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Succubus Harem – The Witch

Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, polls, 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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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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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!
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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! 
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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!
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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.
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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. 
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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.




This gorgeous blonde is working my cock like a pro; better than a pro. The lights are off and the restaurant is closed, and she’s servicing me in ways that would put porn stars to shame. 

I’ve never seen someone so in love with a cock. Her lips, so full and fuckable and glistening wet, slide up and down the surface while she maintains full eye contact with me the whole time, promising me with her gaze a thousand lifetimes of endless lustful love. Her body clings to mine, as if the tantalizing inches of her gorgeous curves can’t stand to be away from my flesh. 

She used to be my co-worker. But now she’s my sex slave. 

How the fuck did this happen?

* * * * *
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I’M TIRED, HUNGRY, emotionally fried, and due for about four hours of binge-eating ice cream and napping before falling into a deep coma-like sleep for nearly seventy hours. My legs feel like rubber bands holding up the dumbbells of my feet. I can’t even tell you how many times tonight some customer at a table has asked if I was okay—I know the circles under my eyes tell a story of sleepless nights, and the fraying beard I haven’t been able to shave doesn’t help matters.

The name of the restaurant is Bellissima’s. It’s about two hours past the end of my normal shift, but once again I’ve let the manipulative, painfully hot female members of my staff rope me into working more hours than I should or want. I’m closing for the fifth time this week.

I don’t know that I have a choice; the owner Rose is going to sell this place, and if I can’t keep it running and profitable then she’s going to turn it over to someone who isn’t me. I’ve been saving to buy up my own restaurant for years now—I’ve sacrificed everything for it. A relationship, an education, friends—it all fell to one side in my single-minded quest to own this place by buying it out from Rose. 

I’ve been working since before noon, and it’s ten o’clock now. Closing time. There’s just old man Balboa at his normal window spot—I have tried so many times to get him a new seat so I can put someone young and healthy-looking there to draw in customers, to no avail—and the woman in the corner who has been waiting for over an hour for someone to serve her. 

We keep a small kitchen staff, a small waiting staff. The restaurant itself is small and stylish, with narrow lanes between tables. The kind of place where people are supposed to overhear each other and join in on conversations. Chandeliers hang over most every table emitting dim light; high-backed chairs that are a pain in the ass to put up so we can sweep at night wait, patiently, for me to put them up at every table. 

We’ve got an expensive menu, catered for dating young adults and adults who want to feel younger, and was built on what used to be a cafe. There’s street traffic, and when business was booming, we had a long reservation list. Not anymore. 

Most of our business now comes from young men who want to ogle at our waitresses—and I don’t blame them, they’re all stunning, like a fleet of Nordic-blooded Valkyries (they fight eternally against lifting a finger to do their jobs)—but who haven’t learned yet that none of them will put out. 

I don’t know, maybe they don’t mind the girls won’t sleep with them. Some people just like giving their money away to pretty things.

I approach Leena, our hostess and sometimes-waitress, and maybe the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in person. She’s idling through selfies on her phone, admiring her face from different angles. There’s a lot to admire. She’s wearing a tight tartan mini-skirt that’s far too daring for a waitress or hostess job and a pale pink blouse that looks like it might pop open from any moment due to the pressing, insistent gravity of her heavy breasts. 

Her marble-white skin is stunningly clear of any blemishes; she has several thousand insta followers from posting her skin-care routine. Of course I know this because I’m one of them; I don’t use an account with my real name, but I doubt I’d be fooling her if I said I hadn’t seen her in dozens of revealing, cock-hardening bikini shots.

“What’s the story with the woman in the back?” I ask.

She doesn’t look up from her phone. “What woman?” 

“That one,” I point. “Which one do you think?”

She still doesn’t look, turning on her camera now to tilt her chin erotically and suggestively. Christ, she’s a bombshell. 

“She’s waiting for you to wait on her, I guess?”

“Right. I’ve been doing all the other tables. You couldn’t help?”

Leena looks at me like I’m crazy. “I’ve been hostessing, Robert.”

She gave me a look—perfect eyebrows arching—that said, What else do you think I’m going to do? 

The girl wasn’t lazy; she just knew she had me in a corner and got mad tips for just standing pretty at the front no matter what she did. Honestly, if it wasn’t so fucking frustrating to work alongside, I’d respect the hustle. 

For one reason or another, most of the girls here are hustling me. Nora, with legs longer than most Russian novels, turns on her smile and her bright blue eyes whenever she needs a day off. 

Alma, with an ass that I can hardly comprehend it’s so bountifully and bouncifully perfect, pretends to flirt with me when she wants extra hours for more tables and tips. 

Helga, who barely speaks English, with the tightest midsection I’ve ever seen (and she’s always wearing tiny midriff-baring tops to show it off), constantly flashes her cleavage to help me “ignore” her extended bathroom breaks. 

They’re all blondes, all gorgeous, and they all use me like a battery. Ready to fish out of a drawer and recharge whatever they need at any given moment while they’re here. 

Of course, the worst one is Rose Ramsey, my boss, who has led me on the merry chase to owning this place for years now. 

Earlier today, in her office in the back—which should be my office as she’s practically never here anyway—she gave me the low-down on the sale of the restaurant to me. 

“Look, we’re very close,” she had said. “I just need to have this quarter’s numbers, coming at the end of the month. Then I should be able to sell in good conscience.”

Good conscience has nothing to do with it. She wants to be able to maximize her profit from the sale, that’s all, which she’ll be able to do if the quarter’s numbers are up from the last. Ever notice how people with money dress up all their decisions that make them more money in clothes of morality?

Rose is blond, too, and smoking hot. She inherited this place from her rich-ass family, and has shown about as much interest in it as she has a yacht on the other coast or a collection of modern art stuck in a bunker somewhere. It’s distant; it’s remote. 

She’s always reminded me of a femme fatale from old black-and-white movies, maybe because I have the distinct feeling she’ll be the death of me. Her hair is always done up in that thick, voluminous style with a heavy middle-part, and she wears tight, fashionable long skirts and clingy jackets and silk blouses. 

I think her outfit today is from Yves Saint Laurent; it’s the kind of well-made that’s supposed to shout You can’t fucking afford to go out with me. 

“I’ve got the money lined up,” I said. “I’ve had it for a while. And you told me this last quarter, too.”

I saw her restrain herself from rolling her eyes. They’re sparkling ice blue and easy to fall inside of. 

“You’re right.” She offered me a curt smile. “But the situation changed. The economy, you know...what a downturn! No one could have predicted—”

“I just want you to stop jerking me around. I’ve put the time in. This place will be in good hands. You’ll get your percentage. You don’t even want to be here. Why not sell it?”

She set her jaw. She hates it when people talk back to her, especially men. Maybe that’s why I did it.

“Sentimentality, I suppose.” Her fingers float over the opening of her jacket, her blouse. Her bust is exquisite. “You wouldn’t hold a grudge at a girl for just wanting to feel safe, would you, Robert?” 

Ugh. 

I let the matter drop, like I always do. A good dose of shame to start the day. 

No matter how hard I wanted to, I just can’t argue with her—or any of the girls—when they turn on the charm. They’re just too fucking hot. I don’t know what I did to deserve this bizarre hell—surrounded by gorgeous women who are happy to manipulate me but seem to truly detest me—but it must have been bad. 

And that brings us back to Leena—who does as little as possible to hide her derision from me, behind a façade of sweetness that is intentionally designed to appear fragile, so she knows I know she could drop it at any time. 

“I’ve just been really working super hard today,” says Leena. “Are you sure you can’t help me out?”

I might be doing as little as her if all I wanted was a paycheck, but I want to own this place one day and that means I’ve got to work to keep it in business. Leena knows this—all the girls here knew this—because the “real” boss, Rose, makes sure they know. 

All co-workers know a lot about each other. Even so, I feel like we all know more than most. They know all about my drama with Rose, and the thing is—and I sort of hate this—I seem to know all about the love lives of these beautiful young women. 

One way or the other, they’re almost always complaining in my earshot about how none of the men in their lives measure up. It honestly seems to torment them a little, to the point where I’ve often wondered if they were trying to send me signals of romantic interest. But, whenever I’m talking to them, there’s nothing to signal the least bit of attraction. It’s this weird combination of patronizing distance and sororital affectation that I haven’t been able to wrap my head around. 

I try to tell myself, it doesn’t matter—we’re all just workers trying to make a wage and get on with our lives. But I know other places pay more than us, and yet these beauties are just staying here like they’re tied to the place.

There’s something special about this restaurant, that’s all. It’s why I’m obsessed with it, isn’t it? Why Rose won’t sell. There’s something in the air, something we want to be a part of here. We all know it’s coming; knowing what it is seems secondary to feeling it and knowing it is on the way. 

And, of course, I assume it’s going to arrive when I’m finally in charge of it like I should be. Rose, if it weren’t for me, would be running this place into the fucking ground. 

The only time Leena gets off her figurative behind—which is literally unreal in the absolute magnificence of its sultry tight structure in the tight skirts she wears—and does a little waitress work is for tables of guys. They would shower her in tips. She looks at me now, tossing her hair back to one side and running her hands through its lustrous, dark surface. 

God, she’s hot.

“You can take care of whoever it is, right?” She looks in the woman’s direction. “You said it was a girl? You know I don’t do girl tables. Please?”

She gave me her best little-girl eyes. I’m old enough to be her dad and of course I fall for it. I’ve seen her talk with boyfriends she’s dumped, losers who try to buy back her time, and the bitchiness readings when she’s around them are positively nuclear. She might be pretending to be nice to me, but at least she’s not actively being awful. 

I sigh. “Fine. Would you help Balboa out, then?”

“He tipped me when he came in.”

“He orders the same thing every night and says it’s the first time he’s ever had it. From the way he dresses and tips, I’d bet he’s sitting on a mountain of disposable income. I guarantee you, Leena, you can be milking him for way more.”

Something wicked and deeply hot lit up in her bright eyes, a money-hungry lasciviousness that I’m dying to be able to feed, if only I had the money ready. She’s young enough to not realize how happy any well-off man would be to just facilitate her greed. Like everything else, greed looks stunning on her.

“Great!” She twirls and starts strutting toward her prey. “You’re all right, Robert. I don’t care what Rose says about you.”

I’d like to get home before midnight, so I don’t stop and ruminate on what that means, though of course it sets alarm bells ringing. 

On my way to the woman in the back—who still is just quiet, waiting under a dark hood of some kind—Brie pulls me aside. 

“I’m shutting it down.”

She means the kitchen, of course. 

Brie is a terribly pretty young blonde (I know, another one) who would be even prettier—though she would draw-and-quarter me for saying it—if she smiled more. I don’t say that kind of thing because I happen to like my guts in my body and staying in one piece, and also because, fuck it, I don’t smile much at work either. 

But her facial features are so outrageously sexy—plump lips, cosmically perfect nose, elegant cheek bones—that it’s usually all I can think when I see her for at least several seconds. It would be nuts to me that she isn’t married to some wealthy, hung dude, except I know she’s a confirmed lesbian. 

And you know what? That’s still nuts; don’t lesbians marry on the second date? She dates a new girl a week, practically, but never seems happy with them. 

Tonight, she’s wearing a tight white blouse and a pair of athletic yoga tights that really show the curvature of her ass. It’s not our standard uniform, but I stopped trying to enforce that when all the girls just complained to Rose that I was being sexist. Bizarrely, they all only dress even sexier than the requisite black pants or skirt and long-sleeved button-up top. 

“Come on.” I point to the woman waiting in the back. “Let me at least see what she wants to order.”

Brie looks back. “I don’t see anybody.”

“Don’t be like that. Come on. We’ve got a customer, we should just do our job. She’s been waiting for an hour.”

“And she’s still here? She should take a hint.”

“We should take an order,” I hiss, “that’s how we get paid.”

Brie crosses her arms. There is a stark familiarity between us even though we’re not friends; the best way I can describe it is kind of how you can immediately talk to a cousin you haven’t seen for ten years like you were just picking up a conversation you set down ten minutes ago. 

It’s a good thing she’s not especially busty, or I’d probably made a fool of myself several times over by making passes at her, even though I know she’s not into guys. I’m a sucker for big breasts. 

The only reason I haven’t ever asked Leena out is because I don’t think I’ve ever seen her not with a boyfriend of some kind. 

Well, that, and that she would laugh in my face, somewhere in and out of asking me how much money was in my bank account. 

The truth is, I have an awful lot saved up—but it’s for this restaurant, and nothing else. 

“Tell her we can do salads and sandwiches and soups,” Brie says finally. “Everything else is out. All right? And I’m going to start cleaning. I’ve got to get home, Robert.”

“Fine. Sure. Just stick around long enough so that I can get her food.”

She nods and her lips hint at a smile. “You’re all right, Robert. Even with all that stuff Rose says about you.”

Goddammit.

* * * * *
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FINALLY I APPROACH the woman at the end of the restaurant. The lights flicker as I get closer, and something about her dark visage draws me in. I can’t quite make out any part of her distinctly; the cloak she’s wearing makes it hard. Who wears a cloak? 

The air as I approach tastes funny in my mouth, like something is burning—but something that I want to burn. Like charbroiled meat, maybe; something that tasted much better when it had those grill marks.

The closer I get, the more I see I was wrong—she’s not wearing a cloak at all—but a large blood-red hat. The kind that femme fatales would wear in movies. The kind that—and I’m not proud—I’ve thought about femme fatale-prototype Rose wearing in late-night, need-to-cum-fast-and-hard jerk-off fantasies. 

And she’s not in the darkness, not even remotely—if anything, there’s a spotlight on her, and god, what a her there is to spotlight. 

She’s stunning. Long, disastrously long, sensually long, painfully long legs tied up in a tiny red sleeveless dress that fits so tight and skimpy it’s like lingerie. Enormous, perky, heaving breasts, shoved together and up by the tight red fabric of her dress, exposing her delectable collarbones. Her face is pure sin, seemingly designed to provoke hard, unstoppable desires to hold her down and kiss her until she’s moaning in my mouth. She looks up at me with open eagerness at my arrival, plush lips parting in surprise and delight. 

“I’m sorry you had to wait so long,” I say by way of apology. “Our hostess doesn’t always have the best manners.”

“It’s quite all right.” Her eyes smolder from under her hat. “I don’t mind at all. I’ve waited such a long time for you anyway, a few extra minutes here or there don’t matter much.”

Her eyes almost seem green one moment, then yellow, then orange. Flickering like flames. She looks almost like Brie, but that’s an insult to the beauty before me. Brie is cute and sexy, this woman is sex incarnate. 

They share deeply similar facial features, but everything about her is exaggerated and refined, like she had spent three hours in a glam studio getting ready for this exact meeting—but still looking effortless enough to let me know that very much did not happen. It was all just easy for her. 

“Won’t you sit down with me?” she asks. “I’ve been waiting so long. It would make me feel so delighted to sit with a man, a real man, like you.”

“Un...unh?”

I have a hard time putting together words, putting together thoughts. Jesus fiery fuck, this woman is gorgeous. I turn, by way of protesting, pointing at the restaurant—but everyone’s gone. Leena’s outside with Balboa, holding her purse and ready to leave. He hands her a small stack of bills and then another when she pouts. 

Fuck, she really knows how to work. 

“They’re all leaving,” says the woman. “It’s just you and me. I’ll make you so comfortable. Please, won’t you sit?”

I try to think about Brie in the kitchen, how she might come back, but then my eyes wander up and down this beauty’s body again. Her hand out, gloved and elegant, dainty, eager to bring me down with her. 

It doesn’t feel like there’s much of a choice. 

The second I sit, she wraps herself around me, sliding her leg over my thigh and pushing her heavy tits onto my arm. Pawing and crawling on me like a lovestruck teenager. 

“I’m so sorry,” she says, her voice so sultry and small. “I thought I could control myself. I really and truly did. That’s why they sent me—I was the one least in love with you already. B-but...now you’re here, and I can smell you, feel you...oh my god. Can you feel it too?”

Her gloved hand slid across my cock and somehow—as if by magic—I’m already unzipped and my shaft slips into her capable, stroking hands. 

“What is this?” I ask. I feel drugged. How long have I been sitting here? It feels like hours somehow. “Who are you?”

“I’m Gabrielle. I’m the scout,” she says, as if that explains everything. “Though I’m also our best at witchcraft. We had to make sure you were the real deal. Mistress was so certain you were; she’s had dreams about you for ages and ages, but the rest of us were so skeptical.”

She starts kissing my neck, my chin, my lips. I get lost in the moment; this is confusing, confused, confounding. I don’t care. She kisses me back hard, kissing me like I’m the only crush she’s ever had and like she’s had it for years, like I’m the rock star she’s been practicing for with pillows for the past six months. I’ve never had a kiss like this. I lose myself in it, sliding my tongue over hers, her red lips pressed hard against mine. I stop and suck at her lips, squeezing her tits roughly, grabbing her this way and that as she continues to stroke my hard, straining, precum-streaming cock. 

“Please be real?” she whimpers. 

My hand slides up to her ass, squeezing tight. It’s even tighter than Leena’s somehow. How is someone this gorgeous and stacked this tiny? Her waist can’t be wider than twenty inches. I think my hands could wrap around it entirely. 

“I need you so bad.” Feverish whispers. “We all do. I’ve needed you my whole life. I need to be yours, oh fuck, oh f-fuck...”

All of a sudden she’s cumming, pushing her greedy lips against my neck and chin and face, whimpering and crying a little, stroking me even more soulfully than before. Somehow, even with her gloves on, the stroking is soft and perfectly frictionless, especially as my juices build up on her glove. 

“F-fuck!” she groans, her body convulsing with pleasure. My cock, straining, pulses inside her tight, soft grip. “Please? Please be real. You’re our savior. You’re our god. You don’t understand. Oh god, you must think I’m crazy, but I need you, I need to taste it, please?”

She means my cock—and the cum that I’m about to shoot all over this fucking restaurant. Of course I nod yes—and right away she slides her lips over my turgid cock head, down my brilliantly hard shaft, making out with my cock in a loving display that almost makes me oddly jealous. 

I can’t last long. I’ve been without a girlfriend for over a year and even she was never much for sucking cock. In fact, all my girlfriends have been distant and reserved and prudish—I have the worst luck. 

Or I did? This girl certainly seems to want everything about me and the kind of attention she’s lavishing on me makes me think I must have paid her millions.

Her lips work up and down my heavy cock, enveloping me withing her warm, soft, wet mouth. She’s sucking me all the way down, my length pushing against the back of her throat. She starts humming, and then she’s clearly cumming, and she swallows—bringing the flesh of her throat to close in beautifully on my ultra-sensitive cockhead. 

I explode, and Gabrielle moans, sucking me down with relish. I can’t remember ever cumming so much—and even so she swallows every drop. Not a single bit gets on her elegant outfit; she looks ready to hang on my arm at some gala. 

I can’t believe this. I can’t believe—after this day, this week, this fucking decade—this beautiful girl just showed up and begged me to let her suck my cock like this. Who is she? And more importantly, how fucking soon can I marry her?

The pleasurable after-thoughts only last a few moments before we’re interrupted, however, and reality comes crashing back down. 

“Robert?” 

I whip my head over to see Brie, jaw-dropped. 

“What the fuck is happening?” She has her hands on her hips. 

“Sorry, I...”

I try to explain. I’m just having the most passionate, intense makeout-blowjob session of my life with this utterly gorgeous woman, and it was very spontaneous, but very consensual, and please let me just go home with her—but Gabrielle is gone. Disappeared. 

* * * * *
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THERE’S NO EVIDENCE of Gabrielle whatsoever. I look around, startled, pulling the seat cushions this way and that. My cum is everywhere—pretty much the biggest load I’ve ever shot—and it’s sliding down the bottom of the table and all over my pants and shoes. 

“What the fuck is happening?” I ask, flabbergasted.

“I’m ahead of you there,” said Brie. 

She turns around and lets me put my pants back on. She turns around when I do, and then blanches when she sees the massive mess still all over me and the table. 

“Oh my god,” she grimaces. “This is gross. You’re so gross. When did you get so gross?”

“No, you don’t understand,” I say. “There was this girl. She looks a lot like you, actually, and, her name is even Gabrielle, a-and—”

“Oh my god, you’re jerking off to me?” she starts walking away. “I quit. Or you’re fired. Or something. This is done. Holy shit.’

She walks off, and I’m left feeling dumbfounded. What happened? Where was Gabrielle? Why did she look so much like Brie? What the hell happened? 

More of my cum drips from the table down to the floor. There’s so much of it.

Oh god, what the hell happened? I—I must have lost my mind somehow, starting jerking off in the corner after work? Why would I do that? I mean sure, jesus, Brie and Leena were both truly hot, but that was no excuse. What had I been thinking?

I stand there for a few minutes, just babbling to myself, half-sentences.

“I must have...no...but then...how did...who...?”

It felt so real. I had been so convinced. 

Brie comes out from the back one more time, holding her back and glaring holes into my skull. She opens her mouth to say something, stops, shakes herself, almost says something again, and walks out. 

As soon as she’s out the door, gloved hands slides across my shoulders and then my chest.

“She’s so pretty,” says Gabrielle. “Do you want her?”

“Holy fuck!”

I jump a good three feet straight up and dash to one side, hands up. 

“Where did you go? What the fuck happened?”

Gabrielle is staring out at the parking lot at Brie—who is now screaming obscenities and kicking the gravel as she waits for her ride share. It starts to rain, and pretty hard too, and soon enough she’s soaked and even more pissed off. Rain drops plaster her short hair to her face and forehead. Her tits are easily visible through her white top.

“I think you want her,” says Gabrielle. “She looks just like me...and you want me, don’t you, darling?”

And then moments later, she steps outside—by which I mean—she just appears outside. She takes one step right in front of me in between the many rows of tables and chairs—and in the next step she’s outside. 

I stand up, jaw agape, as Gabrielle approaches Brie. I can see in the bright lights of the parking lot how completely similar the two of them look. The only difference is Gabrielle’s elegant outfit and her body, which is sexier in all the ways that matter: tighter, taller, bustier, more thick blond hair to run my fingers through. 

But they are similar—too similar to even be sisters. It’s like they’re the same person, just Gabrielle is enhanced somehow.

Gabrielle walks this way and that around Brie, smiling. Putting on a show because she knows I’m watching. Brie doesn’t seem to have any awareness she’s there. It’s like I’m the only one, somehow, who can see Gabrielle at all. She winks at me and does a standing back handspring that takes her more than fifteen seconds to complete—moving s l o o o o o w to show off her insane musculature. 

For me. This is all for me.

Showing off like that. All for me. 

Why does this woman—this...ghost? This witch? What is she?—why does she love me like this? Because it is love—unrestrained, unadulterated, unstoppable love. I can see it in her face, hear it in her voice. She’s utterly infatuated.  

Christ, I’m hard again. How am I hard again? I just came all over the fucking restaurant. 

But I am hard, the hardest I’ve been in my whole life. My cock pushes intently against my pants, straining, groaning at every movement Gabrielle makes around the unsuspecting Brie. 

To just affirm I’m not losing my mind, I rush behind the desk at the front of the restaurant and check the security feed. It registers nothing; just Brie out there all by herself in the black and white. I look back and forth a dozen times at least. Brie catches me looking and flips me off, and this seems to be the final straw for Gabrielle; she puts a finger on Brie’s head and there’s a bright flash of light. 

The flash lasts for a long time, a bubble of pure white surrounding the two of them that is so bright it turns both of them into pale shadow outlines of themselves. The pouring rain hisses at it strikes the bubble, rising up in a cloud of steam. Symbols flicker above their heads, ancient runic letters that make me both terribly excited and afraid. My adrenaline is pumping, urging me to run. But when it comes to fight or flight, I’ve always been freeze, and I can’t shake that now. 

Finally the flash fades and just the two of them remain. But they look different now. Brie standing up ramrod straight, her face expressionless with her mouth slightly empty. Before, she had her arms gathered up to hide the transparency of her blouse in the rain; now they hang at her side and her wet, brilliant tits are on display. 

Gabrielle smiles confidently, wickedly, and locks eyes with me from all the way out in the parking lot. 

She snaps her fingers—they both snap their fingers, actually—and the lights go out in the parking lot and the restaurant. 

This is like a horror movie, what the fuck is happening? 

I back up from the door, almost checking it to make sure it’s locked until I remember that very much didn’t matter before when she fucking just teleported straight outside. 

Inside the restaurant, an unearthly red and purple glow fills the darkness. It’s just enough to see my surroundings, but anything could be hiding in the shadows. It reminds me of a blacklight from a strip club. 

I see, or I almost see, more of those runic symbols at the edge of the glow.

Somehow I put enough thoughts and will together to start getting the fuck out of here. Whatever Gabrielle is, it’s something I don’t want to deal with—no matter how fucking gorgeous she is or how beautifully she stroked my straining, aching, still-hard-somehow cock.

I turn one direction and start walking—and Gabrielle’s there at the end of the aisle. Startled, I turn back around, and she’s there again, closer this time. Turning, shuffling, I start to clamber over a table, and she’s sitting in the seat waiting for me. 

“Please, darling.” Her voice is a volcanically hot plea. “Won’t you let me show you how much I care?”

I slide off the table and stop entirely, watching her slowly stand up. She tosses her hat to one side and it evaporates into nothing and then shakes out her golden hair in a sexy, long, thick mess. I know very much she’s not corporeal, but all the same I hear her heels clacking on the floor and feel her fingers as they slide once more across my chest. 

“What do you want?”

“I want to show you how much I love you,” she says, kissing into my ear. My knees are weak. “Is that so very hard to believe? A man like you wanted so badly by a woman like me?”

“Yes, frankly.”

She giggles. “I suppose I’ll just have to be very persuasive, then. Until there’s no doubt left, and you know intimately how much I adore every thing about you.” She licks my neck and nips it just slightly. “Fuck, you smell so good.”

Brie approaches out from the shadows; her eyes are stark white, pupilless. A blank slate, completely open to anything anyone might say. Her mouth, with those lusciously full lips, is slightly open, and a trail of shiny drool slides down from the side of her mouth down her chin and into her blouse. 

“The ceremony is nearly complete,” says Gabrielle. “But you’ll need to help to complete it.”

What happens then is like a strange puppet show. Gabrielle acts, and Brie follows. They’re completely linked in their movements and words. Gabrielle mimes opening a blouse she’s not wearing, button by button, and Brie does it for real. Her breasts are beautiful handfuls, her nipples erect. The rain from outside has left her body sparkling wet. She discards the blouse and they both kneel down. 

“I worship you, Master,” they say. “I’m so utterly, helplessly in love with you. I’m lost without you. Please, fuck me? Please make me real?”

Gabrielle’s eyes are burning white coals, dazzling and bright and dark all at once. Brie says everything she does, echoing shortly. Her voice sounds a little robotic, empty like her eyes. 

I am embarrassed at how hot I find this. How exciting it is to see Brie so blank and empty, naked. Completely vulnerable before me. I could do anything at all to her and she would never know—she would urge me on, with Gabrielle’s guidance. 

“I’ll never hurt you, Master,” they say. “I’ll obey you in every way. Won’t you let me show you how safe this is?”

Gabrielle nods and squints just slightly, appearing to indicate something to Brie. The blank beauty then proceeds, by herself, to reach out for my cock, fumbling for my zipper. Moaning. Hips gyrating. Breathing fast and hard and quivering like she’s cumming. 

“She is cumming, Master,” says Gabrielle, answering my unspoken question. “She can’t help it. She sees the truth of who you are now, thanks to me. And she needs your cock. Her need for you makes her cum. Her love for you makes her cum. Your presence in her life makes her cum. Everything about you makes her cum.”

Gabrielle pushes into me, sitting me down at the nearest chair. Pushing her heavy, gorgeous tits into my face, rubbing them against my cheek. Cradling my head into them. Kissing the crown of my head. I can feel the ungodly heat emanating from her pussy and I know it’s just for me. I can feel her even though I’m the only one who can see her.

“What does that mean?” This is so bizarre, and everything Gabrielle says makes it more outlandish. “What are—fuck, that’s good.”

Brie slips her lips over my thick, hard cock and immediately takes me in all the way, her lips pushing against my crotch and the bush of thick hair there. I can feel my cock pulsating against her throat, where she somehow knows how to create the kind of suction that makes it feel like I’m fucking a pussy. 

“I taught her that,” says Gabrielle. 

“Fucking...when?”

I’m doing that that thing where I don’t know where to put my hands. I’m grabbing the sides of the chair and pulsing my hips up and down, both struggling to get away and desperate that this feeling never stop. Fuck! Blank-brained Brie is so good at sucking cock. 

“Mistress taught me the pledge,” says Gabrielle, as if that means something to me. “Won’t you let me make it to you?”

“I don’t know...” I shake my head. “I don’t know what that means.’

“It means I’ll be pledged to you. Obsessed with you. Aching for you. Needy for you. All my beauty. All my skill at witchcraft. All my desire and aching and passion will belong to you, forever. Don’t you want that?”

I try to look up into her eyes, but instead I just turn more into her hefty, sumptuous cleavage. The reply I might have had slides out of my mouth as her tits slide over it. I can’t help but taste her skin, sinful and sweet, licking around her nipples while Brie continues to suck and slurp and kiss. A little dribble of milk slid out from her nipple and—despite how unusual it was, how taboo—once smelling it and tasting the trail it left, I could not help but lick up the drop itself. 

Then something...something changes. 

Something about tasting her drives my aggression, my need for answers. My need for control. 

I’ve never established much control in the bedroom. I’ve had fantasies from time to time. Who hasn’t? But now I was living in a fantasy, and everything seemed like it was on the table. Tasting Gabrielle’s milk, my blood felt spiked with testosterone. I grabbed her by the neck roughly and forced her down on the ground next to Brie. 

She giggled, happy at this, preening at how large my hands were compared to her tiny neck and delicate clavicles. My other hand slides onto Brie’s head—and for a moment I think about pushing her off. I clearly can. I clearly can do whatever the fuck I want with her. 

So, choking Gabrielle, I hold Brie down, gagging her on my cock.

Gabrielle, so close to the action, quivers and squirms. I see for the first time the naked, insane greedy lust on her face at what Brie is doing. 

No matter what else is happening, she really does want my cock inside her. 

I speak through gritted teeth. “What. Is. Happening?” 

“I’m...” Gabrielle is having trouble thinking. Her fingers sliding up into her cunt, which is audibly wet. Staring at Brie. Jealous, lust-drunk, opening and closing her mouth like she’s sucking herself. “I-I’m the scout...”

“You said that already. I don’t know what the fuck that means. What are you?”

“I’m...from somewhere else.”

I shake her roughly, tightening my grip on her throat. 

“R-really! I’m trying to explain. I’ve never had to before. I’m sorry.” 

My grip relaxes slowly. For a moment, the only sounds are Gabrielle’s orgasmically enthusiastic servicing of my cock. I hardly notice that I haven’t cum yet, lasting well beyond even my best record for a blowjob. I want to cum, but I don’t have to. I feel completely in control of it. The taste of Gabrielle’s milk still fills my mouth.

“I...I come from a reality beside yours. We’ve cleaned it out, looking for you. Gathered all the power we can.”

“What does that mean?”

“We...in the other places, people thought we were demons. We turn them on, make them want us, make them vulnerable. And then we take everything from them. Wealth, power, life. It doesn’t matter.” She’s fingering desperately now, recalling this depravity and staring at my cock being serviced. “No one matters to us but each other...and...”

I shake her once. “And?”

“And you. We need you. It’s all for you. We’re desperate to find you. I can’t wait to tell them.” 

What she describes—turning people on to take from them, drain them, sounds like a succubus to me. It would sound so crazy and unbelievable if it wasn’t happening to me right now. 

Was this where the notion even came from? Extra-dimensional beings stealing the vitality of others for their own plans? I certainly had read and seen enough science-fiction to be familiar with the theory that hell, such that it was, was just another dimension. Maybe Gabrielle came from one such dimension, a dimension of lust and sin, wanton desires gone rampant...

“Why me?”

Brie chokes loudly on my cock and I relinquish my hold on her a bit. She had been turning a deathly shade of blue. 

“You’re complaining?” Gabrielle giggles, glancing at the beautiful Brie doing her work. 

I squeeze her throat a little tighter. “Answer me.”

“I...I don’t know, exactly,” she chokes out. “Mistress dreams of you. So many dreams of you and you alone. She’s cum for you across ages, worshiping you from dimension to dimension. You’ve never felt her need for you?”

I don’t know how to answer that, exactly, except to feel my need to cum down Brie’s throat rising terribly.

“She says it’s kind of like a pheromone. There’s something you—only you, god, did we ever search—just you that makes you irresistible to us. We’d find little interdimensional traces of you here and there, and only the top girls get them. Like relics of your lust. I always got left out.”

I grunt. It’s hard to believe anyone as sexy as Gabrielle could be on the bottom of the totem pole...but fuck it, it’s hard to believe any of this.

“Like I said, I was skeptical...but I believe it all now. And I need you to fuck Brie here. Please?”

“Why?”

“Fucking her links us, don’t you see?” she purrs, sliding her slick fingers in and out of her cunt. “In that beautiful moment of orgasm directly from your Cock, the portal in her mind opens—and then I slip in and take over. Don’t you want that? Don’t you want to make me real, here, in this dimension?”

She seems to have recovered somewhat from the proximity to Brie’s cocksucking. She slides my hand off her neck and slips it over her chest. I can feel her heartbeat, intense and ethereal though it is. 

“Wouldn’t you like to have me all to yourself? I’ll bring you all the girls you want. We don’t have to tell Mistress right away, if that freaks you out. You could just fuck anyone you want and I’d encourage you all the whole happy way, Daddy. I’ll keep my power...and my beauty. I know you like how I look better than Brie there.”

I grunt, nodding. I really do. Brie is a premiere beauty, but Gabrielle is on another level, like a living fantasy. I try horribly to remember my morality. What use is ethics if you just throw it away because a gorgeous woman wants you to?

“Look, you’ve got to...you’ve done something to Brie. Right? You need to undo it.”

She shrugged. “I can, but you won’t like it.”

“Why not?”

“Because she’ll be insane. I’ve connected her with my love for you. Unless she fucks you, she’s broken forever. My love is so powerful, Master. My love transcends universes. It’s brought me across time and space and here, right now, to serve you. We’re all here to serve you. I can break my link with this vessel, but all that means is she’ll be broken inside, suffering and miserable for the rest of her days, which will probably be short.” She adds in a hot whisper, “Suicide is common in my experience. My love is powerful like that. Doesn’t that make you hard? Knowing that I’ll kill myself without you?”

Oh, oh, oh fuck it really shouldn’t but it really does.

“It’s true, Master. I’ll kill myself without you. I’ve lived for a long time, for millennia, ages and ages and epochs, but none of that means anything if I don’t get to serve you. I’ll kill myself if I don’t get to suck your cock—and this is the only way I can.”

“B-by-by taking her over? Possessing her?”

“Yes.”

“But...Brie, she...dies?”

Gabrielle shrugs. “She gets...absorbed. Part of me. Like lots of others. All one beautiful part of the whole. I’m young compared to the other girls, but quite old compared to you.” Her milk leaks all over my groping hands. I’m so close to cumming. “I’ve got entire dimensions of need inside me. Reality after reality after reality of the same girl, folded up into one perfected package, dedicated just. For. You.”

That’s so absurdly hot. I grunt, cumming hard, spilling into Brie’s mouth while I fuck her harder. Gabrielle gasps at each thrust, cooing with excitement, urging me to fuck her mouth and spill everything.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpers. “Just like that. Just like that!”

That finally hits home—that word: Master. She’s said it a few times already but I’m in love with it now. Gabrielle, acting quickly, slides up behind Brie and guides her down to the ground. She wraps around Brie like a glove and spreads her wide, using her legs to keep Brie’s legs open and wrapping her arms around Brie’s throat and chest almost like a choke hold. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Gabrielle begs. “Fuck her, please. Fuck me. Fuck us. Make me real for you.”

I’m in no state to disagree. Both of them want me so much. Even Brie, blank as she is, is whimpering constantly and dripping with need. I slide down into them and both pairs of legs quickly wrap around me, encouraging me further, and my still-hard cock slides heatedly into Brie’s waiting, pulsing entrance. 

I’ve stopped questioning why I’m still hard. It just seems to be the state of the case now when I’m near Gabrielle. I accept it; I accept this outlandish situation; I accept her. I want her. My throbbing hard cock pushes in and out of her tight, young cunt—and right away I can see Gabrielle phasing in and out of Brie, already closer to becoming one with her. 

“Yes, Daddy,” they groan together. “Just like that! Do it! Fuck my cunt. Fuck me hard. Make me real. Make me your slave. Complete the ritual, please?”

Gabrielle’s mouth shifts all around Brie’s head, sometimes to one side, sometimes directly over her mouth. Urging me on. Fuckherfuckherfuckher. Chanting ritually, an occultist of my Cock. 

I’m so fucking beyond turned on and confused. I give in to the madness further, no longer focusing on the shifting form of Gabrielle and just focusing on Brie’s pliant, perfect flesh.

I want her. Wanted her for so long. This dumb bitch thought she was a fucking lesbian and now she’s crying out in orgasmic pleasure from my cock. Every thrust into her makes her cum again, tightens her cunt’s grip on my stiffness and coaxes me closer to cumming inside her at last. 

“That’s it!” they moan. “That’s it! Oh my fuck, my Master, please! Please cum in me!”

As I fuck Brie, I see Gabrielle sinking more and more inside her vessel. Gabrielle, between clutches of orgasmic pleasure, chants something in an ornate, regal-sounding tongue—I can only assume it’s the pledge she mentioned before. I see more tinges of those runic symbols on periphery of my vision, only now instead of scaring me, they just turn me on. 

It’s working—this is working. It’s happening. This thousand year-old sex goddess succubus is becoming my real life slave!

I know that the ritual is really, truly everything that was promised when Brie and Gabrielle’s eyes both start to blend, becoming for a moment a white-hot, burning red and white mash-up of lust. 

“Yes, Master!” she moans. “Make me real! Make me yours! Yours forever, yes!”

We’re not wearing any protection. I could easily get her pregnant. I feel myself hoping that I do—that would be the ultimate win, the perfect finale. Turning this lesbian brat into my slavish worshiper because of the power of my cock. I’m already changing her body. Her legs have lengthened, her milk-leaking tits larger and sexier, her hair longer with every stroke. My cock changes her—it should own her by getting her pregnant. 

The thought overwhelms me. Licking her enlarged tits, biting her shoulder, fingers digging into her back muscles and ass, I let go entirely. My cum shoots into her hard—somehow harder than all the others tonight. I feel like I’m blasting a hose inside her, covering her walls with my sticky, virile seed.  

It’s done. Gabrielle—there is only Gabrielle now—is exhausted. Her body transformed completely into the wet dream that appeared to me earlier tonight in a purely ethereal form, now completely physical and completely my property. My own succubus slave. 

The last thought I have as I start to slide into a euphoric slumber, with Gabrielle nestled against my body, is something I should have asked already:

If I’m so irresistible, why can’t I ever get laid with any of these women in the first place?
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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:

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...

Bimbo Beach – Under New Ownership

A lucky young man finds the secret of the power transforming everyone at the Isla Alfa resort, and uses it to his advantage—starting by selecting his new ultra-perfect mind-controlled girlfriend!

The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

Everywhere Stephen goes, the women of his town have transformed into gorgeous sexpots desperate to fuck him. He wants to help, but he can’t seem to keep his cock out of their mouths...maybe his biggest enemy will retain some semblance of sanity in this lust-fueled madness?

Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic

Debbie’s been thoroughly bullied by the living goddess girlfriend of her brother—will a trip to the Shining Sun Resort transform her body enough to get the upper hand, or will she become a supremely hot slave to her bully’s will?

The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend

Stephen wakes up to being sucked off by two gorgeous women—his estranged wife and adopted daughter, both of whom are adamant they’re his worshipful cock slaves! What’s going on, and how can he make things right?

Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties

A newlywed couple’s loyalty is stressed beyond its limits when the alpha male mind controller at their luxury hotel takes an interest in the gorgeous, buxom virgin wife. 

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

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.

Frisky Dreams – A Bundle

Get it while it’s hot! This bundle is so full of sin that it’s been banned twice in less than a month! TWENTY sensationally sexy stories wrapped together in a package that could be gone any instant!

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!



  	
	    
	      Did you love Succubus Harem - The Witch? Then you should read
              
                Bimbo Packages - Doll Delivery by Nadia Nightside!
              
          

	    

    
	    
            
                [image: Bimbo Packages - Doll Delivery]
            
	    

	  
        he catastrophically overstressed young married couple of Brianna and David enter a whole new world of sensual delights when a package arrives at their door carrying a living, breathing erotic doll. She's gorgeous, she's stacked, and she's a blank slate ready to be whatever they tell her to be—and by accident they tell her to be David's hot new wife! Obedient, eager, and a complete bomb shell, she's the fertile, servile partner every man wishes he could have. Brianna, thankfully, is enthusiastic about this new arrangement and is strangely ready to serve at the doll's side or even beneath her heels. All seems well…until the original owner of the package comes to retrieve her property.WARNING: This hot, transformative tale features a young couple turning into the hot couple of their dreams, with a brand new bimbofied mega-babe inserting herself into their relationship! Alpha Male worship is constant and raunchy in this one!
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	    About the Author

        
            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

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

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