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 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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B
 IMBO 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.


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!


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!


Hard & Rough Cravings


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


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...


Mesmerized Cravings


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


Bimbo Pill – The Bundle


The ENTIRE Bimbo Pill series featuring a gaga-crush-gone-wrong when a sexy scientist falls so madly in love with her crush that she turns his wife into a submissive bimbo slave.
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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.
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T
 WO SUCCUBUS QUEENS
 take turns sliding their lips up and down my Cock. They work in slow, slippery, sultry unison—their throats bulging when they take the full amount of my massive, virgin-breaking length down their esophagi.

Either one of these gorgeous beings could destroy entire countries in a targeted day’s work. Their bodies are long and tight and impossibly smooth, equal parts the color of burning coals and crimson shadows. A touch from their lips can entrance a mortal for their entire lives, and just the promise of their tight pussies will destroy men and women’s souls for eternity.

Demons like us can exist in several planes of existence at once. Right now, our realest forms are in the Downstairs. I could have a projection of myself anywhere else in your mortal plane right now if I wanted, but my attention is focused entirely on Zara and Portia. My Perfect Succubus brides. I don’t think you can blame me.

Zara, the dark-haired black hole of lust and hatred, casually chokes out a randomly chosen former beauty queen (one of her recent acquisitions) while she makes out with my balls. She only feels wet when someone else is in immense pain (or, of course, if I tell her to be). At the same time, her mortal projection—a “somehow” permanently barely-legal supermodel—is casually ruining the life of a make-up artist glamming her up for a shoot by making rather overt suggestions to start starving herself to death to impress Zara. Of course the make-up artist is desperate to comply. Everyone is desperate to do what Zara suggests—either to avoid her wrath or to somehow, one day, perhaps see her smile.

Only I know she only really smiles for me. She even changed her hair-color for me from blond to black when I suggested I wanted a little variety from her and Portia.

While that’s happening, Portia—the star-blindingly hot blond—gags happily on my Cock, she’s making her mortal form busy as well in the mortal dimension. The mortal world knows her as a billionaire heiress, only recently putting her toes into the water of running the business itself. Orgasming continuously behind a desk silently crafted from the bones of endangered whales, she ruthlessly fires almost a quarter of her European workforce and replaces them with slave-wage immigrants. In a month, she’ll fire them and hire the Europeans back as interns—or at least, the ones who haven’t already offed themselves from the combination of displeasing Portia and having no reason to live.  

Naturally, both girls belong to me in entirety and have bonded their existence to mine, swearing an unbreakable oath that all the evil they will ever do is to serve my pleasure. They love me with all their corrupt little black hearts, and I love them right back.

Portia and Zara switch places, and Portia casually slides up my immense body, dragging her dripping wet cunt all the way up my leg and hips before urging herself up into the space between my arm and torso. Her legs wrap around me and her cunt pulses against my ribs. She becomes a pillow for me—a sultry, whispering mass of shadow and dark delights.

“Daddy,” she moans, and I know right away she’s up to something.

She only calls me Daddy
 when she’s got a plan for something nefarious.

“Daddy,” she continues, “How many other immaculately hot couples are there Downstairs?”

“None that last.”

Listen, I don’t want to freak you out—but love isn’t necessarily a force of good. Despite most people misreading Romeo & Juliet
 for five hundred or so years, that’s a story about how fucked up love is and how even a simple illicit pairing can throw an entire city into chaos.

“So. That either means we
 won’t, and we should enjoy it while it lasts...or we should do something they’ve never done before to make sure it does.”

I can’t help but love her. She’s an immortal evil being, responsible at this point for over hundreds of doomed souls. And she’s stroking me off and looking at me like she’s got a teenager’s first crush. I’m pretty much everything to her.

“You’re pretty much everything to me,” she says. “But don’t you deserve more
 ?”

“Ungh.” This is a kind of conversation we’ve had before, and I always love where it goes. “How do you mean? What can we do that no one else has?”

* * * * *
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M
 ONA REYNALDS DIDN’T
 have high hopes for this meeting. In fact, most of her hopes had been dashed recently. Though she was only 19 years old, that was practically ancient
 for an undiscovered model. Her insta page only had a few hundred thousand followers and had been stagnant in growth for months. Her youtube had never gone anywhere; the last show she did runway for had been in the fucking fall
 , and even then she had only done a couple.

So. When she received an email invite to come to this new agency for an offer of representation, she had very nearly turned it down. But it was all expenses paid for travel and board and five grand just to show up at all—and who didn’t need five grand?

There were lots of other hot young modeling types entering the same time as her. A line of paparazzi had shown up in front of the building’s entrance, snapping photos and calling out to models to turn and smile.

She read sometimes that models—none of the ones she looked up to, none of the ones like Zara fucking
 Zidorov who was Mona’s role model in every possible way—but some
 models felt fed up with being looked at all the time: that they got bored and tired of having to smile, having to look pretty, having to always always always perform.

Mona was terribly jealous of their predicament.

Sometimes, late at night, obsessing over their posts and making plans for whatever she might be able to do to emulate their careers, her fingers crunched into tight, angry fists as she imagined the ingratitude
 they had for the lives they had been given.


Yes
 , Mona was pretty. In fact, she thought she was gorgeous
 .

Walking into the high-rise agency, she wore a pair of liquid-tight blue jean capris and a pair of suede, peach sandals. Her perky, pretty young breasts were encased inside a black sleeveless crop top that—despite being advertised as skintight—still left a little bit of gap underneath her chest due to her thinness. Her long golden hair let down in waves down her back. A spinny silver bracelet sparkled on one wrist, and bright silver hoop earrings shone on her ears.

She knew she looked good. In fact, she knew she looked fabulous
 . She had been disheartened lately, but that hadn’t stopped her from going on overdrive on her workout routine like she did every time before an opportunity like this—doing two-a-day workouts and fasting to get her body into the peak performance of tight and tiny that she could.

Sometimes she worried she overdid it. The world was changing. She had lost count how many times an agency or photographer or designer told her that they wished they had known her even just five years before.

These days, we’re just looking for someone with a more average body type...

Or


It’s just a shame. That big fashion show, the way it blew up on its own face. You could have been the star of that thing. What a platform that would have been
 ...

Or


It’s just, they shy away from girls like you now because they’re afraid the men in power are picking based on who they want to prey on. You understand
 .

Mona wished
 she could be fucking prey! What the fuck did she care if she sucked a dick or three if it meant a million followers? If it meant being on the cover of magazines and the face of make-up brands?

Like, sure, she didn’t want girls to be taken advantage of. She didn’t want anyone assaulted
 , for god’s sake. She wasn’t a monster
 . But what the fuck did she care if some guy wanted to feel her up while he made her a star? Part of the entire reason she was
 a model was because was deeply
 comfortable with men being turned on by her.

Swallowing her mounting anger and frustration, she walked by the line of paparazzi and expected, as usual, to be mostly ignored. A firing line of them all in front of the rotating doors of the imposing building where her appointment awaited. In the city, there were always beautiful girls and there were always more of them. They probably
 would think she was just some fucking secretary or something—

“Mona! Mona, smile for us!”

She froze.

“Smile for us!” said more voices. “Strike a pose! You look fantastic! Who are you wearing?”

Her composure came back quickly. She had practiced for this, prepared for this, wanted to hear
 those words for her whole life.

She flipped her hair to one side and smiled and posed. She did this for a full two minutes straight, turning, popping a leg out, sometimes up, smiling, indulging, taking her time. Enjoying the pops and flashes of the cameras. She didn’t recognize any of the paparazzi. In fact, they were all women
 , which was unusual. Really, really
 beautiful women.

But who cared? They had cameras, they had internet, so soon more people who know who the fuck Mona Reynalds was and how hot she was all the time.

For a time, she just smiled and posed and posed some more. The women with the cameras couldn’t seem to get enough of it.

“You’re so hot!”

“Yes! Revel in it!”

“Live your best life! Show us your beauty!”

Weird fucking things to say, but they really spoke
 to Mona’s deepest desires, so she was happy to go along with it. But eventually, the time pressure really started getting to her, and she had to pop into the building itself.

The first thing she noticed is that it was warm
 . A deep, omnipresent dry heat. If Mona was even a pound heavier, she’d probably be breaking out in sweat already.

And dark.
 Ebony tiles; obsidian wall panels; black ceilings. All broken up intermittently by flashes of color in ornate, graphic paintings of gloriously stacked women posing in lewd positions. Most of them kneeling. Frequent and—frankly—arousing
 depictions of huge phalluses.

There was only one elevator inside, no secretary. Mona strutted—walking didn’t feel right, for some reason—like she was on the runway all the way to the elevator. It opened and closed on its own, and started moving without her pressing any buttons.

It was odd, she considered, that this place had so much automation. Most modeling agencies were staffed with wannabe models. She’d had several job offers of the sort, but she was smart enough to know that if an agent ever saw you as a secretary, it was all
 they would ever see you as.

After ascending for what felt like several
 long minutes, elevator opened up to a flight of stairs.

Mona, puzzled, waited in the elevator for it to close—but it dinged impatiently, as if waiting for her to get off.

She looked outside. To the right were the stairs. To the left was a railing and beyond that a large opening that led to a long, deep pit. A pit as deep as the rest of the building so far. An eerie red glow traced along the walls.

She began to climb up the stairs, wondering about the architecture. Why have steps after an elevator? She’d never seen the like. Was it some kind of test? A physical hazing, perhaps.

Yes, that was almost certainly it. She stopped in the easy consideration, having been thinking perhaps she should take off her heels for the climb.

But, no. That would be a terrible idea.

Certainly, someone was watching to see how she would do under the duress, the confusion. That was fine. She could walk a hundred
 flights of stairs in her heels if it meant breaking through, so fuck
 their little game. She’d own it.

As she climbed, her feet began to hurt a bit. She noticed every tenth floor they hurt more. Had the building been this tall from the outside? It was hard to believe, but then she hadn’t been paying too much attention either. On street level, she never gawked upward like some dumb tourist—she was always looking for people looking at her
 .

Down the stairwell, she heard a terrible sound. Something that strangely sounded like it was mixed into
 the awful red glow on the walls.

Was that...was that a wailing
 ? A baby’s cry? Something else? There was something...something...happening...

Overhead, the exit door just another flight of stairs above opened and someone crashed outward, blubbering and whimpering. Screaming. Crying. A well-dressed young woman, brunette. Mona watched, stunned, as the girl fell over and stumbled down the stairs. There were a few sick crunches as she tumbled down.

For a moment, Mona though she was dead.

Then came the moaning, and more blubbering. More anguished cries.

“Are you okay?” Mona called up.

In moments she was there, rushing to see if she could help. What she saw surprised her.

It was another model—one she knew, one she followed
 . Gertrude Lane. She was way above Mona’s status, and had lots of buzz lately because she had been speaking out against the unrealistic standards for women’s bodies that models kept perpetuating.

Mona already had her phone out—to call for an emergency—but muscle memory had her recording Gertrude on the platform of the stairs, bloody and moaning and blubbering and crying.

“Do you want me to help you up?” Mona asked.

Gertrude pawed at Mona, then the camera. Her eyes were tinged with madness. She roared at her—actually roared, like an animal—and Mona backed up.

“Oh my god, chill. I’m just trying to help. Can I do
 anything for you? Can I...do you want me to call someone?”

Instead of responding, Gertrude just broke down. She farted horribly and audibly and there was an obvious mess in her dress. It was more visible than even the blood from her scrapes. Mona unconsciously noted with great satisfaction that she was in much
 better shape than Gertrude.

“O-oh my god
 !” Mona could not help from laughing. “Did you just poop your pants
 ?”

Gertrude roared again in response and slid down the stairs, rolling and tumbling. It was like something out of a cartoon or a sitcom. Mona kept turning the camera at herself—making sure to frame her beautiful face perfectly, showing off her delighted smile and I’m-embarrassed-for-you-laughter—and then back at Gertrude.

Mona stopped recording and stepped up to the exit door. If she stayed and helped, she might end up being late—or worse, getting all of Gertrude’s mess on her perfect outfit. She had
 offered to call...but Gertrude was way too busy doing...whatever she was doing to really respond.

She still had her purse on her, at least? If Gertrude really needed somebody, she would be able to make her own call. Mona’s own connection signal was perfect, so there was nothing to worry about there, right?

Then there was the matter of the video she took. Her thumb hovered over the upload button. She had already written the description—showed up for an audition, saw this instead. U ok #GLane?


It would be mean as fuck to post it.

It might also mean at least another few thousand followers.

Her thumb wavered as she heard another anguished wail from Gertrude.

Fuck it; nobody was looking out for her in this business but her.

She pressed post, stuffed her phone away, put on a big happy look-at-me
 smile, and stepped through the stairwell exit.

* * * * *
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T
 HROUGH EMPTY BLACK
 corridors, black doors, and under black ceilings, Mona found her way to the audition guided by a series of bright red arrows.

Only, it didn’t seem like it was an audition at all. There were several
 other girls there, which was perfectly normal, but instead of all of them being in a waiting room and being called in one at a time, they were all gathered around one large conference table.

On her way in, a horse-faced millionaire heiress of a condiment company splashed coffee on Mona’s new shoes. She apologized right away—her name was Tyna and she had dark freckles and deep blue eyes—and promised to buy Mona a new pair because they were such
 cute shoes. But almost right away, Tyna turned back toward the crowd at the table and laughter erupted.

It might have been coincidental, but it certainly felt
 intentional.

Mona’s head immediately filled with elaborate and embarrassing punishments for Tyna, each one more unrealistic than the last. Her cheeks burned and then burned more because she knew, with her pale skin, that the flush of her anger was visible to everyone looking.

And everyone—in a crowd like this—everyone was always
 looking. Always measuring everyone up.

She recognized almost all of the faces at the table. There were nineteen of them in all—Mona was number nineteen, she had counted twice. Many were young models she had seen at auditions and followed on the gram. Others were mini-starlets, girls who showed up on daytime melodramas or in bit roles on shows about moody superheroes. There were two real prizes though—Lucy Ambrosia and Zara Zidorov.

Lucy was a billionaire’s heir who had—allegedly and reportedly—gone crazy over the last six months or so after her father died. Some people even said that his death wasn’t accidental, that she was the one who killed him.

Looking at her now, Mona could see why people thought she had gone crazy. She was dolled up like a little girl, in a tiny ruffle-heavy dress with a deeply low-cut neckline, sporting silly fringes and frills along the shoulders and hemline and with bright satin gloves. Her make-up was slightly overdone, bright and red-lipped, and she was clearly enjoying something
 fucking the hell out of her pussy even though her hands were on the table.

A remote vibrator, maybe. There was an evident puddle around her thighs. She was the adopted daughter of Portia Ambrosia, the wildly famous and successful billionaire who had made such an impact over the last year.

Next to her, sneering callously and imperiously at the whole table was Zara Zidorov, a model who Mona had absolutely fallen in love with over the past year. She wore a simple, tight, short red dress that put her outrageously well-built body on display. Clavicles shining. Cleavage heaving. Dark crimson thigh-high boots with half-foot tall stilettos.

Zara lived the kind of life that Mona wanted. She traveled from place to place, was gorgeous enough to be a total bitch to everyone she met, and wined and dined with high-shoulder debutantes and celebrities and bragged ruthlessly about how gorgeous she was.

And that’s the thing—she totally was
 that gorgeous. Mona had completely deep-dived her insta, and Zara had somehow become more
 gorgeous over the past six months. She blamed some late-stage growth spurt (somehow), but even if Mona wasn’t completely inclined to believe that, there wasn’t like—any time off
 for Zara.

Recovering from the kind of surgeries to add inches onto her height or bustline or hips meant a lot
 of recuperation time! Months and months of it. Mona had looked into
 that kind of thing, because of course she had.

But Zara had been in photo shoot after photo shoot, sneering and bitching out anyone who looked at her twice. And all the interviewers and photographers and designers who worked with her just seemed terrified
 of her. They smiled and nodded and said how they loved her “fierce, playful nature,” but their terror was clear
 on their faces and Mona very fucking much got the idea that that was how Zara wanted
 things.

Mona was so fucking jealous of her. And now, in the same room
 as her—OMG—she couldn’t take her eyes off her. Zara kept scanning the room and every so often her eyes would slide across Mona’s form and she felt her body tense up in the most pleasant, needy way. She felt like her soul was running across the room to grind onto Zara’s flawless face.

The mood in the room was upbeat if a little weird. Most of the girls were abnormally chatty, talking about the “killer decor” and the “crazy mood lighting” and the “weird interactions” they’d had in the elevator on the way up.

Mona listened in on the conversation of the girls next to her, two young black women with stunning racks and high cheekbones. Were they sisters?

“We came in at the same time, right?” one asked.

“Totally. But then I lost you in the stairwell.”

“Stairwell? I didn’t take any stairs. I was on the elevator the whole time.”

“Elevator? But, you followed me right in, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So how did you see an elevator? There was nothing but stairs.”

“I had an elevator,” interrupted Mona, “and then stairs. And Gertrude Lane was there...”

They looked at her, smiling and shaking their heads.

“Gertrude Lane
 ? Isn’t she like, missing?”

“What
 ?” Mona was shocked.

“She’s totally missing. She’s been gone for over two weeks. They’ve been keeping it very hush-hush, her agents I mean, but—”

A hush ran through the crowd—a gloriously beautiful woman entered wearing a sparkling silver gown. Most women might have looked ostentatious wearing such an outfit in the office setting they were in—but this one made the office and all the other beautiful women in it seem like they were underperforming in contrast.

She had gorgeous long blond hair, a delicately sculpted face, beautiful breasts, and long legs that swept all the way down to the floor in long, flowing stops. Strappy heels wrapped in ribbons all the way up to her narrow thighs, showcasing her ample hips and impeccably shaped ass. Her narrow waist—no wider than a paperback book lengthwise—seemed magical in its ability to hold up her long torso with the staggering immensity of her buoyant, gravity-defying tits.

Everything about her was angelic, in fact—except for her eyes.

Her eye were dark. Her eyes were fire. Her eyes were evil
 .

Mona whimpered when the gaze of this creature fell on her; she felt embarrassed about it for a moment until she realized that everyone else had done the same. Some of the girls started crying. The smell of fear and lust permeated throughout the entire chamber.

“Welcome,” she said. “You might recognize me as Portia Ambrosia, the world’s richest woman.”

Oh, thought Mona. Yes. That is
 how she knew her. But in pictures and videos, she seemed so much more...human
 somehow, instead of this otherworldly creature showcasing herself now.

A lustful, confused haze had entered her brain. Thoughts came slow, like they were being slowly passed through an assembly line made of honey.

Ambrosia’s wealth had grown exponentially over the past six months or so. Other billionaires had sold their businesses to her in enormous coups, or had their own businesses taken over. Her operating practices were scandalous in the newspapers—giving herself bonus after bonus while she bled the employees dry of wages and benefits. Government officials that tried to stand up to her were oddly silenced, sometimes mere hours after they took action. Many were found dead. Some were even quite obviously murdered—dismembered and displayed in public, being made examples of.

In the past month or so, everyone seemed too cowed to take much action, even though it was clear Ambrosia Industries bribed and coerced governments across the globe to pass laws that benefited them—and by “them” that is to say, the one directly at the top.

Mona noticed it was odd how she had to keep referencing that to herself—“the past six months or so.” Like something had happened, or changed. She knew
 of Portia before then—how could you not? A gloriously sexy babe who loved making a public display of herself, as well as her daughter Lucy who everyone thought was destined for superstardom. But it seemed like the mother had eclipsed her daughter permanently. She certainly was more beautiful, and even somehow looked younger
 than her barely-legal daughter.

“You all have been chosen to come here for a marvelous opportunity,” Portia explained. “You may have noticed how, over the last year, I’ve become more successful. More lauded. More appreciated
 .” She did a little pose. “More beautiful. You might have noticed the man at my side. The press doesn’t even know what to call him. Most don’t ever know his name. But it’s no coincidence that my rise and my pairing
 with him go hand in hand.”

She spoke while circling them, sneering and smiling in equal measure. Mona paid attention to who earned a sneer, who earned a smile. Nothing was incidental with this woman.

“I want you—some
 of you, those of you who are worthy
 —to join in our success. To join
 us. I want him to have your
 service in the same way that he has mine. He’s made
 me younger. Not just in appearance. Every part of me is actually
 younger. Do you think, honestly, any of you, that surgery could accomplish what’s been done to me? No. It was Him. Him and only Him.”

She let that sink in for a moment.

Mona struggled to understand. It was hard to think. Her young, virgin cunt was on fire. Was there some kind of diet? Was he like, an energy healer or something?

“You’ll be young, forever
 . You’ll be wealthy beyond your wildest dreams, forever
 . You’ll have all your needs and wishes accounted for, forever
 .”

She stopped right behind Mona and put hands on her shoulders, massaging them gently. The touch was both immediately relaxing and arousing. Mona’s pussy flooded with lust, dripping right away. A cum felt only seconds away—but she was kept from it no matter how badly she needed to release. From far across the table she saw Zara nod with approval, smiling and licking her lips. She winked.

Mona moaned and gasped.

Was the wink at her? Was she worthy
 ? What did that even mean
 ? What the fuck was happening?

“Finally,” said Portia, still running her hands over Mona’s shoulders and collarbones, “you’ll be beautiful
 . Forever. And ever. And ever. For Him.”

The girl next to Mona dared to speak up. “Okay. How much?”

Portia raised a curious eyebrow. “How much
 ?”

“Yes. How much do you expect us to pay for something like this? For your...cream or whatever it is you’re selling.”

Portia laughed. From across the table, Zara laughed as well. Their shared laughter was like dark, terrible music—like a twisted version of something you might hear in a church. Portia strutted merrily away from Mona to get a better look at the girl next to her.

“What’s your name again?” asked Portia. “Darla?”

“Daria.” She pointed. “My sister is Darla.”

“Yes. It’s so hard to keep you straight. Well, listen Darla, there’s no cream
 . Not really. I mean there is
 , I suppose? But not in the way you
 mean.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s very simple. I worship Cock, now. Specifically, I worship his
 Cock. I worship it with everything I have. I have given my soul
 over to his Cock. And in exchange for my soul, I have all the worldly power you can imagine.”

The room was silent for nearly a minute. Mona counted the seconds. She didn’t know how to handle this information, didn’t know if it was maybe some kind of test. Or maybe—as she had thought earlier—an elaborate hazing ritual. She had been called here for an audition—was this part of it?

Sheila Devowe, a beautiful girl with a thick Welsh accent, raised her hand. “You’re not serious
 , right?”

Portia was very serious; her only answer was a raised eyebrow.

“I mean,” the girl continued, “yeah, we can all see that you’ve changed somehow. And yeah
 , it seems pretty dramatic. But we’re in the industry, aren’t we? It’s obvious what’s going on. Isn’t pretty much everyone here in entertainment in one way or another? Don’t we know better? Smoke and mirrors is kind of what we do, after all.”

Portia strutted over to her and leaned over until she was eye level. Across the table, Mona had a good look at her cleavage from this angle, and found herself craving the feel of Portia’s tits pushed back against the back of her head.

“Take a look,” said Portia. “Take a good, long, close look. Tell me where you see the heavy make-up. The scars. The recent work. Anything
 like that. Go ahead.”

Sheila looked into Portia’s eyes. All other eyes in the room were on Sheila as she soaked in the billionaire goddess’s gaze. After about five seconds, she was biting her lip. After ten seconds, she was twitching, neck and shoulders starting to flex. After thirty seconds, she was covered in a heavy, hot sweat. She knocked her chair away with the twitching of her muscles, like she was trying to run away.

“What’s the matter
 , dearie? Isn’t it obvious
 ? Or is there some dramatic
 change you’re noticing?”

Tears streamed down Sheila’s cheeks. Her eyes frozen in place. And Portia...

Portia eyes.

Before, they smoldered.

Now, they burned.


Sheila tried and tried again to run away, but her skeleton seemed locked in place even as her skin and muscles jumped. Before their eyes, her face began to dry out, cracking and blistering, lips crinkling like bad paper. Her hair fell out in large, lifeless chunks.

“You have a point
 to prove, dear,
 ” said Portia. “You better get to
 it.”

Finally it seemed that Sheila was able to unfreeze at least her mouth, but all that came out was a distant, long, horrified moan.

Mona knew where she had seen this before. Gertrude, in the stairwell, had a similar expression. The terror in her eyes, like she had seen something that she wasn’t supposed to. Like there was something in Portia’s eyes that no mortal was supposed to ever see, not in this living plane.

Portia snapped her fingers and Sheila immediately began to run away, sprinting at full speed into the nearest window and diving headlong into it to crash to the streets below.

Only—she didn’t. She just bounced off ineffectively with a great bonk
 and crash to the floor, moaning.

“Oh, poor
 dear,” said Portia. “I completely
 forgot to let you go. Here. Let’s try again.”

The gathered beautiful girls gasped as one as Sheila floated into the air, spinning this way and that, barely conscious, and was set on her feet once more. Only this time it seemed obvious she was held up by something—like some kind of sinister strings from an evil marionettist. And Portia, laughing and smiling and sneering, was clearly that marionettist, sliding her fingers this way and that and manipulating Sheila’s passage through the room.

Sheila’s arms and legs pumped as she “ran” in place, picking up steam, and then she flew again across the room and into the window—only this time, somehow, the barrier was gone and Sheila disappeared out into the early afternoon sky to drop down to the city below.

One girl ran after her, shouting her name in horror—suddenly finding her footing and her courage—only to find that the safety glass was returned once more. She banged and banged but she could not get through.

Portia turned back at them, her cheeks clearly flushed from the heady, dizzying effects of an orgasm.

“Now,” she said, her voice with a terrible erotic heaviness that had not been there before. “Does anyone else
 want to question the legitimacy of what I’m saying?”

* * * * *
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T
 HEY WERE FREE TO GO
 ; no one had to stay.

Portia explained this right before rushing away, saying she had another “very important meeting.”

Seconds after she left, the walls began to shake and thunderous, orgasmic cries filled the chamber from the next room over. Someone—it seemed so large that it must have been something
 —fucked the shit
 out of Portia in that room. The temperature rose and all the girls began to sweat at least a little. Several disrobed, taking off layers of clothing and complaining minutely of the temperature. For a room full of mostly thin, fit, tall, frail young women, complaining about the temperature being too warm
 was something indeed. If anything, it was usually well the opposite.

Nobody left. Nobody really even tried, not right away. Several walked toward the door but then seemed to recall something just as they got there. Mona herself even wandered close but as she did, her ears filled with the orgasmic cries of Portia and her nose filled with the scent of all that fucking...and she couldn’t remember why she had wanted to leave.

Immortal life. Immortal beauty. Would it be that bad? All she had to do was prove she was worthy.

But what if—her feet started shifting toward the door again—what if Portia did to Mona what she had done to Sheila and probably Gertrude?

And fuck—even if she did
 accept—wouldn’t that mean she would have to do terrible things too? Did she want that? She didn’t think so. But then, she had promised herself so many times that she would do anything
 to be famous...

As they milled and panicked and discussed and hemmed and hawed, Zara pulled Mona aside.

“You were looking at me earlier,” said Zara. “Yes?”

Mona, a bit stunned at this turn of events, nodded dumbly.

“What did you want to say?”

“Oh my god,” Mona smiled and shook her head. God, was she pretty? She had to be pretty right now. Zara was so
 pretty and Mona had to be pretty to talk to her. “Oh my god. Yes.”

“You wanted to say yes
 to me?”

Zara Zidorov! Zara Zidorov was making fun of her! But she was being flirty and hot about it! Holy shit!

“Um, gosh.” Mona shook her head. “Yes. I mean, no. I have so much I want to say to you.”

She raised a perfect eyebrow. “And?”

“Um, first of all, well, thank you so
 much for talking to me,” said Mona. “I’m just the absolute biggest fan of yours. I think you’re the best ever. I thought it was completely criminal
 when you were passed over two years ago for face of the year, I mean, completely stupid
 of them. Like what an asinine
 decision. You’re so pretty and kind of flawless actually and god
 you’ve only gotten prettier over the past year or so and fuck
 it’s like, hard to look at you, you’re so utterly completely sexy and wow
 I mean I thought it was tough being close to Portia but jesus christ
 no wonder Lucy has been over there out of her mind, are you two dating? You must be dating, she’s just looking at you and fingering herself and god
 I’m talking too much, oh god, sorry, sorry, sorry.”

She thought at about five times during her tirade that Zara would do her the courtesy of interrupting, but the dark-haired beauty seemed thoroughly happy to just let Mona go off.

“You know,” said Zara, “they showed me your body of work before you arrived. Before this whole...” she waved a hand. “Before this meeting, you know. And I was skeptical, I’ll say that. I was really skeptical. But you’re turning my mind around. Say more nice things about me.”

Mona did, and for several minutes. She lost track of time. She looked deep into Zara’s brimstone-dark eyes and let her heart pour out—she revealed everything. Every last dirty, romantic, gushy, mushy, lovey, crushing feeling she had on Zara. Things she wouldn’t have revealed to her closest friend seemed to make perfect sense to tell Zara to her face—like how she regularly fingered herself to sleep thinking about nuzzling up into Zara’s body, particularly the top portion of her clavicles and jawline, or how she daydreamed constantly about being her girlfriend, or how she really hoped the offer was real so that Zara could accept it and be immortally gorgeous forever, or how she would be delighted to just sleep at Zara’s feet for like ten million years while someone else better than her got to fuck Zara.

“Is that all?” Zara asked, when Mona was finally done.

Mona nodded. Her mouth was dry. She wanted a drink of something, only she didn’t know what. Her eyes fixated on Zara’s tits, which made her also think of Portia’s, which had so obviously been bursting and ready with fresh, yummy milk. Oh, to drink from either woman! She would be in heaven.

“I’m pretty impressed,” said Zara. “Lots of people say that they love me. Most don’t have a...mythology behind it like you do.”

“I’m a little obsessed,” Mona admitted. Her whole body felt tired, like she had been running a marathon. All that lustful clenching. “Maybe more than a little.”

“You should take the offer,” said Zara.

“Really? Are you going to as well?”

“Oh my god,” Zara laughed. “You’re really too turned on to think, huh? I already took it, dummy. I took it a long
 time ago. I’m what you might call a sleeper
 agent. I’m supposed to be in here spreading corruption. Making the good girls worse and the bad girls more interesting.”

“Which am I?”

“You were a borderline case. We weren’t sure exactly. You’re very
 attractive for some reasons I’ll tell you about later—besides how obviously
 sexy you are. Ungh. I can’t wait to taste your pussy.”

A whine escaped Mona’s lips. “H-holy shit.”

“Your primary trait was ambition, but there was something clouding it. We couldn’t nail it down. Now we know.”

“We do?”

“Obsession, like you said. Love. You love me.”

“Oh.” Mona nodded. “Yes. I do. I love you very much.”

Zara nodded and smiled.

“I-is that okay? Is it okay to love you this bad? I don’t want to make this weird.”

“We’ll have lots
 of time to explore it,” said Zara. “But first you have to accept Daddy’s offer. If you don’t, we’re either going to eat your soul or drive you insane or,” she made a buzzing sound, “send you out the window like we did with old bagface.”

There was a lot to process there. Mona had to process it with Zara’s hand clasping hers, which didn’t make it any easier. And she said she wanted to lick
 her—what the fuck
 , oh god
 , oh shit
 ...

“So I’ll...I’m giving up my soul?”

Zara shook her head. “It’s much more involved than that. You’ll be a demoness, like me. Like Portia. There’s probably at least two potential others in the mix here.”

“That doesn’t mean selling my soul?”

“It kind
 of does. Daddy can explain it better than I can. It mostly means just...changing your soul. Turning it into something he owns...and he only owns demonic things. It’s just, to really
 commit...you have to sacrifice someone. That’s why there’s girls here who just
 won’t make it. Who never
 could make it. Point one out for me.”

Mona scanned the crowd immediately. She knew who she wanted. The bitch with the coffee. Tyna.

But. Holy shit. Could she really
 kill someone—sacrifice
 someone—just to see her suffer because she spilled coffee on her?

She thought about the way the bitch had laughed right after. Made them all
 laugh at Mona—like the girls back at school who made fun of her for being too tall, too skinny, too petite.

And she thought about Zara’s burning, demonic gaze and how good
 it felt to melt into it entirely, to let her soul slip away and just let pretty, pretty Zara make all
 those decisions for her. It felt so good, so hot, so right
 if Zara was in charge of her life. She should really just submit.

Just...submit.

Just submit and make the bitch suffer. Mona was so fucking pretty—so gorgeous
 , really. She was easily the top choice at the table. Zara was so
 happy that Mona was there to be able to submit, and wouldn’t submitting feel so fucking good? Just submit and be a bad
 girl, forever.

Mona hadn’t really put it together—the haze was too thick, her body too turned on, her brain cells all-but-completely-fried—but Zara had been whispering and moaning in her ear. Her long, long
 fingers deep inside Mona’s tight pants and easily creasing into the folds of her sparkling wet pussy.

Her words were so powerful, her will so absolute—and Mona so completely obsessed with her and so otherwise braindead—that she didn’t even hear Zara’s words as words
 anymore. Just thoughts entering directly into her brain, true and irrevocable.

At some point, the orgasmic cries of Portia ceased. Almost as soon as Mona noticed it, Portia came back in with a large, rectangular box and placed it on the table.

Mona should investigate the box, she realized—as Zara poured the suggestion into her. She should investigate the box and promise her soul to the demon and then she would be able to cum
 .

Cum.

Cum.

CUM.

Oh god—oh god
 she needed to cum so fucking bad! And just as she realized it, Zara took her fingers away.

“You need to cum for me, don’t you, Mona?”

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Y-yes, please?”

“Yes. Please. What
 ?”

“Yes, please, Mistress, oh fuck, please Mistress let me cum
 for you!”

“You promise
 your cums to me?”

“Yes! I promise!”

“You promise
 them to Daddy?”

“Yes! I promise!”

“You renounce
 heaven, and swear
 you need to be a demon bride with me?
 ”

She was so wet. She would have promised anything.

“I renounce heaven and swear to be a demon bride with you!”

The words felt so fucking right as she said them that she hardly noticed the immensity of the thunderclap outside.

Zara strutted away, talking to another gorgeous spellbound babe, this time a young Asian girl named Holly. Mona watched them—it was no more than thirty seconds, but by the end of it, they looked like they had been talking for thirty years. Holly’s eyes positively bursting with happy knowledge of Zara’s beauty. That was just
 how Mona felt.

Mona approached the table with the box. She already suspected what was inside, so when she and a smattering of other girls pushed its surprisingly heavy top open, she was the only one who didn’t gasp.

Inside was a collection of knives.

Four other girls were there with Mona. Daria, the beautiful black babe with the sculpted cheekbones. Holly, who Zara just instantly
 corrupted. Tatiana, a Russian beauty with an improbably huge and perky rack given her tiny frame. And finally Vicky, a Californian sun-kissed brunette with sexy freckles and a killer smile.

Of course now it would be more of a killer’s
 smile. They all sported one, as a point of fact, smiling madly as they lifted the knives and embraced the darkest parts of themselves. All that was left now was the act itself.

Portia, literally floating around the room now, smiled back at them and tilted an eyebrow at the scared girls who had herded together in a corner like cows.

Like cattle
 .

That was such a good word for them, Mona thought.


Cattle
 .

Something to slaughter for a higher purpose.

Beneath all their click-clacking high heels, runes and symbols sparkled. They filled the entire conference room floor. There all along, but activated now. Zara walked over to the doors and closed and locked them. She winked specifically at Mona.


Time’s up
 , she mouthed.

Portia floated above the gathered herd of girls, most of whom were crying in fear. She was an erotic masterpiece, the tatters of her clothes sliding around her like living ribbons.

“Go to work, girls. Show Master you love him.”

Coffee girl Tyna was right out there in front. The knife felt so good in Mona’s hands. Her smile turned into a mad laugh and she went to work.

* * * * *
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A
 FTER THE MURDER, AFTER
 the sacrifices, Mona rode her Master’s Cock, her long luscious body stained with blood and transformed into a demonic version of her former self.

Her skin had turned a marvelous dark nightshade blue—so smooth and dark it was nearly black but for the unmistakable cerulean tinge. It was most noticeable around her clavicles, her shoulders, her tits, her jawline—anywhere there were sharp edges or defined points. Her hair, long and golden, blazed so bright that it almost looked as if it were on fire. Her heavy tits, engorged with milk, leaked down her demonic body and made it shine. A sexy, slick glaze covered her and her Master’s body.

He had revealed his full demonic form just by entering the conference room. Massively tall and sporting a titanic musculature, all the freshly transformed demonettes fell upon him with fanged teeth, forked tongues, and world-shattering beauty. They ground their bodies into his, hellish cunts sliding over his thighs and waist and back. Teeth that could puncture steel landing on the titanium cords of his muscle like the paws of kittens. Tails lashing, whipping, interlocking.

There was no mistaking who was in charge. Portia and Zara leading the way, in front.


Master. We love You, Master. Look at what we’ve done for You, Master. Look at what You have done to us. We love You so
 much, Master. Won’t You please fuck one of us so Your Cock is pleased?


He chose Mona—she felt so Lucky
 —and now as he fucked her into the broken remains of the conference table, Zara and Portia pushed on their sides, pulling the two of them together with their legs and tails.

“Fuck her, Master,” urged Portia.

“Yes, Daddy. Fuck her please
 . Get her pregnant
 .”

He choked her as he fucked her—gripped her with all his strength, clawing at her ass and slapping it ruthlessly with his other hand as he drove into her with all the force of a freight train. His length bulged in her tight, transformed torso, clearly visible to all.

Mona nodded, barely able to form words from the torrent of orgasms hitting her. “Yes! Y-yes! Fuck! Pregnant! Daddy yes!”

“You want it? You want to be my bride
 ?”

Mona wanted nothing else. Nearby, Tatiana and Vicky moaned with orgasmic jealousy. Mona had the wherewithal somehow to cast a sneer in their direction—I got it first, cunts
 —and that was what made Master lose control.

His cum unleashed inside of her. It felt dark, corruptive, twisted. It felt like home
 . He held her tight as he came, whispering dark ritualistic corruption in her ear that only made her brain need more and more of him. She kept sneering at Vicky and Tatiana the whole time. They were hot—they were demon
 hot—but they hadn’t been chosen first
 today, had they?

When he pulled out, Mona fought the urge to beg for more. Too much. A little went a long way with Master. She crawled up and started cleaning his Cock with her mouth, hoping to encourage him to fuck her once more.

“You can almost feel the life forming, can’t you?” Portia purred in her ear, caressing her belly.

“We’ll have our daughters together.” Zara cleaned Mona’s body with her long tongue. “A fleet of succubi to enact his will. Won’t that be marvelous?”

Mona could only agree.

A giant white flash filled the chamber. He shoved Mona roughly off his Cock, smiling at her pained whimper when she hit the floor.

“P-please, Master.” She crawled toward him. “Please. Did I displease you?”

He shook his head, reassuring her instantly. “You were just bait,” Master explained to Mona. “I mean, hot
 bait. I’m gonna keep fucking you. But bait, nonetheless.”

The white flash coalesced into an understandable form—a gorgeous being with a halo of light around their skull. After a moment, Mona realized it looked something like herself as a mortal, only with enhanced beauty and rather more incandescent. She wore a simple white robe around golden armor.

This was an angel, Mona realized. And in point of fact, it was something like her
 angel.

Wow.

She had never really spent time thinking about such things. But if she’d been turned into a demon—and fuck, had she ever
 —she supposed that guardian angels were a real thing
 as well.

“You!” said the angel, flying across the room with sudden bright wings. “How dare you!”

“How dare I, what?” said Master.

He pretended to barely notice she was there, sitting down at a throne he materialized overseeing the wreckage and carnage in the conference room. The metallic scent of blood filled the air. He snapped his fingers, and Tatiana and Vicky slipped forward and began worshiping his Cock with their demon-ized bodies, melding their massive milk-leaking tits over his enormous shaft while they made out on the Cockhead. enjoying his new demonesses kissing and cleaning his Cock.

Holly and Daria hadn’t made it—final sacrifices from Tatiana, Vicky, and Mona. Mostly Mona, who really wanted to go overboard to impress Zara and Portia. Their bodies were with the rest, in the pile in the corner.

Master had complimented her, and then he had fucked her—and Zara praised
 her—and it was all so, so worth it.

She was a demon
 now, through and through—and so naturally she looked upon the newly-arrived angel with sneering contempt. Zara and Portia did the same, taking up their positions at Master’s side. Mona, wanting to complete the picture, slid across his feet and wrapped herself up one leg like the busty heroine from the cover of a pulp novel.

“You-you-you took my charge!” said the angel. “You corrupted her! Made her into one of your things
 !”

She erupted into a flash of pure white light, beaming it down on the Master. A field of congealed shadow surrounded him, pushing back. The air crackled with the spent energy.

Mona was a little concerned—the light felt truly unpleasant and even seemed a bit dangerous
 —until Zara languidly knelt down beside her without a single element of concern on her face. Together they rubbed their Master’s leg, heavy milk-leaking tits pouring out all over his red-black flesh.

“You see now? Really, it’s you
 what this was all about,” said Zara. “Oh sure, he wanted to fuck these other hot girls. But you were the one we weren’t sure would fall, because you
 had a ward. Her.” She pointed at the angel. “And Daddy...” she giggled. “Daddy really
 liked the idea of fucking an angel.”

The angel had drawn her sword. It shined and burned in the small chamber; it looked like it could cut through atoms.

“He wants to make an angel his demon bride
 ,” said Zara. “And he’ll do it because you
 fell so fucking hard.”

“For you,” said Mona. “I fell for you
 . So this is all your
 doing.”

Zara preened. “I suppose it is. Although it was all Portia’s idea...”

“No, no.” Mona clung to her. “It still wouldn’t have worked if you weren’t so fucking gorgeous. I never would have fallen and become a murdering psychopath demon bitch if it weren’t for you.”

“You really want to butter me up, don’t you?”

Mona licked her lips, still getting used to her longer, illustriously forked tongue. “Is it working?”

Zara growled and took her by the back of her head, pushing her into her slick, waiting, oven-hot pussy. It would have scalded the flesh off of a mortal’s face, but Mona found it merely pleasantly warm.

Meanwhile, above them, the angel swung her sword at the Master. Again and again, he deflected it effortlessly. The combined power of the demonesses was his for the taking, and it made him laughably overpowered in the face of the angel.

“We can fight if you want to,” said Master. “But I have you outnumbered.”

“We’ve always been outnumbered,” said the angel. “That’s nothing new.”

“But you’re in my realm. Not just Downstairs. This building
 is mine from top to bottom. Surely you’ve felt it already. The way it’s making it hard for you to think. Your actions sluggish. Flicks of arousal in that dynamite body of yours. I’ve seen how you’ve been staring at my Cock. I mean, a real
 battle-angel would have just fucked me up the second she entered here. But you
 ...you kind of failed at that already, didn’t you? It’s like you’re not a real angel at all. And now you’re willing to parlay. Is it because there’s something you wanted to keep looking at—some sin you wanted to cleanse yourself of later.”

The angel flashed forward. “Monster!”

“There’s a simpler way,” said the Master. “One that doesn’t need you to fight a losing fight.”

She hesitated, and Mona knew he had her.

“I tell you what,” he said. “Let me fuck you, and I’ll let her go.”

“R-really?”

Mona wanted to protest, but couldn’t—her tongue was too busy on Zara’s anti-divine pussy. She realized dimly that had been strategic, to make her shut the hell up while Master worked his magic.

“Sure. I can’t actually own
 you with my Cock, can I? You’re too devout, surely. Too heavenly. Or do you doubt your conviction?”

His precum and cum poured constantly. He could orgasm for millennia and not get tired. The steady, corruptive river of it flowed over Vicky and Tatiana, who were brainlessly kissing and licking up as much as they could as they moaned for their MasterDaddy.

The angel scowled. “I doubt nothing
 .”

“Then what do you have to worry about? Just fuck me. I’ve always wanted to fuck some angelic cunt. The goodest of girls. Let me fuck you, and I’ll give you your girl back.”

She hesitated, again. Thinking this was some trick. It obviously was. But Master’s domain worked terrible magic on the angel’s body. She was twice as susceptible as a normal human—who were used to temptations at all times. Angels didn’t have to deal
 with temptations; they just wiped them out.

“I don’t...I don’t...”

The tip of her sword fell, like it was too heavy to hold. Portia was right nearby, whispering and chanting seductive spells. Slowly wrapping the angel more and more into Master’s will.

“Come on.”

Master stood up, leaving Vicky and Tatiana to lick each other clean. He walked straight up to the angel and took her by the face, holding her chin. She whimpered and wavered. Her sword clattered to the ground and disappeared in shower of light. Portia and Zara cooed at his strength, his daring. Zara’s delectable pussy cumming into Mona’s face was the most perfect experience she had ever had outside of being fucked by Master just minutes ago.

“Take the win,” said Master. “You really want to go back Upstairs and tell them your one job you’ve ever had after a million years of preparation has been all fucked up by one incubus?”

He kissed her. She pushed him away, at first, clawing at his neck and then his shoulders. But he slammed her into the wall, kissing her harder.

“Yesss
 ,” Zara hissed. “Take
 her, Daddy.”

He kissed her harder, pinning her. All of his strength going into her. His tongue deep against hers, hands sliding up and down her utterly forbidden body. His cock sliding against her naked thigh. He ripped the white robe off of her body, leaving only the golden armor behind—which covered only her legs and parts of her torso.

Finally—with a terrible clap of thunder from overhead—she gave in. Her arms wrapped around his neck. Her fingers sliding through the dark nest of his hair. Eyes flashing with terrible, angelic intensity as she licked his neck and nodded urgently against his body.

“Please
 . Now. Now. Before I change my mind!”

Master was always ready. Mona loved that about him. His Cock—pure dripping masculine evil—shoved up inside of her.

All the demonesses gathered near them. Pushing into them. Whispering dark spells. Praising their Master for his cleverness, his Cock, his masculine power. Zara and Mona had disentangled themselves from one another and ground their bodies into all the others—a crowd of immortal beauty existing only to praise his Cock.

“Oh fuck
 oh fuck
 oh holy fuck
 !”

“Fuck her, Master!” Portia cried. “Fuck her angelic cunt!”

“I didn—I didn’t know
 ! I didn’t know
 it could be so fucking g-good
 !”

He came off the wall and pushed her body into Mona’s—fucking her own guardian angel against her. Portia and Zara pushed behind Mona, keeping them all upright despite the massive tectonic force of their Master’s pummeling cock.

The angel turned her head and Mona was right there, kissing her deeply so Master could see. Almost like twins kissing one another, they looked so similar—his corrupted demoness and his corrupted angel.

He needed to cum again. That sight alone brought even him well beyond the edge of control.

“Who the fuck owns you?” he demanded. “Say it. Tell me now
 .”

“You do!” she cried. “You
 are my God! I renounce him! I worship You! Only You!”

That seemed to stun even the Master, but it did not stop him from spilling his seed up into her pussy. All the demonic girls leaned into the coupled pair, cumming together and singing his praises. They writhed and orgasmed and orgasmed again all as one being. Surging into his body, making each other wet with sweat and leaking hot milk, thanking Master over and over again for his Cock, his Cock, his One Perfect Cock.

They fell in a pile and licked and kissed and leaked and moaned and caressed for hours. There was always something new to grab, someone new to fuck. Master could not get enough of fucking his new “twins” while they looked at one another, kissed one another, licked one another.

When there was finally a pause, Mona extricated herself gently and wandered through the wreckage and ruin of the chamber, carefully avoiding any of the grosser bits. She found her phone inside her purse and took a moment to clean it off.

The video of Gertrude had already surpassed three million views from just an hour before. Her inbox was blowing up with offers from her agent with new work—each one from the most illustrious designers on the planet. She snapped a quick selfie—making sure she was in her mortal form and with nothing too
 suspicious behind her—posted it, and saw the views and likes simultaneously go up to close to five hundred thousand in under ten seconds.

The numbers kept rising. A million. Two. Five. Ten.

“Holy shit.” She couldn’t stop smiling.

She was a demon. A slave. A corrupter of angels.

But most importantly? Now?

She was going to be a superstar.

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

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


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


What's next?

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 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!


Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem


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


Bimbo Processing Unit – Forbidden Fruit


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


Bimbo Pill – New Wife


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

––––––––
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G
 ET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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C
 RAVING 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!


Hard & Rough Cravings


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


Mesmerized Cravings


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


Bimbo Pill – The Bundle


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


Bimbo Processing Unit – The Bundle


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


Craving Lucky Nerds


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


Craving Bad Boys


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


Dirty Office Cravings – A Bundle


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


Bimbo Cravings


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


Filthy Taboo Cravings


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


Craving Gangs of Men


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


Harem Maker – The Bundle


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

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




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



[image: Bimbo Wife - Happy Harem]



Eliana has a plan to make her Husband in charge of the whole town. All she has to do is mind control every last person who lives there!




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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