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Succubus Harem  - The Queen

Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, discussions, access to the author (that’s me!), and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

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!
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RECENT RELEASES

Trophy Wife Initiative – Good Girl

The stunning young Emilia returns home to swindle her father, but soon, her mind is swimming in lust for her Daddy and his hot new trophy wife!
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KINKY DESIRES – A BUNDLE

This sexy bundle features nothing but the sexiest, kinkiest fetishes you can imagine! Twenty stories of erotic taboos and delights featured!
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SUCCUBUS HAREM – THE Innocent

Robert’s new succubus girlfriend won’t stop urging him to take on more slaves and new succubi girlfriends to be his servants just like her! He’s a good man, trying to be moral, but she’s making his cock so hard all the time...can he resist?
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HOMEWRECKING DREAMS

This hot collection features TWENTY amazing tales of gorgeous women seducing the men they want away from ungrateful wives. These tales are all about appreciating masculine strength and virility from hungry babes desperate to treat men like kings!
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TROPHY WIFE INITIATIVE – New Model

He’s fully prepared to turn away the new wife the government sends him in their new breeding program...until she arrives and is a total knockout! To make things worse, she’s subservient, loyal, and eager to please—everything his old wife isn’t!
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SUCCUBUS HAREM – THE Witch

Robert is visited by a gorgeous supernatural being who swears she is completely in love with him, begs to be his sexual servant, and promises she is the herald of an entire harem of demonic loveslaves!
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OFFICE DESIRES

In this jam-packed bundle, experience TWENTY stories of exhibitionist lust full of ruts, hot mind control, and more as alpha males and fertile goddesses get it on in the office!
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BULLY WORSHIP – OBEYING the Billionaire

Her billionaire Master and Mistress get whatever they want—evil mind controllers, they’re sadistic, cruel, and erotic beyond measure. But what she really wants is someone to share her service with...is her owners’ latest target the one who could be her best friend in sexual slavery?
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BIMBO BEACH – THE BUNDLE

The Spiral Sun Resort features beaches full of beautiful, obedient babes, and an alpha-male owner who is able to turn all guests into his obedient, erotic slaves...
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TABOO DESIRES – A BUNDLE

TWENTY amazing stories of household erotica, when forbidden desires go a “step” too far!
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author! 

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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THE NEXT MORNING—AFTER I’ve made Rosaline my immortal, eternally sexy succubi fuckslave—I’m fucking Nadine’s gorgeous teenage body to prove a very deliberate point.

Fucking this delectably barely legal beauty is not the point, but I do have to nod to the fact that this is all a bit extreme. This is the left field of left field; this is the outer limits of known reason. I’ve got two—count ‘em, two—fiendishly slavish demon slaves aching to destroy this world in the service of honoring my cock, and somehow I’ve got to talk sense to them. 

Perfect, normal, great. Fine. 

Anyway.

My cock and Nadine’s sensational teenage pussy are a match made in Heaven, a stark contrast to the match made in Hell that I have with Gabrielle and Rosaline. I have Nadine bent over on top of a pile of couch cushions in the crumbling, broken-plaster-coated disarray of my apartment, slapping her ass occasionally while I fuck her relentlessly. The shitty apartment I’ve been living in has not stood up to the supernaturally-powered fuckfests that I’ve delivered to these three wanton, aching-just-for-me females over the past few days. 

Nadine, for her part, does nothing but cum. Each stroke, it seems like, inspires a round of chain-orgasms. Her bright green eyes—green now than they were ever before I met her—glow and shine with orgasmic love and worship at every quiver of my member. Honestly, I think I’ve backed her orgasm-queue up quite a bit. If I stopped fucking her right now, she’d probably still be cumming for the next two hours or so. 

Rosaline and Gabrielle, at my order, are kneeling in front of us. The two of them are sisters—not real sisters, though they certainly look it, both of them being hot tall busty blond Valkyrie women—but sisters in a super exclusive succubus coven. 

As if fucking Nadine’s spectacularly tight teenage cunt wasn’t enough, I get to do it while I look at these two supernaturally fit blonde beauties while they finger themselves wearing tight, tiny, lacy lingerie. Of course it’s soaked—in their sweat, in the milk dripping from their fertile tits, in the honey dripping from their supernaturally-tight cunts. Their bodies shine with liquid lust. Gabrielle is in blue and Rosaline is in red; both of them with matching heels, stockings, and push-up bras that enhance their already monumental tits on their amazingly slender, busty, toned, death-by-lust-inspiring frames. 

I haven’t been able to put all of these events together yet; the two demon beauties seem to withhold information from me deliberately, despite calling me their Master. I’ve grown in size, intellect, and understanding. Even so, what exactly has transpired here remains beyond me.

But, there is a material dimension, where normal humans like you and me live (although I suppose I’m less normal these days with my seven foot frame and three hundred pounds of superhuman muscle). 

And then there’s the immaterial dimensions—all the dimensions except the one where we are—where demons and ghosts and I don’t know, werewolves and shit live? I’m putting this together as I go. From what I’ve gathered, just being inside one dimension means all the others are immaterial to you; so if I traveled to another, I’d be in that material realm, while this one would become immaterial. 

I think?

Anyway, this all started at the restaurant, when the immaterial version of Gabrielle came to visit me. She seduced me into fucking the material version of her—and when I did, the two aspects of her joined, merging her immense sorcerous power with her body in this world. 

She used this power to enhance me—make me stronger, larger, more powerful in all kinds of ways. One of them is that, once a normal mortal like Nadine tastes me—she’ll basically die if she can’t become my sex slave. 

This was—I’m thinking, part of Gabrielle’s plan—to essentially blackmail me into gathering more power and to bring another immaterial sister of hers into this material world.

That plan worked—and now I own Rosaline, too, who is my boss at the restaurant where I work. Or she was? I’m not sure, to be honest, if she can be my boss still if she calls me Master. Rosaline, who is somehow even hotter than Gabrielle, and who spends her whole time trying to reassure me and comfort me like some kind of hot, matronly babe even though she looks barely eighteen herself. 

But I’m tired of them trying to manipulate me—even if they’re hot as fuck when they do it. Thus this display with the chain of ten thousand orgasms with Nadine. I drive my cock into Nadine again, spurting into her flexing walls with furious amounts of precum. It drives them crazy—I can see it in their sparkling blue eyes—that I would deign to fuck even a supremely hot girl like Nadine when their immortally hot succubi pussies are right there. 

All they seem to care about is my cock, right? Well. I can withhold it from them at any time now that I’ve got Nadine. 

“You two understand what I’m saying to you? I don’t need to fuck you if I can just fuck Nadine.”

My hands grip around Nadine’s absurdly tiny waist. A week ago, I would have killed just to get the number of a girl who looked like Nadine. Now I can just touch her however the fuck I want. 

They both nod, chastened. “Yes, Master.”

“And I don’t want any more tricks,” I grunt. “You got that, Gabrielle?”

“Yes, Master.”

“That’s mean no more hexing me. I can see you do it now. I couldn’t before. I expect because you’re here?” I look at Rosaline.

She nods, smiling beautifully. “That means your power is growing with my presence, Master. I’m so glad. Did you know all the women in this apartment complex are in love with you now? They’ll dream of your cock for the rest of your lives just from you being near them. They won’t know it’s you until you touch them, but—”

“Stop. Hush. No more. Christ.”

That is exactly the kind of thing I don’t want to hear. I try not to think of the girl on the fourth floor with the sensational rack and the boyfriend I could grind into a pulp without even trying. The boyfriend who, dejected from knowing I exist, would easily lock himself in the bathroom while his girl whispered orgasmic prayers to me all day, every day. 

“Gabrielle,” I say again, realizing Rosaline distracted me. They’re really good at that. “No more hexes on me. Got it?”

“Yes, Master.” 

“No more hexes at all unless I say. Understand?”

Gabrielle huffs, throwing a lot of shade my way. “Yes, Master. I understand.”

“And no more trying to bring in other sisters behind my back. All right? The two of you are more than plenty.”

Rosaline nods, pushing forward just slightly to watch my cock hammer into Nadine’s wet pussy. “There’s only one more of us, Master, but I take your point. P-please, would you let on-one of us pleasure you? The mortal is doing it all wrong a-and—”

I shush her. Nadine isn’t doing a thing wrong. I’m practically ragdolling her from my thrusts. She stopped using actual words a few hours ago; now she’s rolling in a perpetually high, drooling, orgasming state. I might have been disturbed if she wasn’t so completely gorgeous and it looked so hot. 

“No more tricks. No more plans. Just good girl slave obedience. You got that?”

Rosaline nods. “Yes, Master. Of course, Master.”

I wait for Gabrielle. She’s still fuming, looking at Nadine “fucking me wrong” and fingering her hot, gorgeous cunt at the thought of replacing her soon. 

“Gabrielle. Tell me or you’re out.”

She gulps. “You can’t be serious. You have everything here because of me. You can’t—”

I fuck Nadine even harder—driving her into the floor and piledriving her from above. 

“Are you my fucking slave or not?”

“I-I am,” Gabrielle whimpers.

“You are, what?”

“I am your slave, Master.”

“You’ll obey me from now on?”

“Y-yes, Master.”

“No more schemes. No more tricks.”

“Yes, Master.”

“No more hexes.”

She gulps and nods. “Y-yes, Master.”

Her complete and total submission—the absolute surrender on her face sends me over. She was so haughty before, so arrogant and full of confidence that she could twist me around however she wanted. I cum hard inside of Nadine. My balls, so fucking full, unleash a hose-worthy blast of hot, impregnating seed deep inside the fertile structures of Nadine’s body. My fingers grip her ass hard, and Gabrielle and Rosaline both cum as they witness me, their bodies gravitating toward me with their endless, agonizing need for my pleasure. 

Breathing, gripping Nadine’s ultra-soft skin, I reflect on how fucked up the conversation is I’ve been having with them. The few moments of clarity after cumming where I don’t immediately need to cum.  

Listen—I don’t want slaves. I don’t want perfectly obedient slaves. I don’t want, you know, eternal female servitude from a race of purely gorgeous fuckslave beings—even if that sounds really hot. I’ve got morals. Somewhere. 

But these two succubi vixens are trying to coerce me, subvert me, and manipulate me into fucking up this entire world. They don’t just want Nadine as my slave, they want every girl as my slave. And they’d be perfectly happy if I just fucked Nadine to death—and then five thousand more just like her in the next month. 

Strict, slavish obedience isn’t the ideal, but it’s all I got. There’s no compromising with these two; I need to make sure they’re not going to end the fucking world, all right?

When I finally pull myself out of Nadine, I’m still completely hard. I know that only yesterday I could make myself not hard if I wanted to—I could control my erections and orgasms at will. I think I still might be able to, but I don’t see much point anymore. It’s more fun to be always hard and cumming as much and as often as I want—especially with two immortally sexy succubi slaves at my beck and call.

“Fine.” I take a breath. “Now, which one of you wants—”

Beneath me, Nadine is completely motionless. And I can tell—heightened senses—that she’s in mortal peril.

* * * * *
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AT MY DIRECTION, GABRIELLE steps aside and Rosaline rushes in and lays hands on Nadine. I don’t see anything happen—there’s no magical floating runes and script like when Gabrielle does her hot chanting shit. But soon enough, there’s minute convulsions in Nadine chest and legs, her body twitching back to consciousness. 

She gasps, kicking, arms thumping, like she’s been shocked with a defibrillator. Rosaline almost immediately attaches her mouth to her tit, shushing her like some kind of absurdly erotic hot mom. Nadine, pussy drooling with her own juices and my cum, sucks greedily. Her eyes are rolled back into her head and she’s soon wrapping her body entirely around Rosaline and whimpering with need for more milk. 

“What is this?” I shake my head. “What’s going on?”

Gabrielle starts to answer, but I grab her and shove her down to her knees in front of me and force my cock into her mouth

“You, shut the fuck up. It’s your fault any of this is happening. You don’t talk any more.”

She protests only for an instant before acquiescing and going to work. She’s so fucking good at sucking cock. Her lips, full and puffy, look amazing as they become increasingly glossy from saliva and precum. 

Rosaline watches this, eyes glassy and dazed and a bit of drool leaking from her mouth. She puts Nadine’s fingers into her pussy. She’s forgotten all about my question. 

“Suck him, sister...” she whimpers. “Oh, suck him, please...”

“Hey.” I snap my fingers. My other hand is still powerfully guiding Gabrielle up and down my cock. “What’s this about? What happened to Nadine?”

It takes her a moment to answer. She’s obsessed with my cock. This woman could bring down empires with a wink; she’s the hottest blonde I’ve ever seen, and she’s totally obsessed with my hard cock. It’s an ego trip. 

“Being your slave is killing her. You’re too powerful, Master.” She licks her lips. “Look at you go. So powerful...”

“What the hell? Gabrielle told me making her my slave like this would save her life.”

Gabrielle tries to say something, but I fuck her face even harder until the thought eliminates from her head. I don’t want her to get started, or else soon I’ll be trying to fuck, I don’t know, ten sororities at the same time. 

I look at Rosaline, thinking about doing just that. Her hot lips part again, her tongue flicking against their plush surface.

Twenty. I could easily do twenty.

“Well, that’s true.” Rosaline smiles. “Becoming your slave meant she would stop trying to self-sacrifice to honor your obvious glory. It’s just that your power has grown, as I’m sure you’ve notice.”

“Because I have you now.”

“Yes, Master,” she nods eagerly. “You’re so powerful...mortal women can’t take it. I can barely take it. I’ll be exhausted at least for another two hours from last night before I’m at full power again. Nadine won’t recover at all, though. Being your slave is simply too much for a mortal woman.”

Nadine is totally out of it for this. Her eyes are no longer rolled back into her skull, but they’re closed. She’s almost infantile, sucking and whimpering at Rosaline’s heavy, willing tit.

“But you can keep healing her, right? Like you have been?”

“I can...” she shrugs. “You want to keep her alive, is that my understanding?”

“She’s innocent in all of this.” I sigh. It’s hard to feel bad about it when Gabrielle is slurping up and down my rod. “She just happened by because we were making a lot of noise. I don’t want her to die just because you two enacted some sick sex dance mega-magic.”

“That’s hardly how I would describe enacting a millennia-old plan, Master, but...I take your meaning.” She bites a lip. Her hand comes forward onto Gabrielle’s skull. Holding her sister in place. Choking her. “I’m sorry, but my power only goes so far. I can extend her in this state for a few hours, maybe a day at most, but...she’s going to expire eventually. Unless...”

Emboldened by me saying nothing with her hand against Gabrielle’s skull, now she comes closer and pushes her cunt against Gabrielle’s face and mouth. Gyrating into her. Grinding into all that thick, glorious blond hair. Nadine is left behind, dazed, milk dribbling from her cheeks. Rosaline’s heavy tits rub against my chest, milk leaking and then draining down my abdomen into Gabrielle’s mouth as she sucks and licks me.

“Unless what?”

It’s getting hard to think again. Hard to question. These women are so fucking hot. It was a mistake, maybe, to have Gabrielle suck me off. She’s so good at it...

“You know, Master. You know how to save Nadine.”

I do.

“I really don’t want to do that.”

“I know that it’s hard to take a long view, Master.” Rosaline pushes up harder against me. So completely in love. She worships me. “But you’re being adored on command by the two hottest female forms on this side of mortality. We’ll be constantly cooing in your ear, adoring you, urging you to go further. Begging you to own everything.” Her hand grips my ass, joining us tight together. Gabrielle chokes between our bodies. “Your willpower is beyond anything we anticipated. Any other man would have given in after mere seconds. We’ve destroyed entire realities to worship you, and we did it by being less hot than we are right now. But we’re succubi, and convincing males—even really fucking handsome Masterful males—” she giggles, “is kind of what we do. You’ll give in eventually anyway. You know you will. Why not do it for a good cause?”

All I can think of is how fucking good Gabrielle’s mouth feels choking on my cock—and even better with Rosaline’s cunt sliding up against all of it.

“Fuck.”

“Why not cum right now, Master? Cum and then you can decide.” 

I groan. I want to, so bad. But then I’d be giving in to them, again. And shouldn’t it be the other way around? 

God, Rosaline makes it hard to think...

“You’ve ruined Nadine one way or the other, Master. I know it makes you so turned on. Just cum and then decide. Give Gabrielle your cum, please? Let me feel your orgasm rock through her skull? I need it. I need it...”

I know she’s not just trying to seduce me, to trick me. I made them promise. And they can’t lie to me, right? That’s something I know somehow? But wait—didn’t Gabrielle make me, before, didn’t she—

Rosaline whispers into my ear. “I love you, Master. We love you so much. You deserve us. You deserve to cum...”

I lose control and forget the thought, emptying into Gabrielle’s throat as I stare into Rosaline’s plaintive, needy eyes. 

* * * * *
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I’VE BEEN GONE FROM work for several days at this point. While I was home, transforming and becoming (as the girls put it), Gabrielle had been making regular trips to the restaurant. I thought it was just to keep up appearances, but as we drove up in the early evening with the sun setting on the horizon, I realized suddenly that it was Gabrielle who had been here and Gabrielle can’t stop herself from hexing every last little thing. 

With my newfound power, I can see hexes in action. There’s so many layered on the restaurant, so interconnected and intricate, that it almost looks like it’s one giant one. I see them almost like holograms, like laser-outlined runic overlays of the real world. Almost everything has nothing at all. The parking lot has one or two sliding over the concrete. The nearby bushes have a few extending far into the sky. And then the restaurant itself is like a neon beacon of magic, designs and runes criss-crossing and constantly running in news ticker-style across the surface. 

As soon as we exit the car, Gabrielle and Rosaline are all over me. They wear tiny sleeved minidresses in white and red, respectively. Their cleavage prominent, their stunningly shiny legs promising easy access to their dripping wet cunts covered only by the sheerest and tiniest of panties. They both have on black skintight leather boots; they belong in a 90s music video. 

They belong, more importantly, to me. 

“Gabrielle, jeez.” I shake my head and nod at the hex work. “Did you have to?”

“I think I did a great job,” she insists. “Wait ‘till you see inside.”

“She can’t help herself, Master.” Rosaline holds my hand. She’s so calming. Serene. This all seems to lose its crazy edge when I touch her. “Try to have patience. We’ll reign her in eventually.” She leans up and kisses my ear and her voice becomes a sultry whisper. “If you want, I mean.”

Nadine trails after us in a school girl skirt and tiny, barely-form-fitting sweater. She looks almost like she has the flu, but a hot flu; she’s barely keeping it together.

Predictably, inside, the restaurant has...changed. 

Physically, it’s all the same. The tables are all in the same places. 

But it’s filthy from top to bottom with sorcery. Gabrielle’s hexes, prepared and cultivated from days of work. She even has hexes writing new hexes to maintain the absolute mountain of magical power in motion here. 

I can read it all like it’s in plain English. The runes spell out everything they’re doing and Gabrielle’s hex-coding commands, while thorough, lack any subtlety.

Our waitresses were always sexy, and of course, Leena was chief among them. But the lovely Nora, Alma, and Helga now look sexier than ever. Their legs are longer; their tits are bigger; and their hair is thicker and blonder than ever. Gabrielle has a thing for making girls look like her, it seems—they all seem now like her little sisters, Nordic cousins of hers that light up with orgasmic delight from halfway across the building when they see me enter. 

“Hiiii!” they sing in an identical chorus, smiling beautifully. 

I can see from the several hexes attached through their skulls that most of their thought processes now are chained, like a hive mind, and most of their actual thoughts are about me. 

They wear tiny leather skirts and heels with long strings that wrap up their calves. Tiny, button-up silk sheer white blouses that do nothing to hide the push-up lingerie underneath. Each girl, I can tell even from a distance, is patently in love with me and thinks they have been for a long, long time. 

They’re all dressed provocatively, to say the least. Busy with customers—who are drooling all over them—they hold off from jumping my bones. My cock straining, bulging, and demanding, I try to make my way to the back office where maybe Gabrielle and I can have a talk about rescinding some of her hex work. 

But my attention on the waitresses and plans of having Gabrielle distract me dies to almost nothing the second I see Leena. She’s standing at the hostess podium, posing because I don’t think anyone with her banging body can do anything but pose, and shoots me a killer “ohmygod I’m so delighted to see you” smile.

Leena is the standout, because she’s the standout in everything. Even with Gabrielle and Rosaline becoming what they have been over the last few days—Leena could give them both a run for her money. I suspect that this has only been enhanced by Gabrielle’s residual hex magics, but even without them, Leena is a supreme stunner. She’s just got better material to work with—taller, more slender, tighter, bustier than Gabrielle or Rosaline. Her tits are massive but in absolutely the right way, laughing at gravity and filling out the tiny confines of her straining tiny violet sweater dress, in open rebellion of the buttons that desperately try to keep her preciously hot spheres covered.

As Gabrielle, Rosaline, and Nadine have been all I’ve been thinking about for the past two or three days, and the subject of all my orgasmic thoughts—and with all three of them pressing in on me and whispering and giggling to me as I walk through the restaurant—for me to quickly forget about her and focus on Leena is really saying something. 

Leena’s spectacular form is barely contained inside of a tight, designer minidress with cut-outs around her middle, revealing the luscious tones of her midriff. Because it’s a sweater dress with sleeves, it looks more formal than it is—totally skintight to highlight the slender nature of her form, but the boat collar revealing the heavy mountains of her spectacular breasts and the microscopic hemline means her high-heeled Aphrodite form is on full display. 

Goddamn, I want her. I want to fuck her so bad. And now I know I can. 

Fuck.

I stop at the office door, taking in more of Leena and the restaurant. Gabrielle presses in tight on me, so proud of herself. Cocky. Confidant. Arrogant. God, I want to fuck her senseless when she’s like this. Rosaline somehow keeps me measured, whispering something in my ear that calms me, praising me for my discretion in the middle of this erotic madhouse. Nadine drops to her knees and licks my ankles; I’m well beyond trying to stop her.

Leena’s podium is layered down with more hexes per square-inch than anywhere else. They beam up and down like a pillar of light she’s standing inside of, constantly massaging and soaking into her skin. She’s constantly feeling like she’s looking at a mirror on a perfect hair day—constantly receiving the self-admiration of herself when she’s feeling her best. It escalates and exponentiates, only slightly dulling when she eventually cracks and is compelled to run to the bathroom and cum, which she does at the sink so she can see her gorgeous face when she does. 

Past her, I can see in the kitchen where more hexes ensure that the food is making itself. It’s being prepared with more precision and luster than ever before. Knives chop, spoons stir, meat sizzles, frying pans sauté all without a single actual person there. There’s an illusion set up that makes it look like a team of beautiful, blonde Gabrielle-clones is doing the work, each subtly different enough that they all look like sisters or cousins. 

If anyone tries to walk back there, they suddenly remember something they have to do somewhere else. Prepared plates float onto a bar, waiting under supernaturally enhanced warmers to keep the food at a perfect temperature. 

The food itself is plainly drugged—or plainly, I mean, to me. I can see the hexes and lingering sorcerous infusions layered in the drinks, entrées, and appetizers. 

When men eat it, they become uncontrollably horny and suggestible. The trio of busty, smiling, seductive waitresses take this opportunity to lead them to one of the five new ATMs and empty their pockets. 

Of course, the ATMs have been refilled daily since their new installation. 

That’s cash on hand, just for me.

Between the sorcerous preparation of the food and the inhuman efficacy of the transformed waitresses, despite being incredibly busy, there is no wait at the front. People arrive, are served, sucked dry, and sent out within about twenty minutes. Repeat customers—and that’s everyone, after a single dose of this place—don’t even bother ordering. If their cards are turned down at the ATM? They’re banned, magically, the hexes telling them to find something interesting at the button of the ocean unless they have something expensive they can sell for more cash like a car or house or boat.  

Unless, of course, they’re pretty girls. 

The pretty girls are given special meals to transform them like the ways the waitresses have been transformed, and pamphlets absolutely filthy with hex magic. 

The pamphlets are stored at the hostesses podium and I grab one out of curiosity. The words in English are the kind of weird, nothing, advertising language that you see from time to time. 

Discover an adventure that’s waiting just beyond the horizon...

Unlock your potential...

Become your own becoming!

That kind of stuff. In Gabrielle hex-code, of course, what’s written is dramatically different:

Your life is so incomplete without Him.

You can start worshiping greatness today on your own. 

All you have to do is cum and moan “Master” and the rest takes care of itself. 

Plus a few strategic pictures and disturbingly accurate drawn likenesses of my enlarged, monster cock. 

“Did I do it good, Master?” Gabrielle whispers in my ear, stroking my cock through my pants. “I love you so much. I need everyone to worship you. Did I do it right?”

Fuck. I really want to tell her off, but she did go above and beyond. I’m afraid, though, if I compliment her, she’ll take it as motivation to go fuck up something else. A library or a school or, I don’t know, a DMV.

“Good enough for now,” I say, giving her ass a gentle squeeze. “Shut up.”

From the way she fumes, I can tell she’s already brainstorming a dozen new spells to earn my gratitude again. That’s fine, so long as she’s not actively coercing me into fucking up the life of a new girl.

There’s only so long I can delay. I’m so fucking hard, and Leena is so terrifically gorgeous. I’m spurred on by more of Gabrielle’s whispering, Rosaline’s easy coos, but most of all the incredible knowledge that no matter what, my cock will end up inside of Leena’s tight virgin cunt today. 

Leaving them behind, I approach Leena with an easy, confident smile. As I do, Gabrielle and Rosaline walk through the restaurant, sharing predetermined orders with Nora, Alma, and Helga. Soon, everyone is filed out and the restaurant slowly dies down—though of course there are still illusory sounds of food being made in the kitchen and background white noise layered with hypnotically-laced suggestions. If anyone comes inside unexpectedly, they’ll fuck off when they remember their house is on fire. It’s not, really, but they’ll think it is.

Leena is looking at some of the people file out. A lust-soaked couple drops a few extra hundred dollars in her overstuffed tip jar. The sight of her from behind and to the side is extraordinary; every angle of her is artwork.

“Hey.” I run my hand down Leena’s back and grab her ass, spinning her to one side and then the other. “You look terrific.”

She simpers and giggles like she’s a school girl with a crush. Completely melting. I cannot describe well enough how arousing it is to grope a woman like her and have her treat me with such open, erotic attention as a result.

“Oh, really?” She tosses her hair. “It’s just something I threw on.”

Any other girl would be playing a little dumb, or playing down her effort. For Leena, she really did just throw it on, knowing she would look just as good no matter what she wore. 

“Just incredible,” I say. “Your latest boyfriend must be some kind of guy.”

She bites her lower lip. Her eyes get real big. 

“You know I don’t have any boyfriends, Robert.” Her voice becomes extremely small; it’s so fucking hot on a beauty this emphatically dramatic. “I’m saving myself for someone really special.”

I stroke her face with the back of my hand; she leans into it like a cat. Her hair is silky soft. 

“Gosh,” she says, clearly thrumming with arousal. “There’s just something about you today. I can’t put my finger on it.”

“Maybe it’s the seventy pounds of muscle I gained over the weekend?”

She laughs, regaining some of her usual confidence. “Oh hush. You’ve always been hot and built, right? I don’t know why I didn’t notice it before. I missed you.”

Her thinking there’s nothing out of the ordinary with my new appearance is of course due to the several dozen or hundred or however many runes that Gabrielle has been chanting all over my body for the past few days. 

Gabrielle and Rosaline return, nodding at me brightly. I didn’t think I would be relishing this so much, but I really am. I wanted to be better, more moral—I didn’t want to make Leena mine in this way. I think I could have been perfectly sated with just Gabrielle and Rosaline. 

But this is the only way forward if Nadine is going to survive. And I owe it to her, at least. 

“We have a proposal for you,” I tell Leena. “Would you come sit down with us?”

* * * * *
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WE SIT DOWN AT THE nicest booth in the place, near the front. The fading daylight streams in through the windows. I’m on one side, and Leena sits sandwiched between Rosaline and Gabrielle. Nadine, on the other end of the restaurant, is slowly cumming and coming, crawling inch by inch as she is hit by wave after wave of pleasure. 

I’ve got to act fast. I don’t think she’s going to last very long. Maybe I’ll be a bastard for doing this to Leena, but I’ve got to save Nadine. She’s innocent. 

Gabrielle and Rosaline both look at Leena with completely unrestrained lust. I notice for the first time that their outfits sort of match—all of them with these hot sleeved minidresses. Leena’s in dark, stony violet, Gabrielle’s in a hot white, and Rosaline’s in a sleepy bloody red. The heaving tits of Gabrielle, Rosaline, and Leena are mere inches from one another. Both blondes have rotated entirely in their seats, looking solely at the form of their dark coven mistress. 

“What’s this about?” Leena’s mood is friendly, upbeat, curious. “Are we doing an orgy?”

She laughs as if she made a terrific joke—and then stops when none of us do. A red flush crawls up her delectable neck and across her lower jawline. Her breasts heave, and as a result, my cock swells. 

“Are...are we doing an orgy?”

“Not exactly,” I say. “There’s a lot to explain.”

“Master,” says Rosaline, with eyes only for Leena. “I think I can do it best. May I, please?”

“Master?” Leena grins. “You guys are...together? I had no idea. I mean, good job Rosaline, he’s super hot, and...Master, huh? That’s what you’re into? What is—”

Rosaline strokes Leena’s hair. “Hush.”

Leena immediately relaxes and quiets. She smiles, looking suddenly a little high, still obviously confused. 

“Huh?”

“You just have to listen and hear us out, okay?” Rosaline is so calming. “It won’t take long. You can go right back to work when we’re done, all right?”

“Sure,” says Leena. “That sounds...great.” She smiles and looks right at Rosaline, her eyes widening. “You smell great.”

“Thank you, love. Now. You must have noticed we’re different.”

Leena smiles. “Have I? I mean, you’re friendlier, sure, but—”

“Hush for a moment.” Rosaline frowns at the air, the many thousands of surrounding hexes around Leena, around everything. “Gabrielle, I can’t make sense of all this. You’re the programmer. You decode it.”

Gabrielle happily agrees, reaching into the surrounding mess of sorcery and tugging out a few choice bits. I know what she’s doing, but if I was asked to recreate it, I don’t think I’d know where to begin. 

Yet. I can read it, but writing it all feels like it’s just beyond my grasp...

Finishing, Gabrielle nods to Rosaline. The hex work is a little less busy now.

“Okay.” Rosaline strokes Leena’s hair again. “You see now?” 

Leena’s eyes widen. She sits up straight in the booth, immediately squirming and trying to stand. Gabrielle and Rosaline both tug her down forcefully. 

“Why don’t you sit? We want you to.”

Leena gulps. Again, her tits heave, and again my cock swells. I unzip; the sound is distinct and audible. Some mouths attend me—I don’t know if it’s Nadine, Helga, Alma, Nora, or someone else. I don’t care. Leena is too fucking hot and being sucked off while I look at her is something I clearly, clearly deserve. 

“I d-don’t get this,” says Leena. “What’s happening?”

Gabrielle strokes her hair now. “Something lovely.”

“Something wonderful,” Rosaline promises.

“You’ve nothing to worry about, Mistress,” Gabrielle nods. “We promise. You least of all.”

“This is all for you, to be honest.”

“All for you...and all for Him.”

Leena’s eyes lock on me again, only this time she really sees me. Her luscious mouth parts open. I wish I could save that look forever—the realization, arousal, heat, and desperate fear and need all at once. The mouths on my cock moan in sudden orgasm when my precum shoots all over them. 

“She...” Leena swallows. “She...called you...Master...”

“Your life isn’t...quite...what you think it is, my love,” says Rosaline. “You’re much more important than you could possibly have realized.”

“We kept you from realizing it,” says Gabrielle. “We kept you from you. We had to. It was the only way to avoid detection.”

“I don’t...” Leena looks at me, hoping for help. I’ve none to give. This is still almost as new to me as it is to her.

Rosaline reaches her hand up Leena’s skirt. At first, Leena starts upward again, surprised and oppositional.

“Really, dear. Just relax. You’re going to want my fingers up there anyway. You already do.” Leena quivers and whimpers as Rosaline insists, trembling at her entry. “See? And this will be so much easier to take if you feel me there.”

Gabrielle’s whispering in her ear now, leaving the real talking to Rosaline. Calming Rosaline; Easing Rosaline. Rosaline that makes everything feel so secure, warm, and regular.

She wouldn’t have done anything like that to me, would she? 

No, of course not. She belongs to me. She’s assured me of that so many times.

“We are extremely powerful entities,” Rosaline says to Leena, fingering and explaining. “Blessed with some of the darkest, most malevolent, wicked desires and powers in the entirety of reality. So we’ve been kept under a very close watch. Incredibly powerful forces locked us away. We’ve had mortal and immortal aspects kept separate. Our immortal aspects have incredible power...but without our mortal aspects, in this realm, our power means very little. The mortal realm is the material realm. You understand?”

Leena listens intently, grinding her hips with Rosaline’s fingers. “W-what does this have to do with me?”

“You’re one of us, Leena. You’re the strongest of us. You were Master’s favorite. You’re the most beautiful. The most powerful. You run circles around Gabrielle’s hexes. You dwarf my influence and intelligence.”

“We want to bring you back to yourself,” whispers Gabrielle. “Merge your aspects together.”

“Put you in charge of us where you belong.”

“Give you back your immortal beauty and power.”

“Don’t you want that, Mistress?” Rosaline asks. “Don’t you want to be immortally beautiful and powerful?”

“Eternally young?”

“Eternally wealthy?”

“Eternally beautiful?”

“...yes.” Leena licks her lips, eyes darting between Rosaline and me. “Yes. Very much.”

“Do you want to know how you get that power?” Rosaline is fingering her so fast, so beautifully...

“Do you want us to tell you?” Gabrielle is practically humping her on one side.

“Do you want us to show you?”

Leena nods fervently. She needs it. Needs the power, the wealth, the beauty, the immortality. It’s all she really cares about. It makes me so fucking hard. 

Just as I shoot another load of precum, Gabrielle waves her fingers and the table disappears. I see my hot glaze spreading all over Nora and Alma’s faces. They’re hogging my cock between themselves, pushing Nadine and Helga back. 

Why—why—does it make me so fucking hard that they’re in particular bullying Nadine like that? 

God. 

I’m not that worried about the Nordic trio; I’ll change them back just like I do Nadine. 

Alma’s petite, pretty face rests on my cock sideways, sliding her tongue up and down and softly massaging my massive balls. 

I’ll probably change them back. Maybe. 

“It’s simple, really,” says Rosaline, guiding Leena’s face to the display between us. “You’ve already been thinking about it. Haven’t you?”

Gabrielle is so beautifully talented. Another finger wave, and Nadine and the Nordic trio are pushed to one side, leaving space for her and her alone. She strokes me, worshipful, and looks back over at Leena with an invitation in every movement. 

“Y...yes,” Leena nods. “I have.”

“Why don’t you say what you know, love?” says Rosaline. “Why don’t you tell us? It’s so simple. Why else would he be here?”

“It’s his cock,” she whispers. 

Gabrielle’s mouth slides over my thick cockhead. Her lips so talented and full. I cum right away, looking directly at Leena. The pleasure pulsing through me is nothing compared to what I’m going to have when I fuck my queen, my real love. I need Leena so fucking much. The flush that had crept over her neck now covers her entire body; her skin red with need and desire. Sweat beading all along her forehead. 

She wants me too. This beautiful creature; this image of perfection is dying with love and lust for me. She’s afraid of how badly she needs and wants me.

“Say it all the way,” Rosaline encourages her. “Say the words. ‘To become who I need to be...’”

“T-to become who I need to be, to become powerful, and beautiful, and young forever...”

“Say it.”

“...I need his cock.”

Leena cums at the admission, sinking down to the floor with Rosaline’s fingers still vigorously pumping inside her. She crawls forward, inch by inch, ass in the air so Rosaline can keep fucking her cunt easily from behind. Every little knee forward, or palm, she moans and cums again. The presence of my majestic cock pushing in on her brilliant, beautiful mind like a force field. 

“Shit,” she whimpers. Surrendering totally. “I need it. I need it so bad...”

I can’t resist either. I push Gabrielle to one side, sliding down to the floor, and take Leena away from Rosaline. I grab her by her thick, hot hair, pulling her in for a long, incredibly hot kiss. As our mouths meet, tongues lashing together, Candie and Gabrielle push in against us, moaning and chanting our names. 

Robert...Evangeline...Robert... Evangeline ...Robert...

They help her right away, lifting her up and repositioning her legs so that her sopping wet cunt drools on my abdomen. Clothes rip away like they were barely there in the first place; all my girls in mere decorative scraps and high, high heels to announce their position as fuckdolls for me. 

My cock hovers beneath Leena’s pulsating, gorgeous, virginal entrance. The cockhead pushing gently against her wet folds. She’s so eager and ready for me; she needs my cock. She loves my cock.

“Please, Robert?” Her plush lips slide all around mine. “I love you. I love you so much, please...”

“Call him Master,” says Rosaline. “That’s what he is.”

“Please...Master...” Leena’s tongue drags up my neck. “Please, Master. I need it. I need the power. I need it inside me. I need it to change me...”

I enter her—and everything changes. 

So much power, all at once, nearly makes me lose control and cum inside Leena right away. 

I feel so completely connected to her, to this restaurant, to Rosaline and Gabrielle, to everything. I’m in tune with all of it. All the power that thrums through this place begins and ends with me. 

My cock is my gift. I fuck Leena brilliantly with it, pushing her down on the floor with Gabrielle and Rosaline hugging us both tight. They chant and moan, casting spell after spell. Something enormous is happening, waiting for me to cum inside my bride, my queen, my Evangeline. 

The feelings I had for Gabrielle or Rosaline are so small compared to this; this is completeness. Totality. Fucking Leena is everything. I fall into her eyes—and see her fall into mine. The immaterial joining with the material; Leena becoming my Evangeline. My Avenging Angel, my Succubus Queen. 

And I can see, from just one look of her complete self, that she loves me totally. 

There is no judgment. No resentment. No questions of why I took so long or expectation of more. She wants everything I am, no more and no less. And every thrust of my massive cock inside her drives her to greater heights of delicious, cum-baked loving lust for me and me alone. 

She would make the universe weep with her beauty; instead, she belongs solely to my cock and my will. I’ve never felt so powerful in my life.

But it’s not done. I need to cum inside her.

I need it. God. I need to knock her the fuck up. 

Something—something annoying and wriggling in the back of my brain—tries to tell me to stop. This is wrong. This isn’t what I wanted. I didn’t even want one slave. This will all go wrong—

“Please, Master?” Her voice is so complete in its softness. “Cum in me, please? I love you. I love you. Please cum in me, cum in me now!”

I’m lost. I unload inside her.

And everything that just changed changes again.

* * * * *
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SEVERAL HOURS LATER, I’m still fucking Evangeline. 

We can’t be stopped. The restaurant has been rebuilt several times now by necessity, because we keep tearing through wall after wall, bench after bench. The density of the magic and force inside us means that most surfaces can’t hold us unless they’re magically equipped to do so. 

I can feel the full dynamic of my power now. Gabrielle’s hex codes—previously so strange and hard to see and read—seem like the day project of a 1st grader to me now. Simple. Written by someone who, compared to me, is a simpleton.

Wrapped around my body now, she continues to try to mumble out hexes, but I’ve written one myself sub-audibly and wrapped it around her mouth. Every new hex she writes just gets decoded and transformed into a new orgasm. It’ll wear off in a few years. 

Meanwhile, Rosaline’s attempts to calm and influence me are like twine-wrapped bark trying to hold back a bursting dam. She leans and presses on me, leaking milk from her mommy-heavy tits. Every time she attempts her influence, her brain dulls a little. Nothing permanent, but it makes her more bimbo-ish with every try; I’ll let her get her brains back in a few months or so. 

But Evangeline...

Evangeline is my match in power, in intelligence, in magnetism. I can’t stop myself. I can’t concentrate on anything else. Fucking her, impregnating her, cumming in her for six hours straight and I’m still hard and so in love. 

“You’re so beautiful,” I groan. We’re fucking in a corner of the restaurant. I love corners; I love a soft warm light over them and trapping a girl there under my force. “So fucking hot, fuck.”

“I know,” she smiles, orgasming wildly, cunt throbbing around my massive godcock, encouraging another round of heated, darkness-powered seed splashing into her womb. “It’s just for you, Master.”

“Who the fuck...” I bite her jaw. “Who the fuck would ever try to lock you away. Holy shit. Who would do that to themselves?”

All three of my girls giggle, like I’ve said something hilarious. 

“What?”

“Oh...” Evangeline smirks. “Haven’t you figured it out, darling?”

She’s saying it like it’s so obvious. Is it obvious? I’ve been distracted by the thrills of eager, blistering-hot pussy for days.

“That force?” she continues. “That power that tried to keep us under wraps? It was you, Master.”

Oh. 

The realization hits me like a load of bricks dropping deep from my chest all the way to my toes and back again. 

Oh, fuck. 

This is finally what gets me to pull out from Evangeline. None of the succubi seem perturbed by this at all. They each wrap their hands around my shaft—plenty of room, given the slightness of their fingers and the girth of my member—and whisper and adore me as normal. 

Evangeline wraps one arm around my neck. “You were the only one powerful enough to keep us under check. You had this big plan, all these noble thoughts about humanity and how you wanted to protect them from an eternity of service and orgasms and slavery and pleasure. You couldn’t end your eternity, but you could hex yourself into an eternal loop of reincarnation as someone pretty...normal.” She practically spits the last word.

“You knew we would harvest every last spark of their lust if you let us loose,” says Gabrielle.

“You knew you’d like it...that you’d cheer us on,” says Rosaline. “Because we make it hot.”

“We make everything so fucking hot.” Gabrielle giggles.

“You thought maybe a few millennia in our little prisons would make us better.” Rosaline’s voice is tinged with the same kind of orgasmic madness I heard from Nadine. I’ve really been fucking with her head. “That maybe living like humans would teach us to be good girls.”

Gabrielle’s sapphire eyes blaze in the dim light. “It only made us worse.” 

“I want to watch it all serve you,” Evangeline moans in my ear, stroking me urgently. “Every inch of this universe. Every hot woman. Every aching sexy virgin. Don’t you?”

Oh fuck. Oh man. Oh shit. 

What they’re saying is true. Every last bit of it. I can recall now, thanks to the power they’ve unleashed, lifetimes of mediocrity that I’ve suffered through. One assault of normalcy after another, mostly celibate because it’s so hard to control the magic that my lust creates. One loveless partnership after another. One life without intimacy after another.

And now—finally, finally—three urgently hot cunts promising me eternal love and need and lust if I just accept them for who they are: wicked, cruel succubi who would love to see the world burn just to make my cock hard. 

“You can always send us back,” says Evangeline, nuzzling into my arms. “You have the power.”

“Maybe a few more thousand years will make us good girls when the last few thousand didn’t,” says Rosaline.

“Maybe,” Gabrielle giggles, “we’ll stop being murderously hot good girl immortal succubi fuckslaves for you who just want to enslave every last mortal soul so that You can be our God and Master forever. Maybe.”

“But probably...we’ll just scheme a way to get out again,” says Evangeline. “It is what we do.”

All three girls continue to kiss and plead and beg, each one confident in their victory. They have such good reason to be. It’s only now, my arms wrapped around Evangeline—who loves me so totally—that I understand how lonely I have been. Not just for this life, but for every life. 

Evangeline is my love. Am I supposed to give that up for a world coming apart at the seams anyway? 

The girls all giggle. Nadine crawls up before us, summoned by Gabrielle’s hexes. Her face lit up by a trail of runes circling around her eyes like a low-hanging crown. 

I’m being dared by my succubus slaves. Challenged. They know the power I possess now; they know I can turn it all around. 

I can save Nadine. I can release her from service to me entirely. I’ve got the power...and I can do whatever I want with it. 

“Show us, Master?” Evangeline whispers in my ear. “Show us what you really want. Do you want to banish us? Or do you want an eternity of darkness, pleasure, and delight?”

Life can return to normal for me—for everyone. Or, from my own selfishness, my need to be worshiped, my lust for the perfection that is Evangeline, I can damn every soul but my own.

Evangeline, Gabrielle, and Rosaline guide my hand and put it on Nadine’s forehead. The magic that binds her is so pathetically facile to me now. It’s nothing to remove it, to give her everything back that she once had. I could even keep her in the gorgeous form that I gave her and give her a life as a Hollywood starlet or more.

I close my eyes, feeling Evangeline’s hand on my cock and her lips on my ear. The hand and lips I’ve wanted for so long.

Life—real life pulses back into Nadine. I open my eyes, pushing my head into Evangeline’s. She’s just so fucking hot. 

Nadine, still kneeling, opens her eyes too, now sparkling and blue, just like the other succubi. She’s one of them now—voracious, eternal, beautiful, and powerful. 

Alma, Helga, and Nora will be right behind her.

“Hello, Master.” She licks her lips. “I’m so lucky to be in your harem. How may I serve you?”

I have a lot of ideas about that.

# # #
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NADIA NIGHTSIDE HAS a Patreon! Access bonus content, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

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

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

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

What's next?

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

Trophy Wife Initiative – Good Girl

The stunning young Emilia returns home to swindle her father, but soon, her mind is swimming in lust for her Daddy and his hot new trophy wife!

Succubus Harem – The Innocent

Robert’s new succubus girlfriend won’t stop urging him to take on more slaves and new succubi girlfriends to be his servants just like her! He’s a good man, trying to be moral, but she’s making his cock so hard all the time...can he resist?

Trophy Wife Initiative – New Model

He’s fully prepared to turn away the new wife the government sends him in their new breeding program...until she arrives and is a total knockout! To make things worse, she’s subservient, loyal, and eager to please—everything his old wife isn’t

Succubus Harem – The Witch

Robert is visited by a gorgeous supernatural being who swears she is completely in love with him, begs to be his sexual servant, and promises she is the herald of an entire harem of demonic loveslaves!

Bully Worship – Obeying the Billionaire

Her billionaire Master and Mistress get whatever they want—evil mind controllers, they’re sadistic, cruel, and erotic beyond measure. But what she really wants is someone to share her service with...is her owners’ latest target the one who could be her best friend in sexual slavery?

Bimbo Packages – Female Designs

Two women can’t resist the allure of mysterious packages full of bimbofying clothing, seducing each other and then devoting themselves to the service of one unhappy husband!

Bully Worship – Obeying the King

Everyone in the Kingdom thinks that the Queen—glorious, beautiful, and ethereal—is kind and noble. Everyone in the Kingdom is wrong; she loves her tyrant Husband’s evil ways, and gleefully helps him gather new virgins for his harem and cheers him on during wicked acts.

Bimbo Packages – Taboo Snacks

Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!

Bully Worship – Obeying the Jock

Heather worships the ground her jock bully boyfriend walks on. She loves the way he humiliates and terrorizes everyone in their lives except for her. When she finds out a nerd with a crush on her has created the perfect mind control device, she sees the perfect opportunity to prove her devotion to her stud god forever!

The Bimbo Fix – His Home Life

Everywhere Stephen goes, beautiful women are begging to be his eternal fuckslaves. He wants to oblige them, but he knows it’s wrong—and he also knows the source of the problem is somewhere at his home with the two gorgeous women who started it all...

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

Kinky Desires – A Bundle

This sexy bundle features nothing but the sexiest, kinkiest fetishes you can imagine! Twenty stories of erotic taboos and delights featured!

Homewrecking Dreams

This hot collection features TWENTY amazing tales of gorgeous women seducing the men they want away from ungrateful wives. These tales are all about appreciating masculine strength and virility from hungry babes desperate to treat men like kings!

Office Desires

In this jam-packed bundle, experience TWENTY stories of exhibitionist lust full of ruts, hot mind control, and more as alpha males and fertile goddesses get it on in the office!

Bimbo Beach – The Bundle

The Spiral Sun Resort features beaches full of beautiful, obedient babes, and an alpha-male owner who is able to turn all guests into his obedient, erotic slaves...

Taboo Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of household erotica, when forbidden desires go a “step” too far!

The Bimbo Fix Bundle 

A man wakes up with his estranged wife and adopted barely legal daughter slurping on his cock—and it only gets hotter and wilder from there as he tries to figure out why! 

Gang Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing tales of hard-bodied studs giving their hot loads to aching, needy barely legal babes—sometimes in huge gang bangs!

Overflowing Desires – A Bundle

Love big, delicious, erotic tits full of milk that spreads everywhere during and in-between hot worshipful sex? This is the bundle for you. 

Just 18 Desires

A bundle full of eighteen delicious stories featuring barely legal virgins bowing down to the alpha male they’ve always needed—whether they knew it or not!

Fertile Desires – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of Nadia Nightside’s thrilling tales featuring hard, passionate ruts between stacked ladies and well-hung hunks!

Harem Dreams – A Bundle

This amazing collection of stories features TWENTY tales of scintillating, sexy harem-filled adventures for the alpha studs and lucky guys owning several hot women at once. 

Cult of Lust – A Bundle

THREE amazing stories following the women caught under the thrall of the ultimate alpha hunk, who can transform reality at a whim!

Alpha Male Dreams—A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of brilliant super hunks taking who they want, how they want, when they want. They don’t take “no” for an answer and women drop to their knees to serve their every ultra-muscled need. 

Virtual Meeting – The Series

This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.

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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        Frederick wants to be a loving, compassionate husband for his wife Joan even though she's never been able to bear his heirs. But, the new Party took power and assigned each home a new Trophy Wife, canceling Frederick's old marriage to encourage him to breed.These Trophy Wives are gorgeous. They're obedient. They're seductive, sensuous, and sensational. They love the Party, and they want their man to love it too. To foster this love, they're totally obsessed with giving their new husbands all the pleasure they deserve. If Frederick can hold off from rutting with his new wife Ingrid for a few days, he can have the unwanted marriage rescinded. But Ingrid is a Trophy Wife par excellence, and Frederick has been SO sexually frustrated with Joan…
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            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:


http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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