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The name of the establishment was The Cabin
, and it was the best strip club in Bloomingdale Heights.

Jacob approached it with an easy, sure confidence. In his hand was his new tablet, humming with energy.

Not so long ago, the trip to a strip club would have left him with a great deal of trepidation. He enjoyed them, like any red-blooded male, but there was also a lot of uncertainty. The Cabin
 was in a bad part of town—would he be mugged? Would his car be broken into?

Once he got inside, would he look like some loser just being there by himself? Once he found a dancer he liked, would he be easily able to speak with her, or would he stumble over his words and seem like a fool? Would he come off as a creep, or worse, as some hapless sexless loser who didn't know what it was to talk up close to a beautiful woman?

And all of those times had been in the dead of night on the weekend, when a person was supposed
 to go to a strip club. This was in the middle of a day on a Tuesday. There was no way he was supposed to be here now—in fact, he was supposed
 to be at work, teaching a class.

Soon, he would quit that job. It was unnecessary for him now and far too public. He did not want to have to be out in front of people anymore. And if he taught a class, the temptation to alter the bodies of so many fine young females of the student body would be too great a temptation.

No, better this place, and for a litany of reasons. He had considered them carefully.

There was the ease of money, for one. He owed quite a lot in student loan debt. Soon, that debt would be obliterated, and he'd be able to start saving for his future in the most efficient ways possible. The tablet had let him know, after all, how to “solve” the stock market—all he needed was a little capital to get it done.

Then there was the matter of his unstoppable hard-on. He wanted it serviced, and he wanted it serviced by the sexiest women around. The ones who lived, breathed, and thought sex—the ones whose job it was to turn men on all the time.

The thought of loyalty his wife Vivian was something of a forgotten absolute, now. They had always had an open marriage—now, the marriage would simply be very
 open. If she couldn't be absolutely everything he wanted, then he deserved to find all the women who did, simple as that.

Vivian, naturally, agreed. The tablet made sure of that.

And besides all of those reasons—there was the matter of whoever it was who had been chasing the woman who gave him the tablet. Money—and lots of it, and very quickly—would come in handy against someone like that.

Who that
 was remained a mystery, but he was not so stupid as to believe that he would remain outside their reach forever. Whoever it was wanted the tablet, and he needed to keep it.

Because now that he’d had his taste of power, he’d be damned if he gave it up.

Inside the club, music thumped. There was no smoking in these sorts of establishments anymore, but it still felt
 smoky. Black lights and lasers streamed through the air, pulsing in time with the trendy pop beats pounding through the speakers.

There was a glass booth with a young black woman inside. Stickers plastered the glass, advertising happy hours and dancers on tour from New York and Honolulu. She looked bored, reading a fashion magazine.

“Twenty dollars is the cover,” she said, not looking up.

“You’ll let me get by without that, won’t you?”

Now she looked annoyed—still not looking at him—but before her head moved up, she inhaled slightly. That was all it took. His new scent, his pheromones, worked rather quickly.

If his scent hadn’t fucked up her head, the rest of him would have. He was tall, heavily built with thick, hard muscles, and had a disarmingly handsome bearded face. He wore a tight suit jacket and slacks. His button-up shirt was unbuttoned at the top end, revealing perfectly formed marble-hard pectorals that were the stuff of smutty romance novel covers.

“S-sure,” she said, flitting with her hair. It was curly and bouncy. It was cute that she thought she was hot enough to really fuck him—hotter than the three cock-slobbering slaves he already had at home. Maybe she would be after a little modification, but he doubted it. “I mean, I can’t...you just...” she gulped. A little bit of drool began to form at her lips. She breathed harder and harder—another effect of his scent, which only made her take in more of it, turning her brain to hotter and hotter mush.

“And bottle service, yes? Tell your girls I’m the biggest tipper you’ve ever met.”

A bouncer approached from inside the club, apparently overhearing some of their conversation. He was wide and bald, his countenance like that of a grizzled war dog.

“Is this asshole trying not to pay, Sugar?”

“He’s, um...” Sugar stumbled, smiling apologetically at Jacob for the interruption. “He’s fucking h-hot
.”

Jacob smiled at her, and she giggled, coming close to fainting. Girls like her—working the front desk, working as waitresses—didn’t dress in the skimpy outfits of the strippers. She wore tight blue jean shorts and a black tee. But he could tell she wished she was dressed hotter for him just then.

“Hey pal,” said the bouncer. “You gotta pay, or else—”

Jacob turned his full attention to the man, glowering. It took about five seconds of this before the bouncer turned his head down, his eyes to one corner, and shuffled out of the way. Like a child hoping to avoid an angry older brother.

“S-sorry,” said the bouncer. Jacob didn’t know it, but the man had served three tours in Afghanistan. Now, in front of Jacob’s undeniable presence, he was more terrified than he’d been under the fire of machine guns. “I didn’t...I mean...I can just...”

The bouncer’s cock and balls had shriveled up, trying to hide up inside his body—like he was sitting on a glacier, and one that was supremely angry with him. Jacob smiled. If he wanted to now, he could disassemble even this sort of fighter with ease. He’d made himself a very dangerous person over the last couple of days of experimentation and thought, trying to foresee all possible ways in which his newfound power might get him into trouble.

But it was better, he knew, to not have to fight in the first place.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said. “Just send a few girls my way. In fact...” he took a look past the curtain into the club, scoping out the place. “Kick everyone else out. Turn off that obnoxious music. Bring me the owner, and call all the other girls in. Every dancer and every waitress you have. You got that?”

The bodyguard nodded, fear in his eyes.

* * * * *

If Daniela knew one thing, it was that she deserved better in this life.

Look at her. Just fucking look
 at her.

Statuesque blonde. Twenty years-old. The kind of body that had, after six months of dancing at The Cabin
, had already paid her way through her first two years of college with funds for the other two put away in a bank, and enough for grad school probably ready by the end of the year.

High cheekbones. Sensationally angelic face. Pout-perfect lips, bright blue eyes, and long blond hair that always behaved no matter how rough she slept. The kind of body other girls dreamed of. Heck, the kind of body even professional athletes dreamed of. Resistant to injury, capable of constant improvement, toned and muscular and always ready for another rep.

Daniela worked for it nonstop, naturally—first as a gymnast from ages 6 to 18, and then in the gym, and then in the club.

Her friends often told her—the shallow friends, the kind who were around her because they thought she would be an Olympic prospect and wanted to stay close to that kind of glory—that they were surprised she hadn’t found some rich man to bankroll her life by now. But that wasn’t Daniela’s style.

She wouldn’t be in debt to anyone. She would be in charge of her life, forever
, and nothing would change that. If she hadn’t busted her knee at 17, she probably would
 have gone to the Olympics, but that dream was dead now—and she danced at The Cabin
, instead.

Why she was being asked to be there for some “emergency staff meeting” in the middle of a goddamn Tuesday was beyond her. She was a weekend dancer—good enough to start touring in a few weeks, where she could go to Vegas and maybe Los Angeles and make some absolutely phenomenal money—and even showing up to The Cabin
 in the middle of the week felt beneath her, no matter how emergent the meeting decided itself to be.

She was the best The Cabin
 had to offer, and you didn’t slap the best in the face by pulling her in during the middle of the week.

But—whatever. She was a team player. She thought of herself as a leader in the dressing room, and the best leaders led by example.

When drove up into the parking lot, she was surprised to see all the bouncers there on their way out of the club already and heading towards their cars. She stopped Myron, one of the bigger guys and one whom she had developed a friendly relationship with over the past few months. It behooved the dancers and the bouncers to get along; they relied on each other. A good bouncer made sure that dancers got paid; good dancers made sure that bouncers got a cut of their tips.

“What’s the deal?” she asked, stepping out of her car. “Where are you guys going?”

She wore skintight denim jeans, ripped around her thighs and ass, and a pink crop top. Her body, lithe and toned, looked phenomenal. Her competitive spirit had made her hope she would at least get a few
 appreciative looks from the gathered bouncers, but they all shuffled soullessly to their cars.

Myron spoke like a scolded child. It seemed strange on a man of his size. “Nothing. We’re just fired. No job. It’s no big deal. We’ll find something else.”

“Fired?” she said, surprised. “Vinny fired you?”

“Yeah.”

“All
 of you?”

“Yeah. I mean he didn’t. The new guy did. New owner.”

“There’s a new owner? Vinny sold the club? What are you talking about?”

But he wouldn’t say anymore. He looked close to tears, but the reason for this seemed harsher than just needing a job. It seemed like his very existence
 had been called into question, and he had been found wanting.

Unsettled, Daniela still moved forward into the club. She would get to the bottom of this. If some new owner thought he could just fire the bouncers she'd been building up the loyalty of for months, he had another thing coming.

Inside the club, there was no music. The lights were up, and the black lights were off. Daniela found what appeared to be almost the entire staff of dancers in front of a beautiful brunette holding a clipboard. She wore a sharp, tight silver pencil skirt with a thin, sheer silk blouse. Her breasts were immense and, for some reason, struck Daniela as being absolutely full of milk. Wire-rimmed glasses attended her nose and eyes.

She looked like a hot librarian. Like a hot, porn-star librarian.

The dancers in front of her were on their knees, faces rapt with attention. There was a smell in the air that Daniela couldn’t quite define. It was pleasant, though, and aromatic. It overpowered the normal smell of beer and body oil. Deeper than those. More powerful, more penetrating. Her brain followed the smell, unable to stop itself, letting the pleasant sensations seep deep into her core.

“Now, girls,” said the woman. “Your new owner has some very strict specifications when it comes to interacting with customers from now on. First of all, you’re not to touch—Oh.” The woman smiled, seeing Daniela enter. “You must be Daniela. All the girls here said that you
 were the best. My name is Vivian.”

She held out a hand for Daniela to take. Daniela was actually rather surprised that the other dancers had said she was the best—it was true, naturally, and Daniela knew it—but strippers were usually a rather catty bunch. Often they refused even to admit that one girl looked better in a different color than they did, and so on. It was a herculean effort sometimes to just get the girls to admit that the sky was blue—agreeing would be weakness, and weakness meant that you were complying to lower pay and worse placement in the week.

Daniela took Vivian’s hand, and a pulse of calming, benign warmth spread through her. Questions about what had happened—where was Vinny, why were the bouncers fired, and so on—left her quite suddenly. Vivian's blouse was mostly unbuttoned, her cleavage shiny and delicious, and Daniela felt her eyes filling with the sight. It became very important—very
 important—to impress this woman right away.

This woman, she knew instantly and intimately, held access to the Cock
. And even without knowing whose cock, even without ever having a cock inside of her in her entire life (it was a lonely life, constantly prepping and training for gymnastic meets), Daniela knew that was incredibly important.

“He’ll want to meet you straightaway,” said Vivian. A hush of jealous whispers went through the crowd of gathered dancers. Daniela felt a rush of pride, though she could not place its origin. “Gwen, escort her, please?” Vivian leaned in close to Daniela. “Gwen is your new owner’s head of security.”

A woman approached from the back from her post at the front of the VIP entrance. She was dressed in tight leather from head to toe—skintight boots with blood red bottoms snapped over a tight black catsuit, the zipper in the front of which was only halfway up her ample breasts.

She looked like a post-apocalyptic badass—though, with her thick tits and gorgeous face, the kind that would fuck you to death. Her sneer seemed permanent. A long trail of bright red went through her dark brown hair.

“Come with me,” said Gwen.

Her tone brooked no argument. Daniela got the sense from looking at her, as she had from looking at quite a few bouncers, that this was a woman who knew how to protect herself and enforce her will when needed. She moved with a cool, calm grace reserved for fighters of the highest caliber. Her ass in those tight leather pants was molded perfectly, high and glorious.

Daniela followed her into the VIP suite where she had been hundreds of times before. This new owner—and why was Vivian calling him her
 new owner instead of the
 new owner?—was stationed in the penthouse VIP suite. It was a round glass-enclosed box, the sort of glass that looked out but not in. Guys loved to get blown while watching other strippers do their thing out on stage.

Daniela had always been willing to fuck in the VIP suite, or blow, or whatever. The most she had done was a handjob, though. It was the most that the men who had come through could afford. She normally charged five grand for a handjob. It was ten for a blowjob, and twenty for everything else.

This was light years beyond what the other girls charged, but Daniela knew time with her was worth it. She’d seen those other girls work, and she judged herself better, that was all. She an eye for this sort of thing.

Inside the penthouse suite were a few girls Daniela knew already, and one that she didn’t.

The one she didn’t know was dressed all in bright, fluffy pink lingerie, wearing bright tall heels with puffy balls on top. The other two were Jasmine and Ariel, two beautiful Asian women who often dressed up as princesses.

The mouths of all three emanated moans of pleasure as they attended the most impossibly perfect man Daniela had ever seen.

Her body reacted immediately. Hands began tearing at her clothes; she was wearing far too much, dressed far too modestly, to be in the presence of such a lord, a king, a god. The scent in the air outside magnified a thousandfold in this enclosed space, and everything about the world suddenly made sense.

She dropped to her knees on the thick, round circular bed, mouth open in awe. Her pussy dripping wet, body heating up with small erotic beads of sweat dripping down her brow. In seconds, her clothes were ripped off, and all of her felt nothing but primal, unstoppable need
 to fuck this man.

He would be the first one in her virgin body. As far as Daniela was concerned, he would be the only
 man. Once you were with the best, you didn’t traffic elsewhere.

“Shit,” he said, looking her up and down.

He swatted the three girls on his cock away, the way you knocked away over-excited dogs upon returning home. Ariel tried to keep sucking him, and Jasmine slapped her and knocked her away—clearly annoyed by her fellow pet’s lack of obedience.

The man gifted Jasmine with a smile—encouraging a sudden overflow of bliss on the young Asian's face—and then turned to the approaching blonde.

“You must be Daniela.”


He knows my fucking name!
 Daniela’s excitement overflowed. She nodded eagerly, every affirmative catching in her throat.

“You’re more gorgeous than they said you would be,” he said, moving toward her across the bed.

In seconds he had her scooped into his arms, his massive cock sliding up against her torso. Cum and pre-cum mixed together and slid down her tanned, tight ab muscles. Heavy streams of it slid across the outside of her pussy, and she felt her orgasm approaching quickly.

“Gorgeous,” she said, nodding, knowing it was true. He
 had said it. “For you.”

There was no pretext, no useless asking for consent. She wanted this more than anything in her life. His limitless strength pushed her up and then rammed her down onto his cock. Crying out from the sudden entry, she was surprised at the total lack of pain she felt—wasn't it supposed to hurt? Wasn't it supposed to be bittersweet?

It wasn't. It was beautiful. It was sensational. She suddenly and violently wasn't a virgin anymore, and it was the most amazing feeling she'd ever had in her life. Orgasm—hot and sudden—swept through her body as his cock rode on her g-spot, delivering her wave after wave of dirty pleasure.

He powered her into the wall, entering her suddenly and brutally. If she hadn’t been so fucking dripping wet, she might have screamed from pain. His cock was enormous, pushing inside of her, bigger than any she had ever seen. Longer, thicker, and soaked already from slave-saliva and precum. As it was, though, she screamed anyway—from pleasure.

“Fucking mine
,” he growled in her ear. “Fucking mine. Look at you. Look at how—h-how fucking hot
 you are, fuck
!”

For the past several months, Daniela’s entire world had revolved around the hierarchy at the strip club. Her standing there had been as precious to her as her standing in life, and she knew that unless she was treasured there as a top act, then her efforts in bettering herself would be meaningless.

And that was unacceptable.

Fucking Vinny, though, had been out of the question—and so other acts always took a little bit of precedence over her: the girls who were willing to sleep with the boss to get the top bills. Daniela was the most beautiful and the most talented, clearly a
 star, but she wasn’t the
 star.

And now, even as Jacob’s mindblowing cock gave her the fuck of her life, she had enough of a mind to be aware that this
 was the man who would catapult her to the position she deserved in life.

“So hot,” he grunted again. “Barely have to...have to do anything
 to you, fucking...shit...”

His fingers slid up and down her immaculate body. He could wrap his thick hands around her from waist to ass—that's how tiny she was compared to him. his cock somehow becoming even harder inside of her as he drove into her over and over. Every new touch of his skin on hers sent lightning bolts of bliss through her body.

He was Power Incarnate. There was no other way to describe it. How she felt was artificial, unnatural, forced—and clearly what he had done to all the other women, the bouncers
, that was something insane. Magic or something.

And yet even though she knew it was some kind of artificial, it felt real. It felt perfect. It felt destined
.

And so as he made her cum—for the tenth time in as many minutes—her eyes gazed at him with absolute and adoring love.

“Please, baby,” she moaned. “Please, baby, baby darling
, please oh fuck, please be my first, please fucking cum inside me.” Her lips, wet with need and plump with aching desire,  pushed against his ear. “Please force my virgin body like you fucking deserve
, Jacob, oh fucking please
!”

The sight of her perfect face unleashing this kind of complete adoration, this complete submission, was enough for him to lose all the control that he had built up. She was simply too beautiful to not cum inside of her when she was begging him to do exactly that. Groaning, spasming, he emptied inside of her. Hot seed splashed against her womb, filling her entirely. Thick gushes of it dripped out from her entrance and down onto the bed, where Jasmine and Ariel quickly licked it up with patient, adoring tongues.

Her cunt milked his spurting cock, hoping to take every last spurt of his lifegiving cum inside of her.

It was appropriate, she thought with great satisfaction, as she took in his last spurts of his still-hard cock. She would milk him for everything he could give her—and he could give her everything.

* * * * *

Very quickly, within less than a month, The Cabin
 became the most popular strip club in the city.

It was, in fact, one of the most popular establishments in the city period, and only suffered in attendance because most of its patrons could barely afford to visit once, let alone multiple times. But that was fine with Jacob.

The set-up was similar to the previous owner’s method. All guests paid a fee to enter. If they wanted attention from a dancer, that was another fee. If they wanted private
 attention, that was an even higher fee—and so on and on.

But there were differences.

First, the security was now entirely staffed by women. Tall, lovely, amazonian women who were inexplicably well-versed in all manner of hand-to-hand combat, crowd control, and other various forms of violent acts. Each was trained so well that they could have competed on a global scale, shaming any masters of the martial arts they now possessed—and at fractions of the age of those masters and still knowing easily ten times as much, as the mastery of these women extended far beyond one simple discipline.

They were led by Gwen, chosen by Jacob mostly because he thought the red streak in her hair made her look a little tough. Then, with the help of his tablet, he made her look extremely
 tough...and then he’d given her the lifetimes of knowledge to back it up in less than two minutes of tinkering with her profile on his tablet.

As a lark, he’d dumbed down Phoebe and made her Gwen’s personal maid. Her IQ was barely enough to put her own clothes on in the morning. Her tits were so massive that she couldn’t go out anywhere without looking like a total bimbo fuckslut. Gwen took care of her with great attention, deeply in love with her. And Phoebe, too, was deeply in love with her. They were happy. It’s just that Phoebe probably wouldn’t be able to write her name for a while, let alone the recipe for ice.

He justified it by saying that he could change her back at any time...when he felt like it. He hadn’t yet, though. Altering her mind so much, fucking up her way of being, only got his cock harder. Some women just needed a little bit of humiliation in their life.

It was a tight rope he walked...and it excited him to walk it. Besides—he could increase his ability for balance whenever he liked, so he could walk on tight ropes all day long.

The security girls normally dressed in tight leathers, walking around the club and looking like some cross between bondage dominatrices and motorcycle babes. They were important, because they were the ones who ensured that the regular dancers were no longer touched.

No one touched Jacob's women now except for him. Those who tried learned how to apologize with a broken arm.

Vivian was no longer a teacher. She was, instead, now Jacob’s madam.

From his wife, he received regular reports on who was working well, who was earning, who was feeling flickers of emotions besides pure bliss at serving him. His control was not entirely absolute—he had done that with Phoebe, and it shrunk her mind down to the size of a pea.

A little free will went a long way—none of the girls there believed he
 had made them love him. Rather, they thought they had chosen this life, despite all evidence to the contrary. When a girl was in good need of a fuck, Vivian would bring her to Jacob’s office and guide her down to her knees, whispering in the lucky gal’s ear what sort of position or outfit turned him on that day. That one fuck would keep her happy for days, a brilliant pink cloud of lust massaging her brain, and just as the cloud began to dissipate, Vivian would be there to lead her back into Jacob's office.

The dancers had been individually perfected down to their smallest detail. None had a single flaw—their skin was blemish-free, their bodies without sickness or injuries, their minds pliant and obedient to Jacob’s will, their hair long and thick, their eyes bright, lips shiny, asses taut, breasts enhanced to the point where a 36C cup was considered “small.” They were encouraged—explicitly and implicitly—to think of themselves as the elite of the female population.

The security girls were beneath them in the new hierarchy, and beneath the security, the waitresses.

Only Jacob deserved to touch the dancers, then, being the elite of the male population. So, the security girls had to ensure that the dancers were never touched by another man. To attempt so was heresy in their new religion, circling around the pleasure of Jacob’s cock.

For a man to actually touch a dancer was blasphemy, and for a security girl to allow it to happen was tantamount to an unforgivable sin, ensuring a quick excommunication from the presence of their one and only God.

The power of the tablet had, perhaps, against his original wishes, gone to his head a little bit.

He didn't give a fuck.

An obvious question develops in the mind of the astute observer. With the guests never touching the dancers, how was any money made?

Pheromones were powerful chemicals, and Jacob had used the tablet to enhance his understanding of them and how the could be made to work to his advantage. The dancers now emitted strong, pleasant scents—much like his. When any male besides himself came into contact with these scents, their arousal would take over the entirety of their motor centers, dictating every action. The men would be turned on enough by the simple appearance of the sixteen tirelessly flawless dancers Jacob had in his employ working every day and night.

Add their new scents into the mix, and the men watching were helpless to do anything but watch the dances and drool, handing out more and more money all the while.

Drink prices were increased one hundred percent, and then two hundred percent. No one complained so long as they got to stare at Jacob’s beautiful girls. The patrons were drunk on lust from the second they stepped into the establishment.

Even so, Jacob had no real desire to leave anyone destitute. The idea was to sheer the sheep, not to skin them.

He found out, through tinkering with the tablet, that he could actually set a command for locations as well as people. Anyone entering through the front doorway would only spend as much as he could reasonably afford—once they were tapped out, the second their last dollar was spent—they would cum in their pants. His security girls, on the spot with their attentions, then would toss him out.

His first night open, the club pulled in fifty thousand dollars. His latest night, six weeks in, cleared them past two hundred grand. He’d had to install ten new ATMs in the past two weeks. He was rapidly approaching millionaire status, and perhaps would have been approaching more rapidly if it didn’t turn him on so much to lavish Daniela with cash and attention.

At his urging with the tablet, she had abandoned all false notions of modesty and niceness toward the other girls. She was the best, and she knew it, and she acted like it. Her name was at the tip-top of the marquis outside the club.

She used to dance under the stage name of Starla. That was done with. He liked Daniela better, and didn’t see that she had any reason to be ashamed enough to hide her identity. And, it wasn’t as though she had to protect herself from any of the men coming in to the club anymore.

He wanted her identity and her character in the club—a haughty, queen-like figure who knew what a terrific asset she was to their production—to be inseparable.

The other girls abandoned stage names as well. He did let them pick, though—either stage name or real name. But after they chose, he entered it in the tablet and made it permanent. Now there were girls who always thought they had been called Scarlett, or Sugar, or Destiny, or Lexxa.

Daniela, though, was still simply Daniela—a regal, elegant name for a woman who would have been a queen anywhere she went. He showered her with gifts—expensive furs, diamond necklaces, ruby earrings. He didn’t have to give her a damn thing for her to fuck him or for her to be happy; it just made his cock hard
 to see her positioned on a pedestal so much higher than any of the other girls. They were all paid a tenth of what she was.

Vivian wasn't paid at all. He told her she ought to be happy just to be the wife of a man like him, and Vivian readily agreed. She adored him so much.

At night, after the club closed, Daniela stroked his cock while he counted the cash they took in and divided it into large stacks for himself and the other girls. She cooed and giggled, encouraging him to strip hundreds and hundreds of dollars off from the pay of other girls and put it in her pile, making it ever bigger.

No one complained. No one
. They knew the consequences for themselves would be dire if they did. Instead they prayed that some day they, too, could be Master’s favorite like Daniela was.

A pipe dream.

Indeed, the only exception to his power and his private life that he made was that Daniela did not know about the tablet. Only Vivian, alone among his slaves, knew what the tablet could do.

This was for the best. Lately, his thoughts on Daniela had become very twisted indeed. He couldn’t be around her without being hard, and he couldn’t be around her and the tablet without altering her just a little.

Making her a little
 more bitchy. A little
 more entitled. A little
 bit more totally in absolutely-endless-submissive-adoring-love with him and only ever him. A little
 bit more disdainful of the other women.

These were small changes, but taken on a curve over time, the results were massive.

He’d caught her yesterday threatening to murder Jasmine for spilling her toe nail polish within three feet of Daniela. Her hand on been on Jasmine’s throat—she was strong
 now, and had to be to withstand Jacob's constant attentions with his enormous strength—her hand on Jasmine’s throat and lifting her up off the ground. Perfect sapphire blue eyes full of fury and violence.

Jacob was certain that if he hadn’t stepped in, Daniela might have killed her.

That certainty had made him so excited that he’d had to fuck Daniela then and there. Halfway through the act, he remembered to tell her to let go of Jasmine’s throat.

Jasmine, coughing and heaving, thanked Daniela for correcting her. If she hadn't done it automatically, Jacob would have ordered her to. His queen needed to be shown the proper respect.

During Daniela’s act in the show, he’d taking to fucking Vivian stupid. His wife was pregnant and was already beginning to show. Her tits leaked heavy milk—as did Phoebe’s, Gwen’s, and a few of the other girls he’d taken as regulars besides Daniela.

None of the guests seemed to mind that they witnessed pregnant dancers. Some of them seemed to love it. Daniela wasn't pregnant yet like the other regulars, but it was only a matter of time. He could give her a dozen children in two pregnancies and she would look as eminently flawless as she always had—before, during, and after.

God, he was really falling for her. He watched her dance—stripping off long furs on the stage, tight elbow-length gloves on her hands and arms, diamonds glittering madly around her ears and neck.

He stood behind his desk in the VIP lounge above the stage. Staring out of the one-way mirrored glass, fucking Vivian. Fucking her harder than he had ever fucked anyone.

But watching Daniela. Wanting Daniela. Needing Daniela.

And she danced only for him. Staring up at him all the while. Her love total. Her every expression, every movement designed purely to turn him on. He’d uploaded her mind with knowledge of every sort of dance in the world—she could walk on to a stage in New York for the strangest avant-garde show on earth, and she’d fit right in and shame the other dancers that had been practicing for months. (This was, of course, more knowledge than he delivered to the other dancers—though they were still supremely skilled.)

And yet all of that skill, all of that ability, was invested purely into making his cock hard in new ways every night. Surrounded by a crowd of hundreds, she danced solely for her Master.

He made Vivian join in on his twisted thoughts as he drilled into her, watching Daniela move for him.

“I want you to fuck her!” his wife would cry, at his command. Obeying him made her pussy sopping wet as he pistoned into her body. “Fuck Daniela, please! Oh god. Think of her! Look at her! She’s so fucking hot! So fucking right
 for you, oh my god, my god, my HusbandGod, please! Please fuck her soon! Own her! Daddy, oh Daddy, my DaddyGod, please!”

His brutal fucking of Vivian bordered on abuse, and certainly would have left bruises had he not reinforced her body for his vicious fucking. He slapped her ass, bounced her head into the one-way glass, squeezed the thick portions of her hips and tits with hands that could crush stones.

Cumming, he would spray all over Vivian, leaving her exhausted, drooling, delirious from pleasure. His cum bathed her completely, leaving her close to drowning in the stuff, all over her face and hair and tits. She would need a good four hours of sleep before being herself again—tantamount to close to twenty-four hours for a normal person.

Jacob knew—and was more certain every day—that this was the sort of treatment he deserved.


* * * * *

Celeste, attended by seven of her loveliest servants, slowly entered her court room.

Upon her heavenly body, she wore a sheer white gown. It had a long, twenty foot train, webbed with priceless blue diamonds. Four honored slaves were allowed to carry it and be close to her. Their cunts pulsed with the constant orgasm of their Mistress’s proximity.

Anastasia had been pleasured now for weeks. Her will was strong—very strong indeed. But she had broken last night. Celeste allowed her to continue to be given pleasure for this long, if only to enjoy the fact of her sister worshiping her new Mistress.

All around Anastasia's cell were still images of Celeste. Projection screens floated gifs and video clips of her into every surface of the enclosed area, so that there was not a single surface Anastasia could look at, while pleasure flooded her system, that did not contain her younger sister’s perfection.

“M-mistress...” Anastasia breathed.

The admission of Celeste’s superiority to Anastasia sent a tingle of pleasure down her spine. It was so nice
 to be recognized for what she truly was.

“That’s right, slave. I am here to allow you to serve me as you should. Is that what you desire?”

Anastasia’s face was covered in sweat. Even so, she was lovely, a rose in dew. Celeste would have no issues allowing her to share her bed night after night. An immortal plaything might be very interesting indeed.

“Yes, Mistress. P-please, Mistress. I want to serve you so badly. I wish only to obey. I need only to make you happy.”

“You need tell me only one thing to make me happy, Anastasia.” Celeste bent over at the waist, posture perfect, and stroked her orgasming sister’s face. “Where is the Djinn Stone, my slave?”

“Bloomingdale Heights University,” she said instantly. “I don’t know the name of the man. I promise you. He was average height. Bearded. Stocky. I expect that will have changed now, but it’s impossible to say. He had a good soul, but...clouded. I hoped he would protect the Power from you. I was wrong to think this, Mistress. I am so sorry.”

“Shush,” said Celeste. She nodded at her servants, who had heard the entire exchange. They knew their duty immediately.

Whoever she had given the Djinn Stone to would be tracked down. The Stone would be retrieved, and its new owner would find his hold on the Stone—and his life—to be only temporary.

“Wonderful,” said Celeste. She turned to her remaining servants. “Toss her into the hole.”

“T-the hole? What is that? Mistress? You said...you said I would serve...”

“Yes, slave mine. And so you shall. But you have insulted me. And pestered me. And plagued me. And know that you have annoyed me, that you have raised my ire. And only when you are released from the hole shall you be forgiven. I think perhaps ten years shall do it.”

Anastasia began to wail. Celeste smiled, of course not allowing her sister to see that delightful sight, and turned away. It pleased her to know with certainty that Anastasia cried not because she would be stuck in the cold, dark, wet hole for years, starving and on the edge of madness.

No, she cried because she had displeased her Mistress, whom she loved more than anything in this world.

* * * * *

It was the middle of the day on a Sunday morning. Most strip clubs had some downtime this part of the week—either people recovering from the heavy drinking of the weekend or paying tribute to their religious affiliation of choice. Jacob’s club was no exception, though the place was still thoroughly crowded. There simply wasn’t a line running through the parking lot like there was during the nights.

His chosen coterie of sixteen dancers were tireless, working every day for him. They had three hours of sleep each—two more than they actually needed from day to day—with the exception, naturally, of Daniela, who’d had six, after he had fucked her several times, powering her body into the wall of his office.

Her getting double of everything the other dancers had, everything
, never stopped making his cock hard.

Jacob himself didn't sleep much at all anymore. He didn't need it. Occasionally he would take brief naps after virulent fuck sessions, re-awaking more charged for duty than ever.

Vivian was in his office with him, dressed in what had become her normal accouterments. A sheer silk blouse, a tiny pencil skirt (this one was peach), tall matching heels, and a diamond choker around her neck.

He did like to spoil her a little. She was his wife, after all.

“Katelyn and Sierra are both making about the same amount, close to seven grand a day,” said Vivian. “I think if we moved them apart, though, that they could be making more. As it is, they look so much like twins that customers have difficulty telling them apart.”

Jacob had wanted a pair of sisters in his employ. They weren’t really
 sisters, not in any sort of familial sense, but over time, he’d made them forget that. Soon, he supposed, there might be a day when they woke up and didn’t know which one was Katelyn and which was Sierra.

“Put them on different auxiliary stages,” he said. “But keep them dancing together. They’re a great opener for Daniela.”

Speak of the succubus, and she shall appear. Daniela strutted confidently through the door. Naturally, she looked fantastic. A long, sweeping blue skirt covered her legs, a long slit revealing the entirety of one expertly toned and tanned thigh. Tall jewel-covered heels with blood-red bottoms adorned her feet.

On her torso was just a flimsy push-up bra, sparkling with sapphires. He gave it to her just the night before. Each breath she took meant that the fabric had to struggle to keep her breasts constrained. Her delicious tits were so firmly pressed together that a heart-rending line of cleavage had developed, sure to shatter any man who saw her.

Any man, of course, besides her alpha, Jacob.

“I’d like to talk to you, Master,” said Daniela, bright blue eyes laser-focused on him.

“Good morning, love,” he said. “Vivian and I are in the middle of a meeting. You can wait, if you like, on your knees...”

The implication was obvious as he gestured beneath his desk. Maybe he’d give a little treat to Vivian, let her think he was looking at her while Daniela sucked him off. Though of course, his thoughts wouldn’t actually stray from the phenomenal blond as she worked away at his rod.

“Good,” said Daniela, raising a sneering eyebrow at Vivian. “I’m glad she’s here. She ought to hear this.”

Daniela’s strut was something from pure erotic fantasy. Hips swaying, one foot in front of the other, every last movement designed to make cocks hard. Her abs were impossibly beautiful, perfectly formed. Jacob knew because he had altered them himself.

She put a hand on Vivian’s shoulder and pointed at the ground. “Bow before your God, bitch.”

Vivian, to her credit, did not obey right away. Instead she looked shocked at the request, and at Daniela’s vehemence. Her eyes, bright and dark, looked questioningly at her husband.

He shrugged slightly, and indicated that she should obey. As she knelt, Jacob knew that in her obedience, she would feel the soft thrill of a light orgasm coursing through her muscles.

It was an erotic sight, seeing Daniela above his kneeling wife like that. Hot enough that Vivian was kneeling with her forehead touching the ground, her tight, bubbly ass resting on her tall tall heels. But to have Daniela above her, tossing her yard-length golden hair back with satisfaction at her victory...that was something else.

“That’s right.” Daniela shuddered, visibly pleasured by the action of acquiescence. “You see that? That’s not the kind of wife you deserve, Master. Someone bowing and scraping simply because her betters commanded her to. Your wife shouldn’t have
 any betters.”

Jacob felt something stirring deep within him, dark and desirous. “What’s this about, Daniela? Why are you here?”

“You know why I’m here,” she said, strutting around his desk and crawling up onto his lap.

He was much taller than her, even in her heels. He outweighed her by more than a hundred pounds, and all of that bulk was pure muscle. She was feather-light in his hands.

“You’ve always known exactly why I was here. You chose me, and I chose you. You know
 what I want.”

Lately, as he emptied himself into Daniela, she’d taken to whispering naughty, dark things to him.

Make me your wife. Make me your property. Take my dowry of beauty. Crush Vivian’s dreams and make them mine.

He had thought, mostly, that it was just to get him off a little more, to encourage more spurts of his white hot cum to power into her fertile pussy.

But she had thought more, evidently. And why wouldn’t she? If it was hot enough to make him cum, it was hot enough to make a reality. Wasn’t that how all this worked? Wasn't this entire club a living reality based on his fantasies?

“You deserve better than her as a wife, Master.” She put her hand on his, taking it up to her chest, between her preciously hot tits. He could feel her heart beat thumping. She was nervous
, this beauty goddess, staring at him with loving azure eyes. “Jacob.”

He allowed her to call him that—the only one aside from Vivian who he allowed the honor. Other girls talked constantly about who he might allow next, who was working up the ranks and who was earning his favor. In truth, he had no plans to let another call him by his name, but it was fun to make the girls compete.

No one competed like Daniela, though.

“You know that you do,” she continued. “That’s why you have me. That’s why you’re letting me in here now. That’s why you’re letting me say all these things. Aren’t you?”

His cock pushed hard up at her body through his pants. Smiling, she shifted and unzipped him, taking his considerable mass into her delicate, soft hand. In seconds, precum streamed down his shaft and her hand stroked expertly up and down.

“You could stop me at any time, after all. You’re so
 strong. So powerful
. But you don’t want
 to, do you? You want me
 to be your wife, don’t you Jacob?”

She kissed him, deeply, passionately, love exuding from her every action. He could hear Vivian’s terrified breaths from beyond the hot space of their kiss.

It’s okay, he thought inanely. I can just...change Vivian...make her fine with this...make her want
 this...

Daniela leaned back, shaking her considerable mass of hair out, soft locks dripping down her back. She raised one eyebrow, stroking him still, her face positively on fire with need.

“Say it, won’t you? Tell me I’m the wife you deserve. Tell me you don’t want her as yours anymore. Tell me I’m better
, please, Master? Please, Jacob?”

Before he could respond—before he could jump off that edge with her—an enormous boom sounded off from downstairs.

Screams sounded—and an alarm went off, screaming through the club walls. Daniela, in her sudden confusion, only stroked Jacob harder. Needing in her panic to feel the most secure, most steady rock of her life that there had ever been.

“Wh-what’s happening, Master?” she asked. “What is it?”

He set Daniela to one side and walked to the window overlooking the club. Men had arrived—those same sorts of half-naked men he had seen more than a month before when he’d been given the tablet.

“It’s an attack,” he said, thinking brilliantly fast. “Vivian, gather the girls and take them to the vehicles out back. We’ve discussed this. Do it. Now.”

“Yes...Husband.”

She hesitated only for a moment, letting that word strike at him, and ran down to the dressing room. Moving fast, even in tall tall heels like what she had on, was not an issue for her. Her agility was well beyond that of most women.

“Darling?” Daniela said, sliding her body up against Jacob’s. Her hips pushed against his, and he could feel the wet heat of her cunt. It made his cock spurt hot precum all across the window. “I’m scared, darling. What do you mean, an attack?”

“You have nothing to worry about,” he said, hoping he meant it. It seemed to calm her though. “Come with me.”

Already the fighting had started. The attackers had not come through the front door. Instead, they had blown a hole through the side of the building, to the left of the main stage. Gwen and the other security girls lined up in front of them and—after a short moment of measuring—both sides closed.

The fight was brutal. None of them were armed saved for the skills in their minds and how cruel they chose to be. He watched Gwen rip a stripper pole out from its moorings and use it like a poleaxe, driving the jagged edge into the heads and throats of the male attackers to cut them down.

Smoke filled the club. If he went downstairs, he risked leading Daniela through the melee and having her possibly hurt. Not something he could do. Instead, he rushed at the wall and powered through the bricks. The mortar was loose, the masonry shoddy. Something he had been meaning to fix before too long. Now he was glad he hadn’t.

In thirty seconds, he’d broken out a man-sized hole in the wall. His suit was ruined, but his skin was unbroken. Jacob was fairly certain that, in a fair fight, he could have taken the entirety of those attackers on by himself. There was enough knowledge in his head of fighting to shame even the most ancient fighting champion.

But, he knew also that whoever sent them would have to have been quite stupid not to expect him to know how to defend himself, especially given the seemingly limitless powers of the tablet.

Scooping Daniela up in his arms, he hopped down to the parking lot below. It was a ten foot drop, but he felt no pain. The other dancers, led by Vivian, were obediently filing into the black SUVs waiting for them. There was no panic, no screams.

His girls followed his instructions to the letter, and recent insurgencies aside, Vivian still carried the voice of the Master when she commanded his girls.

In moments, all the dancers were safe in the vehicles. They had to sit on top of each other; there was not enough room, quite, for all of them together. Of course, Daniela sat in front in her own seat. He drove one SUV, and Vivian the other. He honked the horn three times, sounding the retreat for Gwen.

His gaze drifted to Daniela, looking stunning just sitting, waiting patiently for him to drive off. Thinking for a moment, a mischievous glint sparkled in her eyes. She leaned over and unzipped his pants.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“My wifely duty,” she said, sighing happily and taking his cockhead between her heavenly lips.

As they waited, then, Daniela began to blow him in her inimitably expert style. The other eight girls piled into the SUV sighed with lustful longing, watching her work on the object of their adoration and worship.

If the security weren’t out here in thirty seconds, he’d leave them behind. Maybe they’d be taken. Maybe they’d be killed.

He looked down at Daniela, blissing out as she slurped up and down on his cock.


Better them than her
.

Better all of them than a single hair on her head.

* * * * *

Jacob’s plan was elegant in its simplicity. Vivian adored him for it.

For that, and for everything else about his everything. She capital-L Loved
 her Husband, capital-H.

Her tiny, beautiful body was full of new babies for him—triplets, probably—and she was so lucky that he had chosen her to be pregnant among all his available slaves.

They drove up to the largest, most expensive house in the city, and Jacob forced open the front door. It was easy with how strong he was.

The married couple there was eating an early dinner. They had a cook and a maid on hand to attend to them, both female. Both rather unworthy of living up to her husband’s exacting specifications for quality slaves.

He had his dancers spread out throughout the immense house, searching out any other guests or servants (there were none) and blocking the exits. Only two of his security girls had made it out from the strip club—Gwen, thankfully (Master did have such a soft spot for her), and Melody, a tall dark-skinned middle-eastern girl who would have crushed any beauty contest she entered. Unfortunately for her, that kind of abject desirability only put her in the lower tiers of the beauties available to serve Master’s desires.

If Jacob had decided to book some getaway plan in advance—put a hotel on retainer, make a safe house, have passports and tickets ready—this would have all left a record. And why would he need to book anything in advance when wherever he wanted to go, he could go?

Better to make it spontaneous. Much harder to track.

Very soon, Jacob, Vivian, and Daniela were in the luxurious dining room. The table was ten feet long, a gloriously carved walnut. A diamond-sprinkled chandelier hung overhead. Great pieces of artwork clung to the walls, impressionist mostly, though one was a Rococo of some cherubs playing in a spring. With them were the cook and the maid—both already kneeling to Master's glory—and the millionaire owner of the house and his wife.

Ah, the millionaire’s wife. She was more plastic than person, but she was the sort who really made it work for her. She was young—probably only twenty-five or so—and so the implants and surgeries hadn’t had time yet to be caught up with by gravity so that their allure wore off. She looked like a porn star in her prime. Her hair was a deep orange-red and Vivian knew, from the instant she saw him, that her Husband would fuck her stupid.

He didn’t have a redhead yet that he was truly satisfied with. Vivian had taken notice; this was her Wifely duty. Aurora and Chelsea, the two redhead dancers he now owned, both only received his cock about once a week each. Compare that to someone like Lexxa, who was on his cock practically every other night.

Or Daniela, who was never off
 his cock. Oh, Daniela...Vivian had so many feelings about her.

“Wh-what is the meaning of this?” the millionaire asked, blubbering. He was overweight and mustachioed.

“The meaning of this is that your home is mine now.” Jacob walked up to his wife, who trembled in desire at his nearness. She flashed him an urgent, happy smile. The millionaire was more than twice her age.

“Y-you stay away from her,” said the old man. “That is my wife! That is my—”

“You don’t have a ‘my’ anything anymore,” said Jacob. “And if you talk again, you’ll regret it.”

Daniela clapped with ardent glee, eyes lighting up at the threat of violence from her Master.

He stroked the face of the wife. She whispered her name so softly that Vivian barely caught it—Stephanie. Then he spoke in her ear, his hands sliding against her cunt. She nodded and ground her hips against his fingers, clearly orgasming as he delivered sweet nothings into her ear. Daniela pressed against his side the whole time, encouraging him forward. Her hand stroked his bulge expertly.

“Co-come now,” said the millionaire. “That’s really...that’s quite enough. That’s too much. That is my wife
 and you...you shall have to—erk!—”

In a flash, Jacob’s hand was around the old man’s throat. He slammed him against the wall, knocking the wind from him, probably bruising his entire backside.

“Yes!” Daniela cried, quickly rushing to her lover’s side to cheer him on. “Do it, darling! Oh Master, make him pay
!”

Stephanie, the wife, merely watched, still fingering herself silly from being touched the most perfect man she had ever witnessed. The brutalizing of her husband barely registered, and if it did, it simply turned her on like it had Daniela. The rules were different for her now that she had seen Jacob.

“I warned you,” said Jacob, twisting the millionaire in his grip. “Now you’ll have to face the consequences.”

He was going to kill him. Going to slaughter him, right there. Vivian had to do something. This was...this was insanity!

“No!” said Vivian.

Everyone and everything stopped, stunned. One of his slaves
 had spoken out against him. Even Vivian was surprised. But she had to keep going now.

“Please, baby...”

Vivian approached from one side, looking terrified. Her enormous, buoyant breasts bounced softly as she stepped closer. She wrapped her hands around her thick baby bump, unconsciously making her tits seem even larger.

“Don’t...don’t do this. Please? You’re...you’re so angry, and it’s not like
 you, and...you shouldn’t kill him. You shouldn’t. It’s wrong. And once you do that...there’s no going back, don’t you see? You can’t be a murderer. Not you. Not my husband.”

Daniela cocked her hip to one side, haughty and gorgeous as ever. Vivian realized slowly that she had made a critical error.  Daniela guided Jacob away from the wall and the millionaire, who fell to the ground, gasping and choking but otherwise motionless. But as she led him away, she focused him now on Vivian—and Jacob's face was full of anger.

“I would never try to tell my
 husband what to do,” Daniela whispered audibly, squeezing Jacob's thick bicep. “Especially not one so strong. Not when he has given me everything
. Not now, in his time of such great need...”

Jacob pulled out his tablet. Swiping, tapping. “I see I’ve been lax with you, Vivian,” he said. “Too lax. I let certain...emotions cloud my judgment when it came to you.”

“No,” Vivian shook her head. “Master, please...”

Sparkling interest lit up in Daniela’s bright eyes at the sight of the tablet. “Is that
 how you’ve been doing it? How clever. My Master is so
 smart.”

Jacob, enjoying Daniela’s admiring gaze, allowed her to view the tablet for herself.

“Allow me to take care of her for you, yes?” Daniela purred. “Let me show you the way I
 shall deal with dissent to your rule.”

After everything Vivian had given him, everything she had volunteered for, everything she had been so open to...this was her reward?

It seemed unfair.

But then, even Vivian knew, that unfairness was why it was so fucking hot
.

Daniela was unfair. Genetically. Societally. Empirically. That’s why she turned him on so much—to know that he owned that kind of cold-hearted ice bitch, warm only ever for him.

Daniela was better
...and he deserved better.

It didn’t matter that Daniela wouldn’t have looked twice at him two months ago. It didn’t matter that Vivian had loved who he was.

He wasn’t that person anymore. And Daniela loved everything
 about the new Jacob. The Improved Jacob. She was the lioness who could run with him in the jungle. Vivian was a scared rabbit, hoping her cat costume would scare away any predators.

It was unfair, yes...but it made even her cunt hot at knowing it was happening.

She never should have spoken out against her Master. It was not her place.

The way it had to work was that Jacob had to touch the tablet. But that didn’t mean that Daniela couldn’t guide his fingers around. She used one hand for that, and the other to stroke her God’s cock as he altered his wife beyond recognition.

His fingers guided by Daniela as she continued to stroke him with such earnest need. Sliding Vivian’s intelligence down, down, down. She used to be a professor. It drained out from her like water from a bowl. She could feel herself becoming dumber, being more and more confused by everything around her.

Now she could barely tie her shoes. She and Phoebe could have great conversations about stickers.

Obedience became unquestioning. Her tits became larger and larger, even more full of heavy lactating milk, but without increasing her musculature, making her unable to stand without wobbling for long periods of time. If she tried to be on two feet for too long, she would simply fall over. Still she looked gorgeous...but she was also a sort of obscene.

And then...then the darkness set in. The depression. The horror. The terror that she would be alone, forever, unloved.

“P-please...” she moaned, putting hands to her head. “Please...no...Sir...please. I love you, please...our babies...”

And then...then it all stopped.

She could feel her clarity, her intelligence returning, slowly but surely. All that she had forgotten—all that had been taken from her—returned twice as fast as it had left.

Her body changed too—returning to the beautified pregnant form she had possessed before Daniela’s fingers began guiding her Master’s. Her massive, room-filling tits became her own delicious pair again.

“Too far,” said Master, shaking his head. “Too far. You understand?”

Daniela nodded, calm and composed as ever, eagerly still stroking him. His cock was slick in her hand, long and furious. A great river of precum streamed down from it, a vast puddle collecting beneath his thick rod.

“Naturally, Sire. I only wished to show you how serious my love for you is. I will brook no dissent against your will. But if you choose to punish those dissenters in some other way, of course you know best.”

Jacob seemed to consider this for a moment. Vivian had a blinding, perfect hope that he would come to his senses—that all of this would be forgotten. That all this talk of murder and darkness would go away; that he would realize that Daniela wasn't the one for him, not like she
 was. They could just run away somewhere, somewhere far away. All the girls could return to their lives. He would make Vivian into his perfect mate and they would fuck each night and day away until the world ended.

But then she saw the look  in his eyes, the look he gave Daniela—the look he had never given to her—and she knew that this wouldn’t come to pass.

“Get down on your knees,” he said to Vivian.

She obeyed instantly. “Yes, Master.”

He made a few swipes and taps on the tablet. Vivian instantly felt all her jealousy for Daniela disappear. All her desire to be better than her was gone. Daniela deserved better than everything. Daniela deserved every last thing in the world. All the silly notions that she had ever thought better than her Husband, her Master, were completely removed from her. She should just be full of gratitude that she had Master's babies. And there was more...with Daniela, there was always more, and Vivian understood that now.

“Apologize.”

“Yes, Master,” Daniela began. “I—”

Jacob squeezed Daniela’s ass hard.

“No,” he said. “Vivian. Apologize to Daniela for making her so upset with you. For not being the wife I deserved.”

Vivian gulped, nodding. If her Master said it, she must do it. And if he said it, she knew that he was right.

“I am so sorry, Mistress,” she said. “I should never have made you so upset that you wanted to punish me like that. And I am sorry that I was not the wife our Master deserved. I am so happy he has found you, Mistress. You belong with him, forever. It’s so obvious.”

“There, you see?” Jacob stroked Daniela’s hair. “You needn’t be so draconian. She’s perfectly willing to cooperate.”

Smiling, Daniela stepped away from her Master. She retrieved Stephanie, pulling her by that long red hair, and pulled her back over to her Master. There was some fight in her, but not much. Master’s presence was overwhelming, and hot trails of lust could be seen running down her legs.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t like it, baby. Just a little bit? Just a little
 bit, when you saw how you knew I would do anything
 to make you happy? To make you hard?”

As Daniela spoke, she shoved Stephanie’s wet, just barely willing mouth over Jacob’s cock. Then she began to stroke off her Master using the face of another woman. Up and down, Daniela pushed Stephanie's groaning, urgent mouth. She slobbered and drooled all over his rod, and Stephanie obviously submitted—giving in totally to Master's superior form and masculinity. Daniela, all the while, guided her up and down, staring worship up at her Master, adoring him with another woman's face.

Vivian never once would have thought to do that. And so she had to again recognize Daniela’s superiority over herself in being her Husband’s real partner. The Wife he deserved.

Daniela had Jacob’s full attention now, sliding Stephanie at rates that were much faster than the young plastic beauty could handle. Her arms were flailing, begging for air, but she received none. Even so, her pleasure was obvious—she loved being used like this.

“Tell me,” Daniela purred. “Tell me, my love. Tell me I am your TrueWife. Tell me I am the one you really need. Tell me, oh god, my god, please, tell me it’s so!”

“Yes.” He plowed into Stephanie, harder than ever.  “You are my love. You are my TrueWife. Vivian was a mistake. You are the one who belongs with me.”

Vivian felt her cunt do back flips at this admission—yes! She was
 the mistake. She never should have been with her Husband. She was merely a stepping-stone to the far superior Daniela. It was so beautiful that they were learning how right
 they were for one another! Daniela, overcome with lust, pushed Stephanie aside. The redhead tumbled and coughed, heavy streams of precum streaming from her mouth.

“Fuck me, my God,” Daniela moaned. “Fuck me, my King. My Husband. Make me your wife. Make it official. Baptize me in your cum and announce to our court that you have only one Queen, one Wife, one top brood bitch.”

They embraced, Daniela’s legs sliding up hard against Jacob’s infinitely muscled torso, his enormous cock trapped up against her belly. 

He powered her back onto the table, his great weight bucking it down and snapping the legs on their side. Still they went on, and so he entered Daniela at an angle, furious in his approach, shoving his entire maddening length into her without the slightest foreplay. Not that Daniela needed it—all that talk of insane service to her King, murder and hurting and changing and enslaving, all that talk of winning
, had gotten her hot enough.

He thrust in and out, eyes only for his First Slave, and as he did, the other girls gathered in the house stopped everything they were doing to watch.

Vivian wanted to help. They all needed to bear witness to this holy act. All the slaves. She led them forward, pushing them into their Master's body and encouraging them to coo and moan their praise and prayers for him as he fucked his premiere servant.

“Nnh, fuck, yes, darling, please!” Daniela bucked hard beneath his cock. “Please put a baby in me! Please fucking impregnate me! Make your broodbitch. Get me pregnant, Daddy, oh fucking please! Please, Daddy!”

“That’s right, you hot fucking cunt,” said Jacob. “You are my Wife. My Partner. My Queen. I’ll fucking get you pregnant for the rest of your life.”

Daniela’s body writhed in pleasure—and as her eyes scanned the room, she saw Vivian, waiting and kneeling with her fingers stuffed up her pussy.

Even in being replaced, Vivian could not help but be massively turned on by the sight of her beloved naked and fucking another woman. It was just how she was wired.

It was how Jacob had wired her.

She was so happy he had shown her how to live.

“You,” Daniela crooked a finger while Jacob powered into her. “Come here! Beg him to g-get me pregnant. B-beg him to give him a true
 royal heir!”

She had to obey. In moments, Vivian was pushing up against Jacob’s body, her wet cunt dripping down onto Daniela’s hips. Her tits, so heavy with milk, began to pour out onto both their bodies. Her milk was thick and erotic, laced with something that made the air smell sweet, like sugar.

“Please, baby,” Vivian moaned, as Jacob fucked Daniela harder and harder. “Please Master. Fuck your TrueWife. Fuck her until she’s fucking pregnant. Give her your heirs, your true
 heirs. It’s what she deserves. Fuck her like you
 deserve. Please, Master? Oh please, mark her and make her your Wife, oh please, my God, please!”

A tremendous roar left Jacob, his white hot load spilling into Daniela. Vivian looked on with envy and lust, her own cunt exploding with orgasm from being so close to the pleasure of her Master. All other nearby slaves moaned out their own orgasms, their Master's pleasure always being their own pleasure. They pushed in on him in unison, like a shockwave had compelled them, moaning his praises and singing their love for him.

No one could make these divine beauties cum like their Master.

Soon after their joining, Jacob had his retinue of available slaves arrange a bed of pillows in an empty spot in the dining room. With Daniela under the crook of his arm, the two of them talked quietly about how best to alter Stephanie. The millionaire's wife was still cumdrunk and senseless from the facefucking not even a half-hour before.

“Come,” said Daniela, beckoning Vivian forward. “Clean us while we rest.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Vivian, crawling forward. Her face rested against her cunt and his cock, licking softly and deliberately. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She was so lucky to still be honored like this by her Master’s new wife. She would always be full of gratitude for being allowed to remain so close to Him...and to her.

For Daniela’s beauty was undeniable and heart-melting, even after all that had happened, and Vivian ached to please her new Mistress almost as badly as she needed to please her Master.

# # #

* * * * *

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!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.


And finally, 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:

––––––––


Gang Heat: The Stewardess


One gorgeous bimbo babe is trapped on a private flight with a plane full of virile tattooed hunks who don't take “no” for an answer...and she's too hot for them to think about ANYTHING but all of them taking her at the same time.

––––––––


Gang Heat: The Cheerleader


Stella is desperate to lose her v-card to the biggest football stud she can find, but they keep turning her down. Turns out, the supreme stud on campus has claimed her as his...and he'll fill her fertile body himself before letting his teammates get a ride.

––––––––


Ruling His Hot Students


A regular guy receives a magical artifact that gives him god-like powers over the women around him. He can transform them however he likes and alter their minds so they're eager and willing to be his sex slaves...forever.

––––––––


Sexcretary


Delilah is so desperate to save her talent agency that she entertains the insane plan of a young software developer to control all her clients. The problem is, he can control ANYONE with his software...including her. And what he wants is to turn gorgeous women like her into his personal slaves.

––––––––

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

––––––––

BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty

No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more.


Bimbo Servant Bundle


NINE incredible stories of lactating bimbo goddesses serving one lucky man. These fertile nympho babes are so desperate to be filled, they'll do anything to make their Master happy.

Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can.

Heir Salon: The Series

Stalwart feminist Betty has always abhorred her own good looks, preferring to be judged by her values and accomplishments. But in the fertile town of Passion Heights, a woman is only good for her ability to breed and look perfect for her Man. Betty vows to get to the bottom of this bimbofying tale, but will she avoid becoming a bimbo herself?

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.


Lust Party Bundle


Stalwart reporter Morgan Malls investigates a series of strange orgies thrown by an enigmatic millionaire. She never thought she herself would join the festivities...or become their star attraction.

Nadia Nightside's Best of 2015

SIX of the most erotic, sensational tales from 2015 are now available in one convenient bundle! Mind control, breeding, barely legal babes, taboo relations—this bundle has it all and then some!


Owned: The Series


Robert is a regular guy except for one thing...his nigh-omnipotent power to change others with merely a touch. He tries to hide this power, but the gorgeous Maria finds it sexier than anything else she's ever seen—and she's dying to make Robert realize the God he should be, just so long as she can be his submissive Goddess.

Revenge By Trance Bundle

The entire sexy saga is contained in one convenient volume! Warren, a down-on-his-luck stage hypnotist, finds a magic watch that lets him hypnotize any gorgeous, fertile woman he wants for real. Soon, he's reminded the snobby women in his life of their proper place—on their knees before him in slavish worship.

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!


Virgin Heat Bundle


Three smoking hot tales of helplessly sexy virgins and the alpha male studs who know exactly what they need—a big heaping helping of their massive cocks full of baby breeding seed.

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––


Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!


Did you love Ruling His Own Strip Club
? Then you should read Sexcretary
 by Nadia Nightside!

[image: ]


Delilah Korset has too many problems. Her business is failing, her clients are abandoning her, her marriage is stagnant, and those closest to her reject her outright. Then she meets Albert Stout, who promises he’ll fix everything with his mysterious computer program. Only, the way Stout fixes problems is to bend them to his indomitable will.

Stout’s magnificent computer program utterly entrances anyone who watches it. Soon, Delilah is his personal erotically submissive servant, willing to please his masculine member all day long with her mouth or any other part of her luscious body. Soon, Stout enlists Delilah’s help to entrance her most gorgeous client, a beautifully fertile starlet who abandons her dreams of fame to devote herself to Stout’s pleasure.  These lovely women are utterly devoted to adoring Stout and getting as pregnant as possible from his impregnating seed. Unless Delilah can fight his control, Stout will have Delilah leave her husband and bring in a young gorgeous woman she’s known all her life to worship Stout in his hot breeding harem.

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:



http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
.
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