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WHEN WE ARRIVE AT THE high-end clothing shop, Greci, it’s close to midday. 

All eyes are on us immediately. The massive, hulking giant, musclebound and tall but still dashing in his custom-made suit. He looks like a deity, a being beyond the brain's ability to parse. His proportions are so perfect despite his size that he makes the world around him look tiny, like everyone and everything else is what's odd. 

And then there’s his three Best Girls, of which I am eternally grateful to be a permanent member of. His daughter Alyssa (not by blood)—the epitome of youthful perfection in a tight, white, sheer minidress. Me, Lara—the avatar of sensual, hot intimate need in a tiny pleated skirt, thigh-high high-heeled boots, and a skintight sweater. And his darling partner Chanel—the Mistress to Alyssa and I both—the goddess of beauty, lust, love, and longing dressed in an elegant tight evening gown with a plunging neckline and tall leg slits up past her hips like she's going to a red carpet event. All of us incredibly busty, gloriously beautiful and thin, with legs for miles.

On a tight, spike-collared leash, I hold the dog Linda. She’s the dumb cunt who, once upon a time, thought she was worthy of being the wife of our Master. She’s paying for that mistake now, her knees red and sore and bruised, her palms mostly scar tissue. Naked. Her ludicrous, oversized tits red and bruised as well from being dragged on the ground; she doesn't ever feel any kind of relief. She hasn’t been allowed to walk for months; she lives on all fours now, like the bitch she is. 

The lone clerk, seeing us enter, shivers and cums and begins to babble. 

Alyssa and I share a knowing glance. We understand what's going to happen to her. We strut into the store, our bodies daring the plebes to look at us. 

We used to fuck up minds as the property of Mistress Chanel. She had installed special speakers in the town around our dance school, constantly brainwashing the population to compulsively kneel, masturbate, and ideate suicidal thoughts from our proximity. 

Now, under Master Dane's glorious control, we no longer need such tools. He simply wants us to create that kind of effect, and so we do. 

The clerk, a pretty but ultimately forgettable brunette, rushes over to greet us. She reminds me of the pretty things you see in brainless young adult dramas with names like One Bush Lane or Haylee's Delta. 

The other women in the shop—not even close to the clerk's level of natural beauty—start to wither like grapes left out in the sun for too long. They retreat, running home to regret their every last choice and second of living that brought them to a world where they don’t get to taste Master’s Cock.

The clerk’s eyes widen when she sees Chanel in her skintight gown. I smirk, watching the quick rotation of emotions on her face as her brain melts in awe. She's in love, she's in worshipful love, she's just worshiping, she's not good enough, she's not good enough, she's in love...

And on and on. 

As expected, the clerk fawns over Chanel and Master, ignoring Alyssa and myself completely. It’s just as well; I prefer to observe and admire Master and his trophy wife-to-be. She’s everything a woman should be, and he is everything a man should be, and together they are the most perfect pair in existence. I’m so fucking in love with their love I can hardly stand it. 

The two of them walk in front are both tall and beautiful specimens of humanity. Master, with his Adonis-like physique and golden skin, like he stepped right from a Greco-Roman idealization of what a man should be: perfect in every single way. And Mistress Chanel—her flowing dark locks, her devastatingly tall leggy thin figure, her full, perky breasts and her perfect ass.

Both of them look like they just stepped out of a time machine from a thousand years in the future where people had ‘fixed’ their ugliness genes. Both of them so fucking hot that it’s criminal.

I have never seen such love. It’s honestly heartwarming to watch them together, even if I am relegated to the role of spectator as always. I don’t mind, though. Mistress Chanel is his trophy, and the rest of us are just the free T-shirt you get when you buy a car.

Alyssa squeezes my hand, whimpering as we watch them together. Alyssa is my honey, my darling, my sweetie—the only things we love more than one another are Mistress, Mistress and Master’s love, and Master—in that exact order, with Master at the top. It's what he deserves. Not only our love, but the knowledge that being his means we get hot, pure, intimate love of the kind that no one else in the world does.

While Master and Chanel smile at and toy with the clerk, I take a look around the shop. We did come here to buy little prizes for us, after all. Nothing is less than a thousand dollars; even the shoe laces (made with diamond-sprinkled fabric and with ebony ends) are twelve hundred dollars a pair. 

Shopping is my favorite. It's so deeply affordable when billionaires everywhere exist to siphon their money directly to you. 

I've read that billionaires only have their wealth by ruthlessly exploiting the labor of the classes beneath them, that there is no such thing as a "moral" billionaire because the manner in which they accumulate wealth necessitates constant, relentless, merciless exploitation of regular working people.

If that's true, then I exploit even worse than those wretched fools. Each of Daddy's favorite pets is a billionaire, a billionaire heiress, and a trillionaire-to-be, and none of us use our wealth for any sort of investment in the economy or taxes (not that regular billionaires seem to do that either), but instead we just waste it all on the most lavish expenses we can think of. All just to make ourselves more unattainably hot, more exclusive, more haughty and vain and arrogant just to prove what a god Daddy is for owning us so completely. 

Before Master entered my life, I never really thought about clothes.

They were just things people wore to cover their bodies because nudity is frowned upon in public. That all changed when I met him.

Now, I can’t get enough of shiny new fun clothes. Every fiber of my being longs to look my absolute best for him at all times: radiant, glowing, perfect. A living doll of his perfection that he’s allowed to grace the rest of the world with my presence.

My clothes match this attitude, naturally. I wear only the highest-end of clothing—hand-made designer fashions designed purely for ultra-tight, XXXS size 000 beauties like me with massive tits, long legs, and perfectly-built torsos. Tight dresses, daring miniskirts, cleavage-baring tops, thigh-high boots, high-heels, and ultra-expensive jewelry are all just part for the course. 

Of course, I still look down on the rabble around me, like a predatory eagle marking its prey. After all; they aren’t as blessed as we are and so they deserve to live in torment and agony as a result. 

Normal people fill me with disgust. They always have. I’m just better than them, and their entire existence is a stain on reality. I want them to be illegal. I want crippling fines for walking around ugly, for polluting the sights of superior beings like myself.

Even before I met Master, I would have thought this way. It’s only natural that I would have, given my heritage as a natural-born beauty queen supreme. Mistress Chanel drilled it into my head from day one: we are the chosen ones. The elect. Above others in every single way that matters.

Worthy of normal people's adulation and obeisance and devotion—and most importantly, their money. 

But now? Now that I’ve seen him? My priorities have shifted a bit.

Now, all I want is to please him and him alone.

Of course, that doesn’t mean I can’t still take a little thrill in degrading others for his amusement while we walk hand in hand.

And everything I feel? All that contempt and hatred and righteous vanity and superiority? I know Mistress Chanel feels it a million times more than me, just like she deserves. She’s Master’s Chosen Bride, after all, his vain goddess. His arrogant super-bitch. His ultra-hot, ultra-wrathful, ultra-adoring empress.

She should feel that way. She should feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. She fucking is, after all.

Even with her belly starting to swell with his child, she is thin and absolutely radiant. It's just another curve on her incredible body. 

And I know it's possible that some men, in Master's position, might want to "teach that bitch a lesson." They might want to show Chanel "her place."

I know—Alyssa knows—Chanel knows—every real slavedoll knows that that is the attitude of a beta cuck loser. 

She is never degraded, never humiliated, never put down or insulted. Instead, he has arranged her entire life for her to be celebrated for her vanity and arrogance, because then it means all the more for her to kneel before him in total supplication of his cock and to beg tearfully to be bred by him.

Even her powers of mind control, her expertise in hypnosis and chemistry, can’t save her from his gaze and power; the way she craves his approval and nod of acknowledgement

I’m just the side piece who’s along for the ride, and I couldn’t be happier about it. That thought alone makes me cum all the time, in fact. 

Linda is staying close behind me. All the same, I jerk hard on her collar, dragging her several feet across the floor. Master's regular doses of cum make me superhumanly strong. Not as strong as him, but strong enough to live when he cums inside me. 

Linda chokes and slides across the floor, her clumsy limbs causing her to flip over and get tangled up in the chain even more. 

Alyssa giggles in delight. "What a dummy.”

Once upon a time, the Linda-thing was Alyssa's mother. I remember it, but I don't think Alyssa does anymore. If she does, she certainly doesn't care—and nor should she. Her real mother is and always will be Chanel.

Linda chokes and gasps, trying to get her breath back. I snap the chain a few more times, holding hands with Alyssa and giggling.  

Her eyes still radiate hatred, but her body obeys. Good. She deserves pain after trying to break up his perfect family in the first place.

Once upon a time, she tried to stop Master from fucking Alyssa. She convinced him to send Alyssa away to school, where I met her at the Luxuria Palaestra. But then Master changed, and he needed his Alyssa...and she wasn't there. 

Because of Linda. The bitch.

For a while, he let Linda live in blissful ignorance of his total transformation of her life. But then Chanel put it in Master’s ear that it would be so much better if she was trapped in her ultra-fertile, hyper-breeder body against her will. 

And so now Linda 2.0 crawls behind us, hating her entire existence and yet unable to stop her body from cumming to it, leash in hand, as we parade her before the world to see what happens when you fuck with the wrong Chosen family. Her brain is still just as intelligent as it ever was, and yet she’s only able to communicate as a breathless, happy, giggly, mindless bimbo. 

Master fucks her from time to time with all of us cheering him on. Alyssa cheering on her mother's breeding, and thanking her Daddy for it, and then telling her new Mommy how much she loves and adores her. 

There's something truly special, deep, and wonderful about a beautiful woman declaring her love. And that's why it hurts so fucking much to be around such declarations all the time and to know that they'll never be for you. 

That's how Linda feels all the time, in addition to having sore tits and knees and hands. 

My pussy clenches at the thought of how humiliated she must feel, but I don’t allow myself to cum. Not yet.

I give Linda a haughty look as I take a few more items off the rack, including a gorgeous white knee-length A-line dress with a sweetheart neckline that would look amazing on me.

Nearby, the clerk finally starts to try to say something to Chanel.

“Um, Miss, I was just w-wondering i-if—”

Immediately, Chanel pounces.

“Excuse me?” Chanel snaps.

Master grips Chanel’s ass in anticipation. His bulge straining against his pants. Wanting to see her dig in.

The clerk babbles in response, unsure what to do with this much furious anger. She looks shamed just from Chanel's angry glance—as well she should. 

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Chanel says to the clerk. “Did you just try to talk to me, peasant?”

Alyssa groans with lust, pushing up hard against Chanel. “Oh, Mommy...”

I can’t help but agree. As Chanel begins to dig in, Alyssa and I start to circle the fool like the sharks we are. 

The clerk has a name-tag that reads ‘Becky." She goes as red as a tomato.

“N-no, I–” she stutters. “I just wanted to ask if you needed any assistance, ma’am.”

Chanel narrows her eyes, her perfect brow furrowing in disgust. 

“Really? Because it sure sounded were trying to address your betters without permission.”

Becky gasps, holding her hands to her mouth. It’s an ugly sound. 

Alyssa, next to her, looks meaningfully at the ground. 

“Ohmygodrightsorry,” Becky blurts, dropping to the floor with her head down. 

“Better.” Chanel puts her foot on the back of her neck, posing for Master.

Becky squirms and moans. 

Chanel scoffs and looks back at us, flipping her hair over her shoulder like the goddess she is. “Can you believe this dummy?” She asks me and Master, as if Becky isn’t even there.

We both shake our heads in disbelief as one, while Becky stares at the floor, cumming silently from knowing Chanel’s heel. 

“I mean, I don’t expect much from normies like her, but come on,” Chanel says with a huff. “It’s just basic manners not to talk to your betters without being spoken to first. Isn’t that right, pet?”

She bends down and pets Linda's head like a dog’s before straightening up and turning back to the Becky. Linda, hating her completely, cums at Chanel's goddess-like touch.

Becky’s orgasm intensifies, and my cunt pulses with pleasure at her lightning-quick submission. It’s so hot to see someone so pathetic reduced to a quivering, sniffling mess like that. She deserves it. Alyssa has pushed up into Master's arms and grips and strokes his cock through his pants as they watch Becky’s mind self-deconstruct from Chanel’s presence and beauty.

Chanel pinches Becky's cheeks. “There, there. It’s going to be all right. You’re going to do nothing else with your life but worship Master and myself, aren’t you?”

Becky nods as fast as she can. “Y-yes, Mistress. I-I swe-swear.”

“Good girl,” Chanel says, patting her head like she did Linda’s. 

The clerk whimpers her entire life ruined by an interaction less than five minutes long. She had hopes, dreams, aspirations once—all utterly ruined and flattened by the steamrolling power of my Master and Mistress’s divinity. 

It’s just another trip to the store for us. We do this everywhere we go. 

* * * * *
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OUTSIDE, CHRISTIANE stands up straight, seeing us approach, and puts on a bit of performative, business-like poise. She’s in front of the luxury town car, sliding off the hood where she was posing and enjoying the lustful, helpless gazes of helplessly jacking-off passers-by.

We're in the middle of a very large city. Master's control radius is a few miles, although it gets exponentially more intense the closer someone is. Someone at the very outer edge may start having intrusive thoughts about cock, service, and worship—if she's a really hot young babe like me, I mean. Otherwise, it's a lot of urgently dark thoughts about what failures they are.

Christiane wears her customary ultra-hot outfit—a tight miniskirt paired with a silk blouse and clingy suit jacket. Her long, bare legs are shiny in the bright sun, almost reflective. Her Brazilian heritage makes her look terrific in anything with a lot of skin showing. Her hair, thick and dark and down to her ass, is coiled to one side. 

She is, officially, a representative for the Administration—the secret worldwide apparatus that facilitates and mediates all the world’s various mind-controllers. Her position is one of many that exists to ensure that all these powerful people are kept in check, so that none take advantage and control too much. 

She has her own mind controlling techniques—much more limited than Master’s, of course—to do this. That, plus her beauty, was supposed to have made her near impossible to dominate into service. It certainly was impossible for Chanel, who controlled me so easily and absolutely.  

Now, though, she’s little more than a handmaiden for Master’s will. 

As we approach, she holds out a thick manila envelope for Master. 

“Welcome back, Sir.” She gulps, struggling to say Sir at all. Some compromises must be made in public. “This is the latest report and tithe receipt for your operations.”

The air feels empty when she doesn’t call him Master. All good girls should call Master by his title.

I happen to know what she hands him is not really a report of anything. She's delivering him something else entirely. 

He takes the envelope. “They’re watching, I presume.”

She nods. Her breath catching.

“Even here?”

“Everywhere. All the time. Especially now. Especially me.”

“And inside...?”

He points to the car.

“They can’t. Not in there. They need at least a week to install surveillance inside a vehicle.”

Very soon we’re inside the car, Master is reading the envelope, and Christiane sits across from us. She looks close to panicking. Tugging at her jacket. Her knees knocking together. Biting her lip, staring at Chanel and Master with helpless, lustful abandon. 

“The windows are completely opaque,” he says. “So, go ahead.”

Christiane whimpers her gratitude and drops to her knees, crawling in a rush across the short space to his crotch. Her beautiful face immediately competes with our stroking, pawing hands as she open-mouth kisses his bulge through the thin fabric of his pants.

Christiane's lips touch the bulge in Master’s pants, and the sound of her kiss is loud, and wet, and needy. Her tongue darts out to taste him through the fabric, and it's clear she knows how to tease as she laps at the precum that has already formed there. She's perfect in this moment—kneeling before him with her lush yet tight ass in the air, her skirt hiked up to reveal her black lace panties that match her bra. Her garter belt holds up her thigh-high stockings, sliding slightly as she moves. 

“This is the entire list?” Master asks.

Christiane procures a small, hand-written list from her bag. “Physical copy, as you asked for.”

Her lips brush against his still-covered cock as she speaks.

It’s not safe to trust technology. Fully fifty-percent of mind control operators initiate their tactics with some kind of thumb drive or app these days. A few even still use CD ROMs, but not in major metropolitan areas.

“Good girl.” He unzips and reveals his hard cock. “Go ahead and suck.”

Master is already hard, of course, his thick cock sliding against Christiane’s perfectly smooth cheek. He’s so wonderful. Christiane groans with eager, happy lust and falls on his cock to suck.

Like any good girl should.

His cock is so long—almost a foot, easily, and thicker than my wrist. I remember how it felt inside of me, stretching me, filling me, tearing my virginity asunder like the gift-wrapping on a million-dollar present. How right it had felt to be completed by him, to experience what it means to be a true woman.

I remember my own mind-controlled moans of ecstasy as he fucked me for the first time, and I think about how much I can’t wait to get home and rewatch that tape with him. If I'm really lucky, he'll make me forget I'm mind-controlled and fuck me while Chanel cheers him on as we watch. He does that about once a week, and then makes me suck him off while he watches that tape.

She slides the head of his cock into her mouth with practiced ease, sucking gently at first before taking more inch after inch deep into her throat. He moans in pleasure, one hand twisting in her perfect hair as he threads the other through Alyssa's. Very soon, his daughter is on his lap, urgently making out with Christiane and her Daddy's cock.

Christiane was so haughty, so arrogant. She thought the Administration had made her invulnerable. But no one's invulnerable to Daddy. 

Now, she’s just another hyper-loyal cocksleeve for Master.

“Suck that cock until you’re gagging on it,” he growls. “Gag on it for Daddy.”

Christiane obediently complies, taking more and more of his length into her eager mouth, her cheeks hollowing with each desperate try to suck him down further. Her eyes water, but she doesn't care - all that matters is pleasing him. She's sobbing with lust and need, the kind of need only a owned girl can understand.

Master grunts and groans in approval as Christiane's wet, hungry mouth bobs up and down on him. I know she’s practically drowning herself on his cock, but she wouldn’t have it any other way. This is where she belongs—on her knees, worshipping Master's cock like the godly tool it so clearly is.

The car pulls away, and the world slides past us.

“Faster,” he moans. “Faster, bitch.”

Christiane picks up the pace as Master approaches his orgasm. I know what awaits her—the taste of his heavenly seed spraying into her stomach, filling her up, altering her conception of reality itself. She’ll experience tens of millions of years of perfect, unstoppable pleasure for the minute or so that Master cums load after load down her tight, sculpted throat.

“That's it," he groans, his grip on her hair tightening. "Get every drop of your Daddy's cum, you brainless whore."

Christiane moans around his cock, her turbo-throated suction intensifying as she feels him climaxing deep inside her. His seed shoots down her throat in thick, hot spurts, claiming her as his property. Her eyes roll back into her head as she experiences the bliss that only comes from pleasing Master. Her body convulses, and she cums too, just from taking his seed inside of her. Alyssa cums, from being so close. And Chanel and I cum, from knowing Master has cum.

As he finishes, Christiane collapses against him, panting and spent. Alyssa kisses her clean, sucking down her Daddy's cum. Their makeup is a mess from the passionate performance, but neither girl cares—all that matters is that she served him well.

* * * * *
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THE MORNING AFTER MASTER fucks me into service—the morning after he makes Chanel his slave queen—Christiane arrives to collect some paperwork regarding the tithe she had recently acquired for the Administration.

This was a long time ago. I remember it—think of it still—like it's still happening. 

Chanel clings to Master, who sits in the dance studio on a pile of pillows and gym mats surrounded by even more girls oohing and ahhing all over his body. I’m lucky enough to cling to Chanel—chosen by her, and more importantly—by Him. I’m such a lucky girl to be close to his constantly streaming, spurting cock. If I’m very lucky, Chanel may not be able to take all his cum and some might shoot my way. Or I’ll be allowed to lick her pussy clean and taste my Master’s seed that way.

Christiane is brought into the studio, already “detained” by the girls we posted outside to meet her upon her arrival. She’s tied up with sturdy, soft rope—her hands bound in front of her—and has a blindfold on. She wears, as ever, a tight mini-skirted suit. This one is cream with a red blouse. 

“Didn’t we do this already?" she snaps. "You cheap little hussy. You can’t control me, and the second you try, I’m going to ruin your life.”

Christiane refers, of course, to Chanel—who tried and failed to control her when Chanel was first introduced to the Administration’s tithing. 

“Fuck,” says Master. “You didn’t say she was so fucking hot.”

Chanel drops deep into his lap, holding his huge cock like a stripper’s pole to guide her body down. “I said she was beautiful.” 

“You did. You said Lara was beautiful. I think Alyssa is beautiful. This one is nearly as hot as you. Fuck.”

Chanel kisses his cock urgently, passionately as he admires Christiane. 

“Wh-who is that?”

Christiane’s knees suddenly splay, wobbling inward and then outward as she hears the unstoppable mindfuck tones of Master’s voice mixed with his onslaught of mood-altering pheromones.

“I-is there a man here? You brought one of your little...your boy...toys?”

She sounds increasingly unsure. Her breasts are heaving, her nipples obviously hard in her transparent red blouse. Sweat beads on her forehead, her neck, between the glorious orbs of her cleavage.

Master nods, and Alyssa slides the blindfold off of Christiane. She takes her time, groping Christiane’s helpless form and sliding her hands through her impossibly thick hair, kissing her forehead and shoving her own tits against Christiane’s face. Master’s cock throbs and slaps against Chanel’s lips as he watches this display his daughter puts on for him.

“O-oh my god,” says Christiane when the blindfold is finally all the way off. Her cunt, gushing, leaves a puddle on the floor. 

Her eyes stay firmly shut, squinting to keep the sight of him out. Master slides Chanel’s lips fully over his cock now, enjoying her full-throated efficacy as she sucks him with all her talent.

“Oh my god,” she says again. “You couldn’t have. You can’t have. You found a natural? Oh...oh my god...I’m already breathing him in...”

She begins to breathe faster, hyperventilating.

“Oh fuck...” she whimpers. “I can’t...I can’t fight it. It’s already too late to fight it. It’s already...oh fuck...”

Watching this, Master stands up a little, rapidly fucking Chanel’s mouth and throat.

“It’s impossible. You can’t be stopped...” Christiane’s eyes open, the color of bright, warm honey. “You can’t be stopped. You can’t be stopped...”

Chanel moans around his cock as Christiane loses her will, collapsing to her knees and unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a perfect set of D-cup tits.

Christiane begins to convulse, drool leaking from her now slack mouth.

“...by...” she gasps. “...by...”

“Anyone,” He finishes for her. “Untie her and bring him here.”

Christiane collapses all the way to the ground in an erotic prostrated position as the ropes binding her disintegrate, soaked from the waist down, juices painting a filthy Rorschach test beneath her on the studio floor. He shifts Chanel to one side, holding her hair tight. Chanel kisses his thighs, his hips, staring up at him with open, zealous worship.

“Kiss my cock,” Master says. “Kiss it, Christiane.”

She shakes her head no, but her beautifully manicured nails are already fumbling with his cock, quickly learning how to stroke the first cock she’s ever touched or seen up close.

“No,” she whimpers as she takes Him in her small fists, her incredibly long fingers not even touching as they circle around his massive girth. “No please no please don’t make me please please don't make me...”

“Chanel,” he growls, “Hold her head in place.”

Chanel does, and Christiane whines as her mouth is forced onto Master’s cock. She shakes her head no and no and no as He forces himself inside her tight, untouched throat.

“Yes,” Master growls, grabbing the back of her head. “Feel how fucking good it feels to be mine, you bitch! You’re mine now, all mine.”

Christiane whimpers and sobs around his cock, but her hands continue to work his shaft, like they have a mind of their own. I can see that same look in her eyes—the same look that was in mine only hours ago—the look of an elite woman whose entire world has been turned upside down by one taste of God.

“You’re going to suck it,” he growls. “Then you’re going to fucking love it.”

That was all it took.

Christiane, the dark-haired beauty who thought she was unstoppable, thought she was untouchable...well, she was the one who had been stopped now, kneeling before Him just like the rest of us. Her reddened lips, swollen from pleading with Chanel and Alyssa to save her, lock onto his cock as if she'd been born to do nothing else.

“God...” he groans. “I gotta get in there. Fuck.”

He shoves her off his cock and down to the floor. Chanel, intuitively knowing just what Master needs, slides forward and uses her body weight to spread Christiane’s legs out.

“No! Please!”

I don’t know if Christiane is begging not to be force-fucked into oblivion, or begging for Master’s cock back in her throat. It hardly matters. Her body is his property now. Fucking her is his right, and I love to help my Master fuck his will into hot virgin beauties. I love his Will so much. It is holy, just like his cock. He fucks me, he fucks Alyssa and Chanel, and now he's fucking Christiane—and all of it is holy, holy, holy. 

I can’t help but cum hard as I watch my Master and Christiane’s first meeting.

“Oh fuck!” Christiane cries as Master slides himself inside her. “Fuuuuck! You...you’re...so big!”

He wraps her legs around his head, resting her ankles behind his neck. Her long, incredible pins are ultra-shiny and soft. 

“You’re telling me,” he groans, slamming his hips against her ass. 

"S..stop...you have to...have to stop..."

She moans in pain-filled pleasure, rocking her hips back to meet him, begging for more even as she tells him—and herself—to stop this madness.

“God, that pussy,” Master groans. “So fucking tight...”

His hands grip her hips, and he pulls her into him, sliding in and out of her achingly slow. It’s obvious he wants to savor every second of this moment.

“Look at me,” he growls, and Christiane, against her will, locks her honey-colored eyes with his. “You’re mine now. You’re going to fucking love it.”

“No,” she whimpers. “I...I can’t.”

“Sure you can. You're just a woman. Just a girl. You’re going to love every second of being my whore, aren’t you?”

And she does. She fucking does. As Master forces himself inside her tight cunt, I can see the look in her eyes—a mix of lust and anguish and denial—denial that this is happening to strong, untouchable her....until bliss finally overtakes her face.

“Yes,” he growls as he fucks her deeper, faster.

Christiane gasps, her eyes wide as saucers.

“Oh fuck,” she cries out as Master slides hard into her g-spot. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck yes!”

He goes slow at first, as he always does with virgins. His cockhead splits her in two, tearing through every resistance she never knew she had. Her pussy walls spasm around him, making his cock spurt pre-cum inside of her tight, untouched cunt.

“Yes!” he groans, smacking her ass hard, eliciting a moan from both of them. “Yes! Your pussy was made for my cock!”

Chanel pushes in on him. 

"Mark her, Daddy?" She wraps her arms around his neck. "God, please? Don't wait. Cum in her now. I can't stand it. I can't stand it. I need her pregnant for you. I need her to fucking know. I need her to be yours. Oh my god, Daddy, please? Please?

He doesn't always let Chanel dictate his actions. He usually doesn't. But every now and then, he can't help but give in to her heated, urgent seduction and suggestions. 

Christiane’s eyes roll back into her head as he cums into her for the first time, filling her with his impregnating seed. She screams long and loud, her nails scratching at the studio floor, her pretty, feminine hands clawing at nothing but air.

“Oh yes, you fucking bitch!” he growls, driving himself deep inside her. “Fucking cum for me! Cum for your Master!”

And cum she does. Cum she does. Her whole body shakes as one powerful orgasm after another rips through her petite frame.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” he growls in her ear, spanking her again and again. “You like being owned. You like being mine.”

She gasps for air, her entire body trembling as he fucks her raw, senseless and filthy.

“I...” she moans, panting. “I...”

“Say it,” he growls, delivering another sharp smack across her ass.

“I...”

“Louder,” he growls. “Say it louder, whore!”

“You’re mine,” he growls, slamming into her so hard I can feel it in my own pussy. “Say it!”

“Y-yes...” Christiane pants out between moans. “Yes...oh fuck...yes, I’m yours...I’m yours...”

“Whose?” he growls.

“Yours...” she whimpers as another orgasm ripples through her lithe frame. “Thank you. Thank you for showing me. Thank you for forcing me. Thank you f-for...”

She looks at Chanel, sweaty and hot, pushing against Master even as he slowly withdraws from Christiane. 

“Oh.” Her brain seems to turn on and off again. Her entire set of worldviews rearranging. Like the entirety of Chanel’s mind control hits all at once, the dam of her resistance busted through from Master’s cock. “Oh...oh fuck.”

“Yes?”

Chanel waits patiently. I can tell she’s only being this nice—not immediately trying to strangle Christiane—because she’s so fucking hot.

Master senses it too. 

“Hear her out,” he tells Chanel. “And then whatever you decide, we’ll do.”

A glimmer of pride sparks in Chanel’s eyes. She turns back to Christiane. 

“I’m listening.”

Christiane gulps. “I was...I was wrong. To have done what I did to you. To mock you. To make life difficult for you. I was...I am...jealous of you.” She shudders and swallows. 

Meanwhile, Master flips me over and enters me from behind. 

“Go on,” says Chanel.

“Honestly, I was a frightful bitch to you. But I’m sorry. And...”

Master fucks me harder, more urgently. He’s still supremely hard, even after just cumming inside of Christiane. What a man. 

“And...?”

“I’m really fucking beautiful. I mean I’m so sexy. And you know it. And so does Master. And that’s really all that matters, isn’t it? Being beautiful and his. So please...let me lick you, let me attend to you...and let’s make Master hard. Please?” Her eyes go very low. “Please, Mistress? There’s so many ways I can please him. Not even with my looks. I have so much access to the other mind controllers. I know their methods, their numbers, their locations. I can give it all to you, and—”

Chanel grabs her and kisses her hard, her passion real and disastrously hot. They make out like long-lost lovers in front of us while Master pistons his massive hard cock in and out of my tiny fertile pussy. 

I barely know how the conversation ends. I can make some intuitive guesses, as Christiane is still around. But Master starts fucking me so hard right then—so turned on by these two demi-goddesses making peace—that my grip on consciousness is utterly destroyed. 

* * * * *
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STEPHANIE LOVES HER life. She sits before a screen at her office in Henderson Tower, happily absorbing the mind-altering rays of its unending bimbofication programming, as she watches her scantily-clad stepdaughter fingering herself to their Master and Boss in the glass-walled office just feet away.

“B-but Mommy...” Mauve whimpered just this morning, as her mother tied her up in the chair to be indoctrinated. “I don’t want to be a mind-controlled slave.”

Stephanie slapped her, of course. Such an insult to her Master couldn’t be tolerated. 

The method of control for her Master was simple and ingenious—hyper-fertility supplements (Bimbex) of her Master’s design prime the female mind and body for ownership (as a woman’s natural place was being pregnant for her man, and a pregnant woman needed a man more than anything else), and then a powerful hypnotic program capable of being loaded onto any screen fucks up her mind entirely on the concept of Master as a new girl’s owner. 

Stephanie is a former beauty queen and the high school crush of Mr. Henderson, her incredible glorious perfect boss. The office is full of beautiful young women—Stephanie was barely thirty-six, herself—and all of them are utterly hypnotized into perfect obedient service for Mr. Henderson. 

The way the office works is simple: unending obedience and loyalty. Twenty-three hour work days are not only common, they are mandatory. Floors seven through twenty-two of the massive Henderson Tower are entirely outfitted as barracks for the fleet of brainless, obedient, sexpot secretaries waiting to accomplish data entry, customer service, and other menial female tasks. 

Meanwhile, the top ten floors are reserved for the most beautiful and accomplished women in the world—Miss Universe winners, lingerie models, repurposed celebrities. All of them taken and tamed by Master. Most nights of television—and pretty much all blockbuster movies—feature exclusively either his toys or women who he would own soon. 

Their sole purpose: to serve as breeding stock and fucktoys for him and him alone. 

And Stephanie is more than happy to be a part of this new golden age. 

If a girl like her was a good girl, she might just get her reward: a chance to suck her Master’s cock.

Only the best and most fertile are allowed near him, though, and for now, that isn’t her. Her job is to merely input data and pleasure any of the office girls who need it. 

She had been inducted several months ago and had taken it upon herself to bring her barely legal daughter in to Master in order to impress him. 

His type isn’t Stephanie—he only controlled her, and hadn’t even fucked her! She had cum several times watching him fuck other women, but he hadn’t yet let her feel the glory of his cock inside her. 

Stephanie—tall, tight, busty, and beautiful—knows she isn’t up to snuff for her Master. She knows this because he told her so—often when reminding her that she had laughed in his face when rejecting him in high school. She had been a hot cheerleading queen bully and he was captain of the chess club. 

All of that feels deeply alien to her when all of her pleasure is now tied to Henderson's pleasure. 

She remembers, distantly, feeling excited and even hungry at his disappointment in high school. His shock. His humiliation. The emotional and spiritual pain she had distributed, utterly annihilating his greatest hopes and dreams in the cruelest way possible. 

But that wasn't really what happened. It couldn't have been. Her Master had always been a sexy, hot, hunk who anyone would die to be at the arm of. She had just been a stupid, petty bitch who didn't know a good thing when she saw it. 

Her daughter Mauve is just more of the same—boring old thin, toned, and big-titted with a gloriously sexy face and an incredibly sadistic cruel streak for the people in her life she didn't like. Her Master prefers—rightly, of course—women with a lot more meat on their bones. He wants them plump and voluptuous and curvaceous. He wants pliant girls. Pleasant girls. Happy girls who don't daydream about destroying people for Master. 

But, in fucking up Mauve’s mind, Stephanie hoped that the allure of fucking her with her daughter cheering her on—or vice versa!—would be enough to be able to personally please his cock. She had been certain, in fact, that offering up her daughter would curry his favor at last, at last, at last! 

Then her life would be complete. 

So, with her daughter home for the summer before starting college, she had started insisting on “family dinners” where she laced her daughter’s food with copious amounts of Bimbex. 

Then, insisting on shared media time, she sat with her daughter as the hypno mindfuck programs underneath the signals of whatever brainless television show Stephanie’s newly limited intelligence could handle. It didn't take long before Mauve decided to forego college altogether. 

That was just as well—women couldn't handle book learning, it interfered with their ovulation. 

At first, Mauve had tried to hide the way that watching reality tv—with its hot catty women and celebration of nonstop vanity—turned her on. She would rub her tits and clit under blankets. 

The last few days, though, she just did it out in the open. Last night she had grabbed the remote, split her legs open, and yelled for her Mommy to hurry up and sit down or else she would fall behind in their nightly orgasm race.

She had slapped her daughter all this morning long before going into the office, just because it was fun to hurt a disobedient brat. Soon, Stephanie assumed, she wouldn't have a chance to hurt her because she would be constantly obedient just like Stephanie herself. 

“What you want doesn’t matter, darling. I’m so sorry.” 

Stephanie wasn’t sorry, not at all. 

She loved her Master with every fiber of her being, and she was happy to offer up her daughter to him.

“P-please...” Mauve had begged. But it was too late. “M-Mommy...you can’t make me the slave of your boss. It’s n-not fair. I’m supposed to m-marry Bobby...”

“That maggot?” Stephanie rolled her eyes. “His dick is too small to love him, sweetie. I’m sorry, but he’s a pathetic beta cuck, and you know it.”

Mauve whimpered and nodded. “I-I know, b-but he’s sweet, and...”

Mauve had to learn—as soon as possible!—that her Master’s cock was where her loyalty belonged. She slapped Mauve again, enjoying the way her daughter’s cheeks flushed and how she whined.

“Men aren’t sweet. Men are in charge. But there’s only one man in your life from now on, got it?”

Mauve held back tears. She looked like she belonged on the cover of a lingerie magazine; her tits were falling out of her bralette. 

“Y-yes, Mommy. I...I understand.”

“Good girl. Now, watch your mind control like a good girl and then get dressed in something hot. I won’t have my baby disappointing Master on her first day.”

Mauve had done as she was told, of course—Stephanie had programmed her well to be a good girl after all, even before the mind-altering drugs and brainwashing had kicked in. 

Now, just a few hours later, as she watches her daughter writhe and moan under her Master’s touch, Stephanie openly masturbates. 

She almost creams herself right there on the spot at the thought of what was to come next: 

Her daughter’s defloration, and inducting her into the ranks of the blessedly-owned, each and every inch of Mauve's tight, virgin cunt stretched to the limit by her Master's thick, throbbing cock.

Stephanie can feel her own pussy dripping wet, sopping wet, as she imagines her daughter's face contorted in ecstasy and agony, the very image of a woman being broken in for the first time by a real man. 

It had been so long since she'd last experienced that kind of pleasure herself. She aches for it, but more importantly, she aches for her daughter to feel it too. To submit, to finally know the true meaning of happiness and purpose as a woman.

Stephanie’s outfit, as is all her life, is the result of her Master’s wishes—a sexy parody of a secretary’s outfit. Her blouse is not as such, but rather a black lace bralette with sheer cups that barely contain her ample breasts, leaving tantalizing peeks (and peaks) of her supple flesh visible. 

Her clingy, tight skirt is equally as revealing, made of the same lacy material and sitting snugly against her ass and thighs, showcasing the round perfection of her cheeks and shapely legs. The hemline hits far above her powerful, fit thighs.

Soon, Master will fuck her daughter pregnant. Stephanie is so excited.

Her Master is a powerful man. Stephanie knows she is blessed by him to know that he was a mind-controller and he had controlled her mind. He seems to enjoy knowing that she knows she is controlled and not only can do nothing about it, but also knowing that has been made to enjoy his control and its irrevocable nature.

And even among mind controllers, she knows he is something special. He is a billionaire, with access to endless amounts of wealth and capital to buy out any threats to his throne. He practically runs the Administration, giving them nonstop bribes and gratuities to ensure that his harem seamlessly runs well over the regulation size.

He has so many women in his harem that he had barely even fucked a tenth of them. Stephanie knows this first-hand. She doesn’t remember ever having sex, in fact. She must have, to have had Mauve. But barely legal Mauve is definitely a virgin. 

“Excuse me. We’d like to speak with your boss, please.”

The voice is hot and undeniable. Everything in Stephanie's brain screams at her not to look—and yet, all the same, she must. She's dying to continue watching her Master warming up with his Rubenesque lovepets on the way to impregnating her daughter. But she can't. 

She can't. She must...

She must...

Obey.

Four impossible people fill Stephanie’s gaze.

The most important is the man, of course. But he is flanked by two of the most beautiful women she could have ever imagined, and clinging to him is a woman who makes even those two seem merely pretty.

The man is tall, broad-shouldered, and blond. His features are chiseled like an ancient god come to life, and he radiates power. He is dressed impeccably in a tailored suit that accentuates every rippling muscle of his Adonis-like body.

One of the women is a pale-skinned goddess, her skin luminous and flawless. Her hair cascades down her back in thick, glossy blonde waves, and her eyes practically glow with sensuality. She wears a tight pleated skirt, high-heeled thigh-high boots, and barely-there top. On her arm is a sensationally-built brunette who could have easily been her sister dressed in a tight sheer minidress. 

The woman clinging to him on the other side is... different. Stephanie can't quite put her finger on it at first, but then it dawns on her. She is witnessing a true goddess. Ethereally beautiful in a tight evening gown. She has a delicately perfect, framed by a waterfall of silky raven hair. Her eyes are piercingly intelligent and almond-shaped. 

She is the most gorgeous woman alive, ever. 

The fact of her presses in on Stephanie's mind, giving her what might have been a headache if it weren't for the new, intense, preciously tender wet heat all along her entire body. Stephanie feels like her entire consciousness has become a wet, gushing, ultra-sensitive pussy aching to be fucked. 

She has to greet these people. They have to know that her Master isn't available. 

I’m so sorry, loves. Mr. Henderson is indisposed currently. Would you mind if I took your name and number and we can set up an appointment for later?

That’s what Stephanie tries to say. She opens her mouth and forces herself—despite being overwhelmed by the display of sensual, raw, seductive energy in human form by these four demi-gods—to say the words.

But what she really says is, “Unnn fuck. Fuck...ing? Fuckkk Daddy...Daddy Mommy...”

“I am your Mommy now,” says the goddess. She giggles happily. “You haven’t been fucked by him for some reason. That’s so odd. I can smell it. Daddy changed me so I always know.” She nods at the girls beside her. “This is Alyssa and Lara. Girls...do this pretty MILF a favor, yes?”

Stephanie drops down to her knees and giggles, helpless, as the flanking beauties casually shoved slender, tungsten-coated spikes into her expensive computer. It blips and buzzes for a moment and then shuts off, the power source pierced entirely. Then, Alyssa slips a pair of headphones over her head.

The last thing she knows she sees as Henderson’s property, as the crisp heated sultry voice of Chanel fills her ears and as that part of her dies forever, is her daughter cumming to the sight of her new Master and Henderson standing up behind his desk, his tiny pathetic cock exposed as the joke it so clearly is.

* * * * *
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“SIGN IT, MAGGOT,” ALYSSA tells Henderson. “Sign it, or I’ll never love you.”

I look at Stephanie, Master’s newest pet along with hot young Mauve, who worship dutifully at Master’s feet. It shocks me he never fucked them—they are both pure avatars of aesthetic beauty. I guide them around his legs, wanting to teach and encourage them in what Master likes best. Chanel, urgent and stroking, always, grinds her lithe body against Master and whispers dark evil in his ear. 

Henderson, his world a shambles, looks up at Alyssa—his new mistress—with total despair. I sigh with total love and adoration of Alyssa. She sits on the desk in front of Henderson, crossing and un-crossing her legs. It's her first time playing the seductive sex-bomb, and she's doing a perfect job. 

Well, she's crossing her legs a little too much. But Master is breaking in a new slave, so who can blame her? It’s hard to focus when Master is right there.

Henderson is broken physically as well as mentally. Many of his bones are broken. He is kept from the full totality of his pain purely by Master's will; I expect it will remain that way until he leaves the building. But the fool made the mistake of speaking to Master, and Master made an example of him by beating him near to death with a table leg. 

Master is so fucking hot. I love him so completely. He's everything; he's the biggest hunk there's ever been. 

The document in question is a special invention of Chanel’s from our time serving her website—it transfers, irrevocably, all forms of wealth ownership. It is a simple, all-encompassing document, pertaining both to wealth once had, currently held, and to be held in the future. It, in effect, makes someone a legal slave with no property or rights of their own. 

Henderson owned this office. He ran it well, he paid his tithes to the Administration. And yet now, just because he gathered this harem, he’s paying a new price—everything. 

All his money and all his slaves, gone forever. 

Chanel coos something specific into Master’s ear, and he groans with appreciation. She always knows just what to say to him. Master, shifting, picks Mauve up off the ground and pushes Stephanie into my arms. Very soon he has Mauve’s skirt well over her ass, sliding himself up forward into her virgin entrance. And all the while, he watches Alyssa fucking up Henderson’s life. 

Henderson takes the pen—shaking, trembling—and signs the document over.

Alyssa smiles at the signed document, and then sneers at him. 

“Now,” says Alyssa. “Make sure you make it look like an accident, yes?”

He knows what she’s saying. He wasn’t allowed to wake up tomorrow.

When he got up this morning, he had billions of dollars and a perfect harem of fertile slaves. All gone now, just for Master. 

He coughs before answering, his voice small and utterly defeated. “Y-yes Mistress.”

Stephanie and I cling to one another, holding each other tight, kneeling on the carpet, fingering each other while Master fucks Mauve on top of Henderson's desk.

Mauve—tight, blond, and the spitting image of Stephanie—only turned eighteen just a little bit ago. She's barely one hundred and ten pounds, despite her massive rack. That means Daddy's bulge is easily visible in her abdomen as he empties load after load inside her. 

“Fuck her, yesss...” Stephanie moans. “Oh Daddy. Oh, Master. Fuck her hot body. Fuck her and make her yours...”

“Unnngh!” Mauve cries out, her pussy walls clenching around Master’s fat cock. Stephanie and I both moan in appreciation, adding our juices to the already slicked-up gym floor. Almost nothing is hotter than Chanel pushing on Daddy’s hips while he breaks in a new girl—except, of course, the breaking-in itself. 

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” Master growls. “You like it when I fuck your daughter so hard she can’t even think straight.”

“Yes!” Stephanie squeals. “I love it! I love it, Sir! Fuck her and make her yours!”

Master groans in pleasure at her filthy words, his hips picking up speed as he hammers away at Mauve’s tight pussy. 

“That’s it, pet,” Master grunts. “Cum for Daddy.”

“He’s going to fuck her mind up,” I whisper in Stephanie’s ear. “He’s going to make her believe he’s her real Daddy. He did it to me. She’s going to forget you’re her step-mommy. You and Mauve will just be happy fucksisterslaves for Mommy Chanel from now on. Isn’t that hot?”

Stephanie nods, her mind totally bimbofied mush.

“Fuck my daughter, please!” says Stephanie. 

"Not your daughter," I correct her, gently. She's been through a lot. She is quite pretty, though, and it pays to be gentle with beautiful creatures. "Daddy's daughter. Chanel's daughter. We're all her daughters. We're sisterfuckslaves."

Stephanie nods, eyes glazed. Taking all of this as absolute truth. Her existence rewriting as we speak. 

"Fuck your daughter, Daddy." Her voice high-pitched and greedy. "Please, Master. Fuck her pregnant! Please!"

Mauve, her body shaken by the force of Master's thrusts, cries out in pure bliss. Her tight hole clenches around his thick cock, her walls milking him for every drop of cum he can give. Her eyes are half-crazed with lust as she looks up at him, adoration shining in them.

"Oh yes," she moans. "Fuck me, Daddy. Make me your breeding slave, please!" 

Chanel is right next to him, urging him again. 

"Do it, Master. Oh fuck, do it, please..."

Master grunts loudly, a mix of pleasure and triumph. He reaches down between them, his huge hands gripping both Mauve and Chanel's faces, pulling them into a twisted threesome of desire. His fingers explore Chanel's sopping wet folds, slippery with arousal and her own juices. 

Master pumps harder into Mauve's pussy, grunting in pleasure as her walls clench around his fat cock. Stephanie and I moan in delight, our hands moving restlessly over each other's bodies. We can't get enough of the primal scene playing out before us.

"Yes," I whisper, my breath hot against Stephanie's ear. "Doesn't it just make you want to fuck all night? Be bred? Give him triplets and more? I want to show off for him, so bad. I want so many worthless bitches to hate themselves because I exist and make them look so ugly. I want it so bad. I want their pain, their suffering, their agony. I want their torment. Don't you?"

Stephanie nods, kissing me, whimpering agreements. Her mind utterly ours now. 

"More, Daddy," she begs, her voice breathy and low. "Give it to her. Fill her up. Give her your daughters. Give her your seed." As Master picks up the pace, his muscular body flexing with each thrust that drives deeper and deeper into their daughter's pussy, Stephanie closes her eyes and lets out a low moan of appreciation.

"Fuck yeah," says Master. "Fuck yeah..." 

Mauve gasps as Master's hot cum starts shooting into her, filling her up with his seed. She cries out in pleasure, her back arching off the ground. Stephanie watches eagerly, her heart racing with excitement. This is it—this is what she's been waiting for, her “sister” being claimed by her new master. I'm so happy for her. 

I would be jealous that she's seeing it for the first time, but Master rewrites my mind all the time so that I experience him for the first time again.

Nnngh. He's so sexy.  

Master groans, his hips snapping forward with each powerful thrust inside Mauve. His cock throbs, pumping more and more of his essence deep into her womb. He roars as he finally pulls out, covered in both their juices and his own. 

Henderson has been staring blankly at the women in the office, his former slaves, throughout all of this. 

Alyssa sneers at him. She's so fucking hot. "Get out of here, worm."

Christiane, who had been ensuring that none of the Administration's surveillance would be transmitted, arrives just as watches the harem’s former master, now a mind-broken eunuch, leaves.

"Beta bitch," she sneers. "Cuck. What a loser."

She puts a little L on her forehead, and Chanel giggles and does the same. All of us gravitate toward Master in the office. 

Now he owns the tallest building in the city. He owns the wealthiest business in the country. And he owns all of us. 

We climb onto the desk. Chanel and Alyssa and I pushing Mauve aside, making room for Christiane. We know what Master really deserves.

My hand closes on Christiane's, and her fingers intertwine with mine. We look at each other, eyes glassy with love. It's meant to be; we're supposed to be hot, eager girlfriends with each other. Her and me, and me and Alyssa, and Alyssa and her, and all three of us together—the hottest throuple ever, and all of us beneath his perfect slavequeen Chanel.  

“All what you deserve, Master,” Chanel says, her pussy dripping. “Now for the next one.”

“Yes,” Master nods. “The next one.”

There were so many more harems to corrupt and own. None of us would really rest until our Master's rule was perfect and eternal. 

# # #
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−  Show your support for the stories I write!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! The Patreon is the best way.

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

Hope to hear from you soon!
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
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
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