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Chapter 1

I grip Jessica's hair tighter, forcing her head down until she chokes on my cock. Her mascara runs in black streaks down her cheeks as she gags, eyes watering. The wet, sloppy sounds of her struggle fill my hotel suite as I lean back in the plush velvet chair. Fuck, this is the life. A desperate slut on her knees, doing exactly what she's made for.

"That's it," I groan, pushing her face deeper into my crotch. "Take it all the way down."

The front desk clerk makes a muffled whimpering sound, her throat constricting around my shaft. Two hours ago, she was giving me a professional smile while checking me into this overpriced hotel. Now she's nothing but a warm mouth for me to use.

I release her head for a moment, allowing her to gasp for air. Threads of saliva connect her swollen lips to my cock. Her chest heaves, tits straining against her hotel uniform shirt.

"Please," she begs, voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "Let me catch my breath."

I laugh, a harsh sound that bounces off the high ceilings. "Did I say you could stop?"

Her eyes widen, but she immediately dives back down, taking me into her hot mouth again. That's what I thought. They always obey now. Always. The power makes sure of it.

As she works my shaft, I let my mind drift to that strange day in the mountains last month. My 21st birthday solo hike—meant to be a celebration of finally becoming a man—had led me to that hidden temple. The weathered face of the old monk, his eyes impossibly ancient, boring into mine. I'd assumed it was just another tourist attraction, something to photograph before heading back to my rental cabin. But the moment he saw me, something changed. He'd shuffled toward me with purpose, pressing his wrinkled hand to my forehead.

"You carry darkness," he'd whispered in heavily accented English. "And darkness must be balanced with light."

I'd laughed at the old fool, but then his touch sent electricity crackling through my skull. My vision exploded with images of naked bodies intertwined, thousands of years of sexual positions and techniques flooding my consciousness. When I came to, the monk was gone, and so was the temple. Just rocks and forest remained.

But the power stayed with me. The "Kama Sutra Touch," as I've come to call it. One skin-to-skin contact from my fingertips, and any woman transforms completely. Their eyes glaze over, pupils dilating as my influence floods their system. Suddenly they exist only to please me, their bodies responding to my every command, their minds consumed by a desperate need to satisfy my darkest desires. The monk's "gift" turns even the most dignified woman into a willing slave who begs for degradation.

I tangle my fingers in Jessica's hair again, yanking her up and down my length like a toy. Her throat spasms around me, struggling to accommodate my size. Below, I can see the wet spot spreading across her skirt as she rubs her thighs together. That's the beauty of my touch—one brush of skin against skin, and any woman becomes an insatiable sex addict, desperate to please me in any way possible.

"Fucking worthless mouth," I growl, feeling her shudder with arousal at the degradation. "Is this how you greet all the hotel guests?"

She tries to shake her head while still sucking, which just makes me laugh again. I reach down and squeeze her tit roughly through her shirt. She moans around my cock, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure up my spine.

The leather-bound book sits open on the side table next to my chair. A list of names, carefully researched and selected. Men who deserve to be destroyed—men with money, power, and beautiful women at their sides. Men like Tom Mitchell.

I stare at his name at the top of the page as Jessica continues her sloppy worship. Tom Mitchell. Billionaire insurance magnate. Arrogant prick who built an empire on denied claims and human suffering. A man who treats his trophy wife like property and his son like dirt.

A perfect target.

I've already laid the groundwork at his son's college. Poor William Mitchell, the sniveling waste of space. It didn't take much to make his life hell, giving me the perfect excuse to meet his mother. And his mother... fuck. Kourtney Mitchell. Classic MILF with big fake tits and an ass that shouldn't be possible on a forty-year-old woman. The image of her bent over, begging for my cock, makes my shaft throb inside Jessica's eager mouth.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling the pressure building. "Get ready to swallow it all."

Jessica's eyes roll back as she doubles her efforts, bobbing frantically on my cock. Her hands grip my thighs, nails digging through my expensive pants. The wet sounds grow louder as saliva coats my shaft, dribbling down her chin.

I grip the back of her head with both hands now, holding her in place as I thrust upward. Her throat opens for me, trained by the last hour of abuse. My balls tighten as the orgasm builds, a white-hot pressure surging from deep inside.

"Take it, you fucking cum dumpster," I snarl, slamming her face down one last time.

My cock pulses, shooting thick ropes of cum directly down her throat. I hold her there, nose pressed against my pelvis, as I empty myself into her stomach. She struggles slightly, starved for air, but I don't release her until the final spurt.

When I finally let go, Jessica falls back, gasping and coughing. Cum leaks from the corner of her mouth, but she immediately scoops it with her finger and pushes it back in, swallowing every drop like the good little slut she's become.

"Thank you," she whispers, eyes glazed with unnatural devotion. "Can I do anything else for you, sir?"

I zip up, already bored with her. "You've been very... accommodating," I say with mock formality. "If I need anything else from your mouth, I'll call the front desk."

She beams at me like I've given her the greatest compliment, straightening her disheveled uniform as best she can. The power of my touch will fade from her system in a day or so, leaving her confused and ashamed about what she's done. But I'll be long gone by then.

As she stumbles out of my suite, I turn my attention back to the book. Tomorrow, I meet Kourtney Mitchell, supposedly to discuss her son's problems at school. But really, to begin Tom Mitchell's destruction from the inside out. Starting with his perfect, untouchable wife.

I close the book with a snap, already hard again at the thought of tomorrow. Time to shower and prepare. The hunt is about to begin.


Chapter 2

I drum my fingers on the crisp white tablecloth, checking my Rolex for the third time in five minutes. The corner table at Elysium gives me a perfect view of the entrance, ensuring I won't miss my prey when she arrives. I savor the anticipation, like a predator sensing blood in the water. Kourtney Mitchell, trophy wife extraordinaire, is about to have her perfect little world shattered, and she doesn't even know it yet.

The sommelier approaches, but I wave him off. I need a clear head for this. The text messages I sent Kourtney this morning were masterful—just enough information about her precious son's "problems" at college to get her attention, vague enough to necessitate an in-person meeting. The desperate "Please help my William" reply came within minutes. So fucking predictable.

I smirk at my phone, scrolling through the photos I've collected of William. The sniveling little shit with his braces and nerdy glasses. It was almost too easy to turn his college experience into a living nightmare. A few well-placed rumors, some strategic social exclusions, and the kid's mental state crumbled like wet paper. Not that I give a shit about William Mitchell. He's just a means to an end—a way to get to his mother.

And what a mother she is. My cock stirs just thinking about what's under that expensive designer wardrobe she's known for. Those massive tits that scream "surgeon's masterpiece." That impossibly tight ass that defies her forty years. I bet Tom Mitchell paid top dollar for her body, just like everything else in his life. But he can't buy loyalty. Not when I'm involved.

I shift in my seat, adjusting myself as my imagination runs wild. I've seen the photos in society magazines, Kourtney Mitchell draped in diamonds at charity galas, her Barbie-doll perfection beaming beside her bloated husband. I picture those glossy lips wrapped around my cock instead of smiling for cameras. Those manicured hands gripping my sheets instead of champagne flutes.

The restaurant's heavy door swings open, and there she is.

Holy fuck.

The pictures don't do her justice. Kourtney Mitchell strides in like she owns the place, her heels clicking an angry rhythm on the marble floor. Her blonde hair falls in perfect waves around her shoulders, bouncing with each determined step. She wears a cream-colored blouse that strains against the magnificent globes of her tits, the silk fabric revealing the outline of an expensive lace bra underneath. Her pencil skirt hugs the curve of her ass like it was painted on, ending just above the knee to showcase long, tanned legs that seem to go on forever.

Her face is flawless—high cheekbones, plump lips glossed in pale pink, eyes like ice chips scanning the restaurant until they lock onto mine. Even from across the room, I can see the fury in them. It just makes my cock harder.

The other diners turn to stare as she approaches my table. Men with naked lust, women with naked envy. She's used to it—her chin tilts upward, shoulders back, tits thrust forward. The perfect trophy, about to be stolen.

"Mr. Hammer," she says, voice dripping with barely contained rage as she reaches my table.

She doesn't sit. Instead, she leans forward, placing her manicured hands on the tablecloth, giving me a perfect view down her blouse. The swell of her breasts creates a shadow of cleavage that I want to bury my face in.

"You must have an excellent explanation for these disturbing messages about my son." Her perfume washes over me—something expensive and floral that probably costs more than most people's rent.

I lean back in my chair, letting my eyes roam openly over her body. "Mrs. Mitchell. So glad you could fit me into your busy schedule of charity lunches and spa appointments."

Her nostrils flare. A muscle twitches in her jawline. "How dare you. I came here because you claimed to have information about William. If this is some kind of joke—"

"Sit down," I interrupt, gesturing to the chair across from me. "Unless you want the entire restaurant to hear about little William's... difficulties."

Her eyes narrow, but she takes the seat, crossing those magnificent legs with a whisper of expensive fabric. Her wedding ring catches the light as she places her hands on the table, a giant diamond that might as well be a branded ownership mark.

"I'm listening," she says, ice in her voice.

I take a sip of water, making her wait. "Your son is having a rough time adjusting to college life. Very rough. The kind of rough that has him crying himself to sleep every night and contemplating dropping out."

Something flickers in her eyes—genuine concern breaking through the socialite mask. "What do you know about my son? Who are you?"

"Let's just say I'm in a position to help... or make things much worse." I lean forward, lowering my voice. "It really depends on you, Kourtney."

"That's Mrs. Mitchell to you," she snaps, but I can see the calculation behind her eyes. The mama bear weighing her options.

"Sure thing, Mrs. Mitchell." I smirk, enjoying how my sarcasm makes her fingers curl into fists. "Your husband must be so proud, having such a... devoted wife."

Her eyes flash. "Leave Tom out of this. Whatever you want, say it plainly or I'm leaving."

"What I want..." I let my gaze drop to her chest again, making it obvious. "Well, that's a longer conversation."

She starts to rise, fury radiating from every pore. "I don't have time for this disgusting—"

I move fast, grabbing her hand across the table. Skin to skin. The moment of contact.

The effect is instantaneous and beautiful to watch. Her eyes widen, then roll back slightly as the power floods her system. Her angry words die in her throat, replaced by a small, choked gasp. Her knees buckle, forcing her to drop back into her chair. A flush spreads across her cheeks, down her neck, disappearing under her blouse.

"What... what's happening?" she whispers, her voice transformed from ice to fire. Under the table, her free hand moves to her lap, pressing against her skirt. I can almost smell the wetness blooming between her thighs.

I keep hold of her hand, rubbing my thumb across her palm, watching her shiver with each small touch. The wedding ring that gleamed so prominently moments ago now seems like a joke.

"You feel it, don't you?" I murmur, leaning closer. "That need. That heat. That's all for me, Kourtney."

Her pupils dilate until her blue eyes are nearly black with desire. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, nipples visibly hardening against the silk of her blouse. Under the table, I feel her foot sliding against my calf, seeking contact.

"I don't... understand..." she pants, even as her free hand moves to my knee under the tablecloth, sliding upward with desperate purpose. Her fingers find my growing bulge, and she squeezes, a small moan escaping those perfect lips.

I stand, still holding her hand, and lean down to whisper in her ear. "Follow me to the restroom, now. Your body knows what it needs."

She rises on shaky legs, eyes glazed and unfocused. All thoughts of her son, her husband, her pristine reputation—gone. There's only one need consuming her now, and I'm the only one who can satisfy it.

"Yes," she breathes, stumbling slightly as she follows me through the restaurant, mind wiped clean of everything except the desperate need to be filled.

***

I push Kourtney through the heavy restroom door, my hand firmly on the small of her back. The lighting is dim in here, just bright enough to see the lust-drunk expression on her face reflected in the mirror. She stumbles forward, already reaching for me, her manicured fingers trembling with need. I grab her wrist and drag her toward the last stall, my cock throbbing against my zipper at the thought of defiling Tom Mitchell's perfect wife on a dirty bathroom floor.

"Please," she whispers, her voice unrecognizable from the icy tone she used minutes ago. "I need it. I need you."

I slam the stall door behind us, locking it with a metallic click that echoes off the tile walls. The space is narrow, forcing our bodies close. I shove her against the cold wall, watching her expensive blouse catch on the rough surface. She doesn't care—her eyes are fixed on my crotch, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Look at you," I laugh, pressing my palm against her throat. "The high-and-mighty Mrs. Mitchell, desperate for cock in a public restroom."

Her hands fly to my belt, fingers fumbling in their urgency. The power has transformed her completely—her perfectly applied makeup now seems vulgar, her carefully styled hair just handles for me to grab. She yanks at my zipper, making small whimpering sounds.

"On your knees," I command, pushing down on her shoulders.

Without hesitation, Kourtney Mitchell—socialite, trophy wife, queen of the charity circuit—drops to her knees on the dirty tile floor. Her cream-colored skirt bunches around her thighs as she kneels, uncaring about the filth that will stain the designer fabric. She looks up at me, mascara already beginning to run from the tears forming in her eyes. Not tears of resistance—tears of desperate, overwhelming need.

"Please let me taste it," she begs, her voice hoarse with desire. "I need your cock in my mouth."

Her perfectly manicured hands claw at my pants, finally freeing my shaft. She gasps at the size, her eyes widening with a mixture of fear and hunger. This close, I can see every detail of her expensively maintained face—the subtle lift at the corners of her eyes, the precisely injected fullness of her lips. All that money spent making herself the perfect ornament for a rich man's arm, and now she's kneeling in piss-splashed filth, begging to choke on my cock.

"Open wide," I growl.

She parts those pink lips immediately, her tongue extending like an offering. I grab a fistful of her blonde highlights—hair that probably costs more per month to maintain than most people's rent—and guide her mouth onto my shaft. She takes me eagerly, too eagerly, gagging instantly as I hit the back of her throat. But instead of pulling back, she pushes forward, desperate to please me.

"Fuck," I hiss as her hot mouth envelops me. "You were made for this, weren't you? Not for charity galas or being arm candy. Just for being a cum dump."

Her throat contracts around my tip as she moans in agreement, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. I grab her head with both hands now, fingers tangled in her expensive hairdo, and start to thrust. Not gently. Not considerately. I fuck her face like it's nothing but a warm hole, setting a brutal rhythm that makes her gag and choke.

Mascara-stained tears stream down her face as she struggles to breathe around my cock. Saliva drips from her chin, falling onto her silk blouse, staining the delicate fabric. The wet, choking sounds echo off the bathroom walls, along with my grunts and her muffled moans.

"That's right, take it all, you rich slut," I snarl, shoving deeper until her nose presses against my pelvis. "This is what you're good for."

I hold her there, cutting off her air, watching her eyes bulge slightly. Just when her hands start to push weakly against my thighs, I pull back, allowing her a gasping breath before plunging back in. The look of worship in her eyes as she stares up at me is intoxicating. This woman, who probably doesn't even pump her own gas, is now servicing my cock like it's her life's purpose.

"Your husband ever fuck your face like this?" I ask, knowing the power compels her to answer truthfully.

She shakes her head as best she can with my cock still lodged in her throat.

"Course not," I laugh, increasing my pace. "Fat fuck probably can't even see his own dick, let alone use it properly."

My words seem to excite her further. Her hands, which were braced on my thighs, move to my ass, pulling me deeper into her throat. She's actively helping me abuse her mouth now, her eyes rolling back as she surrenders completely to the magic and my dominance.

The sounds are obscene—wet, gagging, slurping noises punctuated by my balls slapping against her chin. I can feel her drool soaking through my pants where it drips down. Her nose runs along with her eyes, makeup completely ruined, hair a tangled mess in my grip. The pristine society wife is gone, replaced by a drooling, cock-hungry slut.

"This is going to be your new normal," I tell her, my voice rough with pleasure as I continue the brutal face-fucking. "On your knees, serving me, whenever and wherever I want. You understand that, don't you?"

She manages a gargled "Yes" around my shaft, her throat vibrating with the word.

I laugh, feeling the power surge through me. "Tomorrow you'll be at some fancy lunch with your stuck-up friends, and all you'll be able to think about is getting back on your knees for me."

The mental image of destroying her perfect life, piece by piece, almost pushes me over the edge. I slow my pace, not wanting to cum yet. I want to savor this—the complete submission of a woman who, twenty minutes ago, wouldn't have given me the time of day.

I pull out entirely, letting her catch her breath. She gasps, chest heaving, lips swollen and red, face a mess of tears, saliva, and ruined makeup. But her eyes—her eyes are wild with need, staring at my wet cock like it's a lifeline.

"Please," she begs, voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "Put it back in. I need it."

"Beg properly," I command. "Tell me what you are."

She doesn't hesitate. "I'm a slut. Your slut. Please use my mouth. Please let me taste your cock again."

"And what about your husband? Your reputation?"

A flash of confusion crosses her face—the last vestiges of her real personality trying to surface—before the power drowns it out again. "Nothing matters but this. Nothing matters but pleasing you."

I slap my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a trail of her own saliva across her expertly contoured cheekbone. "Take it all, you rich slut. This is what you're good for."

She moans at the degradation, opening her mouth wide, tongue out, begging for more. I grab her hair again and thrust back into her waiting mouth, setting an even more punishing rhythm than before. Her throat opens for me now, trained by the earlier abuse, taking me deeper with each stroke.

The wet suction of her mouth, the obscene sounds of her gagging, the sight of Tom Mitchell's perfect wife on her knees in a public restroom—it's everything I imagined and more. Each thrust is another crack in her polished facade, another step toward completely destroying the Mitchell family from the inside out.

And we're just getting started.

I slam into Kourtney's mouth with brutal force, watching her throat bulge with each thrust. Her eyes are unfocused now, glazed over with a mixture of oxygen deprivation and supernatural lust. Mascara streaks down her cheeks like black rivers, her perfect makeup destroyed by tears and spit. The wet, sloppy sounds of her choking fill the bathroom stall, punctuated by my grunts and her desperate moans.

"That's it," I growl, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. "Take it like the whore you are."

Her hands grip my thighs for support as I increase my pace, her nails digging into my flesh through my pants. She's not even trying to breathe properly anymore, surrendering completely to being used as nothing more than a warm, wet hole. The power has stripped away all her dignity, all her high-society pretense. There's something fucking beautiful about it—this woman who probably turns her nose up at fast food is now kneeling in bathroom filth, worshipping my cock like it's her religion.

Heat surges through me as I approach the edge. My balls tighten, and my grip in her hair becomes brutal. Each thrust now pushes her head against the wall behind her, creating a steady rhythm of thuds. She doesn't care—her eyes roll back further, drool flowing freely down her chin, soaking the front of her silk blouse.

"I'm going to cum all over that perfect fucking face," I announce, feeling the first pulses of orgasm building. "Show you what you're really worth."

A muffled whimper escapes her stuffed throat, not in protest but in eager anticipation. This is what the power does—it doesn't just create lust, it creates a desperate need to be degraded, to be marked, to be owned.

With a final savage thrust, I pull out completely, my cock slapping wetly against her face. I grab my shaft with one hand, the other still tangled in her hair, holding her face steady as I aim.

"Open wide," I command, stroking myself rapidly. "Tongue out, eyes open. I want you to see this."

She complies instantly, her jaw dropping open, tongue extending, eyes locked on mine despite the tears still flowing. The sight of Tom Mitchell's trophy wife presenting herself for my load pushes me over the edge.

"Fuck!" I roar as the first thick rope of cum shoots out, landing across her right cheek and the bridge of her nose. The second pulse hits her directly in the eye, causing her to flinch slightly but not pull away. The third and fourth coat her extended tongue and open lips, while the fifth and sixth drip down onto her ruined blouse.

The contrast is striking—pearly white cum against her tanned, perfectly maintained skin. It drips from her eyebrow, her cheekbone, her chin. Some has landed in her expensively highlighted hair. Her face is a canvas of degradation now, completely unrecognizable from the poised socialite who walked into the restaurant half an hour ago.

Before I even have to tell her, Kourtney leans forward and takes my softening cock back into her mouth, tongue swirling to clean every last drop. Her eyes close in bliss as she tastes me, moaning like it's the most delicious thing she's ever experienced. The sight of her cum-covered face, eagerly cleaning my cock, almost makes me hard again.

"That's enough," I say after a minute, tucking myself back into my pants and zipping up. I straighten my shirt and run a hand through my hair, quickly returning to my composed state.

Kourtney remains on her knees, a dazed, blissful expression on her ruined face. Cum drips from her chin onto her chest. Her expensive outfit is destroyed—mascara, saliva, and cum staining the cream-colored silk.

"Clean your face," I order, tossing her a few rough paper towels from the dispenser. "We're leaving."

She nods dumbly, wiping at her face with clumsy motions. The paper towels remove the worst of it, but nothing can save her appearance completely. Her makeup is beyond repair, her hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen and red. The front of her blouse bears dark wet stains that no amount of dabbing will fix.

"But..." she says, voice raspy from the abuse, "people will see..."

"That's the point," I smirk, unlocking the stall door. "Let them see what you really are."

A flash of her former self—concern for appearances, for reputation—crosses her face before the power's haze drowns it again. Her body still hums with unsatisfied arousal; I made sure to focus only on my pleasure, leaving her desperate and wanting. It's all part of the control.

"Come on," I say, grabbing her arm and pulling her to her feet. Her legs tremble beneath her, weak from kneeling so long on the hard tile. "Take me to your house."

"My house?" The question comes out hoarse, her throat raw from my assault. "But Tom might—"

"I don't give a fuck about Tom," I cut her off, squeezing her arm hard enough to bruise. "I want to fuck you in his bed. Now let's go."

The power ensures her compliance. She nods, eyes still glazed with supernatural lust, and follows me out of the stall. I position her in front of the mirror for a moment, letting her see what she's become. Her reflection stares back—a ruined, debauched version of Kourtney Mitchell, society wife and perfect mother. Smeared makeup, swollen lips, wet stains on expensive clothing.

"Beautiful," I whisper, running a finger down her cheek where a streak of mascara has mixed with a trace of cum I missed. "This is the real you."

She shudders at my touch, leaning into it like a cat starved for affection. Her nipples are still visibly hard through her wet blouse, her breathing shallow and quick. The power keeps her in a constant state of arousal, especially with me nearby.

We exit the restroom together, her slightly behind me as we make our way through the restaurant. Heads turn. Whispers follow. The same diners who watched her strut in with confidence now see her stumbling out in shame. A waiter starts to approach, concern on his face, but I silence him with a cold stare.

Kourtney keeps her eyes down, but the power prevents her from feeling the full weight of humiliation she should. Instead, the stares of strangers only seem to heighten her arousal, her thighs pressing together as she walks, seeking friction.

"Your car," I remind her as we reach the entrance.

She fumbles in her designer purse, hands still trembling, and produces a key fob with the Mercedes logo. Of course. Nothing but the best for Tom Mitchell's prize possession.

The valet's eyes widen as he takes in Kourtney's disheveled state, but professional training kicks in, and he simply nods when she requests her car. While we wait, I stand close behind her, my hand possessively on her lower back, occasionally dipping lower to squeeze her ass through her tight skirt. She presses back against my touch, her body responding like a well-trained pet.

The gleaming black Mercedes pulls up, and I watch with satisfaction as Kourtney moves toward it on unsteady legs. The first phase of Tom Mitchell's destruction is well underway. His perfect wife is already mine, and soon his perfect home will be defiled too.

I slide into the passenger seat, breathing in the scent of expensive leather and Kourtney's arousal, which fills the confined space like an exotic perfume. As she pulls away from the restaurant, her hand instinctively moves to my thigh, needing constant contact.

"Drive faster," I command, placing my hand over hers and guiding it higher up my leg. "I'm not done with you yet."


Chapter 3

The gates of the Mitchell estate part like the Red Sea, allowing Kourtney's Mercedes to glide up the immaculate circular driveway. The house looms ahead—a modern mansion of glass, steel, and stone that screams old money and new insecurity. Perfect hedges line the perfect lawn, and a fountain bubbles in the center of the drive, probably costing more than most people's entire homes. I smirk as Kourtney pulls into the three-car garage next to a Bentley that I assume belongs to her fat husband. Tom Mitchell has spent a lifetime building this kingdom with his billion-dollar health insurance company, and he has no idea I'm about to claim every inch of it—starting with his queen.

"We shouldn't be here," Kourtney whispers as she kills the engine, her voice thick with conflicting emotions. The power keeps her desperate for me, but fragments of her real personality—her fear of scandal, her concern for appearances—still flicker through occasionally. "Tom might come home early. Or the housekeeper—"

I silence her with a hand on her thigh, sliding upward until my fingers brush against the damp heat between her legs. Even through her skirt, I can feel how wet she is. Her objections dissolve into a needy whimper.

"I want you to show me your house," I say, my voice low and commanding. "Every room where Tom has touched you. Every bed where he's failed to satisfy you. I'm going to fuck you in all of them."

She shudders, her resistance crumbling entirely. We exit the car, and she leads me through a side door into a gleaming kitchen that looks like it's never been used for actual cooking. Everything screams wealth—marble countertops, custom cabinetry, appliances that probably cost more than most cars. The Mitchell money is on full display.

Kourtney's heels click against the polished floors as we move through the house, but she doesn't make it far. In the massive living room, with its soaring ceilings and wall of windows overlooking the manicured backyard, I grab her wrist and spin her toward me. Her body collides with mine, and I capture her mouth in a brutal kiss.

She melts against me instantly, moaning into my mouth. Her hands clutch at my shoulders, my neck, my hair—desperate for contact anywhere she can get it. I walk her backward until her legs hit an enormous white leather sectional that probably costs more than some people's yearly salary.

"Please," she pants as I break the kiss. "I need you inside me."

I push her down onto the couch, watching as she immediately spreads her legs, presenting herself. Her skirt rides up her thighs, revealing a lacy thong soaked through with her arousal. The sight of Tom Mitchell's perfect wife offering herself on the furniture where he probably entertains business associates sends a fresh surge of arousal through me.

I lower myself over her, one hand gripping her throat while the other roughly kneads one of her massive tits through her stained blouse. The expensive silk is still damp from our bathroom encounter, clinging to her skin and revealing the outline of her lace bra underneath. I squeeze hard enough to make her gasp, feeling the firm resistance that confirms my suspicion about implants.

"Paid for these, didn't he?" I growl against her ear, biting the lobe hard enough to make her yelp. "Wanted his trophy wife to have the biggest tits at the country club."

"Yes," she moans, arching into my rough touch. "He wanted them bigger. I—I had three surgeries."

I laugh against her neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. "And now they're just toys for me to play with."

Our tongues tangle as I kiss her again, tasting the lingering traces of my cum in her mouth. My hand leaves her breast and slides down her body, pushing her skirt higher until it bunches around her waist. I yank the soaked thong aside and thrust two fingers into her without warning.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back arching off the couch. "Oh god, yes!"

Her pussy is impossibly wet, clenching greedily around my invading fingers. I pump them hard and fast, curling upward to hit that spot that makes her eyes roll back. My thumb finds her clit, circling roughly as I finger-fuck her on her own couch.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, adding a third finger, stretching her. "Getting finger-fucked by a stranger in your husband's house?"

"Yes! Yes!" she sobs, her hips bucking against my hand. "Please don't stop!"

I increase the pace, my fingers making obscene wet sounds as they slam in and out of her. Her pussy clenches rhythmically, her body climbing rapidly toward orgasm. Her moans grow louder, echoing off the high ceilings, filling the pristine space with the sounds of her depravity.

"Tom never makes you feel like this, does he?" I demand, pressing harder on her clit. "Tell me."

"N-never," she gasps, her head thrashing from side to side. "He never—oh god—he never touches me anymore. It's been months since—FUCK!"

Her words dissolve into incoherent moans as I curl my fingers sharply, finding that rough patch inside her. Her thighs start to tremble, her breathing becoming erratic. She's close, so fucking close—

The sound of a key in the front door cuts through her moans like a knife.

"Shit," I hiss, but I don't remove my fingers. Instead, I slow their movement, keeping them buried deep inside her. "Someone's home."

Panic flashes in Kourtney's eyes, momentarily breaking through the haze of lust. She tries to sit up, to push me away, but I hold her in place with my body weight.

"They can't see us like this," she whispers frantically. "Please, we need to—"

The front door swings open. Heavy footsteps enter the foyer, followed by a second, lighter set. Male voices drift toward us—one deep and authoritative, the other younger and hesitant.

With lightning speed, I shift my position, sitting properly on the couch while keeping my hand hidden beneath Kourtney's skirt, my fingers still inside her. She manages to smooth down the front of her skirt just as Tom and William Mitchell walk into the living room.

Tom Mitchell is exactly as I expected—overweight, balding, with a red face that speaks of high blood pressure and too much whiskey. His expensive suit doesn't hide the paunch straining against his belt. Beside him, William looks like a genetic mistake—scrawny, pale, with those ridiculous glasses and braces that make him look younger than his nineteen years.

William sees me first. His eyes widen in horror, his mouth falling open as he recognizes the face of his tormentor. But before he can speak, Tom's booming voice fills the room.

"Who the hell is this?" he demands, glaring at me with immediate suspicion.

I feel Kourtney tense around my fingers, which remain buried knuckle-deep inside her. Beneath her skirt, I press my thumb lightly against her clit, reminding her of my control. She stifles a gasp.

"Tom!" she exclaims, her voice unnaturally high. "You're home early! This is... this is Jack Hammer. He's, um..."

William is staring at us with dawning comprehension, his eyes darting between my face and his mother's disheveled appearance. He knows. He absolutely knows what he's walked in on. The horror and betrayal on his face is delicious.

I slowly rotate my wrist beneath Kourtney's skirt, making small circles with my fingers inside her. Her thigh muscles clench as she fights to maintain composure.

"He's my new personal trainer," she blurts out, the lie coming to her panic-stricken mind. "We were just discussing... stretching techniques."

Tom's suspicious glare doesn't waver. "Since when do you need a personal trainer? You go to that fancy pilates studio three times a week."

"I—I wanted something more... personalized," Kourtney stammers, her voice catching as I press harder on her clit. "Jack comes highly recommended by Caroline Wilson."

The name-drop works. Tom's expression softens slightly at the mention of what must be another wealthy socialite. He looks me over more carefully now, assessing rather than accusing.

William still hasn't spoken. His face has gone from red to white, his hands trembling slightly at his sides. His eyes meet mine, and I give him a small, knowing smirk while curling my fingers inside his mother. She bites her lip to suppress a moan.

"Well," Tom says finally, stepping forward and extending his hand to me. "Any friend of Caroline's is welcome here. Tom Mitchell."

I stand, careful to keep my body positioned to hide the bulge in my pants and the way my other hand remains beneath Kourtney's skirt. I shake his hand firmly with my free hand—the same hand that was just squeezing his wife's tits.

"Jack Hammer," I reply, maintaining eye contact with the arrogant fuck whose wife is currently impaled on my fingers. "Pleasure to meet you."

Tom nods, apparently satisfied with my firm handshake and confident demeanor. "You staying for dinner? Our chef makes an excellent filet."

"I'd be delighted," I answer smoothly, sitting back down next to Kourtney. Under her skirt, I resume the slow, torturous movement of my fingers.

William finally finds his voice, though it comes out as barely more than a strangled whisper. "Dad, can I talk to you? In private?"

Tom waves him off impatiently. "Later, William. Can't you see we have a guest? Go tell Marta to set an extra place for dinner."

The defeat in William's face is exquisite. He knows exactly who I am—the guy who's been making his college life hell. The guy who's now somehow in his living room with his fingers inside his mother. But he's too weak, too cowed by his father to say anything.

As William slumps away, Tom turns back to us. "I'll just go freshen up before dinner. Make yourself at home, Jack."

The moment Tom disappears up the grand staircase, I lean close to Kourtney's ear, fingers still working inside her.

"Dinner's going to be interesting," I whisper, nipping at her earlobe. "I'm going to finger-fuck you under the table while you sit next to your husband."

A small moan escapes her lips, her pussy clenching around my fingers at the thought. The power of my touch has her completely—no amount of fear or shame can override her need for me now.

Tom Mitchell's perfect life is about to implode, and he doesn't even know it yet. I've already claimed his wife. And I'm just getting started.

I can't wait for dessert.


Chapter 4

Tom leads us toward what I assume is the dining room, his bloated form waddling ahead like the self-important prick he is. I keep my fingers buried inside Kourtney's soaking pussy, feeling her walls clench with every step we take. Her struggle to maintain composure as we follow her husband sends a thrill through me—the perfect trophy wife, secretly stuffed with another man's fingers right under her husband's nose. This is just the beginning of Tom Mitchell's downfall, and I'm going to enjoy every fucking second of it.

The dining room is exactly what I expect from a billionaire with more money than taste—oversized crystal chandelier, mahogany table that could seat twenty, and some bullshit original artwork on the walls that probably cost more than most people's houses. Tom gestures toward the chairs with a sweep of his pudgy arm.

"Our chef is preparing something special tonight," he announces, his voice carrying that unmistakable note of a man who's used to everyone hanging on his words. "Filet mignon with truffle butter. You're in for a treat, Jack."

I slowly withdraw my fingers from Kourtney's cunt, letting my knuckles drag against her sensitive walls. She bites her lip to stifle a whimper. When my hand emerges from beneath her skirt, I subtly bring my fingers to my nose, inhaling her scent while maintaining eye contact with Tom. He doesn't notice a thing, the fucking idiot.

"Sounds delicious," I reply, pulling out Kourtney's chair with my clean hand. "I appreciate the hospitality."

A small, dark-haired woman enters the room carrying a stack of plates. She's dressed in a simple black uniform—the housekeeper, I assume. Her eyes stay fixed on the floor as she begins setting the table with practiced efficiency.

"For fuck's sake, Marta," Tom barks suddenly, his face flushing red. "Those aren't the Bernardaud plates. I told you to use the Bernardaud for guests. Are you fucking stupid or just deliberately incompetent?"

The housekeeper freezes, her hands trembling slightly. "I'm sorry, Mr. Mitchell. I thought—"

"You thought?" Tom's voice rises to a shout. "I don't pay you to think. I pay you to do exactly what I tell you to do."

I watch this display with cold interest, taking my seat beside Kourtney. Her thigh presses against mine under the table, her body still humming with unsatisfied arousal. But my attention is fixed on Tom now, assessing the true measure of the man I'm going to destroy.

"I'll get the other plates right away," Marta says, gathering the offending dishes.

"Leave them!" Tom slams his fist on the table. "You'll drop them like the last set, you clumsy bitch."

The woman's shoulders hunch, making her smaller. The fear in her eyes tells me this isn't unusual behavior. Kourtney stares at her lap, not intervening. William, who has slunk into the room and taken a seat as far from his father as possible, looks like he might throw up.

Tom grabs his water glass and hurls it across the room. It shatters against the wall, sending crystal shards and water spraying across the expensive wallpaper.

"Look what you made me do," he hisses, rising from his chair. The housekeeper backs away, but she's not fast enough. Tom's hand whips out, catching her across the face with a sharp crack that echoes through the dining room.

Marta's head snaps to the side, a red handprint blooming on her cheek. A single tear escapes before she can suppress it.

"Clean that up," Tom orders, pointing at the broken glass, "and get the right fucking plates."

The woman nods silently and hurries out, one hand pressed to her face.

Tom turns to me with a smile, as if nothing has happened. "Good help is so hard to find these days. They come to this country and think they can coast on subpar work."

I match his smile, but inside, my cold calculation sharpens to a fine point. Tom Mitchell isn't just an arrogant, wealthy asshole—he's a fucking monster who beats women who can't fight back. This changes nothing in my plan except to make it more satisfying. I'm going to take everything from this piece of shit. His money. His reputation. His wife. His pride. And I'm going to enjoy watching him crumble.

"Completely understandable," I reply smoothly. "Quality service is becoming a lost art."

The proper plates arrive with a different staff member—an older man who places them with silent efficiency before disappearing. William stares at his empty plate like it might contain the escape he so desperately wants. Kourtney maintains her perfect posture, her face a mask of practiced composure despite the wetness I can still smell on my fingers.

The first course arrives—some fancy salad with microgreens and vinaigrette that probably costs a hundred dollars per plate. Tom launches into a monologue about his insurance company's recent acquisition of a competitor. I nod and smile, playing the perfect guest while my hand finds Kourtney's thigh under the table.

Her muscles tense beneath my touch as I trace lazy patterns on her skin, inching higher with each circle. The silky fabric of her skirt slides easily under my fingers as I push it up her thigh. Her breath catches when I reach the edge of her panties.

"The merger allows us to consolidate market share in the Northeast," Tom drones on, shoveling overpriced lettuce into his mouth between sentences. "The shareholders are ecstatic."

"Fascinating business model," I reply, slipping my fingers beneath the damp fabric of Kourtney's thong. She's absolutely soaking, her pussy lips swollen and slick from our earlier play. I find her clit immediately, circling it with my middle finger. "You must be very proud of your success."

Kourtney's fork clatters against her plate. Tom glances at her, and she quickly recovers, offering a tight smile. "Just slipped," she explains, her voice higher than normal.

I slide two fingers inside her while maintaining perfect eye contact with Tom as he describes his company's profit margins. Kourtney's inner walls clamp down on my invading digits, her thighs spreading wider to give me better access. I curl my fingers upward, searching for that spot that will make her come undone.

"The key is understanding risk assessment," Tom explains, completely oblivious to the fact that I'm finger-fucking his wife three feet away from him. "Most companies get it wrong."

"I imagine timing is everything," I reply, increasing the pace of my fingers. Kourtney shifts in her chair, her breathing becoming more erratic.

What happens next catches me by surprise. Under the table, Kourtney's hand slides onto my thigh, then moves higher with purpose. Her fingers find my zipper and expertly pull it down without making a sound. Her hand slips inside my pants, pushing past my boxers until her fingers wrap around my rock-hard cock.

My eyes roll back slightly as she grips me tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength. She strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. The sensation of her soft hand on my shaft while I finger her dripping pussy under the dinner table—in front of her oblivious husband—is almost too much.

"Are you alright, Jack?" Tom asks, frowning slightly. "You look flushed."

"The wine," I lie smoothly, nodding toward my untouched glass. "It's excellent."

Kourtney's skillful hands work their magic on me, stroking and caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars. Meanwhile, I push a third finger into her cunt, feeling her stretch around me. Her thumb brushes over the head of my cock, spreading the precum that's leaking from the tip.

"I was just telling Jack about your charity event last month," Kourtney says to Tom, her voice remarkably steady considering I'm knuckle-deep in her pussy. Her hand never stops its rhythmic stroking of my cock.

Tom launches into another tedious story about some gala where he donated a pittance of his fortune for the tax write-off. I nod and smile, asking appropriate questions while Kourtney and I pleasure each other beneath the table. The contrast between the boring dinner conversation and the obscene activities happening just out of sight sends fresh waves of arousal through me.

"Do you play golf, Jack?" Tom asks, reaching for his wine glass.

"Occasionally," I reply, curling my fingers inside Kourtney with more force. Her hand tightens around my cock in response, her thumb circling the sensitive head. "Though I prefer... more vigorous activities."

The main course arrives—perfectly cooked steaks on white China plates. The smell of truffle butter fills the air, mixing with the scent of Kourtney's arousal that only I can detect. William pushes his food around without eating, occasionally glancing at me with a mixture of fear and hatred.

As we eat, the underwater symphony continues. Kourtney somehow manages to cut her steak with one hand while the other pumps my cock with increasing urgency. I finger her in rhythm with her strokes, our bodies synced in secret pleasure while Tom dominates the conversation.

I lean back slightly in my chair, giving her better access to my throbbing shaft. Her fingers are magic—squeezing at the base, twisting slightly on the upstroke, thumb teasing the sensitive spot just below the head. Pre-cum leaks from my tip, coating her fingers and making the glide smoother.

Tom Mitchell has no idea that his perfect world is already crumbling. His son is broken, his wife is corrupt, and I'm just getting started. By the time I'm done with him, he'll have nothing left.

The look on his face when he finally realizes—that's going to be fucking priceless.

Kourtney's face flushes a delicious shade of pink as I curl my fingers deeper inside her soaking cunt. She shifts in her seat, struggling to maintain her composure while her husband drones on about golf handicaps. Her hand never stops working my cock, her grip tightening when I press against that special spot inside her. The perfect society wife—eating her overpriced salad with one hand while jerking off another man with the other, all while her husband sits oblivious at the head of the table. The fucking irony is delicious.

"The salmon is excellent, don't you think, darling?" Tom asks, gesturing with his fork toward Kourtney.

She nods, forcing a smile that doesn't reach her eyes. "Mmm, yes. Delicious." Her voice wavers slightly as I press my thumb firmly against her clit, making tight circles that I know will drive her wild.

Beneath the table, her thighs tremble. She crosses her legs, trapping my hand between them, not to stop me but to increase the pressure. Her breathing becomes shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath her silk blouse. The pulse point at her neck throbs visibly, and a light sheen of sweat appears on her upper lip.

"Are you feeling alright, Kourtney? You look feverish," Tom says, his tone more annoyed than concerned.

"I'm fine," she replies, taking a sip of water with a shaking hand. "Just a little warm in here."

I lean closer, ostensibly to reach for the salt, and whisper in her ear: "Your pussy is so wet. I bet you're going to soak through your skirt."

Her eyes widen, and she nearly chokes on her water. Beneath the table, her grip on my cock tightens almost painfully, her thumb swiping over the sensitive head. Pre-cum leaks from my tip, coating her fingers as she works my shaft with increasing urgency.

"Jack was telling me about his training methods," Tom says, oblivious to his wife's distress. "Perhaps you could give me a demonstration after dinner?"

"I'd be happy to," I reply smoothly, pressing my fingers deeper into Kourtney's dripping hole. "Though my techniques are quite... intense. Not everyone can handle them."

Kourtney makes a small, strangled sound that she quickly disguises as a cough. Her inner walls clench around my fingers as I increase my pace, my thumb still working her clit in tight circles. Her hips shift subtly, grinding down against my hand while maintaining the appearance of simply adjusting her position.

"I've always believed in pushing past comfort zones," Tom continues, cutting into his steak. "That's how I built my company—taking risks when others wouldn't."

"An admirable philosophy," I say, feeling Kourtney's pussy begin to pulse rhythmically around my fingers. She's getting close. Her hand moves faster on my cock, her other hand gripping her fork so tightly her knuckles turn white. "Though sometimes the greatest risks are right under our noses."

William, who's been silent this entire time, suddenly stands up. "May I be excused?" he mumbles, his face pale and sickly.

Tom waves him away without even looking at him. "Yes, yes. Go study or whatever it is you do."

As William flees the room, I turn my attention back to Kourtney. Her eyes are slightly unfocused now, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. I curl my fingers upward, finding that rough patch that makes most women lose their minds. She gasps, immediately covering it by taking a bite of her salad.

"Something caught in your throat, dear?" Tom asks, finally noticing his wife's distress.

She shakes her head, unable to speak. Under the table, her legs begin to tremble uncontrollably. Her hand on my cock moves erratically, losing its rhythm as her own pleasure overtakes her ability to focus.

"Just... went down the wrong way," she manages, her voice barely above a whisper.

I lean back slightly in my chair, angling my wrist to hit her G-spot more directly. The wet sounds of my fingers pumping into her pussy are thankfully masked by the clinking of silverware and Tom's continued monologue about his business acumen.

"You're going to cum, aren't you?" I whisper, my lips close to her ear under the pretense of passing her the pepper. "Right here at the dinner table while your husband watches. Cum for me, Kourtney. Now."

Her eyelids flutter, her breath catching in her throat. I feel it start—the rhythmic pulsing of her inner walls, the flood of wetness coating my fingers. Her entire body goes rigid for a moment, her fork suspended halfway to her mouth.

"This wine is exceptional, don't you think?" she says suddenly, her voice oddly high-pitched as her orgasm rips through her. Her thighs clamp down on my hand as her pussy convulses around my fingers. "A... a good vintage."

Tom, completely unaware that his wife is cumming three feet away from him, launches into an explanation of his wine cellar and how much he paid for this particular bottle. Kourtney's face remains composed through sheer force of will, though a drop of sweat slides down her temple. Only the flush across her chest and the slight parting of her lips betray the intense pleasure coursing through her body.

Her hand stops moving on my cock as she rides out her orgasm, her focus entirely consumed by the effort to maintain her composure. I continue pumping my fingers inside her, prolonging her pleasure, feeling each aftershock ripple through her cunt.

"Exquisite," I comment, though I'm not talking about the wine. "Truly satisfying."

Kourtney takes a deep breath, her body gradually relaxing as the intense waves of pleasure subside. Under the table, her hand resumes its movement on my cock, more determined than before. Her eyes meet mine briefly, a mixture of shame, gratitude, and desperate need swirling in their depths.

The staff appears to clear the main course and bring dessert—some elaborate chocolate creation that probably costs more than a day's wage for the woman Tom slapped earlier. Kourtney's hand never leaves my cock, stroking me with renewed purpose while maintaining perfect table manners with her other hand.

"I should check on those reports," Tom announces as he finishes his dessert, dabbing his mouth with a linen napkin. "The board meeting is tomorrow, and I need to review the numbers."

"Don't let us keep you," I reply, my voice steady despite the incredible sensation of Kourtney's hand working my shaft. "Work is important."

Tom rises, his massive frame blocking the light for a moment. "Kourtney, make sure our guest has everything he needs." He doesn't wait for her response before waddling out of the dining room toward his study.

The moment he's gone, Kourtney's composure slips slightly. Her eyes close briefly, her breathing ragged. I withdraw my fingers from her pussy, bringing them to my lips and sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact with her. The taste of her arousal fills my mouth—expensive perfume, desperation, and betrayal.

"I just remembered," I say, deliberately loud enough to be heard if Tom is still within earshot. "I have those special resistance bands in my car for our next workout session. Should we go get them now? I can show you how to use them properly."

Kourtney nods, her eyes glazed with a mixture of post-orgasmic haze and renewed desire. "Yes, that would be... helpful." Her hand reluctantly releases my cock, allowing me to zip up discreetly.

As we stand, I notice the dark wet spot on her skirt where her arousal has soaked through the fabric. I point to it with a smirk, watching her face flush with embarrassment.

"Might want to change before your husband sees that," I whisper. "Or don't. Maybe he should know what a desperate slut his wife really is."

She presses her thighs together, her hands smoothing down her skirt in a futile attempt to hide the evidence. "The car," she says, her voice barely audible. "Let's go."

I follow her through the house, watching the sway of her ass in that tight skirt, already planning exactly how I'm going to fuck her in the vehicle her husband's money bought. The perfect revenge is the one that corrupts what a man holds most dear—and I'm just getting started with Kourtney Mitchell.


Chapter 5

We barely make it to the car before I'm on her, my hands gripping her waist and shoving her toward the massive black Range Rover. Kourtney fumbles with the key fob, clicking it twice to unlock the doors. I yank open the rear door and push her inside, her body stumbling onto the luxurious leather seats. The interior smells of expensive perfume and new car—the kind of scent that screams wealth and privilege. I climb in after her, slamming the door behind us, the tinted windows creating a private world where I can defile Tom Mitchell's precious trophy wife in the very vehicle he bought to parade her around town.

"Please," she whispers, her voice thick with need. "I've been thinking about this all night."

I don't bother responding. Words are fucking pointless right now. Instead, I grab her ankles and yank her across the seat, spreading her legs wide. Her expensive dress bunches up around her waist, revealing the soaked thong I'd been feeling under the dinner table. The wet spot has grown, the delicate fabric completely saturated with her arousal.

"Look at you," I growl, running my finger along the damp material. "Dripping wet after getting finger-fucked under the table while your husband talked business. You're nothing but a whore in designer clothes."

She moans at the degradation, her hips lifting to press against my touch. I pull the thong aside, exposing her swollen pussy lips, glistening in the dim light filtering through the tinted windows. Without warning, I dive down, my mouth covering her sex, my tongue parting her folds in one rough stroke.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her hands flying to my hair, gripping tight. "Oh god, yes!"

The taste of her floods my mouth—expensive, pampered cunt with a hint of desperation. I circle her clit with my tongue, feeling it swell further under my attention. Her thighs shake on either side of my head, her expensive stilettos digging into the leather seats that her husband's money bought. I suck her clit between my lips, flicking it rapidly with my tongue while pushing two fingers inside her soaked entrance.

"You taste like fucking betrayal," I murmur against her flesh before diving back in, my tongue exploring every inch of her. "Sweet, rich, fucking betrayal."

Her hips buck against my face, grinding her pussy against my mouth as I eat her with deliberate skill. I'm not gentle—I devour her like a starving man, my teeth occasionally grazing her sensitive flesh, my fingers pumping roughly into her hole. She takes it all, her moans growing louder with each passing second.

"I need more," she begs, tugging at my hair. "Please, Jack, I need your cock inside me."

I rise up, wiping her juices from my chin with the back of my hand. "Then I'll take more," I reply, grabbing the neckline of her blouse and tearing it open with one violent motion. Buttons fly across the car interior, pinging against the windows and dashboard. Her perfect tits spill out, contained in a lacy black bra that probably cost more than most people's rent.

I tear that off too, the delicate fabric giving way easily under my hands. Her breasts bounce free—expensive surgeon's work, perfectly round and firm, with small pink nipples that harden under my gaze. I roughly palm one, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

"Tom paid good money for these," I sneer, pinching her nipple between my fingers. "But they belong to me now."

I don't stop with her top. I grab her skirt and yank it up further, then tear her thong completely off, the thin material snapping easily in my hands. In seconds, I've stripped her of everything except her diamonds and her stiletto heels. Kourtney Mitchell—socialite, charity board member, perfect wife—lies naked and panting on the leather seats of her luxury SUV, legs spread wide, pussy dripping wet, begging for my cock with her eyes.

"Turn over," I command, already unbuckling my belt. "Hands and knees. I want to fuck you like the bitch you are."

She complies instantly, flipping over and presenting her perfect ass to me. Her back arches, pushing her ass higher, her face pressed against the seat. Her wedding ring catches the light as her hands grip the leather for support. The massive diamond is just another reminder of what I'm taking from Tom Mitchell.

I free my cock, already rock hard from her earlier attentions under the dinner table. Pre-cum leaks from the tip as I position myself behind her, grabbing her hips with both hands. I run my shaft along her slit, coating myself in her wetness, watching her squirm with anticipation.

"Beg for it," I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. "Beg for my cock like the cheating slut you are."

"Please," she moans, pushing back against me. "Please fuck me, Jack. I need your cock inside me. I need it so bad."

"Louder," I command, slapping her other cheek. "Let the neighbors hear how desperate Tom Mitchell's wife is for another man's cock."

"PLEASE FUCK ME!" she cries out, her voice echoing in the confined space of the vehicle. "PLEASE, I NEED YOUR COCK INSIDE ME NOW!"

With one brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. Her pussy stretches around me, walls clenching tight as I fill her completely. The sensation is incredible—hot, wet, and so fucking tight despite the pounding I gave her with my fingers earlier. She screams into the seat, her body jerking forward from the force of my entry.

"Fuck, your pussy feels good," I growl, digging my fingers into the flesh of her hips. "Better than your husband deserves."

I pull back slowly, watching my cock slide out until just the head remains inside her, then slam forward again. The impact rocks the entire SUV, the suspension creaking under the force. Kourtney's face is pressed against the leather seat, muffling her screams as I establish a brutal rhythm.

My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency building inside me. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. The wet, obscene noises of her soaked cunt taking my length fill the car, punctuated by her desperate moans and my grunts of pleasure.

"Tell me how much you want it," I command, grabbing her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her toward me. Each thrust is like a punishment now, driving deeper than the last, making her entire body jolt forward.

"I want it so much," she sobs, her voice breaking with each impact. "Harder, please! Fuck me harder!"

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle lets me hit even deeper, my cock bottoming out against her cervix. She gasps in a mixture of pain and pleasure, her spine arching beautifully.

"Your husband can't fuck you like this, can he?" I demand, increasing my pace until the SUV is rocking visibly on its suspension. "Tell me!"

"No!" she cries out, tears streaming down her face. "He never—oh god—he never fucks me at all anymore! It's been months! FUCK, YES!"

That confession sends a surge of satisfaction through me. Tom Mitchell's perfect trophy wife, neglected and desperate enough to fuck a stranger in the back of the car her husband bought her. It's almost too perfect.

I release her hair to grab her hips with both hands, using the leverage to pound into her with renewed force. The slapping sound of skin on skin grows louder, competing with the creaking of the luxury vehicle's suspension and Kourtney's increasingly frantic moans.

"This is what you're good for," I growl, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. "Just a hole for me to use. A rich man's toy that I'm breaking."

She pushes back against each thrust, meeting me halfway, her body begging for more even as her pussy stretches around my invading length. Her tits sway beneath her with each impact, her diamond necklace swinging like a pendulum.

I reach around and find her clit, rubbing it roughly in time with my thrusts. Her entire body tenses, her pussy clenching around me like a vise. I can feel her building toward another orgasm, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft.

"Whose pussy is this?" I demand, slapping her ass again. "Tell me!"

"Yours!" she sobs, her body trembling beneath me. "It's yours, Jack! All yours!"

The leather seats beneath us are soaked with her arousal, the scent of sex overwhelming the new car smell. I pound into her mercilessly, treating her body like it exists solely for my pleasure. And thanks to my touch, that's exactly how she sees herself now—as nothing more than a vessel for my desires.

The massive Range Rover rocks with each thrust, the tinted windows beginning to fog from our exertion. Tom Mitchell's money bought this vehicle to showcase his perfect wife to the world. Now it's just another place where I'm claiming what's his, marking my territory one thrust at a time.

I grab Kourtney's shoulder for leverage, pulling her back onto my cock as I drive forward. The new angle makes her scream into the seat, her entire body convulsing. Her pussy grips me like it never wants to let go, desperate to be filled completely.

"Take it all," I snarl, my hips slamming against her ass with brutal force. "Every fucking inch."

The expensive vehicle creaks and groans around us, bearing witness to the destruction of Tom Mitchell's perfect world—one thrust at a time.

The side door to the garage suddenly creaks open, the sound cutting through Kourtney's moans like a knife. We both freeze mid-thrust, my cock buried deep inside her as the overhead lights flick on. Tom's heavy footsteps echo on the concrete floor as he enters, muttering about needing a screwdriver. My hand clamps over Kourtney's mouth, feeling her hot breath against my palm as her eyes widen with panic. The tinted windows of the Range Rover hide us from view, but we're just three feet away from discovery—from her husband finding his perfect wife bent over, ass in the air, taking another man's cock.

"Damn board meeting prep," Tom grumbles, his voice unnervingly close to our hiding spot. "Always something missing from the presentation."

I should pull out. I should stop. But the danger, the proximity of her oblivious husband, sends a fresh surge of adrenaline through my veins. Instead of retreating, I push deeper, feeling her pussy clench around me in fear and forbidden excitement. Kourtney's teeth clamp down on my shoulder to stifle a moan, biting hard enough to leave marks through my shirt.

Tom's massive silhouette passes right by the driver's side window, so close I can hear his labored breathing from his short walk to the garage. He moves to a workbench at the far end, rummaging through drawers, completely unaware that his wife is being fucked senseless just yards away.

I lean down, my lips grazing Kourtney's ear. "He's right there," I whisper, rotating my hips in a slow circle that makes her entire body shudder. "One look through these windows and he'd see everything."

Her pussy pulses around my shaft, a flood of wetness coating me as the danger heightens her arousal. Her eyes are screwed shut, tears leaking from the corners—not from sadness or regret, but from the overwhelming intensity of sensation and forbidden pleasure.

Tom continues his search, moving methodically through the organized drawers of his workbench. "Where did that idiot gardener put my precision screwdriver set?" he mutters.

The SUV's suspension creaks slightly as I pull back, then thrust forward again, slower this time, more deliberate. Kourtney bites down harder on my shoulder, her nails digging crescents into the leather seat. Her wedding ring catches the overhead garage light, the diamond sparkling as her hand clenches and unclenches with each slow thrust.

I establish a new rhythm—deep, measured strokes that won't rock the car but will drive her insane. Each time I bottom out inside her, her inner walls ripple around me, her body betraying how much she loves the risk. The thrill of potential discovery has transformed the act from merely illicit to dangerously intoxicating.

Tom pulls out a stepladder, setting it up near some shelving units on the far wall. He climbs up, searching higher shelves, giving us a brief moment where his back is turned. I take the opportunity to speed up my thrusts, driving into Kourtney with more force, feeling her body jerk forward with each impact.

"You love this, don't you?" I growl into her ear, keeping my voice low enough that only she can hear. "Getting fucked while your husband is right there. What would he think if he turned around right now and saw his perfect wife with her ass in the air, begging for another man's cock?"

Her only response is a muffled whimper as she continues to bite down on my shoulder. I can feel her pussy getting wetter, her arousal coating my balls as I pump into her. The danger is making her hotter than ever, her body responding to the taboo with increasing desperation.

Tom finally locates what he's looking for on the high shelf, exclaiming in triumph. "There you are, you little bastard." He climbs down the stepladder but doesn't leave. Instead, he moves to a workbench directly opposite the SUV, his back to us as he fiddles with whatever electronic device he's repairing.

I should stop. I should wait until he leaves. But the power—the absolute fucking thrill of claiming his wife while he stands oblivious just feet away—is too intoxicating to resist. I resume my thrusting, harder now, feeling sweat trickle down my spine as I pound into Kourtney's willing body.

She releases my shoulder, unable to maintain the bite as pleasure overtakes her. Her face presses into the leather seat instead, muffling her moans as I slam into her repeatedly. The wet sounds of my cock driving into her soaked pussy seem deafening to me, but are thankfully masked by Tom's tinkering at the workbench.

"You're nothing but a cheating whore," I whisper harshly, my hand tangling in her hair, pulling her head back slightly. "Right under his nose. You love being a slut for me, don't you? You love betraying him."

"Yes," she breathes, the word barely audible. "God help me, yes."

The degradation pushes her further toward the edge. Her pussy clenches rhythmically around my cock, her breathing becoming erratic as she approaches orgasm. I can feel my own climax building, my balls tightening with each thrust into her traitorous body.

Tom continues to work, occasionally muttering to himself about circuit boards and connections. The mundane normality of his actions creates an obscene contrast to what's happening just feet away—his entire world crumbling while he fixes some trivial device.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster while still maintaining enough control to keep the car from rocking suspiciously. My hips pump up into hers, my cock stretching her pussy with each deep stroke. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she makes tiny, stifled cries into the seat, making me even hungrier for more.

"Cum for me," I command in a harsh whisper, my thumb finding her clit and pressing hard. "Cum on my cock while your husband stands right there."

The combination of my words, my thumb on her clit, and the extreme danger pushes her over the edge. Kourtney's entire body goes rigid, her pussy clamping down on my cock with brutal force as her orgasm tears through her. She bites down on the leather seat, her scream of pleasure reduced to a muffled groan that could be mistaken for anything.

Her body convulses beneath me, her ass grinding back against my pelvis, taking me impossibly deeper as she rides out her climax. The contractions of her pussy around my shaft are too much to resist—I feel my own orgasm building rapidly, a white-hot pressure at the base of my spine.

"I'm going to fill you with my cum," I growl in her ear, my pace becoming erratic as I chase my release. "Let him find you later with another man's seed dripping down your thighs."

Tom whistles tunelessly as he finishes whatever repair he was making, putting his tools away with methodical precision. The sound of him preparing to leave only heightens the urgency of my thrusts, my cock slamming into Kourtney's still-spasming pussy.

"There we go," Tom says to himself, pocketing the device. "That should fix the presentation clicker."

As his footsteps begin moving toward the door, my orgasm hits like a freight train. My fingers dig bruises into Kourtney's hips as I bury myself to the hilt one final time, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her married pussy. The timing is almost poetic—filling his wife with my seed as he walks away, none the wiser.

The door closes behind Tom just as the last pulses of my orgasm fade, leaving us panting in the suddenly quiet garage. I stay buried inside Kourtney for a moment, feeling her aftershocks ripple around my sensitive cock. When I finally pull out, a flood of cum follows, dripping onto the expensive leather seats—another mark of my conquest in Tom Mitchell's perfect world.

"Fuck," I breathe, tucking myself back into my pants. "That was close."

Kourtney remains frozen in position for a moment, ass still in the air, body trembling from the intensity of her orgasm and the narrowly avoided disaster. When she finally moves, it's with shaky limbs and glazed eyes. Her perfect makeup is completely ruined, mascara streaking down her cheeks from tears of pleasure and fear.

"I need to... clean up," she mumbles, looking around frantically for something to wipe away the evidence. There's nothing, of course. Her clothes are torn, her body marked with my fingerprints, and my cum is leaking steadily from her well-used pussy.

I laugh, the sound cruel even to my own ears. "No time for that. He'll be wondering where you are. Better go back in."

"But I'm a mess," she protests weakly, gesturing at her torn clothing and the cum trickling down her thighs. "I can't—"

"Find a way," I cut her off, zipping up and straightening my clothes. "That's part of the thrill, isn't it? The risk of being caught?"

Something in my voice—or perhaps the lingering effects of my supernatural touch—compels her to obey. She gathers the tattered remains of her clothes, pulling them on as best she can. The blouse hangs open, revealing her perfect breasts and the marks my fingers left on them. Her skirt is wrinkled beyond repair, and there's a visible wet spot where my cum has already soaked through.

"Go through the side door," I instruct her. "I'll come in through the front in a few minutes. We don't want to be seen returning together."

She nods, her eyes still unfocused, body moving on autopilot. As she slips out of the SUV, I notice the cum running down the inside of her thigh, leaving a glistening trail on her tanned skin. She doesn't bother to wipe it away.

I watch her stumble toward the side door, high heels clicking unsteadily on the concrete. The perfect society wife, reduced to sneaking into her own home, clothes torn, reeking of sex, leaking another man's cum. It's a beautiful sight.

I give her five minutes before following, entering through the front door as if I've just returned from getting something from my own car. As I step into the foyer, I spot William at the top of the stairs, his face a mask of horror and disgust. He's seen his mother return in her disheveled state. He knows exactly what's happened.

Our eyes meet, and I give him a slow, predatory smile. His face goes from pale to green, and he retreats down the hallway like a wounded animal.

Phase one of Tom Mitchell's destruction is proceeding perfectly. His son is broken. His wife is corrupted. And I'm just getting started.


Chapter 6

The Mitchell mansion feels like a gilded prison by morning. Kourtney left an hour ago for her standing nail appointment, trying to hide the limp from our activities last night. Tom disappeared into his study before dawn, probably to practice screwing over more sick people with his insurance scams. I wander through the palatial rooms, running my fingers over expensive furniture and priceless art that means nothing to these people. The trophy home for the trophy wife. Boredom settles in my bones—a feeling I hate more than anything. I need fresh entertainment, a new conquest to keep me occupied while I continue dismantling Tom Mitchell's perfect life piece by piece.

I find myself in what must be the solarium—a glass-walled room filled with plants that some landscaper maintains twice weekly, no doubt. The morning sun streams through the windows, casting long shadows across the polished marble floor. From this vantage point, I have a clear view of the neighboring property—another mansion, slightly smaller than the Mitchells' but no less ostentatious.

Movement catches my eye. A woman emerges from the back doors of the neighboring house, carrying a tray with what looks like iced tea and a book. She's wearing a silk robe that clings to her curves, revealing glimpses of a bikini underneath. Even from this distance, I can tell she's stunning—petite but shapely, with long black hair cascading down her back.

I watch as she sets her tray down on a poolside table, then slips off her robe. Holy fuck. The bikini is barely there—tiny triangles of red fabric that showcase her incredible body. Asian, maybe early forties but could easily pass for thirty. Olive skin that gleams in the sunlight, perky tits that defy gravity, a tight ass that could make a man weep. She stretches, arms above her head, back arching slightly, completely unaware of my gaze.

This must be the neighbor Kourtney mentioned in passing—Ming-Na something. A surgeon's wife who spends more time at the country club than at home. Perfect.

My cock stirs as I watch her arrange herself on the lounger, applying lotion to her long, toned legs with meticulous care. Boredom evaporates instantly, replaced by the familiar hunger of the hunt. I need to taste her, to claim her, to see what she looks like with my cock in her mouth and that perfect composure shattered.

The properties are separated by a manicured hedge about six feet tall. No real barrier for someone determined to cross it. I slip out the back door of the Mitchell house, making my way casually across their expansive lawn. No sign of gardeners or staff—perfect timing. When I reach the hedge, I pause for a moment, calculating the best spot to cross. A decorative stone bench on the Mitchells' side provides the boost I need. I leap up, grab the top of the hedge, and swing myself over, dropping silently onto the neighbor's immaculate lawn.

Ming-Na is still on her lounger, eyes closed behind designer sunglasses, one arm draped elegantly above her head. Her book lies open but unread on her stomach, rising and falling with her steady breathing. She hasn't noticed me yet—the perfect opportunity to admire her up close. Her skin is flawless, not a wrinkle in sight despite her age. Her cheekbones are high and sharp, her lips full and painted a subtle pink. Everything about her screams old money and refined taste—from the minimalist but obviously expensive jewelry adorning her wrists to the perfect manicure on her fingers and toes.

I deliberately step on a twig, making just enough noise to alert her to my presence. Her eyes snap open behind her sunglasses, her body tensing as she spots me. She sits up quickly, the book tumbling to the ground, her hand instinctively moving to cover more of her exposed skin.

"Who are you?" she demands, her voice carrying a hint of an accent. "How did you get into my yard?"

I raise my hands in a placating gesture, flashing my most charming smile. "Sorry to startle you. I'm Jack Hammer, staying with the Mitchells next door. Tom asked me to check if you had any extra pool chlorine tablets. Their pool guy didn't show."

It's a bullshit excuse, but delivered with enough confidence that it momentarily confuses her. Her posture relaxes slightly, though suspicion still clouds her features.

"The Mitchells?" She glances toward their property. "I didn't know they had guests."

"Just arrived yesterday," I reply smoothly, taking a few casual steps closer. "I'm helping Kourtney with her fitness routine. Personal trainer."

At the mention of fitness, her eyes sweep over my body, taking in my athletic build. I see the moment her suspicion gives way to interest—a slight parting of the lips, a subtle shift in posture to accentuate her breasts. She might be married, but she's definitely not immune to attraction.

"I see." She adjusts her sunglasses, trying to regain her composure. "Well, I don't handle the pool maintenance myself. My husband's assistant takes care of that."

I move closer still, until I'm standing just beside her lounger. "I should have called first, but..." I gesture at her bottle of suntan lotion. "Since I've already rudely interrupted your sunbathing, the least I can do is help with your back. That looks like a tough angle to reach yourself."

She hesitates, social grace warring with common sense. I can practically see her internal debate—this is inappropriate, but also harmless, and refusing might seem rude. Plus, I've noticed her wedding ring is missing. Husband away, perhaps?

"That's... very kind of you," she finally says, her tone careful but not unwelcoming. "I was just about to reapply."

I pick up the bottle of expensive sunscreen from the table beside her, squeezing a generous amount onto my palm. "Turn over," I instruct, my voice dropping slightly lower.

She complies, rolling onto her stomach, presenting me with the expanse of her back and the perfect curve of her ass barely contained by the bikini bottom. I kneel beside the lounger, my hands hovering just above her skin.

"This might be cold," I warn, then make contact.

The moment my lotion-covered fingers touch her shoulder blades, I feel the power activate—a crackling energy flowing from my fingertips into her body. Ming-Na's entire frame goes rigid for an instant, a small gasp escaping her lips. Then, slowly, she melts under my touch, a soft moan replacing the gasp.

"Are you alright?" I ask, knowing exactly what's happening to her.

She turns her head to look at me, and even behind the sunglasses, I can see the change. Her pupils are dilated, her breathing has quickened, and a flush spreads across her chest and neck.

"I feel... strange," she murmurs, her voice suddenly thick with desire. "Hot."

I continue massaging the lotion into her skin, my hands working lower down her back. "Must be the sun," I suggest innocently. "Maybe we should get you into the shade."

In one fluid motion that belies her age, Ming-Na flips onto her back and sits up, coming face to face with me. She removes her sunglasses, revealing eyes clouded with supernatural lust. "It's not the sun," she says, her accent more pronounced now, her voice husky with need. "It's you. I need... I need..."

Without warning, she grabs the front of my shirt and pulls me down onto the lounger with her. Her strength surprises me—her petite frame disguising the fierce, desperate energy now consuming her. She reaches behind her back and unties her bikini top in one practiced movement, letting it fall away to reveal perfect breasts, smaller than Kourtney's but perky and natural, with dark nipples already hardened to stiff peaks.

"Touch me," she demands, guiding my hands to her exposed chest. "Please, I'm burning up."

I cup her breasts, feeling their weight and warmth. Her skin is incredibly soft, like silk beneath my fingertips. She moans at the contact, her head falling back to expose the elegant column of her throat. I pinch her nipples, not gently, testing her response. She cries out, but pushes her chest further into my hands, begging for more without words.

"What about your husband?" I ask, not because I care but because I want to hear her say it.

"Fuck my husband," she growls, her hands moving to my shorts, fumbling with the button and zipper. "He hasn't touched me in years. I need you inside me. Now."

Her mouth finds mine in a desperate kiss, her tongue pushing past my lips without hesitation. She tastes like expensive lip gloss and forbidden desire. Her hands have succeeded in opening my shorts, and she wastes no time pushing them down along with my boxers. Her fingers wrap around my already hard cock, squeezing with surprising strength.

"Yes," she hisses, breaking the kiss to look down at what she's found. "Big. So big."

The transformation is complete—the refined, elegant neighbor has vanished, replaced by a woman consumed by primal need. The power works its magic differently on each woman, but the result is always the same—complete sexual submission to me, wrapped in their own personal fantasy.

Ming-Na tears at my shirt, her manicured nails scratching my chest in her urgency to feel skin against skin. Her bikini bottom is soaked through, a dark patch visible against the red fabric. She grinds against my thigh, seeking friction, her breathing ragged and desperate.

"Please," she whimpers, her composed facade completely shattered. "I need your cock. Need it now."

I smile down at her, enjoying the power I hold over this woman who, minutes ago, was the picture of sophisticated elegance. Now she's nothing but raw need and desperation, another conquest in my growing collection.

"Then take it," I tell her, curious to see what she'll do next.

Ming-Na's transformation from elegant neighbor to sex-starved vixen is fucking beautiful to watch. With surprising strength, she pushes me onto my back on the lounge chair, the expensive material creaking under our combined weight. Her eyes are wild, focused entirely on my cock standing at attention between us. She straddles me in one fluid motion, her thighs gripping my hips, her soaked bikini bottom the only barrier between us. My hands find her waist, feeling the taut muscles beneath her flawless skin. Not an ounce of fat on this woman—just lean, tight flesh that defies her age.

"I need this inside me," she hisses, grinding her covered pussy against my shaft, leaving a trail of wetness along its length. "Need you to fill me up."

She reaches between us, yanking the bikini bottom to the side rather than removing it completely. The urgency of her movements sends a jolt of satisfaction through me—she can't even spare the seconds it would take to strip fully. Her manicured fingers wrap around my cock, positioning it at her entrance. I feel the heat radiating from her core, the slick wetness of her arousal coating my tip.

"Look at me," I command, wanting to see the moment my power fully claims her.

Her eyes lock with mine as she sinks down, taking me inside her inch by inch. Her pussy is impossibly tight, gripping my cock like a vise as she stretches to accommodate my size. Her lips part in a silent scream, her face contorting in a mixture of pain and ecstasy. When she's fully seated, my entire length buried inside her, we both groan at the sensation.

"So big," she gasps, her accent thicker now, desire stripping away her perfect diction. "So good. Fill me so full."

She pauses for just a moment, adjusting to the intrusion, before lifting herself up until just the head remains inside her. Then she slams back down, impaling herself on my cock with such force that the lounge chair slides back an inch on the stone patio. The sound she makes is primal—a high-pitched keen that bears no resemblance to the composed woman who was sunbathing minutes ago.

Her pace is relentless from the start. She rides me with the energy of a woman half her age, her body knowing exactly how to move to maximize pleasure. Her tight pussy grips and releases my cock with each bounce, muscles working inside her to milk every sensation. Her small, perfect tits bounce in rhythm with her movements, the dark nipples hardened to stiff peaks that beg to be tasted.

I reach up and grab them, squeezing roughly, pinching the nipples between my fingers. She throws her head back, long black hair cascading down her back like a waterfall, her throat exposed as she cries out.

"Yes! Harder!" she demands, her hips never slowing their punishing rhythm. "Hurt me! Make me feel it!"

I oblige, twisting her nipples sharply while thrusting upward to meet her downward plunges. The combination makes her entire body shudder, her pussy clenching around me like a fist. She's riding me like a woman possessed, her ass slapping against my thighs with each drop, her nails digging into my chest for leverage.

"Fuck, you're tight," I growl, feeling every ridge and texture of her inner walls gripping my shaft. "That doctor husband of yours isn't taking care of this pussy, is he?"

"No," she moans, grinding herself against me in tight circles when she's fully seated. "He never... never fucks me anymore. Too busy. Too tired. But you... you're my master now."

The words send a surge of power through me. My touch doesn't just create lust—it creates worship, submission, complete devotion. Ming-Na bounces faster on my cock, her eyes never leaving mine, her expression one of utter adoration mixed with carnal hunger.

"Yes," I hiss, grabbing her hips and guiding her movements. "I'm your fucking master. This pussy belongs to me now."

"Yours!" she cries, her voice carrying across the backyard without any attempt to muffle it. "All yours! Take it! Use me!"

Her tight walls clamp around me with each declaration, her body responding to the verbal submission as powerfully as to the physical stimulation. I thrust upward to meet her downward plunges, creating a punishing rhythm that has the entire lounge chair creaking in protest. Anyone could walk by—a gardener, a neighbor, even her husband returning unexpectedly—but neither of us cares. The risk only adds to the thrill.

Ming-Na plants her hands on my chest, using the leverage to lift herself nearly completely off my cock before slamming back down. Her face is a mask of concentrated pleasure, sweat beading on her forehead, her perfect makeup beginning to run slightly at the corners of her eyes. This isn't the controlled, elegant riding of a woman concerned with appearances—this is raw, animalistic fucking.

"So deep," she pants, her accent growing thicker with each word. "Feel you in my stomach. So big. So good."

I grab her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks wider, allowing me to penetrate even deeper. She screams at the new angle, her entire body shuddering as I hit spots her husband has probably never reached. Her pussy gushes around my shaft, a flood of arousal coating my balls and dripping onto the lounge chair beneath us.

"Ah, fuck, Jack! Yes!" she cries out, her voice laced with ecstasy. Her words spur me on, igniting a fire within me that demands satisfaction.

"You're so fucking hot, Ming-Na," I pant between thrusts, my grip on her ass growing tighter as I drive into her with increasing force. The primal rhythm of our bodies meeting seems to sync with the pounding of my heart, filling me with an intoxicating blend of lust and adrenaline.

Her movements become more erratic, less controlled, as she approaches her climax. Her inner walls flutter around my cock, gripping and releasing in rapid succession. Her eyes begin to lose focus, her mouth hanging open as small, desperate sounds escape her throat with each bounce.

"Look at you," I taunt, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint on the perfect olive skin. "Respectable doctor's wife, fucking a stranger in her backyard. What would your friends at the country club say if they could see you now?"

The degradation pushes her closer to the edge, her pussy clenching violently around me. "Don't care," she moans, riding me harder, her body a blur of motion above mine. "Only care about your cock. Need it. Need you."

I reach between us, finding her clit with my thumb and pressing down hard. The effect is immediate—her entire body goes rigid, her back arching at an impossible angle, her mouth opening in a silent scream. For a moment, she's frozen in place, my cock buried to the hilt inside her, as the first wave of orgasm washes over her.

Then she explodes into motion again, bouncing frantically on my shaft as she rides out her climax, chasing every last drop of pleasure. Her pussy convulses around me, squeezing and releasing in rapid pulses that nearly push me over the edge too. Incoherent words spill from her lips—a mixture of English, Chinese, and pure animal sounds that echo across the silent backyard.

"That's it," I encourage, still working her clit as her orgasm continues. "Take what you need. Use my cock."

Her eyes roll back slightly, her body trembling from head to toe as multiple waves of pleasure crash through her. I can feel each one in the way her pussy grips me, in the fresh flood of arousal that coats my shaft with each pulse. The power makes their orgasms more intense, more all-consuming than anything they've experienced before.

As her movements slow, her body still twitching with aftershocks, I flip our positions without withdrawing from her. Now she's on her back on the lounge chair, legs spread wide, looking up at me with worship in her eyes. Her chest heaves with exertion, small breasts rising and falling rapidly, nipples still hard and begging for attention.

"Master," she whispers, reaching up to touch my face with trembling fingers. "Use me. Fill me with your seed."

The power has her completely now—mind, body, and soul surrendered to my will. Just another conquest, another notch on my belt as I tear through this neighborhood of rich, bored wives. But unlike Kourtney, who I'm using specifically to hurt Tom, Ming-Na is just a pleasant diversion—a way to pass the time and expand my influence.

And what a fucking diversion she is. Her body puts women half her age to shame, her sexual appetite ravenous now that my power has awakened it. As I prepare to take control and really show her what it means to be mastered, I can't help but smile at how easy this all is.

One touch. That's all it takes to turn even the most composed, elegant socialite into a begging, desperate slut. And I've only just begun to explore the limits of what this power can do.

I grab Ming-Na's ankles, pushing her legs up and back until her knees nearly touch her shoulders. The position leaves her completely exposed, vulnerable, her still-pulsing pussy presented to me like an offering. She looks up at me with glazed eyes, her lipstick smeared across her cheek, her perfect hair tangled beneath her head. This is what power looks like—the composed, elegant socialite folded in half on her own backyard lounger, begging for my cock with whimpers and desperate movements of her hips. I position myself above her, the tip of my shaft teasing her entrance, prolonging the moment of anticipation.

"Please," she gasps, trying to push her hips up to capture my cock. "Don't tease me, Master. I need you inside me."

The honorific sends a fresh surge of power through me. I press her legs further back, using my weight to pin her in place, her flexibility impressive for a woman her age. Her ankles rest on either side of her head now, calves against my shoulders, spine curved at an extreme angle. The position will let me hit deeper than before, giving me complete control over the pace and depth.

"You want this cock?" I growl, sliding just the head inside her, feeling her pussy grip it hungrily. "Tell me how badly you want it."

"So badly," she moans, her eyes never leaving mine. "I'll die without it. Please fuck me, Master. Fuck me hard. Use me however you want."

I reward her begging by slamming into her with a single brutal thrust that buries me to the hilt. The angle is perfect—I can feel my cockhead pressing against her cervix, reaching depths her husband has probably never touched. She screams, her back arching as much as the position allows, her hands clutching desperately at the sides of the lounger.

"Oh god!" she cries, her entire body trembling. "So deep! Too much!"

But her pussy tells a different story, clenching around me like a vise, rippling with pleasure at the invasion. I pull back until just the tip remains inside her, then drive forward again with equal force. The impact rocks the entire lounger, sliding it back another inch on the stone patio.

I establish a punishing rhythm, pile-driving into her tight cunt with enough force to make her entire body jolt with each thrust. The position allows for maximum penetration, my cock reaching places inside her that make her eyes roll back and incoherent sounds spill from her lips. My balls slap against her ass with each impact, adding to the symphony of wet, obscene noises filling the backyard.

"Take it all," I command, increasing my pace. "Every fucking inch."

Ming-Na's body responds beautifully to the rough treatment, her pussy flooding with arousal that eases the way for my brutal thrusts. Her small tits bounce with each impact, nipples still hard as diamonds. Sweat glistens on her olive skin, making it shine in the morning sunlight. The contrast between her current state—folded in half, being fucked senseless—and her usual composed elegance is intoxicating.

"Yes! Harder!" she begs, her accent thicker now, words slurring with pleasure. "Break me! Fuck me!"

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping relentlessly. The lounger creaks beneath us, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing across the quiet backyard. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

My hand finds her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating further as the light asphyxiation intensifies her pleasure. Her pulse races beneath my palm, her life literally in my hands as I continue to pound into her.

"This is what you needed, isn't it?" I taunt, watching her struggle for breath. "To be used like the fuck toy you are. Your husband could never give you this."

She tries to nod, choking out a "Yes" that's barely audible. I release her throat, allowing her to gasp in air, which she immediately uses to beg for more.

"Please don't stop," she pleads, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes—not from pain but from overwhelming pleasure. "I'm so close. So close again."

I can feel it too—the way her pussy is beginning to flutter around my shaft, the increasing wetness, the tremors starting in her thighs. She's building toward another orgasm, this one promising to be even more intense than the last. My own climax is approaching too, pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with each thrust.

"Cum for me," I demand, angling my hips to hit her G-spot with each stroke. "Cum on my cock like the slut you are."

The command, combined with the perfect angle and relentless pace, pushes her over the edge. Ming-Na's entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. She screams—a high, keening sound that would probably alarm the neighbors if there were any close enough to hear. Her eyes roll back, showing only whites, her mouth open in a perfect O of pleasure.

I continue pounding into her through her climax, prolonging it, feeling each wave of pleasure ripple through her cunt and grip my shaft. Her body is completely at my mercy, responding to my every move with fresh spasms of ecstasy. The power of my touch has transformed her into the perfect sexual vessel—responsive, insatiable, completely devoted to my pleasure.

My own orgasm approaches rapidly, the tight grip of her convulsing pussy bringing me to the edge. I could cum inside her—mark her internally like I did with Kourtney—but the sight of her perfect face and heaving breasts gives me a better idea.

With a growl, I pull out completely, releasing her legs and rising to my knees on the lounger. I grip my cock, slick with her juices, and stroke it rapidly, aiming at her face and chest.

"Open your mouth," I command. "Take my load."

Still dazed from her intense orgasm, Ming-Na nevertheless obeys instantly, her lips parting, tongue extending slightly. Her eyes focus on my cock, watching with reverent anticipation as I pump my shaft faster, the pressure building to unbearable levels.

When I cum, it's with explosive force. The first rope shoots across her face, landing in a thick white stripe from her cheek to her hair. The second hits her directly in the mouth, coating her tongue and lips with my seed. The third and fourth splash across her small, perfect breasts, painting them white. More follows, covering her neck, chin, and the hollow of her throat in thick, pearly cum.

The sight is fucking magnificent—the elegant, wealthy neighbor, folded in half on her own designer lounger, covered in another man's cum. Her face, her tits, her throat—all marked by me. The ultimate stamp of ownership.

What happens next surprises even me. Instead of reaching for a towel or showing any sign of disgust, Ming-Na begins to rub my cum into her skin like expensive lotion. Her fingers spread it across her breasts in slow circles, massaging it into her flesh with obvious pleasure. She licks her lips, swallowing what landed in her mouth, then scoops more from her cheek to suck from her fingers.

"Delicious," she purrs, her eyes never leaving mine as she continues to rub my seed into her skin. "Better than my face cream."

The sight is so depraved, so completely filthy, that my spent cock twitches with renewed interest. The power doesn't just make them want sex—it makes them worship every aspect of it, find pleasure in acts they would have found repulsive before.

"Ming-Na? Where are you, dear?"

A male voice calls from inside the house, cutting through the post-orgasmic haze. Ming-Na's husband, presumably home earlier than expected. But even this doesn't break the spell of my power. Instead of panicking, she smiles lazily, continuing to massage my cum into her breasts.

"Out here, honey," she calls back, her voice surprisingly steady. "Just finishing my sunbathing."

She looks up at me, a conspiratorial gleam in her eye, her face and chest still glistening with the mixture of my cum and her sweat. One finger traces through a fresh streak on her collarbone, bringing it to her lips to taste again.

"Same time tomorrow?" she whispers, licking the digit clean.

I tuck myself back into my shorts, already planning my escape route back over the hedge. Another wealthy wife corrupted, another home invaded. The power makes it almost too easy—but I'm not complaining.

"Count on it," I reply, giving her cum-covered breast one final squeeze before slipping away.


Chapter 7

The afternoon sun bathes the Mitchell estate in golden light as I lounge by their Olympic-sized pool, a glass of Tom's expensive scotch in my hand. Kourtney texted an hour ago that she's still at her spa appointment—probably trying to recover from the pounding I gave her last night. The house staff moves silently around the property, keeping their distance from me after witnessing Tom's display at dinner. I'm enjoying the quiet when I hear voices coming from Tom's study—multiple male voices engaged in what sounds like a heated discussion. Perfect. Nothing interests me more than other people's secrets, especially when those secrets belong to the man I'm systematically destroying.

I set down the crystal tumbler and move silently across the manicured lawn toward the east wing of the mansion. Tom's study has floor-to-ceiling windows that open onto a small private garden. The voice grows clearer as I approach, Tom's distinctive baritone booming with the practiced confidence of a man used to having his opinions respected simply because of his wealth.

"Gentlemen, quarterly profits are strong, but we can do better. Much better."

I duck beneath the window, pressing my back against the cool stone of the mansion's exterior wall. The window is cracked open about three inches—enough to let in the breeze and for me to hear every word clearly. I position myself just out of sight, straining to catch the conversation.

"The Platinum Shield is ready for rollout next month," Tom continues. I hear the sound of papers being distributed, followed by the rustle of men in expensive suits shifting in their seats. "Our marketing department has outdone themselves. Premium pricing, luxury branding, exclusive benefits. The early focus groups love it."

"Impressive numbers, Tom," says another voice—older, with the gravelly quality of a lifetime smoker. "But these projected profit margins seem almost too good to be true. What's the secret sauce here?"

Tom's laugh sends a chill down my spine—the sound of a predator among predators. "The secret, gentlemen, is in the fine print. Or rather, what isn't in the fine print until after they sign."

I hear the click of what must be a presentation remote, followed by the hum of a projector. I risk a quick glance through the window and see six men in suits seated around a massive mahogany table. Tom stands at the head, his bloated form casting a shadow over a projection screen showing graphs and charts. His back is to me, so I can observe safely.

"Page thirty-seven of the policy documentation contains our new exclusion clauses," Tom explains, clicking to a new slide. "We've restructured the language around chronic conditions. The policy appears to cover them—that's what our customers will believe they're buying—but we've introduced what I call 'sustainability thresholds.'"

"Meaning?" asks another board member, sounding intrigued rather than concerned.

"Meaning that after a predefined expenditure level, the coverage for chronic conditions automatically triggers a review process. Our medical directors will then have the authority to determine if continued treatment is 'medically necessary' or merely 'quality-of-life enhancing.' The latter becomes patient responsibility."

Jesus fucking Christ. He's creating a policy specifically designed to cut off sick people once they become too expensive. I feel my lip curl in disgust as I continue listening.

"Won't that generate complaints? Lawsuits?" asks a younger voice, sounding more concerned about liability than ethics.

Tom's chuckle is smug and assured. "That's the beauty of it. The language is complex enough that most policyholders won't understand it until they're denied. By then, they're already locked into multi-year contracts with substantial cancellation penalties. And our legal team has bulletproofed the language. We're within regulatory guidelines—technically."

I hear ice clinking in glasses, someone pouring drinks. Celebrating their planned exploitation, no doubt.

"What about public relations?" asks another voice. "If the media catches wind—"

"They won't," Tom interrupts confidently. "We've doubled our charitable foundation's budget this year. Cancer research, children's hospitals—all the heartstring-tuggers. Nobody questions the ethics of a company that donates millions to sick kids."

The cynical calculation in his voice makes my blood boil. Using charity as a shield for corporate greed—it's fucking masterful in its evil.

"And the best part," Tom continues, his voice now animated with excitement, "is the target demographic. Upper-middle-class families, small business owners, the almost-wealthy. They're the perfect cash cows—enough money to afford our premium prices, not enough resources to fight us effectively when claims are denied."

The room erupts in appreciative laughter. These aren't businessmen—they're fucking vampires in Brooks Brothers suits, feeding on the desperation of sick people. I've met some soulless bastards in my time, but this is another level of calculated cruelty.

"We project a 43% reduction in chronic care payouts under this model," Tom announces proudly. "That's millions straight to the bottom line, gentlemen. And to your bonus checks."

More congratulatory murmurs follow. I hear chairs scraping as someone proposes a toast.

"To the Platinum Shield," Tom declares. "Looks like gold to them, works like steel for us."

The clinking of glasses follows, the sound of wealthy men celebrating their plan to profit from human suffering. I've heard enough. I slip away from the window, my mind racing with what I've just learned.

I knew Tom Mitchell was an asshole. That was obvious from the moment I met him. But this goes beyond personal failings or bad character. He's systematically profiting from people's misfortune, selling them protection that disappears exactly when they need it most. He's not just an asshole—he's a fucking monster hiding behind a veneer of respectability and charitable donations.

As I make my way back to the pool, retrieving my scotch, I feel a cold certainty settle in my chest. Tom Mitchell doesn't just deserve to lose his wife to me—he deserves to lose everything. His money. His reputation. His freedom. And I'm going to make sure it happens.

I take out my phone and make a quick note of the key details I overheard. The Platinum Shield. Page thirty-seven. Sustainability thresholds. These might prove useful later, once I've completely shattered his personal life and move on to destroying his professional one.

Some men might feel a twinge of guilt about the path of destruction I'm creating through the Mitchell family. I don't. My power gives me the ability to take whatever I want, and I see no reason to hold back. Especially not with Tom. He's built his fortune on other people's misery. I'm just returning the favor.

I raise my glass in a mock toast toward the study window, where Tom and his board are still congratulating themselves on their brilliant scheme. "Enjoy it while it lasts, you fat fuck," I mutter. "Your world's already crumbling, and you don't even know it yet."

I down the rest of the scotch in one swallow, savoring the burn. I've already taken Tom's wife. I've terrified his son. And now I have ammunition to go after his precious company. The game is getting more interesting by the day.

Tomorrow, I'll continue my conquest of Kourtney, maybe pay another visit to Ming-Na, and look for new ways to infiltrate Tom's life. But for now, I'm content to bask in the certainty that I've chosen the perfect target—a man whose destruction will actually make the world a better place.

Sometimes, even a monster like me can serve a purpose. And destroying Tom Mitchell is definitely going to be a pleasure.


Chapter 8

I stretch out on the lounge chair, sipping another glass of Tom's ridiculously expensive bourbon as the afternoon sun bakes my skin. The conversation I overheard still rings in my ears—concrete proof that Tom Mitchell isn't just an asshole husband, but a genuine monster profiting off human suffering. It makes what I'm doing to his perfect little life feel almost righteous. Almost. Truth is, I'd be doing it anyway. Destroying men like him, taking their women, watching their world crumble—it's what I live for. And speaking of his woman, I hear the click of heels on stone as Kourtney returns from her spa day, her voice mixing with another female's laughter. Perfect timing. I was just starting to get bored.

I keep my eyes closed behind my designer sunglasses, feigning sleep while tracking their approach by sound. The gate to the pool area swings open with a metallic creak, and Kourtney's distinctive perfume—something French that probably costs more than most people's monthly rent—wafts toward me on the breeze.

"And so I told her, 'Darling, that shade of blonde went out with the Bush administration,'" a new voice says, followed by the tinkling laughter that only comes from women who've never had to worry about money a day in their lives.

I crack one eye open, taking in the newcomer standing beside Kourtney. Holy fuck. She's exactly the type these country clubs seem to manufacture by the dozen—tall, surgically enhanced to perfection, dripping in diamonds even for a casual lunch. Dark hair tumbles in perfect waves over tanned shoulders, and her white sundress clings to curves that scream "money well spent." Her tits strain against the fabric, pushed up and together to create cleavage you could serve drinks in. Mid-forties, probably, but fighting it with everything modern medicine can provide.

"Kim, you're terrible," Kourtney giggles, setting her Hermès bag on a nearby table. "Let's have lunch out here. The view is divine, and Sofia will bring everything out."

Kim. Another trophy wife to add to my collection. My cock stirs at the thought.

I sit up, making my presence known with deliberate slowness. Both women turn toward me, Kourtney's face instantly flushing with recognition and barely concealed desire. The power of my touch still has her firmly in its grip.

"Oh! Jack, I didn't realize you were out here," Kourtney says, her voice hitching slightly. "I thought you'd be... using the gym or something."

I stand, stretching languidly, making sure Kim gets a good look at my physique. "The weather was too perfect to stay inside," I reply, walking toward them with a predator's measured pace.

Kim's eyes sweep over me, the standard assessment wealthy women give to male staff—appreciative but distant, like evaluating a racehorse they might bet on. Her smile is practiced, polite without being truly welcoming.

"You must be the famous personal trainer I've been hearing about," Kim says, extending a perfectly manicured hand. "Kourtney hasn't stopped singing your praises all week. I'm Kim Whitman, chairwoman of the Children's Hospital Foundation."

Kourtney shifts uncomfortably beside her friend, knowing exactly what praise she's given me—and none of it had anything to do with fitness. I take Kim's offered hand, wrapping my fingers around hers in a grip that's just firm enough to establish dominance without appearing aggressive.

"Jack Hammer," I reply, holding her hand a moment longer than socially acceptable. "A pleasure to meet any friend of Kourtney's."

The power activates instantly, crackling from my fingertips into her system. I watch the transformation with practiced fascination. Her eyes widen almost imperceptibly, pupils dilating until the blue is nearly swallowed by black. Her lips part slightly, a small, involuntary gasp escaping. A flush creeps up her neck, blossoming across her cheeks and chest. Her nipples harden visibly through the thin fabric of her dress.

"Oh," she breathes, not pulling her hand away. "The... pleasure is all mine."

Her voice has dropped half an octave, taking on a husky quality that wasn't there seconds ago. She sways slightly on her expensive heels, her free hand moving unconsciously to her throat, then lower, brushing across her collarbone.

"Are you alright, Kim?" Kourtney asks, touching her friend's arm with concern that's only partially genuine. Having experienced the touch herself, she knows exactly what's happening.

Kim doesn't answer. Her eyes are locked on me, hungry and desperate in a way that would shock the other members of her charity board. I release her hand, but the connection is already forged. The power surges through her system, rewriting her priorities, her desires, her very being.

"I feel... strange," Kim whispers, then takes a stumbling step toward me. "Hot. So hot suddenly."

I smirk, enjoying the rapid decay of her socialite composure. "Maybe we should get you inside, out of the sun," I suggest, my voice deliberately low and commanding.

"Yes," she agrees immediately, stepping even closer. "Inside. With you."

Kourtney watches with a mixture of jealousy and arousal as her friend's hand reaches out to touch my chest. Kim's breathing has accelerated, her impressive chest rising and falling rapidly, threatening to spill out of her designer dress.

"The guest house," I decide, nodding toward the separate structure at the edge of the property. "More private."

Kim moans at the word "private," her hand sliding lower down my torso. "Please," she begs, all pretense of sophistication gone. "I need... I need..."

"I know exactly what you need," I tell her, grabbing her wrist to stop her hand from reaching my crotch in full view of any staff who might be watching. "Follow me."

I turn toward the guest house, not looking back. I don't need to. The click of heels behind me confirms both women are following, drawn by different but equally powerful forces—Kourtney by the lingering effects of my touch, Kim by its fresh, overwhelming impact.

"Kim?" Kourtney whispers behind me. "What's happening to you?"

"I don't know," Kim replies, her voice shaky with need. "I just know I need him. Right now. I'd do anything..."

We reach the guest house door, and I unlock it with the key Kourtney gave me yesterday. It's a mini-mansion in itself—living room with vaulted ceilings, kitchen, bedroom with a king-sized bed, all decorated in the same tasteful, soulless luxury as the main house.

I turn to face them as they enter, closing the door behind them with a definitive click. Kim doesn't waste another second. She drops to her knees on the expensive marble tiles, her hands reaching for my belt with desperate urgency.

"Please," she whimpers, looking up at me with mascara-rimmed eyes that no longer hold any trace of the haughty socialite who arrived minutes ago. "I need to taste it. Need to feel it. Please."

Kourtney stares, her own desire visibly building as she watches her friend debase herself. The sight of the charity chairwoman on her knees, begging for my cock, has her pressing her thighs together, seeking friction.

I grab Kim's hair, yanking her head back to look at her properly. "Both of you," I command, my voice brooking no argument. "In the bedroom. Now."

Kim whimpers at the pain but doesn't resist. Kourtney is already moving, her body responding to my command with practiced obedience. I drag Kim to her feet by her hair, marching her toward the bedroom where I plan to break both society wives properly.

Tom Mitchell's billion-dollar world continues to crumble, one woman at a time. And I'm just getting started.

***

I stride into the guest bedroom, my cock already straining against my zipper at the thought of breaking these two socialites simultaneously. The king-sized bed dominates the space, its pristine white duvet about to be ruined by what I have planned. Kim stumbles in behind me, her coordination shot to hell by the power surging through her system. Kourtney follows, her eyes already glazed with familiar lust. Two trophy wives, worth millions in plastic surgery, designer clothes, and jewelry, both about to be reduced to nothing but holes for my pleasure. The thought makes my cock throb painfully.

"Strip," I command, leaning against the wall with my arms crossed. "Everything off. Now."

There's no hesitation. Kim's fingers fly to the zipper of her white sundress, pulling it down with such urgency that the expensive fabric tears slightly at the seam. She doesn't care, yanking the dress over her head and tossing it carelessly onto the floor—a garment that probably cost more than most people's monthly rent, discarded like trash in her desperation to obey me.

Kourtney is more practiced, having done this before. She unbuttons her silk blouse with methodical precision, her eyes never leaving mine as she reveals the lacy La Perla bra underneath. Her tight skirt follows, sliding down toned legs to pool at her feet.

Within seconds, both women stand before me in nothing but their lingerie—expensive, coordinated sets that their husbands paid for, designed to make them look like high-class merchandise. Which, essentially, they are.

"Everything," I repeat, my voice hardening. "I want to see what your husbands bought."

Kim reaches behind her back, unhooking her bra with shaking hands. Her breasts spill free—larger than Kourtney's, obviously enhanced but done with enough skill to maintain some natural movement. They're topped with large, pale pink nipples that harden further under my scrutiny. She hooks her thumbs into her thong, sliding it down her legs to reveal a meticulously waxed pussy with neatly trimmed landing strip.

Not to be outdone, Kourtney removes her lingerie with a practiced seductive rhythm, knowing exactly how to showcase her assets. Her breasts may be smaller than Kim's, but they're perfectly shaped, sitting high and firm on her chest—the work of an expensive surgeon that Tom Mitchell paid for. Her pussy is completely bare, gleaming with arousal already.

They stand side by side, two different flavors of the same product—the trophy wife. Kim is all dramatic curves and flashy beauty, dark hair and olive skin showcasing the diamonds still sparkling at her throat and wrists. Kourtney is sleeker, blonder, with a more athletic build that speaks of daily sessions with private trainers and strict diets. Both are perfect in their manufactured, purchased way.

"Look at you two," I sneer, pushing off from the wall to circle them like prey. "The cream of society. Chairwomen of charities. Queens of the country club. And now you're standing naked, desperate for a cock in your mouth."

Kim moans at my words, her hands twitching at her sides with the effort it takes not to touch herself.

"Both of you, on your knees," I order, stopping in front of them.

They drop instantly, Kim's knees hitting the plush carpet with an audible thud in her eagerness. Side by side, they look up at me with identical expressions of desperate need, their perfect makeup beginning to smudge from the sweat beading on their foreheads.

"I'm feeling generous today," I tell them, unbuckling my belt with deliberate slowness. "I'll let one of you suck my cock. The question is...which one deserves it more?"

"Me," Kim says immediately, shuffling forward on her knees. "Please, let me. I need it so badly."

Kourtney glares at her friend, then looks up at me with pleading eyes. "I can take you deeper," she argues. "I've been practicing, like you told me to."

I unzip my pants, freeing my cock. Both women's eyes lock onto it, their mouths watering visibly. "Prove it," I challenge. "Show me how badly you want it."

Kim reaches for me first, but Kourtney shoves her aside. "He's mine," she hisses, unrecognizable from the polished socialite who hosts charity galas.

"Ladies," I laugh, stroking myself slowly in front of their faces. "There's enough for both of you if you learn to share. But first, I want to see you beg for it."

"Please," Kim whimpers, actually clasping her hands together in supplication. "I'll do anything. Anything you want. Just let me taste it."

"I need it more," Kourtney counters, pressing her breasts together as if to remind me of their perfection. "I've been thinking about your cock all day. My pussy is soaking just looking at it."

I let them continue, enjoying the spectacle of two wealthy, powerful women debasing themselves for the privilege of sucking my cock. Their desperation grows by the second, the power of my touch amplifying their need to impossible levels.

"Slap her tits," I order Kim, nodding toward Kourtney. "Show me how much you want it."

Without hesitation, Kim reaches out and slaps Kourtney's breast, the sharp sound echoing in the bedroom. Kourtney gasps but doesn't pull away.

"Harder," I command. "Like you mean it."

Kim obeys, delivering a stinging slap that leaves a red handprint on Kourtney's perfect breast. Instead of protesting, Kourtney moans, her nipples hardening further.

"Now you," I tell Kourtney. "Slap her ass. Make it count."

Kourtney scrambles behind Kim, delivering a vicious smack to her friend's ass cheek. Kim yelps but pushes back for more, her body betraying how much she enjoys the humiliation.

"Look at you two," I laugh, continuing to stroke myself. "Society's finest, hitting each other like street whores for the chance to suck my cock. What would your charity board think, Kim? What would Tom say if he could see his perfect wife now, Kourtney?"

Their only response is to intensify their efforts, Kim crawling toward me to nuzzle against my thigh while Kourtney tries to push her away.

"Enough," I finally say, grabbing a fistful of Kourtney's blonde hair. "Open wide."

Her lips part instantly, and I guide my cock into her waiting mouth. She takes me eagerly, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size, just as I've trained her to do. I don't start gentle, immediately pushing deeper until her nose presses against my pelvis and she gags around my shaft.

"That's it," I growl, holding her in place as tears form in her eyes. "Take it all the way down."

Kim watches with jealous hunger, her hands moving to her own breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples as she observes her friend's throat bulging with my cock.

"Don't just sit there," I snap at her. "Make yourself useful."

She scrambles forward on her knees, immediately understanding what I want. Her mouth finds my balls, her tongue laving them with desperate enthusiasm while Kourtney continues to choke on my shaft. The dual sensation is incredible—Kourtney's hot throat convulsing around my cock while Kim's tongue works my sensitive sack.

I release Kourtney's head, allowing her a moment to gasp for air. Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my cock, mascara running down her cheeks in black rivers.

"Switch," I order, grabbing Kim's hair this time and guiding her mouth to my cock while Kourtney reluctantly moves to my balls.

Kim takes me with even more enthusiasm, if that's possible, moaning around my shaft as if it's the most delicious thing she's ever tasted. Her technique is different from Kourtney's—more suction, less depth, but with a swirling tongue that sends shivers up my spine.

I alternate between them, fucking their throats while the other services my balls, treating them like interchangeable parts of the same sex toy. Their makeup runs, their hair tangles in my grip, their careful public images completely destroyed by the sloppy, desperate blowjob they're providing.

"Look at you two rich bitches," I taunt, pulling Kim off my cock with a wet pop that makes her whimper with loss. "Fighting over a trainer's cock. This is all you are now."

They don't argue. They can't. The power has stripped away everything but their need to please me. Their social status, their wealth, their husbands—all meaningless in the face of their desperate hunger for my approval and my cock.

I grab Kourtney's hair again, forcing her head down until she chokes on my length. Her throat convulses around me, sending waves of pleasure up my shaft. Kim continues licking and sucking my balls, her hand reaching between her own legs to relieve some of the pressure building there.

Two of the wealthiest, most respected women in the social scene, reduced to cock-hungry sluts on their knees. And we're just getting started.

I release Kim's hair with a rough shove, sending her sprawling backward. Her ass hits the carpet, but the flash of pain in her eyes is overwhelmed by naked lust. These women are beyond shame now, beyond dignity—they exist only to please me. I grab her arm, yanking her to her feet and spinning her toward the bed. "Bend over," I command, shoving her between the shoulder blades until her face presses against the pristine white duvet. Her ass lifts, presenting her dripping pussy to me in silent offering. "Keep your face down and your ass up," I order, positioning myself behind her.

Her pussy glistens in the afternoon light streaming through the windows, swollen and pink with arousal. I run my cock through her slick folds, coating myself in her wetness. She whimpers, pushing back against me, desperate to be filled.

"Please," she begs, her voice muffled against the bed. "I need you inside me."

I slap her ass hard, leaving a red handprint on her olive skin. "Shut up. You'll take what I give you, when I decide to give it."

Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. Kim screams, her body jerking forward from the force of my entry. Her pussy is impossibly tight, gripping my cock like a vise despite how wet she is. I grab her hips, digging my fingers into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises, and pull back slowly before slamming in again.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her perfectly manicured nails clawing at the duvet. "So big! So deep!"

I establish a punishing rhythm, each thrust driving her further up the bed until I have to yank her back by her hips. The wet sounds of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy fill the room, along with her increasingly desperate moans. Her ass jiggles with each impact, the flesh reddening under my continued slaps.

From the corner of my eye, I see Kourtney. She's moved to an armchair in the corner, legs spread wide, fingers working frantically between her thighs. Her eyes never leave us, her gaze locked on the spot where my cock disappears into her friend. Jealousy and arousal war on her face, her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she pleasures herself to the sight of our fucking.

"You like watching your friend get fucked?" I call to her, increasing my pace inside Kim. "Seeing what a slut she really is?"

"Yes," Kourtney admits, her voice breathy with need. "But I want it too."

Kim's pussy clenches around me at my words to Kourtney, her inner walls rippling along my length. I can feel her getting close, her thighs beginning to tremble, her breathing becoming more erratic. I have no intention of letting her cum yet. I pull out abruptly, leaving her empty and whining with loss.

"No! Please!" she sobs, looking back at me over her shoulder. "I was so close!"

I ignore her pleas, crossing to Kourtney and yanking her out of the chair. "Your turn," I growl, pushing her face-first onto the bed beside Kim. I position myself behind her, noticing the stark contrast between the two women—Kim's dark hair and olive skin against Kourtney's blonde perfection, both of them bent over, asses raised, waiting to be used.

I thrust into Kourtney with the same brutal force, feeling her body yield to my invasion. Her pussy feels different from Kim's—slightly looser but with better muscle control, gripping me in rhythmic pulses as I pump into her. Her moans are higher-pitched, more desperate, her body already trained to respond to my touch.

"Look at your friend," I order Kim, grabbing her hair and forcing her to watch as I fuck Kourtney. "See how well she takes my cock? How wet she gets for me?"

Kim's eyes widen as she watches, her hand unconsciously moving between her legs to continue what I interrupted. I slap it away harshly.

"Did I say you could touch yourself?" I snap. "Put that mouth to better use. Eat her tits."

Kim doesn't hesitate, scrambling to position herself under Kourtney, taking one of her swinging breasts into her mouth. Kourtney moans louder at the new sensation, pushing her chest down to give her friend better access. The sight of the two socialites pleasuring each other while I pound into Kourtney sends fresh waves of arousal through me.

I fuck Kourtney hard for a dozen more strokes before pulling out and slamming back into Kim without warning. She screams around Kourtney's nipple, her body unprepared for the sudden penetration. I switch between them every few thrusts, never letting either build too close to orgasm, keeping them in a constant state of desperate need.

"Both of you, on your backs," I command, stepping back. "I want to see you eat each other's pussies while I decide which one to fuck next."

They move with eager compliance, positioning themselves in a sixty-nine on the bed. Kourtney on top, her face buried between Kim's thighs, while Kim's tongue laps frantically at Kourtney's dripping center. I watch them for a moment, stroking myself to the obscene sight of two wealthy, respected women devouring each other like starving animals.

Their technique is sloppy, unrefined—these aren't women experienced in pleasuring other females. But what they lack in skill, they make up for in enthusiasm, driven by the desperate need to impress me, to earn my cock inside them again. Wet, slurping sounds mix with their muffled moans, their bodies writhing against each other in search of release.

I approach the bed, positioning myself behind Kourtney, and drive into her pussy while she continues to eat Kim. The force of my thrust pushes her face deeper between Kim's thighs, making Kim cry out with pleasure. I establish a rhythm that ensures each of my thrusts enhances their oral pleasure of each other, creating a circuit of sensation.

My cock disappears inside Kourtney's pussy, and I gasp around her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Kourtney's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into Kim's thighs, urging me on.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, lifting her mouth from Kim's pussy momentarily. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

I grab Kourtney's hair, yanking her head back painfully as I increase my pace, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. After a dozen more strokes, I pull out and move to Kim, sliding into her without missing a beat. Her pussy welcomes me eagerly, clenching around my shaft still slick with Kourtney's juices.

I continue switching between them, feeling the subtle differences in their bodies, watching them pleasure each other with increasing desperation. Their moans grow louder, their movements more frantic as they approach orgasm. I have no intention of letting them finish yet.

"Enough," I command, pulling out of Kim one final time. "Both of you, on your knees. Side by side. Now."

They scramble to obey, untangling themselves and dropping to their knees at the edge of the bed. Their faces are flushed, hair tangled, makeup smeared from their exertions. Kourtney's juices glisten on Kim's chin; Kim's arousal shines on Kourtney's nose and cheeks. They look up at me with identical expressions of desperate need, mouths open, tongues slightly extended in anticipation.

"This is all you're good for," I tell them, stroking my cock rapidly in front of their faces. "Rich, spoiled bitches on their knees, begging for cum like common whores."

"Yes," they agree in near-unison, their social standing, their wealth, their dignity—all forgotten in the haze of supernatural lust that grips them.

"Open wide," I command as I feel my orgasm approaching. "And don't you dare close your eyes. I want you to see what you've become."

They obey, tilting their faces upward, eyes wide and locked on mine as I position myself before them. My orgasm hits with volcanic force, the first thick rope of cum shooting across Kourtney's right cheek and into her hair. The second lands on Kim's forehead, dripping down toward her eyebrow. I aim the third and fourth between them, coating both their open mouths with my seed. More follows, decorating their chins, necks, and the tops of their breasts.

Neither woman flinches or pulls away. Instead, they moan with pleasure as my cum paints their faces, tongues darting out to catch what lands near their mouths. When I finish, they look like expensive pornstars, their faces glazed with my release, mascara running in black streaks down their cheeks.

"Thank you," Kim whispers, actually sounding grateful as she scoops some cum from her chin and pushes it into her mouth.

"Clean each other," I order, stepping back to admire my work. "With your tongues."

They turn to each other, Kim leaning forward to lick a streak of cum from Kourtney's cheek. Kourtney reciprocates, her tongue tracing the line of my seed across Kim's forehead. They continue, lapping at each other's faces like cats, gathering my cum with obvious relish.

A movement outside the window catches my eye. A face, pale with shock, stares through the glass—William Mitchell, home early from college, his mouth hanging open in horror as he watches his mother licking another woman's cum-covered face. Our eyes meet for a brief moment, and I give him a slow, cruel smile, deliberately placing my hand on the back of Kourtney's head to guide her tongue across Kim's cum-streaked breast.

William's face crumples, all color draining away. He stumbles backward from the window, one hand pressed to his mouth as if to hold back vomit. I watch him flee across the lawn toward the main house, his thin shoulders shaking with sobs.

Perfect. Another piece of Tom Mitchell's world shattered beyond repair. His son has now seen exactly what his perfect mother has become—a cum-covered slut on her knees, worshipping the cock of the man who's been making his life hell at college. The psychological damage will be exquisite and permanent.

I turn back to my two socialites, still dutifully cleaning each other with their tongues, completely unaware of our audience. "That's enough," I tell them, zipping up. "Get cleaned up. We're not done for the day."

They look up at me with glazed, hopeful eyes, already desperate for the next round despite being thoroughly used. The power of my touch ensures they'll never have enough—they'll always crave more, need more, beg for more.

And I'm more than happy to oblige.


Chapter 9

Evening shadows stretch across the guest house living room as I sprawl on the leather sofa, scrolling through my phone. The afternoon's activities with Kourtney and Kim left me pleasantly spent, though my recovery time is impressive as always. The women retreated to the main house hours ago—Kourtney to prepare for Tom's return from work, Kim to make excuses to her husband about her disheveled appearance and why she'd be late for dinner. The sound of a key in the lock draws my attention. The door swings open, and a curvy figure silhouetted against the fading daylight steps inside, flicking on the lights. The new maid, I assume—sent to clean up the evidence of our debauchery. Perfect timing. I was just starting to get bored again.

She jumps slightly when she sees me, one hand flying to her chest. "Oh! I'm sorry, sir. I didn't know anyone was here. Mrs. Mitchell said to clean the guest house."

Holy fuck. The woman standing before me is a goddamn masterpiece of curves and flesh. Latina, Colombian maybe based on her accent, mid-thirties with the kind of body that makes men stupid. She's wearing the standard black and white maid's uniform, but there's nothing standard about how it fits her. The buttons of her top strain desperately against the pressure of massive breasts that seem impossibly large for her relatively small frame. The uniform pinches at her waist, then flares dramatically over hips wide enough to grab onto during a rough ride. Her skirt is regulation length, hitting just above the knee, but it might as well be painted on for how it hugs the magnificent curve of her ass.

"No problem," I reply casually, making no move to get up. "Don't mind me. Just relaxing."

"Yes, sir," she says, dipping her head slightly. She moves to a closet, retrieving cleaning supplies. As she bends to pick up a bucket, her skirt rides up, revealing thick thighs and a glimpse of black panties stretched tight across her generous ass. The seams of her uniform protest audibly.

This must be Sofia, the replacement for the maid Tom slapped. I'd seen her briefly around the house but hadn't had an opportunity to get her alone. Until now.

She moves through the guest house with practiced efficiency, dusting surfaces and straightening items that were knocked askew during the afternoon's activities. I watch her work, not bothering to hide my stare. Her body is in constant, hypnotic motion—breasts bouncing with each movement, hips swaying as she walks, ass jiggling when she scrubs a particularly stubborn spot. Sweat beads along her hairline from exertion, one droplet trailing down her neck and disappearing into her impressive cleavage.

When she bends to dust the coffee table, I'm treated to a view that makes my cock stir immediately. The position forces her skirt to stretch even tighter across her ass, defining each magnificent globe. The top few buttons of her uniform have surrendered to the pressure, revealing a black bra struggling to contain flesh that threatens to spill over with each movement.

She catches me staring and straightens quickly, tugging at her skirt in a futile attempt to make it more modest. A flush spreads across her cheeks, but she doesn't comment on my obvious appraisal. She's used to it, no doubt—men ogling her while she works. The difference is, I plan to do much more than look.

She moves to the bookshelves along the far wall, stretching on tiptoes to reach the top shelf with her feather duster. The position lifts her skirt higher, revealing the full expanse of her thick thighs. Her calves flex beneath sheer black stockings as she strains to reach.

I rise from the sofa, moving toward her with predatory purpose. "Let me help you with that," I offer, stepping close behind her. "I'm much taller."

Sofia turns her head slightly, startled by my proximity. "Oh, thank you, sir, but I can manage—"

I reach above her anyway, pressing my body against her back as I take the feather duster from her hand. The contact is electric—her soft ass against my hardening cock, her shoulder blades against my chest. I can smell her perfume, something cheap but sweet, mingled with the scent of cleaning products and honest sweat.

"I insist," I murmur, my breath hot against her ear. I reach up to dust the high shelf, deliberately keeping our bodies pressed together.

"You're very kind, sir," she says, her voice slightly breathless. She tries to step away, but I have her pinned between my body and the bookshelf.

As I lower the duster, I make sure my hand grazes hers, skin to skin. The power activates instantly, crackling from my fingertips into her system.

Sofia gasps, her entire body going rigid against mine for a split second before melting back against me. I step away slightly, turning her to face me, watching the transformation with familiar satisfaction.

Her eyes widen, pupils dilating until the brown irises are nearly swallowed by black. Her lips part, her breathing suddenly labored. The flush that had colored her cheeks from embarrassment deepens and spreads down her neck to her chest. She sways slightly, one hand reaching out to steady herself against the bookshelf.

"What... what is happening?" she whispers, her accent thickening with confusion and rapidly mounting desire. "I feel... strange."

The feather duster slips from her fingers, landing softly on the carpet. Her hands move to her throat, then lower, unconsciously tracing her collarbones, then the swell of her breasts as if rediscovering her own body.

"Señor," she breathes, stepping toward me. "I don't understand. I need..."

Her eyes drop to the obvious bulge in my pants, fixating on it with sudden, desperate hunger. Without another word, she drops to her knees on the carpet, her hands reaching for my belt with trembling fingers.

"Por favor," she begs, looking up at me with eyes glazed by supernatural lust. "Por favor, let me see it. I need to taste it."

I smile down at her, enjoying the sight of another woman transformed by my touch. The prim, professional maid of minutes ago is gone, replaced by a creature of pure need. Her hands work my belt free, then my button and zipper, movements clumsy with urgency.

When my cock springs free, her reaction is everything I could hope for. Her eyes widen further, her mouth forming a perfect 'O' of surprise and desire.

"Dios mío," she gasps, one hand covering her mouth momentarily. "So big. So thick."

Without further preamble, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth, moaning around my shaft as if tasting the most delicious thing imaginable. Her technique is different from Kourtney's practiced precision or Kim's enthusiastic sloppiness. Sofia sucks with passionate aggression, her full lips sealed tight around my girth, cheeks hollowing with the force of her suction.

Her hands grip my thighs for support as she takes me deeper, inch by inch, her throat relaxing to accommodate my size. There's no hesitation, no gagging—just pure, hungry need to please me, to taste me, to worship me with her mouth.

"That's it," I growl, tangling my fingers in her dark hair, disheveling the neat bun she had it twisted into. "Take it all."

She responds with a muffled moan, pushing forward until her nose presses against my pelvis, my entire length buried in her hot, willing throat. Her eyes water from the effort, mascara beginning to run in black streaks down her cheeks, but she doesn't pull back. If anything, she takes me deeper, swallowing around the head of my cock in a way that sends shivers up my spine.

When she finally pulls back for air, it's only for a moment before diving down again, establishing a rhythm of deep, passionate suction followed by quick gasps for breath. Saliva coats my shaft, dripping down to my balls, which she cradles reverently in one hand, massaging them as she continues her oral worship.

"Fucking hell," I mutter, genuinely impressed by her skill and enthusiasm. "You were made for this, weren't you?"

She nods around my cock, humming in agreement, the vibrations adding another layer of pleasure. Her free hand moves between her legs, pressing against her crotch through the tight uniform skirt, seeking relief from the overwhelming arousal my touch has created.

I allow her to continue, watching as another woman in the Mitchell household falls under my spell. The maid, the trophy wife, her socialite friend—all reduced to willing slaves by a single touch. Tom's perfect world continues to crumble, piece by piece, and he doesn't even know it yet.

Sofia's tongue swirls around the head of my cock, then traces the sensitive underside, demonstrating a level of skill that suggests she's no stranger to pleasuring men orally. But the desperate hunger with which she does it now—that's all because of my power, transforming normal desire into overwhelming, mind-consuming need.

"Stand up," I command, pulling her off my cock. "I'm not done with you yet."

She rises immediately, lips swollen and wet, eyes hopeful and hungry for whatever comes next. Another conquest. Another woman who exists now only to please me. My collection grows.

I grab Sofia's arm and spin her around, marching her toward the velvet sofa. Her thick thighs wobble with each forceful step, her massive tits bouncing in their tight confines. I position her in front of the sofa's arm, then shove her forward roughly. "Bend over," I command, pressing down between her shoulder blades until her upper body drapes over the velvet armrest. The position is perfect—her huge ass raised and presented, her face pressed into the cushions, completely vulnerable and exposed. She doesn't resist, instead wiggling her hips in invitation, her body already completely surrendered to the power of my touch.

I flip up her short black skirt, revealing an ass that defies belief—two enormous, perfectly round globes of olive flesh contained by a tiny black thong that disappears completely between her cheeks. The contrast of the dark fabric against her skin is mouthwatering. Her thick thighs press together, a hint of moisture already visible on the inside seams of her stockings. This is a body built for fucking—lush, fertile, excessive in all the right places.

"Dios mío," she whimpers, her accent thicker now with arousal. "Take me, por favor. I need to feel you inside me."

Instead of answering, I bring my hand down hard on her right cheek. The slap echoes through the guest house, the flesh rippling from the impact. Sofia jerks forward, a surprised cry escaping her lips.

"Ah! Sí, sí!" she gasps, immediately pushing her ass back for more.

I oblige, delivering another stinging slap to her left cheek, then another, and another, alternating sides until both cheeks glow an angry red, the imprints of my fingers clearly visible on her olive skin. Each impact draws a fresh cry from her throat, a mixture of pain and increasingly desperate pleasure.

I grab the thin strip of her thong and yank it aside, revealing her pussy—swollen, glistening with arousal, framed by a neat strip of dark hair. One thick finger slides easily into her drenched opening, finding her hot and ready.

"Wet as a fucking waterfall," I growl, adding a second finger and feeling her stretch around the intrusion. "You want this cock inside you, don't you?"

"Sí! Yes! Please, I need it!" she begs, her English breaking down as lust overwhelms her. "Give it to me, papi! Fuck me hard!"

I position my cock at her entrance, rubbing the head through her slick folds, coating myself in her wetness. She tries to push back, to impale herself, but I hold her hips firmly in place.

"Beg for it in Spanish," I command, slapping her ass again. "Let me hear how desperate you really are."

"Por favor, papi!" she cries immediately, her body trembling with need. "¡Métemela toda! ¡Necesito tu verga dentro de mí! ¡Fóllame duro!"

The raw desperation in her voice sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. She screams, her body jerking forward from the force of my entry. Her pussy is a revelation—incredibly tight despite her age, gripping my cock like a vise, yet wet enough to take me completely.

"¡Ay, dios mío! ¡Tan grande!" she wails, her internal muscles fluttering around my shaft as she adjusts to my size.

I don't give her time to adjust fully. I pull back until just the head remains inside her, then slam forward again with enough force to make the heavy sofa slide an inch across the carpet. Her massive tits flatten against the armrest, pushed up toward her face by the angle and pressure. Her hands scramble for purchase, nails digging into the velvet upholstery.

I establish a punishing rhythm, each thrust driving her further into the sofa arm. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, punctuated by her increasingly frantic cries. I grab her hips with both hands, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock as I drive forward, maximizing the impact of each stroke.

"This what you needed?" I growl, increasing my pace. "A good hard fuck while you're supposed to be cleaning? You like being used like the maid whore you are?"

"¡Sí! ¡Sí! ¡Más fuerte!" she responds, her body meeting each thrust with equal force despite being bent nearly in half over the sofa arm. "¡Cógeme como una puta!"

I grab her lush, round ass, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I pull her towards me. Each impact sends waves rippling across her generous curves. I land another slap on her already reddened cheek, watching her flesh bounce and quiver from the blow.

"Your pussy feels so fucking good," I grunt, feeling her walls clench rhythmically around my shaft. "Tight little cunt for such a big ass."

Her only response is a stream of Spanish profanities mixed with prayers and pleas, her mind clearly unraveling from the pleasure. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle lets me drive even deeper, hitting spots inside her that make her entire body convulse with pleasure.

Her uniform top has ridden up, exposing the small of her back, a stark contrast to the expansive width of her hips and ass. I slip my free hand around to her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off entirely. The effect is immediate—her pussy clenches violently around my cock, her body going rigid for a moment before trembling uncontrollably.

"You like that?" I ask, maintaining the pressure on her throat while continuing to pound into her from behind. "Being choked while you get fucked like an animal?"

"Sí... papi..." she manages to gasp, her eyes rolling back slightly, body surrendering completely to the dual sensation of restriction and invasion.

I release her throat, allowing her to gulp air, which she immediately uses to cry out as I increase my pace even further. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the symphony of wet, obscene sounds filling the guest house. I feel her getting close—her inner walls fluttering around my shaft, her thighs trembling against mine, her cries becoming more desperate and incoherent.

"That's it," I encourage, reaching beneath her to find her clit. "Cum on my cock. Let me feel that pussy squeeze me."

The moment my fingers make contact with her swollen nub, she explodes. A scream tears from her throat, her entire body convulsing as a powerful orgasm rips through her. What happens next catches even me by surprise—a gush of warm liquid spurts from around my cock, soaking my thighs and splashing onto the expensive carpet below. She's a squirter, and a powerful one at that.

"¡ME VENGO! ¡ME VENGO!" she wails, her body bucking wildly beneath me as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with incredible force, then releases in rhythmic pulses that nearly trigger my own release.

I continue fucking her through her orgasm, prolonging it, feeling each aftershock ripple through her cunt. The sight of this voluptuous maid completely falling apart on my cock, squirting all over Tom Mitchell's expensive furniture, is almost enough to push me over the edge. But I'm not done with her yet.

I pull out abruptly, leaving her empty and gasping. Before she can recover, I grab her arm and drag her off the sofa, forcing her to her knees on the wet carpet. Her glasses are askew on her face, her hair a tangled mess falling from its bun, her makeup smeared from tears of pleasure. The sight of her—disheveled, used, completely broken from pleasure—sends me racing toward my own climax.

I grab my cock, slick with her abundant juices, and stroke it rapidly in front of her face. "Open your mouth," I command. "Show me how grateful you are."

She complies instantly, parting her swollen lips, extending her tongue in eager anticipation. Her eyes lock onto mine through her crooked glasses, wide with devotion and need. I aim carefully, making sure my load will hit her face and those glasses she'll have to wear for the rest of her shift.

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first thick rope of cum shooting across her left cheek and the lens of her glasses. The second and third land directly in her open mouth and on her extended tongue. More follows, coating her chin, her nose, her forehead, some landing in her dark hair. She doesn't flinch or pull away—if anything, she leans in closer, eager to catch every drop.

When I finally finish, her face is a glazed mess, cum dripping from her glasses, running down her cheeks, pooling at the corners of her mouth. The transformation from professional maid to cum-covered slut is complete and perfect.

"Gracias, papi," she whispers, actually sounding grateful as she removes her glasses and licks my seed from the lenses before putting them back on. Her fingers gather the cum from her cheeks, pushing it into her mouth, sucking each digit clean with obvious relish. "Delicioso."

She continues cleaning herself with her fingers, scooping my cum from her face and swallowing it like it's the most precious substance imaginable. Not a drop is wasted, each smear carefully collected and consumed.

"That's a good girl," I tell her, tucking myself back into my pants. "Now finish cleaning this place up. And don't forget to scrub your mess off the carpet."

"Sí, papi," she agrees immediately, struggling to her feet on wobbly legs. Even as she adjusts her uniform and tries to fix her appearance, I can see the lingering effects of my touch in her eyes—the glazed devotion, the constant simmer of desire just below the surface.

Another woman added to my collection in this house. Another piece of Tom Mitchell's world that now belongs to me. The maid, the wife, the son—soon there will be nothing left that isn't corrupted by my influence.

And I'm just getting started.


Chapter 10

The Mitchell mansion creaks and settles around me as I pad silently down the dark hallway. It's after midnight, and the house sleeps—except for me. I've spent the evening plotting my next move, the next degradation, the next conquest in Tom's perfect world. My feet carry me instinctively toward the master suite at the end of the hall, drawn by the thought of Kourtney lying in the bed she shares with her husband. The risk is insane, even for me, but that only makes my cock harder, straining against my boxers as I approach their door. I press my ear against the wood, listening for any sign of movement inside. The faint sound of a shower running confirms what Kourtney texted me earlier—Tom is in the bathroom, preparing for bed. Perfect timing.

I turn the ornate handle slowly, easing the door open just wide enough to slip through. The master suite is massive—a sitting area leads to the bedroom proper, all decorated in neutral tones that probably cost more than most people's cars. A sliver of light escapes from beneath the closed bathroom door, accompanied by the steady hiss of water and Tom's off-key humming. The king-sized bed dominates the room, its Egyptian cotton sheets turned down invitingly on one side where Kourtney reclines, illuminated by the soft glow of a bedside lamp.

Her eyes widen when she sees me, a mixture of fear and hunger flashing across her face. She's wearing a silk negligee that probably cost a thousand dollars, designed to be admired rather than removed—something to make her husband feel like he owns beauty without actually requiring him to touch it. Based on what she's told me, he rarely does anymore.

"Are you insane?" she whispers, the words harsh but her body already responding—nipples hardening against the silk, thighs pressing together beneath the thin fabric. "He's just in the shower. He'll be out any minute."

I cross to the bed in three long strides, pulling back the duvet to reveal her perfect body. "That's what makes it exciting," I reply, voice low but not quite a whisper. I want her to feel the danger, the risk of being caught. "Don't pretend you don't want this."

She glances anxiously at the bathroom door, but makes no move to cover herself or send me away. The power of my touch ensures she can't resist me, no matter the risk. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, her breathing already accelerating.

"We have to be quick," she capitulates, shifting on the bed to make room for me. "And quiet."

I strip off my t-shirt and boxers, my cock springing free, already rock hard at the thought of fucking Tom Mitchell's wife in their marital bed while he showers feet away. The ultimate violation of his space, his woman, his pride. Kourtney's eyes lock onto my shaft, hunger overcoming fear as she reaches for me.

"No," I say, climbing onto the bed and positioning myself on my back. "You're going to ride me. Facing away. So you can watch that door while I fuck you."

She shivers at my command, but moves to straddle me, the silk negligee riding up her thighs. She wears nothing underneath—she was waiting for this, hoping for it despite the insane risk. I position my cock at her entrance, feeling her heat and wetness against my tip.

"Take it," I order, keeping my voice just loud enough that she has to worry about Tom hearing. "Show me how much you need this cock."

Kourtney bites her lip and sinks down, taking me inside her in one fluid motion. Her pussy grips me like a vise, already so wet that I slide in easily despite her tightness. She exhales shakily, her body trembling slightly as she adjusts to my size.

The position is perfect—she faces away from me, toward the bathroom door, her back arched, her perfect ass pressed against my pelvis. I can see over her shoulder, watching the bathroom door as she begins to move, rising and falling on my shaft with practiced skill. The silk negligee pools around her waist, her blonde hair cascading down her back, catching the soft light from the bedside lamp.

The shower stops suddenly, and Kourtney freezes, her pussy clenching around me in fear. We hear movement in the bathroom, the sound of the glass door sliding open, a towel being pulled from the rack.

"Don't stop," I whisper, gripping her hips and forcing her to continue riding me. "Keep going."

She resumes her movements, slower now, more careful. Each rise and fall is measured, deliberate, her thigh muscles working to control the descent so the bed doesn't creak. The danger adds an electric charge to every sensation—her pussy feels hotter, tighter, more responsive as fear and arousal mingle in her bloodstream.

I reach up and tangle my fingers in her hair, pulling just hard enough to force her head back. "You fucking love this, don't you?" I whisper harshly. "Getting fucked on your marriage bed while your husband's right there. You're nothing but a cheating whore."

A small moan escapes her lips before she can stifle it, her pussy clenching around me at the degradation. Her pace increases slightly, her need overriding her caution.

"Answer me," I demand, tugging her hair harder.

"Yes," she breathes, barely audible. "I love it. I love your cock. I can't help it."

The sink turns on in the bathroom. Tom is brushing his teeth, oblivious to the fact that his wife is impaled on another man's cock mere feet away. The absurdity of it, the absolute violation of his space and his woman, sends a fresh surge of pleasure up my spine.

I release her hair to grip her hips, guiding her movements, making her

I release her hair to grip her hips, guiding her movements, making her take me deeper with each careful thrust. My fingers dig into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises—marks that Tom might see tomorrow, might question, but would never suspect came from me fucking his wife in their bed.

"Look at the door," I command in a harsh whisper. "Keep your eyes on it while you ride me. Think about what would happen if he walked out right now and saw you."

Kourtney's head turns toward the bathroom door, her body shivering with fear and excitement. The sink shuts off. We hear Tom gargling mouthwash, the sound almost comically mundane given what's happening just outside his bathroom.

"You're nothing but a set of holes for me to use," I continue, knowing the degradation only makes her wetter, more desperate. "Rich, spoiled housewife turned into my personal fucktoy."

She nods, unable to speak, her entire body trembling as she continues to rise and fall on my shaft. The bathroom light clicks off suddenly, plunging the room into near darkness except for the soft glow of the bedside lamp. Kourtney's movements falter, panic flashing through her system, but I hold her firmly in place, impaled on my cock.

The bathroom door handle turns, and Kourtney's pussy clamps down on me with crushing force, her fear translating directly into physical response. But instead of opening, the door stops. We hear Tom's voice, muffled through the wood.

"Just going to floss, honey. Be out in a minute."

The light clicks back on beneath the door. Kourtney's body practically collapses with relief, slumping forward slightly before I yank her back into position by her hair.

"Did I say you could stop?" I growl, keeping my voice low but commanding. "Keep fucking me. Show me what a desperate slut you are."

She resumes her careful rhythm, her thighs trembling from the strain of controlled movement. Sweat beads along her hairline, trickling down her temple. Whether from exertion or fear, it doesn't matter—her body is working for me, pleasuring me, risking everything for the cock she can't resist.

I slide my hands up her sides, pushing the silk negligee higher until I can palm her tits from behind. They're perfect handfuls, firm and perky despite their artificial nature. I pinch her nipples hard, making her gasp, her back arching further.

"Your tits belong to me now," I whisper, rolling the hardened peaks between my fingers. "Your pussy belongs to me. Every part of you is mine to use whenever and however I want."

"Yes," she agrees, her voice a breathless whimper. "All yours. Only yours."

The sinful confession, spoken in the bed she shares with her husband, with him just feet away, is possibly the most erotic thing I've ever heard. Tom Mitchell paid for this woman—her education, her clothes, her body enhancements, this entire lifestyle—and now she's giving everything to me, right under his nose.

I increase the pace slightly, thrusting upward to meet her downward movements. The bed makes the faintest creak, and we both freeze momentarily, listening for any reaction from the bathroom. When none comes, we resume, more carefully now.

"Touch yourself," I command. "Make yourself cum on my cock while your husband flosses his teeth."

Kourtney's hand slides between her legs, finding her clit, circling it with practiced fingers while continuing to ride me. The added stimulation makes her inner walls flutter around my shaft, the first tremors of an approaching orgasm.

"That's it," I encourage, voice still low but intense. "Cum for me. Show me who owns this pussy."

Her movements grow more erratic, her control slipping as pleasure builds. I grab her hips firmly, taking over the rhythm, keeping it measured and silent while she focuses on her clit. Her breathing quickens, coming in short, shallow pants that she struggles to keep quiet.

I feel her getting close—the telltale tightening of her inner muscles, the slight shake in her thighs. The bathroom light suddenly clicks off again, and we hear the door handle turn. This time, the door opens.

Kourtney freezes completely, terror and arousal creating a perfect storm in her system. Her pussy convulses around my cock, her orgasm triggered by the extreme danger. She bites down on her lip hard enough to draw blood, stifling the scream that wants to escape as pleasure crashes through her.

Tom shuffles out of the bathroom, wearing pajama bottoms and a t-shirt stretched tight over his paunch. He's focused on his phone, scrolling through something, completely oblivious to what's happening on the bed. The soft light from the screen illuminates his face but doesn't reach the far side of the bed where I lie beneath his wife, still buried deep inside her trembling body.

"Just need to check these market numbers before bed," he mumbles, not even looking up as he shuffles toward his side of the bed, still a few feet away.

Kourtney's orgasm continues to roll through her, her pussy rippling around my cock in waves of pleasure she can't express. Her entire body is rigid with the effort to remain silent, to remain still, even as ecstasy tears through her nervous system.

The situation is so absurd, so dangerous, so fucking hot that I have to use every ounce of self-control not to thrust upward, not to groan with pleasure as her cunt milks my shaft with rhythmic contractions. I remain completely still, watching over Kourtney's shoulder as her husband approaches the bed, utterly unaware that another man's cock is buried inside his wife mere feet away.

Tom finally looks up from his phone, squinting slightly in the dim light. "You look flushed, honey. Are you feeling alright?"

Kourtney nods, not trusting her voice, her pussy still pulsing around me as the final waves of her orgasm wash through her. She's straddling me in a way that looks like she's just sitting up in bed, the duvet covering my lower body and her silk negligee draping over where our bodies join.

"I'm fine," she manages, her voice impressively steady despite the circumstances. "Just a little warm."

Tom grunts, setting his phone on the nightstand before shuffling around to his side of the bed. Kourtney shifts slightly, adjusting her position to better hide me, but the movement causes my cock to slide deeper inside her, making her breath catch.

"What time is your meeting tomorrow?" she asks, desperately trying to act normal while filled with my cock.

"Eight," Tom replies, climbing into bed on his side, his back to us as he settles under the covers. "Don't wait up for me tomorrow night. Board dinner. Probably be late."

"Okay," she says, her pussy clenching around me again at the sheer insanity of the situation. "Goodnight."

"Night," Tom mumbles, already sounding half-asleep.

We remain frozen, Kourtney still impaled on my cock, as Tom's breathing gradually deepens. Within minutes, soft snores indicate he's fallen asleep—exhausted, no doubt, from a day of figuring out how to deny sick people the insurance they paid for.

Kourtney turns her head to look at me over her shoulder, eyes wide with disbelief at what we've just gotten away with. I smirk up at her, then thrust upward slightly, reminding her that this isn't over.

Her eyes roll back slightly at the sensation, her pussy still sensitive from her intense orgasm. She places a finger against her lips in a shushing gesture, then carefully, slowly begins to rise and fall on my shaft again, her eyes fixed on her sleeping husband's form just inches away.

The depravity of it, the absolute violation of their marriage bed while Tom sleeps beside us, pushes me closer to the edge with each careful movement. Kourtney's cunt grips me like a vise, her body finely tuned to mine after our previous encounters. She rotates her hips in small circles, maximizing sensation while minimizing movement that might wake her husband.

I grab her hips again, controlling her rhythm, feeling my own climax building. Tom's soft snores provide a surreal soundtrack to his wife's infidelity, each exhale timed perfectly with her downward movements onto my cock.

This is power. This is victory. This is claiming what belongs to another man right under his nose. And I've never been closer to coming undone.

Kourtney's pussy feels even tighter now, clenching around me with each careful movement. The danger of our situation has turned her into a flood, her arousal soaking my shaft and balls. She rotates her hips in tight circles, trying to maximize her pleasure while minimizing any movement of the bed. Her blonde hair spills down her back, catching the soft light from the bedside lamp. The contrast is fucking poetic—Tom's snoring form just inches away while his perfect wife impales herself on my cock. I reach around and grab one of her breasts, squeezing roughly, feeling her nipple harden against my palm. She bites her lip to stifle a moan, her eyes never leaving her husband's sleeping form.

The enormous mirror on the opposite wall reflects our depraved tableau—Kourtney's back arched, her negligee bunched around her waist, her perfect ass rising and falling as she rides me in slow, controlled movements. Beyond her, Tom's sleeping form is clearly visible, his chest rising and falling with each heavy breath. Kourtney's eyes lock onto this reflection, watching herself cuckold her husband in their own bed.

"That's right," I whisper, my lips close to her ear. "Look at him while you ride my cock. He's right there, Kourtney. And you're riding my dick like a slut."

She shudders at my words, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft. The degradation, the danger, the forbidden nature of what we're doing—it all combines to push her arousal to levels I've never felt from her before. She's literally dripping around me, her juices soaking the expensive sheets beneath us.

"He'd divorce you in a second if he knew," I continue, keeping my voice a harsh whisper that only she can hear. "All this luxury, all these things he bought you—gone. But you don't care, do you? You'd rather have my cock."

"Yes," she breathes, the word barely audible but loaded with desperate need. "I need it. Need you."

She increases her pace slightly, growing bolder as Tom's snores reassure her that he's deeply asleep. Her thighs flex as she rises and falls on my shaft, her perfect ass jiggling slightly with each impact. The bed makes the faintest creaking sound, but it's drowned out by Tom's rhythmic breathing.

I slide one hand down her flat stomach, fingers tracing the muscles that speak of countless hours with expensive personal trainers, all paid for by the man sleeping beside us. My hand continues lower until I find her clit, swollen and slick with her arousal. I circle it with my middle finger, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp.

"Shhh," I warn, feeling her body tense at the dual stimulation. "You don't want to wake Daddy, do you?"

The infantilizing term, coupled with the continued stimulation of her clit, makes her pussy clench violently around me. She's getting closer, her control slipping as pleasure builds. Her movements become less careful, more desperate, the need for release overriding her fear of discovery.

"Please," she whispers, pushing down harder onto my cock, taking me deeper despite the risk. "I'm so close."

In the mirror, I watch her eyes dart between her husband's sleeping form and her own reflection—the perfect society wife transformed into a desperate, cock-hungry slut. The dichotomy clearly excites her; her breathing quickens, her internal muscles fluttering around my shaft in the prelude to orgasm.

I reach around and grab her throat with my free hand, applying just enough pressure to restrict her airflow without cutting it off completely. My other hand continues working her clit in tight circles, matching the rhythm of her grinding hips. The choking heightens her every sensation, her pulse pounding beneath my fingertips.

"This is what you are now," I whisper harshly, thrusting upward to meet her downward movements. "My personal fucktoy. Every hole belongs to me. Even in your marriage bed, right next to your husband, you're still just a receptacle for my cock."

She nods frantically, unable to speak with my hand on her throat, her eyes wide and desperate in the mirror's reflection. I release some of the pressure, allowing her to gasp in air.

"Say it," I demand, pinching her clit lightly between my fingers. "Tell me who you belong to."

"You," she breathes, her voice a barely audible whimper. "I belong to you, Jack. All of me."

Tom stirs slightly in his sleep, rolling onto his back, one arm flopping outward. We freeze instantly, my cock buried deep inside her, her body trembling on the edge of release. After a moment, his breathing returns to the deep, regular pattern of sleep, but now he's facing the ceiling, his face partially visible in profile.

The new position makes our actions even more dangerous, more forbidden. If he were to open his eyes now, he'd see his wife straddling my lap, impaled on my cock, her face contorted with pleasure and submission.

Instead of deterring her, the increased risk pushes Kourtney further into frenzied need. She resumes her movements, grinding down on my shaft while staring at her husband's face in the mirror. The depravity of it all—watching him while another man fucks her—triggers something primal in her system.

"I'm going to cum," she mouths silently, her eyes wide with both fear and desperate need. "Please let me cum."

I increase the pressure and speed of my fingers on her clit, my other hand still wrapped loosely around her throat. "Do it," I order in a harsh whisper. "Cum on my cock while watching your husband sleep. Mark yourself as mine forever."

The permission, coupled with the continued stimulation, sends her over the edge. Her orgasm hits with crushing force, her entire body going rigid as pleasure tears through her nervous system. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with vice-like pressure, inner walls pulsing and rippling along my shaft in rhythmic waves. Her mouth opens in a silent scream, her eyes locked on her husband's sleeping form as ecstasy consumes her.

I clamp my hand tighter over her mouth, feeling her hot breath against my palm as she rides out the intense climax. Her body shakes uncontrollably, thighs quivering, stomach muscles contracting, tits heaving with each stifled breath. Tears leak from the corners of her eyes—not from pain or regret, but from the overwhelming intensity of cumming on another man's cock while her husband sleeps beside her.

The orgasm seems to last forever, her body wracked with wave after wave of forbidden pleasure. I hold her firmly in place, buried deep inside her, feeling every pulse and contraction of her inner walls around my shaft. This is the most powerful I've seen her cum—the extreme taboo of our situation pushing her to heights she's never experienced before.

As the final tremors of her orgasm fade, leaving her limp and panting in my arms, Tom stirs again. He mumbles something unintelligible in his sleep, then rolls back onto his side, facing away from us once more. Kourtney's pussy clenches around me in one final spasm of fear and arousal.

"That's it," I whisper, stroking her hair almost tenderly as she slumps back against my chest. "You came so hard with your husband right there. There's no going back from this. You're mine now, completely and forever."

She nods weakly, her body still trembling with aftershocks. In the mirror, I can see her face—flushed with pleasure, eyes half-lidded and unfocused, lips swollen from biting them to stay quiet. She looks nothing like the polished, perfect trophy wife that Tom Mitchell purchased with his billions. She looks owned, claimed, marked.

I've taken everything from her—her dignity, her loyalty, her self-respect—and replaced it with addiction to me. Even here, in the heart of her marriage, in the bed she shares with her husband, she's surrendered completely to my will. Tom Mitchell's perfect world continues to crumble, and he sleeps through its destruction, blissfully unaware that his wife now belongs to another man.

The power of it, the absolute dominance, brings me closer to my own edge. Kourtney's pussy still pulses with aftershocks around my shaft, her body pliant and submissive in my arms as she recovers from her intense orgasm. I thrust upward slightly, reminding her that I'm not finished yet.

Her eyes meet mine in the mirror, exhausted but still hungry. No matter how many orgasms she has, the power of my touch ensures she'll always want more. She'll risk anything—her marriage, her reputation, her entire lavish lifestyle—for one more moment of pleasure at my hands.

"Don't stop," she mouths silently, beginning to rock her hips again despite the danger. "I need to feel you cum inside me."

And who am I to deny such a devoted slave?

I grab Kourtney's hips and establish a faster rhythm, lifting her and pulling her back down onto my cock with controlled force. Each impact is measured to produce maximum pleasure while minimizing noise, a delicate balance that requires all my focus. The bed creaks softly beneath us, but Tom's snores provide perfect cover. Kourtney's recovered from her intense orgasm, her body responding eagerly to my increased pace. Her pussy grips me like a vise, still sensitive and pulsing with aftershocks. I can feel my own climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine as her tight walls milk my shaft.

She reaches back with one hand, tangling her fingers in my hair, pulling my face closer to her neck. I bite down on her shoulder, not hard enough to leave visible marks but enough to make her gasp silently. Her other hand braces against the mattress, giving her leverage to meet my thrusts without disturbing the sleeping form beside us.

The sensations are overwhelming—her hot, wet cunt sliding up and down my length, the silky texture of her inner walls gripping and releasing with practiced skill. The smell of sex fills my nostrils, mingling with her expensive perfume and the underlying scent of fear-tinged sweat. Each small movement of her hips sends electric pulses of pleasure radiating outward from where our bodies join.

In the mirror, I watch her face—eyes half-closed in ecstasy, bottom lip caught between her teeth, cheeks flushed with arousal and exertion. She looks nothing like the polished society wife now. She's primal, hungry, desperate for my seed. And all while her husband sleeps just inches away.

I slide my hands up her sides to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers. She arches her back, pushing her chest forward into my touch while maintaining the careful rhythm of her hips. I twist the hardened buds slightly, watching her mouth open in a silent gasp of pain-pleasure.

"I'm going to fill this married pussy," I whisper directly into her ear, my voice barely audible but laden with dark promise. "Pump my cum deep inside you, right next to your sleeping husband."

Her pussy clenches violently around my cock at my words, a fresh flood of arousal coating my shaft. She nods frantically, her eyes wide with desperate need, her body begging for what I'm offering.

"Please," she breathes, the word a silent movement of lips rather than an actual sound. "Fill me up. I need it."

I increase my pace slightly, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls. My cock swells further inside her, stretching her walls, hitting deeper with each careful thrust. Her eyes dart nervously to Tom's sleeping form, then back to our reflection in the mirror. The forbidden nature of our act, the absolute taboo of what we're doing, only heightens every sensation.

"You want my cum?" I whisper harshly, gripping her hips harder, pulling her down more forcefully onto my shaft. "Right here in your marriage bed? With him right there?"

"Yes," she mouths silently, nodding with frantic desperation. "Please, Jack. I need to feel you cum inside me."

Tom shifts slightly in his sleep, muttering something incoherent before settling again. The momentary fear of discovery sends another jolt of adrenaline through both our systems. Kourtney's pussy convulses around me, her body responding to danger with increased arousal. My cock throbs inside her, edging closer to release.

I'm reaching the point of no return, the pressure building to unbearable levels. Kourtney senses it, her movements becoming more deliberate, more focused on extracting my seed. She rotates her hips in tight circles when I'm fully seated inside her, squeezing her internal muscles around the base of my cock in a milking motion designed to push me over the edge.

"Yes, give me your baby," she whispers, the words so quiet I barely catch them. "Please."

The taboo request, the ultimate betrayal of her marriage, hits me like a physical blow. My balls tighten, drawing up close to my body as release becomes imminent. The thought of my seed possibly impregnating Tom Mitchell's wife, creating a child he would raise as his own, unaware of its true origin—it's the final push I need.

"Take it all," I growl against her ear, my voice slightly louder than I intended, rough with imminent release. "Every fucking drop."

My orgasm crashes through me with volcanic force. The first pulse sends thick ropes of cum shooting deep inside her, painting her walls with my seed. My fingers dig into her hips hard enough to leave bruises as I pull her down firmly, burying myself as deep as physically possible while I empty into her.

Kourtney's body responds instantly to the sensation of being filled. A second, unexpected orgasm ripples through her, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my pulsing cock, milking every drop from me. Her head falls back against my shoulder, mouth open in a silent scream as pleasure tears through her system.

Pulse after pulse, I fill her married pussy with my cum, marking her internally in the most primal way possible. Each throb of my cock triggers another contraction of her inner walls, creating a perfect circuit of pleasure. It seems to last forever, both of us locked together in shared ecstasy while Tom's oblivious snoring continues beside us.

When the final pulses fade, leaving us both trembling and spent, Kourtney collapses back against my chest. My softening cock remains buried inside her, our combined fluids creating a wet seal where our bodies join. Her breathing is rapid but controlled, chest rising and falling as she struggles to recover without making noise.

"I can feel it," she whispers, her voice the barest thread of sound. "So much. So deep."

I slide one hand down to her lower abdomen, pressing gently, imagining my seed taking root inside her. "Right where it belongs," I reply, my lips brushing her ear. "Marked as mine forever."

She nods, her body still trembling with aftershocks. Carefully, so carefully, she begins to lift herself off my cock. The movement creates an obscene wet sound as our bodies separate, my cum immediately beginning to leak from her well-used pussy. When she's fully disengaged, a thick rivulet of white runs down her inner thigh, glistening in the dim light.

More concerning is the wet spot forming on the sheet beneath us—unmistakable evidence of our illicit activities. Kourtney notices it too, her eyes widening with renewed fear as she realizes the predicament. If Tom wakes and sees the stain, there will be questions she can't answer.

She slides off the bed with silent grace, my cum continuing to trickle down her legs as she stands. She glances at Tom, confirming he's still deeply asleep, then looks back at me with a mixture of satiation and panic. I rise from the bed as well, my movements controlled and soundless despite my larger frame.

Kourtney grabs tissues from the nightstand, hastily wiping her thighs before pressing several against her leaking pussy. She gestures frantically at the wet spot, then toward the bathroom, her message clear—she needs to clean up properly, and we need to do something about the evidence.

I grab a decorative throw pillow from a nearby chair and position it casually over the wet spot, arranging it to look natural. It won't hold up to close inspection, but it should buy enough time for the stain to dry if Tom doesn't disturb it.

Kourtney nods her approval, then tiptoes toward the en-suite bathroom, tissues still pressed between her legs to catch the steady leak of my seed from her body. At the door, she turns back, her face a complex mixture of emotions—satisfaction, fear, shame, and underneath it all, a hunger that hasn't been fully satiated despite our activities.

I dress quickly, silently, my eyes never leaving Tom's sleeping form. The absurdity of it all strikes me suddenly—this powerful man, this billionaire who ruins lives with his insurance schemes and treats people like disposable commodities, lying oblivious while I claim his wife and cum inside her mere feet away from him.

It's poetic justice. It's karma. It's also just the beginning.

As I slip out of the master bedroom, leaving Kourtney to clean my seed from her body in the bathroom, I'm already planning my next move. The son is broken, the wife is corrupted, the maid is claimed—but there's still more damage to inflict. Tom Mitchell's perfect world isn't just crumbling; it's being systematically dismantled, piece by precious piece.

And I'm enjoying every fucking second of it.


Chapter 11

Morning sunlight streams through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the Mitchell estate as I watch Kourtney fuss with her designer workout gear. Her body's still marked with my fingerprints from last night—bruises I left on her hips while fucking her next to her sleeping husband. She winces slightly as she bends to tie her shoes, her pussy no doubt still tender from the pounding I gave it. Perfect. I want her to feel me with every movement, a constant reminder of who she belongs to now.

"Are you sure you want to come to pilates?" she asks, applying a touch of lip gloss in the mirror. "It's mostly women."

I smirk, watching her primp. "That's exactly why I want to come."

The Elite Body Studio sits nestled between a Gucci store and a champagne bar in the wealthiest part of town. The kind of place where membership costs more than most people's rent. Kourtney sails through the glass doors like she owns the place, the receptionist greeting her by name, all air-kisses and fake smiles. I follow behind, enjoying the way her ass moves in the tight Lululemon leggings that probably cost three hundred dollars. The interior is all polished wood and gleaming chrome, with motivational bullshit stenciled on the walls in elegant script. Rich people paying a fortune to sweat.

We enter the main studio where a handful of trophy wives in color-coordinated outfits are already setting up their mats. They all look the same—expensive highlights, designer workout clothes, bodies maintained through rigorous diets and surgical enhancement. Their eyes flit over me with barely disguised interest before returning to their performative stretching. Fresh meat in their privileged ecosystem.

And then I see her.

The instructor walks in from a side door, and my cock stirs immediately. She's older than most clients—maybe late thirties—with the kind of body that comes from actual physical discipline rather than surgeon's knives. Her dark hair is pulled back in a tight ponytail that emphasizes her sharp cheekbones and full lips. But it's her body that holds my attention—lean muscles, small but perfect tits, and an ass that fills out her spandex shorts in a way that should be fucking illegal. Every movement she makes is graceful, controlled, speaking to a flexibility and body awareness that sends my mind straight to the gutter.

"Good morning, ladies," she calls out, her voice carrying through the room with calm authority. "And gentleman," she adds, her eyes meeting mine briefly. "I'm Vanessa. Let's begin."

For the next hour, I'm treated to a pornographic display disguised as exercise. Vanessa demonstrates each position with precise control, her body bending and twisting in ways that make my cock throb painfully against my shorts. When she folds forward into a deep stretch, her ass high in the air, I can see the outline of her pussy through the tight fabric. When she arches her back in a bridge pose, her tits push against her sports bra, nipples visible through the material.

I don't even pretend to follow along with the class. I sit at the back of the room, ostensibly to "observe" as Kourtney's trainer, but really just to enjoy the show. Vanessa catches me staring multiple times, her expression shifting from professional to irritated as the class progresses. Good. I want her to notice me. I want her to feel my eyes stripping her bare.

When class ends, the women gather their expensive water bottles and designer bags, chattering about lunch reservations and spa appointments. Kourtney gets pulled into conversation with some skeletal blonde, giving me the perfect opportunity to slip away toward the locker rooms.

I'm examining the pristine facilities when I hear the door open behind me. Vanessa stands there, arms crossed over her chest, ponytail slightly disheveled from the workout.

"This is the women's locker room," she says, her tone clipped and professional. "Men's is across the hall."

I turn to face her fully, letting my eyes travel slowly up her body. "My mistake."

She doesn't move from the doorway. "You weren't even trying to follow the class. You just sat there staring at my ass the entire time."

"Can you blame me?" I reply, taking a step toward her. "It's an exceptional ass."

Her cheeks flush with anger, but I notice something else in her eyes—a flicker of interest she's trying to suppress. "I don't appreciate being ogled during my class. It's unprofessional and disrespectful."

"You don't wear those shorts because they're comfortable," I say, taking another step closer. "You wear them because you like being looked at. You like knowing you're making all those rich husbands hard when they drop off their wives."

She inhales sharply, her chest rising with indignation. "You need to leave. Now."

When she reaches out to push past me toward the door, I grab her wrist, my fingers wrapping around her pulse point. The power activates instantly, crackling from my fingertips into her system like an electric current. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating until the brown is nearly swallowed by black. Her lips part, a small gasp escaping as the supernatural lust floods her nervous system.

"What...what's happening to me?" she whispers, her free hand moving unconsciously to her throat.

I release her wrist, but the damage is done. The power surges through her bloodstream, rewriting her priorities, her desires, her very being. Her breathing accelerates, her skin flushing from her cheeks down to her chest. She sways slightly on her feet, as if dizzy from the sudden onslaught of sensation.

"I feel strange," she murmurs, taking an unsteady step toward me. "So hot. So...empty."

Without warning, she lunges forward, her mouth finding mine in a desperate kiss. Her tongue pushes past my lips, hands gripping my shoulders with surprising strength. Just seconds ago, she was telling me to leave; now she's devouring me like a woman starved.

She breaks the kiss long enough to reach behind her and lock the locker room door, then pushes me backward until my legs hit a bench. I sit down hard, and she's on me immediately, straddling my lap, grinding her spandex-covered pussy against my erection.

"I need you inside me," she pants, her voice unrecognizable from the calm instructor who led class moments ago. "Right now. Please. I'm burning up."

Her flexibility is immediately apparent as she spreads her legs wider than should be physically possible, performing a perfect split across my lap. She yanks down her shorts with frantic movements, not even bothering to remove them completely, just pushing them aside enough to expose her wet pussy. My cock springs free as she tears at my shorts, her desperation making her clumsy.

"Yes," she hisses when she finally wraps her hand around my shaft. "So big. Perfect."

She positions herself above me, then sinks down in one fluid movement that has both of us gasping. Her pussy takes me deeper than I thought possible, her flexibility allowing an angle of penetration that hits spots most women can't reach. She's impossibly tight, gripping my cock like a vise despite how wet she is.

"Oh god," she moans, her head falling back, exposing the elegant column of her throat. "So deep. So fucking deep."

She begins to ride me with athletic precision, her strong thighs lifting and lowering her body in a perfect rhythm. The split position allows her to take my entire length with each downward movement, her ass slapping against my thighs with each impact. Her pussy makes obscene wet noises as it grips and releases my shaft, evidence of how aroused she is despite the sudden nature of our encounter.

"Fuck yes," I growl, grabbing her hips to guide her movements. "Take it all. Show me what that flexible body can do."

She responds by leaning back slightly, changing the angle so I hit even deeper inside her. Her eyes roll back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure. Then she lifts one leg, placing her foot on the bench beside my hip, opening herself even more completely to my invasion.

"Jack!" she screams, abandoning all pretense of discretion. "Oh fuck, Jack! Yes!"

Her voice echoes off the tiled walls, loud enough that anyone passing by the locker room would hear her cries. She doesn't care. Nothing matters to her now except the cock stretching her pussy, filling her completely. Her body is a machine built for pleasure, muscles contracting and releasing with perfect control as she works herself on my shaft.

I feel her getting close—her inner walls fluttering around me, her breathing becoming erratic, her movements less controlled. I grab her ass with both hands, helping her maintain the punishing rhythm as she approaches her peak.

"Cum for me," I command, thrusting upward to meet her downward movements. "Let me feel that pussy squeeze my cock."

Her orgasm hits with volcanic force, her entire body going rigid as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her pussy clamps down on my shaft with incredible pressure, rippling along my length as she convulses in ecstasy. Her scream echoes through the locker room, primal and uninhibited.

"JACK! FUCK! YES!"

The sight of this composed fitness instructor completely unraveled on my cock, the feel of her pussy milking my shaft with supernatural hunger, pushes me over the edge. I thrust upward one final time, burying myself to the hilt as my own orgasm tears through me. Thick ropes of cum shoot deep inside her, painting her walls with my seed. I groan through clenched teeth, fingers digging into the firm flesh of her ass as I empty myself completely.

She collapses against my chest, body still trembling with aftershocks, her pussy continuing to pulse gently around my softening cock. Her ponytail has come completely undone, dark hair falling in sweaty tendrils around her flushed face. Tears of pleasure leak from the corners of her eyes, mascara smudged beneath them.

"What did you do to me?" she whispers, but there's no accusation in her voice—only wonder and lingering need.

I smile, stroking her back as she shivers against me. "I gave you what you needed. And we're just getting started."

Vanessa's pussy continues to pulse around my cock, aftershocks of her intense orgasm gripping me in rhythmic waves. Her body slumps against mine, but I'm nowhere near done with her yet. The power of my touch ensures she'll be insatiable, desperate for more no matter how thoroughly I've just used her. I run my hands along her sweat-slicked back, feeling the lean muscles beneath her skin, imagining all the ways her flexibility will let me fuck her.

"Get up," I command, tapping her thigh.

She lifts her head, eyes still glazed with pleasure and supernatural need. "What?"

"I'm not finished with you yet," I tell her, my voice hard with renewed arousal. "I want to see what else this body of yours can do."

Understanding dawns in her eyes, replaced immediately by fresh hunger. She climbs off me slowly, wincing slightly as my semi-hard cock slips from her well-used pussy. My cum follows, trickling down her inner thigh in thick white rivulets. The sight sends a jolt of satisfaction through me—another woman marked internally with my seed.

I stand, my cock already hardening again at the thought of taking her a different way. "Turn around. Bend over the bench."

She complies without hesitation, placing her hands on the wooden bench and bending at the waist, presenting her ass to me. Her flexibility is evident even in this simple position—back perfectly straight, legs slightly spread, ass raised at the ideal angle for penetration. The locker room's mirrored wall gives me a perfect view of both her backside and her face, flushed with lingering pleasure and fresh anticipation.

"Please," she whimpers, looking at me in the mirror. "I need more."

I position myself behind her, admiring her firm ass still partially covered by the spandex shorts she'd merely pushed aside in our initial frenzy. This time, I grab the waistband and yank them down completely, exposing her completely. She steps out of them, kicking them aside without being told. The small strip of dark hair above her pussy glistens with her arousal and my cum, her outer lips swollen and pink from our previous fucking.

"You have the perfect ass," I tell her, running my hands over the firm globes. Despite her age, there's not a hint of sag or dimpling—just taut muscle beneath smooth skin. "I bet you spend hours every day making sure it stays this way."

"Yes," she admits, pushing back against my hands. "Hours of squats and lunges."

"All for me to enjoy," I growl, positioning my cock at her entrance. "All mine now."

I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth stroke. Her pussy welcomes me back, still tight despite our previous encounter, still slick with the mixture of her arousal and my seed. She gasps, her back arching, hands gripping the bench hard enough to whiten her knuckles.

"Oh god, yes!" she cries, her voice bouncing off the tiled walls. "Fuck me! Please!"

I establish a steady rhythm, watching in the mirror as her face contorts with each thrust. Her tits bounce beneath her, still constrained by the sports bra she never removed. I reach around and yank it up, freeing them, wanting to see them sway with the force of my thrusts.

"Tell me who you belong to now," I demand, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling just hard enough to force her to look at herself in the mirror.

"You," she gasps without hesitation, her eyes meeting mine in the reflection. "I belong to you, Master."

The honorific sends a surge of power through me. "That's right. This pussy belongs to me now. These tits, this ass, this mouth—all mine to use however I want."

"Yes!" she agrees, her pussy clenching around me at my words. "All yours! Use me! Please!"

I increase my pace, driving into her harder, watching her face in the mirror as pleasure overwhelms her. Her athleticism serves her well—she meets each of my thrusts with equal force, her body pushing back against mine to take me deeper.

"Show me what this flexible body can do," I command, slowing my thrusts slightly.

Without missing a beat, she lifts her right leg, raising it until it's nearly perpendicular to her body, opening herself even more completely to my invasion. The position showcases her incredible flexibility, her hamstring pressed against her torso, her pussy spreading wider to accommodate my cock.

"Holy fuck," I grunt, driving into her newly exposed depths. This angle lets me hit even deeper inside her, reaching places that would be inaccessible in a woman with normal flexibility. "That's it. Take me deeper."

"Yes! So deep!" she cries, her fingers digging into the bench for stability. "I can feel you in my stomach!"

The new position exposes more of her ass to me, and I can't resist raising my hand and bringing it down sharply against the firm flesh. The slap echoes through the locker room, her buttcheek instantly reddening from the impact. She jerks forward with a cry of surprise that morphs into a moan of pleasure.

"Again!" she begs, pushing her ass back toward me. "Spank me again!"

I oblige, landing another stinging slap on her other cheek, admiring the red handprint that blooms on her skin. The impact makes her pussy clench around my cock, squeezing me deliciously. I continue, alternating cheeks, each slap harder than the last, watching her skin turn from pink to deep crimson.

"You like that, don't you?" I taunt, never slowing the rhythm of my thrusts. "The elegant pilates instructor likes getting spanked while she's bent over with a cock in her cunt."

"Yes!" she sobs, tears of pleasure streaming down her face, visible in the mirror. "I love it! I need it!"

Her body begins to tremble, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft—signs of an approaching orgasm. I reach beneath her, fingers finding her clit, circling the swollen nub with firm pressure. The dual stimulation pushes her over the edge.

"I'm cumming!" she wails, her entire body convulsing. "Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!"

Her pussy clamps down on my cock with brutal force as she comes apart beneath me. Her leg drops from its raised position as she loses control of her muscles, overcome by pleasure. I continue pounding into her through her orgasm, prolonging it, feeling each wave ripple through her cunt and grip my shaft.

As her climax begins to subside, I pull out completely. She whimpers at the sudden emptiness, trying to push back against me.

"Turn around," I order, grabbing my cock and stroking it rapidly. "On your knees. Open your mouth."

She complies instantly, dropping to her knees on the locker room floor, looking up at me with worship in her eyes. Her lips part, tongue extending slightly, ready to receive whatever I give her.

"This is what you are now," I tell her, feeling my own release building rapidly. "A cock-hungry slut who lives to please me. Say it."

"I'm a cock-hungry slut who lives to please you," she repeats without hesitation, her eyes never leaving mine. "Please, Master. Let me taste your cum."

That's all I need. My second orgasm hits with explosive force, the first thick rope of cum shooting directly into her open mouth. More follows, coating her tongue, lips, and chin in pearly white. She doesn't flinch or pull away—if anything, she leans closer, eager to catch every drop.

When I finish, her face is a glazed mess, cum dripping from her chin onto her naked breasts. She swallows what landed in her mouth, then uses her fingers to gather the rest, licking each digit clean with obvious relish.

"Thank you, Master," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming. "That was... I've never felt anything like that before."

I tuck myself back into my shorts, looking down at the thoroughly debauched pilates instructor. Her makeup is smeared, her hair a tangled mess, her naked body marked with my handprints and covered in my seed. The transformation from composed professional to desperate sex slave is complete and perfect.

"Same time tomorrow?" I ask, already planning how I'll use her flexibility for even more depraved positions.

"Any time you want," she replies, rising on shaky legs. "I'm yours now. Completely. I'll do anything you ask." She reaches for her discarded clothes, movements slow and uncoordinated, her body thoroughly used.

"Good girl," I tell her, patting her ass one final time. "I'll be back to use that flexible body again. Keep it ready for me."

As I unlock the locker room door and slip out, I'm already thinking about Kourtney waiting for me, probably wondering where I disappeared to. One more woman added to my collection. One more conquest. And the day's just getting started.


Chapter 12

I watch from the upstairs window as Tom Mitchell climbs into his Bentley, his bloated form barely fitting behind the wheel. Another day of scheming how to deny sick people their insurance coverage. Another day of pretending his perfect life isn't crumbling around him. His wife's pussy still tastes like my cum from when I fucked her last night, though he's too oblivious to notice. The car disappears down the winding driveway, and I smile, already planning how to further destroy his world today.

The Mitchell mansion feels emptier without Tom's oppressive presence. The staff moves more freely, speaking in normal tones rather than hushed whispers. Even the air feels lighter, as if the house itself is relieved to be rid of him for a few hours. I descend the curved staircase, barefoot and shirtless, wearing only a pair of loose shorts. My cock's already semi-hard at the thought of finding Kourtney and reminding her who she belongs to now.

I find her in Tom's home office, a wood-paneled shrine to his ego with its massive mahogany desk and wall of awards and photos showing him with politicians and celebrities. She's wearing a cream-colored silk blouse and a tight pencil skirt, her hair pulled back in a neat ponytail—the perfect corporate wife reviewing household accounts. She looks up when I enter, her cheeks immediately flushing with desire.

"Jack," she says, her voice already breathy with anticipation. "I didn't expect to see you up so early."

I don't bother with pleasantries. I close the office door behind me, locking it with a decisive click. Her eyes darken at the sound, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. She knows exactly what's coming.

"Stand up," I command, crossing the room with deliberate slowness.

She rises immediately, papers forgotten. Her body responds to my presence before her mind even processes my words—nipples hardening against the silk blouse, thighs pressing together beneath the tight skirt. The power of my touch has her well-trained, perpetually aroused, constantly craving what only I can give her.

"I was just checking the household accounts," she explains unnecessarily, gesturing at the papers on the desk. "Tom asked me to—"

I cut her off by grabbing her throat, not squeezing, just holding her in place with my hand spanning her delicate neck. "I don't give a fuck what Tom asked you to do. You belong to me now. The only thing you should be concerned with is pleasing me."

She swallows hard against my palm, her pulse racing beneath my fingertips. "Yes, Jack. I'm sorry."

"Turn around," I order, releasing her throat. "Bend over the desk."

She complies instantly, placing her palms flat on the polished mahogany and bending at the waist. The position causes her skirt to ride up, revealing the tops of her thigh-high stockings and a glimpse of bare flesh above them. No panties. She's learned to stay ready for me.

"Good girl," I murmur, running my hand up the back of her thigh to her exposed ass. "You're learning."

I flip her skirt up completely, revealing her perfect ass and already glistening pussy. I run my fingers through her folds, finding her soaked and ready, her body betraying how desperately she wants this despite any lingering loyalty to her husband.

"Please," she whispers, pushing back against my hand. "I need you inside me."

I pull my shorts down just enough to free my cock, rock hard now at the sight of Tom Mitchell's wife bent over his own desk, begging for another man to fuck her. The imagery is too perfect—his awards and credentials watching as I claim what's supposed to be his most prized possession.

I position myself at her entrance, teasing her with just the tip, making her whimper with need. "Tell me whose pussy this is," I demand.

"Yours," she gasps immediately. "It's your pussy, Jack."

I thrust forward in one brutal stroke, burying myself to the hilt inside her. She cries out, her body jerking forward across the desk, sending several papers fluttering to the floor.

"And what about Tom?" I ask, establishing a punishing rhythm, driving into her with enough force to make the heavy desk shift against the carpet. "What does he get?"

She doesn't answer immediately, perhaps the last vestiges of loyalty making her hesitate. I grab her ponytail, yanking her head back sharply.

"Answer me," I growl, never slowing my thrusts. "What does your husband get?"

"Nothing," she finally gasps, her back arching from the pull on her hair. "He gets nothing."

"That's right," I agree, increasing my pace, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the office. "Because his cock can't satisfy you, can it? Tell me the truth. Tell me how pathetic he is in bed."

This is the final degradation—making her verbally betray her husband's most intimate failings. But the power of my touch ensures she has no resistance left, no loyalty except to my pleasure.

"He can't satisfy me," she admits, her voice breaking as I pound into her. "His cock is too small. He doesn't know how to fuck me right."

"How small is it?" I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint on the pale flesh.

"Tiny," she gasps, her pussy clenching around me at the sting of the slap. "Like half your size. He can't even make me cum."

Each confession seems to excite her further, her pussy getting wetter, gripping my cock more tightly as she verbally demolishes her marriage vows. I continue thrusting into her, each impact forcing her body across the smooth surface of the desk, scattering more papers, knocking a framed photo of Tom with some politician onto its face.

"Tell me what you are," I command, grabbing her hips with both hands to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust.

"I'm your slut," she moans, no hesitation now. "I'm your personal fucktoy. Your cum dump. Your whore."

"And what is Tom?"

"A pathetic excuse for a man," she spits out, surprising me with the venom in her voice. "A fat, disgusting pig who can't fuck his own wife properly. His little dick is worthless."

Her degradation of Tom fuels my arousal, my cock swelling even further inside her. I reach around to find her clit, circling it roughly with my thumb while continuing to slam into her from behind.

"Scream it," I order, feeling her getting close to orgasm. "I want to hear you say it louder."

"TOM'S DICK IS WORTHLESS!" she shouts, her inhibitions completely gone. "I NEED JACK'S BIG COCK! I'M JACK'S SLUT!"

Her voice echoes through the office, loud enough that any staff in the vicinity would hear her betrayal. She doesn't care. Nothing matters to her now except the pleasure building inside her, the cock stretching her pussy in ways her husband never could.

"That's it," I growl, feeling her inner walls begin to flutter around my shaft. "Cum on my cock while screaming what a pathetic husband you have."

Her orgasm hits with brutal force, her entire body convulsing beneath me. "FUCK ME, JACK! TOM COULD NEVER FUCK ME LIKE THIS! YOUR COCK IS SO MUCH BETTER! I'M YOUR SLUT FOREVER!"

Her pussy clamps down on my shaft, rippling along my length in rhythmic waves as pleasure tears through her. The obscene declarations continue pouring from her mouth, each one more degrading than the last, her mind completely broken by the combination of supernatural lust and intense pleasure.

I continue pounding into her through her climax, prolonging it, feeling each aftershock ripple through her cunt and grip my shaft. I could cum now—flood her married pussy with another load of my seed—but I don't.

Morning light streams through the windows of Tom's home office as I rail Kourtney over his desk. Her ass jiggles with each impact, her pussy gripping my cock like a vise despite how thoroughly I've used her these past days. Papers and expensive trinkets scatter across the floor with each thrust, casualties of our violent fucking. She's even louder today, her inhibitions completely gone, screaming about how much better my cock is than her husband's pathetic excuse for a dick.

"Yes, Jack! Fuck me harder!" she wails, her voice echoing through the cavernous room. "Stretch my pussy with that big cock! Make me forget I ever let Tom touch me!"

I oblige, driving into her with renewed force, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. Her body jerks forward across the smooth mahogany, her tits dragging across the polished surface, nipples hardened to stiff peaks. I've positioned us facing the door deliberately, wanting the full visual impact if any of the staff happen to walk in. The risk only adds to the thrill.

"Your husband's desk feels good under your tits?" I taunt, slapping her ass hard enough to leave another red handprint alongside yesterday's faded marks. "You like getting fucked on his precious workstation?"

"Love it," she gasps, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. "Love feeling you inside me where he works. So fucking hot."

The sound of the front door opening reaches us faintly, followed by heavy footsteps in the foyer. Kourtney freezes beneath me, her pussy clenching tight around my cock in sudden fear.

"That's Tom," she whispers, panic flashing through her system. "He's supposed to be at meetings all day. We need to stop—"

"No," I cut her off, resuming my thrusts with even more force, the desk now rocking audibly against the wall. "We don't need to stop. We need him to see this."

Her eyes widen in terror, but her body betrays her—her pussy floods with fresh arousal at the extreme danger, gripping my cock even tighter than before. "Jack, please," she begs, though it's unclear whether she's pleading for me to stop or to continue.

"This is what you've wanted all along," I growl, pounding into her relentlessly as the footsteps grow louder, approaching the office. "For him to see what a slut you really are. For him to know you belong to me now."

The footsteps pause outside the door, and I hear muffled voices—Tom's distinctive baritone and a higher, nervous tone that must be William. Perfect. The entire family about to witness the final destruction of their perfect façade.

Instead of slowing, I increase my pace, slamming into Kourtney with enough force that the heavy desk now thumps rhythmically against the wall. The sound is unmistakable—the percussion of rough sex, impossible to misinterpret. I reach forward and grab a handful of Kourtney's blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply.

"Scream my name," I command, loud enough to be heard through the door. "Let him hear who's fucking his wife."

Whether from fear, the power of my touch, or her own broken inhibitions, Kourtney obeys. "JACK!" she screams, her voice carrying easily through the wood. "YES, JACK! FUCK ME HARDER!"

The door flies open, slamming back against the wall with enough force to crack the plaster. Tom stands in the doorway, his face transitioning from confusion to shock to rage in the space of seconds. William hovers behind him, his thin face going pale, then green at the sight before them.

I don't stop. If anything, I fuck Kourtney harder, maintaining eye contact with Tom as I drive my cock into his wife's pussy. I want him to see everything—my shaft disappearing inside her, her juices coating my length, the way her body responds to my every movement with desperate need.

"Afternoon, Tom," I say conversationally, as if we're meeting at a business lunch rather than while I'm balls-deep in his wife. "You're home early."

Tom's mouth opens and closes, no sound emerging. His face flushes deep purple, veins bulging at his temples, fists clenching at his sides. Behind him, William makes a strangled noise, like he might vomit. Neither of them move—frozen in place by the obscene tableau before them.

Kourtney's initial panic has given way to something else—a mixture of shame and perverse excitement that manifests as renewed arousal. Her pussy contracts around me in rhythmic pulses, her body betraying how much the situation excites her despite her mind's horror.

"What's the matter, Tom?" I taunt, still thrusting steadily into his wife. "Never seen Kourtney properly fucked before? Never heard her scream like this?"

He finally finds his voice, a strangled roar erupting from his throat as he lunges forward. "Get off my wife, you son of a bitch!"

I smile coldly, never breaking rhythm. "Your wife? Are you sure about that?" I yank Kourtney's hair harder, forcing her to look directly at her husband while I continue to fuck her. "Tell him, Kourtney. Tell Tom who you belong to now."

Tears stream down her face, mascara running in black rivers across her flushed cheeks. The conflict is evident in her expression—humiliation warring with the overwhelming need my touch has created in her. For a moment, it seems like she might resist, might cling to some shred of her marriage vows.

Then I hit that spot deep inside her, the one Tom's inadequate dick could never reach, and her resistance crumbles completely.

"I belong to Jack," she sobs, her voice breaking but still clear enough for everyone to hear. "I'm his now. I'm sorry, Tom, but his cock is so much bigger, so much better. I can't help it."

Tom stops mid-stride, the air leaving his lungs as if he's been physically struck. Behind him, William makes another retching sound, turning away from the scene but unable to leave, trapped by the unfolding horror.

"You heard her," I say, my voice hardening as I lock eyes with Tom over his wife's arched back. "She's mine now. Everything you thought was yours—this house, this wealth, this woman—it all belongs to me."

I punctuate my words with particularly brutal thrusts, making Kourtney cry out with each impact. The desk scrapes against the floor, leaving marks in the expensive carpet that Tom will have to look at every day, permanent reminders of this moment.

"This can't be happening," Tom whispers, his rage giving way to disbelief, then to something worse—the beginning of defeat. "Kourtney, what has he done to you?"

"Given her what you never could," I answer for her, reaching beneath to grab her breast roughly, pinching her nipple between my fingers. "Made her feel like a real woman instead of just a trophy to show off at your country club."

Tom remains rooted in place, unable to tear his eyes away from the destruction of his marriage playing out before him. His shoulders slump, the fight visibly draining from his body with each thrust I deliver into his wife.

"That's right," I continue, my voice dropping to a predatory growl. "Watch how a real man uses her. Watch how she takes every inch of me, how she begs for more. This is what she's been doing every night while you were working late, every morning after you left for the office."

Kourtney moans at my words, her pussy clenching tighter around my shaft. The humiliation, the complete degradation of being exposed as an unfaithful slut in front of her husband and son, has pushed her to the edge of another orgasm.

"Look at her," I command Tom. "Look how close she is to cumming on my cock while you watch. This is what she really is."

Tom's eyes fill with tears, his entire world crumbling before him. William has turned away completely, one hand braced against the wall as if he might collapse. The perfect family, the perfect life, all shattered beyond repair.

I grab Kourtney's hips with both hands, lifting her slightly to change the angle, hitting even deeper inside her. "Now scream my name again," I order her. "Show your husband who makes you cum."

And God help her, she obeys. "JACK!" she wails, her back arching impossibly as pleasure tears through her. "OH GOD, JACK! YES! I'M CUMMING!"

Her pussy convulses around my cock, inner walls rippling along my length as her orgasm crashes through her. She continues to cry out my name, mixed with incoherent pleas and apologies, her body completely betraying any loyalty she might have left for the broken man watching us.

Tom Mitchell, billionaire insurance magnate, makes a sound I've never heard from a human before—a keening, wounded noise that seems to come from somewhere deep and primal. It's the sound of complete defeat, of a man watching everything he values being taken from him in the most humiliating way possible.

Exactly as I planned.

I slow my thrusts but don't withdraw from Kourtney's still-pulsing pussy. Her body trembles beneath mine, aftershocks of her intense orgasm rippling through her system. Tom stands frozen in the doorway, tears streaming down his bloated face, his entire world collapsing around him. William looks like he might pass out, his scrawny frame supported only by the wall he leans against. The perfect tableau of destruction—exactly what I've been working toward since I first set foot in this house. Now for the coup de grâce.

"Tom," I say, my voice conversational despite still being balls-deep inside his wife, "we should discuss business while we're all here."

He blinks rapidly, confusion mixing with his humiliation. "B-business?" The word comes out strangled, barely recognizable.

"Yes, business." I lean over to the side of the desk, never disengaging from Kourtney, and pull open the top drawer. Inside, exactly where I placed it yesterday while exploring his office, is a leather portfolio. I extract it with one hand, my other still gripping Kourtney's hip, keeping her impaled on my cock. "I've been looking into your insurance company. Fascinating operation you've got there."

Understanding begins to dawn on his face, a new horror layered over the sexual humiliation. "What are you talking about?"

I flip open the portfolio, revealing a stack of legal documents. "I know about the Platinum Shield, Tom. Page thirty-seven. The 'sustainability thresholds.' I heard everything in your board meeting the other day."

His face drains of what little color remained. "You... you were spying on me?"

"Let's call it due diligence," I reply, giving Kourtney a slow, deliberate thrust that makes her moan despite herself. "I like to know exactly what kind of man I'm destroying."

I extract the contract from the portfolio, holding it up for him to see. "This is a transfer of ownership for Mitchell Insurance Group. You're going to sign it, right now."

Tom's mouth opens and closes several times, shock rendering him nearly speechless. "You're insane," he finally manages. "I'm not signing over my company to you. It's worth billions."

"Oh, I think you will," I say, nodding toward William, who shrinks back against the wall. "Otherwise, I'll make sure the world knows what kind of man you really are. Not just the insurance scams, though those recordings will certainly interest the FTC and several state AGs."

He doesn't reply.

I thrust forward again, making Kourtney gasp. "I'll make sure everyone sees exactly what your perfect wife has become. I've got videos, Tom. Lots of them. Kourtney on her knees, begging for my cock. Kourtney screaming my name while I fuck her in your bed. Kourtney telling the camera exactly how small your dick is, how you've never satisfied her."

Each revelation lands like a physical blow, Tom's body actually jerking as if I'm striking him. William makes a choked sound, sliding further down the wall, his eyes fixed on the floor, unable to look at his mother bent over the desk with another man inside her.

"Your country club friends, your business associates, your charitable foundation board—they'll all see exactly what kind of man you are. One who can't even keep his own wife satisfied. One who makes his fortune by cheating sick people out of their coverage." I pause, letting the threat sink in. "And of course, there's William's little problem at school. Those cheating allegations I've planted about him will get him expelled."

"Leave him out of this," Tom says, his voice breaking as he glances at his son. "He has nothing to do with this."

"Everything and everyone you claim to love has something to do with this," I counter coldly. "Sign the papers, Tom. Or I'll destroy not just you, but your entire legacy."

I reach for a pen on the desk, holding it out to him. Tom stares at it like it might bite him, his entire body trembling with suppressed rage, fear, and humiliation.

"Why?" he asks, his voice barely audible. "Why are you doing this?"

I smile, a predator showing its teeth. "Because I can. Because men like you think you're untouchable, that your money and power make you gods. I'm just proving how wrong you are. How easily it all crumbles."

Tom takes a hesitant step forward, then another, moving as if in a trance. His eyes keep darting between my face and where his wife remains bent over the desk, my cock still buried inside her. When he reaches for the pen, his hand shakes so badly he nearly drops it.

"Don't do it, Dad," William finally speaks, his voice cracking with emotion. "We can fight this. We can—"

"Shut up, William," Tom snaps, his momentary spine disappearing as quickly as it emerged. "You don't understand what's at stake."

"Listen to your father," I taunt the boy. "He's finally making one good decision in his pathetic life."

I slap the contract down on the desk beside Kourtney's head, pointing to the signature line. Tom hesitates one final moment, then begins to sign, each stroke of the pen slow and deliberate, as if he's signing his own death warrant.

As he signs, I resume my thrusting, slow and deep, making sure he can see every inch of me disappearing inside his wife. Kourtney whimpers, her body responding automatically to my movements despite the extreme humiliation of the situation.

"That's it," I encourage, watching the pen move across the paper. "Sign it all away. Your company, your wife, your dignity—none of it was ever really yours to begin with."

The pen scratches across the final line, completing the signature that transfers billions of dollars in assets to me. The moment he finishes, I increase my pace, pounding into Kourtney with renewed vigor. My own climax approaches rapidly, the absolute domination of this moment pushing me toward the edge.

"Now watch me fill your wife with my cum," I growl at Tom, who stands frozen, pen still clutched in his hand, contract signed beneath him. "The final seal on our arrangement."

My orgasm hits with volcanic force, pleasure radiating outward from where my cock pulses inside Kourtney's trembling body. I drive in deep, holding her firmly in place as I empty myself inside her, marking her one final time as my property rather than his.

"Fuck," I groan, fingers digging into her hips as the last pulses of my release fade. "That's a good slut. Taking every drop."

Tom makes a strangled noise, the pen falling from his nerveless fingers to clatter on the desk. Beside him, William has turned away completely, his shoulders shaking with silent sobs. The complete destruction of the Mitchell men is a work of art—the father broken financially and sexually, the son psychologically shattered by witnessing his mother's degradation.

I slowly withdraw from Kourtney, my softening cock slipping from her well-used pussy with an obscene wet sound. My cum follows, trickling down her thighs in thick white rivulets, dripping onto the expensive carpet—another permanent stain in Tom's perfect world.

"Clean me," I command, turning Kourtney to face me.

Without hesitation, she drops to her knees before me, taking my length into her mouth, sucking our combined fluids from my shaft with eager devotion. She looks up at me as she works, eyes worshipful despite the tears streaking her makeup-smeared face.

Tom watches, completely broken, as his wife performs this final act of submission. The fight has left him entirely, his shoulders slumped, his eyes vacant. He's a shell of the powerful man who once commanded boardrooms and intimidated employees.

I reach into my pocket and pull out a small notebook, flipping it open to a page with a list of names. Tom Mitchell's is near the top, alongside several others—all wealthy, powerful men who've built their fortunes on the backs of others, who've treated people like disposable commodities.

With a satisfied smile, I pull a pen from the desk and draw a line through Tom's name. Another target eliminated. Another predator becoming prey.

"We're done here," I tell the broken family, tucking the signed contract into the portfolio. "Tom, I'll have my lawyers contact yours with the transfer details. William, perhaps consider a fresh start somewhere far away. And Kourtney—" I pat her head as she continues to suck me clean, "—get packed. You won't be staying in this house anymore."

I step back, tucking myself into my pants as Kourtney rises unsteadily to her feet, cum still leaking down her thighs. She doesn't look at her husband or son, her eyes fixed only on me, waiting for her next command.

The Mitchell empire has fallen. And I already know who's next on my list.


Chapter 12

I walk down the sweeping driveway of the Mitchell estate with Kourtney holding tightly to my arm like a love-struck teenager. She's wearing nothing but a hastily thrown-on sundress, no underwear, my cum still leaking down her inner thighs. Behind us, the massive front doors remain open, Tom and William silhouetted in the entrance like ghosts haunting their own lives. They don't move to stop us, don't call out, don't do anything but watch as I take the final piece of their fractured family away. The conquest is complete, the destruction absolute, and I feel the familiar rush of power that comes with breaking a man completely.

"Where are we going?" Kourtney asks, her voice small and vulnerable, a stark contrast to the screaming, confident socialite she once was. Her hand trembles slightly where it grips my forearm, her body still adjusting to the reality that she's abandoned everything—her marriage, her home, her social standing—for me.

"Somewhere better," I reply, not bothering to elaborate as I help her into the passenger seat of Tom's Ferrari. One last twist of the knife—stealing his prized car along with his wife and company. I slide into the driver's seat, the leather still warm from Tom's body heat from his drive home earlier. The engine roars to life, and I gun it down the long driveway, gravel spraying behind us.

In the rearview mirror, I catch a final glimpse of the Mitchell men standing in the doorway, diminishing figures in the glass. Two broken dolls in an empty dollhouse. Perfect.

Kourtney doesn't look back. The power of my touch ensures she has no regrets, no second thoughts about abandoning her life of luxury. All that matters now is staying close to me, serving me, pleasing me. Her hand rests on my thigh as I drive, inching closer to my crotch with each passing mile, her body already craving its next fix.

"Not yet," I tell her, removing her hand. "You'll get more soon enough."

The Grand Palais Hotel rises like a gleaming spire in the center of downtown, its limestone façade and gold-trimmed windows screaming old money and discretion. The valet rushes to open Kourtney's door, his eyes widening at the sight of her—disheveled, slightly bruised, mascara streaked, yet still unmistakably beautiful. The kind of woman who usually enters this hotel on the arm of a wealthy husband, perfectly coiffed and dressed in designer labels.

I toss the Ferrari keys to the valet. "Park it carefully. It's new." The young man nods eagerly, no doubt recognizing the vehicle's quarter-million-dollar price tag.

The lobby is all marble and crystal, old-world opulence designed to make the wealthy feel at home. The front desk manager straightens his tie as we approach, his practiced smile faltering slightly at Kourtney's appearance.

"Good afternoon, sir. Welcome to the Grand Palais."

"Penthouse suite," I tell him, sliding a black credit card across the marble counter—another souvenir from Tom's wallet. "For at least a week."

His eyes widen slightly at the card, then at my casual request for the hotel's most expensive accommodation. "Of course, sir. Right away."

Minutes later, we're ascending in a private elevator, Kourtney pressed against me, her lips on my neck, hands roaming across my chest. The power makes them insatiable—constant, unrelenting need that only I can satisfy. I allow her to touch me, enjoying her desperation, the way she whimpers when my hand slides up her thigh and confirms she's still wet, still leaking my previous load.

The penthouse suite unfolds before us like a small palace—floor-to-ceiling windows offering panoramic city views, custom furniture, a dining room, multiple bedrooms, and a marble bathroom larger than most apartments. Kourtney doesn't even glance at the luxury surrounding us. Her eyes are fixed on me, waiting for instructions, for permission to continue servicing me.

"Go shower," I tell her, nodding toward the master bathroom. "Clean yourself up. But don't get dressed afterward."

She nods eagerly and hurries to obey, leaving me alone in the massive living area. I wander to the windows, looking out over the city that's now partially mine thanks to the Mitchell Insurance Group acquisition. From this height, people look like ants—insignificant, easily crushed beneath my heel. Just like Tom Mitchell.

I pull out my notebook again, flipping past Tom's crossed-out name to focus on the next target. Rajesh Kapoor. Tech billionaire, self-styled philanthropist, and just as corrupt as Tom in his own way. His company's facial recognition software is secretly selling data to authoritarian governments. His public persona as a family man and champion of "ethical tech" is as fraudulent as Tom's insurance policies.

More importantly, he has a stunning wife—Aishwarya, former Miss World, now devoted spouse and step-mother to his daughter from a previous marriage. I've seen photos of her at charity galas, her exotic beauty standing out even among the most beautiful women in the room. And the daughter, Alia, is making waves as a rising starlet, riding her father's connections to fame.

Another perfect family ripe for destruction. Another powerful man about to learn he's not untouchable.

I hear the shower stop, followed by Kourtney's bare feet padding across marble. She emerges from the bathroom completely naked, skin pink from the hot water, blonde hair hanging wet around her shoulders. Without a word, she crosses the room and drops to her knees before me as I sit on the edge of the king-sized bed.

Her hands move to my zipper, looking up for permission, which I grant with a slight nod. She frees my cock with practiced ease—she's done this dozens of times in the past week, learning exactly how I like to be touched, sucked, worshipped. Her technique has improved dramatically under my guidance, transforming from the perfunctory blow jobs she gave Tom to the devoted oral service she now provides me.

I open the notebook on my lap, studying the details I've gathered about the Kapoor family while Kourtney's warm mouth engulfs my cock. The dual sensation of planning my next conquest while receiving pleasure from my current one sends a surge of power through me. This is what I was born for—taking what belongs to others, proving how easily the mighty fall.

Kourtney works my shaft with slow, loving devotion, her tongue tracing the underside, her hands gently massaging my balls. She's not trying to make me cum quickly—she knows I like to be serviced for extended periods, enjoying the power of having a beautiful woman on her knees, using her mouth solely for my pleasure.

"That's it," I murmur, stroking her wet hair absently while reading about Rajesh's upcoming charity gala. "Take it deeper."

She complies immediately, relaxing her throat to take my entire length, her nose pressing against my pelvis. She holds the position until tears form in her eyes, then pulls back slightly to breathe before repeating the process. Perfect submission. Complete devotion.

The Kapoor gala will be my entry point. An exclusive event at their mansion, featuring the wealthiest and most powerful people in the tech world. Kourtney will be useful there—her social connections should be enough to secure us an invitation. And once inside, I'll begin the process of identifying weaknesses, establishing contact, planning my approach to both Aishwarya and Alia.

Kourtney moans around my cock, the vibrations sending pleasant sensations up my shaft. Her hands grip my thighs, steadying herself as she works, her knees surely aching against the hard floor. She doesn't complain. Wouldn't dream of it. Her only concern now is my pleasure, my satisfaction.

"You're going to help me with something," I tell her, setting the notebook aside to focus on her for a moment. I grab her hair, controlling her movements, guiding her head up and down on my shaft at the pace I prefer. "There's a man named Rajesh Kapoor. You know him?"

She nods as best she can with my cock in her mouth, eyes widening slightly with recognition.

"Good. We're going to his charity gala next weekend. You're going to get us invited."

She pulls off just long enough to whisper, "Yes, Jack, anything you want," before eagerly returning to her task, sucking with renewed enthusiasm.

I lean back slightly, enjoying both the physical sensation and the anticipation of my next conquest. The Mitchells were just the beginning. The Kapoors will be next. Then whoever follows them on my list. One by one, I'll take them all down—the wealthy, the powerful, the untouchable.

None of them stand a chance against what I can do. Against what I am.

I close my eyes, Kourtney's warm mouth working magic on my cock, and smile at the thought of Aishwarya Kapoor on her knees in this same position, her exotic beauty defiled, her elegance destroyed. And beside her, perhaps, her stepdaughter Alia, young and fresh-faced, learning to service me alongside her stepmother.

The empire of Rajesh Kapoor will fall, just like Tom Mitchell's. And I'll be there to pick up the pieces—and the women—left behind.

.
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The gentle hum of the jet engines vibrates through the cabin as Kourtney's tight pussy slides up and down my throbbing cock. I grip her hips, watching her tanned back arch as she moans my name. The view from thirty thousand feet doesn't compare to the sight of this former trophy wife—now my personal slave—riding me with desperate abandon, her designer dress bunched around her waist, exposing the curve of her ass as it connects with my thighs in a rhythm that matches my heartbeat.

"Fuck, Jack," she gasps, throwing her head back, her highlighted blonde hair cascading down her spine like a waterfall of gold. "Your cock feels so goddamn good inside me."

Her walls clench around me as she grinds her hips in a circular motion that sends electric shocks straight to my core. At forty-two, Kourtney knows exactly how to work a man's body. Before I claimed her, she was the queen of Beverly Hills society, the perfect wife to her tech mogul husband. Now she's just another notch on my belt, another woman who can't live without the pleasure only I can give her.

I run my hands up her sides, feeling her body shiver at my touch. My fingertips trace the outline of her ribs before cupping her breasts, pinching her hardened nipples through the thin fabric of her five-thousand-dollar dress. The material is probably ruined—soaked through with her juices—but neither of us gives a fuck.

"That's right," I whisper, my breath hot against her ear. "Take all of me."

With one hand still kneading her breast, I reach for the leather notebook on the side table, flipping it open to the next name on my list: Rajesh Kapoor. The sight of his name makes my cock twitch inside Kourtney, who responds with a moan that sounds like it was torn from the depths of her soul.

The notebook contains my targets—men who deserve to have their lives dismantled, piece by piece. And I'm the perfect man for the job.

Six months ago, high in the mountains of Tibet, I discovered a monk who possessed ancient knowledge. He saw something in me—something dark and hungry—and recognized a vessel for his power. He passed his gift to me: the Kama Sutra Touch. One touch from my hand, and any woman becomes a slave to her most primal desires, a willing participant in her own corruption, a desperate cum dumpster who exists only to please me.

Tom Mitchell, Kourtney's husband, was one of the first men I targeted. An insurance billionaire who built his fortune on stealing from his clients. I infiltrated his social circle and destroyed his business. And, best of all, I took his MILF wife.

"Kourtney," I say, my voice deep and commanding. She immediately slows her movements, listening attentively even as her pussy continues to milk my shaft. "I need to tell you about our next job."

"Yes, Master," she breathes, her body trembling as she fights against the urge to continue riding me hard. The power I have over her is intoxicating.

"Rajesh Kapoor," I tell her, gripping her hips firmly to control her pace. "Indian tech billionaire. Worth about thirty billion. Made his fortune in software development and telecommunications."

Kourtney moans softly as I allow her to slide down further on my cock, taking me deeper inside her.

"What did he do?" she asks, her voice barely audible over the sound of the jet engines and her own heavy breathing.

"He stole the life's work of a brilliant engineer, drove the man to suicide, then married his widow." I thrust up suddenly, making her gasp. "He deserves to lose everything, just like Tom did."

The mention of her husband's name makes Kourtney's pussy clench around me. She turns her head, looking over her shoulder with glazed eyes.

"Tom was nothing compared to you," she whispers. "You own me completely."

"And now I'm going to own Rajesh's life," I continue, guiding her movements as I explain the plan. "I've arranged to be hired as a 'lifestyle consultant' for his wife, Aishwarya. Former Miss World, still stunning at thirty-five. One touch, and she'll be mine."

Kourtney picks up the pace, grinding down harder on my cock, her ass jiggling with each impact. "And then what?" she asks, her breathing becoming more erratic.

"Then I'll use her to destroy him from the inside. Turn his perfect trophy wife into my personal whore. Make her betray him in the most humiliating ways possible." I slide my hand around to her front, finding her clit with my fingertips. "Just like I did with you."

She moans loudly, her walls spasming around me as I circle her swollen clit. "Yes, yes, yes," she chants, her voice rising in pitch. "Make her your slut, Jack. Make her worship your cock like I do."

I pinch her clit lightly, making her yelp. "You'll help me, won't you? You'll show her exactly how to please her new master."

"God, yes," Kourtney groans, grinding down harder. "I'll teach her everything. How to suck your cock, how to take it deep in her ass, how to beg for your cum. I'll help you break her, Jack."

The image of Kourtney training another woman to please me—especially the wife of a billionaire—sends a surge of pleasure through my body. I grip her hips tighter, guiding her movements more forcefully.

"You'll be my little assistant," I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You'll hold her down while I fuck her. You'll clean my cum off her body with your tongue."

Kourtney's walls clench rhythmically around my cock as my words push her closer to the edge. "Please," she begs, her voice cracking with need. "Please let me make you cum, Master."
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