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Chapter 1

The City of Lights sprawls beneath us like a constellation fallen to earth, the Eiffel Tower a golden spire piercing the night. I sip aged Macallan from a crystal tumbler, savoring the victory of Zaraab while luxuriating in the wet heat of two mouths competing for my cock. Zara's tongue traces the underside of my shaft while Rivka's full lips close around the head, their eyes meeting in playful competition above my lap. The hum of the jet engines forms a perfect backdrop to the wet, hungry sounds of their worship.

"Ladies, ladies," I murmur, threading my fingers through Zara's silky black hair. "There's plenty for both of you."

Rivka pulls back with an audible pop, her intelligent eyes—usually dissecting philosophical treatises—now glazed with lust as she watches Zara take her place. "We know that all too well, Jack," she purrs, her Israeli accent thicker with arousal. "But sharing has never been my strong suit."

I can't help but smile at the contrast between them—Zara, the fallen Arabian princess with caramel skin and regal bearing even on her knees, and Dr. Rivka Nazari, once the brilliant philosophical mind behind the Prince's Neom City architectural concepts. Both women, formidable in their own domains, now reduced to competing for the privilege of sucking my cock as Paris beckons below.

My eyes roll back into my head when Zara exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips me tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes upward while taking me deep into her throat. Her technique has improved dramatically since our first encounter in the palace gardens—royal training now repurposed for a different kind of service.

Not to be outdone, Rivka moves to my side, her lips finding my neck, her hand sliding beneath Zara's to cup my balls with delicate pressure. At forty-two, the Israeli academic's body defies time—firm breasts straining against her silk blouse, legs that seem to go forever beneath her skirt, now hiked up to reveal a lack of underwear. The scent of her arousal mingles with her expensive perfume, creating an intoxicating cocktail that fills the private cabin.

"My turn," she whispers, gently nudging Zara aside to reclaim her position between my thighs.

Zara relinquishes my cock with visible reluctance, a strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the tip for a moment before breaking. At thirty-eight, the former Princess carries herself with the confident sexuality of a woman who knows her worth beyond royal titles. Her perfect breasts—unbound beneath the cashmere sweater I selected for her in the jet's wardrobe—rise and fall with her quickened breathing as she watches Rivka take me deep into her mouth.

The sight of these two accomplished MILFS on their knees before me—one a royal consort trained in palace protocol, the other a world-class intellectual with three PhDs—sends a surge of power through me that rivals even the rush of bringing down the Prince.

"Fight for it," I command, leaning back in my custom leather seat as Paris glitters closer below us.

They need no further instruction, their mouths converging on my shaft from opposite sides, tongues battling for territory along its length. Zara works the sensitive underside while Rivka focuses on the head, their saliva mingling as they worship me together. Occasionally their tongues meet, and they share a fleeting kiss before returning to their primary focus—pleasing me with every skill at their disposal.

As I watch them service me with single-minded dedication, I reflect on the journey that brought me here. Eight months ago, on my twenty-first birthday, I was just another trust fund kid wandering through Southeast Asia on a "finding myself" expedition that was really about escaping responsibility. Until that rainy afternoon in a remote monastery outside Chiang Mai, when everything changed.

The ancient monk had seemed unremarkable at first—another withered spiritual guide selling enlightenment to Western tourists. But something in his eyes when he looked at me suggested knowledge far beyond meditation techniques and breathing exercises. He'd called me aside from the tour group, his gnarled finger beckoning me into a chamber forbidden to visitors.

"You have purpose unfulfilled," he'd told me in perfect English, his eyes boring into mine with unsettling intensity. "You have been chosen."

Before I could question what he meant, his palm pressed against mine, and searing heat shot up my arm and through my entire body. The sensation was excruciating yet orgasmic, a transformation encoded at the cellular level. When it ended, I felt exactly the same, yet fundamentally changed.

"The Kama Sutra Touch is yours now," the monk had explained, already turning away as if his role was complete. "Use it to bring down those who abuse power. The untouchables who believe themselves beyond consequence."

I'd discovered the power's effects accidentally that same night, when I brushed hands with a bartender while paying for my drink. The immediate transformation in her—from professional server to desperate sexual creature—had been shocking, fascinating, and ultimately intoxicating. Within hours, she'd given me access codes to her boss's office—a local crime lord who'd been trafficking young girls for decades.

My first "untouchable" had fallen a week later, his empire dismantled from within by the very women he'd controlled through fear and violence.

"Jack? Where did you go?" Zara's voice pulls me back to the present. She's straddling my thigh now, grinding against me while Rivka continues her oral ministrations.

"Just remembering where it all began," I reply, reaching for the black sharkskin notebook beside me. I flip past the Prince's name—now crossed out with a single definitive line—to my next target.

Julien Rousseau stares up at me from the page, his carefully cultivated image of creative genius pasted beside detailed notes on his predatory behavior. "The Emperor of Paris," as fashion insiders call him, has built an empire on stealing designs from unknowns and sexually harassing models with impunity. His signature is visible on nondisclosure agreements spanning decades—young women paid to keep silent about "creative sessions" that were nothing more than coerced sexual encounters.

"Tell us about him," Rivka asks, her academic curiosity momentarily overriding her lust as she notices my attention on the notebook.

"Julien Rousseau," I explain, closing the notebook and returning it to its place beside me. "Sixty-three years old, built a fashion empire worth billions, and believes his artistic genius entitles him to use women's bodies however he pleases. He's notorious for forcing himself on models and assistants, then buying their silence or destroying their careers if they resist."

Both women's eyes narrow at this—their own experiences with powerful men making this all too familiar.

"The plan is simple," I continue, running my fingers through Rivka's hair as she returns to pleasuring me. "I'll pose as an angel investor from Silicon Valley, looking to fund a 'disruptive' luxury brand that merges technology with high fashion. The concept will appeal to his ego and vanity—he sees himself as an innovator, always ahead of trends."

Zara nods, her royal training in diplomacy making her quick to grasp the strategy. "And once you're close enough to touch him?"

"Not him," I correct her, smiling as understanding dawns in her eyes. "His wife. Colette Rousseau is his primary muse, his creative partner, and the keeper of all his secrets. Through her, I'll access everything needed to bring down his empire—including the evidence of his predation that he believes is safely hidden."

Rivka makes an appreciative sound around my cock, the vibrations sending pleasure coursing through me. I grip her hair tighter, guiding her movements as Paris comes into clearer view below. The fashion capital of the world, where artistry meets exploitation, where beauty masks ugliness—and where my next conquest awaits, unaware that her world is about to change forever with a single touch.

Without warning, I grab Rivka's head with both hands, fingers tangling in her chestnut curls as I thrust upward, forcing my cock deep into her throat. Her academic theories and philosophical frameworks are rendered useless as her mouth becomes nothing more than a wet hole for my pleasure. Her eyes widen in shock, then submission, as I establish a brutal rhythm that transforms her from distinguished professor to face-fucked slut in seconds.

"That's it," I growl, controlling her movements entirely, watching tears form at the corners of her eyes as her throat constricts around my shaft. "Show the Princess how a proper intellectual services cock."

Rivka's hands instinctively move to my thighs, not to push away but to steady herself as I use her mouth with merciless precision. The wet, obscene sounds of her gagging fill the cabin, creating a primal soundtrack that seems to excite Zara, who moves to straddle my thigh, grinding herself against me as she watches her rival struggle.

"Kiss me," I command Zara, never slowing my assault on Rivka's throat.

The former Princess leans forward instantly, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that contains all the fire and passion her royal marriage lacked. Her tongue slides against mine as she moans into my mouth, the vibrations echoing through me. The contrast is intoxicating—the violent, brutal connection with Rivka's throat and the passionate, hungry kissing with Zara, all happening simultaneously.

Rivka makes a desperate choking sound as I drive deeper, her throat convulsing around me in involuntary resistance. Mascara-stained tears stream down her cheeks, dripping onto her silk blouse where they create dark stains against the fabric. The sight of this brilliant woman—who once lectured at Harvard and advised kings—reduced to a sloppy, gagging mess sends another surge of power through me.

"Look at me," I demand, pulling back just enough to allow her a partial breath. When her watery eyes meet mine, I thrust forward again, even deeper than before, holding her in place as she struggles to accommodate my length. "This is what all those degrees and accolades led to—being throat-fucked on my private jet while I discuss business."

Zara's hand slides between my chest and hers, finding her own clit through her skirt, working herself as she watches Rivka's degradation. Her breathing quickens against my lips as she grinds harder against my thigh, leaving a damp spot on my expensive trousers.

"She's turning purple, Jack," Zara whispers, not with concern but with aroused fascination.

Indeed, Rivka's face has darkened from the exertion and lack of oxygen, her eyes rolling back slightly as consciousness begins to waver. Strings of thick saliva connect her stretched lips to the base of my cock, her chin soaked with a mixture of tears and drool. Still, she doesn't try to pull away—the Touch ensuring that even this rough treatment registers as pleasure in her rewired brain.

Just as her eyelids begin to flutter, signaling impending unconsciousness, I pull out completely. Rivka collapses forward, gasping desperately for air, her whole body trembling as oxygen floods back into her system. Before she can fully recover, I turn my attention to Zara.

"Your turn," I tell the Princess, pushing her down to her knees beside the still-recovering Rivka. "Show me what royal training is good for."

Zara's eyes shine with eager anticipation as she moves into position, her tongue darting out to lick the mixture of saliva and pre-cum from my shaft. Unlike Rivka's academic approach, Zara brings royal precision to the task, her tongue working with deliberate skill along every sensitive spot she's learned drives me wild.

I grip my cock at the base, slapping it lightly against her cheeks, marking her royal face with Rivka's spit. "Open wide, Princess."

She complies instantly, extending her tongue and parting her lips in perfect presentation. Beside her, Rivka has recovered enough to kneel upright again, her makeup ruined but her eyes still glazed with desire. The two MILFS kneel side by side now, the former royal and the disheveled intellectual, both reduced to the same basic function—vessels for my pleasure.

"Both of you," I command, guiding their heads close together. "Show me those beautiful faces."

They understand immediately, pressing their cheeks together and looking up at me with expressions of anticipation. Rivka's glasses sit askew on her nose, her lipstick smeared beyond repair, while Zara maintains a shred of her royal composure despite the debased position. The contrast is visually stunning—olive and caramel skin side by side, dark eyes fixed on mine with identical hunger.

I stroke myself rapidly, aiming at their upturned faces, feeling the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. "Don't you dare close your eyes," I warn them, my voice strained with approaching release.

The first pulse hits Zara's left cheek, a thick rope of white against her royal skin. The second lands across Rivka's lips and chin. I continue stroking, marking every inch of their beautiful faces—foreheads, cheeks, mouths—until both women are thoroughly covered, my release connecting them in the most primal way possible.

When I've emptied myself completely, the sight before me is one of perfect debasement—two accomplished, mature women kneeling in submission, faces painted white with my seed, eyes still locked on mine in reverent adoration.

"Clean each other," I instruct, tucking myself away as I reach for the forgotten tumbler of scotch.

Without hesitation, Zara turns to Rivka, her tongue extending to gather a drop of my release from the philosopher's chin. Rivka responds in kind, her academic restraint completely abandoned as she licks a streak of cum from Zara's cheek. Their tongues meet between their faces, sharing my load between them in a perverse kiss that grows increasingly passionate.

I watch with satisfied amusement as they continue, snowballing my release back and forth, occasionally swallowing portions while saving enough to continue their display. Their hands begin to wander—Zara's finding Rivka's breast through her ruined blouse, Rivka's sliding beneath Zara's skirt to discover the wetness there.

The captain's voice interrupts through the cabin speakers, announcing our imminent descent into Paris. The women break their kiss reluctantly, a final string of saliva and semen connecting their lips momentarily before breaking.

"Clean yourselves up," I instruct, gesturing toward the private bathroom. "We have work to do when we land."

As they rise on unsteady legs to comply, I look out at the approaching city below, the morning sun now illuminating its iconic landmarks. Paris—city of light, love, and fashion—unaware that I've arrived to dismantle one of its most celebrated empires from within. Julien Rousseau's reign is about to end, his wife the unwitting key to his downfall, just as the women who once belonged to the Prince have become instruments of my power rather than his.


Chapter 2

Rousseau's flagship atelier rises like a modernist cathedral from the heart of the Marais—a gleaming monument to the ego of a man who has convinced the world that his creativity justifies any behavior, no matter how predatory. I adjust my custom Tom Ford suit as I approach the entrance, the fabricated credentials of Silicon Valley venture capitalist "Jack Hammond" already opening doors throughout Paris Fashion Week. The atelier is a symphony in white—white walls, white floors, white furniture—the absence of color supposedly stimulating purer creativity while conveniently making Julien the only splash of vibrancy in his sterile kingdom.

The security guard recognizes my name on the exclusive guest list and ushers me through with deferential efficiency. Inside, the space opens into a vast expanse of architectural minimalism—soaring ceilings, strategic spotlights, and the hushed reverence of a space that considers itself more sacred than any church. Fashion industry elites circulate like exotic birds, air-kissing and exchanging whispered critiques. Assistants with identical severe haircuts and all-black ensembles scurry about, carrying fabric samples and digital tablets like religious offerings.

Day one of Paris Fashion Week has transformed the normally controlled chaos of the atelier into something approaching contained nuclear fission—energy barely restrained by the white walls. Models with hollow cheeks and vacant eyes are being fitted in one corner, their skeletal frames draped with fabric worth more than most people's annual salaries. Photographers adjust lighting on an improvised set while influencers pose with calculated spontaneity against the pristine backdrop.

"Monsieur Hammond!" A flamboyant voice cuts through the carefully modulated din. "How magnificent that you could join us during this most frenzied time!"

Julien Rousseau approaches with the practiced glide of someone who considers walking beneath his talents. At sixty-three, he maintains the affected mannerisms of a much younger enfant terrible—hair artfully tousled with strategic silver streaks, face taut from subtle surgeries that aim for youth without admitting its pursuit. His outfit is a calculated study in controlled eccentricity—classic black trousers and turtleneck providing a canvas for a riot of accessories that scream creative genius while whispering insecurity.

"The pleasure is mine," I respond, shaking his hand with just enough firmness to establish equality without threatening his fragile ego. "Your reputation precedes you, Monsieur Rousseau."

"Julien, please," he insists with false modesty, each gesture of his hands like punctuation marks in a language only he speaks fluently. "I understand you're interested in disrupting the luxury space with technology integration? Fascinating concept, though of course, the soul of fashion must remain sacrosanct."

"Absolutely," I agree, playing the role of tech investor with practiced ease. "Technology should enhance the artistry, not replace it."

His eyes light up at my deference to his creative authority. "You must meet my wife, my muse, my better half in every sense—Colette!"

He gestures imperiously toward a woman examining fabric swatches across the room, and she turns with the fluid grace of someone who knows they're about to be watched. My breath catches momentarily as she approaches.

Colette Rousseau defies every stereotype of the fashion designer's wife. Where the industry favors skeletal thinness, she embraces sensuous curves that speak to an appreciation of life's pleasures beyond mere aesthetics. Her body—magnificent in a tailored crimson dress that stands out like a wound against the white environment—moves with the confident sensuality of a woman who knows precisely the effect she has on men.

Her face belongs in a Renaissance painting—high cheekbones framing almond-shaped eyes the color of aged cognac. But it's her mouth that draws and holds my attention—full lips painted a deep red that matches her dress, the bottom one slightly fuller than the top, creating a permanent pout that suggests both aristocratic disdain and carnal promise. These are lips designed by nature for one primary purpose—wrapped around a man's cock, they would be transcendent.

As she comes closer, I note the perfect symmetry of her features, the flawless skin with just enough lines around her eyes to suggest experience rather than age. At what must be forty-five, she carries herself with the confidence of a woman who knows she outshines models half her age.

"Colette, my treasure," Julien announces with proprietary pride, "This is Jack Hammond, the American investor I mentioned. Monsieur Hammond, my wife and creative partner, Colette."

Her breasts—impossibly perfect, either by genetic lottery or surgical mastery—strain slightly against the tailored bodice of her dress as she extends her hand to me. The fabric reveals a décolletage that manages to be both elegant and provocative, suggesting depths while revealing only a tantalizing glimpse of what must be magnificent cleavage.

"Enchantée," she offers, her voice a smoky contralto that carries both cultivation and sensuality. "Julien has spoken of little else but your visit since your call last week."

I take her offered hand, not in the limp, fingertips-only grasp common in fashion circles, but properly, skin to skin, my thumb brushing deliberately across her pulse point. The Touch activates instantly, invisible to onlookers but as palpable as lightning between us.

The transformation is immediate but subtle—a testament to decades of social training that allows her to maintain outward composure while internal revolution occurs. Her pupils dilate dramatically, nearly eclipsing the cognac irises surrounding them. A flush rises from her chest, creeping upward like a tide of desire flooding her system. Her breathing changes, becoming slightly more rapid, her magnificent breasts rising and falling with increased urgency beneath the structured crimson fabric.

"The pleasure," I reply, holding her hand a moment longer than propriety dictates, "is entirely mine."

A tremor runs through her slender frame—not the affected artistic sensitivity she likely displays at gallery openings and fashion shows, but something primal and unbidden. Her lips part slightly, tongue darting out unconsciously to moisten them as her eyes lock onto mine with new intensity.

"Colette has been instrumental in the upcoming collection," Julien continues, oblivious to the seismic shift occurring in his wife. "Her eye for detail is unparalleled."

"I can see that," I respond, still holding her gaze as I release her hand with deliberate slowness. "She clearly notices things others might miss."

Something flashes across her face—recognition, perhaps, that whatever is happening to her body is my doing, not some spontaneous midlife awakening. Her hand trembles slightly as she brings it back to her side, the other moving to her throat in an unconscious gesture that draws attention to her elegant neck.

"Monsieur Rousseau!" An assistant appears, tablet in hand, panic evident in his voice. "The fabric for the opening look has arrived with a flaw. The team needs your immediate decision on alternatives."

Julien sighs dramatically, the weight of creative genius apparently a terrible burden. "The trials of creation never cease. Forgive me, Monsieur Hammond, but this requires my personal attention. Perhaps Colette could show you some pieces from the archives while I resolve this crisis?"

"I'd be honored," I reply, careful to maintain the pretense of business interest.

"Of course," Colette agrees, her voice huskier than before, that slight French accent more pronounced as arousal thickens her speech. "I can show you the private collection... the pieces that never make it to the runway."

Julien kisses her cheek absently before sweeping away in a flurry of affected importance, trailing assistants like remoras after a shark. As soon as he's gone, Colette turns to me, the perfect façade of socialite poise cracked by undisguised need.

"This way," she manages, gesturing toward a hallway leading deeper into the atelier. "The collection is... through here."

As she leads me away from the main space, her walk has changed—the deliberate sway of her hips now less calculated seduction and more involuntary response to the arousal building between her thighs. The Touch has begun its work, transforming the designer's legendary muse into something far more primal before my eyes.

The private collection room is a sanctuary of creative excess hidden behind the minimalist public façade—a secret space where Julien's most daring work resides before being sanitized for commercial consumption. Dress forms wearing half-finished garments stand like silent witnesses along the walls, their headless torsos draped in fabrics worth thousands. Colette closes the door behind us with a soft click that echoes in the hushed space, and the moment the latch engages, I grab her arms, spinning her roughly against the nearest wall. Her eyes widen in momentary shock before the Touch transforms surprise into desperate need.

"What are you—" she begins, but I silence her with my mouth, claiming those perfect lips in a kiss that contains none of the social restraint that governed our interaction just moments ago.

She responds instantly, the Touch ensuring that what might have been resistance becomes desperate participation. Her mouth opens beneath mine, tongue seeking entry with urgent hunger. I press her harder against the white wall, my body pinning hers as my hands move from her arms to more interesting territory. The refined, elegant muse of Paris's fashion emperor melts against me, decades of cultivated sophistication dissolving under the primitive imperative now coursing through her veins.

My hands find her breasts, squeezing roughly through the structured fabric of her crimson dress. Even through the material, I can feel the firmness that belies her age—either natural perfection or the work of Paris's finest surgeons. Either way, they fill my palms magnificently as I knead them with deliberate roughness that draws a whimper from her throat.

"I don't understand," she gasps when I break the kiss to bite at her neck, my teeth finding the tender spot where pulse meets collarbone. "I never do this... I've never wanted..."

"You do now," I growl against her skin, one hand sliding down to grab her ass through the dress, lifting her slightly so my hardening cock presses against her center. "You want nothing else."

Her head falls back against the wall, exposing more of her elegant neck to my mouth as I continue my assault. My free hand finds the slit in her dress, sliding beneath to discover she wears only the sheerest of silk underwear beneath. I push the fabric aside easily, fingers finding her already embarrassingly wet.

"Oh god," she moans, the sound carrying a hint of French inflection that makes it even more erotic. "What's happening to me?"

I don't answer, letting my fingers do the talking as they slide through her soaked folds, finding her clit with practiced precision. Her hips buck against my hand involuntarily, her body betraying any lingering resistance her mind might harbor. The Touch has rewired her responses completely, turning sophisticated restraint into raw animal need.

My thumb circles her clit while two fingers thrust inside her, finding that spot that makes her gasp and claw at my shoulders. With my other hand, I reach behind her to unzip her dress, pulling it down to expose those magnificent breasts I've been admiring through fabric. They spill free, revealing themselves to be even more perfect than I imagined—full and firm, defying gravity despite their generous size, with rosy nipples already hardened to tight peaks.

"On your knees," I command, withdrawing my fingers from her body and stepping back slightly.

For a heartbeat, confusion battles with arousal on her beautiful face—the socially prominent wife of Julien Rousseau, respected throughout Paris for her taste and refinement, being ordered to her knees in her husband's atelier. Then the Touch reasserts its dominance over her rewired nervous system, and she sinks gracefully to the pristine white floor, her crimson dress pooling around her like spilled wine.

I unbuckle my belt unhurriedly, enjoying the sight of her looking up at me with desperate anticipation. Her lipstick is smeared from our kissing, her carefully styled hair already beginning to come undone, her pupils so dilated that her eyes appear almost black. She licks those perfect lips unconsciously, her breath coming in short pants that make her exposed breasts rise and fall hypnotically.

"This is what you really are," I tell her as I free my cock from my trousers, already fully hard from the thrill of conquest. "Not a muse, not a tastemaker, not a socialite. Just another hungry mouth waiting to be filled."

A small sound escapes her—halfway between protest and moan—but she makes no move to rise or turn away. Instead, her hands rest on her thighs in a pose of perfect submission, waiting for my next command. The Touch has stripped away decades of social conditioning, revealing the primal creature beneath the sophistication.

I step closer, one hand moving to tangle in her expertly highlighted hair, destroying the careful work of what I'm sure was Paris's most exclusive stylist. My other hand guides my cock to her waiting lips, rubbing the head against them, smearing pre-cum across the expensive lipstick.

"Open," I order, and those perfect lips part instantly.

Without preamble or gentleness, I thrust forward, burying myself halfway into her mouth in a single stroke. Her eyes widen at the sudden invasion, hands flying up instinctively to brace against my thighs. I allow her a moment to adjust before tightening my grip on her hair and pulling her head forward while driving my hips to meet her, forcing my entire length into her throat.

She gags around me, eyes watering as her throat constricts, but the Touch transforms even this discomfort into pleasure. I can see it in her eyes—the shock melting into surrender, then into hunger as her body recalibrates to find ecstasy in submission. When I begin to move in earnest, establishing a brutal rhythm that has her mascara running in black tracks down her cheeks, she moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending shivers of pleasure up my spine.

"That's it," I growl, looking down at the debased perfection of Colette Rousseau on her knees, designer dress crumpled around her waist, perfect breasts bouncing with each thrust into her throat. "Take it all. Show me what that sophisticated mouth is really good for."

The headless dress forms stand in silent judgment around us, draped in Julien's upcoming collection—garments that will soon grace runways and magazine covers, being assembled in the very space where his wife now chokes on a stranger's cock. The juxtaposition of high fashion and base animal rutting creates a tableau of perfect degradation that only enhances my pleasure.

I fuck her face with increasing roughness, my balls slapping against her chin with each thrust, her lipstick forming a crimson ring around my shaft that matches her ruined dress. Her hands have moved from my thighs to her own body—one squeezing her breast in time with my thrusts, the other disappeared beneath the bunched fabric at her waist, working frantically between her legs.

"Touch yourself," I command, though she's already doing so. "Make yourself come while I use your throat."

Her fingers move more purposefully beneath her dress, and I can tell from her increasingly desperate moans around my cock that she's close to orgasm. The sight is incredible—the renowned Colette Rousseau, whose taste has influenced fashion for decades, masturbating frantically while being throat-fucked beside her husband's precious creations.

When her climax hits, her throat constricts around my shaft in rhythmic pulses, her muffled cries vibrating along my length. Her free hand clutches at my thigh with surprising strength, nails digging in through the fabric of my trousers as waves of pleasure crash through her. I continue thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it while using her spasming throat for my own pleasure.

Only when the last tremors subside do I pull back slightly, allowing her to gasp for breath. Her face is a ruined masterpiece—mascara streaked, lipstick smeared beyond recognition, eyes glassy with mindless pleasure. Despite the brutal treatment, she looks up at me not with resentment but with worshipful gratitude, as if I've shown her a truth about herself that decades of high society living had concealed.

"Please," she whispers in that delicious accent, voice raspy from the assault on her throat, "don't stop."

I smile down at her, running a thumb across her swollen bottom lip. "Oh, I'm just getting started. But first, you're going to tell me everything I need to know about your husband's private collection."

I pull Colette roughly to her feet, her legs unsteady beneath her, the aftershocks of her orgasm still visibly rippling through her body. Her once-immaculate appearance is gloriously ruined—hair wild from my grip, makeup smeared across her face, the top of her crimson dress hanging uselessly around her waist, exposing perfect breasts that heave with each ragged breath. Without warning, I spin her around and shove her forward over a massive marble table that dominates the center of the room. Design sketches, fabric swatches, and small sculptures scatter across the pristine floor as her body impacts the cold stone surface with enough force to push the air from her lungs in a delicious gasp.

"Wait," she manages, some fragment of her former sophistication briefly reasserting itself as priceless design elements crash to the ground. "These are Julien's—"

I silence her concern with a sharp smack across her ass, the sound cracking through the room like a gunshot. "Julien doesn't matter anymore," I tell her, bunching the expensive fabric of her dress in my fists. "Only this matters."

With a single violent motion, I tear the dress from waist to hem, the sound of ripping designer fabric oddly satisfying in the sacred creative space. The crimson Chanel—probably worth more than most people's monthly salary—now hangs in tatters around her trembling body, exposing the perfection beneath. Her ass is a masterpiece of genetic fortune or surgical skill, the round curves leading to legs that maintain toned firmness despite her age. The thin strip of silk that constitutes her underwear has already been pushed aside, revealing glistening folds that betray how aroused she remains despite having just climaxed.

"My god," she whimpers as my hands explore her exposed flesh, fingers digging into the soft skin of her ass hard enough to leave marks. "What have you done to me? I never—I wouldn't—"

"But you are," I finish for her, positioning myself behind her, my cock still wet from her mouth as I guide it to her entrance. "And you'll do far more before I'm finished with you."

I thrust forward without further preamble, burying myself to the hilt inside her in a single powerful stroke that tears a scream from her throat. The sound echoes through the collection room, bouncing off white walls and mingling with the subtle background music piped in through hidden speakers—Debussy providing an ironically refined soundtrack to her debasement.

Her body welcomes me with embarrassing eagerness, inner walls gripping my shaft with silken heat despite the roughness of my entry. I establish an immediate punishing rhythm, holding her hips with bruising force as I drive into her repeatedly. Each thrust sends her sliding slightly forward across the marble surface, her breasts dragging against the cold stone, nipples hardening further from the contrasting sensation.

"Oh god," she moans, her accent thickening with arousal, English giving way to French profanities that sound impossibly elegant even in her debased state. "C'est trop... c'est trop bon..."

I reach forward, grabbing a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back at an almost painful angle that forces her spine into a beautiful arch. With my other hand, I reach around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with practiced precision that has her gasping anew. The dual stimulation—the relentless pounding from behind and the skillful manipulation of her most sensitive spot—quickly pushes her toward another climax.

"Please," she begs, though whether she's asking me to stop or continue is unclear even to her. "Je ne peux pas..."

"You can," I correct her, never slowing my assault on her body. "And you will. Again and again."

My balls slap rhythmically against her with each thrust, creating an obscene soundtrack that echoes through the sacred creative space. Design sketches that probably represent millions in potential revenue lie crumpled and forgotten on the floor, occasionally lifted by the air disturbed by our violent coupling. A small sculpture—likely some priceless avant-garde piece—rolls across the floor after being knocked from its pedestal by the shaking table.

As she approaches her second orgasm, I shift tactics, slowing my pace deliberately, making each thrust deeper but less frequent. She whimpers at the change, trying to push back against me to maintain the friction, but my grip on her hip prevents her movement.

"Tell me about Julien's private archive," I demand, keeping her suspended in the plateau before release. "Where does he keep the evidence of his 'inspirations'?"

"What?" Confusion clouds her voice, her mind struggling to process the question through the fog of arousal. "I don't—I can't think when you're—"

I withdraw almost completely, leaving just the head of my cock inside her, denying her the fullness she craves. "The passcodes, Colette. To his private digital archive. The one where he keeps proof of the designs he's stolen over the years."

Understanding dawns in her eyes, visible even from my position behind her as she turns her head slightly. "How did you know about that? Nobody knows except—"

"I know everything," I interrupt, thrusting forward suddenly, burying myself completely inside her before withdrawing again to that tantalizing, insufficient depth. "And you're going to tell me how to access it."

She bites her lip, some last vestige of loyalty battling against both the Touch and the physical pleasure I'm strategically providing and withholding. I circle her clit again, increasing the pressure slightly, feeling her inner walls clench around the small portion of my cock still inside her.

"I can't," she whispers, but her resolve is weakening. "He would never forgive me."

I laugh softly, leaning forward to speak directly into her ear, my chest pressing against her back. "He's never going to know it was you. And after today, what he thinks won't matter anyway."

My words, combined with another expertly timed thrust, break her final resistance. "The main password is 'Colette1978'—my name and the year we met," she gasps as I resume a steady rhythm, rewarding her cooperation. "The secondary authentication is biometric, but there's an override code—78142JR."

"The server location?" I demand, increasing my pace slightly, giving her more of what she craves but still holding back the full force she experienced earlier.

"Private server room," she manages between gasps as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "Behind his personal office. The door code is 5392."

"Good girl," I praise, finally giving her what she wants—a return to the punishing pace that had her climbing toward orgasm before I interrupted with my questions. "Now you get your reward."

I pound into her with renewed vigor, one hand still working her clit while the other maintains its grip in her hair, keeping her head pulled back at that vulnerable angle. Her moans increase in volume and pitch as she rapidly approaches the edge, inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft in the prelude to release.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chants, each word punctuated by the impact of my hips against her ass. "Mon dieu, don't stop!"

When her orgasm hits, it's even more powerful than the first, her entire body convulsing beneath me as waves of pleasure crash through her. Her inner muscles clamp down on my cock with surprising strength, rippling and pulsing as she rides out the climax. The sensation pushes me rapidly toward my own release, the pressure building at the base of my spine with each thrust into her spasming heat.

"I'm going to fill you," I growl, increasing my pace to an almost brutal tempo that has the heavy marble table sliding incrementally across the floor. "Mark you from the inside."

"Oui," she gasps, completely lost to sensation now, any remaining sophistication or restraint obliterated by primitive need. "Inside me. Je t'en prie!"

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself completely in her welcoming heat and explode, painting her inner walls with hot pulses of release. The sensation of marking her this way—of leaving my seed deep inside fashion's most elegant muse—extends my climax beyond what I thought possible, each pulse feeling stronger than the last.

When the final tremors subside, I remain inside her for a moment longer, savoring the conquest. Around us, the pristine collection room lies in chaos—sketches scattered, sculptures toppled, fabric samples strewn across the floor like the aftermath of a creative hurricane. Colette herself remains bent over the table, breathing heavily, her once-perfect coiffure destroyed, her thousand-euro dress hanging in tatters around her waist, my release already beginning to leak from her well-used body onto the expensive marble beneath her.

I withdraw slowly, enjoying the small whimper the movement elicits from her oversensitized body. Tucking myself away, I retrieve my phone from my jacket pocket, using it to capture several images of the debauched scene—insurance that might prove useful in the coming days.

"Our little secret," I tell her, gently turning her face toward me, thumb wiping a smeared tear track from her cheek. "For now."

Her eyes, still glazed with pleasure but beginning to show the first hints of returning awareness, search mine with confusion and lingering desire. "Who are you really?" she whispers.

"I'm the man who's going to destroy your husband," I reply with perfect honesty, straightening my tie. "And you've just given me everything I need to do it."


Chapter 3

The café La Palette bustles with fashion week energy, air thick with espresso steam and the particular brand of self-importance that follows the industry like expensive perfume. I sit at a corner table, observing the choreographed chaos over the rim of my demitasse—editors pretending not to notice each other while desperately hoping to be noticed, assistants furiously typing on laptops while stealing glances at more established figures, photographers with thousand-euro cameras capturing "spontaneous" moments that took hours to arrange. My fingers trace idle patterns on my phone screen, reviewing the passcodes Colette surrendered along with her dignity yesterday, each digit another nail in Julien Rousseau's professional coffin.

I've sent Zara and Rivka on separate missions today—Zara to "accidentally" encounter Julien's head of production with instructions to activate her own version of the Touch I've taught her, while Rivka uses her academic credentials to gain access to fashion archives at the National Library. Divide and conquer, each woman now a weapon in my arsenal rather than merely a pleasure for my bed.

The café represents the pulsing heart of Saint-Germain-des-Prés during fashion week, its historic interior transformed into an impromptu networking space where deals are made and careers destroyed over perfect crème brûlée and bitter espresso. Art nouveau mirrors reflect the perfect bone structure of industry elites while servers in crisp white aprons navigate the maze of tables with practiced indifference to the fame surrounding them. Outside, autumn sunlight dapples the terrace through yellowing chestnut leaves, creating natural spotlights where influencers pose with calculated casualness.

"Pardon," comes a throaty voice to my left, "but is this seat taken? Everywhere else is simply impossible."

I look up to find myself staring into the calculating eyes of Fleur Delacroix, former supermodel turned fashion editor whose scathing reviews have reduced designers to tears and whose endorsements have launched unknown talents to stardom overnight. At fifty-two, she carries her age like an expensive accessory—something to be displayed rather than hidden, a testament to her continuing relevance in an industry that discards women at thirty.

"Please," I gesture to the empty chair opposite me, setting aside my phone with unhurried deliberation. "I'd be honored, Madame Delacroix."

A perfectly sculpted eyebrow arches at my recognition. "You have me at a disadvantage, Monsieur...?"

"Hammond. Jack Hammond." I offer my hand across the table. "Silicon Valley investor. Looking into fashion-tech integration possibilities."

Her hand extends toward mine with elegant precision, nails lacquered in signature crimson, fingers still displaying the impossible length and grace that once made them famous in luxury watch advertisements. As editor of MODE Internationale, Fleur represents exactly the kind of influence I need to accelerate Julien's downfall—her magazine capable of either protecting or destroying him once the evidence comes to light.

"Silicon Valley," she repeats, her hand sliding into mine. "How... disruptive."

I activate the Touch immediately, maintaining eye contact as the magic flows from my skin to hers. The transformation is subtle but unmistakable—her eyes, previously sharp with professional assessment, suddenly widen almost imperceptibly. Her breath catches, a small hitch that would be invisible to anyone not watching for it. The hand in mine tightens its grip slightly rather than pulling away at the socially appropriate moment.

"Are you quite alright, Madame Delacroix?" I ask innocently, slowly withdrawing my hand while maintaining the connection of our eyes.

"Fleur, please," she responds, her voice dropping half an octave into territory meant for bedrooms rather than cafés. "And yes... just a momentary... distraction."

The Touch works its magic with efficient precision, rewriting her priorities in real time. I watch as her body language transforms—her spine straightening to emphasize breasts that have clearly been surgically enhanced to maintain their impressive dimensions despite her age, her tongue darting out unconsciously to moisten lips that have been artfully filled to maintain the pout that once graced magazine covers worldwide.

"I've heard whispers about Rousseau's upcoming collection," I offer casually, taking a sip of my espresso while watching her pupils dilate further. "Apparently revolutionary."

"Recycled ideas disguised as innovation," she dismisses with automatic professional catiness, though I can see her mind is struggling to focus on fashion when suddenly flooded with more primal concerns. Her crossed legs tighten, thighs pressing together beneath the table in unconscious response to the growing wetness I know she's feeling. "Julien hasn't had a truly original idea since 2010."

Her hand trembles slightly as she reaches for her own coffee cup, the liquid rippling as she struggles to maintain the composed façade that has defined her public persona for decades. Beneath the table, her foot has somehow found its way to my calf, tracing a line upward with deliberate slowness.

"Perhaps we could discuss this somewhere more... private?" Her voice has abandoned professional detachment entirely, dropping into a register of raw need that probably hasn't emerged since her wild modeling days in the 90s. "The crowd here makes meaningful conversation difficult."

"What did you have in mind?" I ask, already knowing exactly where this is heading.

"This café has a private powder room," she informs me, leaning forward to offer a deliberate view down her silk blouse, revealing impressive cleavage maintained through some of Paris's most expensive surgical work. "For special clients. I have the key."

Without waiting for my response, she rises with the fluid grace that once made her famous on runways from Milan to New York. I follow her through the maze of tables, watching the hypnotic sway of her hips in a pencil skirt that hugs curves defying her age. Heads turn as we pass—Fleur Delacroix still commands attention even in a room filled with beautiful people—but she notices none of it, her focus narrowed to the growing need between her thighs and the man she believes can satisfy it.

A discreet door at the back of the café, unmarked except for a small brass plate reading "Privé," yields to her key. Inside, the bathroom bears little resemblance to typical café facilities—marble countertops, a chaise longue in one corner, soft lighting designed to flatter even the most haggard fashion victim after a night of excess. The door has barely clicked shut behind us when she turns, pressing me against it with surprising strength, her mouth finding mine with desperate hunger.

I allow her this momentary control, the illusion that she's the aggressor, before asserting dominance by spinning her around so her back hits the door. My hands find her wrists, pinning them above her head as I deepen the kiss, my tongue invading her mouth with the same authority with which I intend to invade her body. She moans into the kiss, the sound carrying decades of sophistication rendered meaningless by primitive need.

My free hand moves to her breast, squeezing roughly through the silk blouse, feeling the firm resistance that speaks to expensive surgical enhancement beneath natural-looking softness. Her nipple hardens immediately against my palm, betraying her arousal despite the barrier of fabric and whatever European lace surely lies beneath.

"I never do this," she gasps when I break the kiss to bite at her neck, careful to leave marks below where her collar will hide them. "I'm known for my professional integrity."

"You do now," I reply simply, my hand sliding down to hike up her skirt, bunching the expensive fabric around her waist to reveal stockings secured by a garter belt—old-school European elegance now exposed for a far less elegant purpose.

My fingers find her through silk underwear already soaked with evidence of the Touch's effect. She whimpers as I press against her clit through the fabric, her hips bucking involuntarily into my hand. I maintain pressure on her wrists with my other hand, keeping her pinned against the door as I continue my assault on her senses.

"Please," she begs, all fashion-world hauteur evaporated like cheap perfume. "I need..."

"I know exactly what you need," I assure her, pushing the underwear aside to slide a finger directly against her slick folds. "And what you're going to do to earn it."

Her hand escapes my grip, dropping immediately to my belt, working the buckle with trembling fingers that struggle to perform even this simple task through the fog of arousal. When she finally manages to free my cock, she grips it with surprising strength, her touch expert despite her discomfort—a woman accustomed to taking what she wants, now reduced to desperate pleading through actions rather than words.

She strokes me with perfect pressure, her thumb circling the head in a way that speaks to decades of experience with men's bodies. Meanwhile, I slide two fingers inside her, finding her embarrassingly wet, inner walls gripping my digits with hungry pulses. My thumb finds her clit, circling in counterpoint to her strokes on my cock, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that has her gasping against my neck.

"We shouldn't," she whispers even as her hand speeds up, her hips grinding against my invading fingers. "Anyone could need the bathroom..."

"That's part of the thrill," I remind her, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her that makes her whole body jerk. "The great Fleur Delacroix, fingerfucked against a bathroom door while she jerks off a man she just met."

The crude description, so at odds with her carefully cultivated image of sophistication, sends a visible shudder through her body. Her hand works my shaft with increasing urgency, pre-cum leaking from the tip to ease her movements. Our breaths mingle in the small space, creating a humid atmosphere thick with arousal and expensive perfume.

Without warning, I spin Fleur away from me, forcing her to face the oversized vintage mirror above the marble sink. Our eyes meet in the reflection—mine dark with predatory intent, hers wide with a combination of surprise and desperate need. I press against her from behind, my still-exposed cock nestling against the curve of her ass as my hands find the hem of her tight skirt. With one rough motion, I hike the designer fabric up around her waist, revealing a surprise that sends a surge of fresh desire through me—beneath the conservative pencil skirt, she wears nothing at all, her bare ass on full display, firm and athletic despite her age.

"No underwear, Madame Editor?" I taunt, one hand sliding around to confirm the absence extends to her front as well. "Were you planning this all along?"

"I..." she begins, but loses her train of thought as my fingers find her exposed pussy, already embarrassingly wet. "I had a photoshoot earlier. The dress showed lines..."

Her excuse trails off into a gasp as I press two fingers inside her without preamble, finding her soaked and ready. Her body betrays whatever sophisticated facade she attempts to maintain—inner walls gripping my invading digits with hungry pulses, hips unconsciously pushing back to take them deeper.

"Look at yourself," I command, my free hand moving to grip her chin, forcing her to maintain eye contact with her own reflection. "The great Fleur Delacroix—the woman who can make or break a designer's career with a single paragraph—bent over a bathroom sink, desperate for cock like some cheap hooker."

Her eyes widen at the crude description, but the flush spreading across her chest and neck confirms that the degradation only heightens her arousal. Though she must be approaching her mid-fifties, her body defies time—breasts unnaturally large and perky, clearly the work of an expert surgeon, ass surprisingly firm beneath my grip, waist maintaining a tightness that speaks to rigorous exercise regimes and possibly surgical enhancement.

I withdraw my fingers abruptly, leaving her empty and wanting, positioning my cock at her entrance instead. Using one hand to hold her skirt up and the other to grip her hair—once the glory of countless shampoo campaigns, now pulled into a severe chignon that I deliberately ruin with my grip—I push forward with deliberate slowness, watching her face in the mirror as I fill her inch by inch.

Her expression is mesmerizing—the transition from haughty fashion royalty to debased slut happening in real time before my eyes. Her carefully painted lips part in a silent gasp, eyes half-closing before flying open again when I tug sharply on her hair, forcing her to watch. The expensive blouse she wears gapes open with her bent position, revealing the tops of those impressive breasts straining against a La Perla bra that probably cost more than most people spend on a month's rent.

"Is this what you think about when you're sitting front row at fashion shows?" I ask, fully seated inside her now, feeling her inner walls clench around me with greedy need. "Getting fucked in public bathrooms like a common whore?"

"No," she protests weakly, but her body betrays her—hips already moving against me, seeking friction despite her verbal denial. "This isn't me, I don't—"

I cut her off by withdrawing almost completely before slamming back into her with enough force to make her collide with the edge of the sink. The impact knocks several expensive cosmetic items to the floor—a compact that looks like Chanel, a lipstick that's definitely Dior—but neither of us pays any attention to the scattered luxury goods. My hands find her hips, gripping hard enough to leave marks as I establish a brutal rhythm that has her gasping with each thrust.

"Put your hands on the mirror," I command, and she complies instantly, palms pressing against the glass as she braces herself against my assault. The position forces her to arch her back further, presenting her ass at the perfect angle for deeper penetration.

I reach around her body with one hand, finding the buttons of her blouse and tearing them open with a single violent motion. Pearls scatter across the marble floor, bouncing and rolling in all directions as the expensive garment falls open. Her bra follows, pushed roughly upward to expose breasts that defy both gravity and age—clearly artificial but expertly done, maintaining enough natural movement to avoid the obvious "bolted on" appearance of cheaper work.

"Look at those tits," I growl, watching her face in the mirror as I cup one roughly, squeezing with enough force to make her wince. "How much did these cost? More than most people make in a year?"

She doesn't answer, can't answer, as I increase my pace, fucking her with an intensity that drives coherent thought from her mind. Her makeup begins to deteriorate—mascara smudging at the corners of her eyes, foundation rubbing off where her face occasionally connects with the mirror during particularly forceful thrusts, lipstick smeared across her chin from our earlier kissing.

The contrast between her current state and her usual carefully curated image is striking. I've seen her in fashion magazines, perched in front row seats at major shows, her expression always one of critical assessment—the fashion world's most feared gatekeeper, capable of destroying careers with a single cutting remark. Now that same face is transformed by raw animal pleasure, all pretense of sophistication stripped away to reveal the primal creature beneath.

My hand finds her throat, wrapping around it with precise pressure—not enough to cut off breathing entirely, but sufficient to remind her who controls even the air entering her lungs. The slight oxygen restriction intensifies her sensations, her eyes widening then rolling back slightly as I maintain the punishing rhythm of my hips against her ass.

"This is what you really are," I tell her, watching her pupils dilate further as the combination of the Touch, the physical pleasure, and the controlled breathing create a perfect storm of sensation. "Not a tastemaker, not an influencer, not a critic—just another hole to be filled."

The degradation pushes her closer to the edge, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft in the prelude to orgasm. I maintain eye contact through the mirror, forcing her to witness her own debasement, to acknowledge the transformation from fashion royalty to bathroom slut in the space of fifteen minutes.

"Please," she gasps when I momentarily ease the pressure on her throat, allowing her to speak. "I'm so close..."

"Beg for it," I demand, slowing my pace deliberately, keeping her suspended on the edge of release. "Tell me what you are."

Her eyes flash momentarily with the remnants of her former pride, decades of being treated as fashion royalty making her resist this final humiliation. But the Touch ensures her compliance, rewiring her priorities until physical pleasure overrides dignity.

"I'm..." she struggles, either with the words or with the concept itself. "I'm just a hole for you to use. Please, please let me come."

I reward her surrender by increasing my pace again, hips slamming against her ass with enough force that the sound of skin hitting skin echoes off the marble surfaces of the luxury bathroom. My hand leaves her throat to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with practiced precision as my other hand maintains its grip in her hair, keeping her head positioned to watch her own face in the mirror.

Her orgasm hits with shocking intensity—her entire body convulsing, inner walls clamping down on my cock with rhythmic pulses strong enough that I have to grit my teeth against my own release, not yet ready to surrender to the pleasure. A strangled cry tears from her throat, loud enough that I'm certain patrons in the café beyond the door must hear, despite the supposed soundproofing of this private space.

The sight of her—fashion's most feared critic reduced to a quivering, moaning mess, makeup ruined, hair destroyed, clothing torn—pushes me rapidly toward my own climax. I increase my pace to an almost brutal tempo, each thrust driving her harder against the sink as my release builds.

"I'm going to fill you," I growl, feeling the pressure mounting at the base of my spine. "Leave you leaking my cum while you go back to your front-row seat and pretend to care about hemlines."

"Yes," she gasps, still riding the waves of her own pleasure, inner muscles continuing to grip me with aftershocks. "Inside. Please."

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself completely and surrender to release, hot pulses painting her inner walls with my seed. The sensation extends my climax beyond what seems possible, each pulse feeling stronger than the last as I mark this conquest from the inside, claiming another piece in the game against Julien Rousseau.

When the final tremors subside, I withdraw slowly, stepping back to admire the tableau I've created. Fleur remains bent over the sink, breathing heavily, designer skirt still bunched around her waist, blouse torn open to expose artificially perfect breasts, hair falling in disarray around a face streaked with mascara and sweat. Between her legs, a thin trickle of my release already begins its journey down her inner thigh, marking her as thoroughly as any branding iron.

I tuck myself away and straighten my clothing with unhurried movements, watching her in the mirror as reality begins to seep back into her Touch-addled brain. Confusion flickers across her features, followed by something like horror as she takes in her own reflection—the physical evidence of what just transpired impossible to rationalize away.

"You should clean yourself up," I suggest casually, retrieving her scattered pearls from the floor and placing them on the sink beside her still-trembling form. "You have the Dior show in an hour, don't you?"

Her eyes meet mine in the mirror, something like accusation in them now, though the lingering effects of the Touch prevent true anger from forming. "Who are you really?" she asks, voice hoarse from screaming.

"Just an investor," I reply with a smile that doesn't reach my eyes. "With a particular interest in Julien Rousseau's... business practices."

Understanding dawns slowly across her features—the realization that she's been used for more than just physical pleasure, that this encounter connects somehow to the man whose career she's alternately nurtured and threatened over decades of professional relationship.

"What are you going to do?" she asks, straightening slightly though making no move to fix her clothing or clean the evidence of our encounter from her thighs.

"Change the industry," I answer simply, moving toward the door.


Chapter 4

I step into Julien’s design studio, the sanctuary where fashion’s self-proclaimed emperor creates the collections that dictate what the wealthy will wear next season. The space reeks of creative tension and expensive fabric, white walls displaying framed sketches of Julien’s “greatest innovations”—designs I already know were stolen from unknown talents who never received credit. My Silicon Valley investor persona grants me access to this inner sanctum, and I navigate through clusters of anxious assistants who orbit their master like nervous planets around a dying star.

The studio itself is a monument to minimalist excess—stark white surfaces punctuated by industrial steel fixtures, lighting designed to flatter nothing but the garments. Every element speaks to calculated severity, from the concrete floors polished to mirror sheen to the absence of any color that might distract from Julien’s “vision.” Assistants dressed uniformly in black move with practiced silence, terrified of drawing attention to themselves rather than the work.

My eyes fix on a young man standing rigidly before Julien’s imposing desk—a massive slab of raw concrete supported by chromed steel legs. The boy can’t be older than twenty-two, his face still carrying the lingering softness of adolescence despite the sharp cheekbones and dramatic eyebrows that mark him as model-beautiful. In trembling hands, he clutches a portfolio of sketches, his knuckles white with tension as Julien slowly pages through his work with theatrical indifference.

“You’ve been with us how long?” Julien asks, his voice deceptively soft, the French accent he cultivates despite decades in international circles adding artificial weight to his words.

“Six months, Monsieur Rousseau,” the boy answers, his own accent marking him as Eastern European—probably one of the countless hopefuls who arrive in Paris each year, desperate to break into the industry.

Julien continues turning pages, his manicured fingertips barely making contact with the paper, as if even touching the sketches might contaminate him. I position myself near a dress form, maintaining the appearance of casually examining a half-completed garment while actually watching the drama unfold. My supposed interest in investing millions in Julien’s tech-fashion fusion concept has made me invisible in the best way—permitted to observe without being perceived as a threat.

“And this is what six months under my tutelage has produced?” Julien’s voice takes on a dangerous edge, though his face remains impassive—the calm before a storm that everyone in the room can sense coming.

The boy’s throat works as he swallows hard. “I thought the asymmetrical shoulder detail might complement the collection’s focus on architectural elements, and the—“

“You thought?” Julien interrupts, his eyebrows rising with exaggerated surprise. “How fascinating. I wasn’t aware I employed you to think.”

A deadly silence falls across the studio. The assistants freeze in their tracks, documents and fabric samples momentarily forgotten in their hands. No one looks directly at the unfolding execution, but no one can look away entirely—like witnesses to a car crash happening in slow motion.

Julien suddenly rises from his chair, extracting a single sketch from the portfolio. He holds it up between thumb and forefinger as if handling something diseased. “Tell me,” he says, raising his voice to ensure everyone in the studio can hear, “what exactly am I looking at here? Is this meant to be fashion or the doodle of a child with a crayon?”

The boy’s face drains of color, leaving only two bright spots of humiliation on his cheeks. “It’s an evening dress with a deconstructed bodice that references—“

“It’s garbage,” Julien cuts him off, his voice slicing through the explanation like scissors through cheap fabric. “It’s the visual equivalent of vomit. If I presented this to my clients, they would have me committed to a psychiatric facility.”

I feel my jaw tighten as I watch the deliberate destruction unfold. This isn’t the spontaneous rage of a perfectionist disappointed by substandard work. This is calculated cruelty—a public dissection designed to establish dominance through fear. I’ve seen this pattern before in men like the Prince, like all the powerful figures whose empires I’ve dismantled. They don’t merely criticize; they annihilate, ensuring everyone witnesses the execution as a warning.

“Look at this line,” Julien continues, jabbing a finger at the sketch. “Is this supposed to be a seam or the irregular heartbeat of someone experiencing cardiac arrest? And this proportion—“ he laughs, the sound entirely devoid of humor, “—perhaps if your client is a giraffe with scoliosis.”

Several assistants permit themselves nervous titters, recognizing their expected role in this ritual humiliation. The boy stands rigid, tears visibly forming in his eyes though he fights desperately to contain them.

“The worst part,” Julien announces, turning to address the entire room now, “is not that this work is merely bad. Bad can be corrected. This—“ he shakes the sketch for emphasis, “—this is the evidence of an absence of talent. A void where creativity should exist.” He turns back to the boy, his voice dropping to a theatrical whisper that nonetheless carries to every corner of the silent studio. “You are a disgrace to the art form.”

With deliberate slowness, Julien’s hands move to the sketch. The sound of tearing paper cuts through the silence as he rips it in half, then quarters. The boy flinches with each tear, as if the paper were his own skin being shredded. When the destruction is complete, Julien balls up the fragments in his fist and tosses them casually at the young designer’s feet.

“Perhaps you should consider a career in fast fashion,” Julien suggests, his voice dripping with disdain. “I hear they’re always looking for people to copy actual designers’ work. That seems more suited to your... limitations.”

The boy’s composure finally breaks. A single tear escapes, tracking a glistening path down his cheek before he roughly wipes it away. Without a word, he stoops to gather the crumpled fragments of his work—a final humiliation that forces him to bend before his tormentor—then straightens and walks stiffly toward the exit. His footsteps echo on the concrete floor, each one amplified by the collective held breath of everyone watching.

When the door closes behind him, the studio remains frozen for a moment longer before Julien claps his hands sharply. “Back to work! We have a collection to finish, and apparently, I’m surrounded by incompetence.”

The spell breaks, and the assistants scramble back to their tasks with renewed fervor, each desperate to avoid becoming the next sacrifice on the altar of Julien’s ego. I maintain my position, my expression carefully neutral while inside I add another mental tally mark to the evidence justifying Julien’s imminent downfall.

This performance wasn’t about maintaining quality or inspiring excellence. It was about power—the intoxicating rush that comes from breaking another human being publicly. I’ve seen it before, and I‘ll see it again until men like Julien learn that their position doesn’t make them untouchable.

But for now, I smile, playing my part as the impressed investor, even as I calculate precisely how this particular emperor’s clothes will be stripped away.


Chapter 5

My phone vibrates with a text from Colette: an address in Le Marais and nothing else. No words needed—the Touch ensures her compliance and desperate need. I navigate the narrow, medieval streets of Paris’s oldest district, where centuries-old buildings have been gutted and transformed into multi-million-euro showcases for the fashion elite. Julien and Colette’s loft occupies the top two floors of a 17th-century building, its exterior maintaining historical authenticity while the interior has been stripped of all character and warmth—much like Julien’s designs.

The doorman recognizes Colette’s name on my lips and waves me through to a private elevator that requires a keycard. She must have programmed my arrival into the building’s security system, another small betrayal of her husband that the Touch has made effortless for her. The elevator glides upward with the silent efficiency that only obscene wealth can purchase, depositing me directly into their living space without the vulgarity of a hallway.

The loft unfolds before me like a museum exhibition titled “Sterile Wealth.” Soaring ceilings with exposed beams provide the only nod to the building’s history; everything else has been reimagined in shades of white, cream, and steel gray. Original stone walls have been plastered and painted into submission. Art pieces worth millions hang with calculated casualness—a Basquiat here, a small Picasso sketch there—their vibrant colors standing in aggressive contrast to the monochrome backdrop.

Colette stands in the center of this mausoleum to taste, wearing a simple black dress that probably cost more than a family car. Her posture betrays the inner conflict the Touch creates—the sophisticated fashion icon at war with the desperate sexual creature I’ve awakened. Her eyes track my movements as I circle her slowly, assessing her like one of the art pieces adorning their walls.

“Strip,” I command without preamble, my voice low but carrying easily in the space designed for perfect acoustics.

Her hands tremble slightly as they move to the zipper at the back of her dress, but her eyes never leave mine. The Touch ensures her compliance while leaving enough of her original personality intact to make her humiliation exquisite. She knows what she’s doing violates everything about her carefully constructed life, yet she can’t stop herself—doesn’t want to stop herself.

The dress slides down her body with a whisper of expensive fabric, pooling at her feet like spilled ink on the pristine white floor. Beneath it, she wears lingerie that could finance a small car—black lace so fine it appears hand-painted against her skin, the craftsmanship evident in how it frames rather than merely covers her body.

“Everything,” I clarify, settling into one of their angular, uncomfortable-looking designer chairs. “I want you naked in your husband’s living room.”

Her swallow is visible, her throat working as she reaches behind to unhook her bra. Her breasts spring free, defying age and gravity with either genetic perfection or surgical assistance—I neither know nor care which. Her nipples harden instantly upon exposure, dark peaks standing at attention against the cool air and her mounting arousal.

When her thumbs hook into the waistband of her panties, her eyes finally break from mine, darting to a large photograph mounted prominently on the wall. I follow her gaze to find their wedding portrait—Julien and Colette in black and white, artistic rather than sentimental, his hand possessively on her shoulder as they stare with practiced intensity into the camera. It’s an image designed to be admired rather than loved, much like everything else in this space.

“Yes, look at it,” I encourage as she slides the last piece of fabric down her legs. “I want him watching what I’m about to do to you.”

Now fully naked, Colette stands before me, her body magnificent despite her age—skin maintained through expensive treatments, muscle tone preserved through rigorous exercise, every inch of her a testament to the dedication with which she’s maintained her position as Julien’s perfect accessory.

“On your knees,” I direct, rising from the chair to stand before her.

She sinks gracefully to the floor, her knees making contact with the unyielding surface without the comfort of carpet or cushion. The position places her directly in the sightline of the wedding portrait, her naked back to her husband’s photographic gaze as she faces me.

I unbuckle my belt slowly, letting the metallic sound punctuate the heavy silence between us. Her eyes follow my movements with naked hunger, her tongue unconsciously moistening her lips in anticipation. When I free my cock, already hardening at the sight of fashion’s queen kneeling naked before me, her breath catches audibly.

“Open your mouth,” I command, stepping closer until the head of my cock presses against her perfect lips—lips that have sipped champagne with royalty, kissed fashion icons on both cheeks, and smiled for countless magazine covers.

She complies instantly, opening wide as I grab a fistful of her expertly highlighted hair. Without preamble or gentleness, I thrust forward, burying myself halfway into her mouth in a single stroke. Her eyes widen at the sudden invasion, but the Touch transforms what might have been resistance into eager accommodation. Her hands move to my thighs for balance as I establish a rhythm that has nothing to do with her comfort and everything to do with my pleasure.

“Look at me,” I demand when her eyes begin to close in concentration. “I want to see the great Colette Rousseau while I fuck her mouth in her own home.”

Her gaze locks with mine, tears already forming at the corners from the strain of taking me deep into her throat. I increase my pace, my grip in her hair tightening to the point of pain, forcing her head to remain still as I thrust repeatedly into the wet heat of her mouth. The sounds are obscene—wet, slick, and desperate—echoing off the hard surfaces of their designer furniture.

“Your husband would be fascinated to see his muse now,” I taunt, my voice rough with exertion and dominance. “Fashion’s most elegant woman, on her knees with a cock down her throat.”

A muffled whimper escapes around my shaft, the vibration sending shivers of pleasure up my spine. My free hand moves to her throat, feeling it bulge slightly as I push deeper, watching her struggle to accommodate my length. Mascara begins to run in black tracks down her cheeks, her perfectly applied makeup deteriorating with each thrust into her mouth.

The wedding portrait looms in my peripheral vision, Julien’s smug expression forever frozen as he watches his wife’s debasement. There’s a poetic justice to it—the man who has built a career on humiliating others now unknowingly witnesses the ultimate humiliation within his own home.

I withdraw suddenly, leaving Colette gasping for breath, a strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head of my cock for a moment before breaking. Her chest heaves with exertion, perfect breasts rising and falling hypnotically, nipples hard as diamonds from her arousal.

“Beg for it,” I command, stroking myself inches from her face, close enough that she can feel the heat radiating from my skin.

“Please,” she whispers, her voice hoarse from the assault on her throat, her French accent thickened by desire. “Please use my mouth. I need it.”

The crude plea from lips accustomed to discussing haute couture and fine art sends another surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. I grab her hair again, positioning her head at the perfect angle before driving forward with renewed force. This time I push all the way in, feeling her throat constrict around me as she gags, her hands clutching desperately at my thighs.

I establish a punishing rhythm, using her mouth with mechanical precision, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge of her endurance. Through it all, her eyes remain locked on mine—sometimes unfocusing briefly when oxygen becomes scarce, but always returning, showing me the war between the sophisticated woman she’s spent decades becoming and the sexual servant the Touch has revealed.

Despite the exquisite pleasure of her throat contracting around me, I maintain control, deliberately holding back my release. This is just the beginning of tonight’s conquest, and I have other plans for Colette Rousseau before I’m done marking her as mine in her husband’s home.

I pull Colette to her feet, her legs unsteady beneath her after the assault on her throat. Without a word, I guide her toward the centerpiece of their sterile living space—a coffee table crafted from a single slab of glass suspended atop a geometric framework of polished steel. The piece probably costs more than most people make in months, a brutal testament to minimalist design that values form over comfort or practicality. Perfect for what I have planned.

“Lie down,” I command, my hand firm on the small of her back.

Her eyes widen slightly, darting between the unyielding surface and my face. “The glass—it’s so cold,” she protests weakly, the first resistance she’s shown since I arrived.

My response is to push her roughly forward, bending her over the table until her breasts press against the transparent surface. I can see her nipples hardening further at contact with the chilled glass, her breath creating small clouds of condensation beneath her parted lips.

“Now, on your back,” I direct, rotating her body and guiding her to lie fully on the table.

She complies with hesitant grace, lowering herself onto the unforgiving surface. Her body creates a striking contrast—warm flesh against cold glass, organic curves against geometric precision. The table is just long enough to support her from head to mid-thigh, leaving her legs dangling over the edge. I position myself between them, still fully clothed except for my exposed cock, glistening with the remnants of her saliva.

“You’re going to feel me in every part of your body,” I tell her, grabbing her hips to pull her ass to the very edge of the table.

The position is deliberately uncomfortable for her—shoulder blades pressing against unyielding glass, head tilted at an angle that forces her to watch what I’m doing to her. I guide myself to her entrance, finding her embarrassingly wet despite the clinical surroundings. The Touch ensures her body responds to me regardless of circumstance, her most primal needs overriding comfort or dignity.

With a single, powerful thrust, I bury myself completely inside her, tearing a gasp from her throat that echoes off the high ceilings. Her back arches involuntarily, breasts rising toward the ceiling as her body absorbs the shock of my invasion. Before she can recover, I establish a punishing rhythm, driving into her with enough force that the heavy table shifts slightly with each impact.

“Look at me,” I demand, reaching forward to pin her wrists above her head against the cold glass. “I want to see your face when you come.”

Her eyes lock with mine, pupils dilated so widely that only a thin ring of color remains. The position forces intimacy—my face hovering just inches above hers, our breaths mingling as I continue thrusting into her with metronomic precision. In an unexpected gesture, I lower my head to kiss her, my tongue invading her mouth with the same authority as my cock claims her body.

The kiss transforms something in the dynamic—adding an element of connection that transcends the pure physicality of what came before. She responds with surprising hunger, her tongue meeting mine with desperate need. The contrast between the tender exploration of our mouths and the violent collision of our bodies creates a dissonance that only heightens the sensation for both of us.

“You’re mine now,” I whisper against her lips, never slowing the relentless pace of my hips. “Your body exists for my pleasure. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she gasps between kisses, her accent thickening with arousal. “My body exists for your pleasure.”

My grip on her wrists tightens as I feel her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft—the first signs of approaching orgasm. I drive into her harder, angling my hips to hit that perfect spot with each thrust, watching her face transform as pleasure builds within her. The sophisticated mask she wears for magazine covers and fashion galas disintegrates completely, revealing the primal creature beneath—a woman consumed by pure sensation.

“That’s it,” I encourage, my voice rough with exertion. “Let go. Show me what Julien never sees.”

His name acts as a trigger, the reminder of her husband pushing her over the edge into climax. Her entire body convulses beneath me, inner muscles clamping down on my cock in rhythmic pulses that test my control. A cry tears from her throat—raw and animal, nothing like the cultured laugh she displays in social settings. I maintain my punishing pace through her orgasm, prolonging the waves of pleasure until tears leak from the corners of her eyes.

“Please,” she whimpers when the intensity begins to fade, her body oversensitive in the aftermath. “I need a moment...”

“No,” I reply simply, never slowing my assault. “We’re just getting started.”

I release her wrists only to grab her hips, lifting them slightly from the table to change the angle of penetration. The new position allows me to drive even deeper, reaching parts of her that make her eyes roll back in her head. Her hands, now free, don’t push me away as she suggested they might—instead, they move to her breasts, squeezing and pinching her own nipples in time with my thrusts.

“Look at you,” I taunt, nodding toward the wedding portrait still watching from the wall. “What would your friends in the fashion world say if they could see you now? The elegant Colette Rousseau, fucked like a whore on her own coffee table, playing with her tits while a stranger uses her body.”

The degradation pushes her rapidly toward another climax, her breath coming in short, desperate pants as pleasure builds again. The table beneath her is fogging with condensation from our combined body heat, the pristine glass surface marred by evidence of our coupling. I can feel her tightening around me again, inner walls gripping my shaft with increasing urgency.

“I can’t,” she gasps, shaking her head from side to side as sensation overwhelms her. “Not again so soon, I can’t—“

“You can,” I interrupt, one hand moving from her hip to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with my thumb. “And you will. You’ll come as many times as I want you to.”

The dual stimulation—my cock driving relentlessly into her depths while my thumb works her clit—pushes her rapidly past the point of resistance. Her second orgasm crashes through her with even greater force than the first, her entire body going rigid beneath me before dissolving into uncontrolled trembling. Her cries are louder now, any concern about neighbors or propriety obliterated by the intensity of her pleasure.

I give her no respite, maintaining the same punishing pace through her second climax and beyond, driving her overstimulated body toward a third peak with methodical precision. Sweat glistens on her skin, catching the light from the designer fixtures overhead and transforming her into a living sculpture—a monument to ecstasy laid out on an altar of modernist design.

“One more,” I demand, my voice a growl of command rather than request. “Give me one more.”

“I can’t,” she sobs, the words barely comprehensible through her gasping breaths. “It’s too much, I’ll die...”

But her body betrays her words, responding to my touch, to the Touch, with building tension that signals her approach to yet another peak. I lean down, capturing one hardened nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to send a shock of pleasure-pain through her overstimulated nervous system. The unexpected sensation is the final push she needs, catapulting her into a third orgasm that dwarfs the previous two in intensity.

This time, her scream is silent—her mouth open in a perfect O, but no sound emerging as her body convulses beneath me. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with enough force that I have to grit my teeth against my own release, not yet ready to surrender to the pleasure despite the exquisite pressure.

When the final tremors of her climax subside, leaving her limp and gasping on the table, I withdraw suddenly. The loss of fullness draws a whimper from her throat, her eyes opening in confusion to find me standing over her, stroking myself rapidly.

“Watch me,” I command, positioning myself so that my release will paint her face and breasts.

Her eyes fix on my cock, moving with increasing speed in my grip, her lips parting slightly in anticipation. When my orgasm hits, it does so with spectacular force—thick ropes of white shooting across her face, catching in her eyelashes, painting her cheeks and lips before continuing down to decorate her heaving breasts. I aim deliberately, marking every inch of her with visible evidence of my conquest.

The final spurts land on her stomach, pooling in the hollow of her navel before overflowing to drip onto the thousand-euro Moroccan rug beneath the table. The sight is magnificent—fashion’s queen covered in my seed, her makeup completely ruined, her perfectly maintained body transformed into a canvas for my pleasure.

“Don’t move,” I tell her, admiring my handiwork as my release continues to drip from her chin onto her breasts. “I want to remember you exactly like this.”

She lies there obediently, chest heaving with exertion, eyes half-closed in exhaustion, my cum slowly tracking paths across her skin like obscene tears. In the wedding portrait on the wall, Julien stares directly at his debased wife, his permanent expression of smug superiority now seeming like the ultimate irony.


Chapter 6

I lean against the far wall of Julien’s fitting studio, maintaining the façade of the interested investor observing the creative process. The space is deliberately intimidating—three walls of mirrors create infinite reflections, the harsh lighting designed to reveal every flaw, the elevated platform forcing models to be examined from below like specimens on display. My presence has been all but forgotten as Julien focuses his attention on a young model who stands trembling on the platform, wearing only a thin slip as she waits for the fitting to begin.

She can’t be more than nineteen, her bone structure suggesting Eastern European origins—likely another girl plucked from obscurity with promises of international stardom. Despite her height and the angular features that photograph so well, there’s something painfully childlike about her posture, the way her shoulders hunch slightly inward as if trying to make herself smaller under Julien’s scrutiny. Her eyes dart nervously between the floor and his face, seeking approval while simultaneously fearing his attention.

“Name?” Julien barks, not bothering to look up from the garment in his hands—a complicated structure of pleats and panels that will become the centerpiece of his upcoming collection.

“Anya, monsieur,” she replies, her accent confirming my suspicion about her origins. Ukrainian, perhaps, or Belarusian.

Julien approaches with the precision of a surgeon advancing on an anesthetized patient, the garment held before him like a sacred artifact. Two assistants hover nearby, pins and measuring tapes at the ready, their expressions carefully neutral as they await instructions. For the first few minutes, Julien maintains a veneer of professionalism, directing Anya to lift her arms as he slides the incomplete dress over her head, the expensive fabric whispering against her skin.

“Stand straight,” he commands, stepping back to assess the initial fit. “How am I supposed to see the line if you’re cowering like a beaten dog?”

Anya immediately straightens, her chin lifting, eyes fixed on a point in the distance—a practiced pose that suggests this isn’t her first experience with such treatment. Julien circles her slowly, occasionally tugging at the fabric or pinching a seam between his fingers. His face remains impassive, but I can see the subtle shift in his eyes—the clinical assessment giving way to something darker, more personal.

“What did they feed you in your village?” he asks suddenly, pinching the fabric at her waist with deliberate roughness. “The dress is hanging like a sack. Your measurements must have been wrong.”

“I’m sorry, monsieur,” Anya whispers, her eyes dropping to the floor again. “I have maintained the weight from my casting.”

Julien makes a dismissive sound in the back of his throat. “The camera adds ten pounds. In person, models should look like they’re dying. You—” he pinches her side through the fabric, catching flesh as well, making her wince, “—you look healthy. It’s disgusting.”

The assistants exchange glances but remain silent, their complicity secured by their own precarious positions in the fashion hierarchy. I maintain my casual pose against the wall, though my jaw tightens at Julien’s deliberate cruelty. This isn’t about the garment; it’s about establishing dominance, about making this girl understand that her body exists solely for his artistic vision, with no consideration for her comfort or dignity.

“Turn,” he orders, snapping his fingers impatiently.

Anya rotates slowly, careful not to disturb the pins already placed along one seam. As her back faces him, Julien’s hands move to the neckline, adjusting the drape with movements that linger longer than necessary on her exposed skin. His fingers trace the ridge of her spine, ostensibly following the line of the garment but continuing well below where the fabric ends.

“The back needs to be lower,” he announces, suddenly grabbing the fabric and yanking it down with enough force that Anya stumbles slightly. “We need to see more skin. The clients aren’t paying thousands to see a nun’s habit.”

He calls for scissors, and an assistant rushes forward with a pair of professional shears. With quick, aggressive cuts, Julien slashes the back of the garment, exposing Anya’s skin almost to the base of her spine. His hand flattens against her bare back, sliding downward until his fingers just brush the top of her buttocks.

“Much better,” he murmurs, his voice dropping to a register that has nothing to do with professional assessment. “Now we can see what we’re selling.”

I watch Anya’s face in the mirror—the flash of discomfort quickly masked by professional blankness, the slight tremor in her lower lip the only indication that she recognizes the touch as inappropriate. This, too, isn’t new to her—the price of entry into a world where young bodies are currency, where speaking up means never working again.

“Arms up,” Julien commands, moving to her front.

Anya raises her arms obediently, the position forcing her chest forward. Julien’s hands move to the bodice, adjusting the fabric across her breasts with deliberate slowness. His thumbs brush across her nipples through the thin material—once, twice, a third time—each contact lingering just long enough to make clear it’s intentional while maintaining plausible deniability.

“No bra for the show,” he declares, his eyes never leaving her chest. “We need to see the points here and here.” His fingers press directly on her nipples, pinching slightly. “The client needs to imagine what these would feel like in his hand.”

One of the assistants coughs quietly, perhaps the barest protest against the increasingly obvious harassment. Julien shoots them a withering glance before returning his attention to Anya, who stands perfectly still, her face a mask of professional endurance.

“You’ll stand for another few hours while we complete the initial fitting,” he informs her, stepping back to assess the overall effect. “Do not move, do not ask for water, do not complain about pins sticking you. Consider it training for the runway.”

Anya nods silently, her legs already trembling slightly from having maintained the same position for nearly forty minutes. Julien turns his back dismissively, speaking to his assistants about technical details of the construction while periodically glancing at Anya in the mirror, ensuring she hasn’t shifted position.

After delivering a barrage of instructions to his team, Julien approaches Anya again, this time standing uncomfortably close behind her, his chest nearly touching her back as he speaks directly into her ear. His voice drops to an intimate murmur that nonetheless carries to where I stand.

“You have potential,” he tells her, his hands resting on her shoulders, then sliding down her arms in a proprietary caress. “But potential isn’t enough in this industry. So many beautiful girls, so few opportunities.”

Anya remains perfectly still, her eyes fixed straight ahead, though I can see her pulse hammering in the hollow of her throat.

“If you want to open the show rather than walk in the middle with all the forgettable faces,” Julien continues, one hand now resting inappropriately low on her hip, “you should come to my office tonight. After everyone leaves. We can... discuss your career trajectory more privately.”

The implication hangs in the air, as subtle as a sledgehammer. Anya gives an almost imperceptible nod, her expression never changing though her eyes momentarily close, resignation replacing fear.

“Good girl,” Julien purrs, patting her hip like one might praise a pet before moving away. “Don’t disappoint me. I can make you a star, or I can ensure you never work again. Your choice.”

He turns abruptly, noticing me still watching from my position against the wall. A smile slithers across his face—not embarrassed at being caught, but rather proud, as if expecting me to appreciate the power display I’ve just witnessed.

“The art of the fitting is so technical,” he calls to me, his voice resuming its normal volume, shifting seamlessly into the persona of the creative genius. “One must be firm to achieve perfection.”

I nod, maintaining my investor’s smile while mentally adding this incident to the growing file that will ensure Julien’s downfall. The systematic abuse of power, the casual cruelty, the sexual coercion thinly veiled as professional opportunity—all of it feeding the justice that awaits him.

“Quite educational,” I reply, my tone betraying nothing of my disgust. “I can see why your reputation for... hands-on leadership... is so widely discussed.”


Chapter 7

The backstage area of the Grand Palais thrums with controlled chaos as Julien’s runway show reaches its climactic moment. Models in various states of undress rush between makeup stations and clothing racks, stylists frantically make last-minute adjustments, and PR assistants with headsets guide fashion journalists through the privileged behind-the-scenes access. Through it all, Julien’s voice booms from the main stage, projected through speakers as he delivers his customary pre-collection speech—a carefully rehearsed monologue about artistic vision and creative courage that makes me want to vomit.

I slip between clothing racks toward a secluded corner behind the massive LED screen that projects runway footage to the backstage area. This particular show represents the pinnacle of Julien’s career—major buyers, influential critics, and celebrities fill the audience, ready to worship at the altar of his supposed genius. The perfect stage for what I have planned.

My phone vibrates with Colette’s confirmation: “On my way.” As Julien’s wife and muse, she’s expected to be front row center for his grand moment, making her absence all the more conspicuous—and her imminent activities all the more deliciously treacherous.

“For over three decades,” Julien’s amplified voice echoes through the space, “I have pushed the boundaries of fashion as art, as statement, as revolution...”

I spot Colette navigating through the backstage chaos, her crimson dress—designed by Julien himself for this specific occasion—standing out among the predominantly black-clad staff. She moves with practiced poise, smiling and nodding at those who recognize her, yet her eyes scan continuously for me. When our gazes connect, her steps falter momentarily before she corrects herself, continuing toward my hidden position with renewed determination.

“Fashion is truth,” Julien continues from the stage, “stripped of pretense, revealing the essence of humanity in its purest form...”

The irony is exquisite as Colette reaches me, stepping into the shadowed alcove created by stacked equipment cases and hanging garment bags. Without a word, I grab her wrist and pull her against me, my mouth finding hers in a kiss that contains none of the refined restraint expected from fashion’s power couple. She responds instantly, the Touch ensuring her immediate surrender as her lips part beneath mine, her tongue meeting my invasion with eager hunger.

My hands find her ass, squeezing roughly through the expensive fabric of her dress, pulling her hips against mine to let her feel my already hardening cock. Her breath catches, a small whimper escaping into my mouth as she presses closer, all thoughts of propriety or her husband’s proximity forgotten in the face of her chemically induced need.

“The collection I present tonight,” Julien’s voice drones on, “represents the culmination of a lifetime dedicated to excellence, to perfection, to the relentless pursuit of beauty...”

I push Colette against the wall, one hand moving to her throat with just enough pressure to remind her who controls her breathing, her pleasure, her very existence in this moment. My other hand slides up her thigh, finding the hem of her dress and pushing beneath it to discover she wears nothing underneath—she came prepared, expecting, hoping for exactly this scenario.

“Strip,” I command against her ear, my voice low but carrying enough authority that she immediately reaches for the hidden zipper at her side.

“Here?” she whispers, her eyes widening as she glances toward the busy backstage area just feet away. “Anyone could see—“

“Now,” I interrupt, stepping back slightly to give her room. “Take it all off while your husband talks about his dedication to beauty.”

The Touch overwhelms any remaining resistance. With trembling hands, she unzips the dress designed specifically for her triumphant front-row appearance. The garment slides down her body with a whisper of expensive fabric, pooling at her feet in a crimson puddle that would be immediately recognizable to anyone in the fashion world as Julien’s signature piece from the previous collection.

She stands naked before me now, the contrast between her vulnerable nudity and the frenetic activity just beyond our alcove creating an electric charge of danger and forbidden pleasure. Her body is magnificent in the harsh backstage lighting—every curve maintained through rigorous exercise and dietary discipline, skin glowing from treatments most women couldn’t afford in a lifetime.

“Fashion demands sacrifice,” Julien proclaims as I step forward, pressing Colette back against the wall, my fully clothed body against her nakedness creating another level of power imbalance. “It demands complete surrender to the vision...”

My mouth finds her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive spot below her ear that I’ve learned drives her wild. One hand moves between her legs, fingers finding her already embarrassingly wet, sliding easily through slick folds to circle her clit with practiced precision. Her head falls back against the wall, eyes closing as pleasure overwhelms caution.

“Look at me,” I demand, my free hand gripping her chin. “I want you watching me while I make you come with your husband just feet away.”

Her eyes snap open, pupils dilated with a mixture of arousal and fear. My fingers increase their pace between her legs, two sliding inside her while my thumb continues working her clit. Her hands move to my belt, fumbling with the buckle before managing to open my trousers enough to slip inside, finding my cock straining against my underwear.

She frees me with desperate movements, wrapping her fingers around my shaft with surprising strength, stroking me in rhythm with the movements of my hand between her legs. The position is awkward, both of us standing, her back against the wall, but the danger of discovery adds an edge that makes even this uncomfortable arrangement intensely erotic.

“Through discipline and vision,” Julien continues, his voice swelling with practiced emotion, “we transcend the ordinary to touch the divine...”

A bitter laugh escapes me at the cosmic irony—his pontificating about transcendence while I touch his wife in the most profane way possible. Colette’s strokes grow more insistent, her breathing becoming shallow as my fingers find that perfect spot inside her that makes her thighs tremble.

People move constantly just yards away—assistants rushing with last-minute alterations, models lining up for their runway cues, photographers capturing behind-the-scenes content that will appear in tomorrow’s fashion blogs. Any of them could step around the equipment cases and discover fashion’s power couple engaged in the ultimate betrayal.

The risk only heightens Colette’s arousal—her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my fingers, her grip on my cock becoming almost painfully tight as she approaches the edge. I lean in, my lips brushing her ear as I whisper words designed to push her further.

“I wonder if anyone would recognize the great Colette Rousseau right now,” I taunt, curling my fingers to hit that spot that makes her gasp. “Naked against a wall, jerking off the man who’s destroying her husband, while the fashion elite applauds just feet away.”

Her free hand flies to her mouth, stifling a moan as my words push her closer to climax. My fingers move faster, my thumb circling her clit with merciless precision as my other hand moves to her breast, pinching a nipple hard enough to border on pain.

“I can feel how close you are,” I continue, my voice a low growl against her ear. “Your pussy’s getting tighter, wetter. You’re going to come for me right here, with all these people around, while your husband delivers the most important speech of his career.”

A staff member with a clipboard walks past our hiding spot, pausing just long enough that Colette freezes in terror, my fingers still buried inside her, her hand still wrapped around my cock. When the woman continues on, oblivious to what’s happening in the shadows, Colette’s relief manifests as a rush of additional wetness around my fingers.

“This collection,” Julien declares, his voice reaching a crescendo, “represents not just my vision, but the culmination of a sacred partnership. I must acknowledge my wife, my muse, my Colette, without whom none of this would be possible...”

The audience erupts in applause, the sound washing over us as Colette’s eyes widen in horrified realization—she should be taking her bow alongside him at this very moment. Instead, she stands naked in a backstage alcove, one hand wrapped around another man’s cock, the other now clutching my shoulder as my fingers drive her relentlessly toward orgasm.

“Choose,” I command, increasing the pressure on her clit. “Him or me. Right now.”

“You,” she gasps without hesitation, the Touch making the decision for her even as some part of her mind must recognize the career suicide she’s committing. “Only you. Please don’t stop.”

The applause continues as I push her over the edge, her body convulsing against my hand, inner walls pulsing around my fingers as she bites down on her lower lip to keep from screaming. Through it all, her hand never stops moving on my cock, stroking me with desperate need even as her own pleasure crashes through her.

As Colette’s orgasm subsides, leaving her trembling against the wall, I have no intention of giving her time to recover or reconsider. In one fluid motion, I lift her, my hands gripping the undersides of her thighs, spreading her legs to position myself between them. Her back presses harder against the wall as I guide my cock to her entrance, still slick and sensitive from her climax. With a single powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her, swallowing her gasp with my mouth as I claim her completely.

Her legs wrap around my waist instantly, ankles locking behind my back as her body instinctively seeks to take me deeper. The position requires strength—her entire weight supported between my arms and the wall—but the power dynamic it creates is worth the exertion. Fully clothed, I fuck the naked wife of fashion’s reigning emperor while he continues addressing the industry elite just beyond our hiding place.

“The vision I present tonight,” Julien’s voice carries through the speakers, “challenges conventions while honoring traditions...”

His words provide a surreal soundtrack as I establish a punishing rhythm, driving into Colette with enough force that her back bumps repeatedly against the wall. Each thrust pushes a small gasp from her throat—sounds she struggles to contain, aware that discovery now would mean complete ruination. Her fingernails dig into my shoulders through my jacket, leaving marks I’ll find later like trophies of conquest.

“Your husband has no idea what a whore his muse really is,” I whisper against her ear, my voice timed with the relentless drive of my hips. “No idea that while he talks about his vision, you’re being fucked by a man who’s going to destroy him.”

A visible shudder runs through her at my words, her inner walls clenching around my shaft in response to the degradation. The Touch ensures that even the most humiliating statements register as arousal in her rewired brain—her body responding to verbal abuse with the same enthusiasm as physical pleasure.

“What would the fashion world say?” I continue, my lips brushing her ear, breath hot against her skin. “If they could see the sophisticated Colette Rousseau with her legs spread, taking cock like a common street whore while her husband addresses the elite.”

Her only response is a desperate whimper as her hips begin moving against mine, matching my rhythm, seeking even deeper penetration. I adjust my grip on her thighs, spreading her wider, allowing me to drive into her from a slightly different angle that hits that spot inside her with each thrust.

“You’re nothing but three holes for me to use,” I tell her, the crude description so at odds with her carefully cultivated image of refinement. “Your mouth, your pussy, your ass—all mine to fuck whenever I want. Say it.”

“My holes are yours,” she gasps, her French accent thickening with arousal, transforming the vulgar phrase into something almost musical. “To use whenever you want. Please... harder.”

I comply, increasing both pace and force, driving into her with enough power that the wall behind her vibrates slightly with each impact. The sound of our coupling—skin slapping against skin, the wet suction of her pussy gripping my cock—seems impossibly loud in the small space, surely audible to anyone passing nearby. Yet the risk only heightens the sensation, adding an edge of danger that makes each thrust more intense than it would be in private.

“Fashion is about transformation,” Julien continues from the stage, oblivious to his wife’s betrayal. “About revealing the truth beneath the exterior...”

“Listen to him,” I command, never slowing my assault on her body. “Listen to your husband talk about truth while you’re getting fucked by a stranger. Does he know your truth, Colette? Does he know how wet you get for my cock?”

Her head thrashes from side to side, overwhelmed by both physical sensation and the psychological impact of my words. I can feel her tightening around me, inner walls beginning to flutter in the prelude to another climax. My hand moves between our bodies, finding her clit, circling it with my thumb as I continue pounding into her.

“I can feel you getting close again,” I taunt, watching her face contort with approaching pleasure. “Going to come on my cock while your husband’s voice is in your ears? What kind of wife does that make you?”

“A bad one,” she whispers, tears forming at the corners of her eyes—not from sadness but from the overwhelming intensity of sensation. “A terrible, faithless wife.”

“But a perfect whore,” I finish for her, applying more pressure to her clit as I feel her approaching the edge. “My perfect whore.”

Those words push her over, triggering an orgasm that tears through her with violent force. Her entire body convulses against mine, inner muscles clamping down on my shaft with rhythmic pulses strong enough that I have to grit my teeth against my own release. A cry rises in her throat—a sound that would surely alert everyone nearby to our activities—and I silence it with my mouth, swallowing her scream as she comes apart in my arms.

I fuck her through the climax, never slowing, never giving her a moment to descend from the peak before pushing her toward another. Her eyes roll back slightly, lids fluttering as the continuous stimulation becomes almost too much to bear. Yet her legs tighten around my waist, her arms around my neck, her body communicating what her overwhelmed mind cannot—more, harder, don’t stop.

A flurry of movement nearby signals models preparing for the finale walk, their voices carrying through the thin barrier of hanging garments that shields us from view. The danger of discovery increases exponentially as staff members rush back and forth, calling out last-minute instructions, guiding the procession toward the runway entrance.

“They’re right there,” I whisper, my lips against her ear as I continue thrusting into her trembling body. “One step around that rack and they’d see you—naked, impaled on my cock, your husband’s masterpiece ruined by another man’s hands.”

The proximity of others pushes her rapidly toward another peak, her breathing becoming increasingly erratic, small sounds of desperate need escaping despite her attempts to remain silent. The Touch has transformed her completely—the poised, elegant socialite now reduced to a creature of pure sensation, risking everything for one more moment of pleasure.

“I’m going to make you come again,” I promise, angling my hips to hit that perfect spot with each thrust. “And when you do, when you’re right on the edge about to fall apart, I want you to look me in the eyes and tell me who owns you.”

Her gaze locks with mine, pupils so dilated that only a thin ring of color remains visible. I can see the approach of her climax in the way her expression transforms—mouth softening, brow furrowing slightly, eyes growing increasingly unfocused as pleasure builds beyond her capacity to process it.

“Now,” I command, feeling her inner walls beginning to contract around me. “Tell me.”

“You own me,” she gasps, the words barely audible but crystal clear in their intent. “Body, soul—everything. Yours.”

Her second orgasm crashes through her with even greater force than the first, her entire body shuddering against mine as waves of pleasure overwhelm her system. This time, I capture her mouth completely, my tongue invading as my cock continues its relentless assault, muffling her cries of ecstasy as effectively as any gag. Through the kiss, I swallow her moans, feeling the vibrations against my lips as she comes apart in my arms.

On stage, Julien reaches the climax of his speech, the sound of applause washing over us like waves as Colette trembles through the aftershocks of her orgasm. The cosmic timing couldn’t be more perfect—fashion’s elite offering a standing ovation while the subject of their adoration has his life systematically dismantled, starting with his wife’s complete corruption.

When the final pulses of her climax subside, leaving her limp and gasping in my arms, I continue moving inside her, maintaining the same steady rhythm though her oversensitized body now flinches slightly with each thrust. Despite the exquisite pleasure of her tight heat gripping my cock, I maintain control, deliberately holding back my own release. There’s one final humiliation I have planned for Colette Rousseau, one last way to mark her as mine rather than her husband’s, and it requires me to save my climax for what comes next.

“Please,” she whispers, her voice hoarse from suppressed screams, body trembling with exhaustion and overstimulation. “I can’t take anymore...”

“You can,” I assure her, never slowing my pace. “And you will. We’re just getting started.”

I withdraw suddenly from Colette’s well-used pussy, leaving her gasping at the emptiness as I manhandle her away from the wall. Without giving her time to recover, I spin her around and bend her roughly over a nearby rack of garments—priceless couture pieces waiting for their runway debut, now serving as impromptu furniture for the ultimate defilement of their creator’s wife. The symbolism isn’t lost on me as I position her ass at the perfect height, her body draped across Julien’s masterworks like the most vulgar of displays.

“What are you doing?” she whispers, panic edging into her voice as she feels me spread her ass cheeks with my thumbs. “Not there—I’ve never—”

“Exactly,” I cut her off, my voice dropping to a dangerous register that brooks no argument. “The last piece of you that belongs only to you. Not anymore.”

I gather saliva in my mouth, letting it drop in a deliberate stream onto her exposed asshole, using my thumb to work the makeshift lubricant around the tight ring of muscle. Her entire body tenses at the unfamiliar sensation, a small whimper escaping as she realizes my intentions. Through the speakers, we hear the announcement of Julien’s final bow—the designer preparing to bask in the adulation of the fashion world while I prepare to claim his wife’s final virginity.

“Please,” she begs, though whether she’s asking me to stop or continue is unclear even to her. The Touch creates this delicious conflict—her mind knowing this final barrier shouldn’t be crossed while her body craves the completion of her ownership. “It will hurt...”

“Yes,” I confirm, positioning the head of my cock against her tight entrance, still slick from her pussy and my saliva. “It will.”

Without further warning, I push forward with relentless pressure. The resistance is immediate and significant—her body fighting the invasion of a space never meant for such use. I feel the moment her muscle begins to yield, a gradual surrender that transforms into a sudden breach as the head of my cock pushes past the tight ring. A scream tears from her throat, loud enough that it would surely alert everyone nearby if not for the thunderous applause erupting as Julien takes center stage.

“Shhh,” I mock, one hand moving to grip her hair, pulling her head back at a painful angle while my other hand presses down on the small of her back, keeping her pinned against the garments. “You’ll ruin your husband’s moment.”

The pain evident in her face only drives me to push deeper, forcing more of my length into her resistant channel with methodical determination. Each inch claimed is a victory over both her body’s natural defenses and the social barriers that have defined her life. Tears stream down her face, mascara creating black rivers across her cheeks as I claim this final, most intimate part of her.

“The great Colette Rousseau,” I taunt, now buried halfway inside her ass, feeling her body tremble with the effort to accommodate me. “So refined, so elegant, so far above the common rabble. And here you are, bent over your husband’s precious designs, taking cock in your ass like the cheapest whore in the Pigalle.”

The applause continues, punctuated by Julien’s amplified voice thanking various contributors to his success. The cosmic irony is perfect—his moment of greatest triumph coinciding with his wife’s most complete degradation, separated by mere yards and a thin partition of hanging fabric.

With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself completely in her ass, tearing another cry from her throat that she muffles by biting down on one of the priceless garments beneath her. The sensation is exquisite—her body gripping me with virgin tightness, the heat and resistance creating friction unlike anything her other holes provided. I pause for a moment, savoring both the physical sensation and the psychological victory of conquering her completely.

“Now everyone will know what you really are,” I growl, beginning to move with deliberate slowness, withdrawing almost completely before driving back in. “I can see the headlines now: ‘Fashion‘s Queen Takes It Up The Ass While Husband Accepts Applause.’”

Her only response is a broken sob that contains equal parts pain, pleasure, and the final shattering of her carefully constructed self-image. The Touch ensures that even this violation registers as pleasure on some primal level, confusing her body’s pain responses with arousal signals. Her hips begin to move almost imperceptibly, not quite pushing back against me but no longer actively resisting.

I increase my pace, establishing a rhythm that prioritizes my pleasure over her comfort. The garments beneath her shift and crease with each impact, priceless fabrics absorbing her tears and sweat. I imagine Julien’s horror if he could see his masterpieces defiled this way—serving as bedding for his wife’s anal deflowering.

My hand leaves her hair to reach around her body, finding her clit with unerring precision. Despite the pain of my anal invasion—or perhaps because of it—she’s still soaking wet, her arousal evident in the slickness that coats my fingers as I begin to circle that sensitive bundle of nerves. The dual stimulation creates a confusing storm of sensation, her body unable to process whether it’s experiencing agony or ecstasy.

“Your husband is taking his final bow,” I inform her, never slowing the punishing pace of my thrusts into her tight ass. “Standing ovation, from the sound of it. What would they think if they knew his perfect wife was backstage getting her ass destroyed by another man?”

The thought pushes her further into that twilight space between pleasure and pain, her body beginning to respond more actively to my invasion, inner muscles relaxing slightly to accommodate my girth. My fingers work her clit with practiced skill, coaxing her body toward pleasure even as my cock continues its brutal assault on her previously untouched hole.

“Listen to them chanting his name,” I continue, timing my words with particularly deep thrusts. “Jul-i-en! Jul-i-en! While Colette moans like a whore with a cock in her ass.”

As if on cue, a deep moan escapes her, no longer entirely of pain. The Touch has worked its magic, transforming even this violation into a source of dark pleasure that her conscious mind can’t fully reconcile. Her hips begin moving more actively now, no longer merely accepting my invasion but actually pushing back against me, seeking deeper penetration despite the burning stretch she must feel.

“That’s it,” I encourage, increasing the pressure and speed of my fingers on her clit. “Show me the animal hiding beneath all that refinement. The creature that lives for cock, any hole, anywhere, anytime.”

The backstage area erupts in fresh activity as the show concludes—models returning from their final walk, staff preparing for the afterparty, photographers capturing candid moments of post-show euphoria. The risk of discovery increases exponentially, yet I make no move to finish quickly or release her from her exposed position.

Instead, I fuck her ass with even greater force, driving into her with enough power that the rack of garments begins to inch forward across the floor with each thrust. The movement creates a soft metallic scraping that seems impossibly loud to my ears but is thankfully swallowed by the general chaos of the post-show environment.

“Your ass is getting looser,” I taunt, feeling her body gradually yielding to my invasion. “Learning its new purpose as just another hole for me to fuck. How does it feel to be completely owned, Colette? No part of you left unclaimed?”

Her answer comes in the form of a strangled cry as my fingers bring her to an unexpected climax—her body convulsing around my invading cock, inner muscles clenching rhythmically as pleasure crashes through her despite the unfamiliar pain. The contradiction of coming while being anally violated seems to break something fundamental in her psyche; I can almost see the last vestiges of her carefully constructed persona crumbling away.

I continue pounding into her through her orgasm, using her moment of vulnerability to drive deeper, claim more thoroughly. The slick sounds of my fingers working her soaked pussy provide an obscene counterpoint to the dry friction of my cock pistoning in and out of her ass. Through it all, Julien’s amplified voice continues thanking his team, his sponsors, his inspirations—everyone except the wife who is, at this very moment, giving herself completely to his destruction.

With a suddenness that leaves her gasping, I withdraw completely from her abused hole. The emptiness draws a whimper of confusion from her throat as I step back, turning her around to face me with rough hands on her shoulders.

“Kneel,” I command, pushing down until she collapses to her knees on the dirty backstage floor.

Her eyes widen as she takes in the state of my cock—still rock hard, glistening with the evidence of where it’s just been. Before she can process what’s happening, I begin stroking myself rapidly, aiming directly at her upturned face. My free hand tangles in her hair, holding her head steady as I position myself inches from her features.

“This is what you are now,” I tell her, feeling my release building rapidly after the extended stimulation of her multiple holes. “A canvas for me to paint.”

My orgasm hits with spectacular force—the first rope of cum landing across her left cheek with enough power that she flinches slightly. The second paints a white line across her parted lips, some of it landing on her tongue before she can think to close her mouth. I continue stroking, directing each pulse with deliberate precision—decorating her forehead, her other cheek, her chin, and finally her eyelids as she instinctively closes them against the onslaught.

When I’ve emptied myself completely, she kneels before me covered in my release—fashion’s queen transformed into a debased portrait of submission. Her perfect makeup is completely destroyed, mascara streaked with tears, lipstick smeared across half her face, foundation patchy where my cum has begun to dry. Her hair, meticulously styled for her front-row appearance, now hangs in sweaty tangles around her ruined features.

But I’m not finished with her degradation.

“Clean me,” I demand, stepping closer until my softening cock, still bearing the evidence of its invasion of her ass, hovers before her face.

Her eyes widen in horror as she understands what I‘m asking—the final, most complete submission to my will. For a moment, I think she might refuse, that this might be the line she cannot cross. Then the Touch reasserts its dominance over her rewired nervous system, and her mouth opens obediently.

With visible reluctance that only enhances my pleasure, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth, her tongue working to clean every inch of my length. The knowledge of where it’s just been makes the act infinitely more degrading, more complete in its surrender. Fashion‘s most elegant woman, tasting the evidence of her own anal violation, performing the most debased act imaginable while her husband accepts congratulations just yards away.

When she’s finished, she looks up at me with an expression I’ve seen before—on the Princess, on Rivka, on Fleur—the look of a woman who has discovered a truth about herself she never wanted to know. That beneath the carefully constructed layers of sophistication, achievement, and social standing lives a creature of pure need, willing to debase herself completely for the right touch.

“Now you belong to me,” I tell her, tucking myself away and straightening my clothing while she remains naked and cum-covered on the floor. “Every hole, every thought, every breath—mine to control.”

“Yes,” she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming, her once-perfect face a ruined mask of submission. “Yours completely.”

I reach down, smearing a drop of my cum across her bottom lip with my thumb in a grotesque parody of applying lipstick. “Clean yourself up. Your husband will be looking for you to celebrate his triumph.”

As I turn to leave, I catch a glimpse of Julien through a gap in the hanging fabrics, surrounded by admirers, basking in the glow of his supposed creative genius. He searches the crowd, presumably for the wife who should be at his side for this moment of glory, unaware that she kneels just yards away, naked, used, and marked as another man’s property.


Chapter 8

Seraphine Beaumont’s modeling agency occupies the top floor of a restored Art Nouveau building near Place Vendôme, the perfect address to signal her elite status in the Parisian fashion hierarchy. As the elevator doors slide open, I step into a reception area designed to intimidate—cream marble floors reflecting crystal chandeliers, walls adorned with black-and-white photographs of supermodels discovered by her legendary eye. The final piece of my plan against Julien Rousseau awaits behind the imposing ebony doors at the end of the corridor, where the woman who has supplied him with victims for decades now holds the key to his complete destruction.

The receptionist—a former model herself, all sharp angles and practiced indifference—announces me with the carefully neutral tone of someone trained to judge worth based on appearance alone. I’ve dressed the part today, Tom Ford suit tailored to perfection, Patek Philippe visible at my wrist whenever I check the time with calculated casualness. The Silicon Valley investor persona opens doors throughout Paris, but Seraphine Beaumont requires more than money to grant an audience—she requires power recognizable to her predator’s instinct.

“Monsieur Hammond,” purrs a voice from the doorway, the French accent wrapping around my fabricated name like expensive silk. “How unexpected. I don’t recall having you in my calendar.”

Seraphine Beaumont stands framed in her office doorway, a vision that makes even my jaded senses sharpen with appreciation. At thirty-six, she represents the perfect fusion of youth’s vitality and experience’s confidence—a woman who has survived fashion’s meat grinder and emerged as the butcher rather than the lamb. Her body defies the industry standards she enforces on others—curves that speak to an appreciation of life’s pleasures, breasts that strain against her tailored blouse with natural fullness, a waist that narrows dramatically before flaring to hips designed to drive men to distraction.

“I appreciate you making time,” I reply, approaching with measured steps. “Some matters are better discussed without digital footprints.”

Her eyes—amber with flecks of gold, lined with expertly applied kohl—narrow slightly at my implication. Intelligence sharpens her gaze as she assesses me, cataloging details with the precision that has made her Paris’s most successful talent scout. Her lips, painted a deep burgundy that matches her manicured nails, curve into a smile that contains equal parts invitation and threat.

“Intriguing,” she says, stepping aside to allow me entry. “Though I should warn you, my time is exceptionally valuable.”

I brush past her deliberately, ensuring our shoulders touch—not enough to activate the Touch yet, just enough to establish that physical boundaries will be irrelevant to our interaction. Her office reveals more about her than any dossier could—modern furnishings in cream and black creating a backdrop for the true stars: photographs of girls she’s discovered, each frame representing millions in commissions. A chaise longue upholstered in buttery leather occupies one corner beside floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Paris skyline. Her desk, a massive slab of black marble on gold legs, dominates the center of the room like an altar where careers are sacrificed daily.

“I understand you have a long-standing relationship with Julien Rousseau,” I begin, positioning myself before her desk rather than accepting the visitor’s chair she indicates with a casual wave.

Her posture changes instantly—spine stiffening, shoulders squaring, the predatory relaxation giving way to wary defensiveness. She moves behind her desk with the fluid grace of someone who once walked runways, using the furniture as a barrier between us.

“I have relationships with all major designers,” she answers, lowering herself into her chair with controlled precision. “My agency provides talent for every significant fashion house in Europe.”

“But Julien receives special consideration,” I press, remaining standing to maintain the height advantage. “Young girls, usually Eastern European, usually desperate, usually without family connections in Paris. Girls who won’t be missed when they’re broken.”

Her face hardens into the mask that has made her feared throughout the industry—beautiful but utterly merciless, a Medusa in Chanel. “I don’t know what you’re implying, Monsieur Hammond, but I suggest you choose your next words with extreme care. Slander has serious consequences in France.”

“Not slander,” I correct her, removing a slim leather portfolio from my jacket. “Documentation. Emails. NDAs with your signature alongside Julien’s. Financial transfers with coded references that become transparent when viewed alongside the dates certain girls ‘failed to progress’ in their careers after private sessions with Paris‘s most celebrated designer.”

I place the portfolio on her desk, sliding it toward her with one finger. Her hand moves to it reflexively, manicured nails contrasting against the black leather as she flips it open. I watch her expression shift as she scans the first page—confidence giving way to calculation, then to the first flickers of genuine concern.

“Where did you get these?” she demands, voice dropping to a dangerous register.

“The same place I got evidence of Julien’s other activities,” I reply, circling her desk slowly, like a shark scenting blood in the water. “His private server wasn’t nearly as secure as he believed. The question isn’t where I got them, Seraphine. It’s what happens next.”

She closes the portfolio with a sharp snap, rising from her chair to face me directly. At her full height in Louboutin heels, she’s tall enough to meet my gaze with minimal tilting of her chin—a woman accustomed to dominating rooms full of men through sheer force of personality.

“What do you want?” she asks, cutting through pretense with businesslike efficiency. “Money? A share in the agency? Access to my girls?”

I laugh softly, the sound containing no actual humor. “I want your testimony. On record. Confirming that you knowingly provided Julien with vulnerable models, aware of what he would do to them, in exchange for preferential business arrangements and personal profit.”

“You‘re insane,” she hisses, taking a step backward until she meets the edge of her desk. “I would be ruined. The agency would collapse overnight.”

“Yes,” I agree, closing the distance between us again. “Unless you received immunity. Unless you were positioned as another victim of Julien’s manipulation rather than his willing accomplice. The authorities can be persuaded to view things that way, with the right influence.”

Something flickers in her eyes—a calculation running behind those amber irises, weighing self-preservation against loyalty to a man who has none. Her chest rises and falls more rapidly beneath her silk blouse, the first sign that her legendary composure is fracturing.

“Even if what you suggest were true,” she begins carefully, “why would I trust you to protect me? I don’t even know who you really are.”

“You don’t need to know who I am,” I reply, reaching forward deliberately to take her hand in mine. “You just need to feel what I can offer.”

The Touch activates instantly, flowing from my skin to hers like electricity finding its path to ground. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating dramatically as the chemical reaction rewires her nervous system in real time. Her lips part slightly, breath catching in her throat as sensation floods her body—pleasure centers lighting up like a Christmas tree, rational thought drowning beneath waves of desperate need.

“What—” she gasps, free hand moving to her throat as if she can physically halt the transformation overtaking her. “What is happening to me?”

I release her hand but the effect remains, cascading through her system with increasing intensity. I watch the change with familiar satisfaction—the powerful, controlled businesswoman dissolving before my eyes, replaced by a creature of pure want. Her breathing becomes shallow, chest rising and falling rapidly as her nipples harden visibly through the thin silk of her blouse. A flush spreads upward from her décolletage, staining her neck and cheeks with color that has nothing to do with cosmetics.

“You’re feeling what they felt,” I tell her, reaching up to trace one finger along her jawline. “All those girls you sent to Julien like lambs to slaughter. The need. The helplessness. The desperate desire to please, no matter the cost.”

“Stop,” she whispers, though her body leans into my touch rather than away from it. “This isn’t me.”

“But it is,” I correct her, my hand sliding down to cup her neck, thumb resting against her wildly pounding pulse. “This is what was always beneath the power suits and calculated negotiations. A woman desperate to submit to someone stronger.”

Her eyes close briefly, internal battle raging across her features. When they open again, the surrender is complete—amber irises nearly eclipsed by dilated pupils, the composed agency director replaced by something primal and hungry. Without a word, she steps away from me on unsteady legs, moving to her office door. Her fingers tremble visibly as she turns the key in the lock, the soft click sealing us away from the outside world.

When she turns back to me, her transformation is written across every inch of her body—shoulders back to emphasize her magnificent breasts, lips parted in unconscious invitation, thighs pressing together to alleviate the ache growing between them.

“Please,” she says simply, the single word containing volumes of need.

I close the distance between us in two strides, one hand tangling in her expertly highlighted hair while the other grabs her ass with possessive roughness. My mouth claims hers with none of the finesse expected in seduction—teeth clashing, tongues battling, breath mingling in desperate pants. She responds with equal fervor, nails digging into my shoulders through the expensive fabric of my suit, hips grinding against mine in unconscious seeking of friction.

The taste of her is intoxicating—expensive lipstick and the faint notes of the champagne she likely sipped at lunch. I bite her lower lip hard enough to draw a gasp, then soothe the sting with my tongue in a deliberate contrast that has her melting against me. My hand tightens in her hair, pulling her head back to expose the elegant column of her throat to my mouth.

“Is this how Julien did it?” I growl against her skin, teeth grazing her pulse point. “Is this how he convinced you to keep supplying him with fresh victims? By making you feel wanted? Needed? Desired?”

“No,” she gasps as my free hand moves from her ass to her breast, squeezing roughly through her blouse. “He never touched me. He—ah!—he never saw me as anything but useful.”

I back her against her own office door, pinning her with my body as my mouth continues its assault on her neck. Her hands fumble between us, working at my belt with clumsy urgency that betrays how completely the Touch has overwhelmed her usual poise. I grab her wrists, forcing them above her head against the door, holding her completely immobile as I grind my hardening cock against her center through our clothing.

“Tell me about the girls,” I demand, biting the sensitive spot where neck meets shoulder hard enough to leave a mark. “Tell me how you selected them for him.”

“Young ones,” she admits, head falling back against the door as pleasure and shame war across her features. “Beautiful but desperate. Girls who couldn’t afford to say no to anything. Girls without connections. He liked them innocent. Untouched.”

My free hand works the buttons of her blouse, exposing the black lace bra beneath and the magnificent swell of her breasts above it. I lower my head, biting at the exposed flesh, drawing another gasp from her lips.

“And you gave them to him,” I accuse, releasing her wrists to tear her blouse open completely, buttons scattering across the expensive carpet. “Knowing what he would do.”

“Yes,” she confesses, hands now free to grab at my shoulders, pulling me closer rather than pushing me away. “God help me, yes.”

Seraphine tears at her own clothing with desperate urgency, the composed businesswoman completely vanished beneath the Touch’s influence. The ruined silk blouse hangs from her shoulders in tatters, revealing a black lace bra struggling to contain breasts that defy both gravity and the fashion industry’s skeletal aesthetic. Her chest heaves with each rapid breath, magnificent cleavage deepening as she reaches behind herself to unclasp the bra with trembling fingers. When the garment falls away, I’m treated to a sight that sends blood rushing from my brain to my cock with dizzying speed—breasts that belong in Renaissance paintings rather than modern fashion magazines, full and heavy with large areolas surrounding hardened nipples that beg for my mouth.

“Mon dieu,” I murmur appreciatively, cupping the weight of them in my palms, feeling the contrasting textures of soft flesh and hardened peaks. “No wonder you succeeded in an industry that worships anorexia. You’re a goddess among skeletons.”

She moans as I squeeze roughly, my fingers sinking into flesh that yields without surrendering its firmness. The contrast between her polished exterior and this raw, wanton creature is intoxicating—fashion’s gatekeeper reduced to whimpering need by my touch. I lower my head to capture one nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to draw a gasp from her throat before soothing the sting with my tongue.

“The chaise,” I command, releasing her breasts to grip her shoulders, spinning her toward the leather lounger positioned with a view of Paris’s iconic skyline.

She stumbles toward it on unsteady legs, her pencil skirt restricting her movement until I grab the fabric from behind and tear it up the seam with enough force that the sound of ripping material echoes through the office. The expensive garment falls away, revealing black lace panties and garter belt securing sheer stockings—the armor of a woman who knows her power lies partly in what remains concealed.

When she reaches the chaise, I push her down roughly, watching her magnificent breasts bounce with the impact. She sprawls across the leather surface like a pagan offering, legs parting instinctively as I stand over her, loosening my tie with deliberate slowness. Her eyes track the movement with desperate hunger, tongue darting out to moisten lips already swollen from our kissing.

“Please,” she begs, one hand moving between her legs, pressing against the lace still covering her center. “I need—I need—“

“I know exactly what you need,” I interrupt, kneeling between her spread thighs, removing her hand from her pussy and pinning it above her head. “But first, you’re going to tell me everything.”

My free hand moves to her breast, squeezing with calculated roughness that draws another gasp from her throat. I lower my head, sucking the nipple into my mouth, feeling it harden further against my tongue as I work the sensitive flesh. Her back arches, pressing more of her breast into my mouth as desperate sounds escape her.

“When did it start with Julien?” I demand, releasing her nipple with a wet pop that echoes obscenely in the hushed office. “How long have you been sending him girls?”

“Fifteen years,” she gasps as my hand moves to her other breast, fingers pinching the neglected nipple with just enough force to skirt the edge between pleasure and pain. “Since I started the agency. He approached me after I discovered Natalia—that Russian girl who became the face of his fragrance line.”

I reward her honesty by lowering my head to her neglected breast, giving it the same attention as its twin—teeth and tongue working in concert to transform her into a creature of pure sensation. My free hand moves lower, tracing patterns on her stomach that make the muscles beneath jump and quiver with anticipation.

“How many girls?” I ask against her skin, breath hot against the damp flesh where my mouth has been.

“Dozens,” she admits, hips rising unconsciously, seeking contact with my body hovering above hers. “Maybe a hundred over the years. Always the same type—young, desperate, far from home.”

My hand slips beneath the waistband of her panties, fingers finding her embarrassingly wet, slick folds evidence of how completely the Touch has transformed her. I circle her clit with my thumb, barely touching the sensitive bud, keeping her suspended on the edge of pleasure without allowing release.

“And the evidence?” I prompt, sliding one finger inside her, feeling her inner walls clench around the invasion. “What do you have that proves his predation?”

“Everything,” she moans, hips bucking against my hand as I add a second finger, curling them to find that spot inside her that makes her eyes roll back. “Emails. Texts. I recorded meetings where he detailed what he wanted—girls who wouldn’t fight back, girls who needed visas, girls who would do anything to stay in Paris.”

I withdraw my fingers suddenly, leaving her empty and wanting, my soaked digits glistening in the afternoon light streaming through her office windows. Her whimper of loss transforms into a moan of anticipation as I tear her panties away with my free hand, exposing her completely to my gaze.

“Where?” I demand, positioning myself between her spread thighs, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance without penetrating. “Where is this evidence?”

“Encrypted drive,” she gasps, eyes fixed on where our bodies almost join. “In the safe behind the Helmut Newton print. Code is 1967—the year I was born. Please, please, I need you inside me.”

I reward her cooperation by driving forward in a single powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt inside her. The sensation tears matching groans from both our throats—her heat gripping my cock with slick, tight pressure that tests my control. I establish an immediate punishing rhythm, hands moving to her breasts, squeezing the magnificent flesh in time with each thrust.

“Fifteen years,” I growl, fingers digging into the soft mounds hard enough to leave marks. “Fifteen years of feeding his appetite. Sending lambs to slaughter while you counted your commission.”

“Yes,” she admits, shame and pleasure battling across her features as her body responds to my brutal pace. “Yes, I knew. I always knew. But the money—his contracts made the agency what it is.”

I release her breasts to grab her thighs, pushing them wider, changing the angle to drive even deeper into her. The new position allows me to hit that perfect spot with each thrust, drawing increasingly desperate sounds from her throat. Her magnificent breasts bounce with each impact, hypnotic in their perfect imperfection—natural flesh that moves and jiggles in defiance of the artificial standards she enforces on her models.

“Did you watch?” I demand, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to remind her of her vulnerability without restricting her breathing. “Did you stay to see what he did to them?”

“Sometimes,” she confesses, the admission tearing from her throat like something physical. “He liked an audience. Said it enhanced his creative process to have someone witness his dominance.”

The admission pushes me to increase my pace, driving into her with enough force that the chaise longue slides slightly across the polished floor with each thrust. My hand leaves her throat to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with practiced precision that has her gasping beneath me.

“Please,” she begs, her accent thickening with arousal, transforming even this simple word into something exotic and enticing. “Please don’t stop. I’ve never—it’s never been like this.”

“That’s because you’ve been fucking the wrong men,” I tell her, feeling her inner walls beginning to flutter around my cock in the prelude to orgasm. “Men who took what they wanted without caring about your pleasure. Men like Julien.”

“Yes,” she agrees, eyes closing as sensation threatens to overwhelm her. “Selfish men. Empty men. Not like you. You’re different. You’re—“

I cut off her words by capturing a nipple in my mouth again, sucking hard while my fingers increase their pressure on her clit. The dual stimulation sends her crashing over the edge, her entire body convulsing beneath me as waves of pleasure tear through her system. Her inner muscles clamp down on my cock with rhythmic pulses that test my control, but I maintain my discipline, continuing to thrust through her orgasm without surrendering to my own release.

When the final tremors subside, leaving her gasping beneath me, I slow my pace but don’t stop entirely. Her eyes open, glazed with pleasure but containing a question—why haven’t I finished? The answer becomes apparent as I withdraw completely, my cock still rock hard and glistening with her arousal.

“We’re not done yet,” I inform her, hands moving to her hips to flip her over roughly. “I want you from behind. I want to watch those magnificent tits swing while I take what I want.”

She complies eagerly, positioning herself on hands and knees on the chaise, back arched to present her ass at the perfect angle. The sight is magnificent—the powerful agency director on all fours, offering herself like the most eager submissive, her juices running down her inner thighs as evidence of her complete surrender.

“The evidence against Julien,” I remind her as I position myself behind her, one hand squeezing her ass hard enough to leave fingerprints. “It’s comprehensive? Enough to destroy him completely?”

“Everything,” she promises, looking back over her shoulder with eyes still dark with need. “Every girl. Every payment. Every NDA. Every threat when someone tried to speak out. I kept it all as insurance.”

“Good girl,” I praise, driving into her again with a force that sends her lurching forward on the chaise.

My hands move beneath her to grab those magnificent breasts as they swing with each thrust, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock with increasing roughness. The position allows me to go deeper than before, drawing new sounds of pleasure-pain from her throat as I bottom out with each powerful stroke.

“When this is over,” I tell her, maintaining the brutal pace that has her gasping with each thrust, “when Julien is destroyed and your testimony has helped put him away, you’ll rebuild your agency. No more predators. No more sacrificial lambs. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she manages between gasps, her body accepting my invasion with increasing eagerness as a second orgasm builds within her. “Yes, I’ll change everything. I’ll protect them. I swear it.”

I drive into her harder, feeling my own release building but deliberately holding back. Not yet. Not here. There’s more to be taken from Seraphine Beaumont, more pleasure to be extracted, more secrets to be revealed. My hands tighten on her breasts, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I maintain the punishing rhythm that has her moaning my name with increasing desperation.

Paris spreads out beyond the windows, afternoon sun glinting off the Eiffel Tower in the distance—the City of Light unaware that within this opulent office, another piece of Julien Rousseau’s inevitable destruction falls into place. With each thrust into Seraphine’s willing body, I move closer to my goal, to justice, to the moment when another untouchable man discovers just how vulnerable he truly is.

Without warning, I pull out of Seraphine’s trembling body, ignoring her whimper of protest as I yank her off the chaise longue by her arm. Her legs buckle beneath her, weak from the successive orgasms that have shattered her composure, but I give her no time to recover. With a single sweep of my arm, I clear her massive desk—laptop, folders, crystal paperweights, and framed photos of fashion icons crashing to the floor in a symphony of destruction. The violence of the gesture tears a gasp from her throat, her eyes widening as I lift her bodily and slam her onto the now-empty surface, the cold marble against her heated skin drawing another gasp that’s equal parts shock and arousal.

“Your career has been built on using beauty as currency,” I growl, positioning myself between her spread thighs, my cock still rock hard and glistening with her juices. “Time to pay your debt.”

Her expensive Mont Blanc pens roll across the floor as I drag her to the edge of the desk, her magnificent breasts jiggling with the rough movement. A stack of modeling portfolios—girls hoping to be the next face of fashion—scatters beneath our feet, glossy headshots trampled under my shoes as I position her legs over my shoulders. The symbolism isn’t lost on me—the futures of countless hopefuls crushed beneath the weight of industry corruption, just as I now crush the evidence of Seraphine’s former life beneath my heels.

“Look at me,” I command as I guide myself to her entrance again. “I want to see your face when I ruin you for other men.”

Her eyes lock onto mine, pupils still dilated from the Touch, amber irises reduced to thin rings around bottomless black. Without breaking that connection, I thrust forward with brutal force, burying myself completely inside her in a single stroke. The impact drives her back across the polished marble surface, her head nearly hanging off the opposite edge, hair cascading toward the floor in a golden waterfall.

“Fuck!” she cries out, the crude word sounding exotic and refined in her French accent. “C’est trop—it’s too much!”

I grab her ankles, spreading her legs wider as I establish a merciless rhythm that has the heavy desk shifting slightly with each impact. Her breasts bounce hypnotically with every thrust, drawing my hands like magnets to metal. I grab them roughly, squeezing the soft flesh, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock with each powerful stroke.

“This is what you really are,” I tell her, watching her face contort with pleasure so intense it borders on pain. “Not a businesswoman. Not an industry power broker. Just a set of holes and these magnificent tits, made for men to use.”

Rather than offending her, the degradation pushes her further into arousal—the Touch ensuring that even the crudest words register as praise in her rewired nervous system. Her hands move to cover mine on her breasts, not to pull them away but to encourage harsher treatment, pressing my fingers deeper into her flesh.

“Yes,” she agrees, accent thickening as rational thought dissolves beneath waves of sensation. “Use me. Take what you want. I need it—need you—so badly.”

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force that items still remaining on shelves behind the desk begin to vibrate with each impact. Her entire body slides slightly across the marble with each thrust, breasts rippling with the force of our collision. One hand leaves her breast to find her throat, wrapping around it with just enough pressure to remind her who controls even her breath.

“Every girl you sent to Julien,” I remind her, never slowing the punishing rhythm of my hips against hers. “Every career you destroyed. Every life you helped him ruin. This is your penance.”

“Yes,” she gasps, the single word containing volumes of admission, guilt transformed into desperate need for absolution through submission. “Make me pay. Make me atone.”

My thumb finds her clit, circling the sensitive bud with practiced precision that has her inner walls clenching around my shaft. The dual sensations—the relentless pounding and the skilled manipulation of her most sensitive spot—rapidly push her toward another peak. Her breathing becomes increasingly erratic, chest flushed pink with arousal that spreads upward to stain her neck and cheeks.

“I can feel how close you are,” I taunt, watching her face for the telltale signs of approaching orgasm. “Your pussy’s getting tighter, gripping my cock like it never wants to let go.”

“Don’t stop,” she begs, one hand moving to grab my wrist, not to pull my hand away but to press it harder against her throat. “Please don’t stop. I’m so close—so close—“

I lean forward, changing the angle of penetration to hit that perfect spot inside her with each thrust. The new position allows me to capture one nipple between my teeth, biting down with just enough force to send jolts of pleasure-pain straight to her core. Her legs tighten around my shoulders, ankles locking behind my head as her body approaches the edge of what it can withstand.

“Say my name when you come,” I command, releasing her nipple to speak against her sweat-dampened skin. “I want to hear you scream it. I want everyone in this building to know who’s fucking their untouchable boss into submission.”

“Jack,” she whispers, testing the name on her tongue like a new flavor. Then louder: “Jack!” And finally, as the first wave of her orgasm crashes through her: “JACK! OH MY GOD, JACK!”

Her entire body convulses beneath me, back arching off the marble surface, inner walls clamping down on my cock with rhythmic pulses that nearly trigger my own release. I maintain the punishing pace through her climax, prolonging the waves of pleasure until tears leak from the corners of her eyes, tracking mascara in black rivers down her temples into her hair.

“Please,” she sobs when the intensity begins to fade, her body oversensitive in the aftermath. “I can’t take anymore. It’s too much.”

I ignore her pleas, continuing to pound into her with mechanical precision, one hand returning to her breast to pinch and twist the nipple in counterpoint to my thrusts. The overstimulation soon pushes her toward yet another peak, this one building more rapidly than the last, her body now conditioned to respond to my touch with increasingly urgent need.

“One more,” I demand, feeling my own release building but still maintaining iron control. “Give me one more before I paint that perfect face.”

“I can’t,” she protests, even as her hips rise to meet my thrusts, body betraying her words. “It’s impossible—I’ll die—“

But the Touch ensures her compliance, her nervous system responding to commands her conscious mind believes impossible. When this final orgasm hits, it tears through her with devastating force—her entire body going rigid beneath me before dissolving into violent trembling. The scream that escapes her doesn’t even form coherent words, just a primal sound of complete surrender that echoes off the walls of her office.

As her inner muscles contract around me in rhythmic pulses, I finally allow myself to approach the edge. With perfect timing, I withdraw just as my own climax begins, stepping back and stroking myself rapidly as I aim at her face. The first pulse hits her left cheek with enough force that she flinches slightly. The second lands across her parted lips, some of it entering her mouth before she can close it. I continue stroking, directing each spurt with deliberate precision—marking her forehead, her other cheek, her chin, and finally her eyelids as she instinctively closes them against the onslaught.

When I’ve emptied myself completely, she lies spread across her desk—the powerful agency director transformed into a debauched portrait of submission. Her perfect makeup is completely destroyed, mascara streaked with tears, lipstick smeared across half her face, foundation patchy where my release has begun to dry. Her breasts rise and fall with each gasping breath, red marks from my fingers already forming on the delicate skin.

I tuck myself away unhurriedly, straightening my clothing as I admire my handiwork. Around us, her office lies in chaos—evidence of her former power scattered across the floor, trampled and broken like the careers of countless girls she sacrificed to Julien’s appetites.

“Get cleaned up,” I tell her, retrieving my jacket from where I discarded it earlier. “You have work to do.”

She rises slowly to a sitting position, my release dripping from her face onto her magnificent breasts, creating glistening trails across the flushed skin. The Touch ensures she feels no shame at her debasement, only a lingering need to please the man who has claimed her so thoroughly.

“The evidence,” she says, voice hoarse from screaming. “When do you need it?”

“Now,” I reply, moving to the Helmut Newton photograph that conceals her safe. “The final pieces are falling into place. By this time tomorrow, Julien Rousseau will be finished in this industry and every other.”

As I punch in the code she provided—1967—and the safe swings open to reveal the encrypted drive that will complete my collection of evidence against fashion’s predator emperor, I feel satisfaction that has nothing to do with physical release. Another mission nearly complete, another untouchable man about to discover the limits of his power, another form of justice about to be served.

Behind me, Seraphine slides from the desk on unsteady legs, moving to her private bathroom to clean the physical evidence of her surrender from her body. But the Touch ensures she’ll never fully recover from what happened here—her nervous system permanently rewired to respond to my commands, another weapon added to my arsenal in the war against men who believe their position places them beyond consequence.

As I pocket the drive that contains the final nail in Julien Rousseau’s coffin, I already begin to think of the next name in my black notebook, the next predator who believes himself untouchable, the next empire to be dismantled through the most intimate form of infiltration.

The Touch never fails. Justice always comes. It’s only a matter of time.


Chapter 9

I stand in the darkness of the sound booth overlooking the Grand Palais runway, watching as Julien Rousseau basks in his final moments of glory. The applause washes over him like an expensive cologne, intoxicating and hollow. My finger hovers over the small remote in my palm, the culmination of months of planning contained in this single button. The fashion world’s elite fill every seat, smartphones raised to capture what they believe is a crowning achievement but what I know is about to become fashion’s most spectacular execution. I catch Rivka’s eye across the hall, her slight nod confirming our systems are ready, and I feel the familiar surge of power that comes just before I destroy a man who believes himself untouchable.

Below me, Julien spreads his arms wide, drinking in the adulation like a vampire feeding on virgin blood. His collection—stolen ideas wrapped in expensive fabric—has just received a standing ovation from people too blinded by his reputation to see the emptiness behind it. From this height, he looks small, a paper emperor unaware that his reign ends in exactly forty-five seconds.

My phone vibrates with Zara’s text: “Security systems bypassed. All screens unlocked.”

Perfect. I slide my thumb across the remote, feeling the slight resistance of the button before it gives way beneath my pressure. The click is inaudible in the thunderous applause, but its effect is immediate and devastating.

Every screen in the Grand Palais—the massive backdrop behind Julien, the monitors at the entrance, even the tablets in the hands of fashion journalists—simultaneously flickers and goes dark. The applause falters, uncertain murmurs rising as people exchange confused glances. Julien himself pauses mid-bow, his expression shifting from practiced humility to genuine confusion.

Three seconds of darkness. Just enough for anticipation to build.

Then the screens explode into harsh, unforgiving light as the video begins—crystal clear footage from Julien’s private fitting room. A young model stands trembling as Julien circles her, hands touching where they shouldn’t, lingering where they have no professional reason to be. The audio is perfectly crisp, capturing his whispered threats tied to her career prospects.

“If you want to walk for Chanel next season, you’ll need to show me how... flexible... you can be.”

The gasps begin immediately, rippling through the crowd like a stone dropped in still water. I watch faces transform in real time—shock, disbelief, the dawning horror of recognition. Some of the older industry veterans look away, their expressions betraying that this confirms long-held suspicions rather than reveals anything truly surprising.

The video cuts to another model, then another—a montage of predation spanning decades, each clip more damning than the last. The audio captures Julien’s consistent pattern, the way he isolates vulnerable girls, uses their dreams as leverage, threatens their futures if they resist.

On stage, Julien has frozen completely, his face drained of color as he watches his private behaviors projected for all to see. His right hand trembles slightly, the only movement in his otherwise statuesque form. I can almost see the calculations running behind his eyes—denial? Attack? Flee?

Before he can decide, the screens transition to the second act of his destruction.

Side by side comparisons appear—Julien’s most celebrated designs alongside their original sources. A jacket from his 2015 collection that won him the Designer of the Year award sits next to sketches from a Ukrainian artist who died in obscurity three years earlier. A gown that graced the Oscars red carpet appears beside the eerily identical work of a young design student who was fired from Julien’s atelier after “failing to meet standards.”

The evidence is methodical, irrefutable. Each comparison includes dates, documentation, emails from Julien’s private server discussing how to acquire and bury the original works. I watch Anna Wintour’s face transform into a mask of cold fury as she realizes how thoroughly she’s been duped for decades. The editor of French Vogue slowly removes her signature sunglasses, as if needing her naked eyes to confirm what she’s seeing.

“He stole everything,” someone whispers loudly enough to carry through the now-silent hall. “Every collection. Every ‘innovation.’”

The screens continue their relentless exposure, now showing Julien’s planned collections for the next three years alongside the original sketches he’s already acquired and hidden away—proof that his theft isn’t just historical but ongoing, systematically planned.

The murmurs transform into outright exclamations of disgust. A prominent buyer from Neiman Marcus stands abruptly, gathering her things and walking out with her entire team in tow. Others follow, the exodus beginning as if the Grand Palais has suddenly become contaminated.

Some remain seated, phones recording frantically, social media managers having collective orgasms at the career-making content falling into their laps. Fashion lives for scandal, and this is the scandal of the decade.

Julien finally moves, taking a single step forward as if to speak, to explain, to salvage something from the wreckage. But the microphone before him activates without his touch—another piece of my orchestration—and Seraphine Beaumont’s voice fills the hall.

“I supplied him with girls for fifteen years. I have the evidence. I have the recordings. I am prepared to testify.”

The final nail. Not just harassment but systematic abuse, enabled by the industry’s own gatekeepers. Julien’s head whips toward the source of the voice, his eyes widening as he sees Seraphine standing at the edge of the runway, my cum still metaphorically marking her as mine even though she’s perfectly composed on the surface.

The crowd’s reaction transforms from shock to active rage. The fashion world may tolerate many sins—exploitation, starvation-level beauty standards, environmental destruction—but it cannot abide being fooled. These people built Julien’s myth, invested in his genius, staked their own reputations on his supposed brilliance. Finding out it was all a lie cuts deeper than any moral outrage about his predatory behavior.

Two security guards approach the stage, not to protect Julien but to remove him as several journalists rush forward, shouting questions that overlap into unintelligible noise. Through it all, I remain in my shadowed booth, watching my creation unfold with the satisfaction of an artist viewing his masterpiece.

I see police officers entering at the back of the hall—right on schedule, Fleur Delacroix’s connections ensuring that law enforcement was primed to respond immediately when the evidence went public. Julien sees them too, his posture deflating as the reality of his situation finally penetrates his shock.

As he’s led away, his eyes scan the crowd one last time, perhaps seeking Colette, his wife and muse who is conspicuously absent. Instead, his gaze finds mine in the darkness of the sound booth. Recognition dawns on his face, followed by confusion, then the beginning of understanding.

I smile and slowly raise my hand in a small wave, a gesture of farewell to a man I’ve systematically destroyed. Another name in my notebook about to be crossed out.

Justice, like revenge, tastes sweetest when served in front of an audience.


Chapter 10

The security guard doesn’t even look up when I enter the building, Julien’s access card—lifted from Colette’s purse days ago—granting me the same unquestioned access once reserved for fashion’s fallen emperor. The elevator ascends in silence, the usual background hum of sewing machines, urgent conversations, and creative energy replaced by the hollow emptiness that follows disgrace. On my phone, live news coverage shows Julien being escorted into police headquarters, his designer suit rumpled, his carefully maintained image crumbling under the harsh camera lights. The atelier door slides open silently, revealing the abandoned workspace—dress forms standing like headless sentinels, half-finished garments hanging like shed skins from a creature that has evolved beyond them. And there, amid the creative wreckage, stands Colette.

She’s transformed in the aftermath of her husband’s destruction. Gone is the poised, controlled fashion queen who stood dutifully beside Julien through decades of accolades and magazine covers. This woman—backlit by Paris stretching endlessly beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows—radiates something dangerous and primal. Her hair, usually restrained in an elegant chignon, falls in wild waves around her shoulders. She’s removed her makeup, her natural beauty more striking without the armor she typically presents to the world.

A flatscreen mounted on the wall displays continuous coverage of Julien’s downfall. The volume is low, but the captions tell the story: “Fashion Designer Arrested on Multiple Charges of Sexual Harassment and Intellectual Property Theft.” The news anchor’s voice provides a muted soundtrack to the scene—“Sources close to the investigation suggest evidence dates back nearly twenty years...”

“I knew you would come,” Colette says, her voice carrying easily across the silent studio. “To see your handiwork up close.”

I move toward her with deliberate slowness, each footstep echoing against the polished concrete floor. “Not just my handiwork,” I correct her. “Yours too. You gave me access. Information. The final pieces I needed.”

A smile plays at the corners of her mouth—not the practiced social expression she’s perfected for cameras, but something genuine and slightly feral. “Yes,” she admits. “I did.”

The news anchor’s voice rises slightly: “Industry insiders express shock at the extent of the alleged crimes, with many questioning how such behavior could continue unchecked for decades...”

Colette’s eyes never leave mine as her hands move to the large muslin pattern draped over the cutting table—a prototype for what would have been part of Julien’s next collection. With a single, fluid movement, she tears it from its pins, the sound of ripping fabric sharp in the hushed space. The destruction is deliberate, symbolic—the final severing of her connection to the man whose career she helped build and whose downfall she helped engineer.

“No more pretending,” she says, sliding herself onto the cleared cutting table. Her dress—some absurdly expensive designer piece that probably cost more than most people’s monthly rent—rides up her thighs as she spreads her legs slightly. “No more being his perfect accessory.”

I close the distance between us, standing between her parted knees, my hands finding her waist with possessive certainty. “And what are you now?” I ask, though I already know the answer, can see it in the hungry darkness of her eyes.

“Yours,” she answers simply, reaching for my belt with newfound boldness. “Your creation. Your conquest.”

I allow her to unbuckle my belt and unzip my trousers, watching her face as she frees my already hardening cock from its confinement. Her breath catches slightly at the sight, desire dilating her pupils until only a thin ring of color remains around bottomless black. Without prompting, she leans forward to take me into her mouth, her tongue circling the head with practiced skill that makes my breath hitch despite my determination to maintain control.

After allowing her this moment of initiative, I grab a handful of her hair, pulling her mouth off me with enough force to draw a gasp from her throat. “Not yet,” I tell her, pushing her backward onto the table. “I want to see you spread out where he created his stolen empire.”

The news anchor continues dispassionately: “Former models have begun coming forward with additional allegations following today’s revelations...”

I push her dress up around her waist, unsurprised to find she wears nothing underneath—she came prepared, expecting, hoping for exactly this scenario. The cutting table beneath her is cold industrial steel, designed for precision rather than comfort, but she shows no sign of discomfort as she arches her back, presenting herself to me with wanton abandonment.

“You’re already wet,” I observe, fingers trailing through her slick folds, finding her embarrassingly ready. “Destruction turns you on as much as it does me.”

“Yes,” she admits, no longer hiding behind social niceties or fashion-world artifice. “Seeing him ruined, knowing I helped make it happen—I’ve never been more aroused in my life.”

I circle her entrance with two fingers, teasing but not penetrating, watching her hips rise unconsciously, seeking more contact. The power I hold over her body is intoxicating—this woman who has graced magazine covers, who has been worshipped as a muse, now reduced to desperate need by my touch.

“Beg,” I command, withdrawing my hand completely.

“Please,” she whispers immediately, the word containing none of the sophisticated restraint she’s famous for. “Please fuck me. Take me on his table. Make me forget I was ever his.”

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her without penetrating, prolonging the moment of anticipation. Around us, the abandoned atelier stands in silent witness—measuring tapes hanging limply from dress forms, scissors and pins scattered across workstations in the hasty evacuation that followed Julien’s public humiliation.

With a single powerful thrust, I bury myself completely inside her, drawing a cry from her throat that echoes against the high ceilings. The sensation is exquisite—her inner walls gripping me with slick heat as I establish a rhythm designed to overwhelm rather than satisfy, each thrust pushing her further up the unyielding table until her head hangs off the opposite edge.

“Oh god,” she gasps as I grab her hips for leverage, driving into her with enough force that the heavy industrial table shifts slightly across the floor. “Yes—harder—mark me—”

I comply, increasing my pace until the sound of skin slapping against skin provides a counterpoint to the news anchor’s continuing narration of Julien’s disgrace. My hands move to her breasts, squeezing roughly through the expensive fabric of her dress, feeling her nipples harden against my palms. The knowledge that we’re desecrating the sacred space of Julien’s creativity adds another layer of erotic charge to the encounter—each thrust a further violation of what he once controlled.

“Look at you,” I taunt, watching her face contort with pleasure as I hit that perfect spot inside her with each drive of my hips. “Fashion’s perfect queen, spread out on a workbench like common fabric, taking cock where your husband once created his stolen designs.”

Her response is incoherent, words dissolved into primal sounds as her body tightens around mine. I can feel her approaching climax, inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft, but I deliberately slow my pace, drawing a whimper of protest from her throat.

“Not yet,” I tell her, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to remind her who controls even her breath. “Not until I decide you’ve earned it.”

The news changes to footage of fashion critics discussing the implications: “This represents a complete reevaluation of what we considered groundbreaking design...”

I withdraw suddenly, leaving her empty and desperate, before flipping her roughly onto her stomach. The new position forces her breasts to press against the cold metal surface, drawing a gasp that transforms into a moan as I reenter her from behind in a single, powerful stroke. My hand finds her hair, gripping tightly as I establish a punishing rhythm that has her gasping with each impact.

The table beneath us—where countless designs were pinned, cut, and assembled—creaks with the force of our coupling, the sound mixing with Colette’s increasingly desperate moans and the muted commentary from the television. Each thrust carries the satisfaction of conquest—not just of her body, but of everything Julien built, everything he thought was securely his.

My hand tightens around Colette’s throat as I increase the force of my thrusts, watching her eyes widen with the perfect combination of pleasure and fear. The cutting table beneath us scrapes against the concrete floor with each impact, the industrial steel unyielding against her soft flesh. I lean down, maintaining the pressure on her windpipe, and gather saliva in my mouth before letting it drop in a deliberate stream between her parted lips. Rather than recoil, she accepts this final degradation eagerly, her tongue darting out to catch my spit as if it’s precious nectar. The Touch has transformed her completely—fashion’s elegant queen now craving the basest forms of submission.

“You like that?” I growl, tightening my grip on her throat until I feel her pulse hammering against my palm. “You like being treated like nothing? Like you’re just a hole to be used?”

Her attempt to answer is cut off by my grip, transforming words into a strangled moan that vibrates against my hand. The sound drives me to fuck her harder, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force that items on nearby workstations rattle with each impact. When I finally ease the pressure on her windpipe, she gasps desperately for air, the sudden rush of oxygen intensifying the sensations coursing through her body.

“Yes,” she manages between ragged breaths. “Use me. Ruin me. Make me forget I was ever his.”

I release her throat completely to grab her hair instead, yanking her head back at a painful angle that forces her spine to arch. My other hand moves beneath her to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with practiced precision while maintaining the punishing rhythm of my cock driving into her from behind. The dual stimulation rapidly pushes her toward the edge, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft.

“You’re going to come for me,” I tell her, not a question but a command. “You’re going to come harder than you ever did for him, right here on the table where he built his stolen empire.”

“Yes,” she agrees, her voice barely recognizable—raw and desperate, stripped of all the cultivated refinement that once defined her public persona. “I’m so close—please—”

I lean down again, this time gathering a larger amount of saliva before spitting directly into her open mouth. The deliberate degradation pushes her over the edge, her entire body convulsing beneath me as waves of pleasure crash through her system. Her cries echo against the high ceilings of the atelier—primal, uninhibited sounds that have probably never been heard in this temple of supposed creative refinement.

“Fuck! Oh god! Yes!” she screams, inner muscles clenching around my cock with rhythmic pulses strong enough that I have to grit my teeth against my own release. Not yet. I’m not finished with either of them.

As her orgasm subsides, I maintain my relentless pace, giving her no time to recover from the intensity. My hand moves back to her throat, applying pressure from a different angle that restricts blood flow rather than air, sending her into a state of lightheaded euphoria that has her eyes rolling back slightly.

“Don’t stop,” she begs when I allow her another breath. “Fuck me until I can’t remember my own name.”

I comply, increasing the force of my thrusts while my free hand delivers a sharp slap to her ass that echoes like a gunshot through the empty studio. The red imprint of my hand blooms instantly on her pale skin, soon joined by another, then another—each impact driving her further into that space where pain and pleasure become indistinguishable.

The sudden electronic chime of Colette’s phone cuts through our primal soundtrack. It sits on a nearby workstation where she must have placed it earlier, screen lighting up with an incoming video call. The caller ID makes me smile with perfect satisfaction: “Prison Facility - Paris.”

“Perfect timing,” I observe, never slowing my assault on her body as I reach for the phone. “Your husband’s one allowed call, and he’s using it to reach his devoted wife.”

Recognition dawns in Colette’s eyes, momentary panic quickly subsumed by the Touch’s influence as I answer the call, positioning the phone where Julien will have an unobstructed view of exactly what’s happening on his sacred cutting table.

Julien’s face appears on screen, haggard and diminished in the harsh institutional lighting. His expression transforms in real-time—expectation giving way to confusion, then dawning horror as he processes what he’s seeing. His wife, bent over his workspace, being fucked from behind by the man who engineered his destruction.

“Say hello to your husband,” I instruct Colette, never breaking my rhythm as I angle the phone to capture both her face and my cock disappearing inside her.

“Julian,” she gasps, unable to manage more as I deliver another powerful thrust that drives the breath from her lungs.

“What—” Julien begins, his voice tinny through the phone’s speaker. “Colette? What is happening? Who is—”

“The man who owns your wife now,” I interrupt, making sure my face is visible in frame. “The man who’s fucking her in your studio while you sit in a jail cell.”

Recognition flashes across his features—he remembers me from the fashion show, from the moment our eyes met as his world collapsed around him. Understanding dawns as pieces fall into place, the full scope of his destruction becoming clear.

“You,” he whispers, the single word containing volumes of impotent rage.

“Me,” I confirm, shifting the angle of the phone to give him a better view as I pull almost completely out of Colette before slamming back in with enough force to tear another cry from her throat. “Watching your wife take my cock. Hearing her beg for more. Seeing her come harder for me than she ever did for you.”

Julien’s face contorts with fury and humiliation, but he can’t look away—trapped in the perfect hell I’ve created for him, forced to witness his final, most intimate loss. I maintain eye contact with him through the screen as I gather saliva in my mouth again, letting him watch as I spit directly into his wife’s eager mouth.

“She loves it,” I taunt him, increasing my pace until the sound of skin slapping against skin is clearly audible through the phone connection. “Everything you never gave her. Everything you were too self-absorbed to know she wanted.”

“Colette,” Julien pleads, his voice breaking slightly. “Why?”

She meets his gaze through the screen, and for a moment I see a flash of the sophisticated woman she once was—but it’s immediately subsumed by the creature I’ve created as I tighten my grip on her throat again.

“Because he owns me now,” she tells her husband, voice raspy from my choking. “Because he’s stronger than you ever were. Because he takes what he wants instead of stealing it.”

I reward her perfect answer by sliding my free hand around to find her clit again, rubbing tight circles that have her gasping and writhing beneath me. All the while, I maintain eye contact with Julien, letting him see exactly how much I’m enjoying his complete destruction.

“Your career is gone,” I remind him, punctuating each statement with a particularly brutal thrust into his wife. “Your reputation is ruined. Your freedom is forfeit. And now your wife belongs to me. I’ve taken everything.”

Julien’s face crumples, his carefully maintained façade of control finally shattering completely. The sight sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me, nearly as powerful as the physical pleasure of Colette’s body gripping my cock.

“Watch closely,” I instruct him, shifting my grip from Colette’s throat to her hair, yanking her head back so her face is fully visible to the camera. “I want you to remember this moment during all those long nights in your cell.”

I lean down and spit into Colette’s mouth again, making sure Julien can see her eager acceptance of this final degradation. Her tongue darts out to meet my saliva, her eyes half-closed in ecstasy as I continue pounding into her with mechanical precision. The cutting table beneath us—where his “creative genius” once manifested—shakes violently with each thrust, another symbol of his world literally being fucked apart.

“Harder!” Colette begs, her eyes still fixed on the phone screen, deliberately performing her pleasure for her husband’s torment. “Fuck me harder! Make me yours completely!”

I comply, driving into her with renewed force, one hand still gripping her hair while the other delivers another sharp slap to her already reddened ass. Through the phone screen, I watch Julien’s expression cycle through rage, despair, and finally, the empty resignation of a man who understands that he has lost everything that ever mattered to him.

Perfect.

With perfect theatrical timing, I withdraw my cock from Colette’s well-used pussy, the sudden emptiness drawing a whimper from her throat that’s clearly audible over the phone connection. I maintain eye contact with Julien through the screen as I reposition myself, hauling Colette off the cutting table by her hair and forcing her to her knees on the hard concrete floor. Her makeup is completely destroyed—mascara streaked down her cheeks from tears of pleasure, lipstick smeared beyond recognition—making her transformation from fashion icon to sexual servant complete. I position the phone on the edge of the cutting table, angled perfectly to capture what comes next, ensuring Julien won’t miss a single detail of his wife’s final surrender.

“Open your mouth,” I command Colette, my cock inches from her face, still glistening with her own arousal. “Show your husband how eagerly you serve your new master.”

She complies instantly, lips parting in invitation as her eyes dart between my cock and the phone screen where Julien watches in helpless rage. The Touch ensures her immediate obedience, but there’s something beyond chemical compulsion in her expression—a genuine hunger, as if this act of ultimate betrayal fulfills a deep-seated need she’s suppressed throughout decades of marriage to a man consumed by his own ego.

“Look at him while you take me in your mouth,” I instruct, guiding the head of my cock between her parted lips. “I want him to see your eyes as you worship what he can never have again.”

Colette’s gaze locks onto the screen as she accepts me into her mouth, tongue swirling around the head with practiced skill that speaks to years of experience—though never with this level of abandoned enthusiasm. Her hands move unbidden to my thighs, steadying herself as she takes me deeper, cheeks hollowing with suction that draws a satisfied groan from my throat.

Through the phone screen, I watch Julien’s face transform—his expression cycling between rage, humiliation, and a particular species of agony unique to men watching their wives pleasure another man with evident expertise and enjoyment. The prison facility’s harsh fluorescent lighting emphasizes every line of despair etched into his features, every moment of realization that his world has been systematically dismantled.

“That’s it,” I encourage Colette, one hand tangling in her hair, guiding her movements while ensuring the phone captures everything in perfect detail. “Show him how much you love sucking my cock. Let him see what he’s losing forever.”

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending ripples of pleasure up my spine as she increases her pace. Her right hand moves between my legs to cup my balls, fingers gently massaging the sensitive skin while her left strokes the base of my cock in perfect rhythm with her mouth’s movements. The coordination speaks to natural talent unleashed by the Touch—skills perhaps suppressed during her years as Julien’s proper fashion accessory.

“Your wife is quite talented,” I taunt Julien, my voice deliberately steady despite the exquisite sensation of Colette’s mouth working me with increasing fervor. “Did you know she could do this? Or were you too concerned with your stolen designs to discover her hidden abilities?”

Julien’s only response is a strangled sound of impotent rage, his fists clenched at the edges of the screen. A guard’s voice calls something in the background—a reminder that his time is limited, that this final humiliation must be witnessed within the constraints of a prison’s communication rules.

“Time’s running short,” I observe, my hand tightening in Colette’s hair, forcing her to take me deeper than before. “But I want to make sure you don’t miss the finale.”

I guide Colette back slightly, withdrawing from the wet heat of her mouth but keeping the head of my cock resting against her lower lip. “Use your hands,” I direct her. “Make me come all over that beautiful face your husband used in every advertisement. I want him to see his perfect muse marked as mine.”

Without hesitation, she wraps both hands around my shaft, stroking with perfect pressure while her tongue continues to circle the sensitive head whenever it comes within reach. Her eyes never leave the phone screen—maintaining that crucial connection with Julien, ensuring he witnesses every moment of her willing debasement.

“Faster,” I command, feeling my release building at the base of my spine, a gathering tension that promises spectacular release. “Tell your husband what you want.”

“I want your cum,” she says immediately, her voice husky from the previous throat-fucking but clear enough to carry through the phone connection. “All over my face. I want you to mark me as yours while he watches.”

Her words push me closer to the edge, the psychological dominance as arousing as the physical sensation of her skilled hands working my shaft with increasing urgency. My breathing grows heavier, muscles tensing as I approach the point of no return.

“Look at her, Julien,” I instruct, making sure he’s fully engaged for what comes next. “This is the last image you’ll have of your wife before they take you back to your cell. This is what you’ll remember during all those lonely nights.”

Colette’s strokes become faster, more insistent, her mouth open and eager as she positions herself perfectly to receive my release. One of her hands continues pumping my shaft while the other gently squeezes my balls, sensing exactly what I need to push me over the edge.

“Here it comes,” I growl, the first pulse already rising through my shaft. “Watch closely.”

My orgasm hits with spectacular force—the first rope of cum shooting across Colette’s left cheek with enough power that she flinches slightly before adjusting her position to better receive the next. The second pulse lands directly across her parted lips, some of it entering her mouth before she can close it. She moans at the taste, tongue darting out to capture what’s landed near enough to reach.

I continue to erupt with uncommon intensity, each pulse seeming stronger than the last—decorating her forehead, her other cheek, her chin, and finally her eyelids as she closes them against the onslaught. Through it all, I maintain perfect aim, ensuring her face is thoroughly and deliberately marked, the white streaks standing in stark contrast to her flushed skin and smeared makeup.

“Perfect,” I praise as the final drops fall onto her waiting tongue. “Look at the camera. Show your husband your new face.”

Colette opens her eyes, turning toward the phone with my release dripping from multiple points on her features. The image is one of complete ownership—fashion’s queen transformed into a canvas for my pleasure, her expression one of satisfied submission rather than shame or regret.

“This is what she really is,” I tell Julien, whose face has gone completely still with the depth of his humiliation. “Not your muse. Not your elegant wife. Just another woman who needs to be owned, used, and marked.”

Colette’s tongue darts out to capture a drop of cum from her upper lip, the gesture deliberate and provocative as she maintains eye contact with her husband through the screen. Without prompting, she delivers the final blow: “He satisfies me in ways you never could, Julien. I’m his now. Completely.”

I reach for the phone, bringing it closer to my face for one final message before ending this chapter of destruction.

“Your empire is gone,” I remind him, my voice calm and measured against the backdrop of his shattered world. “Your freedom is forfeit. Your legacy is erased. And now your wife belongs to me—marked inside and out as my property rather than yours.”

A guard appears behind Julien, signaling that his time is up. The perfect dramatic conclusion to our performance.

“Goodbye, Julien,” I say with mock solemnity. “I’d say it’s been a pleasure, but that belongs exclusively to your wife now.”

I end the call with a decisive tap, the screen going dark on Julien’s devastated expression—the final image he’ll carry with him into the isolation of his cell. Below me, Colette remains on her knees, my release continuing to drip from her face onto the expensive fabric of her dress, creating stains that will never completely wash out—just like the memory of this moment will never fade from Julien’s mind.

Justice, like revenge, is most complete when it destroys not just a man’s public life, but the private kingdom he believed untouchable.


Chapter 11

The G650’s engines hum with perfect precision as we climb above the clouds, leaving Paris and the smoking ruins of Julien Rousseau’s empire behind. I recline in the custom leather seat, swirling eighteen-year-old Macallan in a crystal tumbler, the amber liquid catching the afternoon sunlight streaming through the windows. The private jet—registered to one of my many shell companies—represents the perfect mobile command center: untraceable, luxurious, and completely under my control. Like the three women currently attending to my comfort, the aircraft exists solely to facilitate my mission of justice against men who believe themselves beyond consequence.

Rivka sits across from me, her academic disguise completely abandoned now. Gone are the severe glasses and deliberately unflattering clothes, replaced by a silk blouse that accentuates breasts I’ve claimed countless times since bringing her under the Touch’s influence. Her fingers dance across a laptop keyboard, monitoring the global reaction to Julien’s downfall with the same analytical precision she once applied to historical textile research.

“The New York Times just published their analysis,” she informs me, voice carrying the slight Israeli accent that becomes more pronounced when she’s aroused. “They’re calling it the most spectacular fall from grace in fashion history. Your name appears nowhere.”

“Perfect,” I respond, taking a measured sip of the scotch. “And the evidence?”

“Irrefutable,” Zara adds from her position by the bar, where she’s preparing fresh drinks with the expertise that once made her Paris’s most sought-after luxury concierge. “Three more models came forward in the last hour alone. Prosecutors are talking about upgrading the charges to include criminal sexual assault.”

I nod in satisfaction, watching as Colette emerges from the jet’s bedroom area, having changed from her ruined designer dress into something more appropriate for her new role. The simple silk slip clings to her body, transforming fashion’s former queen into something more primal and honest—a woman defined by sensuality rather than social position. The Touch has removed her need for the armor of couture and careful presentation, leaving behind a creature of pure authenticity.

She approaches and kneels beside my chair without instruction, her head resting against my thigh in a posture of complete submission. My hand moves automatically to stroke her hair, the gesture both reward and reminder of ownership. Twenty-four hours ago, she was the untouchable wife of fashion’s emperor, photographed by the world’s most prestigious magazines. Now she’s another weapon in my arsenal, another woman transformed by the Touch into an instrument of justice.

“Lift your head,” I instruct her, and she complies immediately, eyes meeting mine with perfect devotion. “Are you having any regrets?”

“None,” she answers without hesitation, her French accent giving the simple word unexpected elegance. “I should have helped destroy him years ago.”

I reward her honesty with a smile that sends visible shivers down her spine. The Touch ensures her loyalty, but I appreciate that part of her submission comes from genuine conviction—the recognition that her husband deserved his fate, that she’s aligned herself with righteous vengeance rather than mere destruction.

With deliberate movements, I reach inside my jacket and withdraw the black sharkskin notebook that contains my mission’s roadmap. The leather feels warm against my fingertips, almost alive—a record of justice served and justice still pending. I open it to the page marked with a thin red ribbon, where Julien Rousseau’s name sits among a list of the powerful and predatory.

Rivka and Zara both pause in their activities, recognizing the significance of this moment. The ritual is familiar to them—they’ve witnessed it before, after other successful missions, other fallen men. Colette watches with newfound reverence, understanding instinctively that she’s witnessing something sacred.

I withdraw the matte black fountain pen designed specifically for this purpose—its weight perfectly balanced, its nib crafted to deliver a precise line without hesitation or error. With a single fluid movement, I draw a line through Julien Rousseau’s name, the action symbolically completing his excision from power.

“Another predator removed from the equation,” I observe, satisfaction warming my voice as I turn the page to reveal the next target.

The name stands alone on otherwise blank paper, written in the same precise handwriting that has documented each step of my mission: VICE PRESIDENT MARK CALDWELL

Colette’s breath catches audibly as she reads the name over my shoulder, recognition dawning in her eyes. “The American Vice President? But that’s—”

“The next logical step,” I complete her thought, closing the notebook with deliberate finality. “Men like Julien exist within limited spheres of influence. Men like Caldwell shape the world itself.”

“His security will be impenetrable,” Rivka observes, though her tone contains no doubt—merely analytical assessment of the challenge ahead.

“No man is untouchable,” I remind her, a statement that has proven true with each name I’ve crossed out in my book. “Especially one with Caldwell’s particular appetites.”

Zara approaches with a fresh drink, ice cubes clinking against crystal as she places it on the side table with perfect precision. “I‘ve already begun collecting information,” she informs me, her fingers brushing deliberately against mine as she withdraws her hand. “His schedule for the next three months, his known associates, his preferred hotels when traveling.”

I nod in approval, my hand returning to Colette’s hair, stroking the expensive highlights that once completed her image as fashion’s perfect consort. “And you,” I address her directly, “will provide us entry to the diplomatic circles where he operates. Your reputation survived your husband’s fall—the betrayed wife, the innocent bystander. The perfect cover.”

“Whatever you need,” she agrees instantly, the Touch ensuring her complete compliance while her natural intelligence grasps the strategic value of her position.

The plane banks slightly as we reach cruising altitude, the pilot‘s voice announcing over the intercom that we’ve been cleared for direct routing to Washington D.C. Beyond the windows, Europe recedes beneath us—another continent where power structures have been rearranged according to my design, another battlefield in my ongoing war against men who believe their position places them above consequence.

I gesture for Colette to rise, patting my lap in silent instruction. She complies immediately, settling across my thighs with the grace that once made her a fixture in fashion photography. My hand slides beneath the silk of her slip, finding her already wet—the Touch ensuring her body remains in a constant state of readiness for my pleasure.

“Washington will be different,” I tell all three women as my fingers trace lazy circles against Colette’s inner thigh. “The stakes higher, the security tighter, the consequences more far-reaching. But the principles remain the same.”

“Find the weakness,” Rivka recites, having learned my methodology through months of service.

“Exploit the vulnerability,” Zara continues, moving to stand behind my chair, her hands resting on my shoulders with proprietary familiarity.

“Deliver justice,” Colette completes the mantra, arching slightly as my fingers find her center, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

I look at these three women—each powerful in her own sphere before meeting me, each now transformed into an instrument of my will while retaining the skills and connections that make them valuable. My harem, some might call them, but that term understates their significance. They are extensions of my purpose, weapons honed for the specific mission of bringing down men who believe themselves gods among mortals.

“Vice President Caldwell believes he’s protected by the most powerful security apparatus in human history,” I observe, withdrawing my hand from beneath Colette’s slip and bringing my dampened fingers to my lips, tasting her arousal like a sacrament. “But power has never been about guns or guards or government agencies.”

“It’s about access,” Rivka agrees, setting aside her laptop to join us in the central seating area. “About trust. About desire.”

“About the Touch,” I confirm, watching understanding dawn across Colette’s features as she grasps the full scope of what I’ve created—not merely a chemical reaction that ensures obedience, but a methodology for infiltrating the most secure power structures on earth through their most vulnerable point: the human element.

The jet levels off at forty thousand feet, Washington still hours away—time enough to brief my team fully on their roles in the coming operation, time enough to enjoy the fruits of my recent victory before focusing entirely on the next target. Below us, the world continues its rotation, oblivious to the force moving above it, the instrument of judgment traveling at six hundred miles per hour toward the heart of global power.

I open the notebook again, studying Mark Caldwell’s name with the satisfaction of a hunter who has identified his next quarry. The Vice President’s reputation for moral authority and family values makes him particularly appealing—another hypocrite hiding behind a carefully constructed public image, another powerful man about to discover that no position, no security detail, and no political office can protect him from justice.

“To our next mission,” I propose, raising my glass in a toast that my three devoted servants immediately match with their own drinks. “May the Touch find every man who deserves it.”

As our glasses clink together, I feel the familiar surge of purpose that has driven me since the beginning—the certainty that each man I destroy creates space for something better to emerge from the ashes. Not revenge, though that would be satisfaction enough. Not mere punishment, though that has its pleasures.

Justice. Pure and uncompromising. Delivered by my hand, through the women these powerful men never took seriously enough to guard against.

The perfect weapon hiding in plain sight.
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