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On her knees, she suckled her lord's cock, aching and moaning as he thrust his hips forward and filled her throat with his incredible dick.

Not so long ago—though she didn't know it anymore—she had been dutifully married. She never would have dreamed of cheating on her husband. She never would have imagined herself worshipfully sucking the cock of someone who essentially amounted to a stranger, thinking of him like a living God and hoping to hear just the tiniest words of appreciation from him in return for her lifetime of service.

Of course, she didn't know the man was a stranger. And she didn't know that she had ever been married. If anything, she was married to service, married to obeying, married to looking pretty and being the best, prettiest, hottest, sexy-servile sexcretary she could possibly be for her big boss.

In her tiny miniskirt, smoky dark stockings, deep revealing silk blouse and teensy jacket, she looked like a sexy porn parody of a personal assistant. That was just what her Master wanted, and so it's what she gave him. 

It was so fucking good to serve the Master.

But she hadn't always been so enlightened. No, she'd had to be taught how to be such a good girl.

* * * * * 

Life was not going well for Delilah Korset, not well at all. And none of it was her fault. 

How could it be her fault when movies kept tanking, when magazines kept failing, when TV shows couldn’t get past the pilot stage? How was it her fault if the projects she attached all her talent to dissolved like sandcastles built in the middle of a low beach?

Delilah was a talent agent. Her client base consisted almost entirely of young, lovely women. She easily made good first impressions—she was attractive, blond, and well-dressed, with a happy smile and a clear willingness to work.

She got her clients jobs. She got them good jobs with well-known directors and photographers; it was just...somehow, every job ended up paying barely anything. 

That meant, first of all, that Delilah was barely paid anything; it also meant, unfortunately, that her clients were less and less happy as time went on. She only had a handful left, and all of them were on edge.

Anything was better than failing—anything. And so that meant that Delilah was willing to go above and beyond to ensure that her clients were happy with her from now on. 

That was how she had ended up at the Social Media Solutions Business Conference. It was the sort of event that mid-level executives and managers attended to hound for easy sex, cheap booze, and the kind of networking that might lead to a job opportunity somewhere down the line. But, unlike most of the other professionals there, Delilah attended to actually learn. She had actually dressed down to keep things business serious, wearing an older ankle-length skirt and a heavy blouse that hid most of her substantial bust. 

The conference was arranged in a convention center in downtown Santa Paula, only about a forty-five minute drive from Delilah’s own office two miles away. Traffic was always bad. 

The day was divided into several blocks, with each block having a different class in a small presentation room with a projector and stiff, uncomfortable chairs made of hard steel and red cloth.

Delilah sat in one such seat in a class called “Social Media Targeting Millenials: How to Create an Audience in An Instagram Instant.”

It was truly awful. 

She had come in hoping to learn how to help her clients connect to a larger audience. The idea was, hopefully, that they would generate enough buzz from their own online presence that prospective producers would want them on their high-profile projects to create larger built-in audiences. 

Pretty girls worked for Delilah, and it wasn’t like it was that hard to take a near-topless photo to encourage some followers. Mostly, she had been hoping for some kind of craft session on how to propose this to her girls and make it seem like it was their idea. 

Having to just spring it on them made her feel like a pimp. Or a madam. Madame? Wasn’t that the word for female pimp?

Regardless, so far, the class had been awful. Actually, so far, all of the classes had been awful. Most were sidetracked by relics more than twice her age asking if it was possible to log in to their account on a phone, or what a mailing list was, or how long it took before a tumblr post started trending. 

“Useless,” she said, gritting her teeth. “Totally useless.”

She sat in the back of the room, which was where she felt most comfortable. It was also the easiest position to make a strategic exit—which she was about to do if this hadn’t turned around in about two minutes. 

Three hundred dollars, down the drain. Three hundred dollars used to pay for this conference that she could have spent on something worthwhile...like, say, one hundred and fifty discount cheeseburgers with which to drown out her sorrows of being a total show business failure. 

“Unfortunate, isn’t it?”

She turned to see a man sitting just behind her. He had a dazzlingly beautiful brunette on his arm. They sat like they were in a movie theater. A very dark movie theater, where sex-kittenish women felt comfortable sliding their hands tight against the arms of their men and wrapping their legs over his. 

The woman wore tall, tight leather boots, and the sight of her clinging to her man—boyfriend? Husband? Boss? John?—like that was strangely erotic to Delilah. Her breasts spilled through her tiny white dress, docking with urgency against his arm. Tendrils of hair brushed against the inviting line of her cleavage.

“What’s that?” Delilah asked. 

“How useless it is,” said the man. “You said it yourself. They don’t know a thing about how to use this software. Or if they did, they’re not about to show anyone, it doesn’t seem like.”

Delilah crossed her arms. That made it hard to turn and look at the man, and so she uncrossed them again. 

She took another look at him. He was dressed well. His suit was navy, expensive, and pinstriped. But the man himself didn’t seem all that extraordinary. He was certainly cute, in a way, but cute enough to bag the kind of beauty he had doting on him? 

Her hair looked like it belonged in a commercial. As a matter of fact, Delilah would have loved to have her as a client. She was certain she could get her a job right away. 

“You know a lot about software, I take it?”

He smiled. “I’m a designer, yes. And an engineer. I could take these clowns to school.”

“Then why are you here?”

He handed her a card. It was yellow with black writing. “To steal their business, of course. If you’re not happy with your social media, give me a ring. I can make your business explode.”

The card delivered his name, Albert Stout; the name of his business, NewLife Design; and his phone number and email. 

“Sure,” said Delilah, looking down at the card. “But what if I...”

He was already walking away. His hand was attached firmly to the ass of the beauty at his side. She whispered something in his ear, and he squeezed her harder, encouraging a happy, aroused yelp from her as they exited the conference room.

* * * * * 

“For the last time, Mandy. If you can’t find a job, I’m going to kick you out of the house, and I don’t care what your father says about it!”

An alien arrangement of shrieks and squeals sounded through her phone, and Delilah huffed and closed it, walking into her office the Monday morning after the Social Media conference.

Her stepdaughter was many things—beautiful, talented, manipulative—but industrious was not one of them. For the gorgeous young woman, barely eighteen years old, the only thing more essential than accessorizing was keeping her schedule free so that she would never have her hands tainted with the stain of a hard day’s work. 

Delilah was rather certain her stepdaughter hoped for a life of luxury by catching the eye of some uber-rich businessman; in the meantime, she dressed and acted like the world’s biggest slut in the hopes that she could fast track that eye-catching. 

Things had been rocky with Delilah's husband Earl as of late. He’d had Mandy in his first marriage, which had ended just a few years after it began and left him with a daughter he still didn't know how to raise properly. 

Delilah had married him at the bright young age of nineteen, deeply in love with his hard chest and easy smile, her eyes full of stars at finally arriving in Hollywood, just fifteen years old than Mandy at the time. 

The two young women often treated each other more like sisters, which grated on Delilah, as she tried to be a good mother. But Earl spoiled Mandy constantly, always undermining any firm touch Delilah had, and the end result was to have herself painted as the evil stepmother. 

It was not yet eight o’clock in the morning and most of Hollywood was still asleep from whatever rager they had attended the night before.  Delilah's talent agency was small, located in an isolated office building and sharing space with a shady medical firm and a few masseuses who Delilah desperately hoped were legitimate. 

Sharing work space with the site of a potential police raid was the last thing she needed right now. 

Sitting in her waiting room, apparently waiting for her, was Albert Stout. He dressed down from when he saw her last; wearing tight jeans and a hoodie. His shoulders were rather broad and well-muscled.

This look suited him better, ironically, than the suit he had worn. This looked more like his element. 

Delilah had emailed him the night before, giving in—willing to try something, anything, to fix her business. Later this morning, her top client, Robyn Sashay, would be arriving, and all signs pointed to bad news. 

Robyn was her top client because she was the prettiest of the lot, and also because she had been something of a success for Delilah for a little while. 

She’d starred in a teeny-bopper music video (for a pop band, of course, that fizzled out quicker than a bad soda on a hot day) and segued easily into regular appearances on a court room drama as the overly attractive lawyer’s melodramatic love interest. Robyn was brunette, tall, busty, and sensationally beautiful, and every part of her personality advertised how much she knew this fact. 

But, the court room drama went on to its third and final season without Robyn, and picking up steady work had been hell for her ever since. 

The fact was, Delilah needed Robyn a whole hell of a lot more than Robyn needed Delilah, and the idea of her star client finding new management filled her with terror. 

“Good morning,” said Albert. “Thank you for the email. I hope I’m not here too early.”

His gaze over her body was slow and appreciative. Delilah felt some surprise at this. She was no spring chicken, but she wasn’t exactly a winter chicken either. At the age of thirty-four, Hollywood circles saw her as close to ancient—but in the game of talent management, a little salt (and “salt” being a relative term in Hollywood, where twenty-five was approaching middle-age) was often appreciated. 

She wore a loose, long black skirt and a bright blue button-up blouse. Her body was kept fit by a religious attention to yoga practice four times a week and intense cardio sessions late in the evening every other day. Her thick blond hair was drawn up in a bun, kept in place by a series of pins.

The stress of her job meant that often she forgot to eat, and when she did remember, the subconscious horror at her own body not being the same as all the skinny socialites she tried to impress and wrangle ensured she ate mostly plant matter and legumes. 

“No,” said Delilah. “I’m sorry I’m late. How did you get in?”

“Doors tend to open for me,” said Albert.

Well. That was...cryptic. But whatever. Hollywood was full of weirdos. 

Very soon they were in her office. She poured herself a glass of water and sat down across from him after offering him the same. He pulled out his laptop, ready to work. 

“I’ll get right to it, Miss Korset.” He clapped his hands, clearly excited. “You’re having issues with your talent. They’re not getting the jobs you want. Heck, they’re lucky if they get jobs at all.”

“Well,” said Delilah, automatically defensive. “I don’t know if I would characterize the situation quite like—”

“Please.” Albert held up a hand. “We’re all friends here, yes? I’m not trying to embarrass you. I’m just stating the facts. You need help. You need clients that are willing to be steadfast to you. Loyal. Obedient. I can make all of that happen for you, Miss Korset.”

Delilah raised an eyebrow. He certainly didn’t lack for confidence. “And how will you make that happen, exactly?”

“My program is very powerful, Miss Korset. It’s on the very cutting edge of performance. If you’ll look here—”

He tried to bring his laptop over to her lap, but she pushed it away. “I want to know how it works, first. What do you mean, you’ll make my clients loyal and...obedient? I don’t need obedient clients, Albert. I need clients that get jobs.”

“And if they took better care of themselves? If they followed workout routines, beauty regimens? If they practiced their lines better?”

“They’re getting parts,” said Delilah. “It’s just, the jobs themselves keep falling through. They get discouraged.”

“I can take of that as well.”

“With a social media program? Mister Stout, I’m aware that getting a few likes or shares can be a boost to the ego, but you’re talking about...I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”

“I can show you better than I can explain it to you,” he said. “Here, have a look at my laptop.”

He slid it forward into her lap again. His gaze was expectant, encouraging. And also...lascivious? There was something predatory about the way he looked at her, something that made her feel this entire meeting was—well, off. 

Her alarm bells were ringing loud and clear. She had to get him out of the office and quick.

None of what he was saying made any sense. He was just another snake oil salesman like all the rest, and her business was doomed to die a slow death strangulated by the entropic forces of show business.

She was just about to push the laptop away when the door at the front dinged. She looked at the clock—only eighty forty-five. Robyn wasn’t due in until eleven, which meant that...

Oh no.

In Hollywood, the only reason to show up for a meeting early was bad news that you wanted to get out of the way.

She hopped out to the front, leaving Albert behind and feeling a cool slime of dread filling her belly, and saw Robyn there already looking impatient. 

“Delilah,” said Robyn. “I’m afraid we need to talk.”

Delilah gulped.

Robyn was an absolutely gorgeous young woman, and her outfit that day did nothing to hide that fact and everything, in fact, to accentuate it. She wore tight denim shorts that looked like they had been painted on to the sculpted surface of her bubbly ass. Her legs were long and sensational, and she wore trendy red cowboy boots with ridiculous heels, accentuating her ass and legs even more. 

Her crop top was exquisitely short, cut off just beneath her breasts, and a light black mesh sweater clung tightly to her body. The thick blanket of her hair was tied up in a long pony tail that draped almost to the top of her behind.

“I’m with...another client, right now,” said Delilah. “Do you think you can wait for, oh, say, half-an-hour?”

And in the meantime, thought Delilah, I’ll send that charlatan on his way through the back door, and make desperate calls to every casting agent I know for premium placement for you so I can give you enough good news to have a stay of execution.. 

“No,” said Robyn. “This won’t take long, though. You see, Delilah—”

“Ah.” Albert stepped through the door. “This must be Robyn. You know, Miss Korset, I believed you when you said she was the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, but I didn’t think you meant the most gorgeous woman in Hollywood, you know what I mean?”

Robyn simpered at the praise. She was young enough to still enjoy it, and vain enough that it distracted her from whatever she had been about to say. Albert walked up to her, kissing her hand.

“Now,” said Albert. “I know you said you weren’t sure if she was exactly the right fit for our exciting new program, but honestly, I’d love to leave that decision up to her. What do you say?”

“New program?” asked Robyn, excitement clear. “What new program? Is it that stone diet? Because like, I want to try it, but eating rocks sounds pretty tiring. I don’t know. Do you have the lemon-flavored ones?”

“Not a diet,” said Albert. He put a hand around her and led her into Delilah’s office, sitting her down promptly at the laptop. “A program. A computer program. It’s sensational. You’ll double your followers in less than ten minutes.”

“Less than ten minutes?” said Robyn. She started mussing with her hair. “Do I need to take a picture? How do I look?”

“Gorgeous, sweetheart. You look gorgeous. Now, just open it up, and...there.”

She had the laptop positioned right in front of her, sitting on the office's fluffy purple ottoman. The screen powered on, displaying a sudden lightshow of interconnected spirals, shapes, and lines. It flashed heavily, soaking Robyn’s lovely face in bright lights.

“...pretty...”

Robyn’s voice was quiet and low, like a little girl who did not want to wake her Daddy. She leaned in further, pushing strands of her aside, smiling dumbly. Then, slowly, her face slackened, and her muscles visibly relaxed.

“What’s going on?” Delilah asked. “What’s wrong with—”

Albert pulled her to one side, shushing softly. His voice became very quiet and they stood just outside her office. Inside, the light show continued, and Robyn’s mutterings became more and more intense. And...pleasured?

Was she hearing moans?

“My program is multi-faceted,” said Albert. “As I said. It will encourage all manner of behaviors to assist in your business. But you have to—”

“You’re...you’re...you’re hypnotizing her, somehow, aren’t you?” Delilah gasped. “You were going to show that to me, weren’t you?”

“Only as a demonstration. Come now. If I hypnotized all my clients, who would possibly trust me enough to pay me?”

That was terrible logic, but Delilah didn’t have the wherewithal to fight it. This was all moving too fast. 

She looked inside the room again, seeing Robyn’s near-motionless form. There was a slight movement, hard to see in the darkened room and between all the bright flashes. It was almost like her hands were moving between her legs for some reason. Delilah could see a long trail of drool sliding down Robyn’s luscious, open mouth to the floor. 

“She’s...she’ll be obedient?” she asked, strange hope filling her.

Albert's smile was wide. “Anything you say.”

“She won’t leave me?”

“Won’t even dream of it.” He considered. “Heck, we can control those too. Any old dream you like, she’ll have.”

“I...I...this seems...all rather wrong.”

“Let’s give the program half an hour. It’s initial phase will be done by that point. It takes a good week for full indoctrination. So, she can work through the first phase and be none the wiser, if you like. See how she is. If you don’t like it, then we can stop here. You’ll never hear from me again. How’s that?”

Delilah felt like she was making a deal with the devil. But deals with the devil were for desperate people, and if she was anything, she very much was that. 

* * * * * 

A half-hour later, the program abruptly ended. Robyn stood up from the chair, yawning and sighing happily. There was a suspicious wet spot on the couch where she had been sitting. She clearly hadn’t wet herself. So that meant...

That meant the program was turning her on. 

A lot.

God in heaven. What was Delilah agreeing to? Could she actually go through with this?

“Robyn,” said Albert. “Be a doll and come here.”

Robyn nodded, smiling brightly, and took to Albert’s side. 

“Go on,” said Albert. “Give her a go. Tell her to do something.”

Robyn rolled her eyes. “Whatever, man. She can’t tell me to do anything anymore. I’m firing her, and—”

“You’ll do whatever she says,” said Albert. His voice took a commanding tone. “Won’t you, Robyn?”

“Yes, Sire. Everything she says.”

Her shift in body language was dramatic. She had been defiant, flippant, bitchy. But the second she heard Albert’s voice in that tone, her entire demeanor shifted. Her face slackened, her limbs fell, and she leaned heavily onto Albert’s body. 

Almost instantly, she began clinging to him, her hands finding his crotch and stroking there urgently. Her legs wrapped around his, and she delivered soft kisses onto his chin and brow. 

“Everything...you say...” she whispered.

“I’m embarrassed. There’s clearly a few kinks to work out in the programming.” Albert smiled, not looking embarrassed in the least. “Why don’t you try to order her around anyway?”

Delilah could hardly believe what she was seeing. Robyn was vocal about her chastity—hoping that, once her star caught fire, it would make her that much marketable to audiences around the world. She treated her public image like a brown-noser class president teetotaling just in case she ever started her career in politics. 

But now, she was positively smothering Albert in erotic affection. Her body rubbed hard against his, her crotch grinding, her teeth catching on his ear and needing ever more of him.

“Albert...” said Delilah. “I don’t know if...she seems...this is all very wrong.”

“There’s been some side effects to my procedure,” he said, voice calm. “Don’t worry. This certainly isn’t the result I want. A young starlet, helpless and horny, her entire existence revolving around my every word? Come on, Delilah. What sort of man do you think I am?”

But she looked...she looked just like that other beauty who had been adoring Albert at the conference. Her face so glazed and happy, her eyes distant...

But Delilah needed, needed this to work for her. Delilah needed some edge.

“Just order her to do something,” said Albert. “Try it out.”

Delilah gathered herself. She tried to think of her emptying bank account. The disappointment in Earl’s face. The dismal, shitty home town in the desolate northern Midwest if he divorced her with its nothing shops and nothing land and all the nothing people there. 

“Robyn, you’re not going to fire me,” said Delilah. “In fact, you want me as your agent forever.”

Albert whispered in Robyn's ear.

“Don’t want to fire you,” said Robyn. “I’ll be yours...forever.”

She giggled, rubbing her thick tits against Albert’s arm. Her nipples were hard. She reached up and let her hair down; it tumbled in a heavy brown wave, sexy and free. 

“I...wow,” said Delilah. “And you’re sure...you’re sure this lasts?”

“Oh yeah,” said Albert. “You give me the okay to keep going with her, and she’ll be putty in your hands.”

“Wow...” Delilah gulped. “What do you need me to sign?”

“I’ve got a few documents in my car,” said Albert. He slapped . “Let me just have her stroke me off first. I need a release.”

She waited, hoping that he would start laughing. But his face remained dead serious.

“I...what?”

“Come on, Robyn. Stroke me off like a good girl.”

“Yes, Sir,” Robyn moaned, sliding her hand into his pants. Very soon he was unzipped. Her strokes were enthusiastic but slow—taking her time. He was already mostly hard. Delilah was stunned to see that his cock was, frankly, huge—easily nine inches long and as thick around as a shampoo bottle.

“St-st-stop!” Delilah backed up, eyes wide with fright. “Robyn. Stop that right now!”

“Never...” she moaned, staring up with wide, worshipful eyes at Albert. “I’ll never stop stroking him...”

“This is...this is insanity.” Delilah stepped away and put a hand to her eyes, opening and closing rapidly. “I’ve lost my mind. That’s all. This isn’t happening. I’ve just...”

Albert stepped forward and flicked her forehead with his index finger. “Sorry, darling. This is real.”

Robyn continued to stroke his cock, moaning, drooling, eyes wide with lust. 

She whimpered, rushing to the door. It was locked. She searched herself for the keys, but they were in her purse. They were in her office, in...

They dangled in Albert’s hands. He smiled, pocketing them, and then he picked up his computer off the desk. 

“I’ve been having a bit of fun with you,” he said. “I’m sorry, love.”

“You're not sorry,” Delilah said, defiant. “And I'm not your love.”

Albert went on as if he hadn't heard her. “You know, my mother always said I had a problem playing with my food. I think it's just followed me around all these years.” 

He whispered in Robyn's ear. Very quickly, she ran back into the office and fetched his laptop for him. Once returned, she gave it to him and then slid her hand right back around his big, thick cock, stroking and moaning. 

“This program isn’t really anything to do with social media. Or managing talent. Not in the way you do it, at any rate. And you were never in control, honey. But you’ve figured that out, huh? You were just desperate enough to follow along.”

“I...I...”

“This is about convincing young, gorgeous women to serve me, like they’re supposed to. I’m very smart. I don’t have time for romance. So I invented this program instead. It does all the romance for me...and a lot more. I thought you were pretty sexy. I dig your chic mom look. Really speaks to me. You’re a beautiful woman, you know that? I thought maybe I could get you to sign on to my program.”

“Monstrous...” said Delilah, backing up. That laptop was in his hands. She had to run away. Had to...had to...

“Ah, that’s too bad you feel that way,” said Albert. “I mean, I was sort of hoping to find a partner for this. It can be lonely, you know, being a genius.” 

He opened the laptop. Lights swirled and spiraled. There were so many shapes. So many beautiful shapes, all at once. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think. 

“Lonely?” Her voice was distant and weak.

The lights were so, sooo pretty...

“Not really. I just feel like I should say that. Anyway, I’ll see you in an hour, doll. Now, you.” He spoke to Robyn. “Get on your knees. Daddy has something he needs to show you.”

And so, as Delilah’s mind was soaked in the brain-frying rays of Albert’s program, all she heard were the soulfully needy sucking sounds of Robyn as she adored her new Master’s cock. 

* * * * * 

“Your mother is late,” said Mandy’s father. 

They sat at the dinner table eating stir fry and salad. It was no more than adequate, and the disdain with which Mandy held her fork as she gingerly picked at the pieces communicated this clearly. Her father, Earl, was a thick-set man with a heavy mustache and several days worth of stubble. He wore a polo with the name of his hauling business on it.

“She’s not my mother.”

“Well. She’s late.”

Mandy hated her stepmother. If ever there was a candidate for world’s worst person, it was Delilah Korset. The old bitch didn’t love anything but her own stupid business, and she was always trying to get Mandy to do stupid, useless things like “get a job” or “stay in school.” 

Her! Mandy Juliet! Probably the sexiest piece of ass to ever walk out of Hollywood and her stepmother wanted her to get a job? 

Mandy worked out constantly and dieted so frequently that her entire ecosystem of food was one big confederacy of infomercials. But, no one could argue with the results. Her hair was thick and blonde, framing her angel-gorgeous face. Her tits, easy 36Ds, looked positively enormous on her tiny hundred and twenty pound frame. She was bound for stardom one way or the other. 

Delilah’s one saving grace was that she hadn’t tried to sign Mandy up for her talent agency. Mandy used to be rather bitter about that until she saw what rotten luck all of Delilah’s clients seemed to have. It looked like Delilah was doing her a favor. Though, Mandy had her doubts—as, if Delilah were doing her a favor, it would be the first that old cunt had ever done for her. 

As if on cue, the front door swung open and Delilah sauntered in. She looked drunk. Her steps were slow and staggered, her face glazed, her eyes empty. Her clothes were disheveled and she seemed to have a hard time walking in a straight line.

“Dear?” Earl called. “Are you all right?”

Delilah turned slow, her face still empty and strange. 

“Husband?” she said, head tilting. “Is that my husband?”

“Of course it is, dear. Sit down.” Earl was concerned. “We’re having dinner. Why don’t you join us and tell us about your day?”

“Oh, no.” Delilah began to smile. “I can’t do that. Not at all. No time for that!”

“Why not?” 

“I have to pack, silly.”

“Pack?”

“Yes. We’re getting a divorce, after all, and so, I must pack my things. Later on, I will take the house. So really, you should pack too.”

Her voice was monotone and quiet, but sure. Eager. Enthusiastic, even, if not for the strange expressionless smile on her face.

“D-divorce?” Earl said, standing up. “What’s this all about, love? I don’t understand, and you look...you don’t look well. Just come here and—”

He had started to approach her, but Delilah screamed and jumped backward, keeping him at bay. When he sat back down, stunned, she smiled again. 

“Divorce!” she said, clapping her hands happily. “I’ll be right back.”

She ran upstairs, her face remaining manic and eerily frozen all the while.

Earl looked back over at Mandy, his face aghast. 

“What the fuck?” said Mandy. “You guys are getting divorced?”

“I...I don’t know.” He licked his lips. “I don’t think so.”

“She seems pretty sure about it. Good riddance, I say. She sucks, Dad.”

“She’s my wife, Mandy. And the woman who's been raising you for more than a decade. I don’t understand...any of this.”

He was close to tears. Mandy began to feel a tiny spark of feeling, though she wasn't sure what it was. Anger? Sympathy? Sadness? Most feelings were buried deep beneath a need to look pretty and her desire to be the most famous woman in Hollywood. She liked it better that way. 

So, examining the feeling as it came into her, she simply sidestepped and pushed it aside, looking at her sad father with a quizzical expression on his face. 

God, if he was so sad, he ought to do something about it, not be a big whiner and just sit there and take Delilah's crap.

Moments later, Delilah flew downstairs with a giant suitcase in her hands. It was stuffed full of clothes and jewelry, to the point where much of it was sliding out from the half-zipped bag. She stopped at the archway once again, looking with that happy blank expression at Earl.

“I probably won’t see you again, except in a court room when I take all of your possessions and wealth,” Delilah said, her voice merry, like she was wishing them a happy birthday. “I never really enjoyed our marriage. It was for money. Your dick wasn't good enough and I honestly wish you had never been inside me at all.” Then she turned to Mandy. “I’ll be seeing you very soon, dearie. Ta for now.”

Mandy frowned furiously at that. The hell did that mean?

And...and were those her clothes she had seen slinking out the sides of Delilah’s suitcase?

* * * * * 

The next morning, Delilah stood in front of the coffee maker, hands wavering. Machines were like, really hard. Why did how complex they were have to make them so hard?

Why couldn’t all the machines be as easy as Albert’s super cool mega-hot laptop? All she had to do was like, open it up and it worked right away just how it should. 

Exactly what that work was was a bit beyond her. 

In fact, concerning that laptop, the less thinking she did, the better. She knew that to be the Truth. All she needed to know was that her cunt was sparkling wet when she opened it, and when her mind turned itself back on, she was on the floor of her office with her fingers so beautifully jammed up her cunt that she didn’t know which way was up anymore. 

Albert’s voice rang in her head whenever she thought of the laptop, letting her know what the real Truth was. The Truth about the laptop, the Truth about herself, the Truth about her place on her knees before him, the Truth about all women and their role as decorations for his life.

Love and adoration swirled in Delilah as she imagined Albert’s voice and, as a result, Albert himself. She would do anything for him. It would be heaven on earth if he ordered her to suck his cock all day long. She certainly hoped she was dressed pretty enough for him. 

Delilah was dressed in some of Mandy’s clothes. The night before, she had snuck home when Earl was still at work and raided Mandy’s closet for outfits—heels, skirts, tops, lingerie. Her daughter had such good taste. Tall heels with blood red bottoms adorned her feet; they had cost Earl two months of paychecks, but Delilah definitely thought they were worth it. 

The dress was tiny and orange, made of some awesome clingy material that made her body look totally banging hot. It bared a hefty amount of cleavage, so much so that Delilah was fairly sure she would fall out of it at any time. That’s why she also had on a loose, see-though knitted sweater on top of it. 

How would the see-through sweater assist in covering herself if her tits bounced from her dress? These were thoughts for much more serious minds than Delilah. 

She gave up on the coffee—all those buttons!—and returned to her desk. The laptop waited patiently in her sitting area, but she wasn’t to sit down yet. The schedule was very exact, and it was so important that Delilah stick by the schedule. Sometimes she simpered over in her tall heels, bending on hands and knees and giving the dark surface a long, soulful lick. 

Being near the laptop gave her a great sense of completion. Happiness. Totality. 

But she couldn’t just turn it on willy-nilly, oh no. Albert had been very clear on that point. She was only to enjoy it twice per day—once at eleven, and once at four. Both sessions lasted for about an hour. After the second session yesterday, she was so turned on that she didn’t leave the office until well after seven, fingering herself so thoroughly. 

She was lucky when Albert had been there to help relieve her of all that silly, unwholesome horniness with his big bad beautiful cock. 

Her entire outlook on life had changed. No longer was she worried about what might happen if she didn’t keep her clients. Again, it was silly to think that anything was really “hers” at all. Any benefits gained from having clients would rightly go to Albert. He was her Man and her Man deserved all her money, power, and benefits.

The door dinged. Right away she could smell him—his scent was marked on her at this point. She had slept in a hotel last night so that her “husband,” Earl, wouldn’t get the wrong idea and somehow think he had a right to fuck her anymore. Because he didn’t. Not since her Master had so skillfully shown her that she was too good for him.

She could hear Robyn’s girlish happy giggles; she must have spent the night with Albert. Delilah sighed. That girl was so lucky. Delilah just wished she could be half as lucky—that she could encourage Albert to fuck her with the gusto that Robyn inspired in him.

But Robyn was younger and hotter, besides. It was only right and proper that Albert want to fuck her more. Delilah wholly accepted her place in her Man's hierarchy of sluts.

It took her a moment to get ready enough to go out and meet him. She checked and double-checked her hair and make-up, attending to herself like a senior on prom night. There was no way—no way—she could possibly look under-dressed for Albert. 

He was so fucking important to her. He was everything. She had already left her husband for him and had been on the phone the last two days with her lawyer, preparing the divorce. 

When she walked to the front, she saw Robyn on her ass, sitting down and shoved up against the bottom of the desk. Albert fucked the young brunette beauty’s face with gusto, his face red from effort. 

So, in the less than two minutes she had spent putting the finishing touches on her own beautiful face, Albert had decided that was Robyn really needed was a thorough skullfucking against a hard surface.

And skullfuck her he did. She was pinned completely beneath his weight, her legs splayed out and twisting through his. Heavy streams of precum ran down her face and into her hair, and she moaned, eyes glassy at being used so completely.

Robyn was dressed for the occasion, at least. She wore a tiny pleated skirt and tall knit stockings on her long, youthful legs. Her blouse was white and mostly unbuttoned, revealing a neon pink push-up bra underneath. There was no need for Robyn to do anything except for suck and enjoy as Albert fucked her mouth. His thrusts were furious and pounding, creating a continuous thumping sound as skull struck wood. 

“Good...morning,” Albert huffed. “How are you today, Delilah?”

She clasped her hands, feeling a soft happy thrill at hearing him use her name. As if her cunt wasn’t already wet enough from seeing him arrive and using one of his girls so easily, it was now even wetter. 

“I’m just wonderful now that you’re here, Sir,” she said. “Is there anything I can do for you today? Anything at all? I’d be so happy to...to assist Robyn...”

“N-no...” Albert shook his head. “She’s almost done.”

True to his word, a few more skillful strokes powering into Robyn’s helpless throat, and he began to cum. Delilah, watching the pleasure shake through him, stumbled and fell forward onto the same desk that he had propped Robyn against. Her fingers went straight to her cunt, pushing up under her dress, and touched herself just briefly.

That was all it took. 

Witnessing her Man cum like that, seeing him so totally fucking Robyn, ensured that Delilah was going to cum soon. And so when the tip of her middle finger brushed against her clit, sliding just barely past it down toward her the wet folds of her labia, her body exploded with pleasure.

White lights. Spiral patterns. Neural nets capturing every last thought and devoting her consciousness toward Albert's pleasure. This is what happened when she came now. 

When she came down from the high of bliss, she found herself on her knees, licking Robyn’s lovely face and neck clean of Albert’s cum. They had been transported into Delilah’s large office, the two of them sitting on her plush leather couch. Albert sat across from them on Delilah’s expensive business chair—the kind with all the levers and buttons to adjust the seat and protect her back. His feet rested on the glass coffee table, and he idly stroked his still-wet cock as he watched his girls go at it.

“That’s good, girls,” he said. “That’s very good. You’re doing fine.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Delilah said, voice dripping with lust. 

Robyn merely giggled, not quite having regained the capacity for speech yet. 

“It’s a busy day, today, ladies. Delilah, I’ve got that paperwork all prepared for you to sign.”

Delilah stopped momentarily in her soft licking attentions. “Paperwork?”

“For transferring your business into my ownership. You’ll still be paying the rent here, of course.”

“Of course,” Delilah echoed, not thinking much. She continued to lick, her tongue sliding over Robyn’s lips. Robyn took this as an invitation to start kissing, and Delilah did not deny her. They embraced slow in a sizzling kiss, with Delilah’s hands running up and down Robyn’s body for several minutes.

Finally, the embrace ended. Albert snapped his fingers and Robyn disentangled herself from Delilah and crawled over to Albert, wrapping herself around his leg. 

“Go sit with your mom over there, all right, sweetheart?”

“My...mom?” Robyn giggled. “But she’s not my mom. She’s...I mean, Delilah is great, but she’s not my mom. I would never kiss my own Mommy. I mean...right?”

“Yes, Master,” said Delilah. “I must protest your understanding. Robyn is dear to me, but she isn’t my daughter. Mandy is my daughter. I’ve shown you pictures. Remember?”

“Yes,” said Albert. “You have, and I certainly do. And you’ll be introducing to me to her tomorrow.”

Delilah didn’t remember scheduling that, but if Master said it, then it must be so. “Of course, Master. But, as I said, Robyn, lovely girl though she is, isn’t my daughter. It’s just not possible. I’ve never even been pregnant...”

“No,” said Albert. “I’m pretty sure she’s your daughter, and you’re her mother. Look here.”

He spun his laptop around and showed it to the two kneeling girls. Everything faded. 

* * * * * 

When she mind turned on again, she was locking lips with Robyn. The two of them were grinding their near-naked bodies into each other on the floor of Delilah’s office—no, no, it was Master’s office. 

That was such a silly thing to think, to imagine that she had an office. That she had property. Property was for men, just like pretty much everything else in the world, including women.

Anyway, she was kissing Robyn and it was crazy hot and Delilah’s cunt was absolutely on fire from serving. She knew that trading tongues so forcefully and needfully with her young beautiful daughter Robyn was all part of her service to her Master. It made so much sense. Her dress had been shoved up and shoved down, acting now more like a belt around her trim waist.

Delilah knew her place in the world. There was nothing more exciting than that. Nothing more thrilling than knowing exactly why it was you were brought on this earth. She knew everything about herself, from her tip to her toes, and there wasn’t a singular fact or theory or expression that would ever change that.

She was a slave. She was her Master’s property. She was destined to serve him, always, from the moment she was born. 

Albert wasn’t just her Man. That was far too base of a title for him. No, he was her Master.

“Master,” she moaned, sliding her lovely, hot mouth up and down his cock. Robyn joined her, sucking at his balls with big, green eyes of helpless obedience. “Master...I love you so much, Master...”

All other journeys she had taken, all other avenues, all the roads and byways and streets that she had walked had led her to this perfect era of service. There would never be anything as sweet or as perfect as that magnificent moment when she knelt down to her Master and pledged her allegiance to him. 

She was so lucky that he made her do it for him every morning when he came into the office. 

“So...lucky...” she and Robyn moaned, almost in unison. 

That was apparently the tipping point for their Master. He pushed Delilah down onto the ground and spread her legs wide, his cock hovering just in front of her bare pussy. Her panties had been silk and lacy, an erotic decoration for her erotic cunt, but they were long gone. 

“Yes,” said Delilah. “Please...please get me pregnant. Oh fuck. Oh god, yes, please, Master, please!”

He smiled, stroking her clit playfully. Robyn slid up next to him, finger her cunt and grinding the back of her hand against his hips. 

“Now,” said Albert, a little out-of-breath but otherwise none the worse for wear. “Why don’t you tell me about this daughter of yours?”

“You mean Robyn? She's so pretty, Master, and she belongs to you. Oh yes she does...”

He smirked. “No, silly. The other. Mandy.”

Forgoing her cunt for the time being, he climbed up onto her chest, slapping her face for fun and sliding his thick, hard cock between her tits. Precum poured from his cock and he slathered her nipples and cleavage in it, giving his cock a nice runway to work. 

Still guiding traffic, he took Robyn's hand and shoved it toward Delilah's cunt. The young brunette got the idea quickly, and soon her fingers were diving into, or she imagined, her mommy's hot pussy. 

“Fuck!' Delilah moaned. 'Oh Master, that's so good.”

“Tell me about her,” said Albert, forcefully shoving his cock between Delilah's tits. 

“She's pretty, Master,” said Delilah. “Prettier than me. Prettier than Robyn, maybe. Blond. Very blond. Very sexy. I'll—I'll...” 

Robyn's fingers were quite distracting. They, combined with the pleasure of feeling her Master's hard cock fucking her body, his thick rod jamming against her chin and jaw, made her body quiver with incumbent orgasm. 

“...I'll help you fuck her,” she moaned. “Put her in front of the laptop. Would that be good, Master?”

“Y-yeah. So fucking good...”

He slapped her tits hard, and redoubled his efforts, fucking her even harder than before. Master was losing himself in the moment. Delilah let out a little inward cheer. Her tits were wonderful! They were going to make her Master cum! Robyn seemed to notice his new pace, and adjusted hers accordingly. 

“I'll put her on her knees in front of you, Master,” Delilah said. “I'll help you take control. I want you to fuck her. I want you to be her owner. I want you to fucking rule my daughter, Master. I want to enslave my daughter to your cock! Please! Please, oh yes, Please!”

That was all the dirty talk that her Master needed to hear. Shuddering, his piston-like thrusts through her cleavage became sporadic and jerky as his cum spilled out all over her neck, her face, and her breasts. 

At the same time, with her Master cumming, Delilah's body knew for certain that it was allowed to cum. As if a dam wall broke, Robyn's fingers finally did their job—and a rollicking orgasm rocked through her body, lifting her and Albert up off the floor as she spasmed and then, slowly, melted back down to the ground. 

His seed was warm and sticky and Delilah wasted no time in slurping it down so her Master could enjoy the sight of her loving his cum. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned, still coming down from her own orgasm. “Thank you so much.”

* * * * * 

Her goddamn stepmother had stolen her goddamn clothes. And her jewelry. And her panties and underwear and lingerie. 

What the fuck was wrong with her? Why the fuck would she do all that?

It was weird, is what it was. 

No, no—it was sick.

Delilah was clearly sick. She probably needed some kind of help.

But Mandy couldn’t give half of a rat’s ass about the kind of help her stepmother needed. Oh, no. What she really needed was to give Mandy her stuff back before Mandy went destroyed her from head to toe.

First, Mandy was going to get her things back. Then, she was going to find out which of her clothes Delilah had deigned to wear. Then, she was going to burn those clothes, and if Delilah was lucky, she wouldn’t be in the fire when they went up in flames. 

That was fair. That seemed more than fair to Mandy. 

If she wanted to be fair, she would take a razor blade to Delilah’s face and carve around for a while. That seemed fair.

But Mandy didn’t want to be violent. She wanted what was hers. Violence could wait until later if it really needed to happen. She wasn’t a violent person, not at all, really—but she knew what she deserved and for Delilah to get in the way of that was really flaring up her temper. 

And as if none of that was enough, Delilah had the nerve—the nerve!—to have her fucking secretary call Mandy to ask if she wanted to come in for an appointment. Something about discussing the terms of her representation.

The nerve!

Mandy had every intent to shame Delilah as she arrived at the office late in the afternoon. Her stepmother had taken many of her clothes—almost half—but there was still more than enough left to put together an outfit that made her look hot as hell. She wore skintight leather boots that wrapped all the way up past her knees, brown and hot. Her skirt was short and violet. The head-whipping combo of her tight shirt and tighter denim jacket meant guys were checking out the distinct outline of her glass-hard nipples for every step of her walk to her mother’s office. 

She didn’t wear a bra. She didn’t need to. Young and hot enough to just have her tits bounce any which way, with the tightness of her shirt supporting them all on its own. It was fun to draw men’s eyes like that. Too bad for them she was a virgin and would stay that way until marriage. She believed in the sanctity of her vagina—and though she wasn’t all that religious, she was religious enough to feel too weird about sex to really want to have much of it. 

Mostly, sex appeal was just a way to get what she wanted; woe for the men of the world that a beauty with a body as fine as hers didn’t care one whit about wanting sex. 

Mandy caught her reflection as she walked into her stepmother’s office—smiling indulgently.

“Let’s try to see you outdo this, you fucking cow,” she whispered.

Her stepmother was not a cow, but Mandy hardly cared about facts at that point. This was entirely about humiliating Delilah until she got her things back. 

Inside the office, a new sign hung above the desk. It used to read “Starlight Agency.” Now it was “NewLife Talent Agency.”

What a weird name for a talent agency, thought Mandy. 

A pretty young brunette was behind the desk, her attention fully focused on the screen in front of her. Mandy approached, thinking that she recognized her. There was a nameplate in front of her decorated with hearts, writing out “Robyn” in big bubbly letters.

Wasn’t this her mother’s star client? Delilah had tried to introduce Robyn to Mandy some time ago, but that was during a phase where Mandy had decided that every step her mother took to make friends would send Mandy flying into a crying rage and demanding for ever-more expensive tributes from her father. 

She got up to a brand new sports car before she tired of the game.

“Name?” Robyn asked. 

“You know who I am,” said Mandy, sneering. “You know exactly who I am.”

“Name?” Robyn asked again. 

Her voice was distant, quiet, pleased. She had the same glassy-eyed look that Delilah had sported the other day. 

Mandy took a look at Robyn. She was not wearing what might be considered “proper office attire.” Her dress was white, tight, and short; it criss-crossed across her body in long straps, revealing a heavy amount of skin. 

And...

And there was a heavy load of cum slathered all over her thighs. As Mandy watched, Robyn took a finger and slowly dragged her digit through the load and then slurped it down. 

Mandy, disgusted, backed up. “What the fuck, lady?”

She turned back to the front door, and in the way there was a man there holding a laptop. Delilah was on his arm, squeezing delightedly. Mandy noticed right away that the sparkling orange spandex dress she wore was hers. Delilah looked positively smoking in it, but it was Mandy’s all the same.

“You must be Mandy,” the man said. He opened the laptop. “Look here, please.”

Mandy huffed, sneering. As if she would do anything this loser asked. He probably...

...probably...

...pretty lights...

* * * * * 

They were all one big happy family now. 

Delilah was so happy. She had her daughters with her—both of them—and now her Master too.

They had arranged themselves in Master’s office on the thick plush carpet. He had bought it the day before, delivered late in the afternoon, probably knowing that situations like this would occur. It was soft and comfortable, and perfect for fucking. 

There would be no friction burns, no stress on the back—just ample opportunity for hot, furious mating sessions. Cushions from the couch were pulled down to provide even more comfort.

As Mandy’s mind was sucked into her Master’s program, all her conscious thoughts replaced with carefully crafted binary, Delilah led her into the office and had her kneel, positioning the computer on the coffee table. While Mandy was reprogrammed, her mind perfected to adore her new Master, Delilah and Robyn took turns sucking his cock and keeping him hard. 

“God, you have a hot fucking daughter,” he kept saying, eyes fixated on Mandy's hot body, over and over. “I’m going to fuck her stupid.”

Many times, as the two beauties sucked on their Master’s cock, he reached past them and onto the computer, tapping a button here and there. He mentioned something about increasing the intensity, not caring about the consequences. 

“I need to hear her call me Master today. No waiting,” he said with a laugh. “I need a few experiments anyway, see how far I can go without making someone brain dead.”

The prospect of Mandy being brain dead did not bother Delilah in the slightest. After all, it was her Master at work, and every action of his was perfect and good. If her daughter’s mind was erased, then her Master wanted it erased, and so it was the most perfect result that could happen.

There was no morality left in Delilah anymore. No cares. No thoughts. Her only thought was obedience. Her only cares were her Master’s pleasure. And her only morality was whatever got his beautiful cock as hard as possible.

Soon, he did not have to wait any longer. The laptop entered its final stages of the program, and beeped merrily, letting everyone know Mandy’s mind was ready—like a microwave dinner.

He nodded at Delilah and Robyn, and together the mother and daughter duo moved in on Mandy, stripping her down so Master could enter her easily. Her sexy-as-fuck boots remained on her, but that was all. It was clear she wasn't quite aware of herself yet, her mind still thoroughly tranced. Master didn't care though, and so neither did his slaves.

His cock slammed up into Mandy's open, waiting cunt, so wet and ready from the hours of trance she had been in already. 

“Fucking...tight...” he groaned. “Tighter even than you.” He stroked Robyn's face. 

Robyn didn't take this as a slight. No, all she was concerned about was her Master's cock being as pleasured as possible. 

“This will...intensify the effects,” said Master. “Maybe cause some permanent damage. But goddamn, she’s so hot I don’t give a fuck.”

Delilah nodded. “Go on and fuck her, Master. You deserve it.”

“Master deserves anything he likes,” said Robyn. “Hurt her brain. It belongs to you anyway.”

He smiled and grinned, increasing his thrusts on the helpless beauty before him. Slowly she began to moan with pleasure, mumbling out soft breaths of praise and affection for her Master. 

And so, as he mounted Mandy, the two slave beauties slipped up behind him and pushed him forward in time with his thrusts, urging him to take Mandy’s hot cunt just as her mind slowly blinked back on. 

“Fucking teen queen,” he grunted. “Fuck you pregnant. Get you fucking full of my cum. Full of Daddy's cum.”

Mandy moaned. “Yes...Daddy. Fuck me, Daddy. Make...m-make me preggo for you.”

The cunts of his other two slaves were slick wet as they cooed for their Master’s incredible bareback fuck. Robyn’s fingers slipped up into Delilah, and Delilah’s into Robyn. They moaned with ecstasy as they witnessed their Master doing their absolute favorite thing in the world—giving pleasure to his cock. 

Mandy’s eyes, glassy and unfocused, blinked rapidly as he entered her again and again. She just kept moaning “Daddy” and “Pregnant” again and again.

“Get her pregnant, Master, please?” Delilah urged him, watching his cock slam in and out of Mandy's cunt. “Get my fucking daughter pregnant with your seed, oh please!”

“Yes, Master,” Robyn encouraged. “Do it. Get my sis pregnant. She's so fucking hot for you. Give us all babies. Make us your little preggo pets. We need to feel your seed so warm in our wombs, Master.”

“Gonna fucking...fucking breed you.” Albert was losing control. His hands, tight on Mandy's hips, were going white at the knuckle. “All of you. All mine. So fucking mine. I fucking rule your lives...”

“That’s right, Master,” Mandy nodded. She finally seemed totally conscious—though the bliss running through her body probably tempered that a bit. “You rule my life. You’re my whole life. You’re my new Daddy, and I love my Daddy so much! Please give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please!”

His thrusts powered up once again, furious in their speed. And then it happened—the sudden exhalation of breath, the pure bliss on his face, the short and wild spurts of activity from his hips—Master came. 

Witnessing him empty himself into her barely legal daughter was a dream come true for Delilah. She had needed him to fuck her so bad and now he had. With Robyn’s fingers in her pussy, she felt an orgasm extend throughout her entire being, shaking and moaning, pressing her body against her Master's and shuddering in pleasure. The same happened for Robyn, witnessing her Master's cum fill up Mandy's hot teenage virgin cunt for the first time with his thick impregnating cum. 

For several minutes, tired, they all huddled in on each other. Soft kisses were delivered from one person to the next, all of them kissing and adoring each other. One big happy fuck family. 

Delilah sighed happily. Maybe her daughters wouldn’t be famous Hollywood stars. But they had something better now—a Master Daddy to obey and serve for the rest of their lives.

# # #

* * * * *

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!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

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

* * * * *

What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––

Gang Heat: The Librarian

Lilah has a big, submissive secret—one that she would only ever indulge in while she explores her erotic dream world of fantasies. But those fantasies crash with reality when her library is taken over by a gang of hardened, brutal, criminal alpha-stud thugs...each eager to take her and teach her how to REALLY submit.

––––––––

Gang Heat: The Stewardess

One gorgeous bimbo babe is trapped on a private flight with a plane full of virile tattooed hunks who don't take “no” for an answer...and she's too hot for them to think about ANYTHING but all of them taking her at the same time.

––––––––

Gang Heat: The Cheerleader

Stella is desperate to lose her v-card to the biggest football stud she can find, but they keep turning her down. Turns out, the supreme stud on campus has claimed her as his...and he'll fill her fertile body himself before letting his teammates get a ride.

––––––––

Ruling His Hot Students

A regular guy receives a magical artifact that gives him god-like powers over the women around him. He can transform them however he likes and alter their minds so they're eager and willing to be his sex slaves...forever.

––––––––

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

––––––––

BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty

No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more. 

Bimbo Servant Bundle

NINE incredible stories of lactating bimbo goddesses serving one lucky man. These fertile nympho babes are so desperate to be filled, they'll do anything to make their Master happy. 

Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can. 

Heir Salon: The Series

Stalwart feminist Betty has always abhorred her own good looks, preferring to be judged by her values and accomplishments. But in the fertile town of Passion Heights, a woman is only good for her ability to breed and look perfect for her Man. Betty vows to get to the bottom of this bimbofying tale, but will she avoid becoming a bimbo herself?

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.

Lust Party Bundle

Stalwart reporter Morgan Malls investigates a series of strange orgies thrown by an enigmatic millionaire. She never thought she herself would join the festivities...or become their star attraction. 

Nadia Nightside's Best of 2015

SIX of the most erotic, sensational tales from 2015 are now available in one convenient bundle! Mind control, breeding, barely legal babes, taboo relations—this bundle has it all and then some!

Owned: The Series

Robert is a regular guy except for one thing...his nigh-omnipotent power to change others with merely a touch. He tries to hide this power, but the gorgeous Maria finds it sexier than anything else she's ever seen—and she's dying to make Robert realize the God he should be, just so long as she can be his submissive Goddess. 

Revenge By Trance Bundle

The entire sexy saga is contained in one convenient volume! Warren, a down-on-his-luck stage hypnotist, finds a magic watch that lets him hypnotize any gorgeous, fertile woman he wants for real. Soon, he's reminded the snobby women in his life of their proper place—on their knees before him in slavish worship.

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

Virgin Heat Bundle

Three smoking hot tales of helplessly sexy virgins and the alpha male studs who know exactly what they need—a big heaping helping of their massive cocks full of baby breeding seed.

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Sexcretary? Then you should read Lust Party Bundle by Nadia Nightside!
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Morgan Malls, ardent feminist reporter, detects something strange and sinful at the lavish parties thrown by enigmatic millionaire Cal Braddock. But when she investigates, she finds herself loving the erotically-charged festivities—to the point where she becomes part of them herself! A secret elixir at these Lust Parties makes her ten years younger and a thousand times hotter than she ever was in her life—with bigger breasts, longer hair, and a completely sexier body and face. At these insane orgies, virile studs make heirs with fertile beauties desperate to be filled with white hot seed. And soon,  Morgan discovers that she loves being one of those very fertile beauties, and she adores getting on her knees to serve men.
It’s not all just for fun, though. Braddock wants to turn the women at his parties into sexually servile lovedolls…forever. Unless Morgan can resist the allure of a newly sexified body and a mind obsessed with pleasuring men nonstop—even groups of men at a time—then she’ll forever be transformed into a kneeling bimbo beauty. But it feels so good, she has to wonder how much it really bothers her…

	    

    
	    
	      
	      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:


http://eepurl.com/zl7dX 


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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