common. But also Asians and Latinas, black girls and blondes, pixie-like busty babes with pink hair. Decorations for every occasion. They all joined in unison, needing the same thing. Joined in the orgasmosphere—stronger than ever now that John could feel it with them, could control it, could influence it thanks to his exposure to the prime mutagen. 

“Fuck. Her. Please!” they moaned together. “Cum. In her. Please!”

Each and every word punctuated by orgasm after orgasm, waves and waves of sensual, mind-bending heat erasing all thinking. They operated with a singular, needy, desperate Will to Love and Obey. 

He slammed Snow down again and again, driving into her. 

“Fucking own you,” he growled. “I fucking own all of you. You belong to me.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’re my property.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’re my fuckdoll.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’ll be my fucking wife. You’re so fucking hot.”

“Y-yes, Master! Please! Please make me one of your wives!”

He came again—for the dozenth time—filling her needy pussy with even more of his virile seed. She felt her mind blinking on and off. Pleasure whiting out her existence. 

Somewhere in the sexual fracas, a helmet was put over her head. It changed almost nothing. She loved him. She served him. She felt the absence of some memories—useless things that got in the way. 

When the helmet was all the way off, she was on his lap—his massive, titanic lap—across from Violet. The two of shared knowing smiles and also sneered together at the gathered girls not yet touching his Cock. Snow could feel already the new life brimming inside her obviously pregnant body. 

Together, she and Violet slid Blair’s moaning, needy mouth up and down her father’s Cock. She was such a good cocksucking doll.

“It’s really happened,” Snow moaned, admiring his majesty. “You are complete.”

“No.” He shook his head. “I still need Isabel. But then...then, the two of you will serve me like real wives should.”

Snow understood immediately. It wasn’t just hot talk while he fucked her. She would be a wife. Cumming, trembling, she choked his daughter harder on his Cock—pushing Blair further down and not letting up—and thanked him over and over.

Calling him Daddy.

Calling him Master.

Calling him her God.

* * * * *
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“Y-YOU GOT HERE EARLY,” said Henderson.

Snow barely registered his presence in the van. It was so small in here now. She’d become so much taller over the last few days. 

Henderson was like a walking pile of trash to her. That he was this close was offensive. Didn’t he understand she was Chosen? That she was a wife? What a complete fool. What a maggot. Righteous rage filled her.

He probably had some plan. He looked determined. Maybe he thought he could stop John somehow, stop the helmet. Snow nearly giggled—as if anyone could stop John. As if he even needed the helmet anymore. 

“Yes,” she said, dismissive. “I just uploaded a virus to sabotage every other helmet in distribution.”

“Y-you did?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “They'll all be subservient to Master's now. He'll have the only helmet in existence. Isn't that wonderful?”

She turned to look at him, disgust on her face. 

A growing, burning part of her—cultivated by long talks with Isabel, with Isabel’s fingers deep inside Snow’s scintillating hot cunt—enjoyed the despair on Henderson’s face.

Maybe he wasn’t walking trash after all. Maybe she had a purpose for him. Maybe she could enjoy what she saw now. 

“Shouldn't you like, I don't know. Find a bridge to jump off or something?”

His face told her that he knew she was right. There was no place for him anymore. Henderson gulped. 

Snow strutted outside—everything for her was a strut now. She had embraced her femininity, embraced the pure sexual power of her being. 

John was there, waiting with Isabel in one hand—his fingers firmly planted up inside the tight cheeks of her ass, lifting her onto his gigantic body. Snow strutted happily to John and he swept her up in his arms, kissing her long and hard and forceful. He loved her. Almost as much as he loved Isabel, and that was saying something. She felt so honored by his love. So treasured. 

She looked at Henderson and something wicked and dark stirred within her. All that time she had been spending with Isabel. Whenever Isabel watched John fuck or be sucked by another girl, she just whispered dark, evil, awful shit in his ear. It was catching, watching someone so beautiful be so sadistic and pain-crazy. 

“Please, Master,” she whispered. Isabel urged against her—excited, already knowing what she would say. “Please, go hurt him for me?”

Isabel giggled with excitement, loving her fuck-sister-wife’s outlook. “Yeah, Daddy,” she said. “Do it. Do it for her.”

John needed little encouragement. He did not like the people from the Facility at all.

“Hey, little man. Remember when you were going to kill me?”

John thumped down to the still-open entrance of the station and ripped away part of the ceiling in an explosion of brick and mortar. He leaned down over Henderson’s whimpering, shivering body. 

“O-oh god...”

John flexed, ripping his shirt. Snow came.

“Run.”

Snow, held tight between Isabel and Violet, with her new family whispering and grinding against her—orgasmed again and again as she watched John hunt down just one of many offenders to his masculine divinity.
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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
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Bully Worship – Obeying the Jock

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

The Bimbo Fix – His Home Life

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

Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership

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

The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

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

Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic

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

The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend

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

Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties

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

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

Bimbo Beach – The Bundle

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

Taboo Desires – A Bundle

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

The Bimbo Fix Bundle 

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

Gang Desires – A Bundle

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

Overflowing Desires – A Bundle

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

Just 18 Desires

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

Fertile Desires – A Bundle

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

Harem Dreams – A Bundle

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

Cult of Lust – A Bundle

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

Alpha Male Dreams—A Bundle

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

Virtual Meeting – The Series

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

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

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

Frisky Dreams – A Bundle

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