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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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Regular guy Robert finds out it’s no easy thing to keep your morals when a trio of soul-sucking succubi want to glorify you as their evil ruler and use all their feminine wiles to beckon you to conquer reality!
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LUCKY GUY DESIRES – A Bundle

Some guys get all the luck, and the mind control rays, and the bimbofying potions, and the super-hung members, and the harems of breeding bimbos...find out more in this naughty 20-tale bundle!
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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!

––––––––
[image: image]


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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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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NO ONE HAS EVER TAKEN care of me nearly as well as me, so I’ve always had to see the writing on the wall. 

It’s election night three years ago, so you know who won. They’re on the television in the hotel room while I wait for Lee, my latest and richest-ever john, celebrating inside of a cascading mountain of balloons and confetti.

The Party leader stands at a podium with his bimbo trophy wife, promising to enact the Trophy Wife Initiative he campaigned on. He promises the most eligible men will start receiving their wives in less than week. He promises his rule—he says that word, rule—will be kind and compassionate to everyone sharing his values and merciless to those who do not. He promises that women who don’t know their place, the kind of women who have been ruining society for law-abiding men, will soon no longer be a problem. His wife—blond and gorgeous and big-titted and long-legged—slides her body on his as he speaks, doting on every word. Tits pushing into his bicep, nearly popping out of her bright red dress. Her red-painted nails sliding across his chest and empty, big blue eyes full of bimbo brain admiration for the fact of his maleness.

So this isn’t so much writing on the wall as it is, I don’t know, a sledgehammer being used to type out the words on the concrete?

It’s raining outside when Lee finally arrives. I help take off his wet coat, and he shakes his head when he sees what I’ve got playing on the television.

“Hey, Crystal, baby...” he waves at the screen. “Turn that shit off. I just want to fuck. I had a hell of a day.”

Right away, my body responds. I love fucking him; he’s amazing in bed. He’s strong, and capable, and smart, and handsome, and sometimes I wish more than anything I’d found him single instead of stealing him away from his lump of a wife. 

But that wish only goes so far. I didn’t start working as a stripper because turning on men who didn’t belong to me turns me off, you know?

I do turn the celebration off, but it stays on my mind. I’ve been preparing for this, thinking of what needs to be done. 

When he’s all settled and sits down on the bed, I greet him with a happy squeal and kiss. He likes me when I play girlish. I’m actually much older than he thinks I am, but I’m pretty enough to pull it off. Beauty is just the imitation of youth in the first place.

Stroking, necking, pawing, groaning for minutes and minutes. I’m in phenomenal shape from  dancing for hours at a time four nights a week, and I hit the gym regularly besides. My tits are so big that half the other girls at the club refuse to believe they’re natural on my tiny, thin frame, and the other half refuse to believe my long golden hair isn’t a weave. But I’m all-natural all the way through. 

After I’ve got him good and horny—it never takes long, he has the libido of someone half his age—I pull him down to the bed and unzip his pants. I’m jacking his beautifully thick cock before he knows it, curling up next to him and sliding my heavy tits over his face. 

I bite my lip. I know it looks sexy and pouty. 

“I can’t just fuck you anymore, baby.”

“Wh-what?”

He’s half-surprised, and half-dazed, leaning back from the handjob. I’m really good at them.

“It’s too dangerous. They’ll round me up. Make me one of those wives. It’s all over the internet. The new President, the state where he was governor? They started it over a year ago.”

“That’s nothing. That’s rumors.”

“Kathy’s sister was taken!”

“Kathy?”

“You know...Starlight.” Her stripper name. “Her sister was taken two months ago, swear to god. They’re going to start targeting all the pretty girls. The pretty, unattached girls. You know they will.”

He grunts. My hand on his cock is doing its magic. I’ve gotten him to drain his wife’s investment account for me; I’m so much fucking hotter than her. We both know it. We both know I deserve her money more than she does. More than half of it has gone to my wardrobe. Lee bought me several furs; I look phenomenal in them.

“It’s...complicated, babe. You know it is. We’ve talked about this.”

“She won’t have any rights when you divorce her. In the new world? A divorced woman? Someone who let down her man, a man like you?” My voice becomes husky, even villainous. “She won’t even get pregnant for you...”

That brings on the groans from him. Of course he knows I’m talking about Priscilla, his wife for now. For the moment. It’s a well-oiled piece of conversational machinery; I’ve been warming up to this finale for some time. I kiss his ear, stroking more urgently still—but not so fast that he’ll cum. I’ve trained; my pace is expert. 

“She’ll be ostracized. She’ll be villainized. That’s what she deserves, isn’t it? She drove you right into my arms, the greedy arms of a gold-digging bitch who loves you but loves your money even more.” He groans, shifting, hips pulsing upward. “Does she even tell you how handsome and strong you are? Does she tell you how grateful she is for your money? Is she completely dependent on your good will like I am?”

My voice becomes a dark, shadowy whisper. I slide my cunt across his shin, my tits on his chest. 

“She will be,” I moan. “She’ll be totally dependent on what you say in the divorce proceedings...and you can tell everyone what a disappointment she’s been. How she won’t breed for you. I’ll breed for you. I’ll have as many babies as you want. I need to breed for you. Need to get pregnant with my man’s seed. And you know I’ll lose the weight, don’t you?” I giggle. “She’ll stay fat and ugly forever. But I’m obsessed with fitness. Look at how tiny my waist is.” He does. His cock surges. Precum spilling everywhere, making my thighs slick. “I’m so tiny, so slim, so slender, and you know that even if I only get back to 90% of where I am now, I’ll still be leagues better than she is. Don’t you? That turns you on so much, doesn’t it Daddy?” He loves it when I call him Daddy. I’m not a fan, but whatever; I want his fucking money and security. “It makes you so hard and needy knowing I’ll be beautiful and thin and perky and happy, so happy to be the wife of a brilliantly handsome rich stud like you for a long, long time.”

I’m stroking faster now but slowing down every fourth or fifth stroke just to drive him wild. Waiting. Not taking him all the way; not until he tells me what I want to hear.

“Crystal...babe...fuck. I need to cum so bad...” 

“I know the word of a strong, capable man like you is his bond. I know you’ll do what you say. Please, Daddy, won’t you protect me? Won’t you please, please keep me safe? Divorce her. Today.” I have the papers printed out for him. I bought the printer with his wife’s money. “They’ll fast-track it if they know you’ve got a Trophy Wife in the wings. I’ll sign up for their Initiative so I can be as gorgeous and obedient and trained as possible. Please, Daddy?”

As he nods, I slide my cunt up and over his thrilling, hard, beautiful cock. 

I don’t cum when he empties inside me, but I fake it really well. 

Faking it is what I do best.

* * * * *
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IT’S BEEN THREE YEARS of faking it, as a matter of fact. I’ve surprised even myself. 

“Daddy, I’ve got a surprise for you.”

I blindfolded Lee while he was asleep and woke up two hours early to prepare everything. I’m dressed in sparkling black lingerie that criss-crosses over my yoga-tight body with several flashy straps, displaying my still-slender frame. Straps like these are for showing off delicately perfect musculature and a lack of fat, which is me all over. 

It’s a lot of work, working out, and eating right, being a “Trophy Wife”, but anything is better than giving up control of my whole mind like those Repurposed girls. 

It’s Lee’s birthday. Surprises are expected. Husbands are doted on constantly in our society—they do make the money after all, and men are at the top of the food chain—and so birthdays are on another level. I’ve had this planned for a few months now, and even arranged for the children to be with a special babysitting camp so he could have the week all to himself, enjoying me and his brand new Trophy Wife.

I snap my fingers and she—his new Trophy Wife—obediently comes hither. I’m smiling, giggling, doting and caressing him just like a good wife should. 

“What did I get you, my darling?” I whisper in his ear. “What could it possibly be that would satisfy a strong, handsome man like you?”

He groans. His cock, erect, is excited already. He’s always hard around me; it’s a point of pride. At my guidance, the new girl casually pushes the blankets and sheets aside. She’s your standard Trophy Wife—gorgeous, long-haired, puffy-lipped, big-titted, long-legged, and utterly servile. I had her dress in sparkling red lingerie that glitters as she moves. 

At my direction, she starts to suck his cock soulfully, eagerly. 

Normal wives who accepted the “need” to be obedient, pleasant Trophies for their man—like I pretended I did—were never sent to Repurposing Facilities. Instead, we were given a three week “Service Workshop” and a daily retinue of pink and purple pills. The Purples made you hotter, more fertile, and more aroused. Like libido-charging diet pills.

The Pinks dumb you down, more or less. Technically, they don’t limit your intelligence, they just make you hyper-focused on the household and your husband, so all you want to do 24/7 is think about and worship your man. 

I’m not stupid; I’ve been taking care of myself my whole life. How the hell do you expect me to take a pill that limits my ability to do just that? No way was I taking those Pinks. 

So I faked it. I disposed of the Pinks—it turns out they’re excellent fertilizer for the garden—and emoted and smiled and laughed whenever I needed to make sure Lee was never suspicious. 

I held off for as long as possible when it came to making babies, but I knew that I needed to get going on it before the questions started. I’ve seen enough real crime shows to know that the guilty walk free only so long as they aren’t under suspicion. So, we’ve got a pair of two year-olds, a boy and a girl. It didn’t hurt that the Purples make being pregnant a fucking blast. I followed all the doctor’s nutritional advice to the letter, but even so I felt high as a kite the whole nine months. 

Part of this whole game is keeping up with the neighbors. When they got pregnant, I had to get pregnant. These fucking bimbos seem to know magically the day they’re pregnant, so I had to make sure I was acting likewise and making it happen soon. If I had the only man on the block without any heirs, there would be way too many questions to answer. 

Even with the twins, the fat melted off thanks to the Purples. I think I’m actually underneath my weight from before, although I haven’t checked a scale in forever. Why bother when I’m so fit and tight so constantly? I’ll probably be pregnant again soon—Lee and I fuck constantly—and honestly the thought makes me excited. What used to be a painful, uncomfortable experience for many women has, because of the Purples, turned into something transcendent all the way through. The Pinks probably make it even better...but I won’t risk my brain. 

Slowly, I take off Lee’s blindfold. When he sees what I have waiting for him, his breath catches. He squirms, suddenly fucking her face harder than he was before. 

“I-is that...?”

“I wanted to get a gift for your birthday, my love.” 

My voice is calculated to be as soft and sweet as possible. The Purples I take help with that, of course, but I think that with my mind free of the Pinks, I’m able to make it more seductive than ever. 

“A...a...gift...” he stumbles. “That’s my ex-wife...!”

“I know,” I say, pushing my hand down on her head even more. “They gave me a video of her transformation. Do you want to see?”

Without waiting for him to answer, I use our tablet to throw the file up on the bedroom screen and show off what’s happened to his bitch of an ex-wife over the past three years. The slurping, schlucking, licking sounds of her improved, puffy lips happily and lovingly sucking off her new Master fill our bedroom as the video of her indoctrination begin. 

We watch her coming in—angry, despondent, defiant. She’s fat, she’s plain, she’s drab. Wearing a pale, sleeveless shift, all of her flaws as a woman are on display. It’s no wonder at all that Lee left her for a bombshell like me. She’s in what looks like a kind of interrogation room—a single table and chair in the middle of an otherwise empty, white-paneled space. 

At first, she screams and bangs on the door. There are bruises along her shoulders and arms. They’ve been rough with her. It excites me. I hold her in complete contempt. I know I’m a gold-digging homewrecker; I know I’m more infatuated with Lee’s money and influence than the man himself. But even so, I do make him happy, and I am proud of that.

That Priscilla didn’t make him happy, when he asks for so little, makes me furious.

Lights start dancing on the wall and Priscilla stops struggling abruptly, watching the dancing lights. Drooling almost right away. Arms held limp. Her eyes glaze over, and her face is blank.

The video fizzles, and it’s her next session. She’s drooling already. The transformation has already started. From whenever the last session was to now, Priscilla’s body has been slowly sculpted closer to perfection—her stomach is becoming taut, her curves more pronounced, her skin soft and silky. Her hair is growing longer, turning from a dull, mousy brown to a blond as beautiful and shining as honey. 

They work fast, these Repurposing centers. On the screen, Priscilla's fingers find her cunt as she whispers something inaudible to the flickering, dancing lights. It doesn't surprise me that she touches herself; the lights are pretty sexy.

“Fuck.” 

His moan fills me with a hot, satisfied thrill. A happy Husband is a Husband who doesn’t ask his faking Trophy Wife too many questions. 

The camera shifts again, and Priscilla is now kneeling in the corner of the room, wearing only a thin slip that barely covers her tightened, sculpted ass. Her voice has changed from the shrewish nagging sounds it used to be—it’s soft, doll-like and robotic. She repeats hypnotic mantras about being a good girl and obeying men.

"Suck and obey," she says on the screen. "Suck...and obey...and suck...and obey...and suck...and obey..."

Her voice is getting to me, I have to admit. Even I'm getting turned on, though that also might have something to do with how sexy I think it is that I'm controlling her now as she licks and sucks my Husband's cock. 

The screen changes. Priscilla is in a different room now. She wears nothing more than a simple bra and panties, her hands cuffed behind her back. Her head is bowed beneath a swirl of heavy, twisting, spiral patterns.

“I will always be a good girl,” Priscilla recites in a low drone, eyes never wavering from the ground beneath her feet. “I will obey my Master without hesitation or complaint. I am his devoted slave, willingly giving myself up to whatever he chooses for me...” 

Her words make so, so much sense. 

For her, I mean. For a slave. 

The pretty sparkle patterns in the video captivate my attention, and Priscilla's droning words make it easy to look at them. They shift and sparkle and slide and twist; it's so pretty.

Lee lays back, eyes closed. I can tell he's trying not to cum, trying to prolong the moment. In his lap, Priscilla's eyes are closed tight and her body shudders with pleasure as if hearing her hypnotic mantras from the screen have created a trance-like state.

They haven't, of course. Then I would have to worry about watching the screen and the pretty, pretty patterns on it. I'm not, naturally. I'm far too smart for that. I'm too smart to be hypnotized or taken advantage of. If I want to look at the pretty patterns and feel my mind melt, that's up to me, isn't it?

“Join me,” Priscilla whispers at me. “Let’s service his cock together. Wouldn’t you lick that, Master?”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I don’t like Priscilla’s tone; I don’t like that she basically told me what to do. But now Lee has told me he wants it, and I can hardly refuse without giving myself away. 

Whatever. I love licking my Husband's cock.

I lean down and start licking the shaft of his cock. He tastes better than normal. Before I know it, I’m kissing his cock passionately, openly, moaning and urging for more. There’s something delicious about his cock, his precum. I normally find it just a shade short of intoxicating, more than pleasant enough that it’s never a chore to suck his beautiful, huge cock. 

But today...maybe with Priscilla’s saliva...? It tastes almost...pink...

There’s something about that, I think. Something I should know or think or be cautious of. I have to be cautious all the time. Guard up, smile on, nod happily, be an obedient Trophy Wife or look out. 

But I can feel my guard evaporating the more I suck and kiss and lick. Lee takes my head and pushes it against Priscilla’s; our tongues slide over each other’s, our lips lock. We're so fucking sexy; hot bimbo babes making out on Daddy's cock. 

“Oh Master,” Priscilla’s voice drips with empathy and compassion. “Mistress was so worried you wouldn’t like this. You should have heard her when I first arrived. She was so concerned. She’s got so many thinky-thoughts now.”

She’s stroking him somewhat aggressively—my mouth worshiping his cockhead with Priscilla casually kind of back-handing me against my puffy, sensitive lips. 

“Good girls don’t think,” Priscilla whispers like the three of us are in on some secret. “Good girls suck and obey.”

Suck and obey. 

The words cling to my thoughts like burrs in a field. There’s something wrong here, something I need to get away from, but—

“Suck and obey,” says Priscilla.

Suck and obey. 

I feel her hand on the back of my head. For a moment, I struggle. But I have to—

Suck and obey. 

No...yes? No! No, she's pushing me down and I have to—

Suck and obey. 

Suck and obey.

Suck and obey.




* * * * *
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I WAKE UP LATE THE next morning, which I never do. It takes honest work to be a successful liar, and I usually get up well before Lee to make sure everything is prepared. I have to make myself ready, get breakfast prepared, and mentally scour the day for any lies or otherwise deceptions from the day before to make sure I won’t be caught unawares from anything he might say or do.

I have a long, weird blank spot in my head about the night before. I remember things escalating with Priscilla and Lee, and then...nothing, really, except a pink haze of orgasm and pleasure that I still feel in my body. 

Getting ready is painfully simple, of course. The Purples take care of that. For whatever else the Party may have caused, they certainly did seem to solve the issue of aging. Wrinkles, lines, stretch marks, sags are all things of the past. My thick, blond hair comes together perfectly, slicked back and parted to one side with ease, and my face just needs a touch of glamour to work. I put on a tight, white leg-baring sundress, the backless kind that Lee likes.

Women and men can still die of old age, of course. It’s just that so long as you’re on a Party regimen of drugs, you won’t feel a day under thirty before your time is up. The President is nearly eighty, but you’d never know it to look at him or his eleven wives.

When I walk downstairs, I see Priscilla soulfully, eagerly sucking Master’s—Lee’s—cock in the breakfast nook. The thick, vibrant mess of her powerfully sexy platinum blond hair hits me hard. She’s dressed in the same dress as I am, almost like she’s trying to compete with me...even though she dressed without knowing what I’d pick. How could she have?

A heady pang of jealousy, possessiveness, and fear hits me, as well as sensational arousal. My knees tremble and my stomach does flips. I take the Purples as much as any girl, and seeing my Man being pleasured sets me right off. The wave of lust overwhelms everything else, and I swoon audibly and nearly trip down the stairs. 

Lee barely notices. I suppose that’s his right, being sucked off by a gorgeous creature like Priscilla. I don’t like her—she’s a fucking sniveling bitch who broke my Man’s heart bit-by-bit for years—but she’s beautiful now, that’s for sure. Her legs are longer than mine and I’m pretty certain her tits are bigger too. One might even say her face is a tad cuter, if you like that whole empty-headed bimbo thing. 

Once I finally make it down the stairs, I kiss Lee on the cheek and neck while I slide my hand up and down Priscilla’s hair. 

“You’re so powerful, darling. Look at her go. Look at what we’ve done to her...”

“I know,” he nods. “God. She’s more gorgeous than almost anyone on the block. Except for you, of course.”

I smile at the compliment and slide my tits into his face. I’ll have him inside of me and outside of Priscilla in no time.

“Oh,” he shakes his head. “Priscilla just uh...just spent a lot of time doing that. I actually really have to run.”

I realize, feeling absurd and rejected, that what I witnessed was Lee being cleaned off by Priscilla after just cumming inside of her. 

He kisses me goodbye with no ceremony and Priscilla stands, licking her lips clean of the seed and precum that glisten there. Her big, bright eyes take in the whole of the house. I know she’s scanning for things to clean, ways to serve. It’s how they fill Trophy Wives’ brains up with new information during Repurposing so they don’t all go insane after processing. Each one is obsessed with a happy, healthy home.

“I made you coffee,” she says, pointing at the cup on the kitchen counter. It’s been left on the cup warmer to keep it a pleasant temperature. “Won’t you try it? I just wanted to get the taste right so much for you.”

So, she’s already anticipating my needs? How perfect. It’s rather nice to have another girl around the house doing what I say. 

I drink it slowly at first, and then quickly. I don’t think I’ve ever had a cup of coffee so fast. 

“Another?” asks Priscilla.

She has a thermos ready. I have a little trouble saying what I mean—yes, of course. You’re such a special slave girl, thinking of me. Thank you, dearest.—before giving up and nodding. It’s easier just to say yes.

I’m still waking up. Words are sometimes like, totally hard in the morning. It’s perfectly normal.

The second cup goes down smoother than the first, and after the third in as much time as the first two, Priscilla smiles and shakes her head when I ask for another.

“That’s probably too much, dearie. You should pace yourself, don’t you think?”

My thoughts are sluggish and hot. I keep thinking of milky. Milky milk milk and Priscilla’s heavy milk-filled titties. Did she put her milk in the coffee? That would lace it with so many hormones. Way more than I got from kissing her last night. 

But no, that’s silly. She’s my wifey slave and she has to do what I say now. That’s what I wanted and I’m Daddy’s Trophy Wife so I get what I want.

“I...think...” I gulp, trying to collect myself. The room is spinning a bit. “I have to sit down.”

“Yes, of course.”

I sit and idly finger my tight, hot pussy, watching Priscilla as she washes the dishes, humming brightly as she works. Her voice is beautiful. Everything about her is so beautiful. She’s like a cover model for Perfect Blonde Housewife. 

I’m a little jelly, not gonna lie. I think she looks even better than me in that dress, and I’m wearing the fuck out of it right now.

“Priscilla...” I giggle. “It’s so weird having you in the house now, don’t you think?”

“Why is that, dearie?”

She keeps calling me that, dearie. Like a diminu...a demono...diminit...a word that means you think less of somebody. I have to fix that. I have to put her in her place.

“I replaced you,” I say loudly. I feel drunk. “You were Master’s wife. And now you’re just some dumb Trophy Wife.”

“You’re a Trophy Wife too.” She puts a dish in the cupboard. “Aren’t you, dearie?”

“Don’t call me that.”

“What shall I call you?”

“Mistress! I’m in charge of you! I replaced you! You were old, and haggard, and awful, and I got rid of you and made sure they knew where to find you.”

“Is that so? That’s so wonderful of you.” She smiles brightly. “I do so love who I am now. I don’t really quite remember any kind of life before, but I’m quite certain it was truly awful. Sometimes they showed me videos. I had all kinds of dumb opinions about men and property and rights. I know now men are in charge. I know women are just decorations. I know that it’s right to serve the cock of your man, and that I have to do anything to make him hard. I know that ugly women are the worst, and only beautiful people will populate our new, more perfect world. I know my womb is fertile and ready to receive Master’s blessing and to populate this glorious nation with true citizens.” She pauses, stopping and giggling. “You see? That’s all I think about now. I’m so much better now.”

“Mistress.”

“Hmm?” She’s rubbing a dish dry.

“’I’m so much better now, Mistress.’ That’s how you should say it.”

“Oh, that seems improper, my love. We’re both His Trophy Wives now. I’d say that puts us on equal footing, don’t you think?”

Irate rage fills me. How dare she!

“No.”

I have a whole rant prepared, but thinking is so hard. Something...something I ate. Or drank. Something in the...coffee? My thoughts spin and pop and burst. Hot pink bubbles that I can’t keep track of. 

“You know, if what you’re saying is true about replacing me as the younger woman, it’s a bit ironic now, isn’t it?”

Priscilla has put all the dishes away; she’s in front of me now, smiling brainlessly but staring daggers.

“I don’t follow.”

“I think you do.” Priscilla’s smile becomes greedy. “Repurposing isn’t brainwashing. Or...it’s not just brainwashing. I did need my brain washed. I’m so grateful. It was very dirty with stupid thoughts about how someone or something other than my dear, darling Husband mattered to me. It let me know all about the glory of the patriarchy, how inferior females were born to be scorned and scolded and sneered at, and how blessed I am as a beautiful woman to be the receptacle of my Husband’s Holy Sperm.”

This is all exactly why I will never let myself be Repurposed. 

“...kay. You’re getting a little excited, Priscilla doll. Why don’t you lie down?”

“But it’s not just that, don’t you see?” She brings her wet, soapy hands up to her chest, squeezing her tits up and out. “It washed my dirty genes, too. Cleansed them of all the bad stuff. My blood is so fresh now, and my flesh is so young. Genetically, I’m barely eighteen years old. I’ll stay that way for a long, long time. And my brain...” she giggled. “It’s hard to say. But it’s safe to say that I’ve had thousands of years of worship hyper-loaded into my neurons in less than the time it took you to carry His child to term.”

“My child,” I insist. “Our child.”

She giggles. “Of course. For now.”

“What does that mean, you twisted fucking—”

The doorbell rings, interrupting me completely. I’m a bit stunned; doorbells don’t ring in our house except at very scheduled events. All deliveries arrive on Mondays, for example. But it’s Saturday, and I didn’t schedule any kind of a get-together with the local ladies. 

Priscilla calls to the door to announce that she’s on her way. I rush after her, but slowly. My legs feel like I’ve been on an ocean cruise for seven days. Priscilla must have drugged my coffee; I’d be furious but it feels great.

Seeing Priscilla at the door, in the sunlight, she seems almost unreal, like some kind of angelic vision - almost too perfect to be true. She stands with effortless poise. Her face and collarbones jutting just so, her hip bones visible through her dress. And so fertile...she looks like she’s dying for breeding, her heavy tits so full of milk and life...

She greets the girl at the door—clearly another Trophy Wife. She looks like Priscilla’s little sister—a tad younger in her eyes, but just as brilliantly stacked and phenomenally platinum blonde. Gorgeous. She’s wearing the party red dress—another backless sundress for Master. Husband. Lee, I mean, my HusbandMaster. 

Ungh.

Am I—did Priscilla Pink me?

“What’s this?” I shake my fluffy, stuffy head. “What’s going on?”

Priscilla smiles brightly. 

“This is Master’s newest Trophy Wife, Ember. Ember, this is Crystal.”

“Oh hi!” 

Ember greets me with a long, sensual hug and kiss. More pink from her pink lips. I’m putty in her hands.

“G-guh?” I whimper in protest. “Guh. Unh.”

Ember’s fingers immediately slide up toward my pussy. I’m used to this kind of greeting from other Trophy Wives, but I’m already so turned on that her slightest touch sends orgasmic shivers up and down my spine. I drop to my knees, cumming, gripping my body to Ember’s. Moaning. 

“Priscilla made sure I understand the arrangement before I got here.” Ember talks like this is all the most normal thing in the world. For her, it is. “So, we know all about how important this week is for Master. That’s why he’s getting new Trophy Wives, right?”

“Yes,” I say, my voice soft and whimpering. “But...b-but, there was just one, just Priscilla, a-and...”

“I know!” Ember claps her hands. She talks to me like I’m a baby. “There was just Priscilla, and now there’s you and there’s me for Master. Isn’t that grand?”

“N-no!” I try to pound my fists to the earth and end up just licking Ember’s leg. “No, there’s j-just...”

“Crystal, dearie?” Priscilla points to the kitchen. “The counters still need cleaning and the trash needs to be taken out. Won’t you be a dearie and finish the kitchen up? Like a good girl?”

My jaw works up and down. I’m so furious I can’t speak. Ember’s sudden presence—all those brilliantly hot pheromones—also make me so completely turned on I can’t move. My cunt is pulsing, pounding, needing to cum again.  

“You really should clean up,” says Ember. “I mean, if You want to make Master happy. Like a good Trophy Wife. Aren’t you a good Trophy Wife, dearie?”

I whimper at her words. I can’t let them know. I can only trust myself. 

“Y-yes.” I nod, and crawl back to the kitchen.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I wake to the sound of red vans showing up at the drive.

I mean, I say that I wake, but it’s more accurate to say that I came-to. I was watching happy, pretty, fun spiral lights on the wall. How long was I watching? It’s hard to say...

I know that Ember put the projector in the spare guest room and had me look at the patterns some time in the mid-afternoon. Since then?

That’s...worrying. 

In fact, this is all worrying. A red van means more wives have arrived; from the small window of the guest room, I see them exiting the van. Them. As in multiple! 

Moreover, the guest room is now completely empty—there’s no more extra bed, or dresser, or chair, or decorations on the wall...was it all moved out while I was watching the patterns?

The pretty...pretty...pretty patterns...

They’re still going. Dancing. Spiraling. So happy and free and fun.

Drool falls from my lips. My cunt leaks hot, molten honey. I’m dying to be fucked. I’m dying to obey my Husband. He’s such a Man. I’m so lucky I have him. I need to talk with him soon or else Priscilla might get away with fucking up my head like she has. But if I can just talk to him, if I can just...

The spiraling, twisting lights sparkle and flourish on the wall. I whimper, watching them go.

Some time later, I can’t say how long, I’m out of the guest room. I’m dressed in a sheer, tight white micro dress and matching heels, the only thing that was in the room to wear. It’s the kind of thing I’ve seen servant girls wear at the state dinners for big-time politicians. 

My brain feels so funny and silly and hot. I want to melt into the floor and crawl all the way down the stairs. If I do, maybe Misst...maybe Priscilla will see. I want that. I don’t know why, but I want her to see me crawl. 

But I don’t. Somehow. Clutching the banister, I somehow make it all the way down to the entry, my cunt pulsing with orgasmic fury at each step, urging me to kneel, kneel, kneel.

I see—in the living room—that two more wives have arrived. 

“No!” I shout furiously. 

Except I don’t. My “shout” is a breathy, moany, happy whisper. I don’t seem to have very good control of my voice anymore.

Well, that’s just as well, isn’t it? I’m just a girl. Girls don’t really need to—

No!

Why am I thinking like this? Why am my brain so patterns, so pretty and spiral and full of light sounds pink pleasure town and—

Ung.

I fall to the ground at last, right in front of the living room, crawling like I was made to do. Suddenly it’s so much easier to operate. 

Two tall brunettes are on one couch, legs crossed, happily chatting with Ember and Priscilla. The brunettes wear halter-top red dresses, their massive tits on display. Their flesh is so tan. They look almost like sisters. The only way I can tell them apart with my melty-hot bimbo brain is that Autumn has a ribbon in her hair. So now Master has a pair of platinum girls, and a pair of brunettes. 

And then me. 

Right? 

Doesn’t he want me, still?

“Hi dearie,” says Priscilla. She’s enjoying the way I crawl toward her. “This is Summer, and this is Autumn.”

I try to look up but I just cum and shake and whimper instead. It’s easier to just melt and put my head down, like I’m in child’s pose in yoga. My bare cunt is up in the air, dripping wet. Melting. My whole body feels like a candle that’s been sent to the sun.

“Who the fuck is this bitch?” says Summer.  

“Oh, that’s Crystal,” says Ember. “She’s still learning things around here.”

What? I’m apoplectic. You can’t be serious. I’ve been here longer than any of you.

But what I say is, “N-no. I’m f-first wife. S-so...so hot. Daddy cock. Fuck me...fuck me?”

They all giggle at my struggle for words. I didn’t know how hot, how sublime it felt to have a whole room of beautiful Trophy Wives laugh at you, but my pussy spasms and I whimper out another string of meaningless cum-babble. 

“Technically,” says Priscilla, “my previous divorce was thrown out, so I’ve been his wife much, much longer than you, dearie. That does make me your senior. Pay attention.”

Somehow, the heat goes away. Like my body’s orgasm thermostat is Priscilla’s to play with. 

“Wh-what?”

“Why do you think all these new wives are showing up and being so nice to me? Do you think it’s just because I’m so much fucking prettier than you?”

“She really is,” says Autumn. “I’m so completely in love with her. I can’t believe we get to have such a hot Mistress to boss us around.”

“Mmhmm,” says Summer. “How amazing is it that she’s so hot and she’s already got a super hot sisterwife in Ember? I can’t believe we have such a beautiful house to live in, thanks to her.”

They’re gushing. I’m so jealous of their gushing over Priscilla. They should be gushing over me! I did all the work! I did everything! I put the house together!

Priscilla’s pay attention command returned my thoughts and more of my body to me—and I take the moment to leap to my feet, and run to the kitchen and the phone there. Wives aren’t allowed cellular phones anymore, and the phone in the house only goes to State Central, but that’s who I want to talk to anyway. 

The only explanation for this mutiny is that Priscilla isn’t completely brainwashed like she should have been. I’m supposed to be in charge. Priscilla is a Trophy Wife! A bimbo! She’s supposed to be stupid! Instead, she’s acting out this revenge plot on me like I’ve done something wrong!

It takes me several minutes to figure out how to pick up and operate the phone. It’s thick and there’s only one button, but for some reason, I find it super complicated. I keep thinking about how phones use lines, and there are lines in spirals, and spirals are so pretty...

Once I get it going, I start talking immediately and make the best argument ever for why I should stay in charge and why Priscilla is a big stinky awful poo-person.

“Hi. Look. You have to come right now. There’s a fake, an impostor wife here. She’s pretending to be mindfucked, and she’s soooo pretty, and she makes it super hard for me to do all the thinky-things I need to do, so like, you need to grab her and umm...ummm...she’s really...really pretty...?”

I realize I’m babbling like a dumb bimbo. I come close to tears. Why is this so hard? Didn’t I make phone calls before? But then, what would I do that for? The only person I’ve ever wanted to talk to is my Man, and he doesn’t need me to talk at all. I’m just a girl, and our mouths are for holding cocks, not words.

“Put the phone away, Crystal.”

It’s Lee. He looks angry. He’s home from work. But I just woke up? 

No...it’s evening outside. I must have...was I trying to make this call all day? And then there was all that time I was mindfucked upstairs, with the patterns...the pretty, pretty patterns...

After seeing me motionless, dazed, entranced by the memory of my trance, Lee picks up the phone and hangs it up. 

“Master!” Two hot voices sparkle with simultaneous love-at-first-sight.

Summer and Autumn, seeing their Husband for the first time in person, immediately rush to his side. He takes several minutes, feeling them up, kissing them, apparently forgetting all about his anger with me. 

Ember and Priscilla look on, both of them practically drooling at the sight. Ember can't resist the temptation to join in and she moves closer, pressing her body right up against Summer's and caressing her back. Summer moans softly as Ember begins massaging her body with hungry fingers even as she waits her turn to be kissed by her Husband. They’re all constantly whispering and moaning and pleading.

Such a man...

Please, I think it will fit...

You could have me at any time.

I’ve needed you my whole life...

Won’t you let me stroke You?

Can I watch while You fuck her?

Priscilla, just behind Ember, watches in feminine awe as Lee explores every inch of Autumn's mouth with a passionate intensity. He then moves down to her neck, nibbling along the side until he reaches her shoulder. His hands move further down to find their way inside Autumn's tight dress, gripping her tits rough and hard. Then, still gripping them, he turns to Summer and kisses her. The girls all have a leg wrapped around one of his, grinding and urging and stroking. 

Priscilla moves closer too, like a lioness ready to pounce on her prey. She looks at me with smoldering intensity before reaching out gently and running her fingers through Autumn's hair. 

The five of them are completely lost in their passionate moment; no one notices that I'm still standing there just feet away from them, watching transfixed at the carnal scene unfolding before me.

I see him whisper something that makes all the women moan with delight before he kisses each one passionately on the lips again. 

By the time he actually pays attention to me again, I feel small enough to be squashed under Priscilla’s heel. 

Priscilla slips between him and the brunettes, assuming her rightful place in charge. All the girls work at stripping him down and sliding their dresses up to make themselves easily available. Ember, Summer, and Autumn get on all fours beneath him on the kitchen rug, looking back expectantly at his perfectly hard, precum-streaming cock.

“I explained it all to him,” says Priscilla. “You told me about everything. You said we were sisters,” she sneers. “As if I could be sisters with such a dishonest person.” 

I don't remember any of this.

“B-but...when...how...?”

Lee slaps one ass and then another. Testing them. Each one is so tight, and belongs to him so completely. 

“The first night I was here, you stupid girl. You bragged about your whole plan openly to me. I mean, I have to give you some credit. You are supremely stupid, just like a good Trophy Wife ought to be. You were so fucking dumb that you thought that inviting me into your home was a good idea.”

Lee chooses Autumn—entering her violently, roughly, breaking her virginity with urgent abandon. He's so turned on. Ember and Summer lean in and kiss Autumn's body, encouraging her, comforting her. 

He's so big, isn't he?

You can make it. Don't worry. He knows just how to fuck you.

He's such a man. I can't believe we're all so lucky...

Autumn is saying words but they're all babble, like my babble, except she's being fucked. I’m so jealous. Lee is thorough, rough, and hard—fucking her deliberately with every thrust. This is not a lovemaking session—this is a breeding rut. He’s using her purely to cum, and cumming purely to fill up her fertile body.

Priscilla pushes herself against Lee, moaning, imperious and hot. She is every bit the queen to his king; I feel like nothing before her. 

“Don’t worry," she laughs. "I’ll be such a lovely Mommy to your children. I’ll raise them up for you, and undo any of the damage your falsehoods accomplished.”

This thorough tongue-scathing seems to have had its intended effect. Lee slaps Autumn’s ass again—eliciting a scream of pleasure—and grips her tight, losing all control and cumming inside of her hot, brunette bod. 

Ember, Summer, and Priscilla let out a chorus of cheers as he cums inside of Autumn, who looks ecstatic despite her trembling body; she knows deep inside that something wonderful has happened here as her young body throbs. She is full of her Husband’s love... and life.

“You are so strong, my love,” says Ember.

“The strongest ever,” says Summer. “So much stronger than I could have ever imagined...”

When he exits Autumn’s tight, formerly-virgin cunt, he’s still incredibly hard. The milk and hormones of all these Trophy Wives is making him the man he was always meant to be. I feel sick inside, having denied him so much for so long. 

He's still throbbing, breathing heavily with his face tight in concentration. His eyes briefly meet mine and I turn away, certain my own shame is visible in the air around us.

Priscilla approaches him, kneeling for service. 

“Please fuck me next, Master?" She starts to stroke his spurting, throbbing hard cock. “I mean, I know you can fuck any one of us. Autumn is pregnant already. We can all smell it. You’re so strong and powerful. I know you haven’t even fucked Summer yet when she’s so young and hot and virginal. But you haven’t fucked me in hours. And that’s too long, isn’t it Daddy?”

He grunts. Hot seed drips from his Cock. I drool, looking on. Somehow I ended up on my knees. That makes sense. That's where I belong in front of Priscilla. She’s so fucking pretty.

She leans in and kisses him, guiding Summer’s suckling lips across his shaft when Summer crawls closer.

“Won’t you fuck me, darling, and show that stupid bitch what you’re going to take away from her for trying to deceive you?”

Priscilla’s words have the desired effect as Lee is devours her with his gaze and then with a quick, intense kiss. He spins her around, gripping her tight and pushing both her and himself down to the ground. Autumn, Ember, and Summer all pile in on him, whispering adoration. 

I don’t even try. I know I’m not allowed.

His thrusts are slow, passionate, yet intense. I know he could last for days, but I don’t think he’ll want to at the rate he’s going.

“You love me, don’t you Daddy?” 

Priscilla’s voice is clear amongst all the moans. It’s intended to be; it’s intended for me.

“Fuck—fuck yes!”

“You love your real wife?”

Lee slams his hips against hers, claiming what’s rightfully his as he makes love to Priscilla like a man possessed. His thrusts become harder and faster, pushing through her tight walls relentlessly. 

“Yes. Yes!”

“Tell me, please Daddy? Tell me I’m your real wife? Tell me you love me more than the impostor!”

“I love you, babe,” he growls. “I love you so much more than I ever loved her. I know your love is truer than hers. You matter more to me than her. I never should have let her in my home. You’ll be my number one from now on.”

Finally, he releases himself inside of her with one final mind-blowing roar of ecstasy. We all cum with him, even me. Priscilla shakes wildly as the orgasmic waves spread through it like wildfire. After several moments, all the intense pleasure is gone, leaving just blissful exhaustion in its wake. They lay there for ages afterwards, completely spent but fully satisfied by their brutal yet beautiful union.

And I know my fate is sealed, to be the Trophy Slave property of his Trophy Wives. 




* * * * *
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ONE THING I’VE LEARNED from being a good Trophy Wife slave is that I have an exceptionally strong back.

My dishonesty will never be forgiven, but I have been given clemency. I’m so grateful to Mistress Priscilla. If she hadn’t intervened on my behalf, then Master would have sent me off to the breeding farms for sure. Instead, I get a chance to stay in His house so long as I’m obedient, happy, willing, and sexy. 

We’re in the study. It’s Thursday morning. Autumn and Summer are holding a mock blowjob competition on his cock. It’s a “mock” competition because of course, it doesn’t matter who among them sucks Daddy better; Mistress Priscilla always decides who gets Daddy’s cum first. She and Ember are on his arms, cooing and urging, occasionally sliding a hand down to Autumn or Summer’s head to guide them. 

No matter who gets the first load or two from Daddy, they’ll all be satisfied eventually. Either they’ll share his cum in long, lingering sisterslave-kisses, or they’ll turn him on so much that he’ll need to cum even more. The latter happens a lot. 

I receive no cum, of course. I get what’s left over on the seat cushions and carpet. I’m so grateful to get that much. Mistress is so kind to me.

And I’m so grateful to be used as their footrest. Autumn and Summer wear tall, spiky heels. They grind the points of them deep into my spine and shoulder blades. I have to hold my pose, motionless, or else they’ll know I don’t truly love Master. It’s a bit like Simon Says. They’ll say, “Crystal, you can relax, you know.”

But I don’t. I never do, not when they call me my Wife name. I’m not a Trophy Wife anymore. I’m a Trophy Slave. I have to wait for them to call me slave. Only then, can I act. 

Master is cumming. He holds Autumn tight to His Cock; she’s so talented. I have to watch it all—Priscilla makes me, because she knows that it makes me confused and horny and brainless to watch my Master cum and receive so much pleasure. All the girls cum with Him—all of them except for me. They grind and groan and moan his name and beg for more, and I whimper and tremble and drip like a good girl. 

“Slave,” says Priscilla, “go ahead and cum, and then clean up the mess. We’ll want you to clean the toilets while Master breeds us.”

“Y-Yes Mistress.”

I barely blurt out the words before I’m cumming uncontrollably. It’s been so long since my last allowance of orgasms, nearly three hours. Usually she lets me enjoy them for five minutes or so before I have to obey any other commands.

I’m so lucky Mistress is here to take care of me.

# # #
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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:

Succubus Harem – The Queen

Regular guy Robert finds out it’s no easy thing to keep your morals when a trio of soul-sucking succubi want to glorify you as their evil ruler and use all their feminine wiles to beckon you to conquer reality!

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!

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

Lucky Guy Desires – A Bundle

Some guys get all the luck, and the mind control rays, and the bimbofying potions, and the super-hung members, and the harems of breeding bimbos...find out more in this naughty 20-tale bundle!

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

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        Robert is resolute in keeping himself a moral man, but his new succubus girlfriends have made him irresistible to mortal women—including the gorgeous first-time neighbor, Nadine, who couldn't keep herself from worshiping his massively-endowed member. But the succubi have a plan—they want Robert to embrace the darkness and bring every woman alive to their knees in tandem worship with them. They're desperate to be his fertile, erotic servants, and for him to breed all the beautiful women he could ever encounter.Robert would refuse, but unless he takes their reality-warping erotic power, then Nadine's life is over. To sweeten the pot, the third and final succubus will serve him with her two coven-harem members…and she's the most gorgeous one of them all…WARNING: This raunchy tale features supernatural harem-building and wicked-minded succubi happy to drain others so long as it serves their new Owner.
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About the Author

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

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

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


http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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