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C
 ULT OF LUST – HOT
 For Teacher


Her new student shouldn’t be saying all that stuff about her body—but why doesn’t she care, and why does she want him to replace her deadbeat husband? She better suck his cock to find out...
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A special VR headset promises to find the “perfect” partner—of course, this means it finds the nearest available girl and subjugates her will and transforms her unwilling mind and body into that of a model fuckpet.
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Not sure where to start with Nadia Nightside’s expansive catalogue? This is the bundle for you—a sampler platter of all her greatest hits!
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TWENTY stories of lactation and the depraved, hot couplings who can’t get enough of milk-leaking tits from knocked-up beauties!
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W
 ANT TO GET IN TOUCH
 ? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


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


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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T
 HEY WERE SISTERS.
 Adopted from a young age, yes, but sisters all the same, and they had known each other their whole lives.

On a thick bed. Tangled together in a hot, sweaty, naked mess of limbs and hair and whimpers. She knew they were sisters, and yet she kept licking her pussy, moaning for more, moaning in orgasmic joy. A chorus of fervent worship for the one she now recognized as her clear superior in every way.

Distantly, she realized that something was wrong.

Master owned her thoughts. And so it was he who kept that “something wrong” thought in her head—to toy with her, to tease her, to make her suffer.

She realized that it wasn’t completely
 right for her to be on her knees, licking pussy coated with cum, cleaning off the unbelievably tight entrance of her superior after Master had spilled inside.

Her broken, fragile mind just couldn’t cope with the two realities. Knowing that this was wrong—wrong!—even as she came again and again from licking and moaning and whispering adoration to her sister.

They were both owned, together. Forever.

* * * * *
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W
 ILLOW WASN’T SURE
 about this.

No, that wasn’t right.

She considered her boyfriend staring at her through the screen, smiling hopefully and waiting her indecision out. The helmet he’d had delivered to her door, waiting for her to slip it on.

It wasn’t that she was “unsure” about this. No—she was painfully
 unsure about it. It literally gave her a stomach ache how little surety she felt as she sat there, waiting in the empty awkward silence after Duncan’s fourth or fifth sales pitch of this virtual playroom he wanted her to join him in.

“Well?”

“I...” she shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“Come on. We’ve been through this.”

A wave of guilt assailed her. It was familiar and old, this guilt, and even with as bad as it felt it was almost more comfortable than anything pleasant.

“I know...I know. I’m sorry.”

The words dripped out of her on impulse. She was always sorry. Always needing to run away, to be left alone to her guilt.

But isn’t that why she was with Duncan in the first place? She wanted to feel something that wasn’t guilt.

Not for the first time, she wished desperately she could be more like Aspen. Her adopted sister was everything she wasn’t—taller, more confident, easy with a smile and always knowing the right thing to say. They were physical
 opposites too—Willow was shorter and stockier, blond to Aspen’s brunette. A little bustier and curvier to Aspen’s unreal, Tolkien Elf-like measurements. Men all the time would talk to Willow when she went out with Aspen because they were too intimidated by Aspen’s ethereal beauty and easy, effortless grace. She was painfully aware, all the time, around her sister that she was a distant fourth place after Aspen, then literally any other hot girl who might come along, and then a night of self-pleasure thinking about Aspen.

Duncan had changed that, though. Meeting him online through the erotica forums was one of the first places she felt completely at home with someone. She was able to write with him and describe all the erotic fantasies she’d ever had—about being owned, about serving a Master, about never being judged or hurt. He encouraged her every step of the way, building her up and building on the fantasies she described. He gave and gave and gave, and never took—never asked
 to take...until now.

They’d been writing together for about three months. After some hot, cum-happy talks in a chat service, they moved into virtual meetings—seeing what they looked like for the first time without the exaggerations of prose.

The pandemic had been good to Willow and she felt truly guilty about it. It felt right to feel guilty; it felt appropriate. It felt like she was doing the right thing, which was truly important to her.

But she had been able to raise her rates as a copywriter and had already worked from home most of the time anyway, and so was able to start to put together the nest egg she’d always dreamed of. Her free time grew, and she used it to start cooking and working out more.

She was always safe going outside. Safe safe safe, couldn’t stand to put herself or others at risk. Always masking, always distancing. But that meant that others—she felt—couldn’t really appreciate the time that she had spent improving herself, which gave her a host of contradicting opinions. She wanted
 to be seen, for once. Just a little
 . But really being seen meant compromising other values she’d taken on, and letting go
 of those values meant compromising other
 values...

At any rate, she looked the best she ever had. Gone was the baby fat around her cheeks and arms, fine-tuned to something lovely after months and months of yoga. She even sometimes felt her face
 was attractive—until she looked at it in a comparison photo with Aspen.

Aspen made everyone
 feel inferior. It was what she did, like a tornado stomping on trailer parks. Willow mostly just wished she didn’t have that strange, dull, hot ache between her legs when she was presented with this high contrast of attractiveness. Like a heating pad between her legs that had been left on for too long. It made her feel like such a sicko.

When she and Duncan started the virtual meetings, she was grateful then that there was no way he would have any idea Aspen was and no way to do the comparison himself. This was someone who might be entirely Willow’s
 . That had never happened before! Aspen had always somehow managed to weasel in.

And when they first saw each other, Willow had been impressed. Duncan was handsome! Just like he said. He was always so
 honest. He had thick dark hair and a brilliantly built jawline. His body was thick with muscle. Several times now he had sent her pictures of his forearms, which was enough for her to cum to all by themselves. She craved a handsome, carved forearm, and Duncan’s looked like they were cut from oak.

And his cock—oh god
 , his cock. It was thick, and long, and huge
 , and the way it glistened with precum in the photos and videos he had sent her...the way it thudded
 on surfaces when he showed her how she made him twitch with her writing...

All in all, Willow had no idea how she’d made such a catch. She always tried to dress up for their meetings—like today, wearing a low-cut blouse and her cutest pair of glasses to draw his attention to her blue eyes (one of her best features)—but even so she always felt inadequate.

Like always.

Like how he had—for a brilliant few months before they started video chatting—made her not
 feel.

“I just think you’ll like it,” he said. “Really.”

“You’ve done this with other girls?”

“No. But...I tried it out. Tried the tutorial. It was really easy to pick up.”

“It’s just...”

“What?”

“Well. It’s a bit
 creepy, right?”

The helmet was called the Bonding Ritual
 . As if anything
 could sound creepier than that—it was by the same people who made the Dream Partner
 program. There had been, Willow thought she recalled, some kind of hubbub about them for a few weeks. Like, something in the media about its users going crazy or changing or something. But when—after Duncan had sent her the new helmet to try out—she had scrolled through different search engines to find something like that, all she could find were glowing reviews and self-scolding retractions from news outlets bubbling over with blubbering apologies of their “morally inept reporting”—though exactly what
 was so wrong about their reporting was vague and linked to articles that no longer existed.

So, either it was perfectly harmless and nice, as Duncan and all the reviews said, or someone had somehow managed a global scrubbing campaign to erase any kind of bad news about the product from the entirety
 of the internet. The former felt
 kind of wrong to Willow, but the latter was completely impossible. You couldn’t just permanently erase stuff from the internet, right?

“Now you think BDSM is creepy?” said Duncan. “You’re the one who wrote all those filthy emails to me.”

She had. Depictions of service. Kneeling before her Master for days. Holding his Cock in her mouth while she slept.

“I know. I know.” She shook her head. “It’s just...okay. We go into the virtual ‘training arena,’ right?”

“Right.”

“And while we’re there, we both kind of...I don’t know, see each other? Like here. But more three-dimensional.”

“Yes.”

“And then we just kind of act out our fantasies? And the helmet, it helps supply...god, how does it even say it?” She picked up the tome of instructions. “...okay, ‘
 your virtual helmet is supplied with special technology to induce an almost trance-like state in which your normal qualms and resistances to erotic submission will be pushed aside.’ Doesn’t that sound dangerous to you?”

“How many erotic hypnosis stories have you read, Willow? How many times has it said that it doesn’t work unless you want it to?”

“All those stories feature it working when girls don’t want it to, Duncan!”

He laughed. “I know, I know. But that’s only sexy because it’s opposite of reality, right? Really. You’ve got nothing to worry about. You trust me, right?”

She did. “Yes.”

“And I tried it out. And I’m telling you I’m fine. So let’s just give it a trial run.”

“Okay.” Her mouth squirmed. The next part was hard. “Um. Before we start. I have to tell you something.”

“Yes?”

“Aspen is coming over.”

His expression changed. She couldn’t tell exactly what had happened but she knew, she knew
 it meant he wasn’t as in love with her anymore, that she’d done something bad and ruinous and disappointing.

“I see. When?”

“In like, a couple of hours? She wanted to have dinner. I couldn’t say no. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay.” He smiled. “Really.”

“I’m sorry,” she said again. She felt so lame saying it again and again and couldn’t help herself.

“Really, babe.” His smile stayed there. “I know this kind of things hits you sort of hard. But really. It’s totally cool. A couple of hours is plenty. It’ll make you feel more safe, right? That way we won’t overdo things.”

“You’re sure?”

“Of course.”

She watched him starting to focus on the screen instead of her—the little gestures that meant someone was signing off.

“I’ll see you in there,” he said. “Don’t be long.”

* * * * *
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T
 HE FIRST THING SHE
 noticed about putting on the helmet was that she was glad her hair was short. It fit snug, and if her hair had been long and thick—like Aspen’s, for example, who could positively outshine any model in one of those shimmering mane shampoo commercials—she would have been barely able to slide the helmet over her skull. Instead, it went on firmly and easily, humming happily as it powered on.

The hum in particular was what Willow noticed. It droned, but pleasantly so, and there was something in the sound that scratched at her thoughts. Like something trying to be let in. Something she could consider. Something she was supposed to think about...

“Willow?”

She turned to see Duncan approaching, dressed brilliantly in a tailored dark navy suit. The virtual set-up was such that it created a perfect rendition of a classy mansion—the kind she had seen in the smutty movies of smutty books about billionaires and their sexy live-in slaves. Tall, tall ceilings and marble pillars and beautiful hardwood floors. She looked down at her body—a bit disorienting—to see she was dressed in white lingerie. Frilly panties, a lace-lined bra, and tall heels decorated with little bows.

There was a mirror on the wall nearby. Her image was stunning—beautiful, blond, smiling. Thin. Tall. Like a model or a girl in one of the stories she had written for him.

It was again slightly disorienting, as she could feel the weight of the helmet on her head when the image she saw was just her head without it—but as she smiled and turned and examined herself in the mirror, the weight felt like it faded from her mind. The humming of the helmet intensified. Her thoughts took a slow backseat to the experience, the sensations. It felt like several small, delicate, talented fingers ran along the tissue of her back all at once.

That was how he saw her. Or more, it was how he wanted
 her. She tried to shake the encroaching sensations of inferiority but they were so strong and ingrained in her already.

“You’re probably already feeling more suggestible,” he said.

Oh. She probably was. He was usually right about basically everything. Her cheeks warmed. It was a joke they shared—how he was invariably
 right. Sometimes it was annoying. Did she feel more suggestible? How did you tell? She tried to take notice.

“It’s a good feeling,” he said, “or so they tell me. I think you’ll enjoy it. You should, at any rate. Good girls enjoy feeling suggestible. Don’t they, doll?”

A moan escaped her lips. He was close now, looking so dashing
 in his suit. “Doll” was their special word for her. She wanted nothing more than to be able to let go absolutely, to be his special doll forever and ever. But her anxiety, her misgivings, always got in the way. She mumbled now, feeling them combat with the sensations of pleasure and submission already piling up against her subconscious.

“What’s that?” he said. “I didn’t hear you all the way.”

His tone took on a bit of condescension. If his demeanor was an outfit, then the snideness in his tone was no more than a pocket square. But—it was enough to make her wet.

“I...” she whimpered slightly. She didn’t know if he would like her answer, but she had to be honest, didn’t she? “I hope so. I want to be.”

“You have to give this a shot, Willow.”

His hands fell on her shoulders. She could feel
 them. How could she feel them?

It felt different than a real touch—kind of electric. Kind of buzzy. But she felt it nonetheless.

“O-okay.”

“So. To give it a shot...you have to buy in. You know the phrase fake it ‘til you make it
 ? It applies here. The more you act
 like a suggestible, hot, helpless serving girl...the more real it will become. The easier it will be to give in for real
 . Don’t you want that?”

She nodded, biting a lip. Despite everything, all her misgivings, she truly did. More than anything.

“So let’s start simple.”

He guided her over to a couch and they sat down. In real life, Willow was already sitting down, in her chair near her computer. But nonetheless, through some miracle of technology, she felt herself both standing, then walking, and then sitting down next to her man. He held her hands, looking at her in the eyes. They were easy to look into. She felt calmed right away by their nearness, their intense dark color.

“I want you call me Sir
 when we speak. When you reply to me or ask a question. You’ll say Sir
 . Just like in all those hot pieces of writing we traded. Okay?”

“Yes. Yes, okay.”

He waited, raising an eyebrow.

“Oh. Right. Sir. Yes, Sirfuuuuck
 —”

Her voice tapered off into a happy, insistent, moaning chorus of orgasm, delivered to her by unknown means the second her lips formed the word “Sir.”

He held her, tight, and it was a good thing he did. Even if he didn’t actually
 hold her in real life, it was only by feeling his grip on her hands and waist that she managed to keep from sliding the helmet off and running away to her closet to hide.

She’d never
 come like that. Not in her whole, whole life. The pleasure lit up her brain like a Christmas tree. And instead of the normal, blank white space she often experienced in her mind when she came, she saw his
 face. His eyes. Staring at her. His bulge, so clearly evident in his pants. She panted, pawing at him, his chest, at the thick shaft of his barely-concealed bulge.

“Oh my god,” she said, whimpering. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I didn’t—I didn’t expect...oh my god.”

He said nothing, just waiting. Her eyes grew when she realized what he wanted.

“I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t expect that, Sir.”

She said the words hesitantly, expecting another crazy orgasm somehow. This only made her already timid voice sound even more submissive.

“It’s okay. You’re feeling quite suggestible. The helmet is having a strong effect on you.”

Heat washed through her. An ocean tide of heat, receding and then sweeping in again.

“Yes, Sir. It is, Sir.”

“It’s only natural for there to be some consequences like that. You’ve repressed so much, Willow. You needed to cum, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Who did you cum for? Was it for you?”

“No, Sir. It was for you. Like all my cums, Sir.”

It was getting easier and easier to slide into this mode of talking. The heat was making it easy to forget herself.

“That’s right. You do cum for me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

She had. Every time she had cum since she had met him had been about Duncan.

“I deserve your cums, then, don’t I?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“I own
 your cums, don’t I?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And what
 cums for me?”

“My pussy, Sir.”

“So I own your pussy, don’t I?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Say it fully.”

“You own my pussy, Sir.”

Her breath caught—a near orgasm, a spike in the pleasure. Her legs wrapped over his. Her hands pawing at his bulge, needing his Cock. Needing its hardness. He was so handsome
 ...

“What else of yours do I own?”

She was breathing so hard. Staring at him. Staring at his big eyes. Had they gotten bigger? She was going to cum again
 .

“Everything, Sir. You own everything of mine.”

“Your body.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Your mind.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Your soul.”

“Yes
 , Sir.”

She unzipped his pants, stroking his cock. She could feel his cock the same way she felt his hands earlier. Electric. Buzzing. But she knew he felt her the same way. She could hear his voice becoming more heated. Gasping just so, even if she could barely see his lips. All she could truly see were his eyes, and she was lost in them completely.

“Tell me fully.”

“You own my body, my mind, and my soul, Sir—”


Another hard round of orgasm—this one harder than the last and what felt like multiple small orgasms carpet-bombing a larger terrain of pleasure all over her body. She shook and trembled into him completely, giving herself over to his strength, to his cock—she kept stroking—to his voice as he called her his doll, his doll, his doll.

When her presence of mind returned to her, she was on her knees before him, stroking absently. Her hand and arm moved but she had no control over it. Absently, she tried to stop—and giggled when she saw that she couldn’t.

She wasn’t in control anymore.

“Okay,” he said. “They said thirty minutes and you’d be proper fucked in the head. What do you say?”

She just smiled and looked up at him. But she
 didn’t smile. Willow
 didn’t smile.

It was just that her body
 had.

This—this felt wrong.


Duncan
 , she began—but then realized she wasn’t speaking.

She tried again.


This is weird, Duncan. I don’t like it
 .

But none of those words left her. Instead, she just stroked and smiled, stroked and smiled.

“Good girl,” he said.

Her body came—and no matter what prison she found herself in now, she came too. Her entire body rollicked, pleasure doubling by the second and increasing once more from the knowledge that she held the cock of God Himself in her hands (where had that thought come from?) and moaning raggedly and needfully for more.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, her voice dripping with desire. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

But she
 hadn’t said it. It was just her voice. What the hell?

“They told me that by this point, you’d still have a little presence in your head. Before the program takes you over completely. How’s that working out? Can you hear me in there?”

He laughed, slapping her face once with his cock and then from the other side.

“You dumb fucking broad. Jesus christ. I bet there’s some stupid part of you in there wondering what’s going on, huh? Or—no, no—” his tone went acidic. “I bet you’re saying how sorry
 you are, huh? That you fucked it up somehow? Holy shit. You’re so fucked in the head. I’m doing you a fucking favor.”

He leaned over and took her by the chin, looking her directly in the eyes. “Hey. Babe. You hear me in there? Look. This “game” we’re doing? Not a game. I’m taking over your life. For real. Forever. You belong to me now. You said it yourself, of your own volition. So now I’m going to make you into exactly the woman I want you to be.


No
 , thought Willow. Oh god. Oh god. Oh god
 please no
 .

“Yes,” he said. “That’s right. It was a big long con! And when I say long
 ...” he whistled. “All the fucking time I put into you...” he shook his head. “You made me work for it! You did. Good lord, you did. You made me work harder than I think I had to for anyone else. And do you know the craziest thing?”

He stepped away. His suit was gone and he was just naked. Willow wished intently she didn’t find his ranting—naked, his sculpted body glistening from her saliva and his sweat—so utterly appealing. But she loved everything about Duncan.

B-but no
 , she hated
 him, he lied
 to her, he deceived
 her!

But what if that was her fault somehow? If only she had been better...

“The craziest thing, babe, I mean, outside of you probably blaming yourself for this? Holy shit, the fucking stones on you to blame yourself for fucking everything
 . Good lord. It’s really vain, do you know that? It’s the wrong
 kind of vain to think that everything revolves around you and is in your control. And now, nothing
 will be under your control, at all
 ...and it’s not even about you. Honestly, I’m doing you a favor, but I wouldn’t even do it if your sister wasn’t the actual hottest girl I’ve ever
 seen.”

Aspen. It was about Aspen. Willow’s one
 love—of her whole life! The one thing that was supposed to be hers! The one thing that wasn’t supposed to be for anyone but her, ever!

And it was about Aspen
 .

Again.

Another boy loving Aspen
 instead of her.


Again
 !

Tears flowed from her—both mentally and physically. They appeared in the simulation, and Duncan stared as they came out, stroking himself.

“That got a response, huh? I thought it might. Real deep cut, huh? Sorry, babe. You just really can’t compete with her. She’s just...everything you’re not. Or.” He smirked. “She’s everything you weren’t
 . But I’m taking care of that, okay? Don’t worry. Nobody’s gonna ignore you
 over her from now on. It’ll be more...fifty-fifty. Because I could just get rid of you or send you down the line for someone else to own—they would have slashed my price in half if I did that, by the way—but I thought it would be better to keep you girls together. Serving me, together. Like you belong. Take a look.”

Gripping her chin so hard she was sure it would leave a bruise, he dragged her body over in front of the nearest mirror. It was full length, showing Willow in all her white lingerie completely.

Before—it had shown some ideal version of her. Now, it was completely changed—her in white lingerie, on display, as she would actually look. Willow felt mortified. She looked so out-of-place. Like a nerd at a jock’s party.

I’m not good enough. I’m so sorry.

Her eyes focused on all the parts of her that were unworthy, that she hated. The rolls at her side. The insistent flab in her thighs. The mess around her neck. The choppy, home-haircut she had given herself out of fear from going to the hairdresser for nearly a year.

I’m not good enough.

“Do you see, Willow? How you’re not good enough for me?”

I’m so sorry.

He was being so cruel, and yet all the same, she could not help but agree. She no longer knew if it was the program making her more suggestible or her own low opinion of her self-worth. But either way it hit home. Everything that was wrong about her physically felt magnified.

I’m not—

All her flaws.

good enough—

The teeth that weren’t straight enough. The fingers that were just a touch too short and stubby.

I’m so—

The breasts that—despite being big—weren’t as firm as she wanted them to be with how young she was.

sorry. I’m—

Even her bright eyes, which she had been told so many times was her “best” feature—and wasn’t that
 a backhanded compliment when there were so many other parts of a woman left to admire—seemed dull and lifeless in this mirror of Duncan’s devising.

notgoodenoughI’msosorryI’mnotgoodenoughI’msosorryI’m—

“Please...” Willow gulped. “Make it stop.”

She barely realized she was speaking with her own voice again. The mirror held nothing but a reflection of all her insecurities—all her greatest fears put on display and easily seen and each one like a bullhorn directly to the ear of her ego.

“Make it stop? You mean change
 it?”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

The terror of seeing herself like this—so completely not
 what Duncan wanted—was shaking her apart.

The terror of a hundred thoughts ran through her brain. She hated herself for not hating Duncan more. But even in the core of her that was outside of his control, she was desperate for his approval. Even if he had
 been gaming her, playing her, using her—when he told her he liked something, it sent shivers up and down her spine. She craved
 his attention, his enjoyment. It wasn’t fair—it wasn’t fair at all
 —but maybe this was how it was supposed to be?

Maybe she wasn’t
 ever going to find love, or happiness. Maybe the best she could hope for was just to be of use
 to someone great. To be of use to someone fantastic
 like Aspen or Duncan.

Or both.

“If I change it here—change it back...you remember, right? The way I had you looking?”

“Yes, Sir. It was much better, Sir.”

“If we change it now...with you begging
 for it...it changes in the real world. Is that what you want?”

She gulped. It was so hard to decide. Tears ran down her face, making her already homely features into something so much more horrible to see. Red-faced. Distorted. Puffy.

God, please, make it stop!

“You want to change. For me. So I’ll love you.” He smirked. “Or at least tolerate you. So you can be of some
 use to me. Don’t you?”

Some use! Any use! Oh my god!

“Yes. Yes, Sir. Yes, please Sir.”

“You want me to change you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Permanently?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Even though I’ll never
 fuck you instead of Aspen, no matter how gorgeous you look?”

She sobbed, breasts heaving. “Y-yes, Sir. I don’t care, Sir. I want you to fuck my sister instead of me, Sir. I just want to be of use to you, Sir.”

“Very well. Calm down, now.”

Like a switch went off, her control left her body—and her sobbing stopped, her body slowly returning to normal, sedate breathing.

But in her mind, at this final humiliating confession, Willow kept crying.

* * * * *
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T
 HE CHANGES DID NOT
 take long to set in.

First, her hair. It grew thicker on her head. Outside the simulation, she dimly felt great chunks of it falling out and then new portions sprouting from her scalp. It was thick and glamorous and long, naturally settling into a bombshell part that Willow instinctively wanted to run her hands over.

But she couldn’t. She could enjoy none of this.

Her body
 was enjoying it. But her conscious mind was locked tighter and tighter into a smaller and smaller box. She could feel the buzzing of something terrible, eating away and replacing all the other parts of her mind that weren’t just witnessing this. Replacing her thoughts, reintegrating new memories. All she would know was service, happiness, joy at doing every last thing Duncan said.

Her nose shifted and formed into something classy and regal, shifting from the snout she had always feared people would look at and laugh at for being just slightly too piggish. Aspen had once made an oinking sound at her when they were twelve and she had never forgotten it, nor forgiven herself for letting it happen.

Her cheekbones rising, giving her dour face hot peppy definition, like a ruddy-skinned cheerleader. Legs shifting, lengthening, thinning out and developing taut musculature like she was a gymnast. Her ass becoming an ass
 , instead of just the flat saddle she’d been riding on and hoping would be ignored in favor of her other qualities.

From the front, her torso tightened and lengthened. The body—Willow’s
 body but not her body—moved and preened with the changes. She posed and put herself on display, smiling up at Duncan and giggling as her tits grew almost too big for her tiny lingerie. Standing up from kneeling effortlessly in her tall tall heels, then kneeling again, then standing and bending over, then popping up on one foot. Tossing her hair this way and that.

All this beauty she had now—forever, according to Duncan—and Willow didn’t even get to enjoy it. A prisoner in her own brain, and all because Duncan thought it was hot. Because it made him hard
 to erase her totally and make her watch her own deletion.

Finally the process appeared to be done. Duncan stood in the mirror with her and grabbed her tight against his body. Hand gripping her up the ass hard and holding her firm.

“Nearly there,” he said.

“Really, Master?” the Not-Willow said to him, turning this way and that. “I look so fantastic, though. What’s left?”


Me!
 Willow screamed. Me! Please! Wake up! Let me be in control! Let me take
 anything back
 , please!


“Well,” said Duncan. “Do you remember how you used
 to look and feel?”

They looked in the mirror together. Willow’s gaze was firmly on herself while Duncan’s hands groped her malleable, owned body.

Not-Willow frowned. Even that was beautiful. “Kind of. I remember I wasn’t too happy. Or too pretty. Like I am now, aren’t I?”

“Oh yes. You’re very
 pretty, Willow. I might even fuck you a lot, even though I said I wouldn’t. I’m so impressed with you.”

Willow felt the orgasm like the cannon-shots of thunder echoing outside a building. In her own head, the space for her original consciousness was getting smaller and smaller.

“Thank you, Master.”

“You’re welcome, doll. It’s just...that old you? She’s still in there somewhere. A very, very tiny percentage of you is still compromised.”

“Oh. I see. How terrible!”

“Right? We have to get rid of her.”

“Yes, Master! I agree so much! What can I do?”

“You just have to say please
 , doll. Tell Master please get rid of the old me
 .”

“Of course, Master!” Willow smiled brilliantly. “Please get rid of the old me! Get rid of that stinky old hag! I don’t want her around anymore! I just want to be young and perfect and beautiful and obedient to you forever!”

The thundering of orgasm grew louder than ever. The walls collapsed—and Willow felt a terrible electric sensation—and then there was nothing.

* * * * *
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A
 SPEN WAS ABOUT READY
 to leave. She had been waiting an entire two minutes—two minutes
 !—of her precious time at Willow’s door, waiting for her sister to answer.

She was a bit nervous just standing around. She had dressed well—dressed for a night out, despite the plan to stay in at Willow’s apartment. She did get a kick, though she would never admit it, at making her older sister feel inadequate around her. It was just so easy
 to push her buttons and Aspen, though she did love Willow, had enough of a sadistic streak in her to get her jollies by making her jealous.

So, she wore a short skirt—she had such great legs, and it seemed like such a shame not show them off—and ankle-high boots with tall heels. Always, Aspen was wearing tall heels. She liked the length it gave her and the way they made her ass work and the way it made men stare.

Men’s eyes on her made her feel like she was accomplishing something. It was especially fun to see the dilemma in their minds when they clearly wanted her but didn’t have the balls to say anything.

The heels, matte black leather, went well with the red skirt and the tight form-fitting silk blouse she had thrown on. A few of the buttons were undone to show the depth of her clavicles and the way the two or three jewelry pieces she had chosen spilled across her bones, dripping like glistening water. The jacket she had on—short and leather—was unbuttoned and featured several large, mostly decorative buckles. She felt a little like a rockstar whenever she wore it.

Sure, she was just meeting her sister—but Aspen loved
 showing off. And making Willow feel a little bad
 about the body she would never had always made Aspen feel better after a long week of work.

In the past, she had felt bad about this. Trying to hide this or that mean impulse. The compromise she had made was that so long as she made
 someone feel bad passively, but didn’t tell
 them to feel bad—she would get a pass. So she was always cheerful and uplifting and positive around others, even if on the inside her mind was always judging and calculating, deliberating all the many fruitful avenues of superiority she held over the average female.

Then she had realized that this—passively making someone feel like shit but actively trying to be nice—only made others feel worse. It made them hate themselves
 . If you made someone hate you
 , that was still pain for them. Hating was painful.

But if you made someone hate themselves
 —if you didn’t give them an excuse
 for hating you...that was something truly special. That was the secret sauce of superior smugness.

Aspen handed out compliments—both true and backhanded—all the time. She said them with a smile. She offered warm, sincere advice. And all the while, because she was beautiful and so effortless
 about it—people’s resentment of her grew and grew. But they couldn’t blame Aspen
 for this resentment because she was being so nice! So they blamed themselves.

Which Aspen knew they would do. She cultivated their self-hatred like fine wines, drinking whenever she wanted. A hundred different bottles of pain to drink from whenever she wanted the boost to herself.

These days, though, she could hardly go to bars or clubs or coffee shops, not really. It wasn’t the same. She was always on guard there, always worrying about who was telling the truth about their health—or she had to wear a mask, and a full ninety-percent of what Aspen was proud about was her utterly gorgeous face. Yes, her body was fantastic
 , and she worked on it like it was her job—but her face was the real money maker, and a mask hid almost all of that.

She knocked again. “Hey! Let me in, Willow!”

Finally it clicked open—seemingly on its own. The inside of the apartment was dark and she couldn’t see Willow anywhere, actually.

“Willow?”

“Hi! I’m just in the kitchen making dinner!”

The voice she heard didn’t sound like Willow’s at all. It was hot, and bubbly, and oozing confidence. A fresh, sexual scent filled the air.

It took Aspen a moment to process what she saw waiting for her.

Willow—or a girl who apparently said
 she was Willow—hovered dutifully from one end to the other of the kitchen, handling several cooking responsibilities all at once. She mixed something in a bowl while reading out of a cookbook—Aspen could still see the lines of dust on the sides, which assured her this somehow was
 indeed her microwave-reliant sister—and kept a watchful eye over something simmering on the stove. The oven was on. It smelled amazing, whatever it all was. Hints of citrus and a strong scent of cooking meat.

“W-Willow?”

Of course all the cooking wasn’t the most amazing thing. It was Willow—”Willow?”—herself, dressed in nothing but an apron and very tall white heels. The apron did not cover her backside in the slightest, and seemed ready to unleash itself at a moment’s notice due to the straining pressure of Willow’s heavy, mouth-watering tits.

Everything about Willow had changed. She looked like a completely different person. There were only the barest of hints that it was her at all—the color of her eyes, a certain turn of her cheeks and brow. She was taller—why the fuck was she taller?—and bustier and blonder
 and more fit and god
 was she fit. Aspen worked out every day, rubbed Willow’s face in her brilliant shape every time they met, and now it looked like her formerly frumpy sister could give her a run for her money.

Hell, it looked like Willow could give anyone
 a run for their money, and then run up a fucking mountain
 .

She hadn’t seen her sister for six weeks. They spoke regularly via text and email, though, and Willow hadn’t mentioned anything even close
 to what might have caused this. She was seeing someone—a pity internet fuck was Aspen’s guess—and so maybe
 Willow might have gone to the fucking gym or had a makeover, but this...

This was like she had been reformatted from the atoms up. It wasn’t her sister. It was someone else. Danger oozed in the air and Aspen felt sure she had walked into some kind of a trap.

“I...this isn’t right.” Aspen backed up. “I must be in the wrong place. I’m sorry. I’ll go.”

“Go?” Willow giggled, setting down the bowl. “You just got here, silly.”

Willow tugged her in for a long, warm hug. Something about her scent made Aspen’s brain feel fuzzy and warm. And god
 , her embrace was strong. And her hair smelled so nice
 , and her skin was so soft
 ...

Was Aspen...

Was Aspen wet
 ?

She was. The soft cotton panties she had clearly weren’t doing enough to hold back the sudden and easy flow of her juices. Trails of glistening juice started to slide down her thighs. This was from only seconds of contact with her “sister.”


Holy fuck. What’s happening
 ?

Fear struck her. This was all wrong. This was obviously
 wrong and something was fucking with her senses to make her think it was right.

She pulled away, but Willow held her tight.

“You can’t leave
 ,” Willow said brightly. “You just
 got here, silly.”

Willow’s eyes. They were bright, but they were empty. Aspen looked with horror at the vacant look on her sister’s suddenly-beautiful face.

“No,” she shook her head. “No, no, no. Please. Willow. Let me go. I have to go.”

“You just got here, silly.”

The kitchen was directly next to the entryway, and Aspen had never shut the front door. But it shut now, with authority, as Aspen’s voice picked up in intensity.

Doors didn’t shut on their own.


Someone else was here
 .

“Let me go,” she said again. “I’m going to scream!”

Already she was shouting.

Willow leaned in and closed her mouth over hers. Aspen’s scream was muffled by her sisters soft lips, the plush feeling of her tongue sliding into hers.

For several moments, she kept fighting. Struggling. This was crazy! This was—this was gross! She’d grown up
 with Willow! It didn’t matter if her sister was a smokeshow all of a sudden and that Aspen definitely
 had bisexual tendencies and definitely
 thought this new version of her sis was a terrific improvement on what she had been, she couldn’t just...couldn’t...

She couldn’t...

Couldn’t kiss
 her beautiful lips.

Kiss and let her lips close over her sister’s tongue.

Definitely shouldn’t
 close her eyes while it happened and remember how hot
 it felt to see her sister like that in her apron.

And her hands. Her hands—Aspen’s hands—shouldn’t wander around to her sister’s ass and feel how utterly firm
 it was, holy fuck.

Something...something changed
 in Aspen’s response. The need to scream fell from her. Their saliva, mixing together. It felt good.

Everything felt so warm
 .

She was just starting to think that maybe this would be okay—maybe she could get used to this? Maybe she could just, fucking make-out with her sister for a while? Like, who cared
 , really, and she was desperately horny all the time anyway, and there was a pandemic
 , and she was allowed to lose her mind some right?

All of those thoughts just began to align when the helmet slipped down over her head.

* * * * *
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S
 OFT LIPS PUSHED INSISTENTLY
 against Aspen’s, and a pair of gentle hands worked on her lower body. One dipped around her thigh, shifting it on top of a likewise-soft lap, and the other had two fingers deep inside her virgin-tight pussy.

Aspen had never been with a man. She had been waiting for someone worthy of her. And now she knew she had found him—found Him
 —but she didn’t know his name, or what he looked like. She just knew that it had happened.

Or not, that wasn’t right—she hadn’t found him. He had found her
 . And he had taken her whether she wanted it or not.

Her pussy clenched and gushed from this thought, gripping the fingers so insistently sliding against her throbbing g-spot. The lips pushed more insistently against her chin and cheekbones, the bottom of her own lips, soft and powdery and needful.

Eyes still closed, she imagined a muscle-bound hunk taking her over and over again repeatedly while she begged him to stop, while she implored him to slow down, while she aggressively screamed no over and over.

More honey poured from her slippery, finger-fucked cunt.

That was such a beautiful, hot, wonderful thought. Her will being discarded like a piece of junk mail, tossed away as an afterthought. Not important. Whether she wanted it or not was not important
 to this alpha male—all that was really important was his desire.


Being forced
 . Being made
 to fuck him whether she wanted it or not. Her will being destroyed
 by his big, beautiful, perfect, Alpha Male Cock.

Already she had intuited that this was Willow pushing against her, pushing inside
 her.

It did not bother her. She only knew enough, honestly, to know that maybe it should
 bother her...but it didn’t.

Besides, the girl who was now
 Willow had so little of her former sister inside of her that she might as well have been an alien who had taken over Willow’s life. The old Willow was dead and gone forever, just like so much of Aspen now.

All for Master.

The room was silent except for Willow and Aspen’s soft kisses, and something else.

Her ears slowly registered what it was.

Master’s breathing.

She pushed Willow to one side and saw him there on the bed. His form covered in the darkness of the late night room. Enough light shined in to let her see all of his magnificence—more than enough to let her know that she loved him beyond all reason and reckoning.


Him
 .

Aspen was in love, love, loveylovelove love.

Roughly, she pushed Willow off the bed entirely. It was an awkward, bad fall near the footboard, and Willow easily could have been quite hurt. Sharp corners. Bad angles.

Neither she nor Master cared. They had eyes only for each other.

Aspen took stock quickly of what she wore. Tight black lingerie pushing up her hefty, globular tits. She thrust her chest up so he could see it better. Gorgeous matte leather heels. She pushed her legs out long so he could admire her insane length. Her body had changed somehow—tighter in the abdomen that was already so tight, wider in the hips, bustier. Her hair at least a foot longer, but thicker and feeling healthier than ever. Her body felt like she had just turned eighteen.

Crawling toward him on the bed, slowly, she knew he could see everything about her.

Starting from right above his Cock—so huge and hard and streaming precum—she pushed her head against his body and slowly—kissing and licking and moaning all the way—rubbed herself against him. A perfectly tamed sex kitten. She rubbed her face against his Cock like it was a bar of soap and she wanted to be slippery-clean.

“God fucking dammit,” he groaned, “but you are gorgeous.”

Her hand wrapped around his Cock and stroked.

“Thank you, Master.”

She’d never said that word in such a way, but all the same it felt deeply natural to do so now.

“I want to tell you what’s happened,” he said.

She looked up at him, stroking, sliding her lips across his shaft. Her cunt twitched at his obvious pleasure.

“You want to brag about breaking me.”

He nodded.

“That sounds wonderful, Master. Please do.”

“I chose you—fuck, yes, with your mouth. Just like that.”

Aspen groaned happily at his need for her, sinking her lips deeper onto his shaft and feeling him inside of her mouth for the first time.

“I ch-chose you, fuck. There’s a new world order coming, honey. And it’s going to remove a lot of people from the lives they knew. A lot, a lot
 of people will just be slaves. Put on farms to work for people like me. People who bought in early. And I wanted a wife
 . I wanted someone to look at who I knew who be hot all
 the fucking time for me. So you’ll be there. On my plantation or whatever. Fucking, fuck
 with that mouth of yours, jesus
 —on that plantation. Watching them work. Running their pathetic lives, god
 , and cheering me on while I fuck up the minds of anyone I want. We’ll have a region
 all to ourselves. We are the new royalty, and—fucking, shit. You are too good at that.”

Willow, giggling and bruised, crawled back up on the bed. The motion shifted Aspen’s attention.

She sneered at her sister. “You’re breaking Master’s concentration, idiot. Come here.”

She didn’t wait for Willow, instead snatching her by the hair and shoving her—unprepared—mouth-first down on Master’s cock. Throat bulging right away. Tears welling from the sudden forcefulness of the entry. And yet even so Willow wanted it—she couldn’t not
 want it—and Aspen could see her dripping wet cunt gloss over with ever more need.

Willow had been caught off-guard and squirmed, out of air almost immediately. Arms flailing. Turning purple. Aspen didn’t mind, simply holding her down harder with a strength that surprised even her. She saw the love for herself reflected back in her Master’s eyes as she held her suffocating sister down.

“This is for you, Master. This is all for you. This is what you deserve.”

Willow could die on his beautiful cock for all she cared. All that mattered was his pleasure.

“Do you like this, sir?” she asked. “Is this what a good slave mistress does for You? I’ll hold them all down, just like this. You’ll have it all.” Willow’s movements—at first so sporadic, started to taper off. Losing too much air to struggle. “I’ll choke them, replace them, train them. Just for you. Just the way you
 want. It’s who I am, now. Should I even let her up? Or do you want to feel what it’s like—”

The only thing that saved Willow’s life, probably, was the kiss that this inspired from her Master. He leaned over and grabbed Aspen hard, throwing her down underneath him and in doing—relinquishing Aspen’s hold on Willow’s skull and whipping his own cock out from her. He pushed Aspen down on the bed and gathered her long legs up underneath his heavy chest.

“What are you doing, Sir?” Aspen asked.

Fear tinged her voice—because she knew it would turn him on.

“Whatever I want.”

“No,” she said, trying to get away. “Stop. S-stop, please. No, Master. No, I’m no-not ready. Don’t—"

He throttled her neck, putting a finger right in her face.

“Shut up.”

She tried to speak again anyway—and barely got a word about before he slapped her.

Thrilled, cunt singing, she tried again—tried again to say no
 even though she didn’t mean it.

He slapped her again, harder this time, nearly knocking the sense out of her. And at the same time, his Cock—hard and proud—thrust inside her waiting, eager pussy.

This joining of sex and force was crucial for her, for both of them.

“You-you’re forcing
 me,” she gasped. “Taking
 me. Oh my god. Oh my god! You’re unstoppable
 .”

Willow had recovered already, though her face still tinged purple and red. She pushed up against Duncan as he thrust, repeatedly, into Aspen’s tight virgin pussy.

“Thank you,” Willow moaned against him. “Thank you for fucking my sister. Oh my god, you made
 her want it! You made us both
 want it! You’re such a man! Such a god!”

“Yes, Master!” she cried. “I was so wrong! So wrong! I should have begged for it! I should have begged
 you! I never should have said no! I never should have tried to fight you! Thank you! Thank you for forcing
 me, Master!”

He slapped her again—and Aspen smiled, licking her lips.

“Yes!” She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling herself into him. “That’s right, Daddy. You do whatever
 you need to me. I’m yours
 for the taking now. Yours to force. Yours to rough up
 . I’ll never
 complain.”

He bit her chin, her neck, teeth raking down her skin. Leaving hot red marks all down her.

“I’ll make you fucking pregnant,” he said. “The both of you. Fucking pregnant
 for me. You understand?”

“Yes, Master!” they gushed in unison.

“You’ll take whoever I want. You’ll line them up
 for me to do how I did you.”

“Anyone!” Aspen nodded, her forehead pressing into his. “Anyone you say. I’ll hold her down. Make her your slave
 . Help you force
 her just like you did me. And she’ll want
 it because every woman wants
 to be forced by you
 . We can’t help ourselves. You’re such a man, such a God
 —"

He unleashed inside her. Hands gripping tight on her throat, choking and holding her down as he hosed her insides with his massive load. Aspen came, repeatedly, the force of his seed spraying so hard against her g-spot.


This is what real force feels like
 , she thought.


This is why it’s right for Master to take what he wants
 .

When her brain—or what was left of it—came back online, she was snuggled against her Master’s side. He looked dreamily at her, stroking the marks he had left on her face. Aspen would wear them as badges of pride, of ownership, of being good enough to feel her Master’s intimate touch. Willow touched herself, apparently unable to cum, whimpering just out of touching range from either of them.

An inferior waiting to be told her place. Aspen loved her Master so much for making this her life.

His eyes passed momentarily over his naked, still-standing hard cock. Nothing more needed to be said. Aspen grabbed her sister’s head and placed her down on his Cock, encouraging her to clean. Licking up the leftovers of their pleasure, as was only befitting a lower
 slave.

Aspen liked
 that. Bossing other slaves around for her Master. She needed more.

“Master,” Aspen purred. “Would you like me to show you photos of the hot friends I have?”

# # #
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Y
 OUR 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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W
 ANT TO GET IN TOUCH
 ? Me too!

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:


Cult of Lust – Hot For Teacher


Her new student shouldn’t be saying all that stuff about her body—but why doesn’t she care, and why does she want him to replace her deadbeat husband? She better suck his cock to find out...


Virtual Meeting – Owning His Hot Date


A special VR headset promises to find the “perfect” partner—of course, this means it finds the nearest available girl and subjugates her will and transforms her unwilling mind and body into that of a model fuckpet.


Bimbo Wife – Happy Harem


Eliana has never been happier than she is as a willfully mindfucked slave of her MasterHusband, so when his status is threatened and his ownership of her might be revoked, she does what any good slavewife does—gather more slaves for him until the problem solves itself.


Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the Innocent


An immortal sex demon gains an immortal succubus for a bride. How does she celebrate their joining? By gathering more succubus slaves for him, of course!


Bimbo Wife – Happy Servant


The gorgeous Eliana loves her new submissive, erotic life in service to her husband, but she’s kidnapped by his latest slave-acquisition. It’s up to her to take advantage of her Master’s programming to bring herself and her sexy kidnapper back to their knees where they belong...


Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the MILF


When this sex demon tires of corrupting good girls, he goes after the worst one he can find—and gets more than he bargains for!


Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place


Elena wakes up as a completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...


Bimbo Processing Unit – Secret Desires


Learn the secret origins of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!

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


Bimbo Dreams


This collection of TWENTY erotic stories features some of Nadia Nightside’s latest and greatest bimbo erotica tales!


Demon’s Offer – The Bundle


Follow the sensational, over-the-top adventures of an incubus as he slowly gathers his own personal succubus harem from the baddest, hottest girls around.


Taboo Dreams


TWENTY tales of erotic, pseudo-incestual delights between hot and bothered babes and the men they’ve known their whole lives!

––––––––


[image: image]







G
 ANG DREAMS



Fulfill all of your naughtiest gang bang alpha male fantasies with the TWENTY stories from this raunchy bundle featuring marble-carved badasses who won’t take no for an answer, no matter the cost!


Forbidden Dreams


Not sure where to start with Nadia Nightside’s expansive catalogue? This is the bundle for you—a sampler platter of all her greatest hits!


Overflowing Dreams


TWENTY stories of lactation and the depraved, hot couplings who can’t get enough of milk-leaking tits from knocked-up beauties!


Just 18 Dreams


EIGHTEEN beautifully bodacious tales of barely legal beauties begging for the hard, unstoppable cocks of the alpha males in their lives!


Fertile Dreams


TWENTY amazing stories of brilliantly busty, fertile babes who dream of nothing but serving their man in all the ways he deserves...whether they like it or not!


Craving Alpha Males


An amazing deal for TWENTY stories of Alpha Male action—claiming hot babes, using no protection, and destroying anyone in their way.


Naughty Cravings


An outstanding sampler pack of TWENTY of the hottest tales Nadia Nightside boasts—if you don’t know where to start with Nadia’s huge library, this is the best place to begin!


Hard & Rough Cravings


TWENTY stories of the hardest, roughest sex scenes Nadia Nightside has ever put to paper!


Mesmerized Cravings


TWENTY stories of erotic mind control full of hot babes with their minds wiped until they realize their true purpose is servicing cock forever!

––––––––
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S
 UBSCRIBE 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 Virtual Meeting - Taboo Ownership
 ? Then you should read Cult of Lust - Hot Teacher
 by Nadia Nightside!
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Kayla, lost in a loveless, childless marriage, feels utterly trapped by her disappointing husband and takes solace only in her job as a teacher. So when Eamon—a handsome new student at the university with a rotating cast of gorgeous girlfriends—begins to show her special attention, she soaks it up. What starts as a simple flirtation soon winds up infesting her mind with dark, depraved thoughts of worshiping the male form and re-imagining her body as a trophy that exists entirely for his pleasure. She would be fertile, busty, smiling—and full of his heirs. She can't stop craving this homewrecking fantasy. But, when Eamon reveals to her this isn't a dream, but her destiny, Kayla will discover if she can somehow gather the composure to fight his terrifying will.




Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
 .
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About the Author


For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories. Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else: 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




Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
 .
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