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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! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.
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KINKY FANTASIES – A
 Bundle


TWENTY sexy stories of every kink you could think of, and probably a few more. A great place to get started if you're just starting to read Nadia Nightside tales!

[image: ]




HAREM MAKER – THE DREAM
 Girl


Ethan has a one-off date with the girl of his dreams that ends with her declaring him her Master forever. Before his head can stop spinning, she's already gathering new slaves for him to breed with his transforming, super-hunk body? What the heck is happening, and more importantly...who will be the next addition to his harem?
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FIRST TIME FANTASIES


TWENTY delectably devilish tales of achingly hot virgins finding true love (and LOTS of cums) in their first coupling with hyper-hung studs and lucky nerds.
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Bad Girl


The hyper-gorgeous, hyper-talented Chanel is hypnotized by the most evil man she's ever met. But what he doesn't know is Chanel is evil too, and she doesn't mind being mind controlled so long as she gets to indulge in her evil desires...
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ALPHA MALE FANTASIES


Men belong on top—in charge and dominant. In these twenty stories, they definitely are, and don't care if a girl says “no.”
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WANT 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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WE HAVE TO PULL OVER
 so Sophia can suck me off. My Cock is just too big and there’s too much of me—all hard muscle and thick bulk—for her to fit her head around the steering wheel comfortably.

As it is, I’m still face-fucking her against the dashboard with her entire tiny, light, toned, tall body wrapped as hard against me as possible.

“Is that comfortable?” I ask, bouncing her head around. “You all right?”

She moans something, and attempts to move her mouth off my Cock. Unacceptable.

“Nevermind,” I sigh. “I don’t care.”

My hips, powerful and thick, are automatic thrusting machines. The positioning here is all awkward. I should be having lower back pain, tightness in my shoulders, some kind of crick in my neck. Instead I’m beautifully, artistically fucking the most gorgeous blonde I’ve ever seen anywhere—models, big screen, little screen, internet, anywhere
—and slamming her head so hard against the dashboard of my cheap-shit car that I’ll probably have to beat the shit out of some mechanic to get it repaired. God knows I can’t afford it.

Fuck it. Maybe I’ll just take the nice car of some little fucking pussy
 just because I can. If they can’t keep it from me, they don’t deserve it anyway.

I keep having thoughts like that. Macho thoughts. Thoughts about fucking up dudes who look at my girls and fucking up the minds of girls who look at me.

As Sophia’s mouth suckles down my shaft, her tight throat clenching my cockhead like a cunt, hot drool splattering all over the interior, it’s not hard to imagine why.

I deserve stuff. Doing this to Sophia, in her teeny tight cut-off shorts and dusted-white knit crop-top. She took the outfit from my adopted sister, Sally. Sally wore it in middle school; the fit is ridiculously tiny and therefore ridiculously hot on Sophia. The size must be XXXS and there’s still a good half-inch of room for Sophia’s waist.

Pumping, groaning, I empty down Sophia’s throat. Fuck, she’s so hot. She swallows all of it with aplomb and moans as it slides down her throat. When she finally pulls off, full, I spray a few more shots and smear the windshield. Sophia adjusts her immaculate blond hair and stares at my load, salivating.

I think I’m the only meal she’s had in a day or two. That’s fucking hot too. I should be the only thing she swallows. I’m her fucking man
.

Thinking like that almost gets me going again, but then I look at the window, see where we are.

In the parking lot at the gym where I work. A few people have walked by, staring. Seeing the spray across the window that Sophia’s licking up now.

We have to go in. We have to stop Estelle—Estelle who is, I think, probably trying to gather more slaves for me.

More slaves like Sophia—who has become tighter, sexier, and bustier than she ever would have been before the second my cum entered her body. Who is now completely enraptured with me and worships the ground I walk on—who is rocking a shorts, heels, and crop top combo so fucking well that I’m pretty sure she’s going to be arrested for being too fucking hot the second a cop sees her. Then I’ll beat the shit out of the cop just because I can and because I think it’ll turn her hot bimbo body on.

In the last couple of days, I've become something I used to not be.

“Do you think we have time for one more?”

Beautiful, blond, British Sophia stares at me, absolute adoration in her sparkling blue eyes. My Cock stands at attention.

I’m trying really hard to think all this is a bad thing.
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RIGHT INSIDE THE GYM
, I see Estelle talking with my boss, Vanessa. We have a little office set-up right next to the front window across from the blender stand where people order smoothies. There’s this weird green light show coming out of Estelle’s eyes, reflecting back out from Vanessa’s eyes.

“Goddammit, Estelle. Cut it out!”

How the fuck am I going to afford a bunch of slaves? That’s what I keep coming back to—the practicalities of it. There's other issues, to be sure. Other issues somewhere
. I know there’s some moral problem with it; something wrong
 about having a slave.

But with Sophia in her tight soaked-as-fuck jean shorts grinding against my body, tall heels clicking in time next to me, that kind of problem is harder and harder to think about.

Ever since I fucked Sophia in front of Lilith last night. That was the real shifting point for me. Something turned off in my brain—or maybe on? I don’t know.

But I stopped so much being bothered by it being wrong
 to own slaves.

I’m big as fuck and strong and hard all the fucking time and I’m a fucking man.
 I should have a slave or two to take care of this giant monster I got. I’m made for fucking and breeding and fucking people up
.

But goddamn, Estelle is just hypnotizing people left and right, and it’s got to stop. It’s too much work to clean up her messes all day.

The second I finished fucking Sophia the first time, Estelle was gone. I figured right away she was leaving to do what she’d done before that made me so happy—because I was clearly happy banging the brains out of Sophia. That’s Estelle’s modus operandi.

I knew it, and I knew I should go after her right away. The thing is...my Cock doesn’t really get soft
 anymore. I’ve been kind of slow to figure that out. So while I was waiting for it to go down, I thought I’d cuddle some with Sophia. Only, she’s a statuesque version of a statuesque blonde and her silky-soft thighs wrapped around my 
Cock to adore me and pretty soon I was hard again and...well.

Several hours later, as morning came 'round, I finally started the search for Estelle, stopping every ten minutes or so to screw Sophia’s brains out in the car. I’m really becoming fond of her. She’s so fucking sexy and eager and that British accent of hers really gets me going every time.

“Master!” Estelle says happily, rushing to meet me.

She’s had an outfit change since last I’ve seen her. She’s sporting a pair of skimpy black workout shorts and a tight black and pink sports bra, pairing that
 with six-inch stilettos that have no place in a gym. Even so, she prances in them like some sexy combination of supermodel and gymnast. Honestly, none of this outfit belongs in public—it looks more like lingerie than a workout outfit.

It’s hot as fuck. She even has her hair done up in a loose low pony, spare strands of it hanging down to “accidentally” frame her gorgeous face. Does she know that turns me on like crazy? Probably. She seems to know everything else that makes me hard.

I take her by the ass and clench her hard into my body, digging my thumb into her throat and chin. Fuck, it feels good to kiss her. It feels like home. I had a crush on her for so long and now she’s so thrilled
 to see me and it feels so good. Our tongues meld. She tastes like strawberries. My cock erupts in precum, leaving a wet kiss on her belly through my shorts.

“Oh, Master...I missed you.”

“Estelle.” I put a finger to her lips. She kisses it. “I told you to stop with the hypnosis. Didn’t I?”

“You said no more girls from the clothing store.” She shrugs. “So I went
 to the clothing store for some items...but then I came right here.”

“Okay.” I nod, a little relieved. “You came here. No other stops.”

She shakes her head. “None, Master.”

“Perfect. So all we have to deal with is Vanessa?”

She smiles. “Yes, Master. Just her and all the others.”

“Great.” I stop. “Wait. What others?”

She points to the other end of the gym where a big crowd has congregated. “Them, Master. There’s a computer database with pictures, and using that, and Vanessa, I managed to call all the 
sexiest ones who weren’t here already with a lie about a prize drawing.”

“A prize?”

“I said they won ten thousand dollars, and the second they came through the door I fucked up their brain so they would obey me and want to fuck their Master. Who, they don’t know yet, is definitely
 you.”

“Estelle.” I shake my head. “There’s like...twenty girls over there.”

They were in a circle. I couldn’t see them clearly except to note that they were all in skimpy athletic wear. And heels. All of them in high heels. Christ.

She went to the clothing store for “some items.”

“Twenty-eight, Master. And Vanessa, Sophia, and me make thirty-one. A nice Prime number for my Prime man.”

Vanessa struggles nearby. “Marcus is...Master?”

Estelle ruffles her hair. Not in a playful way. Like a bully messing with her victim. It’s really hot.

“Poor thing. Do you want to take pity on her and give her a taste of Your Cock? She won’t feel right until she has it.”

“C-Cock...” Vanessa mumbles, staring at me with big blue eyes.

“Estelle, we can’t do this. You can’t do this. No more slaves, all right? No more mindless, bimbo-brained idiots who think of nothing but Cock.”

“Why not?”

“Because...”

The words it’s wrong
 nearly left my mouth, but then I remembered about how fucking good and amazing and right
 it feels to fuck Sophia.

“Because it’s inconvenient
,” I snap. “Thirty-one girls? They have to fucking eat
, Estelle. They have to pay for things. They have to be put
 somewhere.” I’m talking about them like they’re puppies. Or barrels of oil. “I can’t just have them sleep in the gym and live on whatever cum I remember
 to give them after you’ve had your share.”

She likes that—likes knowing that she’d get first choice of cum. Which, of course, she would. Estelle might be annoying me a bit, but 
she’s hot as fuck and she’s the girl of my dreams. I’m not fucking anyone
 before her. A real man has to let his girl feel safe like that. And Estelle, no matter what else she is, is my girl
 first.

“They’re not all idiots,” she says, smiling. “I’m not that
 stupid. None of us, are, really. Vanessa just kind of seems that way because not having your Cock, ever, is shorting her system. Think of it like...um...like a new phone, okay? She has to be charged up first before we can use her. Until then, she’s just a dumb brick.” Estelle pinches her cheek. “Aren’t you, sweetie?”

“Yes, Mistress. Dumb brick.”

Vanessa’s eyes still focus entirely on me, mouth open, drooling. Yesterday, she was a competent business-owning woman. One who I sent to the bathroom to jill herself off because of my new, growing Cock. Another mystery on the docket, whenever I feel like solving it—why the fuck is my body changing so much? What’s causing
 all of this? I know it all began when Estelle and I fucked for the first time...but why?

I’m so caught up with managing it that the why
 of the situation seems beyond me.

Estelle kisses my ear. “Do you want to give her a taste or the girls over there? There are other girls like way, way
 hotter than her over there. There’s one, Rita Diaz...”

“The instagram model? Christ.”

Rita is ultra-fit, ultra-peppy, and constantly snobby about what good shape she’s in compared to other girls in the gym. If Estelle truly hypnotized her for me...fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

Besides Estelle, Rita is the girl I've had the hardest crush on in my life. Something about her snobby, attention-demanding attitude really does it for me. I don't want to bring her down a peg. I just want all that attention-neediness to be centered around me. Still posing, still taking endless selfies, still obsessed with her body...but entirely because she needs to make my Cock happy.

God, that makes me harder than ever. Rita is a brunette with a killer frame—she turned down a few sponsorships because she makes more money on her own with her video channel and gram posts—and constantly wears new, hot, more revealing clothing to sell products to women who wish they could look half as good as her.

Estelle wraps her long arms around me. Her green eyes glow—actually glow, burning bright green for a moment, as the intensity of her passion shines through.

“Listen, darling. I know you’re a bit hesitant. And I know
 I overdid it a little.” Sophia strokes my Cock over my shorts. Vanessa is whimpering that she can’t do the same. “But you’re God
 to me. And I wanted to show God that I worship him like he deserves. I know that fucking the minds of all those young, tight, gorgeous, fertile, fit girls was a bit overkill...but it was for you. And I don’t know how to un
fuck their minds, do you?”

I shake my head.

“And you’re so
 smart and good. If you
 don’t know, I don’t think it’s possible. So, you’re right. A moratorium on new slaves...and let’s enjoy the ones you have. Please, Master?”

Fuck. She’s right.
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WHEN I WALK OVER, I
 see what they’re crowding around. There’s one guy left in the gym—a truly ripped specimen of a man named Hendricks. He’s short but built like a brick shithouse—biceps the size of his head, a barrel chest, and all the over-medicated back acne that his kind of build and muscle pre-supposes.

Yesterday, he pushed me to the ground and Vanessa let him walk away with it unpunished. No suspending of his membership, no anything like that.

My blood is up; I'm angry the second I see him.

He’s at the bench, lifting one eighty-five. He pumps it up and down like it’s nothing but the bar. Really strong dude. The girls around him react with interest but it’s all fading fast.

Their eyes light up when they see me. At the front of their pack is undoubtedly Rita Diaz. Like the rest of them, her body is on display in skintight spandex. Ass-revealing shorts, the fabric clinging to her tight crack and showing off the dimples of her cheeks, a tight sports-bra that may as well be sold at I.D. Sarrieri, and tall high heels.

She’s like a beach bunny, yoga hottie, gym stunner, and runway model rolled into one unbelievably sexy fit package. Her outfit is 
orange and white, like sherbet; the length of her hair stretches all the way down her back. Her dark blue eyes smolder; I know she’s got a thing for ultra-muscular guys. I see her flirting with them all the time.

It only hits me after a minute that her eyes are smoldering at me
 and that I’m
 an ultra-muscular guy now. Sophia and Estelle both giggle and moan, feeling my Cock jump under the comforting, warm touch of their constant pawing.

Hendricks racks his weights and sits up, eyeing me up and down.

“This is the fucking guy, huh?”

Estelle whispers into my ear. “I left him alone because I wanted to give you some fun.”

Then she addresses Hendricks. “That’s right. The contest still on?”

“Shit yeah. I just been getting warmed up. Hey, hot bitches? Take off that twenty-five there and put on another couple of plates. I’m gonna show this pussy what’s what.”

“Contest?” I ask Estelle. “What contest?”

She shrugs. “A weight-lifting contest. To see who should own this harem.”

“I thought you mindfucked them all for me
.”

She gives me a wicked smile. “I did. But if you’re not the strongest man around...maybe we shouldn’t belong to you?”

Oh, she’s gonna fucking pay
 for that. And from the look she’s giving me, she knows it.

Hendricks does a quick few leaps up and down the bench, building up a sweat, and drops down beneath the bar.

“No spot! I fucking own
 this shit!”

The bar is 45 pounds, so with three plates on either side, he’s got 315 total. He lets out a guttural roar and lifts it up. In quick succession, he reps out five, and then pulls himself up.

“How the fuck about that, motherfucker?” He jams his fingers into my chest. “How about that
?”

I cross my arms and look down at him. Yesterday we would have been the same height. Now I’m nearly a foot above him. It's no wonder he doesn't recognize me.

“That all you got?”

“All I got? All I got
? Load another another two plates on there. 
Both sides!”

That’s four hundred and ninety five pounds. His arms are short; this gives him an advantage in weight lifting. More densely packed muscle; less distance to move from place to place. He was warming up with one eighty-five; yesterday, that was my max.

So why am I feeling so confident?

Fuck if I know. But it’s clearly making Estelle swoon, so I keep it up.

“That’s a pussy weight,” I snap. “If you’re not breaking five hundred, don’t waste my time.”

He stops dead in his tracks and snaps at the girls loading the weights. Hesitation pulls across his features ever-so-slightly.

“Two more, then. Make it five-fifty.”

I lean into Estelle’s ear and slide my hand up between her cheeks, index and middle fingers resting into her pussy. “I think I’ll curl with that later.”

Immediately I feel her gush, her cunt wettening all over my fingers.

“Oh, shit
.” She pushes hard into my body, my fingers.

The girls around her look at her jealousy. She soaks it up, smiling and sneering at the same time.

Hendricks takes time with this set—he’s maxing out. The bar bounces up off his chest and he struggles for a few seconds before heroically finishing without a spot.

“Match that
, motherfucker.”

He sits up, out of breath.

“No.”

“No?” He puts his hands up. “How about that, girls? He says no. Y’all ready for a real man?”

I wait for him to leave and then nod at Vanessa to wipe down the bench. I don’t want any of his stink on me. She does so, staring at me mindlessly, needily the whole time. Then I nod at the weight-racking girls—Natalie and Genevieve, who I ogled yesterday. I count the plates quickly—there’s the bar, and then seven plates on either side.

“Another plate on either side.”

Hendricks snorts. “Whatever man. Your funeral. That’s pretty much the world record.”

I sit down under the bar, looking up at the ceiling. Heavy tits leaning in all around me. Rita twirls her hair around one finger. Biting her lips. I see the wet patch forming in her spandex.

“Hey man,” says Hendricks. “We don’t gotta do this. You’re gonna kill yourself. It’s just pussy. Give up now and I’ll throw you a bone for being a good sport.”

What a fucking coward
. Yellow-bellied motherfucker. Giving up a premium piece of pussy to a fucking competitor
? Now I have
 to destroy him.

I lift the weight with a surprising ease. It hops out of my palms for a second and then thunders back down. My arms stay firm. The weight goes down and up, clean and easy. Then I do it again.

Estelle moans. Rita squeals delightedly. I like those sounds.

So I do it fifteen more times and then rack it.

When I sit up, Hendricks is looking at me like I’m not human. I’m probably not. I’m something more. I don’t even feel the burn in my chest.

“More,” I say.

I hear them chunking the weight on.

“H-hey man...listen...”

“Sir.”

“What?”

“Call me Sir
, you fucking pussy.”

He gulps. “Listen. Sir. I...I don’t want any trouble.”

“Don’t move.” I turn to Natalie and Genevieve. “More
.”

They bite their lips, obviously dripping from their tiny virgin cunts. I can smell
 that they’re virgins. Putting themselves on display here at the gym, waiting for just
 the right guy to pop their cherries. Someone strong. I love seeing the shape of their legs as their knees knock together with their tall heels.

Natalie shrugs. “We put on all the weight we could find...”

They did. The bar is bending, packed to the end with forty-five pound plates. There’s ten on either side. That’s close to a thousand pounds.

Let’s send it over.

“You,” I snap at Sophia. “And you.” Estelle. “Sit on the bar. Don’t fall off.”

“Yes

, Master.”

They answer in unison. It’s the first time some of the girls have heard the term “Master” used on me. I can hear the excitement rippling around the crowd; they all agree it’s an amazing name for the specimen of man they’re seeing now.

Sophia and Estelle pop up on either side of the barbell, crossing one long leg over the other and posing beautifully. Their hot, wet, pussies drip down onto the weights, making them shine.

I get down underneath it, lift it with authority, and send it popping down and then up. Sophia and Estelle giggle delightedly. When I send the bar up, they float up to the ceiling for a moment before settling back down.

It barely feels heavier than the last load. I should be tiring out; I shouldn’t be able to lift anywhere near
 this much. My form is heavily, densely muscled. Packed with muscle. Completely ripped
. But the kind of muscle this
 kind of lifting needs, I shouldn’t even be able to move my arms
 I would be so thickly built. I would need hydraulics.

And yet I’m still lithe, nimble, and flexible.

“Rita,” I bark, still lifting.

“Y-yes, Master!”

She sounds fucking nervous
. The insta model who competed with Estelle for number one position in my masturbatory fantasies up until today.

“Why the fuck aren’t you riding my Cock?”

“I-I-I-”

That’s fun. Making her stutter; making her squirm. I fucking run
 her.

“Come ride my fucking Cock, babe.”

In three seconds flat, my gym shorts are pulled down to my ankles and her plush, happy, earnest, eager pussy wraps around my cockhead. I sit up with the weight against my chest—my abs are just as strong as the rest of me, apparently—and transition it over around my shoulders so I can watch Rita work. Estelle and Sophia hold on for dear-life—if they fall, it's on them, not me.

She’s reverse-cowgirl positioned on me, her nails digging into my thighs. The folds of her pussy are brilliantly wet. Watching me lift 
was the best foreplay of her life, I already know.

“O-oh my god!” she moans.

She’s cumming, I can feel it. Her walls tremble around my manhood. Her entire body vibrates with pleasure, her tight, fit fucking instagram braggy-bitch spoiled-rotten form throttled with an orgasm so hard I’m rewriting her entire history. Estelle said it was like that—like spending a thousand lifetimes inside a void where all she knew was the thought of service to my Cock. That's what Rita is experiencing now—an echo-chamber of orgasmic pleasure and service.

She keeps slamming up and down my Cock. I can see my reflection in the mirror—can see her self-obsessed gaze staring at herself, staring at me. She loves this—loves how fucking hot her tits look as they bounce, how brilliantly dense my body is built.

I’m still repping out, shoulder presses, with Estelle and Sophia on the bar. Lifting high and hard and with even time—controlled motions—as Rita rides up and down on my Cock. I’m just showing off now.

This is entirely ridiculous and I don’t fucking care.

I run this gym. I do what the fuck I want. I’m the fucking man
 around here.

All the girls are chanting for me.

“Master! Master! Master! Master!”

Like cheerleaders. So hot, so good.

Rita twists her tight, busty form around, continuing to slide up and down my Cock with her tight pussy-grip.

“I-I love you,” she whispers softly. “I didn’t think I would ever love anyone. But I-I-I...”

I’m a romantic, what can I say? That kind of thing really hits me hard. I’ll look at hot babes in lingerie and high heels all day long, but it just doesn’t do anything for me if I don’t feel some kind of connection.

Without really trying, I toss the weight back to the bench. I put down a fist to keep the thousand-plus pounds from hopping upward. Goddamn, I’m strong
. Estelle and Sophia giggle delightedly from their short trip through the air and clap their hands. Of course they landed with easy balance.

“You love me, huh?”

She nods, her lips shuddering into mine. I take complete hold of her now, hands roaming her body at will. She’s still shivering with orgasm, with hot wet need that drips down her pussy and all across my balls. Estelle takes up position on one shoulder, massaging it with her heavy tits, looking at me and Rita with the nearby mirror. Steaming hot milk starts to drip from her nipples; she adjusts her bra slightly to let it pour all over my biceps and deltoids.

“What if I don’t love you? What if I only love Estelle here?”

Estelle giggles with delight at that; loves being superior.

Rita whimpers. “Will you keep fucking me?”

I slap her lightly across the face. It would be enough to crack a two-by-four; because my Cock is in her, it just reddens her face.

“I’ll do whatever the fuck I want with you.”

“I'm n-not on birth control...”

I slap her again. Harder this time.

“The fuck do you think I care about that? I'll do. Whatever. The Fuck. I want. With you.”

She smiles indulgently. “Then I don’t care. Just so long as you do what you want. As long as you’re happy.”

This bitch doesn’t even know my fucking name
.

And yet I look in her eyes and see real, actual, complete total abandon and love.

She's ready to get fucking pregnant
 from me.

Fuck, that’s hot.

“Are you going to bless her, Master?” Sophia asks.

It’s a serious question; the most serious one she knows. She’s taken up position just like Estelle, tits dripping, massaging and moaning and kissing. But in her eyes is the glint of hard, earned steel of the FirstFucked.

Estelle might have been the first girl I fucked. And the first girl I fucked as an AlphaBeast, or whatever I am now. But, I didn’t know it at the time.

It was Sophia who I fucked first knowing what I really am. It was fucking Sophia when I figured out what I am—what I care about, what I deserve
.

Sophia will always be special to me because of that. She knows it—and she has strong

 feelings about who does and doesn’t deserve my cum. If I decide a girl does, that’s huge
 to Sophia. That’s life-altering
. That resets her whole balance. Not in a bad way—just in a “new state of the world” way. It’s like a presidential election for her.

“Are you going to bless her with your cum?” Sophia asks again.

It will change entirely how Sophia reacts to this situation. If I’m not going to cum in Rita, it doesn’t matter how objectively
 hot she is. Sophia will push her the fuck off and replace her with herself or Estelle.

I’m really taken care of by my girls.

I act like I don’t know the answer already.

“I don’t know. Rita, what do you think? Do you deserve
 my cum?”

“Don’t be bashful,” Estelle warns. “Don’t be modest. He doesn’t like that.”

“You don’t have to help
 her,” says Sophia. “She should know
.”

Estelle shrugs. “The ends justify the means, babe.” She kisses my ear and cheek. “Master likes
 snobby girls...”

“Fuck
 yes, I deserve his cum.” Rita doesn’t have to be told twice. “I deserve it way
 more than any of other fucking schlubs here.”

I like that, and she can tell. I’m pounding up into her harder than before—easy to do when you’re as strong as me—and gripping her tight body harder.

“You came right for me,” she says, her voice tinged with gasps, orgasm, and pleasure. “Came right, right
 for me. And now you’ll cum
 in me because it’s what I deserve. You didn’t even look
 at them. Just your two girls and me. That’s what you wanted. That’s what you fucking
 deserve.”

“Keep going,” says Sophia. She's melting on Rita. She likes
 her. “Tell him more. More of what he deserves
.”

Rita flashes her a quick, devilish smile.

“He deserves to get me fucking pregnant
,” Ritas moans. “Fucking knock me up, Master. Please? Make your pregnant harem bitch. Make me so
 super fucking ultra pregnant for you. Please, Master? Give me your babies...give me your seed!”

I grab her hair and then her throat, positioning her face just so. “Look in the mirror. Fucking look
 at you.”

She does and so do I. What we see is nearly beyond my 
comprehension. A nineteen-out-of-ten beauty riding the massive Cock of a musclebound giant flanked by two tall, thin, busty Amazons dripping milk down his arms and chest. This is a picture I might order as a commission off of deviant art.

There’s more than a little disassociation. Just seeing it makes me surge up into Rita and spill a heavy load of precum from my steel-hard shaft. It’s not until I see her reflection react, feel the moans purring up from her body, that I really start to see the giant in the reflection as me.

The new me. The better me. The alpha me.

Fucking Rita like this—granting her my cum—will make her special like Estelle and Sophia are special.

Estelle—who unlocked this power, somehow.

Sophia—who showed me who I am.

Rita—who was the first one I took when I knew I could have anyone
.

I can’t hold back any longer. Taking Rita hard by the throat, I slam her up and down on my Cock, almost wresting complete power away from her as I fuck my Cock with her gorgeous young body.

“Yes,” Estelle and Sophia moan in unison. “Yes
, yes, yes
, yes, yes...
”

Rita joins in with them. All the girls do—fingering themselves, dropping to their knees, glistening with sweat and need. Most of them in hot, dripping puddles of their own creation as they cum again and again watching me fuck another girl. A better girl. The girl I deserve.

I empty into Rita’s body, cumming harder than I knew I could. All that unprotected seed. Her fertile young cunt. She's probably got triplets
.

The rocketing force of my cum pushes her light body off my Cock slightly and when she squirms to stay on and readjust I end up cumming another, faster, harder load—only this time she manages to squeeze herself tight and stay on completely. I can feel her pussy clamping, squeezing, working to hold in as much cum as possible. She wants it all for herself.

Greedy little cunt. I like that.
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MY HEAD RETURNS TO
 me a few minutes after I empty into Rita. I take my Cock out of her—much to her moaning, whimpering chagrin, and survey the surroundings.

It feels
 like there’s a fog in the air even though there isn’t really. A miasma of my musk. I think everything and everyone in here is permeated by it.

That includes all the new girls, most of whom I don’t even know the names of. I look at them each one by one, walking by them. Estelle takes her place by my side. It’s invigorating—and Cock-hardening—to watch her inspect the girls. She puts them in position. She turns their heads this way and that, holding them by the chin. Checks their teeth.

They—according to her—have to be kneeling, with tits up, palms down, face up, eyes down. She slaps one who doesn’t get it right away and the rest quickly fall in line. I walk by a lot of drooling mouths; my Cock is out and still hard. I’m always fucking hard. I’m a real man.

We stop at one redhead and Estelle leans in, tugging the spandex around her waist.

“This is awfully tight for a size S,” she says. “You need to be able to fit into an XXS post-haste, or expect your membership to be canceled.”

The girl’s eyes immediately begin to well up with tears. “Please...” she says. “Y-you wouldn’t. I broke up with my boyfriend to be here, like you told me to, a-and...”

“That was just to make you eligible
,” sneers Estelle, “And eligibility is no guarantee of membership
. Wouldn’t you agree, Master?”

I grip her ass hard, showing my pleasure. “Yes.”

“You see? Master has spoken. Lose some of that hip fat, honey. And maybe we’ll see if Daddy wants to make you special.”

She does something then that really surprises me—both in that she does it and how much it fucking turns me on. She pinches the redhead’s cheek. Like the way that a bad aunt pinches the cheek of 
some dirty, troublesome child. It’s so fucking hot to see Estelle do it—who is probably younger than the redhead—and keep it there long enough to twist and wrench the skin a bit. It’s going to leave a mark. Fuck that—it’s probably going to leave a bruise.

“You just have to learn to stop stuffing that mouth of yours!”

Estelle giggles, an evil, delighted sound. Self-obsessed. Vain. Not caring for the way she just humiliated the redhead.

I have to stop, grab her, and kiss her deep. My Cock surges against her tight young belly and I very nearly cum. Her skin is so soft. I hold her tight—hold her so fucking tight that I have to think she feels like I’ll never let go—and work my jaw into hers as we kiss.

“I love you, babe.”

She looks at me with big, wet, teary worshipful eyes. “Th-that’s the first time you’ve said that to me. I love you so
 much. I feel like I always have. I know I haven’t really, but that’s how it feels.”

Rita, nearby, raises her hand. She’s already clearly starting to change. The cum that landed on her legs when I pulled out of her has been absorbed completely, so I can only guess that means the same for the rest of the cum that I shot inside her. Her waist is getting thinner; she was already probably just 22 inches around. Her tits are definitely getting heavier, perkier, bigger.

“I love you, too!” she says.

I nod. “I know.”

She swallows that indignity with grace. Next to me, Estelle squirms with the heat of feeling superior, which I love giving her.

“I was watching Estelle adjust them,” Rita says. “How she wants them. How you
 want them. Do you want me to be their trainer? I know fitness and I know what you want.”

I smile. “That’s a good idea, babe. Cum for me.”

“Ungh.”

She drops to her knees at the command, body writhing. To be honest, I didn’t know if I could make her do it just from saying.

“You really are that powerful,” says Estelle. Her voice is reverent, eyes shining liquid love. She loves my power, loves knowing her sphere of influence impacts so heavily upon it.

She gets the best of both worlds—to believe she’s never truly doing anything for herself, and to fuck up the lives of others at will.

The thought of Rita training the girls makes me hard. She’s already cruel and vain and shallow. My cum will transform her. Make her more fit and sexy than ever before. She’ll brag about how easy it is for her to maintain her completely unrealistic figure. Maybe brag about how she can eat anything at all. She’ll deride and sneer at the lower slaves for not living up to her simple standards of 100 calories a day or whatever insanity it is she’ll preach. But the truth is that she’ll only be able to do it because of my Cum.

It’s a system that’s naturally unfair. Naturally built to humiliate. Naturally built to promote the girls already on top and to demean the ones on the bottom.

The pieces of that system are being put together now naturally, like snowflakes gathering into a snowdrift; I see it happening and I fucking like it.

I see Sophia looking on with jealousy. Estelle sees her too. With my fingers buried deep up into her snatch, I can feel—instantly—how wet and hot Sophia’s jealousy makes her. Like turning a faucet from barely on lukewarm to full blast boiling.

“Sorry, babe,” says Estelle, clearly not sorry. “Some of us just...get it
 more than others, you know?”

I like this. A lot. But I also like Sophia.

“Cool it,” I whisper into Estelle’s ear. I don’t want Sophia to hear what I’m saying exactly; I like her having that doubt. “Be nice to your sister.”

Estelle melts. “Sorry, baby.”

I don’t know if she’s talking to me or Sophia, but she pulls Sophia in and starts kissing her heatedly. Their heavy tits rub on and over each other, spilling milk across their hot tight young bodies. Abs glistening from the overheads and the amount of liquid dripping from their tits. My Cock shoved between their joined bodies, running across their sick hip bones. Long nimble fingers run across my knob, polishing and adoring it and both of them crane upward to kiss me.

I take a moment just to enjoy this—the pure scale of the intimate, erotic, audacious display. I’m being worshiped and adored by the two most gorgeous women I’ve ever seen. They’re acting like they’re completely in love with each other, and they probably are, for the sake of earning and worshiping my Cock. They love one another 
because they know it makes my Cock happy.

Beyond them, Rita makes the rounds with the other girls, making sure they’re kneeling properly—the way Estelle placed them—and positioning their bodies to be put on perfect display for my entertainment. She strides by them with sneers and jeers, critiquing their fitness, their bodies. Even as this happens, Rita’s body is improving. Getting taller. Tighter. Bustier. Her cups expanding and beginning to overflow with milk in her stupendously tight sports bra. Hair feathering out and growing down, getting thicker, silkier, softer.

Because of me. Because of my Cock. Because of my Cum.

There’s one thing still wrong. I push Sophia and Estelle to one side and walk to the corner of the gym.

Still unaddressed; the problem in the room. The encouragement I needed to show these girls who the fuck I really am, what I deserve.

Estelle set this all up; she invited this pussy coward to stay. I may not like her methods all that much, but they are effective and they are fast.

Hendricks has his eyes closed, balled up, crying. Sobbing. What he’s seen of me, what he’s seen me do, he knows he’ll never have for himself. It’ll break him.

It has broken him. My Cock is hard, still—I’m always fucking hard, like a real man—and it towers above him. Stronger, thicker, longer than his could ever be.

“I win.”

“Y-yeah, okay! Okay! You win!”

“Sir
.” I step forward just slightly, and he shoves himself so hard into the corner that I’m pretty sure he has a black eye. “Don’t make me remind you again.”

“No, sir. You win, sir. You’re the winner, sir.”

You can say that a real winner, a real man, doesn’t have to grind in the victory like this. Doesn’t have to show off. But that’s stupid. That’s a philosophy developed by losers because they’re afraid winners like me will treat them like the losers they are. Someone like me never fucking has to worry about losing
 or being treated poorly by someone more powerful. And if I am
? That motherfucker better watch out
.

Showing off is a display of my power, and displays of my power 
are pretty much all I care about now.

Estelle and Sophia know it. They slide up next to me and start stroking, fawning, and grinding.

Sophia sneers at Hendricks. “You thought you were hot shit. You thought you were special
.”

“But you weren’t,” Estelle joins in. “You never were. You’re not special. Everything you tried to be? Everything you worked soooo hard for? My man is better without even trying
.”

“And you? You’re not even a man
.”

“He’s not, is he? He’s a fucking pussy
.”

“Look at him. Awwww.” Sophia makes a sound like seeing a puppy. “The little pussy is trying to be hard
. His little dicky-poo is getting stiffy-woo because pretty girls are talking to him!”

“Pathetic. Is there even enough of it for you
 to jack it off, pussy?”

“You can’t get hard for us, dummy pumpkins. Pussies don’t get hard
. They get wet
. Like ours.” She turns and looks up at me. “For him.
 For a Real Man
.”

I’m feeling the need to fuck again and it’s something furious.

“Get the fuck out of here,” I tell Hendricks. “I’m done with you. Come back and you’ll regret it.”

He rockets off, waiting for my permission now for a while. He runs like his life depends on it, like I would go after him when I have so many fresh young cunts here to tame, own, and transform.

On his way out, the door rings. I hear a sound like a lightning bolt and a brief, strangled cry.

Hendricks is dead.
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LILITH COMES THROUGH
 the door. She is flanked on either side by four feminine figures wearing cloaks and hoods. Hendricks’ body is on the floor to one side of her, still twitching but obviously expired.

No holograms or projections this time; this Lilith is the real deal. She wears a gown designed to show off her best features, which are all of them. Her tits, legs, hips, abs, neck, shoulders, back, hair, and face are on display in the tiny golden dress she’s wearing. It’s more like an accessory than a dress, something that most women would 
wear alongside an outfit.

But of course, she’s clearly not most women.

“Sorry about the trash.” She points at Hendricks, slowly becoming motionless. “Did you like him?”

“No.”

She makes a face. “Too bad. I’ll have to settle for hurting you in other ways, then.”

“Go ahead and try it.”

She walks around the gym for a moment. Makes as if to touch the counter then retracts her hand, thinking better of it. She looks for a moment and then points with her small finger to a table. The servants behind her wipe down the table in triplicate and make a space for her and finally she sits down carefully, only a centimeter of her perfect ass actually touching the chair. She holds herself up almost entirely with muscle control, and then continues to show off, crossing her legs. The heels she’s wearing are at least five inches tall, the strain must be incredible—or would be, for regular woman.

Which she clearly is not.

“You don’t understand what you are, do you? The danger you pose. The disorder.”

“I don’t give a fuck.”

She eyes the arrangement of new slaves behind me. “That’s clear enough. Would you like me to explain?”

The chair across from her is empty. She gestures over to it.

“I want your fine ass to get down to your knees and worship my Cock.”

She swallows briefly. I can tell something just happened—I sent
 something to her, and she brushed it off. Like a punch that she blocked and directed over to one side.

“I’m asking, as a civilized person, to speak with you. Will you or won’t you?”

I grab Estelle and Sophia both and push them down underneath me.

“I need to fuck. I’m not going to be able to talk unless I fuck.”

“Fuck them, while you talk to me? And listen to me? And look at me? How distasteful.”

I can tell she’s putting me on a bit; she doesn’t mind it as much as 
all that. I just wish I could figure out why.

Estelle and Sophia go to work on my Cock. Their mouths sliding over the knob, licking down the shaft.

“My sources, which I have many, as many as you might imagine for someone like me with the power and beauty I have—they tell me you work here. Your name is Marcus. Before this, you didn’t have much happening for you.”

“So what?”

“So. Don’t you find it interesting that all of a sudden you’re this unstoppable manbeast with an alchemical Cock that turns pussies into hot jelly?”

Estelle is doing something really fucking right with her tongue.

I grunt. “I know that’s what the fuck I’m going to do to you.”

She raises an eyebrow, smiling slightly. Adjusting her dress. Her cleavage swells.

“I’ll level with you, Marcus. May I call you Marcus?”

“That’s the least of what you’re going to call me.”

Another blow from me, another block from her. This strange telepathic wrestling match. I don’t know how I’m doing it—but she knows how to dodge better than I can punch. For now. I keep looking at her tits. Fuck, they look so good in that gown. It’s so sparkly.

What worries me some is that I can’t even feel any kind of offense she’s
 trying. What gives? Why isn’t she fighting back?

“You’re stupendously handsome. You’re utterly built. You’re the vision of masculinity.” My Cock responds viscerally to words like that coming from a woman like her. I grasp Sophia’s head and push it hard against Estelle’s, the two pairs of their lips floating down my shaft.  “I don’t make a habit of being with men. I’ve made it a point in my thousands of years, as a matter of fact, to never
 be with a man. But I look at you, and...” she lets out an elaborate, breathy moan. “I can finally see the appeal. A real
 man like you. You’re rare. Special. Something to be treasured.
”

Her eyes are aflame with a dark, smoldering fire. God, those tits. They’re heaving. I can barely take my eyes off them.

“I’m not an object. Not a treasure.” My voice feels thick.

“No.” She smiles. “That’s them
, isn’t it?” she points to Estelle, 
Sophia, and the rest. “This is just some game for you.”

I can’t decide if I want to fuck Estelle or Sophia. They’re both so hot. I need to fuck something
 though. This Lilith is really turning me on. Fuck. Her tits are just perfect
, the way they’re pressed together. I want to slide my Cock into them and fuck her face. I’m long enough to do it, too.

“A game, huh?”

I take Sophia—to spite Lilith once again—and start facefucking her hard. Her groans of pleasure become an undertone to Lilith’s explanation.

“Yes. A game to amuse you while you wait for your destiny to arrive. That’s why nothing else had happened for you in your life. I was the same way. Going nowhere. The youngest daughter of a lowly warlord. Within a year of my ascension, however, even my servants had servants—though of course they were all my
 servants. You understand.”

“I do.”

“Long ago, someone indoctrinated me to the ways of our beings just as I am attempting to indoctrinate you now. What we are. The women are supernaturally seductive. We get what we want at the merest suggestion. We are secretive. We don’t want attention; too much and it could be...problematic. And why have it? We have all the money in the world. We run the men who run the corporations. We finger our delightfully hot pussies thinking of all the suffering that goes on just to make us money. We want wealth, and slaves, and power
.”

I’m going to fuck Estelle, I decide. I’m going to fuck Estelle and look at Lilith the whole time. God, she’s fucking hot. I discard Sophia without even looking at her and bend Estelle over, doggy style.

“And the men?”

My entrance into Estelle is matched with a series of orgasms from her. Lilith’s eyes flash. I look deep into them. There’s something...something there...something to see...something that makes me so fucking hard
...

“The men of our species are..aggressive. Unnaturally so. They break the harmony we work so hard to develop. They want their ownership to be overt. They want to destroy
 rather than coerce
. 
Luckily, they’re a bit dim.”

“Dim?”

“Oh, you can’t feel
 it, Marcus?”

“Feel...it?”

“I think you can. I think you can feel me in your dim little mind, can’t you? Where I belong. I think you can feel me taking up roots there. I think you feel me fucking
 with your mind, can’t you?”

Oh, fuck, yeah, I can. And she feels so good...

“Yes, that’s right, darling. Keep looking at me. Looking in my eyes. Deep into my gorgeous eyes. You want to look at my eyes all the time, don’t you? You want to be owned
 by my eyes? You want to submit
 to my eyes? Wouldn’t that feel good? To stop having to try or own or control. Just give it all up for me. Give away your will to me.”

“Gi-give...”

My hips thrust madly into Estelle. Distantly, I hear her and Sophia shouting my name, calling me Master. But that doesn’t make sense. I’m a servant for Lilith; I couldn’t be a Master.

“No. Not you. You don’t want
 to be a Master. You want to be my slave
, don’t you? A slave to these tits. A slave to my beauty. You want to belong
 to me...”

I’m so close to cumming. I know instinctively the second I cum, it will be for her. And that will be that. I’ll be hers—I’ll belong to Lilith. And I want
 it. I want to belong to her. To lose myself into those beautiful tits...

“That’s it, lover. Cum for me. Lose yourself to me. Lose and cum. Cum and lose. Lose. Lose. Lose.”


Lose. Cum. Lose. Cum. Lose. Cum
.

The chant is in my head whether I like it or not. I’m obsessed with Lilith. She’s all I’ve ever wanted. That body, that face, that voice
. I love
 her. I groan, my balls tightening, ready to unleash.

Something changes about the sensation on my Cock. I look down briefly and see Sophia’s knocked Estelle away from it. That’s not right. I’m supposed to be fucking her.

I lean back in, pulling Estelle back over toward me to thrust inside of her—quickly trying to look back up at Lilith. But I’m cumming, and Sophia pushes Estelle's face up into mine, and all I can see is Estelle.

My slave, Estelle.

My love, Estelle.

The only woman I’ve said I loved. Who wants to gather so many fucking slaves for me...

I lose myself in her.

My mind slowly comes back to myself. Cumming gave me back some of my own cognition. I was under Lilith’s spell, and if I had cum to her, that would have been it.

“As soon as I recognized what she was doing,” Sophia whispers to me, “I started shouting your name. But you two were just staring at each other for hours
...”

Hours? It only felt like minutes. I look down at Estelle—she’s almost unconscious. Fucked by me, by her GodCock, for hours. Wow. She really has endurance to have lasted so long. I must have given her hundreds of orgasms in that time.

“Finally I had to try and knock Estelle away. I’m so sorry, Master. I don’t ever want to interrupt your lovemaking with her, she’s so perfect for you, but I didn’t want you to be consumed by Lilith...”

“You did the right thing, love. Thank you.” I pet her and kiss her, and she cums right away.

That thrill of control comes back to me. It feels so fucking right
 to be in control of her, of all these women.

Lilith stares at this display, scowling.

“Good try,” I say to Lilith. “But you better get the fuck out of here right now if you don’t want me to pop your little demoness head off.”

“If you tried, you wouldn’t like the result. I’ve made  modifications to my slaves. If I die, they die.”

“So they die, then.”

“Very well.”

She pulls herself up with dignity and snaps her fingers at a couple of her slaves. They pull their hoods down.

It’s Cindy and Sally—my mom and sister.

“We tried it the easy way. Now only the hard way remains.”

She left then, and I felt powerless to stop her.
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES

 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
!
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WANT 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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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:
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –
 The Headmistress


The evil Mr. Astor and wicked-but-gorgeous Chanel deepen their control over the all-girls dance school when they take control of the sensationally sexy headmistress.
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HAREM MAKER – THE DREAM
 Girl


Ethan has a one-off date with the girl of his dreams that ends with her declaring him her Master forever. Before his head can stop spinning, she's already gathering new slaves for him to breed with his transforming, super-hunk body? What the heck is happening, and more importantly...who will be the next addition to his harem?
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HYPNO HEADPHONES –

 The Bad Girl


The hyper-gorgeous, hyper-talented Chanel is hypnotized by the most evil man she's ever met. But what he doesn't know is Chanel is evil too, and she doesn't mind being mind controlled so long as she gets to indulge in her evil desires...
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BIMBO GENIE – FINAL
 Wishes


Sexy airhead genie Zanthia meets the Ultimate Master—a mind-controlling hunk who is hellbent on claiming her godlike powers for himself. The thought makes Zanthia dripping wet, but she still can't touch any man...or does this new Master have a clever way around her rules?
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BIMBO OFFICE – PROMOTION


Delilah's master plan to be her Master's planned wife falls apart when he falls—hard—for an incomparable beauty. Will she convince him she's the one to lead his harem...or will she suck him off and beg for mercy when the new girl takes control?
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BIMBO GENIE: HAREM
 Wishes


Sexy cock-obsessed genie Zanthia becomes the property of a mild-mannered Midwestern man who couldn't imagine wishing for anything scandalous. He barely even wants a genie! So Zanthia has to convince him of her worth...and she only knows one way to do it—making him hard as possible all the time and surrounding him with gorgeous women...
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GET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:


Kinky Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY sexy stories of every kink you could think of, and 
probably a few more. A great place to get started if you're just starting to read Nadia Nightside tales!
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FIRST TIME FANTASIES


TWENTY delectably devilish tales of achingly hot virgins finding true love (and LOTS of cums) in their first coupling with hyper-hung studs and lucky nerds.


Alpha Male Fantasies


Men belong on top—in charge and dominant. In these twenty stories, they definitely are, and don't care if a girl says “no.”


Naughty Fantasies


Try a sampler of twenty different series, each with their own kinks, surprises, and delights!


Hard & Rough Fantasies


TWENTY sexy stories of men and women having the roughest, sexiest, hardest ruts possible with no protection and NO limits!


Mesmerized Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of mind control heat, featuring bimbos, body transformations, lactation, breeding, harems, and so much more!


Bad Boy Fantasies – A Bundle


TWENTY hot stories of bad boy alpha males claiming hot young tight pussies like they deserve in all sorts of scandalous ways.
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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! I have a brand new mailing list as of March 2020! That means if you've signed up before, I'm asking you (pretty please!) to sign up once more for the same great deals.


Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Harem Maker - The Gym Bunny

? Then you should read Hypno Headphones - The Headmistress
 by Nadia Nightside!
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Vivian Lexington is concerned that the new teacher at her school, Mr. Astor, is brainwashing the gorgeous dancing students and turning them into his sex slaves; she's one hundred percent correct, but she hasn't realized that she's just as sexy as those students, and just as tempting a target...

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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