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W
 ANT 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.




Samuel fucked his young wives in the bedroom of his house for the first and last time. There three of them in all, all of them completely devoted to his mood, to his needs, to his delight. They needed him more than they needed anything—
 more than they needed to breathe or eat or drink water, they needed to serve their Husband.

All four of them were in his massive double-king-sized bed. An impressive, visionary Master like Samuel needed a huge bed, as Eliana well knew, and though she hadn’t picked out the sheets or the mattress herself, she also knew she wouldn’t and couldn’t have made a different decision about them. Samuel Decided. Daddy Decided. Master Decided. Good wives did what their MasterDaddies told them to do.

Outside, Josephine—the spare wife, who they had stolen from another Master—fingered herself and listened at the door. Only Samuel’s best
 wives were allowed in.

Samuel was inside of the young Cindy—the youngest of the three by far, just barely legal—slowly sliding in and out with his big, strong hands holding her by the hips to guide and steer her as she came again and again with every last stroke. Her young body flushed, contorted, shivering and quivering in ecstasy, biting into the sheets and pillows to mute her screams because it turned their Master on to see her try and fail to somehow hold onto a semblance of control.

Kenza, blonde and gorgeous and so statuesque she seemed almost carved out of pure white marble at times, kissed and moaned and prayed over Samuel’s masterfully huge cock as it entered and exited from Cindy’s tight young cunt. Her tongue dragged the shaft, her lips sucking at their joining, her needy pussy grinding hard into Cindy’s side.

Eliana was at Samuel’s side, where she belonged, his First Wife, kissing and moaning and cooing and urging him on. Grinding her own pussy into his
 side, so he could feel how wet just watching him fuck another woman got her. Pushing at his hips when he pushed into Cindy so he could know how badly it excited her to feel him utterly control the body of a mind-controlled slavewife.

Eliana, a bit unlike Cindy and Kenza, was perfectly aware she was being mind controlled. She was perfectly aware that Samuel had ruined her life, ruined her for anyone else, ruined any dreams she may have had of fame and fortune as a supermodel. She knew that Samuel had transformed her entirely into a glory-seeking, vainglorious, haughty wifepet who existed purely to make his Cock Hard.

And she loved it. She loved being it, she loved knowing it, and she loved not being able to stop it. It was her whole fucking life and she never, ever
 wanted it to end.

It was the first time he fucked them in the bed because the gorgeous blond Kenza and the delectably busty Cindy had only really become his wives in the past twenty-four hours. Samuel had brought them both into his home to brainwash them completely. Eliana was supposed to assist. It had been going beautifully with Cindy, who took to the brainwashing and re-conditioning like an absolutely good girl.

She begged for it even still now that she was completely mindfucked, licking the special headset Samuel had perfected to make her Daddy hard and to convince him to wipe her mind again and again and fill it only with pure, dreamy thoughts of his virile white seed and his big, gorgeous Cock.

But, before everyone had been properly brainwashed, Kenza had escaped, trying to take Cindy and Eliana with her. Kenza, silly girl, had resisted
 . Kenza—even sillier
 —had thought somehow Eliana had wanted to get away.

Eliana’s mind was far too fucked to let that happen. And she loved
 her fucked mind. She loved
 that she was brainwashed. She loved
 that she was nothing more than a happy, giggly, sexy trophy for her man.

During the escape attempt, Kenza had explained Eliana’s old life to her—she was a model. A famous one. Cindy was her model girlfriend. Kenza was her modeling rival
 . Samuel, it seemed, had a thing
 for models—and he was trying to brainwash them to prove his worth in the town.

The more high-profile captures he had, the more he could charge for his services, and the more money he could bring into the town. The higher their status
 would be.

Kenza found this disgusting; Eliana found it mouth-watering and pussy-moistening. Her man was so
 strong and handsome and smart to come up with such an amazing plan! He would make their status so fucking important and respected in the town!

And he Deserved
 . God, what he Deserved! He Deserved so much.

He Deserved Kenza
 . Worshiping his Cock. Slaving over it with those beautiful lips. Slobbering over it like she was right now in the bedroom, making out with Cindy’s clit with her lips and tongue brushing on top of his enormous, thick-headed Cock while Eliana whispered soft, urgent, needy thoughts in her DaddyHusband’s ear.

So, of course, during the escape, Eliana had re-fucked Kenza’s head. Kenza had taken the special headset Samuel used to brainwash his girls, probably as evidence of his “wrongdoing.” Eliana had slipped it back on Kenza’s head and made her believe all
 the values and principles that a good
 slave bimbo wife did.

But it was also the last
 time he would fuck his girls in his bed like this. He had already shot his load into Cindy multiple times—marking her as his, emptying his virile seed into her hyper-fertile womb. Part of the program that Samuel put his girls on was a strict regimen of pills, all of which improved fertility, bone health, hair growth, and skin shine.

Eliana had benefited so much from it. She wished she could find out where he kept the pills so she take extra big doses to make herself even more perfect for him. That was probably why he kept it secret.

Kenza’s turn was next. Fucking her would be a real
 treat for Samuel. She had resisted so
 much. She had tried taking Eliana and Cindy away from him! It would be such a beautiful piece of justice for Samuel to fuck her full of his seed until she couldn’t possibly
 belong to anyone but him.

But, he was hesitant. Eliana had to convince
 him. Men were coming tomorrow to take Kenza away from him. They would
 have taken Cindy too, but Samuel had already cum in her. Imprinting her with his seed. She wouldn’t be loyal to anyone else from now on. She’d always need Samuel.

Eliana knew this, because he had done that to Eliana
 as well. Shortly after completely fucking up her fragile, shattered psyche, he made his Cock and Seed the only things that made her whole
 .

He was so clever like that. Now he forever had a pair of supermodel fuckpets to do with as he pleased.

But he had been told by his “superiors” in the town—a term which Eliana would never understand, no one was superior to Samuel—that he would have to give up his unclaimed property.

Which is why, as Kenza and Cindy dutifully worshiped his Cock with their mouths, Eliana stroked his chest and urged him to claim Kenza.

“It’s just...you could have
 her, darling,” she moaned. “You could have
 her, forever, and you deserve
 her.”

“It’s not that simple, babe.” He had long pauses between several words as Cindy came and Kenza’s tongue lashed around his turgidity. “If it was, Christ, god, that’s good...if it was that simple, I’d own fifteen
 of you.”

That thought delighted Eliana. Fifteen or more. Twenty-five. One hundred. Why not? He could handle
 it. And she could run
 it all for him.

She put her hand against Kenza’s mouth, pushing hard. Cindy got the idea and slid away, eagerness replacing the vapid stare of her “Getting-Fucked” state. She quickly arranged herself so that she was next to Kenza on Samuel’s Cock, kissing obediently  but whispering little thoughts of worship while she pushed with Eliana—guiding Kenza’s head up and down her Master’s Cock.

Cindy couldn’t stop whispering thoughts of adoration:

You’re the Best, Samuel.

You’re so Strong, Samuel.

I’m so lucky to have you as a Husband, Master.

I Love You, Husband.

“It’s just...you’re so strong
 , Samuel,” Eliana whispered. “You deserve
 Kenza. You deserve
 Cindy. You deserve
 me. Shouldn’t you have all of us? Shouldn’t you have more
 of us?”

He looked at her steadily, the desire clear in his eyes. “I know what you’re doing, Eliana.”

“And yet you’re not stopping me. Gosh, Samuel. You could with just one
 word. Isn’t that interesting
 ? It’s like you want
 me to do it. It’s like I can’t help but do everything
 that you want
 me to do.”

“Ugh.”

Cindy popped Kenza’s mouth off his cock and guided the blonde’s tits upward—smooshing his heavy, dense Cock between his own abdomen and Kenza’s tits and mouth. Cindy pushed and pulled Kenza up and down. Kenza, who could barely speak she was so fucking turned on and newly brainwashed. Kenza, who couldn’t even make words
 —completely controlled by other mind-controlled girls as she worked up and down on her new Master’s Cock.

“You could just take
 her forever.”

Cindy agreed. “You can do anything
 , Master.”

“You’ll make the money back. You don’t have
 to sell her. There’s all kinds of ways we can keep the house. With the three of us on your side, who would be able to deny that you’re at Magnus level? That you’re at Elysian
 ?”

Eliana barely knew what an Elysian was or really what it meant. What she did know was that it was at the top and so she wanted it for herself.

“Fuck. God. The two of you...three of you...you’re so hot...”

Eliana softly pushed Samuel back on the bed and all the girls rearranged themselves accordingly. She nodded to Cindy, who smiled and positioned Kenza so that the blonde started to ride Samuel’s Cock. They took it slow, giving him plenty of time to refuse—but he did not.

Cindy snuggled up next to Samuel on one side and Eliana on the other. They murmured and moaned and cooed in his ear while his massive cock thrust deep into Kenza’s waiting, tight pussy again and again.

“You’re the Man
 , Samuel.” Cindy’s hands all up in Eliana’s hair and on Kenza, guiding her.

“You’re our
 Man.” Eliana stroking his chest and kissing him over and over.

“We’re so Lucky we’re yours.”

“We’re so blessed
 to be yours.”

“We’re so deeply lucky to know You.”

“We’re so deeply blessed
 to experience this.”

“Kenza is so lucky to be on Your Cock.”

“She can’t stop cumming. She’ll never
 stop cumming now that she’s yours.”

“She’ll cum again and again and again and it will be because of you.”

“Because our beauty, and our bodies, and our minds, and our souls...”

They finished together. “Belong entirely to you.”

Samuel could hold it in no longer. Looking up at Kenza’s pristinely tiny, slender body. Her gorgeous face so contorted with ecstasy. Powering his hips upwards, nearly knocking her into the ceiling fan, he came in her.

He marked her.

There was no turning back now. The air felt like it swept out of the room as they all came down. Eliana and Cindy had cum spectacularly, seeing their MasterHusband come into another girl—they always came when they saw that because they were Good Wives.

They took several minutes to kiss and coo and mew over one another before Samuel finally pinned Eliana underneath him—hard again, and ready to take his first wife.

“So,” he said to Eliana. “I take it you have some kind of plan?”

* * * * *
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L
 ATER THAT MORNING
 , she walked through the town briskly and deliberately—or at least, as briskly and deliberately as her outfit would allow.

She wore preposterously tall heels that were designed to only work on a tall, tight frame like hers. They were strappy and shiny matte white leather, criss-crossing over her feet up to her ankles in an elaborate design in order to draw more eyes on every part of her. Her legs were bare otherwise—it was a cheery summer day, perfect for cheery summer skirts—leading up to the girlish pleated edge of her tight a-frame partly-sheer skirt. The top she wore was barely buttoned, a sleeveless wide-necked blouse that drew all eyes to her immaculately shiny cleavage and the full-erotic display of her shining, prominent clavicles.

She carried with her an over-sized designer bag; it didn’t quite go with the outfit—a true shame—but it was the only one she had that could carry what she needed. She’d drain Samuel’s accounts later for an entire collection of Hermes and Gucci accessories to take care of any new incumbent storage issues.

Cindy walked with her, happily decked out in an ultra-tight blue summer dress, the cut deeply revealing down her bountiful chest. Stretchy and clingy fabric did nothing to hide the tight thinness of her overtly sexy frame. Her heels were just as tall as Eliana’s, which—even with as much as Eliana loved
 Cindy—lent to a satisfied sneer on Eliana’s face as they walked because Eliana’s stride was just that much longer. Cindy might have been the newer
 Wife, but Eliana was taller.

That would mean eyes would always
 go on her first, no matter how big Cindy’s tits were.

Eliana no longer had the faculties for any kind of elaborate deception, nor did she have the intelligence of the town’s workings to organize any kind of masterful ruse. All she had—all she needed—was supreme dedication to her Husband’s Supremacy.

She loved him so
 fucking much. She knew he Deserved it all.

They strutted, arm in arm, down the street and toward the edge of town. Cindy’s heavy tits pushed frequently into Eliana’s arm, which kept the two young stunners permanently aroused. They walked with wet pussies just like Good Wives should.

Back at home, Samuel recuperated from the morning’s joyfully fertile jaunts with Josephine and Kenza, both of his young new wives doing everything they could to impress upon them their worth. Kenza, so much more gloriously hot than Josephine, would likely quickly outpace the merely-comely girl in no time at all. Eliana’s heart fluttered with excitement thinking about it. Soon, all three of them would be able to bark orders at Josephine, knowing that as just some Neophyte-transfer
 wife, she would never hold a candle to the hotness that the three of them possessed as naturally-made Elysian
 girls.

She would be their punching bag for years and years until the hours and hours of service and humiliation would finally tire her out to the point that her body simply quit—or she became so ragged and ugly that Samuel wanted to get rid of her. Or maybe Samuel would feel vicious one day and want to turn the figurative
 punching bag into a literal
 one. Whatever it was, Eliana was sure she would enjoy it. She would kiss his knuckles afterward and assure him he did the right thing. That’s what a Good Wife did.

They passed a school yard on the way where cheerleaders were practicing in a big crowd of pom poms and skirts and thigh-high socks..

So far, Eliana had not seen many children in the town. She had seen plenty of pregnant women, and lots of beautiful young barely-legal women dressed
 like they were younger. It was strange, then, to see a school at all.

She supposed the town must
 have children somewhere, unless they were all ferried away somewhere so that the majority of the men could live their lives in a sex-filled dreamscape with no responsibilities.

A chain-link fence separated the sidewalk and the field. Eliana and Cindy stopped to watch the practice for a little while, transfixed by what they saw. 

The girls wore tiny skirts and tops so tight they looked sprayed on. Each one was assuredly eighteen, some even may have been older—but all were blessed with gorgeous womanly curves and long hair and amazing racks.

They cheered in hot, intricate formations, tossing each other dozens of feet in the air with what appeared to be no effort at all. Limbs and hair flipped every which way.

While they practiced, one man looked on. He wore a dark baseball cap and sat in a lawn chair. A gorgeous girl—she looked far too young
 to properly be called a woman—orchestrated practice around him. The only thing distinguishing her from the rest of the cheerleaders was the clipboard in her hands and the fact that she sat on the man’s lap with his Cock pushing deep up into her pussy from behind as they watched the cheerleaders perform.

The coach noticed Cindy and Eliana after a while. Eliana saw—with immense satisfaction—that the two of them standing together with smiles and wonder on their faces made him cum almost immediately
 inside his assistant, when watching the routine had not.  

“Do you girls want to be cheerleaders too?” the coach called to them, after recovering for a moment. “We could always use more girls.”

“No thanks,” said Eliana. “We’re deeply happy with our Husband.”

“So were they,” the assistant nodded, readjusting her skirt. Seed dripped down her legs. “So was I, as a matter of fact.”

“He’s not your original Husband?”

“Yes? No? I don’t know anymore. I don’t really care, all because he wants me not to. In a town full of mind-controlling hunks...the best girls belong to whoever has the balls to take them. He’s admitted being surprised to me how few people actually stood in his way.”

Eliana tugged Cindy along. She was more confident than ever in her little plan.

“B-but...” Cindy whimpered, still staring at the show. “We could put on a show
 for him...”

“I’ll have Samuel buy you a cheerleading outfit soon.”

* * * * *
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T
 HE HOUSE AT THE EDGE
 of town belonged to the Strikers—the top family in the entire town. The acreage it was on was isolated from the rest of the community, kept apart and on top of a hill overlooking the road that led into the city center.

Mr. Striker answered the door.

“What are you doing here?”

Eliana and Cindy preened under his gaze. “We’re here to make peace, Mr. Striker.”

Cindy nodded, continuing. “Samuel thought it would be such
 a good idea if you knew that you and he were on the same side.”

“Yes,” said Eliana. “We just didn’t want there to be any
 hard feelings between the two of you.”

“A peace offering, hm?”

He ogled Eliana up and down, and then Cindy, and then Eliana again. Eliana could not help but feel a dash of pride that she felt his eyes twice. She was made to be looked at. She existed only
 for Samuel, of course—but drawing the gaze of other men helped him in many ways. It distracted them, made their minds soft and made them easy to manipulate. It also added to his status—when other
 men wanted to be
 Samuel, it meant he
 was more powerful.

Stepping to one side, Mr. Striker let them into the house.

“Hannah is in the back, suntanning. She’s got a gorgeous tan already, as you know. Better than yours. But she likes to maintain. You’ll learn what it means to maintain, the longer you’re in this town.”

Eliana could feel his eyes crawling over her trim, fit body as she passed him. They walked into a small parlor with red sofas and tall bookshelves. Eliana took her time, absorbing everything. The vaulted ceilings. The old volumes bound in leather on the shelves. The crystal chandelier. It was elegant, in a way, but almost a bit too much of a put-on. Her placements would be classier. More refined. Steeped in regality.

“So.” Mr. Striker had already begun to take his pants off. “Which one of you wants to make up for your dumbass of a husband first? We were never supposed to have anybody of your high-end profile, but now that we do, I might as well enjoy it. Do a good job, and I might even let him stay as Prime...with a substantial pay reduction, of course. We’ve got to teach people in this town how to behave. There’s no use in having strata if everyone just does whatever
 they want, is there?”

He was an older man, much older. Even though his skin was smooth and pale and dry, he was slimy through and through. He faced Eliana, and she fought the urge to sneer in disgust at him. Whatever supplication she felt she owed to Hannah Striker for being the highest-status woman in town, she certainly didn’t feel the same for Mr. Striker. Every action she took now was careful and deliberate so as not to betray her true feelings.

“Cindy,” said Eliana. “Why don’t you start? Do what Master said to.”

Master, in fact, knew nothing about any of this. If he had, he might have tried to interfere. But Eliana and Cindy had discussed the plan thoroughly beforehand.

Cindy dropped to her knees before Mr. Striker. She cooed appreciatively at his growing phallus, licking her lips as she crawled closer.

“What a big
 dick you have,” she whispered. “Are you sure it can fit inside me?”

Men loved that kind of talk and Mr. Striker was no exception. He grunted, stroking himself as Cindy inched closer and closer. She said dick
 intentionally; Samuel didn’t have a tiny little dick
 . He had a big, fat, gorgeous, Cock
 .

With Striker distracted by Cindy’s words, Eliana snuck around to one side and opened her bag. Inside was the headset.

What would it do to a male brain? Would he become some fuckbrained servant like girls did? Would it make him go crazy? Eliana wasn’t sure. All that Eliana really
 knew was that it would take him out of the picture.

And if someone found out? What were they going to do, call the fucking cops? As if.

Oh yes hello, someone has put a mind control device on the self-proclaimed boss of this town in order to have her MasterHusband take his place and...h-hello?  

“God,” said Mr. Striker, looking at Cindy’s big tits as she rubbed them together at his knees. “He really does know how to pick them, I’ll give him tha—urkk—”

Eliana slid the headset on him at full power. All lights blinking. The headset vibrating with energy as she pushed it down hard over his skull. She moved rapidly—eager to strike before the old man could touch Cindy. Before he could defile
 her.

Mr. Striker stumbled, doing an awkward limb-shaking dance, and then fell to one side. Twitching. Reaching for Cindy and then Eliana. Knocking his head hard on the metal clawed arm of the sofa with a terrible crunch. Cindy and Eliana both gasped and then laughed, giggling reflexively at the display.

When his head slid off the pointed knuckle of the claw, Striker’s wound quickly made a red bloody mess on the carpet.

Cindy stood up, quickly backing away from the pooling blood and the old man’s gnarled grasp. She and Eliana pushed against each other, watching as Mr. Striker trembled and shook violently on the ground. His whole body spasmed; he was dying, and rapidly. Some terrible seizure brought on by the sudden concussion and brain injury.

Quick wetness attended Eliana’s pussy as she watched, urgently enjoying her Master’s will come into fruition.

No, he hadn’t ordered
 that Mr. Striker die, nor did Eliana really mean for it to happen. She just wanted Mr. Striker out of the way
 . Now he would be—permanently. And what could be better? There was a power vacuum in the town now, and her MasterHusband would take his place at the top just like he deserved.

Fingers pushed up against Eliana’s cunt, touching her from up underneath her skirt. It took a moment for Eliana to realize they weren’t her own—for her to realize that in fact her own
 fingers were up Cindy’s dress, just like Cindy’s were up her skirt.

“Fuck,” said Eliana.

“Yeah.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah
 .”

“Fuck yeah
 .”

Cindy nodded, pushing her fingers up farther into Eliana. “Fuck
 yeah.”

They watched together like this, seeing the light go out of Striker’s eyes and feeling their own status rising as every last breath of his exited his corrupt, old body. Before too long Eliana could not help herself, pulling Cindy in for a long, tongue-filled kiss. Their lips locking and their fingers still buried up inside of each other, gently tugging one another down into the nearby sofa above the new corpse.

Eliana felt no regret, no guilt, no shame for her actions. Her morality revolved now around Samuel’s Cock, making him Happy, making him Hard, doing whatever he said and wanted. There was nothing else for her—nothing that should
 matter to a Good Wife. She had done everything
 for Him and she would gladly do it again.

And so now, as Cindy’s fingers brought her up to her own orgasm, even as she made out with the brilliantly young, gorgeous mindfucked supermodel wife of her Husband—even with as hot
 as all of those facts about
 Cindy were—what Eliana thought of entirely was how Hard
 her Husband would be when he found out what she had done for him.

And intensifying this effect was that she knew without a doubt that Cindy’s cunt, quivering and trembling and so close to its own orgasm—was going to cum with Cindy thinking about exactly
 the same thing.

They rose and rose together, urging each other on, grinding and fingering and kissing and moaning and whispering soft mews of love for their Husband, their Samuel, their God, their Man—and finally they came with soft warm breaths screaming and moaning out their pleasure.

“For Him
 ,” Eliana moaned. “For Him
 .”

Cindy joined in. “For Him
 . For Him
 . For Him.
 For Him.
 ”

They came down slowly from the dual orgasm, whimpering and giggling and kissing like they always did, loving the closeness of one another. Staring into each other’s blank, service-filled eyes, completely understanding each other in the way that only good slavewives could.

“What the fuck is this?”

It was Hannah, entering into the parlor in her bikini.

“O-oh my god. Oh my god
 . Jonathan? Jonathan, are you okay?”

She rushed to her fallen husband’s side, staring murder at the two brainwashed wives on the couch. Eliana and Cindy were still flushed and sweaty from their cum, still completely entangled with each other.

Hannah ripped the headset off of him to take a better look at his wound, trying to reposition his lifeless body upward, maybe do something to staunch the bleeding. She wasn’t smart or observant enough to see that the bleeding was already quite done, and so was her husband.

The headset landed right in front of Eliana. Cindy nodded at her, smiling gratuitously. Her cunt leaking even more sudden arousal. It would never end; there would always
 be more to take, more to do for their Husband.

Hannah held the body, shaking with grief, not looking at Eliana in the slightest. Her mistake.

Left without alteration, Hannah would probably go insane. A gorgeous woman whose entire existence was devoted entirely to serving one man, and then that one man was dead? And murdered, no less? A recipe for insanity for sure.

Honestly, Eliana was doing her a favor
 .

But also honestly—Eliana would think mind-controlling Hannah would be a favor one way or the other. Samuel Deserved such Favors.

If there was a visitor at the front door of the enormous estate, they might have heard the anguished, existentially-terrified cries of a mind-controlled slave realizing that her reason for existence was gone forever. The cries were terrible. Heartbreaking. A soul in permanent crisis.

And then suddenly, as if someone flipped a switch, those cries stopped forever.

* * * * *  
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T
 O SET EVERYTHING UP
 and to make sure Samuel’s full plan would go off without a hitch took about a week. Eliana and Cindy and Kenza spearheaded the effort, being so effortlessly gorgeous and charismatic. Men tended to change their minds after just a few minutes in a room with them.

After a day or so, when Hannah came around and had been properly re-brainwashed to worship a Real
 Man like she should, she was able to help as well.

They were gathered at the Town Hall. It was an old building in the new town—the first structure they had built. The first slaves had been made here, using the building’s substantial power source to rewrite their neurons from scratch. Part of the genius of Samuel’s upgrades to the helmet device was its portability.

They were inside the main conference hall, the only place with enough space for everyone. A gorgeous line of girls stood behind every man, some with more than others. In all, there were close to forty men at the table and nearly one hundred girls behind them. It would have been crowded, except that the women were so thin and so willing to stand perfectly still. They smiled prettily, emptily, looking straight ahead and waiting for their Man to give them an order—any order at all. Each one wore luxurious, sexy clothes—daring dresses, clingy skirts, tall heels. Some with long gloves, some with short gloves, some with hats and some with collars. Some barely wore any clothing at all—outfitted in lingerie. Some wore heavy, distinct fur coats and had their hair blown out like they were ready for a night at a gala. Each woman was distinct and yet the same—all were utterly mindfucked by the same device. Everyone here had benefited directly from Samuel’s vision
 .

The men, on the other hand, were not dressed so carefully. Power affected them in many ways. Some tried to look the part with sharp suits or expensive clothes. But most barely put in the effort—golf shirts and khakis mostly, with several more in jeans or even jorts.

Samuel entered with Cindy and Kenza on one arm, and Eliana on the other. They were all resplendent. Each wore shimmering evening gowns—Cindy in red, Kenza in blue, and Eliana in silvery white. Their heels wrapped up to their ankles—six-inch stilettos without platforms which had their toes reaching almost straight down. They wore long matching evening gloves that clung to their slender arms far above the elbows, their hair wavy and parted elaborately to one side.

“I’m glad you all decided to come here today.”

“Decided
 ,” snorted one man derisively. This was Mr. Cartwright. Overweight and with a drunk’s red nose; one of the ones with the decency to wear a suit, which in the mob mentality of the gathered controllers made him more of a leader than most. “As if we had a choice. You threatened our accounts! Our access to our clientele! How did you even get
 that access anyway?”

“Mr. Striker is gone,” Samuel explained. “I’m taking over for him. More or less.” He smiled. “Well, more, to be truthful. I’m expanding
 the role Striker had. He took several steps back over the past few years. Letting this organization become more democratic.”

“It was the plan all along,” said Cartwright. “It had to be autocratic for a while, but democracy was always the goal. I don’t understand—”

“Expanding like that made him vulnerable.” Samuel spoke as if Cartwright hadn’t. “It exposed him. It made him feel safe. But there is no safety in the decisions of others. I’m in charge now. I’m in control. This organization, this town, this business, now belongs to me. Your accounts belong to me. Your income belongs to me. I will be distributing it as I see fit.”

There was an uproar. Several men stood up and began to walk threateningly toward Samuel.

“Come now!” cried Cartwright. “How do we know you’re even telling the truth?”

“You haven’t been able to access your work accounts for days now. Everyone has been so confused. ‘What’s happening? Is it coming down? Are the Feds finally cracking down?’ All of that. I read your messages. I know what all of you are thinking.”

“You’re saying Striker left it all
 to you? Why would he do that? He didn’t even like
 you.”

“Striker didn’t have a choice in the matter,” Samuel explained. “He’s done.”

There was another outroar, but this one was quiet. Concerned. The men talked anxiously among themselves.

“You’re saying Striker is out of the picture,” said Cartwright. “Do you have any proof of that?”

In response, Samuel snapped his fingers.

Hannah walked in, glamourous and goddess-like. Even Eliana gasped for a moment, even though she was the one who had helped do Hannah’s hair.

Her gown was pure white—a wedding gown. The trail was nineteen feet long. The neckline ran deep down to her waist, her gorgeous tits pressing together in that perfect hot cleavage way by what seemed to be some combination of stretchy fabric and magic. Josephine, smiling her empty dumb smile, carried Hannah’s dress train with pride.

She wrapped her arms around Samuel’s neck and stared at him with deep love in her eyes.  

“You’re my whole life, Daddy.” Her voice carrying all that perfect arrogance in such a sweet-sounding package. “I never
 loved that old bag. He was such a bore.
 And he was ugly
 , too. But you’re a real
 Man. My real
 God. I adore you, Master. Only you. You’re the only one I love.”

His hand crawled all the way up into her ass as they kissed. Gripping her there hard. The room was silent for them. The men not daring to speak. The women all looking on with their attention captured, their queen guiding their gaze.

Samuel ended the kiss—saliva trailing from Hannah’s lips and landing in her sumptuous cleavage—and turned back to the table of men.

“I know you’re going to say that proves nothing. A trick, maybe. So.”

He bent her over on the table and unbuckled his pants. Cindy and Eliana and Kenza helped with pushing up Hannah’s long, complicated dress and exposing her gorgeously tight rump and the swollen, wet folds of her pussy.

Samuel was hard already. Eliana orgasmed at the sight of his cock like she always did, leaning in hard on his arm and popping her foot in the air. On the other side of Samuel, his other arm, Cindy did the same. Kenza, behind him, mirrored them, and silently came and came again while she urged Samuel forward into Hannah’s pristine waiting cunt.

Samuel hadn’t fucked Hannah yet—he’d only fucked her mind. Made her obsessed with his cock, with THE Cock
 . She experienced an eternity waiting for today. Cindy and Kenza and Hannah had traded turns licking her to calm her down from time to time.

Samuel had been waiting for this very moment—to drive his point home.

Oh yes—she had experienced his Cock some. She had sucked it, stroked it, touched it, even ground the delectable parts of her body against it while he fucked her bone structure at will.

But he hadn’t been inside her pussy
 .

Not like now.

For years in this town, Hannah had been the status symbol of everything Elysian.

Now there was no Elysian, no Magnus, no Prime. Now there was only
 Samuel and those who served him.

“There has been too much confusion in this place,” said Samuel, sliding the head of his Cock just atop Hannah’s pulsating pussy. It squirmed so much that the folds almost swallowed the tip without him pushing forward. “All these different strata. Different classes. This man can have so many wives, and this other man gets these many. It’s too much. It’s silly, honestly. There’s only one thing that matters here, and that’s power and how it’s shown and divided. And I will tell you, gentlemen, that I have all
 the power, and I do not want to divide it. Not at all.”

Hannah squealed with delight under Samuel just feeling the heat of his Cock head and the spurting of his precum against her folds.

“Fuck her,” Cindy moaned.

“Fuck all
 of them.” Eliana bit his ear. Unable to stop herself. “Fuck this whole town
 , darling. Do it!”

Kissing Eliana deeply—his true partner—he entered inside of Hannah. Hannah was gorgeous—inimitably so. She could have been a model herself. But Eliana’s Husband chose to kiss Eliana
 as he fucked her gorgeous body for the first time—as he claimed the town for himself—to make a point.

Eliana was his True Partner.

She came knowing this, so excited with her status, as he thrust inside of Hannah at rapid pace, encouraging several small orgasms to quake through Hannah’s body. This wasn’t about making love or some glorious passionate display. This was about fucking Hannah up
 . It was about fucking her to prove a point.

Hannah banged the table with her fists, moaning about how big he was, screaming that it was too much for her and begging for him to never stop.

For a little while, the men just watched, stunned into silence. They didn’t notice the women behind them and the way they looked at nothing else but Samuel and Hannah and Eliana.

“I don’t understand,” one man blubbered. “We’ve been working well with each other. We’re rich and we get all the hot, obedient pussy we want. You could have that! You can be Elysian, for chrissake! I don’t think any of us will complain if you’re just in charge of how things used to work!”

There was a chorus of agreement.

“You don’t understand,” said Samuel. Heavy breathing.. “I want it all
 . So I’m going to have it all, and that’s it.”

Cartwright stood up and slammed his fist down on the table. “Do you really think we’ll just stand for this? This display
 you’re putting on? What makes you think we’re just going to sit here?”

Samuel smirked. He began to speed up his thrusts once again. The finale was coming.

“I don’t really think you’ll have a choice.”

He nodded, and this time it was Eliana’s turn to snap her fingers. Acting in unison, all the slave women present pulsed forward. Some of them held the men in place, some of them put the headsets on their heads. The power turned all the way up, lights pulsing and spinning.

These women had been the wives of their respective husbands for quite a long while. The one with the shortest tenure had still been with her man for over six months.

Eliana, Cindy, Kenza, and Hannah had spent the last week brainwashing them in private. Going to the gyms, to cheerleader practices, to book clubs and grocery stores to mindfuck them one by one with Samuel’s special headset.

They did their job perfectly, just like Good Wives should.

These men had never even seen their women so much as speak out of turn. And now—mind-controlled by someone stronger and better and sexier
 than them—they were completely fucked over by their newly-brainwashed wives.

The whole process—from snap to headsets to skulldrain—lasted less than ten seconds.

All the protests died away. The loudest sounds in the room where the happy hums of the headsets as they sucked away the minds of all the men present.

Some of them were too old, too frail, or too out-of-shape to survive. They had a similar fate to Mr. Striker.

Hannah—reliving what would been her living nightmare had it not been for the masterful mindfucking of Samuel’s expertise and hardware—came ecstatically as Samuel thrust even harder into her nubile young body. She saw what might have been the worst experience of her life over and over, dozens of times over, and only continued to cum and beg for more of Samuel’s cock.

“Make me pregnant!” she moaned. “Oh fuck, Daddy! Oh my god, my Husband! Please give me a baby! Please knock me up! Knock me up, knock me up, knock me uppp!”

Eliana and Cindy joined in her begging.

“We need it, Daddy,” they said together. “Please, please
 fuck her pregnant. Please make her so fucking full with your seed! Give her a baby and make this permanent. Claim her. Claim her like you claimed us!”

Samuel was thrusting so hard and viciously that he was never going to last that long. No one could inside of a body like Hannah’s and with beauties like Cindy and Eliana and Kenza urging him on. He came inside of Hannah explosively, slamming her body down onto the table, pinning her in place with his heavy arms while his dense white seed filled up her gloriously tight cunt.

The entire room came with them. Their moans filled the chamber. Slave women collapsed and begged to say his name.

That included Eliana and Cindy and Kenza too—only they
 sneered a little, enjoying their superior status, because they knew they were Good Wives. They got to say their Husband’s name. They got to thank him and have it mean something so special.

“Thank you, Samuel,” they said in a chorus.

They were almost all the same girl now—three faces of a single wife, needing and pleading and desperate to indulge their Husband all the time.

He was so powerful to be able to change them like he had. To change everyone.

Her Husband would run everything, everyone. Just like she had always
 wanted.

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

* * * * *
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W
 ANT TO GET IN TOUCH
 ? Me too!

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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W
 HAT 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:


Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the Innocent


An immortal sex demon gains an immortal succubus for a bride. How does she celebrate their joining? By gathering more succubus slaves for him, of course!


Bimbo Wife – Happy Servant


The gorgeous Eliana loves her new submissive, erotic life in service to her husband, but she’s kidnapped by his latest slave-acquisition. It’s up to her to take advantage of her Master’s programming to bring herself and her sexy kidnapper back to their knees where they belong...


Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the MILF


When this sex demon tires of corrupting good girls, he goes after the worst one he can find—and gets more than he bargains for!


Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place


Elena wakes up as a completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...


Bimbo Processing Unit – Secret Desires


Learn the secret origins of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!


Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem


The facility belongs entirely to the Master now, and special envoys are sent to parlay with him. But are these beautiful secret agents really assassins, or are they offerings to keep the alpha male god at bay?


Bimbo Processing Unit – Forbidden Fruit


John’s transformation into an alpha male completes as he turns his gaze onto the one hot babe he’s never been able to have—the beauty who grew up in his household under his watchful eye.


Bimbo Pill – New Wife


A virgin’s sexy mad science plan to turn her crush’s wife into a bimbo backfires, and she has no choice but to make herself an even sexier bimbo to compete!


Bimbo Processing Unit – Needy Boss


The VR Helmet can make even the snobbiest boss turn into an eager, submissive slave...especially if she’s secretly fantasized about such a thing forever!


Bimbo Pill – Hot Crush


Sexy Rhonda has a sexy plan to turn her crush's wife into a bimbo to make him less interested in being married...but it backfires horribly. And sexily.

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

––––––––
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H
 ARD & ROUGH CRAVINGS



TWENTY stories of the hardest, roughest sex scenes Nadia Nightside has ever put to paper!


Mesmerized Cravings


TWENTY stories of erotic mind control full of hot babes with their minds wiped until they realize their true purpose is servicing cock forever!


Bimbo Pill – The Bundle


The ENTIRE Bimbo Pill series featuring a gaga-crush-gone-wrong when a sexy scientist falls so madly in love with her crush that she turns his wife into a submissive bimbo slave.


Bimbo Processing Unit – The Bundle


A special helmet turns men into studs and women into gorgeous, seductive vixens with a need to breed, centering around a man past his prime “getting to know” the women who have known him their whole lives!


Craving Lucky Nerds


20 HOT stories of lucky nerds who get the harems of gorgeous women they’ve always wanted!


Craving Bad Boys


This jam-packed bundle features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!


Dirty Office Cravings – A Bundle


An amazing collection of TWENTY gloriously hot tales meant to eroticize the office and workspace, so that you’ll never see work the same way again!


Bimbo Cravings


TWENTY gorgeously hot tales of hot babes transformed by might or right into dripping, aching, needy giggly bimbo babes who will do ANYTHING to serve their Master.


Filthy Taboo Cravings


TWENTY gloriously hot stories of sexy taboo pairings that only Nadia Nightside could put together!


Craving Gangs of Men


TWENTY scintillating stories of gorgeous babes being drilled by gangs of hardcore, hard-bodied men!


Harem Maker – The Bundle


His dream girl becomes something more when she starts gathering women to worship his cock...but is it too good to be true?


Craving Overflowing Cups


TWENTY stories of delicious, milk-filled goodness, each story prominently featuring lactation and more!


Hypno Headphones – The Bundle


Chanel is a born bad girl, so when she’s mind controlled to be a perfect slave, all she wants to do is encourage her new Master to gather all the hot barely legal school girls he wants!


Just 18 Fantasies


EIGHTEEN sexy stories of BARELY EIGHTEEN babes desperate to be fucked as hard as possible by strong alpha studs.
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S
 UBSCRIBE 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!




Did you love Bimbo Wife - Happy Harem
 ? Then you should read Demon's Offer - Corrupting the Innocent
 by Nadia Nightside!



[image: Demon's Offer - Corrupting the Innocent]



An evil incubus gets a little more evil when his succubus mate convinces him to add another girl to his growing harem...




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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