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 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



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.


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 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!


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...
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C
 RAVING BAD BOYS



This jam-packed bundle features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!
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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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“P
 LEASE, I’LL DO ANYTHING
 .”

“Anything for what?”

“Any...anything for your...your...thingie...”

She’s kneeling, drooling over her pretty gown. Her eyes so big and open, so trusting and vulnerable. She’s such a good girl she can’t even bring herself to call the object of her worship what it is. Not a dick. Not a penis. Certainly not a thingie
 .

No, what she’s staring at in her pristine white gown, so expensive and ornate, obsessed and whimpering and edging with dripping wet fingers and all fucked in the head, is my Demon-Sized COCK
 .

And it’s all she’s ever wanted.

She had other hopes and dreams once upon a time. Even as little as an hour ago. College. Good grades. Medical school. Help the world; serve in third-world countries and live as a beacon of hope.

Now she’d be more than satisfied to live the rest of her life in a dumpster turning tricks out for bottles of booze so long as it meant one singular, unholy taste of my demonic incubus seed.

She’s supposed to be a good girl, and I’ve transformed her into this.

But that’s no surprise. This is what I do to good girls. I’m a goddamned avatar of corruption.

I think the real
 question is—aren’t I supposed to be on vacation? Why am I corrupting a good girl again already?

Well. There’s a good reason for that.

* * * * *
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T
 IME IS A LITTLE FUZZY
 for demons. We don’t exactly exist outside
 of the house that is time, but...let’s say, whenever we want, we can get on the front porch.

So, when I say, “a week ago, hanging out Downstairs, Portia was stroking me off to the mindfucked captured soul of Cleopatra,” just understand it’s not exactly
 a week ago, and it’s not exactly
 not a week ago. The same way that a porch is part
 of a house, but it’s outside, but sometimes
 porches are inside...you get the idea.

So.

A week ago, hanging out Downstairs, Portia was stroking me off to the mindfucked captured soul of Cleopatra. The old Egyptian queen moaned and begged for my cum that she’ll never receive again, prostrating herself before Portia and myself in total supplication.

On our throne, Downstairs, in our True Forms, Portia and I are immense. Cleopatra is a short little thing anyway—those Ptolemians didn’t make them tall back then—and we absolutely dwarf her. Portia’s dark red skin sparkles with unrestrained lust, her viciously tight cunt dripping all the way down my massive body as she strokes my demonically hard, dark Cock. Her wings flapping, sliding against me, purring with the lust of ten thousand unsated virgins.

Cleopatra, beneath us, begs and licks the floor. Crying. Whimpering. Needing. Portia moaning and urging me to get harder
 in her spectacularly soft grip because she knows the harder my Cock is, the more Cleopatra is in pain
 from not receiving it.

This is the kind of thing we like. We’re bad people. If you don’t like it, well—I’m not forcing you to read.

“Please,” Cleopatra moans. “I ruled a kingdom. Please. Please let my royal mouth taste you again. Please, Master. Please
 . You deserve my royal mouth. You deserve
 it...”

Portia, stroking me, enjoys almost nothing as much as she does the anguish of other women who want me and can’t have me.

“She’s right, you know.”

“I know. She had a whole kingdom.”

She bites a lip. Stroking me harder; knowing I like it when she
 says it most of all.

“No. That you deserve it
 . You really do. Not her, obviously.” She turns and sneers at the world-famous queen before turning back to me with a brilliant, happy smile that would turn steel wills into oatmeal mush. “But a
 queen. Someone else to fuck you besides me.”

“I get all the fucking I want as it is.”

“Yes.” She leans in and whispers. Stroking harder. “But don’t you deserve
 more?”

Ungh. Fuck, she’s so hot.

“What do you mean?”

“I just think, you’ve got one succubus wrapped under your thumb. All the other succubae down here think I’m crazy or stupid. They don’t understand the glory
 of Your Cock. And that’s fine, isn’t it? Because as much as you want to fuck them
 ...you can just make more.”

She leans over runs her tongue down my shaft, licking and kissing. These kinds of conversations take a long time because she spends so much of them with her mouth full. I don’t mind. Her heavy tits leak demonic milk down my thighs. It’s sweetest nectar to me;  a single drop would both eternally damn and horribly kill normal mortals over a period of about ten years or so, keeping them on the painful edge of death the entire time.

“You wouldn’t be jealous?”

She laughs. “Of other girls? No. Not so long as I’m in charge of them. And I would
 be, wouldn’t I?”

“Yes.”

“So. I’ve already got a girl all picked out. You’ll love her. But I’m asking you to indulge me a little bit? I want to make an appearance as a human.”

My Cock twitches and she calms me by immediately slurping me down. Her tongue is easily nine inches long as it stretches out of her mouth, wrapping around the circumference of my demonic shaft.

“That’s...ungh. That’s dangerous. Upstairs might be watching.”

“They’ve already given up on my family. They did a long time ago. Really, love. I’ve got it all planned out. It’s amazing. Just listen.”

And, stroking and sucking over the next hour, she tells me her plan.

It really is amazing.

* * * * *
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B
 ACK AT PORTIA’S OLD
 estate in the mountains, out of Downstairs. I’m floating above the party for the time being, waiting for my entrance. The sun is going down and there’s a very long line of cars developing to pay tribute to Lucy and her billionaire family.

The whole scheme revolves around Lucy’s birthday party, which is technically
 just a couple of weeks after she promised me her soul and I turned her adopted mother, billionaire Portia Ambrosio, into my personal succubus demon fuckslave.

It’s a lavish affair, as you might expect for the birthday party of a billionaire heiress, and she’s invited an incredible number of well-to-do and gorgeous people to be there. Some truly strange shit is about to go down, but we’re in the mountain estate again—remote and untouchable—and Portia has put her people in charge of the wifi, which is the only way a signal gets out up here.

In fact, it’s so remote that they haven’t even bothered to report the death of Archibald yet, and there hasn’t been a single question about his disappearance.

Apparently being married to a fucking monster like Portia led to frequent bouts of depression, which meant Archibald was known for just disappearing for months at a time. By the time he’s actually
 reported dead—maybe I’ll have a couple of hikers find his body or something—I don’t think the police will have it in them to care.

And even if they do—what the fuck are they going to do? Arrest
 me?

Please allow me to use some of my newfound tech textspeak knowledge (Portia is teaching me)— L - O - Fuckin’ - L.

So, yeah, Lucy is still around. Good for her. Most girls who need my seed and can’t get it either commit suicide or go crazy in about 72 hours. Lucy is in the latter category. Crazy as hell too, and she’s taking it out mostly on the people around her. So, the servants of the house are all horribly bruised but they’re utterly and irrevocably dedicated to Lucy.

Oh yeah—that’s something. Being fucked by me—given my seed—while it does
 create a compulsive obsession with everything to do with me, it also makes girls hotter. Sexier. More charismatic. Their will becomes stronger and they’re able to easily dominate those who aren’t prepared for it. Otherwise healthy people are completely mesmerized by girls of mine, even as they act destructively, break laws, and hurt ones around them.

So Lucy has been dealing with her compulsive, unstoppable need for my Cock—which she will never
 receive again as far as I’m concerned—by relentlessly beating and berating the servants at the estate. It’s so bad and consequence free for her that I’m almost considering letting her suck my Cock just to make it worse for the servants when she starts to make the connection that hurting them equals receiving my Cock in her gorgeously young body.

Look. I’m a fucking demon.
 It’s bad news all around when I’m in your life.

Except for Portia, of course—but then, she
 was bad news for everyone around her before I even got involved. She was born to be mine.

It’s interesting, being around someone who I’ve completely fucked the mind of, like Lucy.

I don’t think I’ve ever stuck around to interact with them much after the fact. Usually, I’m just fire-and-forget, and the girls who I leave all fucked up are pretty much tempests of fucked-up for the rest of their lives. They register as manic-depressives or borderline personalities, sometimes even schizophrenic, with the exception of course that all the treatments that really
 work for the people who have those don’t work at all on my slaves.

They’re damned. Forever. Their lives are pure misery and they make miserable lives for others, and it all feeds my power one way or the other.

So while I’ve been taking Portia Downstairs for the past few weeks—fucking her mind a little more and encouraging her to be ever more in love with me by providing her with every sadistic delight she could possibly imagine in the form of ruthlessly torturing billions of helpless doomed souls—Lucy has had the run of the house. It’s been quite
 the personality shift for the dozens of staff in the house. Lucy used to be the nice
 one, and Archibald was the drunk pushover, and Portia was the ice queen with the iron hand.

Now it’s just a family of billionaire sadists who are very open about enjoying putting their staff under duress.

Lucy changes their sleeping hours every night—sometimes four, sometimes eight, sometimes two. When they slept for eight, she said they could
 , but that the truly dedicated would wake up early. Those who don’t wake up early enough have to clean the bathroom floor with their tongues.

They can leave; they’re not slaves.

She tells them this. She’s grinning sadistically every time she says it.

But if they do
 leave—like poor Madeline—they walk home, barefoot. And the family owns their phones, their computers, their housing. They even run their bank
 accounts—and Lucy’s threatened to keep tabs on them to find out where they apply for work. Where are they going to go where a billionaire couldn’t find them in today’s world?

So. Not actually
 slaves. But probably definitely as such in everything but
 name.

The servants are out in force tonight. All the men with aching, bowed backs in servant tuxedos that don’t quite fit. The women servants in high heels and skirts—and the hotter they are, the easier their load. Lucy knows what her new Daddy likes to see. That unfairness, the disparity. There are five girls who might’ve given old Lucy a run for her money, looks-wise, but next to her demon-enhanced form they’re barely more than table mints to her full course meal.

Portia has left things to Lucy, but it’s really Portia who runs the house and all the servants know it.

They always cowered when they saw my queen in the past, but now their cowering feels more intense. More biological. Which makes sense. Most people, normal people who aren’t Portia, have a natural aversion to demonic forces striding past them in real time. They look down, look away, draw their shoulders in, try to do anything to protect themselves. The older ones start hyperventilating. Some have had heart attacks and strokes and aneurysms, which I or Portia keep in check with a little demonic magic because it’s more fun to keep them around and watch them squirm. And give them a heart attack, stroke, or aneurysm again.

Death is only the beginning when a demon enters your life, never the end.

Tonight, Lucy has dressed up just like her mother. Standing at the entrance of the party, they look like sisters. Both of them wear dark, dark blood red gowns sparkling with rubies. High slits. Their midriffs—so perfectly sculpted—exposed and shown off. Deep plunges into their cleavage, which is perky and substantial. Heavy jewels resting there. Tall, tall heels that make every step a declaration of intense and unstoppable sexuality.

Lucy would steal the show at any red carpet, any gala, any party she went to in the entire world.

It’s just that her mom
 is there, and she’s a budding succubus, and sex demons—even the neophyte ones—look ten thousand times better than hot humans. So Portia stands next to her adopted daughter at the door, greeting guests as they come in, smiling brilliantly while her daughter is ignored at her own party looking more beautiful than she ever has in her life.

Hot.

A spectacular young redheaded thing comes out of a car, wearing a blue dress. She’s on the shorter side, busty, with beautiful pale freckled skin.

Portia—the only one who can see me floating above the crowd—shoots me a look.


Her
 .

I smile.

Her, then.

* * * * *
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I
 “ARRIVE” AT THE PARTY
 a few minutes later, materializing in the shadows down the steps from the estate entrance.

My demonic form and my mortal form don’t exactly overlap, but it’s close enough. As a mortal, I’m close to seven feet tall, impeccably dressed, with thick dark hair and eyes so dark they seem almost without pupils. If you felt my gaze, you’d feel small and acutely finite. If you looked directly into them, you’d feel a mixture of awe and fear and horrible, unstoppable lust for something you can’t even properly describe—just that it makes your mouth grunt like your throat is empty.

The crowd in front of Portia and Lucy parts for me like the red sea, if the red sea was full of incredibly scared, incredibly rich people.

Strolling up, I greet Lucy with a long, slow kiss. I can smell her pulsating, edging cunt. The vibrator she has stuck up there isn’t making her cum anymore than anything
 is because again—she can’t cum without my say-so.

“H-hi Daddy,’ she whimpers. “I love you, Daddy.” She starts right in, clutching at my Cock through my pants. “Can I c-cum, Daddy? I n-need
 it.”

“Maybe later.”

I don’t really mean it. I slide my arm instead around Portia and walk into the party, forcing her to abandon the long line of guests. They all stand, shiftless, not knowing if they’re actually allowed
 to enter without her explicit approval.

She leans up and whispers in my ear. “I love how mean you are to her, darling.”

My hand slides over Portia’s ass hard, squeezing roughly, knowing she can take it. Her skin is soft to me—brilliantly so, deeply lush. If a mortal touches it for too long, they start to burn up in agonizing orgasmic need. But I can touch it as much as I want, as hard as I want, for as long as I want—I can do anything at all I want to her. I could fuck her in front of all these guests. Fuck, I just might
 .

But she’s put me on a mission, clever little minx that she is. So after walking into the main ballroom area, she walks off with a delectably gorgeous icy Norwegian blonde who molests me with her gaze until Portia deliberately diverts her view and I send myself like a missile after the pale redhead from earlier.

She’s talking with two douchebags in suits who run away the second they see me approach. I’m not exaggerating—they drop their glasses and they run
 . I have that effect in my mortal form. Two nearby servants apologize to me for the mess and immediately start to clean it up. I’ll tell Lucy, later, that they took long to get there.

The redhead turns and is first annoyed, then scared, then stunned, and then more turned on than she’s ever been in her life. Her mouth pops open into a perfect wet “O.” Champagne glistens on her lips.

“...b-big...” she mumbles, smiling inanely.

Her nipples are hard. Maybe I’m perverted—I mean, of course I’m perverted—but there’s something about the way a woman’s nipples just instantly
 get hard when they’re aroused that turns me on like nothing else.

They press through the white fabric of her dress. It’s short and revealing a lot of cleavage. It’s the kind of dress good girls wear when they think they want to feel a little bad.

“Hi,” I hold out a hand. “What’s your name?”

“J-J-Miriam,” she stutters. She tries to smile. Tries to remember herself. “I’m muscles in love. I mean I love your big. I mean b-b-bulge is huge? I mean.” She stops, flushing deeply, staring at me and licking her lips.

Portia is right; this is fun. I should have done it more often. Normally I’d only bust this mortal form out to fuck up some upstart king or do some real fucking dark demon shit on behalf of the Downstairs Boss. But just messing with the minds and thoughts of a normal girl is a good time.

“Miriam, you’re really pretty.”

She gasps and gulps and a small, Little Cum flutters up through her body.

I think I’ve talked about the difference between Little Cums and Big Cums, right?

A Little Cum is what you normal, non-demon afflicted people have when you think you’re having the best sex of your life. A Big Cum is what I give—the mind-melting, ultra-addictive, only-possible-from-my-Cock kind of shit. How good are they? Well, Lucy’s been having Little Cums approximately every nine minutes or so on average since I blessed her gorgeous body with her very first Big Cum. That’s the equivalent, again, of the absolute best orgasm you might ever have every nine minutes. And she’s slowly losing her mind like a fucking junkie without a fix because she’s not getting the Big Cum she so desperately needs.

So Miriam, her hand drowning in mine, stares up at me and obviously orgasming. Her pretty mouth moving up and down. Her eyes doing that brilliant sparkle thing you humans do so well. Sweat gathering on her brow, sliding down her neck into her hefty cleavage.

“Th-thank you?” she says. “Um. Um. Oh god. God.”

She retracts her hand from mine and backs away. A moment of clarity after the cum. She has a choice; I don’t hold her. It’s very important that she has a choice
 . My targets always do...until they don’t. She runs outside, close to sobbing, saying something about fresh air.

The rest of the party has stopped. There’s a lot of women’s eyes on me. Portia in particularly is looking at me; she’s slow-dancing with the same blonde from before, but both of them are eye-fucking the shit out of me.

Good.

* * * * *
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O
 UTSIDE, MIRIAM IS
 by herself. Her hair is done up in an elaborate, sexy bun that leaves it framed on either side with long delicate strands. The balcony is nearly fifty feet wide, cobblestone path alongside the house with firm wood railing. She’s attached herself to a railing and looking out at the mountains. It’s a cloudless night and she can see all the slopes and valleys and peaks in the distance, the forest below. I approach, each step heavy. I see her flinching, whimpering, at my approach. She knows it’s me.

“You’re even prettier out here in the dark.”

She gulps and turns to me and then staggers back against the railing, unable to keep herself up. She bites her lip and dips one ankle over the other, whimpering. I smile. It’s fun to be a demon of pure lust, to do what I do to women.

“W-who are you?”

“I’m the guy who’s going to take your virginity.”

“How do you know I’m a virgin?”

Like I found out some sensitive government secret.

“Aren’t you?”

She nods.

“Then does it matter? All that matters is that I’m going to fuck it out of you.”

“I-I’m saving myself for...for marriage.”

I’m really close now. She touches my test and whimpers a little more.

“Which is about love, right? And aren’t you kind of falling in love?”

“I...I don’t know.”

“Are you sure, Miriam?”

She cums again, mouth gasping, eyes watering up. She holds on to my belt to keep herself upright.

Names have power. Don’t tell a demon your name; it gives them its power. So, I can say her name and make her cum.

I grab her off the railing and hold her tight to my body. My Cock grinds against her side. She can feel the thickness of my Cockhead pressing deep against her fertile hips. Thoughts of babies and pregnancies and thick heavy milking tits fill her head. All the things she’s ever wanted—what she wants more than anything is to be a mother. I can smell it.

Every desire has a smell for a demon.

“Come here, Miriam.” Another cum. She clutches me tighter. “It’s okay. It’s okay to be in love. You always knew it would happen like this, didn’t you? You knew it would be sudden. A mysterious, handsome, tall stranger who made everything in the world feel right, didn’t you?”

“Y-yes,” she whimpers. “Yes. Please, yes. I-it’s just, I don’t e-even swear
 , I’m a-a g-good
 girl!”

“You are
 ,” I nod. “You’re such
 a good girl.”

Another cum. She’s clinging, humping, grinding against me now. She’s really fucking hot. I want to fuck her rotten.

“Do you want to find some place really private with me, good girl? Some place we can talk?”

She nods.

“A bedroom?”

She nods fervently now. “Y-yes. Please. I want that. I need that. I need...this.”

Her hand skates over the tip of my Cock. She thinks she’s being dirty.

“Follow me.”

* * * * *
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M
 Y DEMON FORM IS BETTER
 for the corruption of girls. More orgasms; more overwhelming. But...I like doing what Portia suggests. It’s pretty hot to do something for someone else for a change, especially when that someone else is the hottest piece of ass in the entire metaverse.

We walk up to the master bedroom, which is, of course, now Master’s
 bedroom. She’s giggling and oohing and ahhing at all the artwork and the massive size of everything. It is a big place. The doors are so big that I don’t even have to crouch through them in my demon form.

But—for now, again, I’m staying in my mortal form.

I lead Miriam over to the bed and sit her down almost on top of my lap. One of her legs sliding over mine. She’s giggling and staring up at me with big wet eyes. She’s wondering if she’s in love. It would be her first time if she was. By the time she’s able to truly love me, though, she’ll be too lost in lust to do anything else but want to cum. She won’t love again for however long she lives.

My guess is she’ll be one of the ones who kills herself once I fuck her. That’s fine by me.

Love isn’t really
 in the domain of upstairs—I love Portia and she loves me, after all—but it does lead to more Upstairs-type activities and Lust is definitely
 all for Downstairs.

“I’ve never been in the bedroom of a boy before.”

“You’ll have to keep waiting. I’m a man.”

“Right. Sorry. Of course. You’re a man. You’re...you’re such a man.” Her hand slides over the front of my chest. Buttons undo themselves for her—a little demon magic goes a long way—and she’s able to touch the hair and muscle underneath. A groan, guttural and plaintive, escapes from her throat.

“You’ve never been with a man before, have you?”

“No.”

“I can tell.”

“You can...how can you tell that?”

“I can smell it. I’m a demon.”

I smile, to “let her know” it’s a joke. She giggles, unsure.

“You’re so shy, Miriam. You’re practically screaming it, despite your dress.”

“Oh.” She looks down at herself. “Is that okay? That I’m a virgin?”

“It’s very okay if you’re willing to not be one anymore.”

“I was saving myself for marriage,” she says again.

Maybe she thinks if she keeps saying it, I somehow won’t fuck the shit out of her? Or maybe she thinks this place is so big that there’s a priest and a state office downstairs to officiate our nuptials. Could be; she’s rather dim.

“But then you met me. And now that needs to change, doesn’t it?”

“I...I think so, yes.”

“It’s not something to think about. It’s something to know. What do your bones tell you?”

“They...they tell me...”

I grab her and kiss her. Forcefully, passionately. Her leg slides all the way over mine. Thigh pushing against my Cock. She feels it, is surprised by it, and then I grab her at the top of her thigh—right under her ass cheek, and push her against it. She feels it surge and swell, precum spilling from it. The moistness sliding out from the fabric and into her bare skin.

Our lips meet for a long time. Her tongue swirling, searching into mine. Her body nearly limp with terror and lust. Terror from all the lust she’s feeling, that is.

She’s trying to fight it, and her way of fighting is by trying to not engage. But that’s her mind talking. Her body is saying something else, and it’s saying yes
 —the sheer pleasure my touch gives her brings her close to the edge of cumming. Edging on kissing, on being felt up. My hands slide up between her legs and when her own hands come to stop me, a little bit of force pushes them aside.

She doesn’t try to stop me again.

I touch her cunt. Another Little Cum from her just my touch. She withdraws again then pushes back into me again. Like a wave; like a redheaded virgin wave of barely-restrained oceans of undiscovered lust.

When I end the kiss, she’s surprised; she wants more. They always
 want more from me, no matter what they say at the beginning.

“I love you,” she whimpers.

She means it, and she thinks it, but she doesn’t really. She’s been so brainwashed into thinking that she could only ever have sex with her husband, her True Love, that she has no other way to describe the absolute onslaught of pleasure running through her right now.

“I know.” I stroke her hair. “You want my Cock, don’t you?”

She whimpers and nods, pawing at it through my pants.

“I’ll take it out for you, but you have to promise to obey me. I’m very particular. I’m experienced
 . I know best. You have to do what I say, Miriam. You have to promise to only cum for me
 now, from now on.”

She whimpers, again, and paws, again, and nods. “Yes. I promise. Please. Please let me see it. It’s...it’s important
 . Please.”

I let it out and she has another Little Cum. Drooling now. Eyes glazed. Looking at it with a completely empty bimbo brained mind. She’s so far gone that I have to reel in my influence a bit—to make sure she still has a choice when it counts.

It’s important that she has a choice to damn herself or not. If she didn’t, it wouldn’t really be damning
 , would it?

I let her make the decisions about what to do next. I say nothing, just nod and make suggestive glances. Her hands—which look positively tiny compared to the girth of my monster—slip around the base of my shaft. She shudders and groans when she realizes her fingertips don’t even come close to touching.

“G-guh,” she says. “How?”

“I’m better than the men you’ve seen before,” I explain. “I’m something else. You’re lucky to see this.”

She nods, starting to stroke. “Y-yes. L-lucky.”

Her gaze goes directly over my Cock. Lips dripping drool right on top of the head. She’s wondering if it will fit inside any
 part of her, let alone her pussy—which is burning up right now and begging her to stuff me inside. My precum shoots up and just barely glazes her lips before pooling back down around my Cockhead and shaft, lubricating her strokes. The shot is enough for her to lick, and she has another Little Cum. I can feel her hold on sanity breaking.

Her mouth, slow and unsure, begins to slide over my Cock.

I may be a demon, and I may love the fact
 of fucking a virgin, but the reality
 of fucking a virgin is usually less than pornographic. In mortal sex, virgins don’t last. They do most of the things wrong. There’s a lot of trial and error.

So with Miriam, I give her a little help—and then a lot
 of help. Her lips know just what to do. Her throat in the right position to take all of me. Her jaw and chin making space. And I need a lot
 of space for my Cock.

Right away her eyes roll back into the back of her head. She’s cumming hard—Little Cum after Little Cum, one right after the other as load after load of my precum shoots down her throat. I know she’s thinking—with what limited capacity she has for that right now—that she can’t believe I’m cumming
 so much. She has no fucking idea what’s really
 coming.

I love this. I love this knowing what Portia has planned. She was so right.

She wants me to have another demon wife just like her. “A whole harem of suck-u-busty besties;” her exact words.

To do that, I would have to corrupt a girl completely. Not just into wanting my Cock and ruining her virginity. No, it has to get much darker—much worse
 . She’d have to be willing to steal, to enslave others, to murder—to be demonic herself, like Portia was and is.

Demons are usually solitary creatures. We find it hard to trust each other, as I’m sure you might understand, and besides we all really love our work.

But Portia? Portia makes the idea of fucking as many succubi as I want so fucking enticing
 .

And for me to have another succubus, I need a truly
 bad girl. Miriam just won’t cut it.

So.

The blonde from before—her name is Zara—enters the room. Portia shares a little bit of her bio through a link we share telepathically.

Zara is the daughter of some millionaire phone mogul in South America who married a Norwegian supermodel way back when. So her skin is deeply, beautifully brown and her hair is blond and her features are starkly exotic and defined. Big eyes. Expressive eyebrows. A regal nose. A razor-sharp jaw.

She wears a blue dress with a plunging neckline that goes all the way down to her navel. The fabric is sheer and runs down to her ankles, but I can see every part of her all the way down. With my demonic vision, I can even see where the shining on her skin isn’t the sparkles of the gossamer fabric of her dress but instead the honey trickling from her delectably tight, virgin pussy.

Her tits aren’t as big as Miriam’s, but I can fix that. Every other part of her leaves Miriam in the dust.

Portia is behind her, melding with the shadows. All that Miriam could possibly see—if her eyes weren’t looking at her own brain from rolling backwards while I fuck her skull—is a tinge of darkness around Zara’s form; a heavy shadow at her neck and in the thick dark waves of her golden hair.

But I see Portia’s demoness form, whispering and licking in Zara’s ear. Her long wicked tongue lashing and sliding over Zara’s olive skin in long, luxuriating laps.

I get a better look at Zara now. She’s one of those girls who used their millionaire fathers to garner influence on social media for a platform so she could start walking runway shows and showing off in lingerie ads, except she doesn’t have a face like a sad alcoholic horse like most of them.

She poses for a long time, urging me to look at her. I have no problem complying. She doesn’t seem to mind at all that I’m fucking Miriam’s throat right in front of her.

I can see
 the look on her face—how fucking insane she looks, how crazy with evil and lust and evil hot lust
 . Ungh. It’s my favorite. Portia has clearly been doing a number on her brain and in record time, too—that tells me Zara was already pretty thoroughly fucked up in the head.

Portia probably coached her on how exactly to get me hard for her—to make me want
 her. She probably used some of demonic influence on time to pour weeks
 and months
 of corrupting poison into Zara’s gorgeous head in record time. I can see
 the obsession in her face. The self-obsession with her own beauty and youth—fuck, I just love it so much—and the obsession with my big, fat, meaty Cock bulging inside Miriam’s throat.

In fact—she stops posing and struts toward me and then wraps her hands around my neck. Her arms are l-o-n-g. There is something intensely erotic to me about the length of a woman’s limbs and digits.

“You’re really fucking handsome,” she says to me. “Portia told me so much about you, but...she didn’t really even begin to explain how fucking handsome
 you are.”

She’s rubbing her crotch into the back of Miriam’s head. Miriam whimpers, not understanding but also not willing to let my Cock out of her mouth. I fuck Miriam’s head harder, pushing it into Zara’s crotch. Zara moans. I love her mouth, her lips. She has a spectacular smile.

Similar to how Zara rubs and grinds herself into Miriam’s head, Portia—floating and smiling and groaning with deep demonic lust—has her “invisible” legs wrapped around Zara’s head, her cunt pulsing and pushing against the back of Zara’s skull.

For a few minutes, Zara is content to slide into my body, near-suffocating Miriam between us, and kiss me. Her kiss is strong and urgent, her lips pulsing against mine. Her lips are so thick and full, and her torso is so utterly tiny. It’s easy to grip every part of her as my tongue slides against hers, our wetness lashing against one another in an easy, heated grip. When she finally pulls away, a hot little trail of our mixed saliva drips down into her cleavage and on top of Miriam’s head.

Portia pulls away somewhere in here—regretful but acceptable. She’s attending to something else quite important, and Zara has this well
 in hand.

No longer content for the lesser girl to touch my Cock, she pulls Miriam off and shoves her roughly to one side. Miriam hits the pillar of the bedpost. My Cock is already harder than ever as Zara grinds down onto its meaty girth with her pussy—sliding her eager pussy lips against my shaft—and laughs at Miriam’s suddenly swollen, black eye.

“Oh my god!” Zara exclaims in mock sorrow. “Were you there? You’re just so forgettable
 I hardly even noticed you! You do
 know he’s not going to fuck you now that I’m here, right?”

She doesn’t wait for an answer from either of us before pushing into me and kissing me as hard as she can. I feel true and actual deep Love on her tongue—admiration and respect and awe. It scrapes against mine slow, luxuriating in every last taste of my demonic force.

“Portia told me what you are,” she whispers in my ear. “I want to join you. I want
 it. I want to be gorgeous forever. I want to make them suffer
 forever. I want them to hurt.
 I want it bad
 , Daddy. Let me prove it to you?”

She wants to make bad things happen to good people.

Clearly, I am not the type who is going to stand in her way.

Miriam, on the floor, is deeply confused.

“I don’t...but...but..the...Cock, please, I n-need...need to suck
 it...”

“Aw, poor baby.” Zara clucks at her with obviously fake-sympathy. “Did you really
 think he gave any kind of a fuck about you? I mean, did you see
 his fucking wife?”

Her face contorts again. She loves me, but she can only love her True Love, and her “True Love” obviously wouldn’t be married to someone else...but she loves
 me...

It’s a beautiful disaster befalling her right now. My Cock pushes up harder against Zara’s cunt. I need to be inside her; she so fucking understands
 what it is to be a demon amongst these pathetic mortals and their frivolous thoughts of love.

“I-I-I didn’t know he was m-married, I-I-I...”

“You already told him you love him, right?” She looks to me for confirmation. “I knew it! Oh my god, what a fucking sucker you are! I bet you told him you
 loved him
 and he didn’t say anything in return! Ell-oh-ell! Oh wow, you are just too
 cute for this world.”

Much to my
 chagrin—Zara is so fucking hot she’s filling this demon of temptation with terrible lust—Zara slides off me and crouches down around Miriam. She has chalk already ready. Her dress tugging brilliantly at her delicious body. She starts drawing an intricate series of symbols around Miriam.

“Wh-what are you doing?” Miriam asks.

Zara doesn’t pay attention, continuing with her drawing. She once again shoves Miriam to one side to finish the center of the drawing and then shoves her back on.

I recognize the drawing; I recognize that it’s incomplete. I’m impressed that Zara was able to remember so much of it from memory already. She’s learned so much, so fast.

“He doesn’t love you,” Zara explains. There’s no more mockery—only simple, cold, arrogance. “He never
 will. You’re a good
 girl. He fucks up the lives
 of good girls. Don’t you, baby?”

Zara’s voice becomes warm and sultry the second she slides back into my lap. Precum streams from the tip and she uses it to lubricate her stroke with long, confident fingers. She’s sneering, oozing arrogance and confidence, smiling prettily at me one second and sneering at Miriam the next.

“That’s right,” I admit.

“You’re a demon
 , aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

Miriam shudders and whimpers. She has no idea what she’s gotten into; she’s only just starting to understand. I’m unable to stop myself—I let more of my demon form show. My eyes blazing dark fire. Shadows of wings appearing behind me.

“And if I understand the situation correctly,” says Zara, “this dumb bitch has promised you her cums, hasn’t she? That she’ll only
 cum for you?”

“That’s right.”

“Gosh, Sir. That was really fucking stupid
 of her, wasn’t it?”

She’s so regal, so commanding and has such a presence with her pristine, otherworldly beauty that when she says “Sir” it sends a chill down my infernally-constructed spine.

I shrug. “She’s not where she is in life because of her smarts, that’s for sure.”

“So, being that you’re a demon, and she’s just some dumb fucking good girl,
 there’s no real way for her to make you happy, huh?”

“That’s right.”

“Nothing?” asks Zara. “Nothing at all
 ?”

“Well...”

We’re performing now, a show for the “benefit” solely of Miriam—but really it’s all about indulging our sadistic desires. Making fun of the girl and giving her hope, just to crush it. Just to feel it crunch and squawk and collapse beneath our fingers.

“Please!” Miriam cries. “There must be something, anything
 I can do to please you. To make you happy
 . Please, if you’re happy then maybe I-I-I can cum
 and oh god
 I need
 to do what you say, please!
 ”

Zara’s strokes on my Cock are as arrogant as she is. Conceited strokes. Full of confidence and effortless grace, not a single worry or misstep. A mortal would have died a thousand times over from cumming by now. I’m just getting warmed up.

“Gosh
 , Daddy, it really
 seems like she would do anything
 . I think I even believe her.”

I pretend to consider. “There’s a way to test her.”

“Really?” Zara looks really hot with her eyes open, her luscious mouth popped. “Whatever could it be?”

“Well...” I point. “That drawing there on the floor. You left it incomplete. All she would have to do is use some of the chalk there to finish it off.”

“No way!” said Zara. “Just finish the demonic drawing on the floor?”

Miriam picks up the chalk, shuddering, whimpering. She’s trying to draw, but she can’t yet. The ritual only works if you have the knowledge. Some force unknown to her stays her hand.

“I-I can do it!” says Miriam. Her voice is so hoarse—from my Cock skewering her, from the crying and heaving she’s been doing. It’s rather unattractive; my hardness is purely for Zara now. “I’ll do anything
 for you.”

“That’s it dearie,” says Zara. “You just have to finish off the drawing, and finish off yourself. That’s all! Isn’t it simple?”

“Finish off myself? What do you mean?”

“I mean kill yourself
 , stupid. Isn’t it obvious?”

I can’t stop, I have to kiss Zara’s jaw and ear. My Cock surges in her hand. Fucking fuck, I never knew I could want to fuck someone so
 fucking bad as I want to fuck her
 right now.

“Wh-what?” Miriam’s so stunned she’s stopped crying.

“Why not?” says Zara. “I mean, you don’t have anything to live for, do you? You’ve completely abandoned all your principles and your self for someone who doesn’t even care about you—for a completely evil, completely demonic
 stud who would much
 rather just talk
 about me than fuck
 you.”

Miriam, again, whimpers, frantically fingering her cunt and trying to compel an orgasm that just won’t come. It’s almost impossible for her to think right now. Most of her cognitive faculties are gone. There’s just enough, though, that I can’t get in trouble with the Upstairs.

What happens next will be a choice. It might be heavily
 influenced...but it’s still Miriam’s choice. If she ran away, tried to live her own life, I wouldn’t stop her. She would just be, I don’t know, permanently insane? Nobody has ever refused me before; I don’t have a lot of data.

“But,” I explain, “if she does
 finish the drawing...then she dies. Forever. An eternity of miserable torment. Just for finishing the drawing. She would be sacrificing herself to create power for me.”

“Or for me
 ,” says Zara.

She grinds up into my Cock now, sliding her ass against it and all-but-requiring me to cum all over her gorgeous back. I’m honestly surprised at how close I am and at my own ability to hold back the tide of my cum.

“She could pledge her soul to me
 before she died,” says Zara. “She could make me
 into a demoness partner for you. Eternally. She could make herself into our eternal
 little plaything Downstairs. Wouldn’t that be good
 of her?”

Ugh. Fuck.

“Yes.”

“You seem like it’s hard
 to talk, Daddy. Is it turning you on? If she did that? Sacrificed herself? Gave up the rest of eternity just to make us happy for a few moments?”

Miriam looks conflicted, but it’s the kind of conflicted that lets me know she already knows what she has to do...she’s just not sure if she can.

“W-will it hurt?”

“Oh, sweetie.” Zara smiled. “It won’t hurt at all
 . I promise.”

That’s a lie. It will hurt right away, and it will hurt horribly, and then it will hurt for the rest of creation.

Miriam’s grip on the chalk is shaking, but she holds it nonetheless. Taking a deep breath, she finishes the symbols on the floor with just a few strokes of chalk. Right away, flames appear on the floor—horrible, black flames that surround her totally and call out to her with the force of every nightmare she’s ever had.

Zara waves beautifully, because she does everything beautifully. My Cock, surging, pushes up against her entrance from behind. I’m timing myself; I’m ready.

“Bye, Rosie!”

Miriam, panicking, breathing in fire, can barely respond. “My-my name isn’t—”

And then she’s gone—body and all, consumed in a pillar of black fire.

Zara turns to me, eyes ablaze with sudden demonic lust. Wider—deeper—seeing the entirety of the cosmos all at once for what it truly is: a playground for her sudden and terrible beauty.

“This...feels...amazing!
 ”

I enter inside her at the same moment the demonic power rushes through her.

This claims her; this makes her mine. She’s not just
 a demon—she’s my demon slave
 .

So as she transforms—becomes taller, thinner, bustier
 with enormous priest-killing tits, sexier, longer and more terrible and beautiful in every respect—her soul is also bound
 to me permanently, just like Portia’s. There is no demonic force
 in Zara without demonic me
 . I am her Alpha and her Omega.

Not to be too blasphemous—don’t want to be gauche—but I am her fucking God
 .

Her newly demonized cunt orgasms with Big, Big, Universe-Ending Big Cum after Cum the second I enter her. Her wings sprout beneath me and I fuck her harder, driving her gorgeous body into the floor and crashing her through it entirely. We end up in the library, priceless books spontaneously combusting all around us. We breathe in ash and breathe out lust, and my strokes and thrusts go deeper, harder into her fertile demonic virgin cunt.

“Oh fuck
 !” she screams. Her voice changing. Becoming both deeper and softer as her vocal chords become entirely supernatural, capable of registering on several octaves at once. “Oh fuck, oh shit, oh Master!
 ”

This is a body, a voice, a being that is entirely dedicated to rebellion, to destruction, to witnessing the defilement of all that is good—and she entirely belongs to Me
 .

“Darling, did you start without us?”

Portia reappears now in her full Demoness form—blinded with sudden pleasure in the presence of so many Big Cums that I’m delivering unto Zara—with Lucy at her heels.

Lucy, stumbling over the burning blocks of the library, her dress catching a little on fire, stares at her mother and myself with the same dazed, mind-gone look that I know means her brittle sanity is utterly annihilated in this moment.  

With my Cock bulging in her supernaturally tiny belly, Zara points her hand at Lucy—and right away Lucy begins to float.

“The power
 ...” Zara moans.

One hand points at Lucy, telekinetically spinning her this way and that—sending her flying at dizzying speeds throughout the room. Her other hand grinds against her torso, bulging with the massive Cock inside of her. She pinballs her across the room—smacking her with shelves of burning pages and sliding her through hot ash, laughing with madness-inducing silver-bell laughter even as I fuck her full of cum after cum.

Portia pushes on me, pushes on both of us. Pushing on my hips as I fuck Zara as hard as I can. Whispering in my ear.

“You so fucking deserve this,” she groans. “You deserve that girl killing herself for you. For her
 . For someone you own
 now. You deserve this succubus queen desperate to do what you say. You deserve it all
 , Master.”

I Know I do, but it’s hot for Portia to say it anyway.

I reach down and grab Zara hard by the neck, slapping her ass as I do. Slapping it as hard as I possibly can. If she was capable of being hurt anymore, she would be bruised and broken by a blow a tenth as extreme. As it is, the slaps and spanking blow out the nearby windows. The guests in the party who haven’t fled the residence—fools—have their eardrums blown out.

“I’m going to make you fucking pregnant
 ,” I growl in Zara’s ear. “You’re going to give me a whole fleet
 of succubi. You understand?”

She nods, still twirling and torturing Lucy in the distance. “Yes, Master. Anything. Anything you want.”

“You’ll be beautiful forever. Evil forever. Mine
 forever.”

“Yes, please! Please, I need it! Please show me the glory of your evil seed! Please, my Demonic King! My Demon God
 ! Give it to me, please
 !”

“Please!” Portia joins in. “Cum in her! Cum in her so you can cum in me
 and then in her
 and then in me
 —”

Zara joins the chant. “And then in her
 and then in her
 and then in me
 and then—"

I cum hard—maybe even harder than I did the first time I fucked Portia. My cum enters every atom of Zara’s being—marking her, claiming her, taking her. I cum so much I have to push her off of me just so there’s room for the volume
 of it—and I spray her from ass to feet in long stringy thick load after load.

Portia, knowing her place even as an impossibly gorgeous, empire-ending demonic empress, kneels before me and starts cleaning me off. Zara takes a long time to recover. Twitching. Her body still changing. Lengthening. Becoming almost like a sister to Portia. Both of them so terrible and powerful, like stars captured in supernova form.

After a long while, I let Lucy down from her twirling, tortured repose in the air, settling her down on a pile of rubble from the wreckage. If we leave her there, she’s liable to die, and there’s decades of torture I want to do to her yet.

“Master...don’t you deserve more?” asks Portia.

She’s stroking and licking my hardness. She wants me hard again so I’ll fuck her. That’s good. She knows what I want.

“Yesss.”


Zara’s hiss is only more pronounced with the snake-like forked-tongue she now sports. She slides upward, risen from her coma-like post-Big Cum assault trance at the simple thought of what I deserve
 . This is what a real
 fucking good girl is like.

“More
 . More evil girls. As many as you could possibly
 want. And Master? I think I know just
 how to make it happen...”

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

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

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


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


What's next?

––––––––
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W
 HAT OTHER THOROUGHLY
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:


Bimbo Wife – Happy Servant


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


Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the MILF


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


Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place


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


Bimbo Processing Unit – Secret Desires


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


Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem


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


Bimbo Processing Unit – Forbidden Fruit


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


Bimbo Pill – New Wife


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


Bimbo Processing Unit – Needy Boss


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


Bimbo Pill – Hot Crush


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


Bimbo Processing Unit – Hot Household


John discovers a VR helmet that provides him an escape from his dull, loveless marriage. But when the helmet makes the women in his life kneel before him, the fantasy becomes an amazing reality!

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


Mesmerized Cravings


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


Bimbo Pill – The Bundle


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


Bimbo Processing Unit – The Bundle


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


Craving Lucky Nerds


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


Craving Bad Boys


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


Dirty Office Cravings – A Bundle


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


Bimbo Cravings


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


Filthy Taboo Cravings


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


Craving Gangs of Men


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


Harem Maker – The Bundle


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


Craving Overflowing Cups


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


Hypno Headphones – The Bundle


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


Just 18 Fantasies


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


Bimbo Genie - The Bundle


Airhead sex genie Zanthia is obsessed with cock, but forbidden to touch, so she lives vicariously through the wishes of one Master after another. But will she be ever be able to satisfy her craving?


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!




Did you love Demon's Offer - Corrupting the Innocent
 ? Then you should read Bimbo Wife - Happy Servant
 by Nadia Nightside!
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Eliana learns what it really means to be her Husband's happy servant when she's kidnapped and has to outwit her "rescuer" so she can return to service!




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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