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Bully Worship – Obeying the Billionaire

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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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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Bimbo Packages – Taboo Snacks

Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!
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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!
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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!
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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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Choking on her Master’s cock was divine. Francesca had never had it so good. She could feel him deep down her throat, well past the point of her delicately crafted clavicles which he had complimented so many times. 

They were in a town car, on their way to a dinner somewhere. A detail that was far less important than focusing on moaning and moving just so as to maximize her Master’s hard lust thrusting through her wet lips. Someone’s hand was on her head; Mistress’s hand. Francesca had trouble remembering it was there from the high she felt just sucking Master’s cock. 

The bliss encircled her soul like an opposing army, threatening to destroy it completely. And Francesca herself, ostensibly the defender, was secretly on the side of the attacker, the hidden enemy within, desperate to be broken and forgotten completely if it only meant she could live somehow even more for her Master’s will. 

Her throat muscles were finely attuned to sucking cock. They flexed expertly, massaging her Master’s hardness from inside and out, urging him to spill his endless seed down her throat. She was presented with her blouse mostly open, displaying the gorgeous line of her swelling cleavage. Her knees together with her ass resting on five-inch stiletto leather-wrap heels. The skirt she wore, so tight and sheer, displayed the heavenly lines of her legs even with her kneeling down. Thick brown hair cascaded down in a low ponytail, perfect for her Mistress’s grip. 

Mistress’s hand pressed more firmly on her head, pressing Francesca’s lush lips all the way up to her Master’s crotch. His hair pressed against her nose and face. Other girls couldn’t take abuse like this; they would start squirming and squealing from the lack of air. Master and Mistress both loved that, of course. Causing pain and fear for others gave them intense pleasure. 

As it was, Francesca couldn’t breath either—her delicate nose crushing against his crotch—but she was practiced. Even though she turned blue, then purple, and then nearly black in the face from the lack of oxygen, she kept sucking dutifully and moaning for more. Master and Mistress, as much as they loved seeing pain, loved looking at perfection even more. And Francesca in her kneeling state, running out of oxygen rapidly but still doing everything she could to suck, made the hearts of both her cold Master and calculating Mistress swell with affection.

“Do it,” Mistress Livia whispered in her Master’s ear, loud enough for Francesca to hear. “Please, Daddy?”

Livia, dressed in a tight blue wrap dress that showed more skin than most swimsuits, was a vision of lust. Her long blond hair shifted and shined liked a river of molten gold. Her desperation for his pleasure, so obvious on her angelic face with its high cheekbones and perfectly formed geometries, was a sight only he ever would see up close. 

He came at her urging. Seed, hot and sticky and plentiful, spilled down Francesca’s throat. He was so deep inside her esophagus that she only tasted him as he started to withdraw, otherwise it all dumped straight into her utterly flat tummy. With each splash and surge of his white hot gift, she came and then came again like someone was playing a drum set on her g-spot. 

Her Master Adrian could cum at any time he chose, had perfect control of his cock. Its hardness, its orgasms, the pheromones it produced. Being around him was submitting to his will one way or the other. Taking his seed on her body or inside her meant her body changed to be more of what he liked—thinner, curvier, bustier, clearer skin, and brighter eyes. Francesca didn’t understand it all the way—sometimes the two of them alluded to some distant lab incident—but she didn’t really need to understand. She was thrilled just to be along for the ride. 

Livia had some other kind of power. Something to do with her eyes. Her gaze fucked up a person’s life, made them forget who they were and what they wanted. It was the ego-death of their identity, replacing it with some barely conscious object that existed solely to worship and adore and praise Livia. Everyone fell to it save for Adrian.

He was immune to her. But she was not immune to him. And that had been that.

Now Livia led his merry harem, which had a rotating cast of hundreds, the only constants of which were Livia and Francesca herself, indoctrinated just six months before. With her natural All-American good looks and springy brunette gymnast’s body, she was a delicious counterweight to the dark, effortless seduction of the blizzard-eyed statuesque blonde that was Livia.

Cleaning Master’s cock with her tongue, Francesca enjoyed the rare treat of Livia smiling down at her. It was her real smile, not the fake one reserved for cutting apart all the good feelings of the plebians her Master and Mistress so eagerly destroyed at any given interval. 

“Switch off,” he said. “I want the other one now. The new one.”

Francesca, licking and whimpering, slid off his cock without delay. If she took her time, it would earn her slaps, pinches, hair pulling—or much worse punishments. Her Master and Mistress were divine instruments of sadistic hedonism and would fuck with her brain and feelings however they wanted. She loved them for it and their cruel tendencies soaked her panties (whenever she bothered to wear any), and yet she also knew she had no choice but to do so—and again this lack of choice made her furiously wet and infatuated. The respect she felt for their power over her was as essential to her as breathing. 

All the same, if she immediately left his cock—without showing that she still needed to lick it and kiss it on her way out—they would be resentful of her. Why was she so quick to leave him? Hadn’t they given her everything she lived for? And so on. 

“Th-thank you, Master,” she moaned, lips catching across the head of his still-hard cock, crawling backwards from his lap to make room. 

She made a show of catching her breath, composing herself, rubbing his endless cum over her shoulder bones and neck and jaw. Shining up the parts of her he liked the most and leaving it off anything above her chin line—above which he had deemed it inelegant to cover in cum, especially for dinner situations which they were about to arrive in. 

It was easy to make the show of composure because she truly did have to compose herself—a girl taking a cock the size of his into her body was gambling her life away. Of course, it was a worthy gamble; nothing was purer or more divine than the feeling of her Master’s Cock.

In the wide space of the town car, she moved to one side, pushing herself against the outside of her Master’s leg to make room for the girl who had been waiting with fingers impatiently buried in her cunt. The car had stopped, Francesca didn’t know when. They were in front of the restaurant, likely blocking traffic. Anyone who complained would be terrorized by the obedient, furious beauty chauffeuring them. 

Francesca sighed, lovingly, watching Mistress take the head of the “new one” onto their Master’s cock. 

Kristen was the girl’s name, a model-slash-starlet who had until about three days ago escaped Master’s view. He was her type—deeply blonde, busty, angel-faced, and long-legged. Your standard feminine perfection; that was Master’s type, because he deserved nothing less.

Just the day before, Francesca had “randomly encountered” Kristen in a high-end clothing shop. Right away, she lured her into the dressing room—Francesca was beautiful and convincing even other beautiful people to do odd things was quite simple for her—and choked her out using a ju-jitsu hold and brought her collapsed body to their master. During the first waking moments, caught in a dark room with naked strangers, there was some screaming and some tears, but that was normal. Once Kristen actually got a look at Master’s Cock, she was falling all over herself to impress him and do whatever she could to cum. 

Francesca herself got to cum almost constantly at seeing the confused submission on Kristen’s face—Master had trained her to cum at such a trigger. There were all kinds of triggers she had: when he was happy, when he came, when he complimented Livia, when Livia was happy, when Livia came, when one of their new slaves was sad and desperate and whimpering just like Kristen was now...

It was a complicated, delicate existence, being the top slave of a sadistic pair of mind-controllers. Both her Master and her Mistress were the center of Francesca’s world, and so far she had been uniquely able to navigate it. 

A very distant part of her brain put her ability for pleasing them down to her ability, growing up, to navigate her mother’s absence and her father’s ill-temper. She had grown up stunningly beautiful and eager to please, but Machiavellian in her anticipations of the people she cared about. It had cost her more than a few relationships because of her need to control. 

But Adrian had solved that need; he had all the control, and Francesca got to use all her brainpower to figure out how best to obey.  

Kristen’s whimpering grew desperate. She needed to cum—but even more than that, she needed her Master’s cum down her throat. She sucked and slurped furiously as Livia casually whispered and chanted and moaned, looking at her MasterHusband with love in her eyes.

“You fucked another one,” Livia moaned. “I can’t believe it. I mean I totally believe it, but it’s so hot. Is there a single one you won’t fuck and own? How many girls in Hollywood pray to you every night now? How many millions do they funnel to you annually? That redheaded one, with the superhero films in the leather catsuit? Didn’t all of her latest gross go exclusively to you? I can’t believe I’m so completely lucky to belong to big fucking stud like you, Daddy. It makes me so fucking wet to watch you fuck her mind like this...”

This is what counted as pillow talk for them—escalation, escalation, escalation. Francesca had overheard Livia begging him to fuck the wives of several state leaders just because he could. It wouldn’t be long, probably, before he did just that. 

As Livia spoke, her leg wrapped over Kristen’s head, grinding her cunt along Kristen’s skull and Master’s thigh. Humping herself and reinforcing the skullfucking he delivered to Kristen. Her juices ran down Kristen’s pretty face, sliding into the blonde’s mouth even as she sucked Master’s cock. 

It was like him to be silent while he fucked. Francesca imagined he was caught up in the display—the beauty of his wife utterly subservient to him. Livia could cut mountains in half with her glare, could ruin families with a sneer or a smile. She was a force of nature more powerful than a thousand hurricanes—and every part of her was totally in complete worshipful adoration to Master. 

“Cum in her?” Livia begged him. Her voice tinged with mad desperation. “Cum in her, please. Cum in her, won’t you, Master? You run her life now. Please cum. Please cum. Please cum, Master...”

He shifted himself around—strong beyond reckoning, repositioning Livia and Kristen both, and erupted all over Kristen’s face and tits. His cum plastered her expensive dress to her tight young body. Livia, grinding against his side, came as he did. Lips trembling, heavy breasts quivering against his thickly muscled arm. Her mouth whispering the darkest of all possible whispers into his ear beyond the hearing of even Francesca’s attention. Livia’s bright eyes glinted with new, reforged, somehow-even-stronger worship of her only god. 

Grunting, breathing hard, he took his cock out of Kristen’s mouth. Livia, with a slight sneer, took Kristen by the hair and held her away from the terrifically engorged meat. 

Francesca right away knew what was coming next. 

If he liked Kristen, he would have cum down her throat. This had become something else now. 

“Don’t lick a drop,” he said, just as the blonde’s tongue slipped from her lips. “Get your phone.”

She obeyed instantly. Frantically. Readily conditioned now. Little driblets of cum flicked onto the floor.

“Take photos,” he said. “Selfies. Take them like you’re on your insta. Do it now.”

Again, Kristen obeyed without question. She made duck-faces and peace symbols, smiling big. Cum dripping down her face and hair. 

“Now,” said Livia, casually putting Master’s cock back inside his trousers. “Send them to your boyfriend.”

Master had already focused his attention on Francesca, leaving the humiliation to Livia. He stroked Francesca’s face and she preened, smiling prettily just how he liked, and jutting her cleavage up just in case he wanted to feel her up.

Kristen was confused. “M-my boyfriend?”

“Yes. The tech bro.” Livia rolled her eyes. “The pussy. Show him what you’ve been doing. Show him what you are. In fact, post it on your social, kay? Do that, and Master will let you cum.”

It was too great a temptation. Francesca saw barely a second of hesitation flicker in Kristen’s eyes, but it was enough. She obeyed, but it was too late. She’d failed the final test. Even as she uploaded the photos to her boyfriend and then to her social media accounts, she was doomed.

Francesca had seen this before. Because Master could fuck anyone, simple obedience wasn’t enough. Beauty wasn’t enough—though Francesca thought smugly that her own mix of enthusiastic, ecstatic obedience and superb beauty was a natural match, as was Livia’s who outpaced Francesca in every way. 

So that slight hesitation had been everything to Master and Mistress; it had doomed Kristen completely. The interest in her faded abruptly and absolutely from Master’s eyes. 

Instead he turned to Livia, who always fascinated and aroused him.

“Ready, dear?”

Livia shifted her dress around so that she was decent once more. “Naturally. Francesca?”

Francesca nodded eagerly, happy to accompany her ruling pair anywhere at all in the world. She had already ensured her own outfit was spotless.

Kristen squealed as they made to leave. Cum dripped from her face, from every part of her. 

“B-but I need to cum!”

“You will,” said Master. “Eventually. Maybe. Wait here, and clean yourself off, for god’s sake. You look like a whore.”

Kristen remained kneeling in the car, whimpering, twitching like a crack addict. Muttering “c-cock” over and over again. She had just ruined her entire professional life for the promise of a cum she would—if Francesca knew her Master—probably never receive. 

Someone might have thought that he wouldn’t get away with this—that he took too many risks, pissed off too many of the wrong person. 

But her Master was a billionaire bully, and he got away with everything.

* * * * *
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The restaurant—Ruggero’s—was the best in town. Master only tolerated being around the best things, and those that didn’t measure up usually felt his wrath. 

They entered—Master and Mistress in front and Francesca several steps behind, as was expected—and Francesca watched with equal parts adoration and expectation as the lives of everyone in the restaurant became fixated on her Master and Mistress’s presence. Not just their attention—but their lives. Every breath from here on out would be dedicated in some form or another about the pair—knowing more, pleasing them, dedicating themselves to them. It would start small at first, especially if the bystanders were not in their direct path. But the fact of the unstoppable pair infected those around them like a virus, growing and replicating until it took over every organ and thought.

She had seen it so many times now, and yet each time it always filled her with lust and delight. 

All bystanders were caught in a terrible internal dispute as who to look at—a choice between disastrous envy and mind-breaking lust. The men looked at Master and saw everything they weren’t—even the fittest among them was nowhere near his physical equal, and he was so handsome that several women started crying to see him. Like pilgrims witnessing a vision come from the stars. 

The tears flowed more when the women looked at Mistress Livia. In her tight blue wrap dress, she was a vision of lust and validation of their every thought of inferiority. Heavy tits showing deliberately provocative cleavage behind the thinnest of strips of cloth. Her long legs lovingly wrapped in thigh-high black suede boots with tall, tall heels. With her fur jacket—fifty thousand USD at a minimum—she should have looked something like a prostitute, but instead her eternal youth and casual arrogance elevated the ensemble to something that only a billionaire’s wife could attain.

They walked through the restaurant that way, with Livia sneering and Adrian remaining aloof and above it all. His hand clasped firmly to her utterly phenomenal ass, gripping hard on one cheek and then the other, and then between them. Francesca had once seen him beat a man to death in the alley of a night club for suggesting that Livia had butt implants. Her ass did look supernaturally perfect, but that was only because there probably was something supernatural about Livia.

Francesca’s role in this environment was simple—be an elegant, classically gorgeous beauty in a tight luxurious outfit ready to do her Master’s bidding at a moment’s notice. This normally meant something like what she had on now—tight skirt, tight blouse, lots of nearly-sheer material. In the right light, her thigh gap and lack of panties was quite evident. If she weren’t behind Livia, probably all eyes would be on her. This might have bothered her at some point in her life, but she was beyond such petty resentments now. She wholeheartedly embraced her place beneath Livia’s beauty because it meant she always would have a place. 

Officially, she was their bodyguard. But she was barely one hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet and—even though he had mindfucked her head full of knowledge of every kind of martial arts known to man—honestly probably wouldn’t be able to do much to protect her Master. 

She had witnessed dozens of attempts to have him shot, blown up, bludgeoned, and stabbed—but everything just bounced off. Francesca had only murdered seven or eight people for her Master’s protection and at least half of them had been because Livia was bored. Serially fucking the wives and daughters of powerful men earned him many enemies, and one by one, Francesca had seen them all cry and beg for mercy once they realized their big plan for revenge had failed utterly. 

It made her so wet that her bully billionaire master always, always won. She felt like such an infinitely lucky girl for being so high on his list of girls to fuck and enjoy. 

Most of the women he fucked, he just banged the once and then forgot them, leaving them to a life of orgasm-less agony as they dreamed inexorably about the fury of his perfect cock inside them. But they wouldn’t be able to cum again without his express permission. Even the ones who earned his permission were no less crazy—they came constantly, thinking only of Master’s cock nonstop; usually they were dead inside six months or so as they stopped eating entirely, trying to sustain themselves purely on the glory of orgasms to his Will inside their brains. It worked, for a little while, but not forever.

Francesca had begged him, repeatedly—because he liked that—to be given the latter option for her years of service if he ever chose to retire her. It seemed far preferable. He promised that he would, but Master liked breaking promises because it broke people’s hearts. He inspired instant trust and loyalty just from presence alone, and Mistress stroked him nigh-constantly about how sexy it would be to abuse and break that trust. And so he did, nigh-constantly.

They approached a table in the rear of the restaurant. A long semi-circle booth. Master and Mistress were nearly an hour late, as was their wont. Arriving on time would be too much of an indication that they gave a shit about what anyone else wanted. 

The table was occupied by an elderly man and two much younger women. The man was George Bricks, CEO of Bricks Incorporated, which was one of the largest computer hardware manufacturers in the country. Red-faced, clearly more than a bit drunk, and on the wrong side of fifty, he looked ready to explode at Adrian at any moment. Neck cocked, red-veined eyes bulging. Seeing Francesca—and then for definitely seeing Livia—paused this notion just for a moment.

One of the women was his fresh-faced stepdaughter Sophie, a nineteen year-old sophomore in college. She was the product of a previous marriage, but his wife had passed, and she had been very young when it happened, so he had raised her all her life. She dressed like a younger teenager—that kind of innocent flair—with a short green scarf around her neck and a soft purple turtleneck dress that showed just a tad too much leg. It looked confusingly familiar and it took Francesca quite a long time before she realized it was the same kind of outfit that Daphne wore in Scooby Doo. 

The other woman was Brick’s rather recent wife, Corinne, who was only a few years older than his daughter. 

Corinne, despite being quite young, had the kind of classic beauty that made her seem somewhat timeless. A maturity followed her around, making Francesca immediately think hot Mommy despite Corinne clearly being in her twenties and only a few years older than herself. 

She was the same kind of molten gold blonde as Livia, with the same sort of natural arrogance and wicked, relentless zeal hidden behind her eyes. Her outfit was nothing but classy—a shoulderless white dress, sheer in the sleeves and around the midriff embroidered with floral print and low-cut to display a jaw-dropping amount of cleavage. Her long neck was decorated with a black collar and at least three pendants and necklaces, matching her earrings and rings and bracelets. 

She was clearly a lot. 

Corinne shot Sophie a particular kind of look as the trio approached, and Francesca understood almost right away that it had been Corinne who dressed Sophie. Not only that, but she knew that Corinne knew what she was doing when she dressed Sophie that way, and Sophie probably did too but didn’t have it in her to fight back. 

Francesca had read up on all of them; it was part of her duties to be prepared on the profiles of her Master and Mistress’s victims. 

They all greeted one another, and Adrian slowly kissed Corinne’s hand for about five seconds longer than what was necessary. Francesca watched Corinne enjoy not only this, but also the fact that it thoroughly humiliated her husband and also her stepdaughter—and understood immediately the shape of the night to come. 

Adrian’s grip nearly mangled George’s hand when they shook hands—he liked to get as close to breaking someone’s hand as possible. Francesca had watched him perfect this art over many weeks of trial and error, mostly resulting in a lot of pussies with broken hands and stolen girlfriends.

George was at one end of the long booth, Adrian at the other. Sophie sat next to George, then Corinne in the middle, then Livia who squeezed herself entirely up against her HusbandMaster and cast long sneering glances at George and Sophie.

Francesca, of course, stood just behind her Master. One leg out, posing just so—eyes constantly scanning the restaurant and the table, alert. 

“All right well, you son of a bitch, I’m here, aren’t I?” said George once they all sat down. “Aren’t we all gathered here like you requested?”

“Oh my god, George.” Corinne put a delicate, jewelry-clad hand to her forehead. “Are you really going to go into it immediately?”

“I don’t see why not!”

“Let’s listen to him first, you moron. He’s clearly in control. Of everything. Everywhere.” Corinne leaned over onto her hand, flirtatious, smiling. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

Corinne blushed at his simple, confident answer. “What a fella.” Her voice as molten as the gold in her hair.

“We’re all gathered here, like you requested—”

Again Corinne rolled her eyes, annoyed at the intrusion of her eye contact with Master. “He’s been practicing this, can you tell? I’ve had to listen to him recite it for days now.”

“Like you requested,” George insisted once more, “with my wife and my daughter. And you with your tens of billions, and me with my paltry hundreds of millions, is that what you wanted? That’s how it works? You make an offer on my business that I refuse outright, it’s so ridiculously insulting and low. And what is it that you even want to do with it?”

Livia whispered something in his ear and he shifted almost imperceptibly. Francesca could see from her angle, though, that Livia had unzipped Adrian’s cock and began stroking him. 

“I want to dismantle it brick by brick and replace it with something better. Or just eliminate it entirely. I haven’t decided.”

George, flustered at this open honesty and disrespect, choked on his rage. Corinne meanwhile just smiled at Adrian and Sophie continued her deer-in-the-headlights staring at the pair of Livia and Adrian together. 

The waitress arrived. Livia and Corinne immediately put on matching sneers. 

“Steak!” George growled. “Steak for the men, for both of us. Filet mignon. I won’t hear any different. Quick and bloody, on the double.”

Adrian shrugged and nodded his assent. “But give me the porterhouse instead of the little boy’s version.”

Before George could speak his indignant reply, his wife shushed him, leaning forward.

“Which salad do you have the least?” Corinne asked. 

“The...the market salad, probably?”

“That one, then. I can see the favors the rest are doing for you.”

The waitress swallowed that and then turned to Sophie. 

“And you, miss?”

“Oh,” Corinne interjected immediately. “She won’t be eating. She’s had enough.”

Sophie turned as red as her father. “I haven’t eaten today, actually, and—”

“And you want to break your streak and turn into a cow so quickly?”

Sophie was thin already, perhaps painfully so. It was clear right away she was a sensitive girl. Even though Corinne wasn’t her real mother, she had something of a mother’s sway with her. Pangs of pity touched Francesca in a way that she wasn’t prepared for. 

Did she identify with this young woman? They both didn’t have mothers, she knew. Sophie’s mom had passed away from terminal disease very early in life and ever since, her father had been with one beauty after another. Each one had been gold-diggers like Corinne, and Corinne had in fact seduced him away from a gold-digger to begin with. 

“I’d also like the market salad,” said Livia. “Please mind that you don’t eat it yourself on the way out.” 

The waitress stared blankly, trying to smile. 

“Isn’t that what hogs do, dearie? It’s a joke. You should lighten up about your weight. People notice girls who don’t have a sense of humor, and not in a nice way.”

The waitress, who was perfectly fit and also now struggling for composure, fled to the kitchen. Corinne turned to Livia excitedly. 

“Oh my god, okay. So, I love you. Wow. Hogs, yes. Where did you get that dress? You look phen-om-en-al.”

The conversation between the two men—with the occasional interjection by Corinne or Livia—then continued. George’s failing bluster continued to fail; Adrian’s perfect cool remained steady. Livia somehow managed to remain in animated conversation with Corinne even as she ground her hot, lithe body into her Master’s thick, muscular frame. 

Corinne seemed like she was used to such conversations taking place around her and wanted to quiz Livia more on her outfit and jewelry. But Livia’s place in these conversations was to distract and mesmerize. So even as she humored Corinne, she continued administering her affections toward Adrian, stroking his neck and kissing him every so often on the neck and chin. Her hand stayed under the table, delivering a soulful, happy handjob.. 

George, for all his fluster and bluster, was already falling under her spell. He couldn’t take his eyes off Livia. This happened within an hour for most men one way or the other. The longest that Francesca had seen had lasted close to ninety minutes, and that had been because—it was revealed later—he’d had intercourse just prior to arriving. 

Francesca zoned out a bit from the conversation directly. There was a lot of talking from Adrian and some small addendums from Livia. Francesca found that her mind turned off easily when she listened to the two of them. It seemed like George calmed down, though his faced remained furiously scarlet red. He looked on the edge of a heart attack. 

Adrian whispered something to Livia, who smiled and stretched out one high-heeled foot to Corinne. The austere, elegant blonde stepmother took it with care and attention. At first, she merely stared at it—the brilliant heel, the sexy straps, the luxury of its construction. 

Before long, though, Corinne took to nudging, then leaning, and then rubbing herself against Livia’s outstretched leg. She spent minutes of conversation inside of Livia’s spell, her jaw slack, her eyes clouded over with the blizzard of lust and fury from Livia’s icy gaze. As Corinne spoke, she sounded as thought she thought she were sharing juicy gossip, but was in fact blathering mindfucked nonsense. 

“And at the organization, you know, they worship feet on Thursdays, and love your legs Fridays, and when I go in to lick your pussy for hours on Saturday, they don’t even please fuck my head however you want for hours. Can you believe it? I mean, can you fuck my brain into pudding? It’s utterly so fucking beautiful, I can’t believe it.” 

Sophie, next to her father and opposite Adrian, looked positively obsessed with Adrian. Not hearing or not choosing to hear her mother’s river of obscene babble. She was much more unsure of herself, clearly a virgin, not willing to touch herself so openly and wantonly like Corinne. 

What Corinne had realized, however dimly, was that in the rest of the restaurant, no one gave a fuck about her touching herself because anyone who wasn’t touching themselves looking at Adrian or Livia just wasn’t looking hard enough. 

Sophie, so caught up in Adrian’s visage, didn’t spare any glances away enough to realize that. She had gone from a prim, uptight virgin to a wanton, needy babe in heat in less than about twenty minutes. She tore at her tight purple dress Sweating inside it; cheeks red with heavy blushing. Knees knocking. Red marks all across her bottom lip where she had been biting. 

The ones who bottled it all up inside usually didn’t last long.

So passed a completely normal twenty minutes of utterly unraveling the social contract of all behavior and decency simply because of the presence of her Master and Mistress’s inconceivably powerful sexuality. Francesca loved to see this, not least because Livia and Adrian both liked it a lot when they knew Francesca enjoyed it too. 

George’s rant had tired out minutes before. He was now blubbering and close to tears, watching his wife fell head over heels for Livia and—in so doing—Adrian. He listened to her soft, worshipful rants with dry-throating, rasping protests.

“Bu...no, darling...that...you can’t be serious...that doesn’t...now, slow down...”

Meanwhile, Corinne appeared cool, calm, collected, and entirely sane—aside from the erotic litanies she could not stop speaking and the way she kept fingering her pussy and rubbing Livia’s leg. She would switch hands every ten seconds or so to make Livia’s skin shine with her pussy juice. 

“—and his cock, His Cock, The Cock, The Cock fills my brain. It fills my brain and owns my thoughts. My thoughts don’t exist. My thoughts are His Thoughts. His Thoughts own me. Owning me is so natural for Him. He is God. He is Divinity. I am Blessed.” She said this with two syllables. “I am Blessed and I am Favored. I fuck my brain. I fuck my brains because brains are His and my thoughts don’t exist. All I am is fuck noise, brain negative, hot material to shape regarding His Cock Urge.”

She sounded something like a broken AI script. It would sort out soon as Her Master’s Will really took hold of the inner workings of her subconscious. 

Abruptly, Livia excused herself to powder her nose, holding Corinne’s hand as she did. Sophie excused herself at the same time, sensing her opportunity to finally relieve the sexual desires that had suddenly blossomed inside of her. Francesca knew she had a terrible surprise in store. 

Francesca watched, interested, as Sophie went to a different bathroom than Livia and Corinne. 

With the gentlest of touches, she pointed this out to Master. 

“May I...”

If she said the whole request, in this instance, it would indicate to him that he had not already intuited what she wanted, which was an insult. Francesca had to take special care not to insult her glorious Master. 

“Yes, dear. Thank you.”

Orgasming from the brief praise, Francesca strutted with purpose to the bathroom, casually shoulder-blocking a waitress holding a heavy tray of glasses just in case Master watched her go.

* * * * *
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Francesca had a fairly good idea of the kind of conversation that would go on between Corinne and Livia. She’d had one of them herself, after all. 

Hers had been in a hotel room. She remembered shuffling back there after a chance encounter with Adrian and Livia on a beach, confused and horny and desperate, fingering herself for what felt like hours before Livia let herself in. 

The offer laid down had been very simple—join in servitude, or suffer forever. Either would make Livia just as happy, though at that moment she had preferred Francesca’s service, and didn’t that make Francesca feel so grateful?

It was that—this clue of gratitude—that Francesca picked up and ran with. Her Master and Mistress knew they were emotional sadists who adored dismantling the lives and identities of anyone who earned their ire, and they knew they were perfectly capable of producing self-hatred at the drop of a hat, carrying entire warehouses full of hats with them at all times. 

As such, when someone didn’t show gratitude that this wasn’t happening to them, they were annoyed. And there was a dreadfully short membrane for them between annoyance and completely destructive hatred. Genghis Khan, once upon a time, mass-slaughtered cities that had not surrendered merely at his arrival, feeling he was owed allegiance merely by existing; Master and Mistress took a similar approach to their own conquests.  

Corinne seemed rather smart on the uptake; she had probably intuited already what was happening with Master and Mistress and Francesca too. Being smart wasn’t in and of itself an advantage. Plenty of smart girls had figured it out and panicked, or tried to reason their way out. Francesca had never been one for arguing, though, and acceptance had come easy to her for one reason or another. 

But Sophie...

Sophie, the poor dear, was in a lot of trouble. Francesca wondered if she could help her. 

She didn’t know why Sophie, particularly. As in—why help Sophie, and not Kristen? Or Jenna, or Sally, or Anne, or Yolanda, or any of the other dozens of girls she hadn’t helped at all?

But something drew her to Sophie. Something that made her want to assist. She couldn’t defy her Master or Mistress’s will—that was out of the question, out of the universe of questions. But neither had made a firm ruling on Sophie yet. Distracted by George, in Adrian’s case, and Corinne in Livia’s. Without a little assist, though, Francesca saw where it was going to go with Sophie in a hurry.

Inside the bathroom, she heard the tell-tale moans and whimpers from inside the stall where Sophie had stashed herself. 

Francesca approached the stall door. She knew what was happening inside; could hear the soft stifled moans and helpless little whimpers as Sophie fingered her cunt, hoping for a cum that wouldn’t arrive. She could even hear Sophie’s inattention.

“You should just give in, you know.”

“W-what?”

The soft schlicking sounds of finger-fucking didn’t stop.

“You should just let it take you over. Your lust for him.”

“I—I don’t know what you mean.” She moaned for nearly ten straight seconds. “Please go away. I’m trying to use the bathroom.”

“You’re trying to finger your lightning-hot cunt while you think about his cock, and you need to cum harder than you ever have in your life.”

“N-no. That’s...that’s not...”

Sophie whimpered, unable to finish the sentence. The schlicking sounds intensified. Francesca knew her thoughts—if I can just cum, just once, then I can clear my head and make sense of this conversation and this evening.

“You need to cum harder than you ever have, more than you ever have, because the thought of his cock is in your brain. You’re thinking all the time, even right now as I’m talking, about the image of its shape beneath his pants and how big it must be. The way it would feel in your hands. You’re thinking of Mistress Livia’s hand around its girth.”

Sophie thumped several times as Francesca spoke. Her legs hitting the stall, spasming at the description of Master’s Cock. 

“H-how do you know?”

“It’s quite all right, you know. You can trust me. I understand. I know everything that’s happened to you, because it happened to me too.”

Sophie unlocked the stall door. As Francesca had predicted, she was bent over, holding the handicap pole, juices running down her legs. Eyes wild and desperate. 

“How d-does it stop?”

“It doesn’t. Not ever.”

Sophie whimpered and cried, squealing in a way that was thoroughly unattractive. Master would hate that. Livia would hate that. Francesca had resolved to help her, though, and her owners would hate her giving up on something she had decided to do even more.

“You should just give in,” she said again. “It doesn’t stop. But it does...get better. You transcend, after it’s all done. There’s no escaping his will now. You exist for his cock whether you like it or not. You can’t even kill yourself; he wants you alive even if he doesn’t fuck you.”

This terrified Sophie more than anything else Francesca had said so far.

“W-why?”

“Because your suffering amuses him and her. They get off on your bad feelings. But they’re not immune to flattery. Do you understand?”

“N-no...” Her fingers slid back up in her cunt, unable to help herself, whimpering and edging helplessly. “Y-you’re so pretty...sooo pretty. You’re a-almost as pretty as her...”

Francesca sighed. This bimbo truly was in need of assistance.

“If you resist them, you will anger them. They think—deservedly so—that they deserve your worship. If you deny them, they will both expect it and be affronted by it. They will take great pleasure in extracting physical and emotional humiliations from you. They’re quite good at it. They’ll make you beg for death and never give it to you.”

Sophie was crying for some reason Francesca didn’t entirely understand. Wasn’t the poor girl obsessed with Master’s cock? Didn’t she see the opportunity presented to her?

“I d-don’t want to beg for death!”

“Whyever not?” Francesca smiled curiously. “It will make him so furiously hard. Isn’t that what you want?”

Whimpering, Sophie nodded. Tears streamed down her cheeks. She would have to redo her expensive make-up. 

“Look,” said Francesca, trying to think ahead. “Your mother...”

“She’s my stepmother.”

“Is she? You’ll have to say she’s your Mommy. He’ll like that much better. But she’s much hotter than you. She’s much, much crueler than you. Isn’t she?”

Sophie nodded. “Sh-she...she’s threatened me before. Writing me out of Daddy’s will. Says she’ll serve me special meals to make me fat and gross. That kind of thing.”

“Lovely. She’ll please Master to no end.”

“Bu-but...she’s a monster.” Still confused. Still not getting it. “I’m sweet. I can be sweet, a-and—”

“He loves monsters. Aren’t you paying attention? You have to listen to me. We don’t have a lot of time. He’ll start to wonder where you went. They both get annoyed quite easily. If you don’t listen to me, you’ll never have his cock in you ever. Here’s what you’ll have to do...”

* * * * *
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When they returned, Adrian was mostly done with his meal—meaning both the porterhouse, which he had consumed elegantly and neatly, and the mastication of George Brick’s soul. Livia and Corinne were now on either side of Adrian, eagerly and openly stroking his cock. 

“All...all my money...” George wheezed, looking over the tattered remains of his tear-splattered steak. “A-and the company, too .Y-yes, Sir. Yes of course, Sir.”

They had been gone longer than Francesca realized. George had already signed away his company, his marriage, his fortune. Master closed the briefcase with the documents inside and nonchalantly handed them to Francesca. 

Meanwhile, the restaurant was in a state of absolute terror. Several guests were hiding under their table. The most attractive women had taken to fingering themselves openly in their seats and moaning worship, babbling similar to how Corinne did earlier but even more unhinged. 

Several brawls had broken out. Broken tables, chairs. Holes in the plaster from thrown bodies and smashed faces. Men competed with their checkbooks held high. Trying to be the first to deliver their worship. They knew their only value was monetary. 

There was a lot of blood—so close to the kitchen and all those knives. Lots of small displays of horrific carnage that might have been in a horror movie; none of it even fazed Francesca anymore. It was just normal; what happened when her Master and Mistress were around a crowd. 

There was a larger crowd outside, and more brawls happening there. Word had spread on social media that her Master and Mistress were present. Their lethal chauffeur kept a strict thirty-foot perimeter around their transport, but other than that, the crowds grew and grew.  

The winner of the men’s brawl to deliver the first check rushed Livia. Francesca casually backhanded him and snatched the check out of his outstretched hand in one smooth motion. He landed several feet away with an array of broken bones. Francesca allowed herself a moment to cum at her violent handiwork—Master loved that—and then turned her attention back to the table where Sophie was just sitting down.

Livia and Corinne seemed not to notice the rushing attacker or indeed anything happening in the microcosm of collapsing society, focusing entirely on the table and George. 

“Oh my god, is he crying?” Corinne was deeply excited. “Fuck, he’s such a pussy, oh my god.”

She was much more lucid now; far more lucid and aware. Her alterations had been swift. The most minor of her imperfections already well-handled—her hair just that much longer, her body thinner, her breasts larger and so on. Corinne was receptive, like Francesca had been. 

“Please,” George struggled to speak. “Corinne, darling, don’t say that. Such things...such hurtful things...”

“That’s the least of the hurtful things I’m going to say about you. Do you know,” she turned to Adrian, “that he’s never gotten it up for me? True story. He made me sleep in the fucking bed, and he would just jerk off next to me and cry. He was probably thinking about his old dead wife. Can you believe it? Do you see how fucking hot I am?”

“What a fucking loser,” Livia snapped. “I’d die too if I had to be his wife for very long. I can’t believe you stood him for so long.”

“Oh my god, right? I was so close to swearing off sex forever. But now I get to be with a real man.”

Her stroking of Master’s cock intensified. It was unreal that there was so much room for her long-digited hand and Livia’s, but there was. His cock was all-encompassing. Barely trying, Master lifted the table up off from the floor (despite it being bolted down) and shoved it to one side. It landed haphazardly on the man Francesca had injured. 

“Corinne...” George choked. “Darling, please...”

“I’m going to leave you, you stupid little bitch.”

This seemed to break George completely. He nodded eagerly. Maybe he thought his surrender would end it, but Francesca knew better. Surrender ended nothing. 

“Y-yes.” He shook. “Yes, I do-don’t deserve...d-deserve a wife...”

“Oh my god, the maggot admits it!” Corinne smiled furiously at her Master and Mistress. “Can you fucking believe it? What a pathetic waste of space. You’re such a fucking man, I can’t believe you broke him so easily. You’re God.”

This was going to get out of hand very quickly. George didn’t have long for this world—either from his incumbent stroke, heart attack, casual cruelty from Master, or all three. Sophie had to take advantage of this right now, or she would be left out forever. 

Francesca urged Sophie one last time with her eyes. Surreptitiousness did not come to her easily; she felt guilty just for trying. 

“Th-that’s right!” Sophie said at last. “Fucking pussy!”

She filled the space where the table used to be, prostrating herself before Master’s immense, double-stroked cock.

Corinne, amused, raised an eyebrow. 

“Oh wow, are you still here?”

“I almost wish I weren’t, because you sat me next to this fucking sad sack. I want to be up there with my new Daddy, on his lap and serving hi .”

“Is that right?” Corinne tilted her nose up. “It’s too bad—”

Livia, still stroking, hushed her—and Corinne went white as a sheet, fearing suddenly she had overstepped. 

“What else do you want, dearie?” Livia asked.

Being addressed so directly made Sophie’s world spin. “I-I-I want to fuck. I want to b-be fucked. I want to get away from this loser who couldn’t protect me from anything. I w-want to do whatever you say. I’ll do wh-whatever you say, just please, please let me se-serve you...”

Adrian nodded to Livia, who had captured Sophie’s gaze entirely. Livia, sliding off from the bench, took Sophie’s face in her hands. 

“I want to be closer to you,” Sophie whimpered. A puddle of lust formed underneath her. “You’re s-so pretty all the time and I just want us to like each other and I wish you were my Mommy and I m-m-miss having a Mommy s-so much...”

Adrian and Livia then worked together, taking her by the hips roughly and bending her over, shutting her up. Corinne attended him, holding Sophie’s hips steady.

George, watching all this, mere inches away from his daughter’s sweating, lust-mad face. He backed away, falling off the opposite bench, crawling to get away but unable to take his eyes off the sight. 

Adrian entered Sophie while George watched. The bigger man grinned at his defeated opponent, no doubt even harder knowing his victory was still growing in its triumph. From the sounds Sophie made, she was clearly a virgin. Master enjoyed the tightness of her cunt, encouraging Livia to shove her roughly back and forth in time with his own thrusts. 

“Oh my god, look at that!” Corinne wrapped her body against Master’s, speaking dark and hot. “He’s just fucking the shit out of your daughter right in front of you and you’re not doing anything, George! You stupid fucking beta cuck simp, how do you even live with yourself?”

He wouldn’t for very long. George clutched his chest. Something was wrenching in very wrong directions inside that hefty barrel he called a chest.

In the heated madness, Adrian nodded once at Francesca and then at George. Quickly, she grabbed the expiring man—he was rather large, but Master had made her strong—and tossed him roughly into a nearby booth out of sight. He would die alone. 

When she turned back to the scene of her Master and Mistress and their new slaves, she could see the venom rising in Livia’s countenance. 

“Fuck me, yes!” Sophie cried. “Oh my god! Thank you! Thank you! Oh my god, it’s so good, it’s so good!”

Francesca’s heart sank. This was all wrong. The second Sophie had received his cock, she clearly thought she’d done enough. Now she was taking advantage of her position, thinking she didn’t need to keep rubbing it in. Yes, for elegance’s sake, Francesca had dragged the dying man away. But for god’s sake, did Sophie think he was going to be deaf? 

If Livia were in Sophie’s position, she’d continue lashing at George until his heart attack turned into a stroke or an aneurysm—until Master had filled her up with twins. That was the thing about Francesca’s Master and Mistress—if it wasn’t good enough, then it wasn’t good enough. There was no room for compromise. They didn’t need to compromise on what they wanted.

“Fuck her, baby,” Corinne purred continuously. “Fuck his daughter. Fuck his company. Fuck his whole life. I want to know he’s dying while you fuck his legacy away. I want him to suffer for every. Last. Second.”

Naturally, Livia had fucked up Corinne’s mind in the bathroom to become Adrian’s total cock-worshiping slave. But nothing Livia could do in that limited time would bring out that sort of wicked cruelty unless it was there already—and she, Livia, and Adrian all knew that. 

Sophie didn’t. Not at all. Francesca had misread her potential, trying to apply what she wanted to create a different result than what had been apparent the whole time. 

The bitch came from a weak lineage, and so she was weak too. 

Just as it seemed like he might empty inside Sophie, Adrian slowed down his thrusts and exited her entirely before cumming all over her back. 

He snapped his fingers and Corinne was on him, licking off her stepdaughter’s juices from his impossibly thick, hard cock while it still floated between Sophie’s ass-cheeks. For several moments, the only sound was Corinne's enthused licking. Sophie, oblivious, seemed to be relishing the moment. Thinking that somehow being sprayed in his cum was a good thing. 

It was, up to a point. Master’s cum felt incredible. But it wasn’t a good thing if he could have easily sprayed inside of Sophie’s pussy. 

After taking a moment to catch his breath, Master turned his gaze to Francesca.

“Something you want to tell us, Francesca?”

Uh oh.

Now Livia looked at her. “You tried to help her, didn’t you?”

Francesca’s eyes went low. This was dangerous territory; Livia could ruin every part of Francesca’s life in an instant. She might even take away all her privileges for Master’s Cock. 

But she had to be honest. If she wasn’t it would all go wrong for her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sophie moaned on the floor. “Can I please cum?”

Everyone turned to her at once: “Shut up.”

Sophie, cowed, put her forehead on the floor.

Livia whipped back around to Francesca. “Why did you help her?”

“I...I...”

Livia grabbed her by the chin. “You need to tell me, right now, or we are going to have a problem.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Francesca spoke with clarity and suddenness. “I didn’t want Master to be displeased. I know that you both enjoy bullying girls when you want, but I also know that only happens when you are displeased with them in the first place. I thought if I could convince her to serve you well, the way you wanted, you might have a better time.”

“But you don’t really care about her?”

Sophie, whimpering on the ground, looked up at Francesca with pleading eyes. 

“Because we both like you, Francesca,” said Master. 

“Yes, that’s right.” Mistress nodded. “We say it all the time. Nothing is complete until you’re here with us. Don’t you remember that time Master snapped the neck of the caterer who tried to serve us before you arrived?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It was one of her fondest memories, as a matter of fact.

“And gosh,” said Livia, “if you like Sophie, then we could just make her part of the team, couldn’t we?”

Master nodded. “It would be easy to clear away her imperfections.”

Sophie began licking Master’s shoes at this. “Please,” she whimpered. “I need to cum so bad. I need your cock. Need your cock so bad...”

Corinne, still licking Master clean, stepped on Sophie’s neck until she was quiet. 

“I mean,” Livia continued,  “Master and I had this big plan about making Corinne your new Mommy, but—”

“Mistress?”

Francesca almost—almost—blurted out what? But that would have been an affront. She had to stay so respectful. 

“Your head is all fucked up about your real mom,” said Master. “The way she abandoned you. It’s one of the reasons it’s been so easy to mold you.”

Francesca preened at this. She was easy to mold. She knew what happened to the ones who weren’t. The ones like Sophie. 

“So we thought, once we saw Corinne, what a mean queen dream she is...” Livia sighed, casually stroking Corinne’s hair as she sucked Master’s cock clean. “...wouldn’t she make a great Mommy for Francesca?”

“What a duo they’d be,” Master mused.

“But now you want Sophie around.”

“You want a little friend. A bestie. Is that right?”

“I—I—”

Image-heavy thoughts flooded Francesca’s mind. Waking up next to Mommy Corinne with Daddy Master’s cock between them. Licking and learning straight from Mommy. Mistress teaching them how to be the perfect pair for Daddy. Dressing one another in lingerie and heels; doing each other’s make-up in front of giant expensive mirrors. 

Shopping for expensive clothes and bullying the clerks into giving them free high heels and dresses even though they could easily pay for everything. Spending their nights curled up at Master and Mistress’s feet, fingerfucking each other like a good Mommy-Daughter pair and watching live video of their Mistress’s hand stroking up and down Master’s cock for hours and hours... 

“But if you don’t really care about her, then...” 

Master let the question hang in the air. 

“No, please,” said Francesca. “I’m sorry. I’m just—I’m so confused, a-and—”

“You don’t really care about her.”

Livia gripped Francesca’s face more firmly now, staring deep in her eyes. Taking a hold of her completely. 

“You don’t really care about her,” said her Mistress.

Last chance, but Francesca was already on board. 

“I don’t care about her.”

“Not at all.”

Francesca was so fucking wet.

“Not at all.”

“You’d rather have Corinne for a Mommy.”

“I’d rather have Corinne for a Mommy.”

That was all she wanted in the whole world.

“Sophie would just get in the way.”

“Sophie would just get in the way.”

She would! She was already in the way. Corinne had to step on her to clean Master’s Cock like a good girl. 

“She’s pathetic. You hate her.”

“She’s pathetic. I hate her.”

She did. She hated Sophie completely. She let the hate flow through her, fill her, bring her up to their level. 

What the fuck was wrong with Sophie? Hadn’t Francesca done everything she could? Hadn’t she stuck her neck out? Hadn’t she explained it all perfectly? And this was the thanks she got? Some fucking useless doormat cunt who couldn’t even say mean things without reading from a fucking script, god. 

And meanwhile, Francesca was being so fucking stupid about it that she was ignoring a true Mommy Hottie like Corinne? What the fuck—what a fucking maroon she’d been. 

Corinne popped over now, looping her arm around Francesca’s. She was clean head to toe, not a hint of the cum she’d just swallowed anywhere. Elegant. Regal. Just like Mistress. Just like Francesca. 

“Don’t you want me as a Mommy? Aren’t I pretty enough for it?”

Francesca thought she might melt. She nodded eagerly, aching for the change. Aching for Corinne. Aching for Mommy.

They pushed Sophie down and away from the clearing they’d made in the madness, laughing at her trying to avoid the broken dishes and spilled food on the floor. In the space they made, Corinne got on her back and spread her legs out wide. 

“I’m so happy I have a real daughter now,” Corinne said as Francesca knelt down next to her. “You’re the one I always wanted. You’re so much better than that pathetic fucking hag who would never measure up to what Daddy wanted.”

As Livia, Corinne, and Francesca held hands, Master shoved up inside of Corinne. His cock bulged massively inside her tiny frame. Drool filled Francesca’s mouth instantly, her tiny brain swimming in lust. 

Livia attended him to one side, urging him on. Her words were subaudible but Francesca knew the dark, sweet delights she dripped into her Master’s brain: 

Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, please. You’re so strong. No one can do what you do. I’m so in awe of you...

And then, for the first time, Master held out his hand, taking Francesca into him on the other side. Flanked by his two loves. He leaned over on top of Corinne, wrapping her legs up underneath his chest. Francesca instantly knew how to react. 

She mirrored Livia, making her voice low and steady and urgent most of all. 

“Please, Master, oh please. Please fuck my Mommy. Fuck her rotten, Daddy. Fuck her full of twins. Fuck her pregnant. Fuck her as hard as you can, she can take it. She was born to take it, look at her. You can do it. Fuck her, Daddy, oh please, oh please...”

Sometimes her Master lasted for hours. But between the multiple conquests tonight and also re-aligning Francesca’s family values, he seemed to have a hair trigger—or perhaps he just eagerly wanted to mark Corinne as his permanent property. Either way, he came hard, filling Corinne’s body with his brilliant load of hot white seed. 

Francesca watched, mind and body buzzing with pride, as Master came inside her new Mommy, again and again and again. 

She felt so complete. 

# # #
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What's next?

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

Bimbo Packages – Female Designs

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

Bully Worship – Obeying the King

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

Bimbo Packages – Taboo Snacks

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

Bully Worship – Obeying the Jock

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

The Bimbo Fix – His Home Life

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

Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership

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

The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

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

Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic

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

The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend

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

Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties

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

Virtual Meeting - Office Hierarchy

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

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

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!

Rough Dreams – A Bundle

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

Mesmerizing Dreams – A Bundle

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

––––––––
[image: image]


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

Hope to hear from you soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Bully Worship - Obeying The Billionaire? Then you should read
              
                Bimbo Packages - Female Designs by Nadia Nightside!
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        Overwhelmed, overweight, outmatched Samantha is ready to explode, driven to distraction by the infidelities of her husband, Michael. But when Mira arrives at her doorstep—her young, sensually beautiful neighbor—needing help with some strange packages, Samantha feels compelled to help. Inside the packages are pieces of beautiful clothing, begging to be worn. The two women, investigating, try on piece after piece, transforming into erotic goddesses as they do. Their hair lengthens, bodies tighten, busts enlarge, and their cups start to overflow! Drowning in lust, they crave to worship at the altar of masculinity, and to fill their fertile bodies with unprotected seed. But each package of clothing has a role for its wearer, and when Michael returns home, he finds that his wife and neighbor have a harem surprise in store…WARNING: This hot, transformative tale features a haggard wife, her hottie neighbor, and her husband's paramour becoming the bimbofied harem of their Alpha Male owner, desperate to please him as erotic servants!


    
	    
	      
	      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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