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N
 adia Nightside has
 a Patreon!
 Access bonus content, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!


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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R
 ECENT RELEASES



Virtual Meeting – Taboo Ownership


A lonely girl puts on a special VR helmet to meet virtually with her online boyfriend, but it gets dark, demented, and erotic when he reveals all he wants is to control her to get to her sister.
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O
 FFICE DREAMS



TWENTY hot tales of sexy scandalous affairs at the office featuring hung hunks and hot, fertile babes!
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C
 ULT OF LUST – HOT
 For Teacher


Her new student shouldn’t be saying all that stuff about her body—but why doesn’t she care, and why does she want him to replace her deadbeat husband? She better suck his cock to find out...
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B
 IMBO DREAMS



This collection of TWENTY erotic stories features some of Nadia Nightside’s latest and greatest bimbo erotica tales!
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V
 IRTUAL MEETING – OWNING
 His Hot Date


A special VR headset promises to find the “perfect” partner—of course, this means it finds the nearest available girl and subjugates her will and transforms her unwilling mind and body into that of a model fuckpet.
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D
 EMON’S OFFER – THE
 Bundle


Follow the sensational, over-the-top adventures of an incubus as he slowly gathers his own personal succubus harem from the baddest, hottest girls around.
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T
 ABOO DREAMS



TWENTY tales of erotic, pseudo-incestual delights between hot and bothered babes and the men they’ve known their whole lives!
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G
 ANG DREAMS



Fulfill all of your naughtiest gang bang alpha male fantasies with the TWENTY stories from this raunchy bundle featuring marble-carved badasses who won’t take no for an answer, no matter the cost!
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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.




She knelt, casually stroking her Master’s Cock while utterly stacked beauties adored the shaft and head and balls with their tongues and lips. They were in a massive living room, attending Master while he sat on a luxurious leather couch. The room—indeed the house—was full of these similarly gorgeous women, aching and lusting for their own turn to somehow impress the divine presence their Master embodied.

There were three of them at a time, each spending thirty seconds or so licking, loving, slurping, sliding. They auditioned for a place to remain longer, but at every interval she pushed them away and let the next one try.

Nothing was good enough for her Master. Nothing and no one but her. She would keep auditioning these lesser girls on his Cock until she found someone who could truly keep up with his needs.

They lived in fear of her—of her judgments, her reprisals, her capriciousness, and her greed. Nothing scared them more than her frown, as their Master was far too dignified to ever tell them himself that they had displeased.

That was her
 job. And she loved it.

She controlled everything about these dozens and dozens of barely legal sex slaves.

Just like her Master wanted.

* * * * *
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“H
 AVE YOU SEEN THE NEW
 kid?”

Several days earlier, Aubrey and Sandra sat in the tall, expansive meal hall of Bindleford’s Liberal Arts College. Bright, happy sunlight shone in from the enormous windows in the ceiling. Over their small hand-prepared vegan meal, Aubrey stared at her friend Sandra with the kind of disdain she usually reserved for the nerds who tried to hit on her from the poetry department.

“I’ve been out for a week, babe. No. I haven’t seen the ‘new kid.’”

“Oh, right.” Sandra’s eyes were a bit glassy and distant. “It’s just as well. I’m not sure how interesting he is. But—”

“Why are you calling him the ‘new kid,’ anyway? Are we in fucking high school?”

“I don’t know. There’s only so many of us here, and—”

“And if he’s not interesting, why are you bringing him up?”

Aubrey liked to push Sandra around. It was easy to do, despite Sandra being blonde and beautiful enough to stun most men into speechlessness. For most of her life, being able to be pushed around effectively was the trademark of a quality friend of hers. Growing up in her hometown of Roseville, she had been able to dominate the lives of others from the ages of five all the way up to eighteen, using her beauty, wealth, and position to control their opinions, thoughts, and desires. Aubrey felt good when she was in charge; it was, in fact, the only
 time she did feel good.

And she felt she deserved
 to feel good. She was young, beautiful, and generally just smarter and better
 than everyone around her.

She had certainly dressed to have eyes on her today. She wore a tight, tiny pleated skirt with a just-too-small silk blouse, showing off flashes of her toned, tanned midriff. The collar was high and wide, but that did not stop the soft, prominent musculature of her neck and bones of her clavicles from pushing through, vainly displaying her thinness.

Everything about Aubrey was a vain display, and she liked it that way. All the better to keep those around her in their proper place beneath her.

Her hair, thick and long and brown, was held in a low ponytail that draped to one side, resting on the hefty globes of her brilliantly pert breasts. Not a flaw, anywhere.

It was because she knew she deserved to feel good that she’d had a troupe of her “secret” admirers crowdfund her latest vacation down to the beach resort in Ikaulupe last week. She’d spent the time traipsing about in tiny bikinis, snapping photos of herself for her social, and filming endless reels of doing the most trivial things—setting her fork just so, combing her hair, picking out a pair of heels. Her social presence wasn’t enormous, but it was loyal, and the likes flowed in and the donations stacked up.

She had her next vacation paid for within an hour of posting her first bikini pick. Her tits looked amazing in bikinis. Or, rather, her tits looked amazing
 , full stop, but in bikinis, they were other-worldly.

Men loved looking at her tits covered in water especially. She suspected a rather lot of women did too. A remarkable amount of women—such as Sandra—seemed to naturally accept their place beneath a beauty like Aubrey and submit wholly without much effort from Aubrey. They probably thought this might earn them some favor—that even scraps from the table of greatness were more than they would get otherwise.

Scraps would
 be more than they would get otherwise...but when it came to attention and fame and the spotlight, Aubrey was carnivorous and left nothing for others.

Meanwhile, she had barely touched her lunch. It smelled nice enough, but most of her food was like her face, tits, and thigh-gap—for display purposes only. Like the wise one once said, nothing tastes as good as skinny feels
 . Often, Aubrey didn’t touch her food any more than she ever let any man touch her.

None of them, sadly, were ever really good enough.

“I was just bringing it up,” Sandra continued, “because he’s right there, that’s all.”

Sandra pointed across the hall. A young man had his hand high up on the ass of Mathilde, a trim-waisted eighteen year-old freshman with a brilliant smile and long, thin limbs and neck. Even from far away, her smile looked glassy. Doped up. She only really saw the back of ‘the new kid.’

“Is she fucking high?” Aubrey asked.

Immediately, she pulled out her phone to make a post about it. She would be direct enough about what she thought and saw to start a rumor about Mathilde, but subtle enough to leave room for evasion.

Rumor-mongering was a terrific source of social control; an ideal way to ruin the spirits of others so that whenever you needed
 to extort them for favors or information, their spirits were so low that they did little to resist you.

Part of the reason that a beautiful, rich girl like Aubrey was at this school to begin with was because it was so small. Yes
 , she probably could have carved out quite a kingdom for herself at one of the big universities, but if she were here
 , at Bindleford, she could own the whole fucking place. Some other tiny school might not have been worth the effort, but Bindleford—with the highest tuition rates in the country, one of the world’s most prestigious liberal arts colleges—was a prize worth owning forever.

With only a few months into the first semester, her control was already mostly complete. People lived in fear of her opinions, her social, and her wrath. It was a lovely feeling. She had been thinking lately of getting some kind of vanity boyfriend, but it was so
 much fun to have every attached girl in the college thinking that she could steal their boyfriend any moment she chose.

“I don’t know,” said Sandra. “Eamon’s got a way with girls.”

That was his name, huh? Eamon? Sounded like a wimp’s name.

His hand rose higher up Mathilde’s ass. Clenching it firmly, holding it between the cheeks at times. Fondling her openly, in front of everyone. Wasn’t Mathilde like, famously a virgin? She was just letting
 him do all that?

Miss Holly, the composition professor, approached him. He seemed to have called her over. She wore a smart pencil skirt and a button-up pinstripe blouse. One of their younger professors, Aubrey deliberately transferred out of her class when she realized that manipulating her would just be too plain hard to begin with. She could be one of the ones who got caught up in the later wave—once Aubrey had enough faculty, staff, and students on her side to make her rule inevitable.

Right away, Miss Holly put her hand on his big, muscled arm and laughed at something he said. She played with her golden  hair, one tall heel up in the air and crawling up her calf in obvious, wanton want.

“Is she flirting
 with him?” Aubrey asked. “That’s a professor!”

Holly’s smile was bright and glassy too, staring with big doe-eyes at Eamon and toying with her hair. He spoke to her like Mathilde wasn’t on his arm, doting and whispering in his ear. Mathilde did not seem bothered at all, and his grip on her ass only intensified. Holly’s hair was long and blonde, done up in a thick low ponytail. While they spoke, she slowly undid the ponytail and swept her hair this way and that, turning up her head just so.

Modeling for him.

A bell rang, indicating the next round of classes was about to begin. Eamon walked off, practically holding Mathilde up by the ass as she continued to dote on him, her legs slow-strutting and grinding into his body as they moved.

Miss Holly watched him go, biting a finger. She only seemed to realize after a moment that her blouse was undone and her hair was loose and low. She “fixed” her blouse by unbuttoning another button, left her hair down, and—straightening—seemed satisfied.


Who is that guy
 ? Aubrey wondered. And how do I make sure he’s playing for my team
 ?

* * * * *
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F
 OR AUBREY, NOTHING
 was higher than the stakes of control. If someone else was in charge, then they might try to take advantage of her. Make her do something she didn’t want
 to do.

Aubrey had been made, in the past, to do things she didn’t want
 to do...and she would never be put in that position again. She hadn’t spoken to her parents, despite nominally living with them, for over three years. They were rich enough to hold estates in several different cities. Whenever her parents showed up to one, Aubrey went to another—taking control of a new school and putting all her pieces in play the way she wanted. With such an arrangement, she found she could not rely on other people—not friends, not teachers, not community—only herself. She became very practiced at forging signatures.

Something about the way Eamon had utterly dominated Mathilde and Miss Holly’s attention in the lunch hall fascinated Aubrey. She went to her next class—a history elective with a teacher who wrote her almost constant love notes—but hardly paid attention and left in the middle of it. Right away her social blew up with the teacher apologizing for boring her and promising to have a better class next time.

She hadn’t friended him, so the message was public, on her profile that everyone could see.

Even his embarrassment and shame—normally such a sweet pill—wasn’t enough to distract her from the thoughts of what she had seen in the lunch room. She walked slowly down the hall, tall heels clicking sharply, pushing her hands through the thick mass of her dark chestnut hair and stopping every so often to gaze at her beautiful reflection in a window or a hall mirror.

She loved herself, her appearance, so totally. It was all she relied on and all she needed.

Her thoughts could not tear away from the complete and total humiliation
 of Mathilde—or at least, it should
 have been that—and she didn’t care in the slightest. She was happy just doting
 on his arm while he openly flirted with a professor who seemed almost ready to jump his bones right there! What was going on with him?

Did Aubrey want to talk to him? Did she dare? What if somehow he got her hooks into her
 as well?

She walked across the campus, outside, casually holding her nose up at a few of the boys who ogled her body as she walked past. She enjoyed their desire, but all the same she held them in complete contempt for it. A real
 man would take it from her—take everything she had. These little wimps
 could clearly do nothing of the sort.

There was also something about
 the boys at school. She’d noticed it for a moment in class as well. They seemed permanently dazed. Drained. Like their energy had flown away.

The girls, meanwhile, seemed chatty and vibrant. Energetic. Aubrey normally didn’t notice the prettiness of other girls at all except as a predator views her prey, but many seemed lovelier than they had before her vacation.

Across the courtyard with several sleeping young men, through the copse of trees at the front of the college, and down the stone steps into the library and then gliding across the many rows through the acres of books. It was quiet in the library, of course—but the silence felt strange. The librarians, a pair of younger women dolled up today with red lips and matching polka-dot dresses, had that same glassy look in their eyes.

Something was obviously happening. It was like everyone was drugged
 .

Up the spiral staircase of the library and deep into the stacks. Just trying to clear her head.


Drugged
 .

It behooved Aubrey to not be a skeptic; it always had. If she had asked anyone if she could live the way she did, they would have said absolutely not. But the proof was in the pudding. If she hadn’t been her, there was no way she could believe that someone as perfect
 as her own obviously
 immaculate female form could exist. And if she believed that
 , then she would have been vulnerable to it.

She would not
 be vulnerable.

So something was
 happening here at the college. Something to do with Eamon. Something making people feel drugged, somehow.

She felt a little the same way. Her thoughts not quite as clear as they could be. Was it something in the water? In the air? Maybe she just felt strange because she examined each thought as it came in. Thinking about the thought of a thought always made for a slightly trippy experience, putting a microscope on the sensation of sensation.

Then she heard the moaning.

“Eamon...don’t...”

That was a girl’s
 voice, and it was not
 Mathilde’s.

In fact...

She quickly rushed to one end of the stacks, peering down each row before she snuck to the next one. Making sure she wasn’t seen. It was a little difficult to sneak
 in her luxury heels—they snapped and struck the floors just so—but Aubrey was light and graceful and made it work.

Finally, in the 800 section, she saw what she had been hearing.

Sandra—her
 Sandra, for lack of a better term—wrapped tightly around Eamon’s body. Her legs clinging around his waist while he had her lifted up and pressed hard into the shelves. Skirt bunched up around her wide, fertile hips. His back to Aubrey, and Sandra’s eyes closed—nobody saw Aubrey as she watched them neck.

Sandra looked lost in passion. Young, beautiful, blond, busty. She would have been a knockout among knockouts in any company but for Aubrey’s. Her tight young body so perfectly pressed into Eamon’s. Lips dripping with saliva as she layered his neck and jawline with kiss after kiss. And meanwhile Eamon’s hands crawled up and down Sandra’s body with ease, her blouse mostly unbuttoned. Gripping her tits roughly. Her bra discarded on the ground, Eamon stamping on it as he pushed harder up into Sandra’s body.

“Oh fuck, Eamon...you have to...have to...”

“Have to what?”

One hand came down around her ass, precariously close to her dripping slit. Even from her vantage point, far away, Aubrey could see how absolutely wet her friend was.

Why was she watching this? Why wasn’t she saying
 something? Should she interfere?

That seemed wrong.

They were both adults, after all. And it wasn’t like they were necessarily doing anything wrong
 . You weren’t supposed
 to make out in a library, but you weren’t really supposed
 to have boys at the university do your assignments for you because you “promised” to go on dates with them, in the same that you weren’t really supposed
 to flirt with professors until you had enough evidence to blackmail them into giving you As on all your work regardless of how many times you showed up for class.

Who was she to tell someone else that they couldn’t live their life?

In fact, really
 , if anyone was doing something wrong—it was her. Aubrey.


Watching
 .

You weren’t supposed to watch something indecent like this. That was even more
 indecent.

But she couldn’t turn away. She felt utterly transfixed.

“Please don’t...” Sandra said. “I don’t want to. N-not...not here...not in the library
 ...it’s m-my fi-first...”

“You don’t want me to fuck your cunt with my fingers, doll?”

His fingers danced just under her sparkling wet pussy. All he had to do was drop her weight just slightly and she would slide right on top of them.

“N-no,” she protested again. “P-please. I w-want it to be special
 ...”

“All right, then.”

He let her down completely. Sandra, so filled with her wanton heat, collapsed against his legs. Her face rubbed into the thickness of his bulge.

“Look at me, though.”

She obeyed, looking right up at him. Something sparkled in her eyes. Aubrey’s breath tightened. The lights were dim
 up here—there was no way some light reflected off something. That light came from Eamon. But he wasn’t holding anything in his hands—they were at his side. He was just looking
 at her.

“You don’t have to let me finger fuck you. You’re a grown woman.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you, what?”

“Thank you, sir.”

“That’s better. But I’m really turned on. You put me in a state. You’re so sexy, Sandra. You made me really want to fuck you. Is that fair?”

She was transfixed. Her hands came up to his bulge, pawing at it like a cat wanting to be let in.

“N-no. No, sir.”

“Right. So, you’re going to suck me off, all right? That only seems fair.”

“Y-yes. Yes, sir. I-it’s just...”

“What?”

“I’ve never sucked cock before.”

“That’s okay. You only ever have to suck mine. Understood? You won’t suck anyone else off.” He stroked her hair. “Ever. So don’t worry about that.”

“Yes, sir.”

“It’ll be like you’re married to me, okay? You’ll only touch, stroke, and suck on my cock. Is that clear?”

Her pawing intensified, fingers groping at his zipper.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. And you’ll fingerfuck your cunt while you do it, all right?”

All the resistance had left her.

“Yes, sir. Of c-course, sir.”

He let out his Cock and immediately Sandra slurped it down. Too quick, too quick! Not long enough for Aubrey to get a really good view, like a flash of a monster when flipping channels. But it was big, it was hard
 , and it was thick and streaming with precum. Aubrey could definitely see the bulge in Sandra’s throat—and that alone was enough to make her furiously wet.

A few times, Eamon had to guide Sandra—not so fast, not so slow, lips only—but quickly she got the hang of it and sucked him like a pro.

Aubrey, watching still, was as wet as she had ever been in her entire life.

He’d convinced
 her. How had he done that? She had told him no
 , that she wanted to stop
 , and now she was on the library floor in a puddle of her own lust and madly and eagerly sucking his cock like her life depended on it. And in the meantime she was fucking her own pussy, loudly and clearly cumming from touching herself and sucking him off at the same time.

Something was in the air, in the light, in the water, in something
 . Aubrey’s knees knocked together as she tried desperately not to touch herself as she watched. She was a screamer, a moaner. She knew that if she started she wouldn’t be able to stop herself, and what she had seen now turned her on way too much for her to do nothing
 about it if she started at all.

One touch, that’s all it would take. One touch of her cunt, and she would be on the highway to a lightning-bolt orgasm that she wouldn’t be able to stop...

Eamon seemed to grow tired of toying with Sandra’s attentions and took matters into his own hands. He positioned her back against the shelves and gripped her skull between both hands, holding her in place while he fucked her skull furiously into the stacks. No mercy, no restraint. His powerful body fucking harder and harder, banging Sandra’s pretty face with his crotch and the back of her skull with treatises on ancient history. Books fell down all around them, carefully not daring to fall directly
 on top of them. Aubrey imagined the books being scared of him, if such a thing were possible, taking every care not to endanger themselves by incurring his wrath.

“Try to f-fucking...” he grunted, “...tell
 me not to fuck
 you, fucking hell
 you have a mouth on you...”


Teach her
 , Aubrey moaned inwardly. Oh god, yes. Teach her a lesson
 !

His came visibly, head lolling around and his whole body shuddering. Sandra slapped his thighs and hips, begging for release of her own—to be allowed to breathe again. But he stayed deep in her throat, emptying load after load. The whole time, under the dim library lights, Aubrey saw some kind of illumination from Eamon burning down into Sandra’s upward worshipful gaze.

At first, she thought he held his phone or something. That same kind of soft glow. But both his hands were affixed to Sandra’s skull, so it couldn’t have been that. And she saw the same glow, after a moment, pouring out from Sandra’s eyes. Like they had some kind of energy flowing between them. Sandra’s legs, spread open, exposed her pussy wide open. Her folds pulsed in hot, happy, needy vibrations, leaking juices all the while.

“Hey, babe,” he said, pulling out of Sandra’s mouth finally with a long schlocking sound. “I’m gonna fuck you now, okay? You have me so hard. I can’t help it.”

“Unngh...” Sandra moaned, utterly brainless. “...unnngh...”

Sandra had straight As, and she didn’t even coerce others into doing her work like Aubrey. She was one of the smartest girls on campus. Now she looked up at Eamon, eyes glowing, body glowing and orgasming helplessly, repeatedly, drool leaking from her lips.

“Tell me what you want in your pussy,” he said. “Tell me, and I’ll give it to you.”

“...cock...” Sandra nodded, mindlessly spreading her legs wider for him as she wiped the cum and saliva dribbling down her mouth. “...cockity cock cock cock...”

The books on the floor seemed to wrinkle and wither around the two of them. The pages and covers turned black, shrinking like rotting fruit, and then into ash entirely.

Probably the smartest thing to do at seeing some brand new existential phenomena was to run for the hills. But Aubrey leaned in closer. The heat in her, molten and liquid and spreading from her toes to her eyelids, begged for her own release—just like the kind that Sandra had enjoyed.

Or suffered, depending on your outlook.

Or both, perhaps.


Such power
 , Aubrey thought. Making her cum from such a punishing skullfucking like that...how does he do it
 ?

“No more fighting me on this, all right? I don’t like that. And you’re not pretty enough to talk back to me. You’ll really regret if you do it again. Okay?”

She nodded again, more eagerly this time but also a little scared.

Aubrey melted against the nearest bookshelf. She’ll regret
 it? Oh fuck. This was a man who knew
 about control
 , oh fuck
 !

She finally absconded. It wasn’t because of fear of discovery—or at least, not because she thought she would somehow get in trouble. No, it was because she was afraid she might utterly give herself over to this alpha king, god-like being who had wandered into her life without fully understanding who or what would be in control.

Little wisps of ash from the dissolved books floated through the air, powered by the current of the air-conditioner system.

What the fuck
 was going on?

* * * * *
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A
 DDLED, HORNY, AUBREY
 hastily retreated from the library and now sat in the small, wooded park at the edge of campus. Not far from where she sat was a parking lot. The park itself was carefully manicured and picturesque, the deciduous trees in long delightful rows sprouting orange as colder weather set in.

It was cold now, but Aubrey barely felt it. Her cunt felt like an oven, warming every part of her—even her toes, where her circulation was normally terrible. She breathed heavily, heart-racing, just imagining again and again the absolute ecstasy on Sandra’s face.

She’d known Sandra since she arrived here, quickly recruiting the less-pretty-but-still-hot girl to be the photo negative to her own incredible positive. People would see Sandra, know she was hot—but then see Aubrey
 and know what true
 hotness was. Sandra seemed to know she was being used, smart little thing, but didn’t seem to mind most of the time.

And now, it seemed, she didn’t mind anything because her mind
 had been fucked right out of her skull. Sandra was a virgin, same as Aubrey. Or, Sandra had been
 a virgin. Sandra confided multiple times to Aubrey that she was waiting for marriage, not out of any religious or moral reason, but because it would be easier to wrap a man around her finger if she kept his balls blue.

Now she gave it up to Eamon in one encounter in the library.

And Eamon had made
 her. Changed her mind for her. Or changed her body so much that her mind had no choice but to follow.

Wasn’t that something like what Aubrey did, all the time? She made men so horny that they forgot all about their morals and qualms about giving away merchandise for free or other fun exploits and gifts she obtained from the virtue of being hot. These were upstanding members of the community who would never
 stand to be bribed or coerced or flattered, and yet a simple smile from Aubrey and a flash of her mini-skirted legs and they fell all over themselves trying to give her the numbers to their bank account.  

A small flock of birds landed in the tree above her. Aubrey, who was never jealous of anyone, felt suddenly jealous of their ability to go anywhere, at any time.

The smart thing to do, of course, was to get out. Get away. Run, run, and run some more until nobody at this campus knew where she was.

Aubrey didn’t know exactly what was happening but she’d seen movies, read books. She had an idea
 .

People liked to pretend that they didn’t believe in the supernatural, that their world was all concrete and normal. People liked to believe they weren’t spooked by shadows and deja vu.

But the truth was, Aubrey knew, everyone thought real supernatural occurrences happened all the time. That’s why she
 had such an effect on people. Her beauty was unearthly. People told her all the time. Seeing her in their lives, people felt special
 . Touched. Blessed, even if she held them in complete contempt.

Lost in thought, she did not know how much time passed. When it was late in the afternoon, a scene unfolded before her like something from a play. She watched Mathilde show up at the parking lot, her skirt somehow tinier than before and wearing a skimpier blouse. The small, tight, tit-hugging sweater she wore over it classed up the ensemble a bit but somehow made it even racier.

A young man with a bad haircut and a heavy videogame hoodie approached Mathilde, waving friendly. Aubrey was close enough to hear the whole thing, and after a moment, she understood that Mathilde wanted her to. She wanted the audience.

“Hey, I was wondering, how have you done on McCormick’s essay? Because I was thinking—”

“Sorry, who the fuck are you?”

“I’m...are you joking?”

Mathilde, sneering, waited. She did not seem to care that much if he actually answered.

“I’m Derek. We’ve been...we came to this school from the same town. I’m your friend. Are you okay, Mathilde?”

“You’re a fucking wimp
 , is what you are.”

“Sorry?”

“You’re a pussy?” She talked like he was a child. “You’re a pathetic little coward. I don’t care who or what you are. And you need to leave before my boyfriend breaks your arm.”

“Hey.”

He was angry now. Mathilde turned away, seeing a car approach. Derek touched her on the shoulder just to get her attention.

“I’ve known you for—”

Mathilde turned and kicked him square in the nuts. When he was down, she kicked him again.

Aubrey, breathing hard and hot, could only watch and lick her lips.

“The fuck are you thinking? What’s wrong
 with you? I belong to Eamon
 .”

As the car pulled up, Derek lay on the grass moaning and sobbing in pain. Sandra exited the car and Aubrey saw her kissing Eamon deeply on the way out. She looked fabulous—better than she had in the morning. Her tits looked bigger. Her hair longer. She shined like she had spent all day in a spa instead of being fucked in the shadows of a library.

He then shoved her away, roughly, and pulled Mathilde in. Sandra giggled, wiping drool off her face and rubbing his still-wet cum spray against her shiny clavicles.

She looked down at Derek, who was moaning for help.

“What a wimp,” she giggled, strutting off back onto campus.

The car pulled away.

* * * * *
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I
 T WAS EASY ENOUGH
 for Aubrey to get into her car and follow them down the long park drive into the street. They seemed almost to be going slow enough for her to make an easy job of it, though of course that was crazy. If he suspected her, why was he just letting her observe instead of taking control like he had with Sandra or Mathilde or probably countless others?

After a drive through the town, they eventually landed in an upscale neighborhood where each house was afforded several acres and long, hilly driveways. Each one had astoundingly expensive cars in the driveway, often more than one. Each one also featured great, wide open windows in the front of the house. Aubrey would not have noticed except that behind
 these windows were gorgeously stacked women in lingerie—sometimes one, but often more like two or three with occasionally one wistfully touching herself in a doorway—peering out and watching the car go by with hope and fear on their lovely faces.

Hope they would be chosen. Fear they would never be chosen again.

She pulled up far from the large home where Eamon’s car pulled up to, behind a tall hedge, got out and snuck up the hill towards the house. Walking in soft earth on tall heels wasn’t easy, but Aubrey was determined and certainly wasn’t going to demean herself to the point of taking off
 her heels. Good god, what if someone was watching
 ?

She watched Eamon exit the car, pausing to squeeze the ass of his gorgeous, leggy chauffeur who opened the door. A supermodel or starlet anywhere else; merely a piece of utilitarian eyecandy for him. From the front door of the large house, three women exited and waved excitedly to him as he approached.

Each one was gorgeous in entirely different ways. The first—out in front—was Miss Holly from school. At school, she had appeared almost scandalously beautiful in an outfit as simple as a pencil skirt and a blouse. Now she appeared disastrously sexy in tight red lingerie, walking out in the open without a care in the world.

She didn’t recognize the other two—a shorter woman with gorgeous espresso skin and a brunette with a build like an Olympic gymnast or even a weightlifter. Both were tit-heavy, beautiful, and radiating worship for their Master.

Mathilde followed after Eamon, simpering and trotting in her heels, knees knocking together from lust. He made her kneel down before the procession of women at the top. Then he watched, casually stroking himself, while she kissed the feet of the three women who had greeted him.

Aubrey pulled away when they went inside. Watching more wouldn’t reveal anything, just offer more confirmations.

It was clear that whatever was happening with Eamon was something well within his control, and he was using it to fuck up the minds of the prettiest girls in the college. Heck, maybe the city or even the state! He didn’t really seem to have limits
 .

Even if Aubrey was not exceedingly vain, she knew it would only be a matter of time before he decided to turn the corruptive lenses of his eyes on her and have her gleefully, joyfully giving up every part of her life in order to worship his cock.

His cock...and his alone. No one else’s. Forever. One more slave in his machine for the rest of time. She would be crawling on concrete driveways like Mathilde and licking the feet of other girls just to have a place at all.

No, that just wouldn’t do at all, would it?

She knew exactly what she had to do.

* * * * *
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S
 HE RETURNED TO THE
 house in the evening, her plan entirely ready to go.

Aubrey knew to dress for the occasion. She was gifted with a cornucopia of brilliant talents—most of them physical, having to do with poise and grace and effortless acrobatics—but she also had a clear eye and sense for presentation. She knew—knew
 —that for this to work, she would have to present Eamon with something he hadn’t seen before.

So, she wore a tight, custom dress that she’d had made after seeing a celebrity wearing something similar on a red carpet. The material was silvery and shimmery, cut in a mini-dress style but with one side deliberately cut out so as to show off the disastrously hot musculature she possessed all throughout her tiny, tight torso. A thin strip of the same cloth covered her breasts, enough to be tasteful but certainly also not enough to leave much to the imagination.

Most of her legs were visible and naturally on display in a pair of tall, silver heels with black bottoms. The heels wrapped up over her ankles, open-toed, and clacked officiously wherever she strutted. And in heels this tall—nearly six inches of reach—you had
 to strut when you walked in them. Luckily, Aubrey was born to strut.

Her hair hung dark and loose down one side, parted carefully and teased out in gentle waves. Her hair was so cooperative with everything she wanted; Aubrey always gave other girls a blank stare when they asked what she did with it to keep it so healthy.

Finally, the piece de resistance was a pair of sunglasses. They were a designer brand and must have been thoroughly expensive, although Aubrey had just taken them with a smile and a giggle when the clerk thanked her. She wasn’t certain, but she thought it was definitely worth a gamble to have them on while she spoke with Eamon.

Getting out of the car, ignoring the thunking, thudding noises in the trunk, Aubrey slammed on the horn to get someone to greet her.

She was hardly going to show up at the front door of the house unannounced
 . Perhaps it was splitting hairs—the difference between the driveway and the front door—but societies were built on the splits of hair people decided to side with.

It only took a minute or two before Mathilde rushed out. She wore nothing but a leather collar and a pair of heels. Aubrey remembered Kayla and the expensive lingerie she wore; there was a hierarchy here for sure. Her confidence in her plan grew.

“M-Master wants to know what you’re doing here,” she said.

Aubrey looked her up and down, unimpressed. “Not good enough for lingerie duty, huh? I’m not surprised.”

Mathilde’s face scrunched, thinking very hard. He hadn’t left her with much brainpower. “H-he says...you have to go.”

“What are the names of his girls in there? The ones he has above you?”

“H-he s-says...”

“Tell him I’m not going anywhere. Tell him I would like him to come out and come speak with me.”

Mathilde squirmed with this information. She was clearly promised she would be able to cum if she had driven Aubrey off. Too bad.

A few minutes later, Eamon exited the house with his elite harem flanking him. The three from before stood at the doorway, watching carefully. He wore nothing but a robe, his body naked and open and utterly devastating in its handsomeness. Every muscle perfectly formed. He looked like a Greek statue. Hard, rippling with muscle, and sporting the biggest cock Aubrey had ever seen.

Sandra was on his arm, her dress ripped and her heavy tits falling everywhere. She must have arrived sometime in the interval when Aubrey got herself ready. He stood in the grass in front of Aubrey and pushed Sandra down on the ground, quickly unzipping himself and sliding his hard, precum-wet cock down Sandra’s throat.

It would have been just as easy to push her down on the concrete, but that might have skinned her knees. So either he wasn’t a complete
 bastard, or—more likely—he didn’t want his newest toy to have any imperfections.

“What’s this about?” he asked. “You’re interrupting some valuable family time.”

He spoke to her like she had shown up to ask him to move his garbage cans. Aubrey would have found it hot beyond hot, hot to the point of absolute fluster, if she had not expected this already.

“So I see,” she said carefully.

“You’re not surprised to see any of this.”

“And you’re not surprised that I’m not surprised. What if we didn’t play games?”

Sandra squealed quietly on his cock bulging down her throat; he had twitched a little and it lifted her a few inches off the ground.

“All right. You’ve been following me all day. You’ve probably got some big speech for me.”

“Oh? And what’s it about?”

“You tell me. You’ll stop me. You’ll fix this. The usual.”

“Is that what they told you?”

He turned and pointed. “Helga, I surprised. I mean, I surprised myself, to be honest. She was my first.” This was the muscle-stacked gymnast, according to his finger. “Kayla and Wanda fought like hell.”

“I bet,” said Aubrey, “they thought they would ‘fix it.’ Fix you.”

His hand was on Sandra’s skull, guiding her up and down with ease. He really did have a fine shape to his body. His muscles formed just so.

“Yes.”

“They said you would pay.”

“They thought that.”

“And now they’re helpless before you. Sex kittens. Desperate to obey your every last word.”

“That’s right.”

“Do you make fun of them for it? I would.”

“I make them make fun of themselves. I have some video of all the girls. It’s fun to watch their past selves break under my will. I did it over several days and sessions, and took video for each one. So I fuck their mouths or their cunts and put on the video and watch them break before me.”


Fuck
 , thought Aubrey. That is so evil
 .

“I notice you’re not running away,” he said.

“I’m not falling to my knees either.”

“Not yet.” He smirked. “You think those sunglasses you’re wearing have something to do with that?”

“That’s how it works, isn’t it? You look into girls’ eyes and they change?”

“You’ve been changing plenty without that. You’ve been wet as hell all day. Do you think you woke up with the ability to be permanently turned on?”

Aubrey had to think at that. She had
 been turned on all day—ever since she saw Eamon in the cafeteria. She bit her thumb, considering.

“Is it...are you...”

He waved a hand and the sunglasses disappeared off her face, transforming into bright, pulsating light.

“Just atoms bonded together. That’s all they are. That’s all you are. That’s all anybody
 is. I take them and I make them into what I want. Look.”

The light sank down into Sandra and suddenly her breast size was two cups larger. Before, she was slim with a knockout rack; now she looked almost bovine with the hefty hangers knocking from her chest. Milk gushed from them, covering his toes.

“Oh my god.”

Aubrey had been wrong about him being powerful. All-powerful
 was more like it.

“I take energy from one place,” he explained, “and bring it to another. I make it into the form I like. Someone like you
 is real interesting to me—like Kayla was over there—because you’ve got terrific
 atomic structure.”

“I-I do?”

She felt so completely flattered. Mostly men’s compliments about her bounced off of her like raindrops on stainless steel: she knew she was gorgeous. That was the whole point
 .

But Eamon’s compliment made her shiver
 .

“Oh yeah. It just so happens that terrific atomic structure makes a woman a knockout. Good genes. You can’t beat good...fuck. Good genes.”

Sandra was really going at it on his cock and he was getting distracted. That wouldn’t do—Aubrey could hardly stand to have this fucking god distracted from her
 .

The trunk of her car thudded. A moan emanating from inside. Eamon looked up from Sandra, a bit surprised.

“What’s that?”

“I’m sure you can tell.”

“I could, but I’m a bit...ah...fuck, with the tongue...distracted. I’m distracted.”

“You’re distracted by the wrong thing,” said Aubrey. “I’m a thousand times more interesting than her.”

He held Sandra against his crotch, encouraging choking noises from her tight young throat.

“Prove it.”

“All those other girls didn’t come to you of their own volition, did they? You had to coax them. Did you coax me?”

“I turned you on.”

“Did you do anything besides
 that?”

“No.”

Her trunk thudded again.

“So it wasn’t you who made me kidnap a girl to bring to you to show you I’m serious about you?”

She enjoyed the surprise on his face. He smiled and shook his head.

“You didn’t give me the thought that I’d better prove that I want what’s best for you if I want to be at the top of your harem where I belong?”

“N-no.”

He came. Again. He did that a lot. Sandra’s legs moved helplessly beneath him, somehow trying to make room for the massive load he unleashed down her throat. Aubrey was getting tired of it being around
 her but not in
 her.  

“Well.” She struck the trunk of the car. “I did. That’s exactly what I did. You have to understand, Eamon. I get
 why you want to make yourself a harem of brainwashed hotties. It honestly makes sense to me. I don’t think I would respect any man who would have the power you do and use it for anything else.”

“I...see.”

Pushing Sandra off his cock—who immediately began whimpering for more on the ground—Eamon was cautious. Ready for the but
 .

“Like, honestly. Who the fuck would be able to fuck with the minds of anyone
 and use it for anything except their own pleasure and enjoyment? I think you have the right idea. Really, I do.”

“You...know
 I want to fuck your brains out, right?”

“Duh. Look at me.”

She did a little pose for him. Her leg flashing forward.

“You know I’m going
 to, right?”

“Maybe.” Aubrey raised an eyebrow at him, quite ready to dig in. “But I just thought about it all and I got really angry, you know?”

He blanched a little. “Angry. About what?”

“Not like that. I’m glad you’re fucking all of them. I’m glad you took their wills and thoughts and souls away. Truly, I am. I'm just mad you had
 to. I’m mad they tried to patronize
 you. I’m mad they wanted you to be something else
 . I’m mad Sandra
 there tried to make you stop at just a blowjob. She had the fucking gall to tell you, you
 —a guy who is practically fucking god
 —to stop
 . What the fuck is that? That’s fucking bullshit.”

Her skin was flushed; she was ranting. She didn’t care. Her cunt, slick and wet and needy, pulsed with attraction. Eamon walked up to her, his enormous hard cock pushing against the naked skin of her thin, limber thighs.

A scream from inside the trunk now. Clearly, she heard what was going on.

Aubrey wondered if the gag had been the right move. The scream would really sell this moment to him.

“Open the trunk.”

Aubrey raised an eyebrow and revealed the girl inside. Her name was Jessica. She was pretty and petite and blonde and had been deeply happy to be a study partner for Aubrey right up until the point where Aubrey knocked her out with a blow to the head. Now, gagged and bound, she recoiled at the sight of her two captors.

“You think I’d want to fuck her?” he asked. He looked slightly disappointed.

“I saw you change the other girls,” she explained. “I thought, you know. If you didn’t like her, you’d...” she wiggled her fingers.

“I don’t fuck just anybody.” His hand slid up her dress and rested between her ass cheeks. She could feel his fingertips just on the edges of her cunt. “Only the very best. I think you’d be insulted if I didn’t.”

“I would.”

“Good. So what do we do with her, I wonder?”

He wasn’t really asking. Aubrey watched, backing up her ass into his grip and pushing into the comforting, masculine abundance of his muscles as he sucked the life out of Jessica.

There was no other way to describe it—she watched Jessica age and devolve in front of her. She went from a young, vibrant college student her whole life ahead of her, gagged and bound by a lunatic with a crush, to a nearly motionless slug-thing that only nominally resembled a human. The flesh and bones were all there, but there was something deeply molluscan about the form. The energy from Jessica’s form gathered in his hands, circling and dancing, illuminating the dark drive way.  

“Oh fuck,” said Aubrey. “You d-do it to humans too...”

“I sure do.”

He grinned and guided all the Jessica energy directly into Aubrey—who came immediately upon contact with all that pureform life energy shoveled inside her body. She felt herself changing immediately—body toning, breasts enlarging, hair lengthening—every part of her body becoming newer, better, hotter.

“God,” he groaned, his cock sliding up her thigh. Mere inches from her pulsating entrance. “There’s so little to change. You’re so truly fucking hot. I can’t believe it. You were just about perfect already.”

“Tha-thank you, sir.”

Having felt his power just the once was all that Aubrey needed to know that he was truly her Sir, her Master, her Everything now. There was no doubt left, no games. She had no avenues left with which to think she might manipulate him. He and he alone would be the one above all her deceptions and ploys.

“That means there’s a lot left over.”

“Left over?”

“Power,” he said, and opened her hand.

Light fluttered in it, circling and sparkling and vibrating. Like a miniature supernova waiting to explode.

He stepped behind her and pushed her over the trunk at an angle so that she could see all the girls gathered around him—the ones she had just condemned for not being quite good enough for him. For doubting him. Seeing that her Master had started to fuck another new recruit, Kayla approached from the house to be at his side.

“You were real fucking angry with them,” he said. “Are you still?”

His cock pushed up deep inside her, destroying the virginal resistance she had and immediately causing her entire body to squeeze down on his thick, perfectly hard member.

“Y-yes!” she cried. “They fu-fuck
 ! Fucking don’t know what you gave them!”

“Show me what you can do with that kind of anger, doll.”

Kayla slipped up next to Eamon and immediately began cooing in his ear, pushing on his hips and pulling on Aubrey’s, bringing them together in hotter and hotter motions. Her tits dripped warm, heavenly-smelling milk all down Aubrey’s back and dress and thighs. She felt it sliding up around her pelvis, being fucked into her cunt by Eamon’s insistent, piston-like strokes.

Feeling devious, Aubrey reached out a hand toward Kayla—but Eamon guided her away.

“Anyone else,” he said. “Good genes win out.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, happy to obey. It was so pleasant to have boundaries.

Sandra crawled toward Eamon as well, seemingly to do the same thing Kayla was—and Aubrey reached out toward her as well.

“She fucking—” Aubrey gasped, full of her Master’s cock. He was so big! “Fucking said no
 to you, to this!”

Despite feeling flooded with ecstasy, anger still thrummed through her body—and Sandra felt all of it. Aubrey felt both orgasmic release and blissful pulling. In less than ten seconds Sandra went from voluptuously gorgeous, a model of blond fertility, to a hag-like slug that looked closer to a puddle of flesh on the dirty ground. All her beauty, her youth, her vitality belonged to Aubrey now.  

“Stupid!” she gasped, clutching at the bulge apparent in her torso from her Master’s gigantic cock filling her completely. “Stupid fucking bitch! Trying to say no
 to you! That’s what you fucking get
 !”

The process was shockingly easy, even as she received the fuck of her life. In fact, it was a little bit easier because
 she was being fucked—like Master fucked the knowledge and ease of total transference into her body with every stroke. A little bit of energy used to drain Sandra, a little more to contain it, float it, move it—but an overwhelming surplus remained. Aubrey looked at it with orgasmic awe, knowing that if she were to somehow take it in herself at that moment, the bliss she felt from being fucked would somehow, inconceivably, exponentiate.

But that made no sense.

Give it to herself? As Eamon said, she was already at capacity. She couldn’t be any more
 beautiful than she was at that moment—now eternally youthful and perky and long and thin and busty and gorgeous and utterly fucked by the man of her every last dream.  

And even if she wasn’t, why would she have any of it? It all belonged to him, anyway. Everything
 would belong to him.

“Take it,” she moaned, redirecting the floating energy to Eamon. “Take it all, my love! Take it, please!”

This was the answer he was looking for, and he let her know by emptying inside of her with load after load of his white hot cum. The energy she delivered to him just formulated into more and more seed to fertilize her body. At both their sides, Kayla’s own orgasmic moans filled the entire neighborhood, announcing to the world both her submission and reverence to her Master and new Mistress.

His orgasm redefined her existence. She felt baptized, free of all need to control ever again. All she truly, absolutely needed to do was obey Eamon’s every last wish. Any control she might have over others from now on—and that would be plenty, with how gorgeous she was now—would be entirely for him.

Her whole existence depended upon and required her Master’s Cock. This was the only way to live.

Finally, sadly, he pulled out of her—and Aubrey knew she had to fix that as soon as possible. She needed his hardness again, needed to make him fuck her like that
 again. Her hand found his cock, quickly slapping away Kayla’s—the little tart needed to know her place before her new queen—and stroked her Master casually while she took in her new domain.

Her gaze—fiery and illuminating—turned to the girls still waiting at the entrance. They stared, horrified, at Sandra, the girl who had already been “chosen” and reduced to another slug, realizing in the dim, service-laden layers of their lusty minds, that the same could happen to them.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Can I teach them a lesson too?”

He was still hard, stroking himself between her ass cheeks.

“My best girl gets whatever she wants.”

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

* * * * *


[image: image]






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?

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:


Virtual Meeting – Taboo Ownership


A lonely girl puts on a special VR helmet to meet virtually with her online boyfriend, but it gets dark, demented, and erotic when he reveals all he wants is to control her to get to her sister.


Cult of Lust – Hot For Teacher


Her new student shouldn’t be saying all that stuff about her body—but why doesn’t she care, and why does she want him to replace her deadbeat husband? She better suck his cock to find out...


Virtual Meeting – Owning His Hot Date


A special VR headset promises to find the “perfect” partner—of course, this means it finds the nearest available girl and subjugates her will and transforms her unwilling mind and body into that of a model fuckpet.


Bimbo Wife – Happy Harem


Eliana has never been happier than she is as a willfully mindfucked slave of her MasterHusband, so when his status is threatened and his ownership of her might be revoked, she does what any good slavewife does—gather more slaves for him until the problem solves itself.


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!

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


Office Dreams


TWENTY hot tales of sexy scandalous affairs at the office featuring hung hunks and hot, fertile babes!


Bimbo Dreams


This collection of TWENTY erotic stories features some of Nadia Nightside’s latest and greatest bimbo erotica tales!


Demon’s Offer – The Bundle


Follow the sensational, over-the-top adventures of an incubus as he slowly gathers his own personal succubus harem from the baddest, hottest girls around.


Taboo Dreams


TWENTY tales of erotic, pseudo-incestual delights between hot and bothered babes and the men they’ve known their whole lives!
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G
 ANG DREAMS



Fulfill all of your naughtiest gang bang alpha male fantasies with the TWENTY stories from this raunchy bundle featuring marble-carved badasses who won’t take no for an answer, no matter the cost!


Forbidden Dreams


Not sure where to start with Nadia Nightside’s expansive catalogue? This is the bundle for you—a sampler platter of all her greatest hits!


Overflowing Dreams


TWENTY stories of lactation and the depraved, hot couplings who can’t get enough of milk-leaking tits from knocked-up beauties!


Just 18 Dreams


EIGHTEEN beautifully bodacious tales of barely legal beauties begging for the hard, unstoppable cocks of the alpha males in their lives!


Fertile Dreams


TWENTY amazing stories of brilliantly busty, fertile babes who dream of nothing but serving their man in all the ways he deserves...whether they like it or not!


Craving Alpha Males


An amazing deal for TWENTY stories of Alpha Male action—claiming hot babes, using no protection, and destroying anyone in their way.


Naughty Cravings


An outstanding sampler pack of TWENTY of the hottest tales Nadia Nightside boasts—if you don’t know where to start with Nadia’s huge library, this is the best place to begin!


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 Cult of Lust - Queen Bee
 ? Then you should read Virtual Meeting - Taboo Ownership
 by Nadia Nightside!
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Lonely, homely Willow is perpetually overshadowed by her beautiful, arrogant sister Aspen. When she meets Duncan online—a dominant who seems to love Willow for her writing talents and extraordinary erotic sensibilities alone—she couldn't be happier. No chance of the hyper-gorgeous, mouthwatering body and sneering, vain attitude of Aspen ruining that!But, when Duncan invites Willow to take their relationship to the next level—using a special VR headset to "bond" with her subservient side—it all becomes terribly twisted. Her real-life body transforms according to his will. She becomes a knockout sexpot complete with overflowing cups and hyper-fertile hips. She can't stop herself obeying him, even when his commands become humiliating and de-humanizing. And as his interest in Aspen grows, Willow knows she's due for one final humiliation…to admit that she was never worthy of his Alpha Male greatness to begin with, and that she belongs as property to her superiors.




Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
 .
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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:
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