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Author's Note: All Characters Depicted Herein Are 18 Years Of Age Or Older.
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Beauty Potion – The Model MILF

​​Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! 

- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

- Show your support for the stories I write!
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Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter! 
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- Enjoy THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! 

- Totally Free!

- Periodic Emails about New Releases, Special Offers, and Discounts!

Want to get in touch? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access to share naughty thoughts! 
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Leave a Review When You’re Done!

- Feedback is Always Welcome

- I Always Read Reviews

- Your Voice Matters! 


DISCLAIMER: This story features unrealistic, magical influence of thoughts and actions. Even so, every character has full knowledge of entering into this kind of relationship and does so with complete willingness and consent. In this way, it mirrors safe, sane, consensual BDSM relationships, intensifying the illusion of control with hyperbole, metaphor, and exaggeration allowed by fiction and the often absurd and hopefully erotic circumstances and settings depicted here.
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“Sorry, do you have anything to eat?”

It was such an odd question, so out of place in the backstage of the Ciabelli Winter Fashion show, that Livia abruptly stopped paying attention to the conversation she had been having on her phone. 

“What?”

She flitted away the make-up artist putting last touches on her face. Livia sat in front of a massive well-lit mirror, one in a long line of the same. An aisle of beauty-making. The artist protested for a few moments until Livia glared at her, promising a cut in pay or even worse—not posting videos of the woman's work on social and thus ruining her income for the next few months. In another time, an earlier time, Livia might have had her fired and her career ruined for spending even a second  too long in her presence; she missed that time. All that power and influence. 

She had ruined so many lives; each time, it had only ever felt delicious. There was supposed to be guilt, somewhere, but all she felt was pride. Some people were simply better than others. 

Now, though, she made do with threats. The fruits of many threats carried out to completion. They would stay ripe for a while yet before all her debts came to claim her, unless she could claim her wealth elsewhere—the clothing line, she hoped. 

The girl who asked Livia the supremely odd question was phenomenally gorgeous, maybe the single prettiest woman Livia had ever seen up close—and Livia had seen herself, a lot, when she was twenty-three.

That was pretty much when her beauty had peaked; she had paid very close attention to her appearances, clothing shoots, candids, and so on. Twenty-three. That was the peak. 

That was twelve years ago, and now Livia approached irrevocable obsolescence in her industry with terrible momentum. The pregnancies hadn’t helped, although they did raise her stock for a little while in being a hot model mom. 

The funny thing, though, was that you only really counted as a model “mom” when your kid was under the age of two or three; after that, you were just old. Old and outdated.

Yes, funny. Ha ha ha. Hilarious. Livia was in a race against time. 

On her phone, her manager begged for her attention. “Darling, if you’ll just listen for a second. The clothing line, there’s a few items I need to bring to your attention...”

She ended the call and looked at her beautiful visitor. The girl was so incredibly fit and thin that she looked supernatural, her gorgeous tits heaving inside a black, sheer, Chantilly lace push-up bra beneath a too-tight suit jacket. Livia felt heated, yearning moisture building up between her thighs. 

“What was that?”

The girl smiled. It was stunning; everything about her was stunning. She wore a tight-fitting pinstripe mini-skirted suit that displayed the ungodly length of her legs and perfectly sculpted ass. Her waist seemed impossibly tiny and l-o-n-g, so magnificently long, and despite all her incredible toned slenderness, her breasts were mouthwatering and large. The way they jiggled and shifted as she breathed in her tiny suit jacket, fit to bust at any moment from the grandeur of her tits, convinced Livia immediately that somehow they were real. 

Breasts that big, that impossibly hot, on a body that slender. 

It seemed impossible, and Livia knew a thing or two about sporting impossibly hot natural breasts on a perfectly tiny body from her entire life of experience doing just that. 

It seemed even a little unfair—even a cup size or two smaller would have seemed dramatic and gorgeous on her frame. But instead of being obscene or grotesque, as the massive globes might on some porn star, the girl was a real model with a model’s posture, countenance, and beauty and she modeled with her glorious breasts with ease. 

Her angelic face was regal and elegant, fit for a queen. There was none of that nonsense over-glam or weird plastic-tinged insta-filter obscenity; she looked like some kind of angel from the trendy 90s scene. That went double for her hair—ultra-thick and layered and golden blond, a perfect middle-part featuring a three-inch stack of effortlessly long, silky soft hair. 

Livia’s jealousy was immediate and palpable; her entire life out in front of her. It was simple to tell just from a few brief seconds—she was a star. The same way Livia had been; the same way Livia no longer was. 

Oddly, she felt under-dressed. It was a fashion show—the back half was a lingerie fashion show, for god's sake. But the girl wore her tiny, ridiculously tight, sexy suit like a tzarina's gown, and Livia only had on a soft silk white robe. 

“I'm on the show, too. I'm Lola.” She smiled beautifully. “You know that, right?”

Livia's smile was very short. “Yes. Of course.”

Who wouldn't know about Lola? Obviously. God, the thrill of talking like that. Livia missed it so much. Her jealousy almost felt like a tumor underneath her neck, chomping at her jugular like a wild hyena.

“Food,” said Lola, the girl, the angel-model, the goddess-on-the-show-too. “I just realized I haven’t eaten in a while, and I was hoping...” She shrugged. “It’s just, some of the girls, they said you help them out from time to time, since you’re the veteran. Maryse said you let her use your phone charger? I just thought maybe...”

She was being diplomatic, so that was something. It wasn’t lost on Livia that she was often positioned as a Work Mom for a lot of these fucking zoomers and their endless insta-cycle of seamless, effortless social media. 

“As it happens,” said Livia, “I do.”

Her beauty and star had faded, but her name still bore a wealth of recognition and added legitimacy to any show she walked for. One day, even this time of her career would be over—both sooner and later than she wanted. But for now, she was afforded special privileges. 

Livia slid to one side and drew back a small curtain underneath her make-up table. Inside was a small, luxury fridge full of “model-friendly” eating arrangements. It was fashion week in New York, and next week was Paris, so Livia hadn’t eaten anything for two weeks and would continue not to have anything for another two. 
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