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Chapter 1

The gentle hum of the jet engines vibrates through the cabin as Kourtney's tight pussy slides up and down my throbbing cock. I grip her hips, watching her tanned back arch as she moans my name. The view from thirty thousand feet doesn't compare to the sight of this former trophy wife—now my personal slave—riding me with desperate abandon, her designer dress bunched around her waist, exposing the curve of her ass as it connects with my thighs in a rhythm that matches my heartbeat.

"Fuck, Jack," she gasps, throwing her head back, her highlighted blonde hair cascading down her spine like a waterfall of gold. "Your cock feels so goddamn good inside me."

Her walls clench around me as she grinds her hips in a circular motion that sends electric shocks straight to my core. At forty-two, Kourtney knows exactly how to work a man's body. Before I claimed her, she was the queen of Beverly Hills society, the perfect wife to her tech mogul husband. Now she's just another notch on my belt, another woman who can't live without the pleasure only I can give her.

I run my hands up her sides, feeling her body shiver at my touch. My fingertips trace the outline of her ribs before cupping her breasts, pinching her hardened nipples through the thin fabric of her five-thousand-dollar dress. The material is probably ruined—soaked through with her juices—but neither of us gives a fuck.

"That's right," I whisper, my breath hot against her ear. "Take all of me."

With one hand still kneading her breast, I reach for the leather notebook on the side table, flipping it open to the next name on my list: Rajesh Kapoor. The sight of his name makes my cock twitch inside Kourtney, who responds with a moan that sounds like it was torn from the depths of her soul.

The notebook contains my targets—men who deserve to have their lives dismantled, piece by piece. And I'm the perfect man for the job.

Six months ago, high in the mountains of Tibet, I discovered a monk who possessed ancient knowledge. He saw something in me—something dark and hungry—and recognized a vessel for his power. He passed his gift to me: the Kama Sutra Touch. One touch from my hand, and any woman becomes a slave to her most primal desires, a willing participant in her own corruption, a desperate cum dumpster who exists only to please me.

Tom Mitchell, Kourtney's husband, was one of the first men I targeted. An insurance billionaire who built his fortune on stealing from his clients. I infiltrated his social circle and destroyed his business. And, best of all, I took his MILF wife.

"Kourtney," I say, my voice deep and commanding. She immediately slows her movements, listening attentively even as her pussy continues to milk my shaft. "I need to tell you about our next job."

"Yes, Master," she breathes, her body trembling as she fights against the urge to continue riding me hard. The power I have over her is intoxicating.

"Rajesh Kapoor," I tell her, gripping her hips firmly to control her pace. "Indian tech billionaire. Worth about thirty billion. Made his fortune in software development and telecommunications."

Kourtney moans softly as I allow her to slide down further on my cock, taking me deeper inside her.

"What did he do?" she asks, her voice barely audible over the sound of the jet engines and her own heavy breathing.

"He stole the life's work of a brilliant engineer, drove the man to suicide, then married his widow." I thrust up suddenly, making her gasp. "He deserves to lose everything, just like Tom did."

The mention of her husband's name makes Kourtney's pussy clench around me. She turns her head, looking over her shoulder with glazed eyes.

"Tom was nothing compared to you," she whispers. "You own me completely."

"And now I'm going to own Rajesh's life," I continue, guiding her movements as I explain the plan. "I've arranged to be hired as a 'lifestyle consultant' for his wife, Aishwarya. Former Miss World, still stunning at thirty-five. One touch, and she'll be mine."

Kourtney picks up the pace, grinding down harder on my cock, her ass jiggling with each impact. "And then what?" she asks, her breathing becoming more erratic.

"Then I'll use her to destroy him from the inside. Turn his perfect trophy wife into my personal whore. Make her betray him in the most humiliating ways possible." I slide my hand around to her front, finding her clit with my fingertips. "Just like I did with you."

She moans loudly, her walls spasming around me as I circle her swollen clit. "Yes, yes, yes," she chants, her voice rising in pitch. "Make her your slut, Jack. Make her worship your cock like I do."

I pinch her clit lightly, making her yelp. "You'll help me, won't you? You'll show her exactly how to please her new master."

"God, yes," Kourtney groans, grinding down harder. "I'll teach her everything. How to suck your cock, how to take it deep in her ass, how to beg for your cum. I'll help you break her, Jack."

The image of Kourtney training another woman to please me—especially the wife of a billionaire—sends a surge of pleasure through my body. I grip her hips tighter, guiding her movements more forcefully.

"You'll be my little assistant," I growl, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You'll hold her down while I fuck her. You'll clean my cum off her body with your tongue."

Kourtney's walls clench rhythmically around my cock as my words push her closer to the edge. "Please," she begs, her voice cracking with need. "Please let me make you cum, Master."

I thrust up into her harder, matching her desperate pace. "Tell me how much you love betraying your husband," I command, knowing exactly which buttons to push.

"I love it," she cries out, her head thrown back in ecstasy. "I love being your whore. I love what you've turned me into. Tom means nothing to me now. Nothing!"

Her confession, the same one she's made countless times before, still fuels my desire. I continue to pound into her as she bounces on my lap, her pussy making obscene wet sounds as it grips my shaft.

"You're mine," I remind her, feeling my own release building. "My property. My slave."

"Yes, yes, yours," she agrees frantically, her body beginning to tremble. "Always yours, Jack. Forever yours."

I slide my hand up to her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her gasp. "And soon, Aishwarya Kapoor will be mine too. And together, we'll destroy her husband, piece by piece."

Kourtney's pussy clenches violently around me as my words push her over the edge. She nods frantically, her walls milking my cock as she continues to ride me through her pleasure.

"Yes," she whispers, her voice hoarse with desire. "We'll ruin him. Just like you ruined Tom. Just like you ruined me."

And with that final admission, she grinds down hard on my cock, her body shuddering with each wave of her orgasm, her married pussy squeezing me like a vice as we soar over the Atlantic, heading toward Mumbai and our next target.

I tighten my grip on Kourtney's hips, digging my fingers into her soft flesh as I take control of our rhythm. With a forceful thrust upward, I lift her slightly off my lap, then slam her back down onto my throbbing cock. The sound that escapes her throat is primal—somewhere between a gasp and a scream—as I begin to pound into her with renewed vigor, the wet slapping of skin against skin filling the luxurious cabin of my private jet.

"You think you're in control?" I growl, my breath hot against her ear. "You're just a fuck toy, Kourtney. My personal cum dump."

She whimpers in response, her body quivering as I continue to lift and drop her onto my shaft. The muscles in my thighs tense with each powerful thrust, driving deeper into her married cunt.

"Yes, yes," she pants, her head lolling forward. "Use me, Jack. Use me however you want."

I wrap my left arm around her waist, holding her firmly against my chest while my right hand slides up to grip her throat. The position allows me to control her completely, her back arched against me as I dictate every movement. Her pussy clenches around me each time I apply pressure to her neck, her body responding to the dangerous thrill of being at my mercy.

"You feel that?" I whisper harshly, releasing her throat momentarily to slap her ass. The impact leaves a red handprint on her tanned skin. "That's what power feels like. That's what I'm going to do to Aishwarya."

Kourtney moans loudly at the mention of our target's wife, her pussy tightening around my cock. I can feel her juices running down my balls, soaking into the expensive leather of my jet's seat. I don't care—I'll have it replaced before the return journey.

"Tell me about her," Kourtney gasps between thrusts, her voice thick with lust. "Tell me what she looks like."

I slam her down particularly hard, making her cry out. "Aishwarya Kapoor," I say, my voice steady despite the pleasure coursing through my veins. "Former Miss World. Skin like caramel. Legs that go on for days. Tits to die for. The kind of face that launches a thousand ships."

With each description, I punctuate my words with a deep thrust, driving my cock to the hilt inside Kourtney's dripping pussy.

"And those tits," I continue, reaching around to roughly squeeze Kourtney's breasts. "Perfect. Natural. The kind that still sit high even without a bra. Every man in India has jerked off thinking about them."

Kourtney's breathing becomes more ragged, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft. I know she gets off on hearing about the women I plan to corrupt—it reminds her of her own fall from grace, how quickly she abandoned her husband and her dignity for the pleasure only I can give her.

"She thinks she's untouchable," I hiss, increasing my pace. "The perfect wife. The perfect hostess. But soon she'll be just like you—desperate for my cock, willing to do anything to please me."

I grab a fistful of Kourtney's hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat. "I'm going to turn her into a desperate whore," I growl. "I'll have her sucking my cock in her husband's study. I'll bend her over his desk and fuck her ass until she screams. I'll make her call him while I'm buried inside her, and she'll have to keep her voice steady while I make her cum."

Kourtney's moans grow louder, more frantic. "Yes, fuck yes," she cries, her body trembling. "Make her your slut, Jack. Ruin her like you ruined me."

"I'll have her kneeling between your legs," I continue, my cock swelling inside her as my own excitement builds. "Teaching her how to eat pussy properly. Making her thank you for the privilege of tasting another woman."

The mental image pushes Kourtney toward the edge. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, her whole body starting to shake.

"She'll beg for my cum," I whisper directly into her ear. "Just like you do. She'll crawl across the floor for the chance to swallow my load. And her husband will have no idea until it's too late—until I've already taken everything from him."

That does it. Kourtney's orgasm hits her like a freight train, her back arching violently as she screams my name. Her pussy convulses around my cock, squeezing and pulsing as waves of pleasure crash through her body. Her thighs quiver uncontrollably, and her nails dig into my forearms hard enough to draw blood.

"Jack! Fuck! Oh god! I'm cumming!" she wails, her voice so loud I'm sure the pilot can hear her through the cabin door. "Yes, yes, yes!"

The sight of this former socialite—this woman who once had everything—coming undone on my cock pushes me over the edge. I grip her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks as I thrust upward one final time, burying myself to the root inside her.

"Take it all," I command, my voice strained as my orgasm tears through me. "Take every fucking drop."

My cock pulses inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her married pussy. I hold her firmly in place, ensuring none of it escapes, claiming her once again as my property. The sensation is intense—almost painful in its pleasure—as her spasming walls milk every last drop from me.

For several moments, we stay frozen in this position, both of us panting heavily as our heartbeats gradually slow. Then, with trembling legs, Kourtney lifts herself off my cock, my semi-hard shaft sliding out of her with a wet sound. A trickle of my cum follows, running down her inner thigh.

Without being told, she sinks to her knees between my legs, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. Like the well-trained slave she is, she takes my cock into her mouth, gently sucking and licking it clean, gathering every trace of our combined fluids with her tongue. Her eyes never leave mine as she services me, showing her complete devotion.

"Good girl," I murmur, stroking her hair as she worships my shaft. "Such a perfect little cocksucker."

She moans around my length, clearly pleased by the praise. I watch as she thoroughly cleans me, swallowing down our mingled juices without hesitation.

"Attention passengers," the pilot's voice crackles over the intercom, interrupting our moment. "We are beginning our descent into Mumbai. Please return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts. Local time is 3:42 PM, and the temperature is 91 degrees Fahrenheit."

Kourtney gives my cock one final, loving lick before sitting back on her heels, looking up at me with adoration.

"Get cleaned up," I tell her, zipping my pants and straightening my shirt. "The hunt begins as soon as we land."

She nods eagerly, rising to her feet and adjusting her dress, smoothing out the wrinkles caused by our vigorous activities. As she moves to her seat, I notice my cum still trickling down her thigh—a sight that fills me with primal satisfaction. She is mine, marked by me inside and out.

And soon, Aishwarya Kapoor will be too.


Chapter 2

The Kapoor Estate rises like a modern fortress from the bustling streets of Mumbai's most exclusive neighborhood. I step out of the air-conditioned car into the oppressive heat, adjusting my tailored suit as I take in the gleaming white marble façade. Two security guards flank the massive front doors, their expressions impassive as a house staff member leads me through the entrance into a foyer that could swallow my first apartment whole. Polished stone reflects my image back at me—Jack Hammer, twenty-one years old, alpha male, destroyer of men—disguised today as nothing more threatening than a lifestyle consultant for the rich and bored.

"This way, sir," the staff member says in accented English. "Mr. Kapoor is expecting you."

I follow him through corridors adorned with priceless art—a mixture of ancient Indian pieces and modern Western acquisitions that scream new money trying to buy class. Crystal chandeliers hang from twenty-foot ceilings, their prisms scattering rainbows across cream-colored walls. The air smells of sandalwood and wealth—that particular scent that only comes from having so much money you could burn it and never notice.

The servant leads me into what must be the main hall, a cavernous space with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking immaculately manicured gardens. In the center stands Rajesh Kapoor, his back to me as he barks orders into a phone.

"I don't care what the board thinks," he snaps, his English perfect but tinged with the musical cadence of his native tongue. "Tell them I want those patents secured by Monday or I'll find someone who can make it happen."

He ends the call without waiting for a response and turns to face me. At fifty-five, Rajesh Kapoor carries his age well—salt-and-pepper hair cropped short, a neatly trimmed beard, and the lean physique of a man who pays other people to exercise for him. His eyes, though, are cold—calculating, assessing my worth in the split second it takes him to cross the room.

"So," he says, looking me up and down without offering his hand. "You're the American lifestyle consultant my staff has been raving about. I expected someone older."

I offer my most disarming smile. "Age is just a number, Mr. Kapoor. I've helped clients across three continents transform their daily routines to maximize health, wellness, and personal satisfaction."

He waves a dismissive hand. "I'm not interested in your services. This is for my wife. She read about you in some online blog and insisted I hire you." His tone makes it clear that he considers this a waste of money, but an acceptable indulgence for a trophy wife.

"Your wife has excellent taste," I reply smoothly. "I've worked with several former beauty queens in the past. They often face unique challenges in balancing public perception with personal fulfillment."

A flicker of surprise crosses his face. "You've done your research."

"I always do, Mr. Kapoor."

Before he can respond, the soft click of heels against marble announces a new presence in the room. Both of us turn toward the sound, and for a moment, I lose myself in the vision approaching us.

Aishwarya Kapoor moves with the fluid grace of a woman who knows exactly what effect she has on everyone around her. Her sari, a deep emerald green that complements the unusual color of her eyes, clings to curves that would make a saint commit blasphemy. The garment is traditional yet modern, revealing just enough of her midriff to showcase the smooth, caramel-colored skin beneath. My gaze travels upward, taking in the swell of her breasts beneath the silk fabric, their perfect roundness defying both gravity and age.

But it's her face that truly captures my attention. High cheekbones and a jawline sharp enough to cut glass frame lips so full and pouty they look almost artificial, though I know they're not. Her nose is small and straight, and those eyes—almond-shaped, impossibly green against her brown skin, lined with kohl in a way that makes them appear even more exotic. Her long black hair falls in loose waves past her shoulders, a single streak of silver at her temple adding character to the otherwise flawless picture.

At thirty-five, Aishwarya Kapoor is living proof that some women don't peak until well into their thirties. The teenage beauty queen who once graced magazine covers has matured into a creature of such extraordinary sensuality that I feel my cock stir despite having emptied myself into Kourtney just hours earlier.

"Mr. Hammer," she says, her voice like warm honey, "I'm so pleased you could fit us into your schedule. I've been following your work with great interest."

Rajesh makes a sound somewhere between a snort and a cough. "Aishwarya, I have a meeting with the board in thirty minutes. I'll leave you to discuss... whatever it is you wish to discuss with Mr. Hammer."

She offers him a smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes. "Of course, darling. Don't worry about us."

He nods curtly in my direction. "My wife's happiness is important to me, Mr. Hammer. See that you deliver on your promises." With that, he strides from the room, already pulling out his phone before he's even through the doorway.

Alone with Aishwarya, I shift into predator mode, though my expression remains friendly and professional.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Kapoor," I say, extending my hand. "Your reputation precedes you."

She laughs softly, the sound musical and practiced. "Please, call me Aishwarya. And I hope not all of my reputation has reached you. Some things are better left in the past."

She places her hand in mine, and I feel the delicate bones beneath her soft skin. Her nails are perfectly manicured, painted a deep red that matches her lipstick. As our palms connect, I activate the Kama Sutra Touch, sending a surge of power through our joined hands.

The effect is immediate and overwhelming. Aishwarya's eyes widen, her pupils dilating so rapidly they nearly swallow the green of her irises. A visible shudder runs through her body, starting at our connected hands and rippling outward. Her lips part in a silent gasp, and I watch with satisfaction as her nipples harden visibly beneath the silk of her sari top, the peaks pushing against the fabric like they're reaching for me.

She sways slightly on her feet, her free hand moving instinctively to her throat as her breathing quickens. A flush spreads across her cheeks, down her neck, and disappears beneath her clothes. I can almost see the heat building between her thighs, the sudden moisture gathering there.

"I..." she begins, her voice now husky with unexpected desire. "I feel... strange."

I release her hand, but the damage—or miracle, depending on your perspective—is done. The Kama Sutra Touch has rewired her brain, her body, her very being. Where once stood a proud, composed society woman now trembles a creature of pure desire, suddenly desperate for something she doesn't yet understand.

"It's the Mumbai heat," I suggest innocently. "Perhaps we should continue our discussion somewhere more comfortable?"

Aishwarya nods, her movements jerky as she fights against the overwhelming urge to throw herself at me right there in the main hall. "Yes," she manages, her voice barely above a whisper. "The kitchen... it's cooler there. And more private. The staff won't return until dinner preparations."

Her eyes meet mine, and I see in them the same desperate hunger I've seen in dozens of women before her—Kourtney included. But there's something else there too—a flicker of shock, of confusion. Part of her knows something unnatural has happened, but the larger part doesn't care. It only wants relief from the burning need now consuming her.

"Lead the way," I tell her with a smile that promises everything she suddenly craves.

She turns, moving toward a side door with less grace than before, her body trembling slightly with each step. I follow, admiring the sway of her hips beneath the draped fabric of her sari, knowing that within minutes, I'll have conquered another man's territory and claimed it as my own.

***

The kitchen is a sterile paradise of stainless steel and white marble, clearly designed for staff rather than the lady of the house. Aishwarya leads me inside, her breathing shallow, her movements unsteady. The moment the door swings shut behind us, she turns to face me, her eyes wild with a hunger she's never experienced before. Without a word, she reaches for the edge of her sari top and unwraps it in one fluid motion, letting the emerald silk pool at her feet while maintaining the lower wrapped portion. My breath catches in my throat as her perfect breasts are revealed—full, round, and defying gravity despite their generous size, topped with dark, pebbled nipples that point directly at me like they're begging for my touch.

"I don't understand," she whispers, her accent thickening with desire. "I've never... I shouldn't want..." Her words trail off as her hands move instinctively to cup her own breasts, squeezing them together as if offering them to me.

Her skin glows like burnished copper in the ambient kitchen lighting, smooth and flawless from her elegant neck down to where the remaining fabric of her sari wraps around her hips. A delicate gold chain circles her waist, drawing attention to the flat plane of her stomach and the subtle indent of her navel. For a woman who's given birth to a stepdaughter, her body is remarkably tight—the result of disciplined yoga and personal trainers, no doubt.

"You're so beautiful," I tell her, making no move to touch her yet. "A true goddess."

She shakes her head, her long black hair swaying with the movement. "No," she says, her voice strained. "Right now, I don't want to be a goddess. I want..." She falters, unused to expressing such raw desire.

"What do you want, Aishwarya?" I press, enjoying her internal struggle.

Her response is to sink gracefully to her knees on the cold marble floor, her eyes never leaving mine. The former Miss World, wife of one of India's most powerful men, kneels before me like a supplicant, her bare breasts rising and falling with each rapid breath.

"Please," she begs, reaching for my belt with trembling hands. "I need to taste you. I need it more than I've ever needed anything."

I make no move to stop her as she fumbles with my belt, then my zipper, her usually composed demeanor shattered by the overwhelming lust coursing through her veins. When she finally frees my cock, already hard from the sight of her submission, she gasps audibly.

"Oh my god," she whispers, staring at my shaft with a mixture of awe and hunger. "It's so... big."

I smile down at her. "Your husband doesn't measure up?"

A flash of confusion crosses her face, quickly replaced by renewed desire. "Rajesh? No, he's... you're much more... I need this."

Without further hesitation, she wraps one manicured hand around the base of my cock, her wedding ring glinting in the light as she guides me toward her pouty lips. The first touch of her mouth against my sensitive head sends electricity shooting down my spine. Her lips are soft, warm, and incredibly plush as they stretch around my girth.

"That's it," I encourage, watching as she takes me deeper, her exotic green eyes looking up at me through thick lashes. "Show me what that perfect mouth can do."

Aishwarya moans around my shaft, the vibration sending ripples of pleasure through my body. For someone who likely hasn't performed this act often, she shows surprising enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around my head before she attempts to take more of my length. When she reaches her limit, she pulls back, gasping for air, a strand of saliva connecting her lips to my cock.

"I want to take all of you," she says, her voice raspy with desire. "I need to."

"Then do it," I challenge, my tone hardening. "Take it all, Mrs. Kapoor. Show me what you're really worth."

Something flickers in her eyes—determination mixed with submission. She takes a deep breath and then lunges forward, forcing my cock deeper into her throat than before. I feel her gag reflex activate, her throat constricting around my head, but instead of pulling away, she pushes forward, tears forming at the corners of her eyes as she forces herself to accommodate more of my length.

The sight of this proud, beautiful woman choking herself on my cock is too much to resist. I reach down and tangle my fingers in her silky black hair, gathering it into a makeshift ponytail at the back of her head.

"Enough playing around," I growl, tightening my grip. "Now I'm going to fuck that pretty mouth properly."

Her eyes widen momentarily, but instead of fear, I see only eagerness. I begin to thrust, controlling her movements with my grip on her hair, pushing my cock deeper into her throat with each forward motion. Tears stream down her cheeks, ruining her perfect makeup, but she makes no move to stop me. Instead, her hands drop to her sides in complete submission, allowing me to use her mouth however I please.

"Look at you," I taunt, increasing the force of my thrusts. "The great Aishwarya Kapoor, on her knees in her own kitchen, choking on a stranger's cock. What would your husband say if he saw you now?"

She moans around my shaft, the mention of her husband seemingly intensifying her arousal. Drool runs down her chin, dripping onto her perfect breasts, but she doesn't care. All that matters is pleasing me, serving the primal need that now controls her every thought.

"You're mine now," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "Not his. You understand that, don't you? You belong to me."

She nods as best she can with my cock stuffing her mouth, her eyes conveying complete acceptance of her new role. I pull out slightly, allowing her to breathe and respond.

"Yes," she gasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Yours. All yours. Please use me. Please."

I slam back into her mouth without warning, making her gag again. "Not just your mouth," I promise, setting a brutal pace now. "Every hole. Every inch of this perfect body belongs to me now. I'm going to fuck you in ways your husband never has, never could."

Aishwarya reaches up, placing her hands on my thighs for support as I continue to face-fuck her. Her nails dig into my flesh through my pants, her body trembling with need. I can see the way her thighs press together beneath her sari, seeking friction to relieve the ache between her legs.

"Touch yourself," I command, not slowing my assault on her mouth. "Show me how wet you are."

Without hesitation, she reaches beneath her sari with one hand, her fingers disappearing under the fabric. The movement of her arm tells me she's following my order, pleasuring herself while I use her mouth. The thought of her fingers sliding through her soaked pussy makes my cock throb, and I feel my release building.

"I'm going to ruin you," I growl, my grip tightening in her hair. "And you're going to take every fucking inch. Understand?"

She nods frantically, her eyes watering from the strain, her throat relaxing to take me even deeper. The sight of this internationally renowned beauty so completely at my mercy, so desperately eager to please, sends waves of heat coursing through me.

I thrust deeper, feeling her throat constrict around me, but I don't let up. I'm not ready to give her the reward she's working for. Not yet. She moans, a muffled sound that vibrates through my cock, and I can feel her body trembling as she brings herself to the edge with her own fingers.

Her body convulses as she comes, her eyes rolling back, but I hold her steady, my cock still buried in her throat. With a gasp, she swallows around my shaft, her eyes returning to mine, begging for my release. But I won't give it to her. Not until I'm ready.

I slowly withdraw from her mouth, watching as she gasps for air, her lips swollen, her makeup smeared, her hair a mess. She looks thoroughly used, utterly debauched, and completely mine.

"Please," she whispers, her voice hoarse. "Please, give me your... your seed."

I chuckle darkly, tucking myself back into my pants. "Oh, not yet, Mrs. Kapoor. We're just getting warmed up."

She looks up at me, her eyes filled with a mix of confusion and desire. "But... I thought..."

I reach down and caress her cheek, almost gently. "Trust me, Aishwarya. When I cum, it will be in that famous pussy of yours. But for now, we have other games to play."

A shiver runs through her body, but she doesn't resist. She's putty in my hands, her former dignity replaced with a need to please. The Kama Sutra Touch has done its work well.

I glance at the clock. "We have about twenty minutes before the staff returns. Plenty of time for me to explore every inch of your body."

Aishwarya licks her lips, her eyes already hungry for more. "Yes, please," she begs, her hands moving to unwrap her sari. "I'm yours to command."

Without giving her time to stand, I grab Aishwarya by her upper arm and haul her to her feet. Her knees are red from kneeling on the hard marble, but I don't care. I spin her around and push her toward the massive granite island in the center of the kitchen. She stumbles slightly, catching herself on the edge of the counter, her topless body trembling with anticipation as I move behind her.

"Bend over," I command, my voice leaving no room for argument.

She complies immediately, folding at the waist until her cheek rests against the cold stone surface, her breasts pressed flat against the granite. The position is submissive, degrading for a woman of her status, but she doesn't protest. If anything, her breathing quickens, her back arching slightly to push her ass toward me in silent invitation.

I take a moment to admire the view—Aishwarya Kapoor, former Miss World, bent over like a common whore in her own kitchen. The lower half of her sari is still wrapped around her waist, the emerald fabric pooling around her ankles. I grab the edge of it and roughly hike it up, bunching the expensive silk around her waist to expose what lies beneath.

"No panties," I observe with a smirk. "Did you know this was going to happen?"

She shakes her head against the countertop. "No... I just... I prefer the freedom."

Her ass is a work of art—round, firm, and perfectly proportioned to her slender waist. The skin is smooth and unblemished, slightly lighter than the parts of her body regularly exposed to the sun. I run my palm over one cheek, feeling the warmth radiating from her flesh.

"You have an amazing ass, Mrs. Kapoor," I tell her, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. "Does your husband appreciate it properly?"

Before she can answer, I pull my hand back and bring it down in a sharp slap across her right cheek. The sound cracks through the kitchen like a gunshot, and she cries out in shock and pain. A perfect red handprint appears almost instantly on her caramel skin.

"Oh my god!" she gasps, her body jerking forward from the impact.

I don't give her time to recover. Positioning myself behind her, I rub my head through her slick folds, coating myself in her abundant wetness. She's absolutely soaked, her juices already running down her inner thighs.

"Please," she begs, looking back over her shoulder at me. "I need you inside me."

"What would India say if they could see their beloved beauty queen now?" I taunt, continuing to tease her entrance without pushing in. "Begging to be fucked by a man she just met, while her husband is in a business meeting downstairs."

Her eyes flash with a mixture of shame and arousal. "I don't care," she whispers. "Please, just fuck me. I'm dying for it."

That's all the invitation I need. With one brutal thrust, I slam into her, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, wet pussy. The sensation is incredible—she's tight enough to suggest she hasn't had much action recently, but wet enough to take all of me without resistance.

"Bhagavaan!" she screams, the Hindi word for 'God' tearing from her throat. Her fingers claw at the smooth countertop, seeking purchase as I begin to pound into her without mercy.

I grab her hips with both hands, digging my fingers into her flesh hard enough to leave bruises. Each thrust drives her body forward, making her breasts drag across the cold granite. The contrast of temperatures—my hot cock inside her, the cold stone against her sensitive nipples—must be driving her wild, because she starts babbling in a mixture of English and Hindi.

"Haan! Aur jor se! Yes, fuck me harder! Oh god, your cock is so big! Mujhe chodo! Fuck me!"

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the kitchen, echoing off the hard surfaces. I establish a ruthless rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in with enough force to make her entire body shudder. Each thrust elicits a new cry from her lips, each one louder than the last.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I growl, leaning forward to grab a fistful of her long black hair. I yank her head back, arching her spine into an almost painful curve. "You've been waiting for someone to fuck you properly, haven't you?"

"Yes!" she admits, her voice breaking. "So long... it's been so long..."

I maintain my grip on her hair with one hand while the other delivers another stinging slap to her ass, this time on the left cheek. She yelps, her pussy clenching around me in response.

"Look at you," I sneer, increasing the pace of my thrusts. "The lady of the house, getting fucked like a cheap whore by the help. What would your husband think if he walked in right now?"

The mention of Rajesh sends another visible shudder through her body, her inner walls squeezing my cock even tighter. "Please don't stop," she begs, her accent thickening with her arousal. "I'll do anything, just don't stop fucking me."

I release her hair and grab her hips again, using the leverage to slam into her even harder. The sound of our bodies colliding is obscene, wet and percussive in the sterile kitchen.

"Your husband can't fuck you like this, can he?" I demand, punctuating each word with a deep thrust. "He can't make you feel what I'm making you feel."

"No," she gasps, shaking her head frantically. "Never... not like this... never like this..."

I feel her starting to tremble, her thighs quivering as her orgasm approaches. I reach around and find her clit with my fingers, rubbing the swollen bud in tight circles.

"You're a dirty fucking whore," I tell her, my voice low and menacing. "Fucking a stranger in your husband's house. Getting your pussy pounded on the same counter where your staff prepares your food."

"Yes," she moans, her voice barely recognizable. "I'm a whore. Your whore. Please, please let me cum!"

"Cum for me then," I command, pinching her clit between my fingers. "Show me what a slut you really are."

Her reaction is instantaneous and violent. Her entire body goes rigid, her back arching as a scream tears from her throat. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vice, spasming with such intensity that I have to grit my teeth to maintain control. Her arms flail, knocking a nearby bowl onto the floor with a crash that neither of us cares about.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she chants, her body convulsing with each wave of her orgasm. "I'm cumming, I'm cumming!"

The sight of this proud, beautiful woman coming completely undone on my cock pushes me dangerously close to my own release. But I'm not ready to finish inside her—not yet. I want to mark her, to claim her more visibly.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty at the height of her climax. She whimpers at the loss, but I'm already spinning her around, pushing her back against the counter.

"On your knees," I order. "Now."

Despite the tremors still running through her body, she obeys, sliding down until she's kneeling before me once again. Her face is flushed, her makeup smeared by tears and sweat, her hair a wild tangle around her shoulders. She's never looked more beautiful.

I grab my cock, slick with her juices, and begin to stroke it rapidly, aiming at her upturned face.

"Open your mouth," I command. "Show me how much you want it."

Aishwarya opens her mouth wide, her tongue extended slightly, her eyes locked on mine with an expression of pure submission. It takes only a few more strokes before I'm erupting, shooting thick ropes of cum across her face and onto her perfect breasts. The first jet hits her right cheek, the second her open mouth, the third her left breast. I continue pumping until I'm spent, covering the former Miss World in my seed.

She doesn't flinch or turn away. Instead, she moans softly as my cum lands on her skin, the sound almost reverent. When I'm finished, she swallows what landed in her mouth, then does something that surprises even me—she begins to rub my semen into her skin, massaging it into her breasts and face like it's some expensive cream.

"Thank you," she whispers, looking up at me with glazed eyes. "Thank you for marking me as yours."

I tuck myself back into my pants, watching with satisfaction as she continues to rub my cum into her skin. She looks thoroughly debauched—her hair wild, her body glistening with sweat and semen, her lips swollen from sucking my cock.

The moment is shattered by a sudden gasp from the doorway. We both turn to see a young maid standing frozen in the entrance to the kitchen, her eyes wide with shock as she takes in the scene before her—her mistress kneeling topless on the floor, covered in a man's cum, while said man stands over her with a satisfied smirk.

For a long moment, no one speaks. Then, to my surprise, Aishwarya smiles at the girl—a lazy, satisfied smile that conveys no shame whatsoever.

"Meera," she says calmly, making no move to cover herself. "Please come back in thirty minutes. Mr. Hammer and I are not quite finished with our... consultation."

The maid backs away hastily, her face burning with embarrassment, but not before I catch the flash of fear in her eyes—fear not of me, but of what her mistress might do to ensure her silence. As the door swings shut behind her, I look down at Aishwarya with newfound appreciation. Perhaps she'll be an even more willing accomplice than Kourtney in bringing down her husband's empire.

"Well," I say, reaching down to help her to her feet. "It seems we'll need to address that situation."

Aishwarya nods, licking a drop of my cum from the corner of her mouth. "Don't worry," she assures me, her eyes dark with a mixture of lust and something more calculating. "Meera knows better than to speak of what happens in this house. And if she doesn't..." She trails off, the threat implicit.

I smile. The Kama Sutra Touch has worked its magic once again, transforming not just her body's desires, but her entire personality. The perfect wife has become the perfect co-conspirator.


Chapter 3

Later that day, I stroll through the east wing of the Kapoor mansion, familiarizing myself with the layout of my newest hunting ground. After my encounter with Aishwarya in the kitchen, I've spent the afternoon making mental notes of security camera placements, staff schedules, and potential private spaces for future "consultations" with the lady of the house. The grand hallway I'm currently traversing is a testament to Rajesh's wealth and ego—twenty-foot ceilings adorned with hand-painted murals, marble columns that serve no structural purpose, and display cases housing artifacts that belong in museums rather than a private collection.

Crystal chandeliers cast prismatic light across the polished floor, creating patterns that shift with each step I take. Original artwork lines the walls—I recognize a Husain, a Raza, and what appears to be an authentic Picasso sketch. Each piece positioned to impress visitors with Rajesh's cultured taste and, more importantly, his ability to acquire that which is normally inaccessible to common men.

I pause at a particularly striking sculpture of Nataraja, the dancing form of Shiva, when the sound of breaking glass shatters the mansion's pristine silence. It comes from around the corner, followed immediately by a sharp gasp and then a man's voice rising in anger. I move quietly toward the source of the commotion, staying close to the wall.

Peering around the corner into what appears to be a reception area, I witness a scene unfolding like a staged drama. A young housekeeper—she can't be older than nineteen—is frozen in horror, staring down at a mess of broken crystal and spilled water at her feet. A serving tray lies upended beside the shattered remains of what must have been expensive glassware. The girl's face is a mask of terror, her slim body trembling visibly even from where I stand.

And moving toward her like a gathering storm is Rajesh Kapoor.

"You stupid, worthless girl!" he bellows in English, his carefully cultivated sophistication evaporating in an instant. "Do you have any idea what those glasses cost? More than your entire family earns in a year!"

The girl's lips move in what appears to be an apology, but no sound emerges. Her hands shake as she drops to her knees, attempting to gather the larger shards of glass.

"Stop!" Rajesh orders, reaching her in three long strides. "You'll only break more with your clumsy hands."

Instead of helping her up, he grabs a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back so forcefully that she loses her balance, falling backward onto her palms. A shard of glass slices into her right hand, drawing blood that immediately begins to stain the white marble floor.

"Look what you've done now," he hisses, switching to Hindi. I understand enough of the language to follow his tirade. "Bleeding all over my imported Italian marble. Are you truly this incompetent or are you deliberately trying to ruin my home?"

"No, sahib, please," the girl finally finds her voice, speaking in a mix of Hindi and English. "It was an accident. I will clean everything. Please forgive me."

Her plea falls on deaf ears. Rajesh tightens his grip on her hair and forces her head down, pushing her face toward the mess on the floor.

"Look at it! Look at what your carelessness has caused!" he shouts, his voice echoing off the high ceilings. The sound is loud enough that I'm surprised more staff haven't appeared, but then I realize—this must be a common enough occurrence that they know to stay away.

The girl is openly crying now, tears mixing with the water and blood on the floor. Her uniform—a simple gray dress with the Kapoor family crest embroidered on the pocket—is soaked at the knees where she kneels in the puddle.

"I'm sorry, sahib. So sorry," she sobs, her small body shaking with fear and pain.

Rajesh finally releases her hair with a disgusted shove that sends her sprawling onto her side, dangerously close to more broken glass. She immediately scrambles to sit up, keeping her eyes downcast in submission.

"You're fired," he announces coldly. "Gather your things and be out of my house within the hour."

The girl's head snaps up, her eyes wide with panic. "Please, sahib, no! My family depends on this job. My mother is sick—I need the money for her medicines. Please, I beg you, give me another chance!"

For a moment, something flickers across Rajesh's face—perhaps the barest hint of compassion. But it's quickly replaced by a hardened resolve as he straightens his expensive suit jacket.

"You should have thought of your sick mother before breaking priceless crystal," he says. "Perhaps this will teach you to be more careful in your next position—if anyone will hire such a careless girl."

The housekeeper begins to sob in earnest now, her thin shoulders heaving with the force of her distress. "My wages, sahib," she manages between gasps. "I haven't been paid for this month yet."

Rajesh's laugh is chilling in its casual cruelty. "Wages? You think I would pay you after this? The cost of those glasses will be deducted from whatever you're owed. I suspect you'll find you owe me money, not the other way around."

He turns away from the distraught girl and snaps his fingers. As if materializing from the very walls, two security guards appear at the far end of the hallway.

"Remove this girl from the premises," Rajesh orders, not even bothering to look at the men. "She is no longer employed here. Make sure she takes nothing that doesn't belong to her."

The guards move forward with practiced efficiency, one taking the girl by her upper arm and hauling her to her feet while the other stands watch. She doesn't resist physically, but her pleas continue, growing more desperate as she's dragged away.

"Please, sahib! My mother will die without her medicine! I have worked here for three years! Please, just my wages, nothing more!"

Rajesh ignores her completely, already pulling out his phone and tapping at the screen as if the entire incident is already forgotten. As the guards lead the sobbing girl toward a side exit, I notice the blood still dripping from her cut hand, leaving a trail of crimson droplets on the white marble floor.

I remain in the shadows, unnoticed by any of them. My jaw is tight, teeth clenched as I watch the scene play out. I've seen many cruel men in my travels, many deserving targets of my particular brand of justice, but there's something especially despicable about Rajesh Kapoor. The casual way he destroyed this girl's livelihood over an accident, the complete lack of empathy for her desperate situation—it confirms that I've chosen my next victim well.

I feel the power of the Kama Sutra Touch humming beneath my skin, a subtle vibration in my fingertips that grows stronger with my anger. Soon enough, Rajesh Kapoor will understand what it means to lose everything he values. I'll take his wife, his reputation, his fortune—piece by piece, until there's nothing left but the hollow shell of the man who once thought himself untouchable.

As Rajesh disappears through another doorway, I make a mental note to find out more about the fired housekeeper. Perhaps she could be useful in my plans. At the very least, she deserves the wages stolen from her. I've found that those wronged by my targets often make the most eager allies in their downfall.

I glance at my watch. The business gala Rajesh is hosting begins in three hours—an event that will introduce me to more key players in the Kapoor household. Including, if my intelligence is correct, Rajesh's stepdaughter, Alia. Another piece on the chessboard, another tool to use in dismantling her father's empire.

With a final look at the blood-spattered marble floor, I turn and head back toward my assigned guest room. I have preparations to make before tonight's festivities.


Chapter 4

The Kapoor Estate transforms into a glittering showcase of wealth and power as Mumbai's elite gather for Rajesh's business gala. Crystal glasses clink against each other, the sound mixing with forced laughter and the hushed tones of deals being struck in corners. I move seamlessly through the crowd in my role as staff, a silver tray of champagne flutes balanced expertly in one hand. No one looks twice at the help—a perfect disguise that allows me to observe unnoticed. Aishwarya catches my eye from across the room where she stands beside her husband, her perfect posture betraying nothing of our earlier encounter, though the slight flush on her cheeks when our gazes meet tells me she's thinking about it.

Men in custom-tailored suits and women draped in designer saris and gowns mill about the grand ballroom. The air is thick with expensive perfume, cologne, and the unmistakable scent of ambition. I recognize several faces from international business magazines—tech moguls, Bollywood producers, and politicians who pretend they're not in Rajesh's pocket.

"Champagne, sir?" I offer the tray to a paunchy middle-aged man whose gold watch probably cost more than most people's cars.

He takes a glass without looking at me, continuing his conversation about offshore accounts without missing a beat. This is the beauty of my disguise—invisible yet everywhere, able to overhear conversations that would immediately cease if they knew who I really was.

I circulate through the room, gathering information with each ignored interaction. Rajesh's business practices, his allies and enemies, the whispered rumors about his methods—all valuable intelligence for my mission. Aishwarya performs her duties as hostess flawlessly, though I notice her eyes seeking me out periodically, her tongue darting out to wet her lips whenever she spots me.

After nearly an hour of reconnaissance, I notice a set of French doors standing open to a balcony. The cool night air beckons, offering a brief respite from the stuffy formality inside. As I approach to offer drinks to anyone seeking solitude outside, I spot a lone figure leaning against the stone balustrade, a thin trail of cigarette smoke rising above her head.

Even from behind, I know this must be Alia Kapoor. She's Rajesh's stepdaughter and Aishwarya’s stepdaughter. Unlike the conservative attire of most women at the gala, she wears a short black cocktail dress that hugs her curves and exposes long, slender legs that seem to go on forever. Her back is to the party, a deliberate stance of rejection toward her father's world.

I step onto the balcony, my footfalls deliberately audible to avoid startling her. She turns halfway, and my breath catches in my throat. If Aishwarya is classical beauty perfected, Alia is youth and rebellion personified. At twenty-three, she possesses the kind of raw sensuality that needs no enhancement. Her face has her mother's perfect bone structure but with sharper edges—high cheekbones, a slightly pointed chin, and full lips painted a defiant crimson.

Her eyes, lined heavily with kohl in a cat-like sweep, are the same unusual green as her mother's, but where Aishwarya's hold measured calculation, Alia's burn with barely contained intensity. Her skin is lighter than her mother's—the golden honey color of someone who spends time under studio lights rather than the sun. Her jet-black hair is cut in an angular bob that frames her face and draws attention to her long, elegant neck.

But it's her body that truly captures my attention. The black dress reveals shoulders toned by yoga or dance, leading down to small, high breasts that push against the fabric with each breath. Her waist is impossibly tiny, flaring out to curved hips that sway slightly as she shifts position. The dress ends mid-thigh, showcasing legs that belong on a runway—lean and muscular, ending in stiletto heels that add at least four inches to her height.

She takes another drag from her cigarette, the action emphasizing her high cheekbones as she inhales. A rising starlet in the Bollywood scene according to my research, she has inherited her mother's photogenic features but possesses a dangerous edge that Aishwarya has learned to hide.

"If you're here to tell me my father wants me inside, you can save your breath," she says in perfect English, her voice husky from the cigarette. "I'm taking a mandatory mental health break from all that bullshit."

I set my tray down on a nearby table and pull out a silver lighter—not part of my staff uniform but a personal accessory I've kept handy. "Actually, I was going to offer you a light. That one seems to be dying out."

She raises an eyebrow, assessing me more carefully now. Her eyes travel from my face down to my body, a slow, deliberate appraisal that feels like a physical touch. I know what she sees—a young, handsome man in staff uniform who clearly doesn't belong among the regular household employees.

"Aren't you the American?" she asks, a slight smile playing at the corner of her mouth. "The one my stepmother hired to teach her how to breathe or meditate or whatever it is bored housewives do these days?"

I step closer, offering the flame from my lighter. "Lifestyle consultant," I correct, holding her gaze as she leans forward to light a fresh cigarette. "But yes, that would be me."

"Jack Hammer," she says, exhaling smoke to the side. "Sounds like a porn star name."

I laugh, genuinely amused by her directness. "I've heard that before. My parents had an unusual sense of humor."

"Or premonition," she counters, her eyes drifting down to my crotch briefly before returning to my face. The gesture is deliberately provocative, testing my reaction. "So what's a lifestyle consultant doing playing waiter at my father's boring party?"

I lean against the balustrade beside her, close enough to smell her perfume—something youthful yet sophisticated with notes of jasmine and sandalwood. "Research. You can learn a lot about people by serving them drinks."

"Like what?" she challenges, taking another drag.

"Like the fact that your father's business partner, Mr. Malhotra, has a cocaine habit he thinks no one notices. Or that the woman in the blue sari is sleeping with the finance minister's aide. Or that you—" I pause, letting the tension build, "—would rather be anywhere but here."

That earns me a genuine smile, transforming her face from merely beautiful to stunning. "Okay, lifestyle consultant," she says, turning to face the Mumbai skyline. "You've got my attention. What else have you deduced about me?"

I move slightly closer, our arms almost touching on the balustrade. "You're suffocating in your father's world. You've got talent—real talent, not just the kind bought with Daddy's money—but no one takes you seriously because of your last name. You party too hard sometimes, not because you enjoy it but because it's expected of you. And despite the rebellious image, you're smarter than anyone gives you credit for."

She stares at me for a long moment, the cigarette forgotten between her fingers. "That's either a very good cold reading or you've been stalking me online."

I shrug, maintaining eye contact. "A bit of both, plus observation. It's my job to read people."

"And what does your reading tell you I need in my life, Mr. Lifestyle Consultant?" Her tone is mocking, but there's genuine curiosity beneath it.

"Freedom," I say simply. "But the real kind, not the illusion you're chasing now."

Something flickers in those cat-like eyes—recognition, perhaps, or interest. She opens her mouth to respond but is interrupted by a sharp voice from the doorway.

"Alia! There you are." A woman in a conservative sari steps onto the balcony. "Your father wants you to meet the Sinhas. Their son is back from Harvard Business School."

Alia rolls her eyes, making no attempt to hide her disdain. "Another eligible bachelor parade? Tell Dad I'll be there in five minutes."

The woman glances at me with suspicion before retreating inside. Alia crushes her cigarette against the stone railing and flicks it over the edge.

"Duty calls," she says with a sigh. "The never-ending march of suitable men with suitable backgrounds and suitably boring personalities."

I step back, resuming my staff persona. "Don't judge them too quickly. Sometimes the most interesting people wear the most convincing disguises."

Her eyes narrow slightly as she processes my words. "I'll keep that in mind, Mr. Hammer." She moves toward the door, then pauses, looking back over her shoulder. "Will I be seeing you around the house?"

"I have regular sessions scheduled with your stepmother," I reply, keeping my expression neutral despite the double meaning only I understand. "So yes, I imagine our paths will cross again."

"Good," she says, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. "Maybe I'll sit in on one of those sessions. I could use some... lifestyle advice myself."

With that parting shot, she saunters back into the ballroom, her hips swaying in a rhythm that draws every male eye in the vicinity. I watch her go, already plotting how she'll fit into my plans for Rajesh's destruction. The stepdaughter might prove an even more valuable asset than the wife.

I check my watch. The gala will continue for at least another two hours, but I've gathered enough intelligence for one evening. More importantly, I've planted seeds with Alia that will soon bear fruit. I discreetly exit through a service door, leaving my tray behind. My hotel is only a short drive away, and I want to freshen up before the next phase of my plan unfolds.

As my driver navigates the crowded Mumbai streets, I replay my interaction with Alia in my mind. Unlike her mother, she won't be conquered through the Kama Sutra Touch alone. She requires a more subtle approach—the illusion of choice, of power, before I take it all away. The anticipation of this new challenge sends a pleasant thrill through my body as we pull up to the hotel entrance.

***

I key into my hotel suite, loosening my tie as I step into the air-conditioned sanctuary. The Oberoi Grand—Mumbai's most exclusive hotel—doesn't disappoint with its seamless blend of colonial charm and modern luxury. The sitting area opens to floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing the city's glittering skyline, while the bedroom beyond promises Egyptian cotton sheets and the kind of mattress that costs more than some cars. I shrug out of my jacket, draping it over a chair as I head to the bar cart to pour myself two fingers of eighteen-year-old Macallan. The amber liquid burns pleasantly down my throat, washing away the taste of fake subservience I'd adopted at Rajesh's gala.

The hotel room is a study in understated opulence—cream-colored walls adorned with tasteful modern art, mahogany furniture with brass accents, and subtle lighting that casts a warm glow across the space. The bathroom features marble from floor to ceiling, with a rainfall shower large enough for four people and a soaking tub positioned to take advantage of the panoramic city views.

I've just set down my empty glass when a soft knock sounds at the door. I check my watch—nearly 10 PM, too late for regular housekeeping. When I open the door, I find a young woman in the hotel's cream and gold uniform standing in the hallway, her hands folded demurely before her.

"Good evening, sir," she says in accented English. "I am Priyanka. I am here for turndown service, if it's not too late?"

I step aside to let her enter, my eyes immediately drawn to her extraordinary figure. Where Aishwarya is slender elegance and Alia is youthful vitality, this maid is pure, lush sensuality. Her uniform—a simple dress with the hotel's logo embroidered over the breast pocket—strains to contain curves that would make a Bollywood starlet envious.

Her breasts are magnificent—large and full, pressing against the fabric of her uniform so insistently that I can make out the outline of her bra beneath. Her waist nips in dramatically before flaring out to wide, childbearing hips that sway hypnotically as she moves into the room. The uniform skirt, modest on other maids, rides up her thick thighs with each step, hinting at the treasure between them.

Priyanka's face matches her body—full lips, large dark eyes framed by thick lashes, and smooth brown skin that glows in the room's soft lighting. Her black hair is pulled back in a regulation bun, though a few tendrils have escaped to frame her face. She wears minimal makeup, but with features like hers, she hardly needs enhancement.

"Would you like me to turn down the bed now, sir?" she asks, her voice soft and melodic. She can't be older than twenty-two, but there's a world-weary wisdom in her eyes that suggests she's seen more of life's hardships than someone her age should.

"Yes, please," I reply, moving toward her as she heads to the bedroom. As she leans over to pull back the duvet, her uniform stretches tight across her ass, the fabric threatening to split at the seams. The perfect opportunity presents itself, and I place my hand on her shoulder, letting my fingers brush against the bare skin of her neck.

The effect is instantaneous. She freezes mid-motion, a small gasp escaping her lips as the Kama Sutra Touch works its magic. I feel the power flow from my fingertips into her body, rewiring her desires and priorities in an instant. She straightens slowly, turning to face me with her eyes now darkened and glazed with sudden, overwhelming lust.

"Sir," she whispers, her voice now husky with need. "I... I feel..."

"I know exactly what you feel," I tell her, my voice low and commanding.

Without another word, she moves to the door of the suite, engages the deadbolt, and turns the security latch. Her movements are purposeful, almost mechanical, driven by the new compulsion that now rules her mind. When she returns to stand before me, her chest rises and falls rapidly with each breath, her nipples visibly hardened beneath her uniform.

"Please," she begs, dropping to her knees on the plush carpet with surprising grace. "I need to taste you."

I make no move to help as her trembling fingers reach for my belt buckle, then my zipper. There's something particularly erotic about watching this transformation—the shift from professional detachment to desperate desire in the span of seconds. When she finally frees my cock from my boxer briefs, her eyes widen in awe.

"Oh my god," she gasps, staring at my hardening length. "It's so big."

Her hands, small with neatly trimmed nails, wrap around my shaft, her brown skin creating a beautiful contrast against my flesh. She strokes me reverently, bringing me to full hardness before leaning forward to place a tentative kiss on the head. A shiver runs through her body at the first taste, as if she's sampling something exquisite and rare.

"That's it," I encourage, watching as she wraps her full lips around the head of my cock. "Take it deeper."

Priyanka moans around my shaft, the vibration sending ripples of pleasure up my spine. She works more of my length into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside as she establishes a slow, worshipful rhythm. Her eyes remain locked on mine, filled with adoration and desperate need to please.

"You've done this before," I observe, tangling my fingers in her hair, loosening the tight bun until dark waves cascade over her shoulders.

She pulls back slightly, my cock still resting on her bottom lip. "Yes, sir. But never... never with someone so..." She seems at a loss for words, settling for another long lick from base to tip that makes my cock twitch in response.

I've had enough of her tentative pace. Gripping her hair firmly in my fist, I guide her mouth back to my cock, pushing deeper this time. "Open wider," I command. "I'm going to fuck that pretty mouth properly."

Her eyes widen slightly, but there's no fear in them—only submission and desire. She opens her mouth as instructed, relaxing her jaw to accommodate my girth. With my free hand, I remove her glasses, setting them aside on a nearby table. Then, with my grip still tight in her hair, I begin to thrust into her mouth.

The first deep push makes her gag slightly, her eyes watering, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she places her hands on my thighs for support and surrenders control entirely. I establish a ruthless rhythm, pushing deeper with each thrust until I feel the tight constriction of her throat around my head.

"That's right," I growl, watching tears streak down her cheeks as she struggles to take me. "Choke on it. Show me how badly you want to please me."

Priyanka moans around my cock, the sound muffled but unmistakably one of pleasure rather than distress. Saliva builds up and runs down her chin, soaking the collar of her uniform. The sight of this proper young woman being used so roughly, her makeup smearing as tears flow freely down her face, only increases my arousal.

I increase my pace, fucking her face with abandon now. Her throat constricts around me each time I push past her limit, her gag reflex fighting a losing battle against her newfound desire to please me at any cost. The wet, choking sounds she makes fill the hotel room, obscene and arousing in equal measure.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I praise, watching her eyes light up at the compliment despite the tears. "Is this what you do for all the hotel guests, or am I special?"

I pull out long enough for her to gasp a response. "Only you, sir," she pants, her voice raspy from the rough treatment. "I've never wanted anyone like this before."

"Open up again," I command, and she immediately complies, her jaw slack and ready to receive me. I thrust back into her waiting mouth, even harder than before, watching as she struggles to breathe around my cock. Her hands grip my thighs tighter, her nails digging into my flesh through my pants, but she makes no attempt to push me away.

"You were made for this," I tell her, each word punctuated by a deep thrust. "Made to serve. Made to please. Made to worship cock."

She nods as best she can with my shaft buried in her throat, her eyes communicating complete agreement. I can see her squirming on her knees, pressing her thighs together in an attempt to relieve the ache building between them. The Kama Sutra Touch has transformed her normal desires into an all-consuming need, making the act of servicing me sexually fulfilling for her as well.

"Touch yourself," I order, momentarily easing my assault on her mouth. "Show me how wet you are."

Without hesitation, Priyanka reaches beneath her uniform skirt with one hand, her fingers disappearing under the fabric. The motion of her arm and the expression of relief that crosses her face tell me she's found her target. She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure up my spine as she pleasures herself while continuing to service me.

"That's it," I encourage, resuming my brutal pace. "Finger that pussy while I use your throat."

She complies eagerly, her arm moving faster as she works her fingers between her legs. Her enthusiasm for her own degradation is intoxicating, spurring me to push her limits further. I hold her head still with both hands now, using her mouth like a personal toy, her throat constricting around me with each deep thrust.

Her muffled moans grow more desperate, her body trembling as she approaches her own release simply from the combination of my domination and her fingers. The power I hold over her—the complete control of her desires and actions—sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me that's almost as pleasurable as the physical sensation of her mouth around my cock.

"Look at me while I fuck your face," I command, and her tear-filled eyes lock onto mine instantly. The connection intensifies everything—her submission, my dominance, the raw animal need coursing between us. "This is who you are now. My toy. My slut. Mine to use whenever I want."

She nods frantically around my cock, her eyes communicating her complete acceptance and surrender to her new role. This is the true power of the Kama Sutra Touch—not just creating temporary lust, but reshaping a woman's entire identity around my desires.

As I continue to thrust into her eager mouth, I contemplate how Priyanka will fit into my plans for Rajesh Kapoor's destruction. Every woman I claim becomes another weapon in my arsenal, another piece on the chessboard. And this hotel maid, with her access to private spaces and insider information, might prove more valuable than she knows.

I pull out of Priyanka's mouth abruptly, leaving her gasping for air, mascara streaking down her flushed cheeks. Her lips are swollen from the rough treatment, her chin slick with saliva. Before she can recover, I grab her by the arms and haul her to her feet, spinning her toward the heavy mahogany desk that sits near the window. With one sweep of my arm, I clear the surface of hotel stationery and welcome folders, sending them clattering to the floor. Priyanka's eyes widen with a mixture of surprise and desperate anticipation as I lift her by the waist and deposit her roughly on the polished wood.

"Lie back," I command, already pushing her shoulders until she's reclined on the desk, her uniform bunched around her waist.

I grab her knees and spread them wide, exposing her to my hungry gaze. As I suspected, she wears no panties beneath her uniform—either hotel policy to avoid visible lines or her own preference. Either way, it gives me unobstructed access to her glistening pussy, its dark lips swollen with arousal and slick with her abundant juices. Her pubic hair is neatly trimmed into a small strip, emphasizing rather than hiding her femininity.

"So wet already," I observe, running a finger along her slit and feeling the evidence of her arousal coat my skin. "All this just from sucking my cock?"

"Yes," she gasps, her hips instinctively lifting toward my touch. "Please, I need you inside me. I'm dying for it."

I position myself between her spread legs, unbuckling my belt and lowering my pants just enough to free my cock again. The head of my shaft glistens with her saliva as I guide it to her entrance, rubbing it teasingly against her slick folds. Priyanka whimpers, her hands gripping the edges of the desk in anticipation.

Without warning, I slam into her with one powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt in her tight heat. The suddenness and force of the penetration makes her scream—a raw, primal sound of pure pleasure that echoes through the hotel room. Her back arches off the desk, her body trying to process the abrupt stretch and fullness.

"Oh god!" she cries out, her accent thickening with emotion. "So big! So deep!"

I don't give her time to adjust. Gripping her hips with bruising force, I pull back and drive into her again, establishing a brutal rhythm that has the desk creaking beneath us. Each thrust pushes her body up the polished surface, forcing her to brace herself against the onslaught of my cock.

Priyanka doesn't just accept this treatment—she encourages it, wrapping her legs around my waist and using her heels to pull me deeper into her core. Her arms strain with the effort of keeping her position as I pound into her, her breasts bouncing violently beneath her uniform with each impact.

"Yes!" she gasps, her head thrown back in ecstasy. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, increasing both the speed and force of my thrusts until the sound of flesh slapping against flesh fills the room, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans. The desk shifts slightly with each powerful drive, inching closer to the window that overlooks the city skyline.

"You like being treated like a whore, don't you?" I growl, maintaining my punishing pace. "Just a hole for me to fuck, a toy for me to use."

"Yes!" she agrees without hesitation, her internal muscles clenching around my cock at my degrading words. "Use me! I'm your toy! Your whore!"

I reach up and roughly unbutton the front of her uniform, exposing a simple cotton bra that struggles to contain her generous breasts. With one hand, I yank the bra down, freeing her heavy tits. They're even more impressive than I imagined—large and full with dark areolas and thick nipples standing at attention. They spill to either side of her chest due to gravity and the force of my thrusts.

"Look at these fucking tits," I say, roughly squeezing one breast while continuing to pound into her. "Wasted on a hotel maid. These are made to be fucked and covered in cum."

Priyanka moans in response, arching her back to push her breast further into my hand. I pinch her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, twisting slightly until she cries out—a sound that hovers in that perfect space between pain and pleasure. Her pussy tightens around me in response, her body responding to the mixture of sensations.

"You've wanted this all day, haven't you?" I accuse, releasing her breast to grab her hair, pulling her head up so she has to look at me. "Showing these fat tits to hotel guests, hoping someone would put you in your place."

"Yes," she admits, her eyes glassy with pleasure. "Wanted it so bad. Needed it."

I release her hair, letting her head fall back to the desk with a soft thud. Then I grab both of her breasts, using them as handles to pull her onto my cock even harder. The new angle drives me impossibly deeper, hitting spots that make her entire body tremble.

"These bouncing udders are almost worth a tip," I taunt, squeezing her breasts together and watching them jiggle with each thrust. "Almost as good as that tight cunt squeezing my cock."

Something about the deliberate crudeness of my words pushes her closer to the edge. Her breathing becomes more erratic, her moans higher in pitch as her body tenses beneath me. I can feel her internal muscles beginning to flutter around my shaft—the telltale sign of an approaching orgasm.

"You going to cum on my cock, slut?" I demand, punctuating the question with a particularly deep thrust that makes her gasp.

"Yes! Yes! I'm going to cum!" she cries, her accent so thick now that the words are barely recognizable. "Please let me cum! Please!"

"Do it," I command, releasing one breast to reach between us and find her clit. I press down on the swollen bud, rubbing it in tight circles while maintaining my relentless pace. "Cum for me now."

The combination of stimulation is too much for her to resist. With a scream that would surely be heard in neighboring rooms if not for the hotel's excellent soundproofing, Priyanka's orgasm tears through her body. Her back arches so severely that only her head and hips remain in contact with the desk, her muscles locking as waves of pleasure crash over her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with incredible force, rippling and pulsing around my shaft as she rides out her climax.

"Oh god! Oh god! I'm cumming!" she wails, her body shaking violently. "So good! So fucking good!"

I continue to thrust through her orgasm, prolonging it, feeling her wetness increase around me as her body surrenders completely to the pleasure. Her eyes roll back, her mouth open in a silent scream as the initial wave peaks and begins to subside. But I don't slow down, forcing her oversensitive body to accept more stimulation, pushing her toward another peak before the first has fully receded.

"Please," she gasps, her voice raw and broken. "Your cum... I need your cum..."

Her desperate plea pushes me closer to my own release, but I'm not ready to finish just yet. I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping at the loss. In one fluid motion, I grab her by the shoulders and pull her upright, then push her down to her knees on the floor before me.

"Open your mouth," I order, stroking my cock rapidly. It glistens with her juices, the scent of her arousal filling the space between us. "Stick out your tongue."

Priyanka complies instantly, her mouth open wide, tongue extended like a good little cum slut. Her glasses, which have somehow remained on throughout our rough encounter, sit slightly askew on her nose. Her eyes are filled with desperate hunger as she watches me stroke myself, silently begging for my release.

It doesn't take long. With a grunt of satisfaction, I feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, then exploding outward as I aim my cock at her upturned face. The first rope of cum hits her right cheek, the second lands across the bridge of her nose and glasses, the third and fourth coat her extended tongue and open mouth. I continue pumping until I'm spent, covering her once-professional appearance with visible proof of her new status.

She moans in appreciation as my cum lands on her skin, her tongue darting out to catch what she can reach. When I finally lower my hand, she doesn't hesitate—she brings her fingers up to gather the streams of semen from her face and glasses, sucking each digit clean with obvious enjoyment. She even removes her glasses to lick them clean before replacing them on her face.

"Thank you, sir," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming. "That was... I've never felt anything like that before."

I tuck myself back into my pants, watching as she struggles to her feet. Her uniform is a disaster—stained, rumpled, and partially unbuttoned. Her hair has come completely free from its tight bun, falling in wild waves around her shoulders. Mascara tracks streak her cheeks, and despite her efforts to clean herself, traces of my cum still cling to her skin.

"You should get cleaned up," I suggest, gesturing toward the bathroom. "You're still on duty, aren't you?"

She nods, a hint of the real world beginning to seep back into her consciousness, though the Kama Sutra Touch ensures her primary desire remains pleasing me. "Yes, sir. I... I need to finish my shift. But I can come back, after? If you want me?"

I smile, stroking her cheek in a gesture that's almost tender. "Leave your number. I might have use for you again."

Her face brightens at this small promise, and she hurries to the bathroom to make herself presentable. When she emerges minutes later, she's done an admirable job of restoring her professional appearance, though the swelling of her lips and the flush on her cheeks would tell a keen observer what she's been up to.

She scribbles her number on a piece of hotel stationery, places it on the now-cleared desk, and moves to the door. Before leaving, she turns back to me with a shy smile that seems at odds with the wanton woman who was begging for my cum minutes earlier.

"Goodnight, sir," she says softly. "Thank you for... for everything."

As the door closes behind her, I pick up her number, adding it to my growing collection of conquests in this city. Priyanka will be useful—hotel maids have access to every room, hear countless conversations, and are privy to the secrets of the powerful. She'll be one more pawn in my game against Rajesh Kapoor, one more thread in the web I'm weaving around him.

I glance at my watch. It's been a productive day—Aishwarya conquered in her kitchen, Alia's interest piqued at the gala, and now this eager hotel maid added to my arsenal. Tomorrow, I'll return to the Kapoor mansion to continue my work, dismantling Rajesh's world piece by piece, woman by woman.

I pour myself another whiskey and raise it in a toast to my own reflection in the window. The city lights twinkle below, unaware that in their midst, a monster of my particular talents has come to feed.


Chapter 5

I step into the Kapoor mansion as morning light floods the marble foyer, adjusting my collar with practiced nonchalance. The air conditioning hits my skin with a manufactured chill that perfectly matches the cold calculation in my chest. Yesterday's conquests—Aishwarya in her kitchen, the maid at my hotel—were just the opening moves in this game of destruction. Today, I'll dig deeper into Rajesh Kapoor's empire of corruption, finding every weak spot, every vulnerable seam I can tear apart with my bare hands.

The house staff nod respectfully as I pass, my "lifestyle consultant" disguise serving me perfectly. One of the older maids even blushes when our eyes meet, no doubt having heard whispers of what happened in the kitchen yesterday. News travels fast below stairs, especially when it involves the lady of the house on her knees. I give her a wink that makes her nearly drop the vase she's polishing.

"Good morning, sir," the house manager greets me, his posture rigid with the practiced deference of someone who's spent a lifetime catering to the wealthy. "Mrs. Kapoor has gone to her yoga session. She said to inform you that she'll be available for your... consultation... at eleven."

I catch the slight hesitation in his voice, the barely perceptible emphasis that suggests he knows exactly what kind of "consultation" Aishwarya and I engaged in yesterday. I smile, neither confirming nor denying his suspicions.

"Thank you. I'll just familiarize myself with the house in the meantime. Part of my holistic approach is understanding the energy flow of a client's living space."

He bows slightly, backing away. "Of course, sir. Please feel free to explore the common areas."

Common areas. The subtle boundary setting would be effective on an actual consultant. But for me, it's merely a suggestion to be ignored. I wait until he disappears down a corridor before making my way toward the east wing, where I know Rajesh keeps his private office. Intelligence gathering is the foundation of any successful mission, and I intend to learn everything I can about my prey.

The corridor leading to Rajesh's domain is lined with photographs of him shaking hands with various dignitaries and celebrities—visual trophies of his social climbing. In each image, his smile remains the same: practiced, hollow, never reaching his eyes. The perfect smile of a predator.

As I approach his office, I hear his voice—sharp, authoritative, speaking in the clipped tones of a man who expects instant compliance. The door is slightly ajar, offering me the perfect opportunity. I position myself in the blind spot between the door and wall, my breathing controlled and silent, years of practice making me practically invisible.

"The Q2 projections look excellent, Mr. Bennett," Rajesh's voice carries clearly through the gap. "Your investment is already yielding returns beyond our initial estimates."

I peer through the crack to see Rajesh seated at his massive mahogany desk, facing a large monitor where the face of a middle-aged white man in an expensive suit fills the screen. Behind the desk, floor-to-ceiling windows showcase Mumbai's skyline—a kingdom Rajesh surveys with the entitlement of a feudal lord.

"That's fantastic news, Rajesh," the American investor responds, his voice carrying the nasal quality of old money and Ivy League education. "The board was concerned about the labor costs, but your numbers are significantly below industry standard. Mind sharing your secret?"

Rajesh leans back in his leather chair, a smile spreading across his face that reminds me of a crocodile opening its jaws. "The secret, my friend, is understanding the letter of the law rather than its spirit."

He stands, moving closer to the camera with the confidence of someone about to reveal his genius. "You see, Indian labor law requires certain minimum wages, but there's a beautiful loophole regarding training periods and skill classification."

My fists clench involuntarily as I listen to him explain his system with the proud detachment of a man discussing a particularly clever chess move rather than the systematic exploitation of human beings.

"We classify our engineers as 'trainees' for the first two years, which allows us to pay them forty percent less than standard rate. Then, we create artificial skill level distinctions that require additional 'certification'—certification we provide at a cost deducted directly from their paychecks."

The American investor nods appreciatively, his eyes gleaming with greed. "And the housing situation you mentioned?"

"Ah, yes." Rajesh's smile widens. "We provide 'subsidized company housing' that appears as a benefit in our corporate literature. In reality, we purchase dilapidated buildings in the poorest areas, make cosmetic improvements to the façades only, then charge our employees eighty percent of market rate for what are essentially slums."

I watch as he pulls up a spreadsheet on his screen, sharing it with the investor. "As you can see, between the training deductions, certification fees, housing costs, and what we call 'infrastructure utilization charges'—basically making them pay for using our electricity and internet—we recoup nearly sixty percent of what we pay them."

My jaw tightens so hard I can feel my teeth grinding. The casual cruelty of it—not just the exploitation itself but the pride with which he describes it—makes my blood burn in my veins.

"Isn't there pushback?" Bennett asks, his voice tinged with concern that sounds more about legal exposure than moral qualms.

Rajesh laughs, a sound devoid of any genuine humor. "What are they going to do? Complain? To whom? The government officials who receive generous 'donations' from me? The media outlets whose parent companies I partially own? The police whose pensions I help fund?"

He sits back down, adjusting his gold cufflinks with manicured fingers. "Besides, for most of these people, even this exploitative arrangement is better than their alternatives. They have families to feed, elderly parents to support. They cannot afford principles."

I watch him take a sip from a crystal glass containing what looks like aged scotch, despite it being barely 10 AM. "The beauty of it, Mr. Bennett, is that it's all technically legal. The contracts they sign are comprehensive, if deliberately complex. By the time they realize what they've agreed to, they're already trapped in the system."

Bennett nods, his initial concerns apparently assuaged. "Well, I can't argue with the results, Rajesh. The board will be pleased."

Rajesh's expression shifts subtly, contempt flashing across his features for just an instant before his professional mask returns. "I'm glad to hear it. Western investors sometimes bring their... moral considerations... to our business relationships. It's refreshing to work with someone who understands that business is business."

"Absolutely," Bennett agrees, oblivious to the disdain lurking behind Rajesh's cordial tone.

As they wrap up their call with pleasantries, Rajesh turns slightly away from the camera to reach for his phone. In that unguarded moment, his mask slips completely.

"Naïve American pigs," he mutters under his breath, just loud enough for me to hear but not for the microphone to pick up. "So eager to get rich they don't even see how I'm playing them."

The call ends, and I pull back from the door, my entire body rigid with controlled fury. Every cruel man I've ever targeted had justifications for their behavior, rationalizations that let them sleep at night. But Rajesh Kapoor doesn't even bother with the pretense of justification. He knows exactly what he's doing—systematically crushing people beneath his heel while smiling at their suffering.

I move silently down the corridor, away from his office, processing what I've learned. This isn't just about destroying a cruel man anymore. This isn't just about adding another trophy to my collection or exercising the power of the Kama Sutra Touch. Rajesh Kapoor is a cancer—a malignant growth feeding off the desperation of those beneath him.

My plan shifts in my mind, expanding beyond merely taking his wife and stepdaughter. That's not enough punishment for a man like him. He needs to be exposed, humiliated, stripped of everything—his wealth, his power, his reputation. The world needs to see the monster behind the successful businessman façade.

I reach the grand staircase, descending with renewed purpose. Rajesh Kapoor isn't just going to lose his family to me—he's going to lose everything. And I'm going to enjoy every moment of his fall.


Chapter 6

I move through the Kapoor mansion with the quiet confidence of a predator in its hunting ground. My blood still burns from witnessing Rajesh's casual cruelty, fueling my determination to tear his world apart piece by piece. The west wing beckons with its promises of new opportunities, new weapons to add to my arsenal. As I pass a set of heavy double doors, the muted sound of a movie soundtrack reaches my ears. I pause, hand on the cool brass handle, sensing prey on the other side.

The door opens silently, revealing a darkness broken only by the flickering light of a massive screen. The home theater is a temple to excess—tiered seating with plush velvet recliners, a professional-grade projector, and acoustics that would make a concert hall jealous. But it's not the opulence that captures my attention. It's the solitary figure lounging in the front row, her slim silhouette outlined against the glow of the screen.

Alia Kapoor.

I recognize her immediately—the angular bob of her hair, the long, graceful line of her neck, the restless energy that seems to emanate from her even in repose. She sits with one leg tucked beneath her, barefoot, dressed in a simple tank top and shorts that reveal more of her golden skin than her father would likely approve of. On screen, some artsy French film plays, the subtitles flashing white against dark scenes of Parisian streets.

She doesn't hear me approach. The surround sound system masks my footsteps as I make my way down the tiered steps toward her row. I observe her unguarded moments—the way she absently twirls a strand of hair around her finger, the slight part of her lips as she focuses on the dialogue, the faint scent of jasmine that surrounds her like an aura.

"Truffaut?" I say, loud enough to be heard over the film but soft enough not to startle.

She turns, surprise briefly crossing her features before recognition dawns. "Mr. Lifestyle Consultant," she says, her lips curving into a smile that's equal parts amusement and interest. "Fancy finding you here. Didn't realize French New Wave cinema was part of your wellness regimen."

I slide into the seat beside her, close enough that our arms almost touch on the shared armrest. "There's a lot you don't know about me," I reply, letting my eyes drift from her face down to her bare legs, then back up. The look is deliberate, a silent message that I like what I see.

"I'm starting to realize that." Her voice drops slightly, taking on a husky quality that tells me she caught my appraisal and welcomes it. "Did you get lost on your way to step-mommy's yoga studio?"

The mockery in her tone doesn't mask the curiosity beneath. I lean back in my seat, affecting a casual air while maintaining an acute awareness of every inch of space between us. "Not lost. Exploring. Your father's house has many interesting... features."

She snorts, turning her attention back to the screen momentarily. "My father's house, my father's company, my father's stepdaughter. Everything belongs to the great Rajesh Kapoor, doesn't it?"

The bitterness in her voice is palpable. Another crack in the Kapoor family façade, another vulnerability to exploit. I shift slightly, angling my body toward hers. "Not everything," I say, my voice low and suggestive. "Not you, I think."

Her eyes snap back to mine, widened slightly in surprise at my directness. Something flashes in their depths—interest, defiance, desire? The moment stretches between us, charged with potential energy. On screen, the French actress whispers something about desire and regret, the words hanging in the air like an omen.

"You don't know what you're talking about," Alia says finally, but she doesn't look away.

"Don't I?" I reach out, deliberately casual, and let my fingers brush against the back of her hand where it rests on the armrest between us.

The effect is instantaneous and electric. The Kama Sutra Touch flows from my fingertips into her skin, rewiring her brain chemistry in a heartbeat. Her pupils dilate so rapidly I can almost hear it, her lips parting on a sudden intake of breath. A visible shudder runs through her entire body, her skin flushing from her chest up to her cheeks in a wave of heat I can feel radiating from her.

"What—" she begins, but the word dissolves into a gasp as the full force of the supernatural desire takes hold.

Before I can speak, she moves with the fluid grace of a jungle cat, launching herself from her seat onto my lap. Her legs straddle my thighs, knees pressing into the plush velvet on either side of me as she settles her weight directly onto my hardening cock. Her hands grasp my face, fingers trembling with urgent need.

"I need you," she whispers, her voice ragged with a hunger she's never felt before. "Right now. Inside me."

She doesn't wait for a response. Her mouth crashes against mine with bruising force, her tongue pushing past my lips to claim me. The kiss is savage, primal—all teeth and tongue and desperate moans. I taste mint and the faint sweetness of whatever she was drinking before I arrived. Her body writhes against mine, her pelvis grinding down against my erection with such urgency that I wonder if she might cum just from this contact.

I grasp her hips, guiding her movements against me while letting her maintain the illusion of control. Her hands move from my face to my hair, fingers tangling in the strands and pulling just hard enough to send a jolt of pleasure-pain down my spine. The thin fabric of her shorts provides almost no barrier between her heat and my cloth-covered cock, and I can feel her wetness seeping through both layers.

"Oh god," she gasps, breaking the kiss to gulp air, her eyes wild and unfocused. "I've never wanted anyone like this. What are you doing to me?"

I smile up at her, enjoying the desperation in her voice. "Nothing you don't want me to do," I reply, sliding my hands under her tank top to find she's wearing nothing beneath it. Her skin burns against my palms as I cup her small, firm breasts, feeling her nipples harden into tight peaks at my touch.

She throws her head back, moaning loudly as I pinch those sensitive buds between my fingers. The sound echoes in the theater, drowning out the film's dialogue. Her grinding becomes more insistent, more desperate, her body seeking relief from the overwhelming need consuming her.

"Please," she begs, her voice breaking. "I need you inside me. I need your cock in my pussy. Right now. I'll die if you don't fuck me."

Her crudeness surprises me—the pampered princess using language she probably never has before, her inhibitions shattered by the force of her sudden desire. I feel a surge of dark satisfaction knowing that Rajesh Kapoor's precious stepdaughter is writhing in my lap, begging to be fucked while her father sits just a few rooms away, oblivious to his world crumbling around him.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, wanting to hear her debase herself further.

"I want your cock," she moans, grinding harder against my erection. "I need it inside me. I need you to fuck me until I can't remember my name. Please, Jack. I've never felt like this before. It's like I'm burning from the inside out."

Her hands move frantically to my belt, fumbling with the buckle in her urgency. I let her struggle, enjoying the sight of Alia Kapoor—Bollywood's rising star, stepdaughter of one of India's most powerful men—reduced to a quivering mass of need by a single touch of my hand.

"You're so wet," I observe, sliding my hand between our bodies to press against the damp spot on her shorts. "Soaked through for me already."

"Yes," she hisses, her hips bucking against my fingers. "Only for you. I've never been this wet in my life."

I cup her through the thin fabric, feeling the heat of her core against my palm. She gasps, her entire body tensing at the contact. "What would Daddy say if he could see his little girl now?" I taunt, pressing harder against her clit.

A broken sound escapes her throat—half laugh, half sob. "I don't care. I don't fucking care. Just fuck me, please!"

The French film continues to play, casting alternating shadows and light across her beautiful face as she begs for me. I've claimed her mother in the kitchen, and now I'll take the stepdaughter in their private theater. Two of Rajesh Kapoor's women, conquered in the space of twenty-four hours.

And this is just the beginning.

Alia stands abruptly, towering over me for a brief moment before her trembling fingers grasp the hem of her tank top. With one fluid motion, she tears it over her head and tosses it aside, her perfect breasts bouncing free in the flickering light of the movie screen. I drink in the sight of her—a goddess in the darkness, her skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat, her nipples hard and pointing directly at me like they're begging for my touch. She doesn't stop there. Her fingers hook into her shorts, pushing them down her long legs along with her lace thong, kicking them away with an impatient flick of her foot.

"Fuck, look at you," I breathe, taking in her naked perfection.

She stands before me completely bare, her body a masterpiece of tight curves and smooth planes. Her breasts are smaller than her stepmother's, perky and high with dusky brown areolas and stiff nipples that pucker in the cool air of the theater. Her stomach is flat and toned, with the subtle definition of abs that speak of countless hours of yoga and dance training. A small gold stud glimmers in her navel, catching the light from the screen. My eyes travel lower to the neatly trimmed strip of dark hair pointing to her pussy like an arrow. Her thighs are toned and smooth, tensed with anticipation as she stands before me.

"Now you," she demands, her hands already working at my belt buckle, yanking it open with a metallic clatter that echoes in the vast room.

I lift my hips slightly to help as she tugs my pants and underwear down just enough to free my cock. Her eyes widen at the sight of it—thick and hard, standing proudly from my body. A small gasp escapes her lips, a mixture of awe and hunger that feeds my ego and hardens me even further.

"Oh my god," she whispers, wrapping one delicate hand around my shaft, her fingers not quite meeting around its girth. "You're huge."

She doesn't waste another second. With surprising strength, she climbs back onto my lap, this time facing away from me. Her legs spread wide as she straddles me, positioning herself above my throbbing cock. I grip her hips, ready to guide her down, but she's already lowering herself, the hot, wet lips of her pussy kissing the head of my shaft.

"Alia," I growl, digging my fingers into the soft flesh of her hips as she teases us both.

"Yes, Jack?" she asks, looking back over her shoulder with feigned innocence that contrasts sharply with her naked, wanton position.

I respond by yanking her down, impaling her on my cock in one brutal thrust that buries me to the hilt inside her tight heat. She screams—a primal, guttural sound of shock and pleasure that bounces off the theater walls. Her inner walls clamp down around me like a vice, so tight I wonder if she's ever been properly fucked before this moment.

"Oh fuck!" she cries, her back arching as she adjusts to my size. "You're so deep! So fucking deep inside me!"

I give her no time to adjust. Gripping her waist with both hands, I lift her slightly and slam her back down onto my cock. The impact makes her breasts bounce, her head falling forward as another cry tears from her throat. She quickly catches on to the rhythm I want, using her strong thighs to lift herself up until just the head remains inside her, then dropping back down to take me fully.

As she rides me, her eyes lock onto the movie screen in front of us. The dark scenes of the French film have given way to a brightly lit sequence, turning the massive screen into a mirror that reflects our joined bodies. I can see her watching herself—the bounce of her breasts, the stretch of her pussy around my cock, the expression of ecstasy on her beautiful face. The sight of herself being fucked seems to drive her wild, her pace increasing as she slams down onto me with growing abandon.

"You like watching yourself?" I taunt, sliding one hand up her sweat-slicked back to tangle in her hair. "Look at what a slut you are, fucking your stepmother's lifestyle consultant in Daddy's private theater."

"Yes!" she gasps, her pace never faltering. "I'm your slut! I'm your fucking whore!"

I yank her head back by her hair, forcing her to arch her spine at an almost painful angle. The new position drives me even deeper inside her, my cock hitting spots that make her entire body tremble.

"Say my name," I command, thrusting up to meet her downward movements, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. "Tell me whose cock is stretching this tight little pussy."

"Jack!" she screams, her voice breaking. "Jack! Oh god, Jack! Your cock feels so fucking good!"

Her walls flutter around me as she speaks, her arousal increasing with each dirty word that leaves her mouth. I release her hair and bring both hands to her ass, spreading her cheeks to watch my thick shaft disappear inside her over and over. The sight is hypnotic—her pink folds stretching around my girth, her juices coating my length, making each thrust easier yet no less intense.

I raise one hand and bring it down hard on her ass cheek, leaving a bright red handprint on her golden skin. She yelps in surprise, her pussy clenching around me in response.

"You like that?" I ask, already knowing the answer as I feel her get wetter around me.

"Yes," she moans, pushing her ass back for more. "Spank me again. Harder."

I oblige, bringing my palm down on her other cheek with enough force to make her jump. The impact echoes through the theater, competing with her moans and the forgotten dialogue of the French film still playing. Her skin blooms red beneath my hand, the mark of my ownership clearly visible in the flickering light.

"Such a dirty girl," I growl, gripping her hips again to control her movements. "Daddy's little princess is nothing but a cock-hungry slut."

"Yes," she agrees, her voice thick with pleasure. "I'm a slut. Your slut."

I tighten my grip on her hips, lifting her almost completely off my cock before slamming her back down with a force that makes her scream. I repeat the motion, taking control of her body, using her like a toy designed solely for my pleasure. She submits to my handling, her legs spreading wider, her upper body leaning forward to brace against my knees as I pound up into her with increasing ferocity.

"You feel that?" I demand, driving deeper with each thrust. "Feel how deep my cock is? No one's ever fucked you this good, have they?"

"No one," she gasps, her head hanging down between her shoulders, her hair swinging with each impact. "No one's ever been this deep. So full. So fucking full."

I slide one hand around to find her clit, rubbing the swollen bud in tight circles as I continue to thrust up into her. Her reaction is immediate and violent—a full-body shudder that starts at her core and radiates outward, her thighs trembling against mine.

"Oh fuck, Jack!" she cries, her voice rising in pitch. "Right there! Don't stop! Please don't fucking stop!"

Her desperation fuels my own pleasure, my cock swelling even larger inside her as I feel my own release building. But I'm not ready to cum yet—not until I've wrung every ounce of pleasure from her perfect body, not until I've ruined her for any other man who might touch her after me.

I lean forward, wrapping one arm around her waist to pull her back flush against my chest. The new angle changes the pressure inside her, my cock pressing against her front wall with each thrust. My other hand continues to work her clit, feeling it pulse beneath my fingers as her arousal builds.

"You're going to cum on my cock," I whisper directly into her ear, my breath hot against her skin. "You're going to cum so hard you see stars."

"Yes," she moans, turning her head to find my mouth, kissing me with desperate hunger. "Make me cum, Jack. I'm so close. So fucking close."

I increase the pressure on her clit, timing my thrusts to hit exactly where she needs it most. She begins to tense in my arms, her pussy gripping my cock with increasing pressure as she approaches the edge.

"That's it," I encourage, nipping at her earlobe. "Let go. Cum for me."

Her body goes rigid, her back arching against my chest as the first wave of her orgasm crashes through her. Her inner walls clamp down on me with such force it nearly pushes me out, but I hold her firmly in place, continuing to thrust through her climax.

"Jack!" she screams, her voice raw and broken. "Oh fuck, Jack! I'm cumming!"

Her entire body convulses in my arms, her thighs quivering uncontrollably as she gives herself over to the pleasure. I hold her tight, my fingers never stopping their circles on her clit, prolonging her orgasm until she's sobbing my name, begging me for mercy.

But I'm nowhere near done with Rajesh Kapoor's stepdaughter.

Alia's body still trembles from her orgasm, but I'm not nearly satisfied. With a growl, I lift her off my cock, enjoying her whimper of loss as I empty her suddenly. In one fluid motion, I stand, gripping her waist and tossing her onto the row of plush velvet seats like she weighs nothing. She lands on her back, her eyes wide with surprise and renewed lust, her chest heaving as she gasps for breath. Before she can move, I grab her ankles and push them up and back, folding her legs until her knees nearly touch her ears, completely exposing her dripping pussy to my hungry gaze.

"Jack," she whimpers, her voice already wrecked from screaming. "What are you—"

"Shut up," I command, positioning myself between her spread thighs. "I'm going to fuck you properly now."

The velvet seats provide the perfect height for me to stand while she lies prone before me. Her body is completely at my mercy in this position—folded nearly in half, her flexibility from years of dance training allowing me to push her legs back until she's fully exposed. Her pussy glistens in the flickering light of the movie screen, her juices coating her inner thighs, her swollen lips parted and ready.

I grasp my cock, slapping the head against her clit a few times, making her jolt and moan with each impact. Her eyes never leave mine, filled with a mixture of fear and desperate need. She knows I'm about to use her body roughly, and the anticipation has her practically vibrating with desire.

"Please," she begs, trying to push her hips up to capture my cock. "Don't tease me."

I respond by driving into her with brutal force, burying myself to the hilt in one savage thrust. The position allows me to penetrate deeper than before, the head of my cock slamming against her cervix. She screams so loudly I briefly wonder if someone might hear, but the theater's soundproofing swallows her cries just as her pussy swallows my cock.

"Fuck! Oh fuck!" she wails, her hands flying up to grab the armrests, her knuckles turning white as she holds on for dear life.

I waste no time establishing a punishing rhythm, driving into her with pile-driving force that has the entire row of seats creaking beneath us. Each thrust lifts her ass slightly off the velvet, only for my next downward stroke to slam her back into the cushions. The wet, obscene sound of her soaked pussy taking my cock fills the room, competing with her increasingly desperate cries.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I growl, watching her face contort with a mixture of pain and ecstasy as I pound into her. "You've been waiting for someone to fuck you like the slut you really are."

"Yes!" she gasps, her eyes rolling back as a particularly deep thrust hits something inside her that makes her whole body convulse. "I'm a slut! I'm your fucking slut!"

I increase my pace, driving into her harder, faster, watching her breasts bounce violently with each impact. Sweat drips down my chest, my thighs burning with the exertion, but I don't slow down. The sight of Rajesh Kapoor's stepdaughter spread open and taking my cock like a common whore fuels me, pushing me to new heights of aggression.

"Tell me whose cock is destroying this tight little pussy," I demand, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust that makes her entire body jerk.

"Yours!" she cries, her voice breaking. "Your cock! Only yours!"

I shift my grip, holding both her ankles in one hand while the other moves to her throat. I apply just enough pressure to make her gasp, her eyes widening as I restrict her airflow slightly. The added danger sends her into a frenzy, her pussy clenching around me even tighter than before.

"What would Daddy think?" I taunt, watching her reaction closely. "His precious little princess getting her cunt wrecked by a man he invited into his home?"

Something shifts in her eyes at the mention of her father—a flash of defiance, of rebellion, that makes her inner walls pulse around my shaft. She licks her lips, a wicked smile spreading across her face despite her compromised position.

"He'd fucking hate it," she gasps, the words coming out strained due to my hand on her throat. "That's why it feels so good. I'm daddy's good little girl getting fucking destroyed by your huge cock."

Her dirty talk sends a surge of heat through my veins, my cock swelling even larger inside her. I release her throat and grab her hips with both hands, angling her pelvis to drive even deeper. The new position has me hitting her G-spot with every thrust, and I can tell by her widening eyes that she's about to shatter again.

"You're going to cum again," I state, not a question but a command. "Cum all over my cock while I fill your tight little pussy with my load."

"Yes!" she agrees frantically, her internal muscles already starting to flutter around me. "Fill me up! I want to feel you explode inside me! Oh god, I'm so close again!"

I drive into her with renewed vigor, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust, the obscene sound echoing in the theater. The French film has ended, the credits now rolling on screen, casting alternating light and shadow across our joined bodies. It's fitting—the conclusion of the movie matching the climax of our own private performance.

"Jack!" she screams, her back arching impossibly higher. "I'm cumming! I'm fucking cumming!"

Her entire body goes rigid, her pussy clamping down on my cock with such force it nearly stops my thrusts. Her legs shake uncontrollably in my grip, her toes curling as waves of pleasure crash through her. Tears stream from the corners of her eyes, her mouth open in a silent scream as the intensity of her orgasm robs her of voice.

The sight of her coming completely undone beneath me, combined with the vice-like grip of her pussy, pushes me over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum deep into her womb. I groan through gritted teeth, my fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises, marking her as mine in yet another way.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling my cock twitch with each new spurt, filling her so completely that my cum starts to seep out around my shaft despite how tightly she's gripping me. "Take it all. Every fucking drop."

She moans incoherently, her body still convulsing with aftershocks as I empty myself inside her. When I finally stop cumming, I remain buried inside her, enjoying the rippling contractions of her pussy as it milks the last drops from my shaft. Slowly, I release her legs, letting them fall limply to either side of me.

Alia lies before me, utterly destroyed, her body covered in a sheen of sweat that makes her skin glow in the dim light of the rolling credits. Her chest rises and falls with rapid, shallow breaths, her eyes unfocused, staring at the ceiling. A trickle of my cum leaks from her well-fucked pussy, staining the velvet seat beneath her.

"Holy shit," she finally manages, her voice barely audible, raw from screaming. "I can't... I can't feel my legs."

I smirk down at her, slowly pulling my still semi-hard cock from her abused hole, enjoying her whimper as I exit her body. More of my seed follows, running down the curve of her ass to pool on the expensive upholstery. The sight satisfies something primal in me—Rajesh Kapoor's stepdaughter, marked inside and out as my territory.

"Better get cleaned up," I say, tucking myself back into my pants and zipping up. "Unless you want the staff finding you like this."

She tries to sit up but falls back, her muscles apparently not receiving the signals from her brain. A breathless laugh escapes her lips. "I don't think I can move yet."

I lean down, placing a surprisingly gentle kiss on her forehead. "Take your time. The movie's over anyway."

As I straighten, I glance at the screen where the credits continue to roll, names scrolling past in white text against a black background. Another conquest complete, another piece taken from Rajesh Kapoor's perfect life. First his wife, now his stepdaughter. Both women now carry my seed inside them, both irreversibly changed by my touch.

I leave Alia sprawled on the theater seats, walking up the steps toward the exit. Behind me, I hear her attempting to move again, a soft moan escaping her lips as she discovers just how thoroughly I've wrecked her body. The sound follows me like music as I slip out of the theater, already planning my next move in this game of vengeance.


Chapter 7

The morning sun streams through the windows of Rajesh Kapoor's home office, turning the polished mahogany of his desk into a gleaming altar of power. I stand in the shadows of the hallway, once again playing the role of silent observer. After yesterday's conquest of Alia in the theater—her body still likely bearing the marks of my possession—I've spent the morning mapping the rhythms of the household.

The staff move with practiced efficiency, Aishwarya floats through rooms with knowing glances in my direction, and Alia has mysteriously "slept in" according to the housekeeper. But it's Rajesh who commands my attention now, as a young man in an ill-fitting suit sits nervously across from him, clutching a laptop like a shield.

"Mr. Kapoor, if I could just explain the coding parameters," the engineer says, his voice pitched slightly too high, betraying his anxiety. He can't be older than twenty-five, with wire-rimmed glasses that keep sliding down his nose and fingers that tremble as he types.

"Explain?" Rajesh's voice is deceptively soft, the calm before a storm. "What is there to explain, Arjun? The project was due yesterday. The American clients are waiting. And you bring me this... this incomplete garbage?"

The engineer—Arjun—swallows hard. "Sir, the specifications kept changing, and the timeline was—"

"Don't tell me about timelines!" Rajesh slams his hand on the desk, making the young man flinch. "You promised me it would be done! I vouched for you to the board! Do you know what that means? Do you understand what's at stake here?"

I shift slightly for a better view, careful to remain unseen. Arjun's face has drained of color, a sheen of sweat visible on his forehead despite the aggressive air conditioning.

"I just need another forty-eight hours," he pleads, his fingers twisting together. "The core functionality is there, it's just the user interface that needs—"

"Forty-eight hours?" Rajesh laughs, a sound entirely devoid of humor. "The client presentation is in six hours. There are no more hours, Arjun."

The young engineer's shoulders slump, defeat washing over him. "I'll work faster. I won't sleep. I can fix this."

Rajesh stands, walking around the desk with the measured pace of a predator circling wounded prey. He places a hand on the young man's shoulder, squeezing hard enough to make him wince.

"Let me tell you what's going to happen now," Rajesh says, his voice dropping to a near-whisper that I have to strain to hear. "You will hand over all your work to Vikram's team. They will finish it—if that's even possible given the mess you've made. You will clean out your desk and return your company laptop by noon. And you will do so quietly, without drama."

Arjun's head snaps up, panic widening his eyes. "Sir, please. This job... I have my mother to support. She's sick. The medical bills—"

"Should have thought about your sick mother before you failed me," Rajesh cuts him off coldly. "Perhaps this will be a valuable lesson for your next position. If you can find one."

The engineer's face crumples. "Please, Mr. Kapoor. I'll do anything. I'll work for free until it's perfect. I'll—"

"That's not all," Rajesh continues as if he hadn't spoken, his voice taking on a cruel edge that makes my jaw clench. "If you try to find work with any of our competitors, I will personally ensure they know exactly how unreliable you are. The tech community in Mumbai is small, Arjun. My reach is long."

I watch the systematic destruction of a young man's career and likely his life, all for missing a deadline that was probably impossible from the start. Arjun's face tells the whole story—without this job, his mother may not get the care she needs. Without references, he won't find another position easily. Rajesh isn't just firing him; he's potentially sentencing his family to destitution.

"You can't do this," Arjun whispers, a last desperate plea. "It's not fair."

Rajesh's laugh is chilling. "Fair? This is business, boy. There's no fair. There's only success or failure. And you have failed."

He returns to his seat behind the desk, dismissing the young man with a wave of his hand. "You're lucky I don't make you pay back the advance salary we gave you. Now get out of my sight."

Arjun rises on unsteady legs, clutching his laptop to his chest like it contains his last hope. As he turns toward the door, I slip further into the shadows, watching him walk past with shoulders curved inward, his eyes vacant with shock. Another victim of Rajesh Kapoor's empire, another life trampled in service to his greed.

My blood boils as I imagine what will happen to this young man and his sick mother. The casual cruelty, the complete lack of empathy—it solidifies my resolve. Rajesh Kapoor doesn't just deserve to lose his wife and stepdaughter to me. He deserves to lose everything. His reputation. His fortune. His freedom. And I'm going to make sure he does.

I retreat silently down the hallway, already formulating the next phase of my plan.

***

Night falls over Mumbai like a velvet curtain, the city transforming into a glittering playground for the wealthy and powerful. I adjust the chauffeur's cap on my head, checking my reflection in the mirror of the Kapoors' Mercedes limousine. The uniform fits perfectly—another piece of the disguise slipping into place with practiced ease. Getting myself assigned as the family driver for tonight required only minimal manipulation of the household staff roster, helped along by the head chauffeur's sudden "stomach bug" courtesy of a tasteless, odorless compound in his afternoon tea.

I stand at attention beside the vehicle, hands clasped behind my back as the Kapoor family emerges from the mansion. Rajesh leads the way in a tailored black suit that probably costs more than what he pays his software engineers in a month. His expression is smug, completely untroubled by the career he destroyed this morning.

Behind him walks Aishwarya, a vision in a red silk sari that hugs every curve of her body, the low drape across her breasts revealing just enough cleavage to draw every eye in the room without being overtly scandalous. Her hair falls in glossy waves down her back, diamonds sparkling at her throat and wrists. When she spots me holding the car door, her eyes widen momentarily before a secret smile plays across her lips. The Kama Sutra Touch still holds her firmly in its grip.

"Good evening, ma'am," I say with a slight bow, enjoying the flush that spreads across her cheeks at the sound of my voice.

"Good evening," she replies, her voice husky with suppressed desire. As she slides into the back seat, she deliberately brushes her body against mine, the contact brief but electric.

Alia follows, and the transformation is striking. Gone is the casual, rebellious girl from the theater. Tonight, she's every inch the Bollywood princess, draped in a midnight-blue gown slit high on one thigh, her makeup flawless, her hair arranged in an intricate updo that exposes the elegant line of her neck. Like her stepmother, she recognizes me immediately, her pupils dilating with remembered pleasure.

"Ma'am," I greet her with the same professional deference.

"Driver," she responds, but the word is loaded with meaning, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip as she passes close enough for me to smell her perfume—something spicy and exotic that matches the heat in her eyes. As she steps into the car, I catch a glimpse of the bruises on her inner thigh, just visible through the high slit of her gown—marks I left on her skin during our encounter in the theater.

Rajesh barely spares me a glance, already absorbed in his phone as he enters the vehicle last. I close the door behind him and take my place behind the wheel, a barrier of privacy glass separating me from my conquests and their oblivious husband and father.

As I navigate the car through Mumbai's chaotic evening traffic, I catch glimpses of interaction in the back seat through the rearview mirror. Rajesh continues to focus on his phone, occasionally barking orders into it, completely ignoring the two beautiful women beside him. Aishwarya and Alia exchange glances that seem laden with shared secrets, their bodies angled subtly away from Rajesh and toward each other. A new dynamic has formed between mother and stepdaughter, though Rajesh is too self-absorbed to notice.

The Kapoor family is heading to Obsidian, Mumbai's most exclusive nightclub—a playground for Bollywood stars, tech moguls, and old-money aristocrats. As I pull into the VIP entrance, a red carpet stretches from the curb to the club's imposing doors, flanked by photographers and security personnel in equal measure.

I exit the vehicle and open the door with practiced smoothness. Rajesh emerges first, immediately surrounded by flashbulbs and calls of his name. He stands taller, puffing out his chest, basking in the attention like a lizard soaking up the sun. Aishwarya follows, her hand placed decorously in his, the perfect trophy wife despite the fact that her body now belongs to me. Alia exits last, her dazzling smile masking the fact that less than twenty-four hours ago, she was screaming my name as I filled her with my cum.

"Wait here," Rajesh instructs me curtly. "We'll be at least three hours."

"Of course, sir," I respond, the picture of subservience.

As the Kapoor family makes their way into the club, surrounded by flashing cameras and whispered admiration, I return to the driver's seat. Three hours is plenty of time for the next phase of my plan. The VIP parking area will provide the perfect hunting ground.

I settle in to wait, watching the parade of Mumbai's elite arriving in vehicles even more luxurious than the Kapoors'. Behind the tinted windows of the limousine, I allow myself a satisfied smile. Rajesh Kapoor struts into that club thinking he's a king, unaware that his queen and princess now worship at my altar. By the time I'm finished with him, he'll have nothing left but the memory of what he once possessed.


Chapter 8

The VIP parking lot pulses with activity as Mumbai's elite come and go, their luxury vehicles forming a metallic menagerie of wealth and status. From behind the tinted windows of the Kapoors' limousine, I watch the parade with predatory patience. Drivers stand at attention beside Bentleys and Rolls-Royces, security guards flank the entrances, and occasionally, a celebrity emerges to flash bulbs and excited whispers. I've been waiting for nearly an hour, the air conditioning keeping the interior cool despite the humid Mumbai night pressing against the glass, when a black van with darkened windows pulls up to the side entrance.

The sliding door opens with a smooth mechanical hiss, revealing a cluster of young women in glittering party dresses, their laughter carrying across the parking lot like windchimes. They spill out onto the pavement, steadying each other, clearly several drinks into their evening despite having just arrived. My attention sharpens as I recognize their faces—rising starlets and established actresses from Bollywood's inner circle.

Among them, stumbling slightly as her stiletto catches on the curb, is Katrina—one of India's most celebrated actresses. Even in my brief time in Mumbai, I've seen her face on countless billboards and magazine covers. In person, she's even more striking: curves that strain against her emerald green dress, skin the color of honey, a mane of black hair cascading down her back in glossy waves. Her lips—full and pouty even from this distance—are painted a deep red that matches her manicure. Despite her obvious intoxication, she moves with the innate grace of a woman accustomed to being watched.

I exit the limousine, adjusting my chauffeur's cap as I assess the situation. The other women are already heading toward the club entrance, but Katrina has paused, digging through a tiny clutch purse with increasing frustration. Her friends call back to her, but she waves them on with an assurance that she'll join them in a moment. As they disappear through the door, she continues searching her purse, muttering to herself, swaying slightly on her five-inch heels.

Perfect. Isolated. Vulnerable.

I approach with measured steps, adopting the helpful demeanor expected of service staff in this exclusive environment.

"May I assist you, ma'am?" I ask, my voice respectful yet warm.

She looks up, surprised by my sudden appearance, then offers a dazzling smile that's made her millions. Up close, her beauty is even more potent—high cheekbones, almond-shaped eyes lined with kohl, and skin so flawless it seems airbrushed even in person.

"My car key," she explains, her words slightly slurred, her English accented but fluent. "I think I left it in the van, but Sanjay already drove away." She gestures vaguely toward the exit where the black van has indeed disappeared.

"Perhaps you could call him to return?" I suggest, stepping closer.

She laughs, the sound musical even through the haze of alcohol. "My phone is dead. That's what I was looking for—my charger." She sighs dramatically, then shrugs with the carefree attitude of the very wealthy. "It doesn't matter. I'll just get a ride with one of the girls later."

"Would you like me to help you inside?" I offer, extending my hand toward her.

"Such a gentleman," she says with a flirtatious smile, placing her delicate hand in mine.

The moment our skin connects, I activate the Kama Sutra Touch, sending its supernatural power coursing through her veins. The transformation is immediate and striking. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating so rapidly it's like watching ink spilled into clear water. Her lips part on a silent gasp, her chest rising with a sudden intake of breath that strains the bodice of her tight dress. A visible shudder runs through her entire body, starting at our connected hands and rippling outward like a stone dropped in still water.

"Oh," she breathes, the single syllable saturated with sudden, overwhelming desire. Her free hand flies to her throat, fingers splaying across her collarbone as if trying to contain the heat spreading through her body. "What... what is happening to me?"

I step closer, still maintaining our hand connection, close enough now to smell her expensive perfume—something floral with undertones of sandalwood. "You tell me," I murmur, watching the flush spread across her cheeks, down her neck, disappearing beneath the neckline of her dress.

Her eyes, momentarily confused, clear with sudden determination. Without warning, she grips my wrist with surprising strength and pulls me toward the alley that runs alongside the club—a narrow passage between the main building and the neighboring structure, shrouded in shadows despite the ambient light from the street.

"Here," she says urgently, her voice transformed from its previous lighthearted tone to something raw and desperate. "No cameras. No people."

The moment we're hidden in the darkness of the alley, she pushes me against the rough brick wall and crashes her lips against mine. Her kiss is frantic, almost violent, her tongue immediately seeking entry to my mouth. I allow it, letting her believe she's in control for now, enjoying the taste of expensive champagne and lipstick as she devours me.

Her hands are everywhere—running down my chest, tugging at my chauffeur's uniform, finding the growing bulge in my pants with unerring accuracy despite the darkness. She moans against my mouth when she feels the size of me, her fingers squeezing through the fabric with desperate need.

"I need to taste you," she pants, breaking the kiss to look up at me with eyes glazed by supernatural lust. "I need your cock in my mouth. Right now."

Without waiting for permission, she drops to her knees on the dirty pavement, her designer dress pooling around her as she attacks my belt with trembling fingers. The sight of one of Bollywood's most famous actresses kneeling before me in a filthy alley, frantically working to free my cock while her friends party inside, sends a surge of satisfaction through me. Another conquest, another piece in my game against Rajesh Kapoor and the corrupt world he represents.

"Hurry," I command, tangling my fingers in her silky hair, already anticipating the wet heat of her mouth.

She manages to unbuckle my belt and unzip my pants, reaching inside to pull out my hardening shaft. Even in the dim light, I can see her eyes widen at the sight of it, her lips parting in anticipation and awe.

"Oh my god," she whispers, wrapping her manicured fingers around the base, her red nails a stark contrast against my flesh. "You're so big."

Without further hesitation, she leans forward and takes me into her mouth, moaning around my cock as if tasting something exquisite. The vibration sends shockwaves of pleasure up my spine, my head falling back against the brick wall as she begins to work her magic.

For a woman supposedly drunk just minutes ago, Katrina displays remarkable skill. Her tongue swirls around my head before she sinks deeper, taking more of my length with each bob of her head. Her hands work in tandem with her mouth—one gripping the base, the other gently massaging my balls through the fabric of my pants.

"That's it," I encourage, tightening my grip in her hair, guiding her movements to a rhythm that pleases me. "Take more."

She looks up at me through her lashes, mascara already beginning to smudge from the tears forming at the corners of her eyes as she struggles to accommodate my size. There's something incredibly erotic about her submission—this woman who commands millions of rupees per film, who has men falling at her feet daily, now kneeling in filth to service me.

I decide to take control, holding her head still as I begin to thrust into her mouth, fucking her face with increasing force. She gags when I hit the back of her throat, but instead of pulling away, she relaxes her jaw, inviting me deeper. Her hands clutch at my thighs, not to push me away but to steady herself as I use her mouth for my pleasure.

"Look at you," I taunt, my voice low and rough. "Bollywood's golden girl, on her knees in an alley, choking on cock. What would your fans think?"

Her eyes roll back slightly at my degrading words, her throat constricting around my head as she takes me deeper than before. The wet, sloppy sounds of her efforts echo in the narrow alley, punctuated by her desperate moans and the occasional gag as I test her limits.

I release her hair momentarily, allowing her to pull back for air. She gasps, a strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the tip of my cock, her chest heaving as she catches her breath. Her lipstick is smeared across her face and my shaft, war paint of her debasement.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Fuck my mouth harder. Use me."

Who am I to deny such a heartfelt request? I grasp her head with both hands, fingers threading through her silky hair, and pull her back onto my cock with a force that makes her eyes water. Her throat opens for me as I thrust deep, holding her in place with my cock buried in her throat until she's struggling for breath, her nails digging into my thighs through the fabric of my pants.

Just when she might truly begin to panic, I release her, allowing her a moment to gulp air before pulling her back down. We establish a brutal rhythm—thrust, hold, release, repeat—that has her makeup running down her cheeks in black rivers, her expensive coiffure ruined by my rough handling.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I praise, feeling my release building at the base of my spine. "Born for this, weren't you? All that fame and fortune, and what you really wanted was to be used like a cheap whore in an alley."

She moans around my shaft, the vibrations pushing me closer to the edge. I increase my pace, fucking her face with abandon now, watching her struggle to take every inch. Her hands have fallen away from my thighs, surrendering completely to my control, letting me use her mouth however I please.

"I'm going to cum down your throat," I warn, my voice strained with approaching release. "And you're going to swallow every fucking drop."

Her eyes meet mine, glazed with lust and submission, silently begging for my seed. The sight of this celebrated beauty so completely at my mercy sends me over the edge. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself in her throat and release, pumping rope after rope of hot cum directly down her gullet.

She doesn't fight it, doesn't pull away. Instead, her throat works around me as she swallows eagerly, her eyes never leaving mine, communicating her desperate need to please. When I finally release her head, she pulls back slowly, making sure to clean every drop from my shaft with her tongue before releasing me with a wet pop.

"Thank you," she whispers, her voice wrecked, barely recognizable. "Thank you for using me."

I tuck myself back into my pants, looking down at the ruined star kneeling before me. Her dress is stained with dirt from the alley floor, her makeup destroyed, her hair a tangled mess. Yet somehow, in this debased state, she's even more beautiful than she was on arrival—raw, authentic in her submission in a way her carefully curated public image never could be.

"Stand up," I command, reaching down to help her to her feet. Her legs wobble beneath her, whether from kneeling too long or the intensity of her experience, I'm not sure.

She steadies herself against the wall, a dazed smile playing on her swollen lips. "I need more," she says, her hand already reaching for me again. "Please. That wasn't enough."

I glance at my watch. The Kapoors will be in the club for at least another hour. Plenty of time to explore all the ways a Bollywood superstar can be made to serve.

"Turn around," I tell her, already planning the next act in this back-alley performance. "And lift up that expensive dress. Let's see what else you have to offer."

Katrina's eyes glaze with renewed hunger as I spin her around to face the grimy wall of the alley. I grab her hips and guide her toward a nearby dumpster, its metal surface catching the dim light filtering in from the street. The contrast is almost poetic—one of India's highest-paid actresses about to get fucked like a common street hooker against the filthiest object in the vicinity. I push her forward until her palms flatten against the dumpster's side, her body bent at the waist, that perfect ass jutting out toward me in silent invitation.

"Lift your dress," I command, my voice echoing slightly in the narrow alleyway.

She complies without hesitation, reaching back to gather the expensive emerald fabric in trembling hands, pulling it up to reveal the smooth expanse of her thighs and the perfect globe of her ass. To my amusement and approval, she wears nothing underneath—no panties to protect her modesty, just bare skin exposed to the night air and my hungry gaze.

"No underwear?" I ask, running my palm over one firm cheek, feeling her shiver at my touch. "Were you planning to get fucked tonight, Katrina?"

"No," she gasps, pushing back against my hand like a cat seeking more contact. "I just... the dress shows lines..."

"Or maybe," I continue, sliding my fingers between her legs to find her already soaking wet, "you're just a slut who likes easy access."

She moans as I press two fingers into her dripping pussy, testing her readiness. "Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "Maybe I am."

I pull my fingers out, wiping her juices on her own ass cheek, marking her. Then I position myself behind her, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. Without warning, I grab her hips with both hands and slam forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal thrust.

"Fuck!" she screams, the sound bouncing off the brick walls surrounding us. Her back arches sharply, her fingers scrabbling for purchase against the smooth metal of the dumpster.

I pause for a moment, savoring the tight heat of her around me, the way her inner walls clench and pulse, adjusting to my size. Then I pull almost completely out, watching my shaft glisten with her juices in the dim light before driving forward again with enough force to make the dumpster creak beneath her weight.

"Oh god, yes!" she cries out, pushing back to meet my thrust. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I set a punishing rhythm, my hips snapping forward with enough force to jolt her entire body, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing in the alley like obscene applause. Each thrust drives her against the dumpster, the metal surface cool against her overheated skin, the filth of our surroundings adding another layer to her debasement.

"You like this?" I growl, grabbing a fistful of her long hair and yanking her head back sharply. "You like getting fucked in an alley like a whore?"

"Yes!" she gasps, her throat exposed in a long, vulnerable line as I pull her hair. "I love it! Don't stop!"

I increase my pace, driving into her with ruthless efficiency, my cock stretching her pussy with each brutal thrust. The wet sounds of our coupling mix with her increasingly desperate moans, creating a symphony of debauchery that could easily attract attention from the street. The risk only heightens the experience—the possibility of being caught, of someone recognizing the famous actress bent over a dumpster with her dress around her waist, taking cock like her life depends on it.

"Look at you," I taunt, releasing her hair to deliver a sharp slap to her right ass cheek. The impact leaves a perfect red handprint on her golden skin, making her yelp in surprise and pleasure. "India's sweetheart, getting fucked in a filthy alley. What would your fans think?"

"I don't care," she moans, her accent thickening with arousal. "Just don't stop. Please don't stop."

I bring my hand down again on her other cheek, harder this time, watching as the flesh jiggles from the impact. She cries out, her pussy clenching around me in response, telling me everything I need to know about her preferences. I establish a new rhythm—thrust, slap, thrust, slap—until both cheeks glow red in the dim light, marked by my hands.

"Whose pussy is this?" I demand, gripping her hips again to slam into her with renewed force.

"Yours!" she screams, all pretense of discretion abandoned. "It's your pussy! Oh yes, Jack! Fuck me harder!"

The sound of my name on her lips—this woman who has shared screens with international stars, whose image adorns billboards across the country—sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. I reach around and find her clit with my fingers, circling the swollen bud in time with my thrusts, feeling her body begin to tremble as she approaches her peak.

"Oh my god!" she wails, her voice rising in pitch. "Right there! Don't stop! I'm going to cum!"

"Scream my name when you cum," I order, pinching her clit between my fingers. "Let everyone hear who's fucking you."

Her orgasm hits with the force of a tsunami, her entire body going rigid as waves of pleasure crash through her. "Jack!" she screams, the sound tearing from her throat. "Oh fuck, Jack! Yes!"

Her pussy convulses around my cock, squeezing and pulsing as she rides out her climax. Her legs shake so violently I have to tighten my grip on her hip to keep her upright, my other hand continuing to work her clit, prolonging her pleasure until she's sobbing with the intensity of it.

"Please," she gasps when she can speak again, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Please cum inside me. Fill me up."

I thrust a few more times into her oversensitive pussy, enjoying the way she flinches and moans with each movement, her body caught between pleasure and pain in the aftermath of her intense orgasm. But instead of giving her what she begs for, I pull out completely, leaving her empty and quivering.

"Not yet," I tell her, spinning her around to face me. Her makeup is completely ruined, mascara streaking down her cheeks, lipstick smeared across half her face. Her hair is a wild tangle from my rough handling, and her chest heaves with each ragged breath. She's never looked more beautiful. "I'm not done with you."

Her eyes widen, a mixture of exhaustion and renewed hunger flooding her features. "What do you want me to do?" she asks, already sinking to her knees again, assuming I want her mouth.

I stop her with a hand on her shoulder. "Stay bent over the dumpster. I want that ass now."

Fear flashes briefly in her eyes—not of me, but of the act itself. "I've never... no one has ever..."

"Then I'll be the first," I cut her off, my tone leaving no room for argument. "Turn around."

She hesitates only a moment before complying, turning back to face the dumpster, her body still trembling from her recent orgasm. I run my hands over the red marks I've left on her ass, feeling her quiver beneath my touch, her breath catching as she waits for what comes next.

My cock stands proud and ready, slick with her juices, primed for another invasion of her body. But I decide to make her wait, to build the anticipation as I position myself behind her once more. The night is still young, the Kapoors still occupied inside the club, and this Bollywood beauty still has much to offer before I'm done with her.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, preparing for the next act in our alley performance. "And brace yourself. This is going to hurt."

I decide against taking her ass—at least for now. Instead, I slam back into her dripping pussy from behind, my cock even harder after the brief pause, her walls still sensitive and fluttering from her previous orgasm. She cries out at the sudden fullness, her fingers clawing at the metal surface of the dumpster as I resume my punishing pace. The alley fills once again with the wet sounds of sex and her desperate moans as I pound into her without mercy, determined to wring every ounce of pleasure from her body before I allow myself release.

"Oh god," she gasps, her voice breaking as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "It's too much. I can't—"

"You can and you will," I growl, grabbing her hair again and pulling her head back sharply. "You'll take everything I give you."

Her back arches into a beautiful curve as I maintain my grip on her hair, using it like reins to control her movements. My other hand slides around to find her clit again, still swollen and tender from her previous climax. She flinches when my fingers make contact with the sensitive bud, a sound somewhere between a sob and a moan escaping her throat.

"Please," she begs, though whether she's asking me to stop or continue isn't clear, even to her. "Please, Jack."

I respond by circling her clit with firm pressure, timing the motion with my relentless thrusts. Her body betrays her words, her pussy growing wetter around me, her hips pushing back to meet each driving stroke despite her protests of oversensitivity.

"You're going to cum again," I tell her, not a question but a command. "Right now."

As if her body is programmed to obey my voice, she begins to shake, her second orgasm building rapidly under my skilled manipulation. I can feel her walls tightening around me, the tremors starting deep inside her core. I increase the pressure on her clit, rubbing faster as I maintain my brutal pace.

"Jack!" she screams as the dam breaks, her entire body convulsing in my grip. "Fuck! I'm cumming again!"

This orgasm is even more intense than the first, her legs buckling beneath her, forcing me to wrap an arm around her waist to keep her upright as I continue to pound into her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, spasming rhythmically as waves of pleasure crash through her. Tears stream down her face, her body overwhelmed by sensation, pushed beyond what she thought possible.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my steady rhythm even as she falls apart around me. "Let go. Give yourself to me completely."

She's incoherent now, babbling in a mixture of English and Hindi, her body no longer her own but merely an instrument for the pleasure I orchestrate. When the peak of her climax finally subsides, she hangs limply in my grasp, supported entirely by my arm around her waist and the dumpster she's bent over.

Without warning, I pull out and spin her around, lifting her by the waist and setting her on the edge of the dumpster. Her legs dangle weakly on either side of me, her dress bunched around her waist, her eyes glazed and unfocused. I push her back until she's half-lying on the dumpster's lid, then grab her thighs and spread them wide, exposing her glistening pussy to the night air.

"Look at how wet you are," I say, running a finger through her swollen folds, collecting the abundant evidence of her arousal. I bring it to her mouth, pressing against her lips until she opens, sucking her own taste from my finger with a moan that vibrates through my hand.

"Please," she whispers when I withdraw my finger, her voice barely audible, "I need you inside me again."

I position myself at her entrance once more, the head of my cock teasing her without pushing in. "Beg for it," I demand, wanting to hear this superstar debase herself further for my pleasure.

"Please fuck me," she says immediately, no pride left in her voice. "Please fill me with your cock. I need it. I'll die without it."

"Louder," I command, slapping her inner thigh hard enough to leave a handprint. "I want everyone to hear what a whore you are."

"Please fuck me!" she cries out, her voice echoing between the buildings. "I'm your whore! Please use me!"

Satisfied, I thrust forward, burying myself inside her in one smooth motion. From this angle, I can watch her face as I take her—the way her eyes widen with each deep stroke, her lips parting on gasps and moans, the complete surrender in her expression. I hook my arms under her knees, pushing her legs back toward her chest, folding her body to allow me even deeper penetration.

"Oh my god," she whimpers as I bottom out inside her, the head of my cock pressing against her cervix. "So deep. You're so fucking deep."

I establish a new rhythm, slower but more deliberate, each thrust calculated to hit exactly where she needs it most. Her breasts bounce with each impact, the fabric of her dress straining against her hardened nipples. I lean forward, biting one peak through the material, making her cry out and arch into my mouth.

"Yes!" she gasps, her hands finding purchase on my shoulders, nails digging in through the fabric of my chauffeur's uniform. "Like that! Right there!"

I can feel her building toward a third climax, her internal muscles beginning to flutter around my shaft. The knowledge that I've reduced this celebrated beauty to a quivering mass of need, capable of multiple orgasms in a dirty alley, feeds my ego and my own approaching release. But I'm determined to make her fall apart one more time before I allow myself to finish.

"Touch yourself," I order, shifting my grip to hold her legs open while leaving her hands free. "Make yourself cum on my cock."

She doesn't hesitate, one hand immediately finding her clit, rubbing frantically as I continue to thrust into her. The sight of her pleasuring herself while I fuck her is incredibly erotic—this woman who probably has teams of people catering to her every whim, now working desperately to earn another orgasm from me.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine. "Show me how badly you want it."

Her fingers move faster, her eyes locked on mine, her breathing becoming more erratic as she approaches the edge again. I increase my pace to match her urgency, driving into her with renewed force, the dumpster creaking beneath us with each powerful thrust.

"I'm going to cum," she announces, her voice high and desperate. "Oh fuck, I'm going to cum again!"

"Do it," I command, pounding into her harder now, my control slipping as my own orgasm approaches. "Cum for me one more time."

Her body obeys, her back arching off the metal surface as her third orgasm rips through her. Her scream this time is silent—her voice finally giving out, her mouth open in a perfect O as the pleasure overwhelms her system. Her pussy contracts around me in powerful waves, milking my cock, begging for my seed.

I can't hold back any longer. With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go, my cock pulsing as I pump rope after rope of hot cum deep into her womb. The sensation is intense, my vision blurring at the edges as I empty myself into her, marking her as mine in the most primitive way possible.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking with each spurt, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs hard enough to leave bruises. "Take it all."

She moans weakly, her body still trembling with aftershocks, her inner walls continuing to pulse around me as if trying to extract every last drop. When I finally stop cumming, I remain buried inside her for a moment, savoring the connection, the conquest, before slowly pulling out.

My seed immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, a thick white stream running down the curve of her ass to stain the dumpster beneath her. The sight is deeply satisfying—tangible proof of my ownership, however temporary.

Katrina lies before me, completely wrecked. Her expensive dress is rumpled and stained, her makeup destroyed, her hair a tangled mess. Sweat and tears have left tracks down her face, and her chest heaves with each labored breath. She looks nothing like the polished star who arrived at the club earlier—this version is raw, ruined, and infinitely more real.

"I need to... my friends..." she mumbles, attempting to sit up on shaky arms.

I tuck myself back into my pants and help her to her feet, steadying her when her legs threaten to give way beneath her. She smooths down her dress as best she can, but nothing can hide what she's been through—she reeks of sex and her inner thighs glisten with our combined fluids.

"They're waiting for you inside," I remind her, enjoying the dazed, fucked-out expression on her face.

She nods, taking a tentative step toward the club entrance, then another. My cum continues to leak down her leg as she walks, leaving a trail that anyone with eyes would notice. She seems beyond caring, beyond shame, her only focus returning to her friends as if nothing happened.

"Will I see you again?" she asks, pausing at the end of the alley, looking back at me with a vulnerability that contrasts sharply with her public persona.

I offer a noncommittal smile. "Perhaps. If I have use for you."

The answer satisfies her—the Kama Sutra Touch ensuring that my approval is now her primary desire. She nods again, then turns and continues toward the club entrance, my seed still running down her thigh, marking her as just another conquest in my growing collection.

I watch her go, a smile playing on my lips as I imagine the scene inside—a disheveled Bollywood star rejoining her friends, making excuses for her absence while my cum soaks into her designer dress. Another piece in my game against Rajesh Kapoor and the corrupt world he represents.

I glance at my watch. The Kapoors will be ready to leave soon. I need to return to the limousine, to resume my role as the unassuming driver, hiding my time until the next opportunity presents itself.

As I walk back to the parking lot, adjusting my uniform to hide any evidence of my alley activities, I mentally add Katrina to my growing list of assets. Along with Aishwarya, Alia, the hotel maid, and now a Bollywood superstar, my network of controlled women continues to expand. Each one a potential weapon to use against Rajesh, each one another step toward his complete destruction.

The night air feels cool against my face as I slip back into the driver's seat of the Kapoors' limousine, ready to continue my charade for as long as necessary. Patience has always been one of my strengths, and with each new conquest, my position grows stronger.

Rajesh Kapoor's days are numbered. He just doesn't know it yet.


Chapter 9

I slip through the club's side entrance, shedding my chauffeur persona with my discarded uniform jacket. The bass pounds through my chest like a second heartbeat, the vibrations rippling under my feet as I move through the writhing bodies. Strobing lights cut through the darkness, illuminating sweaty skin and hungry eyes for split seconds before plunging everything back into shadow.

I scan the VIP area, my prey already mapped in my mind—the Kapoors, perched in their booth like royalty above the common masses, completely unaware that the predator they invited into their home is now stalking through their playground.

The club reeks of expensive perfume, spilled alcohol, and desperation. Bodies press against me as I navigate through the main floor, my height and presence causing people to part instinctively. Security gives me a once-over, but my confident stride and the subtle flash of the VIP pass I lifted from Rajesh's coat earlier gains me access to the elevated section where Mumbai's elite play their games of status.

I spot them immediately. The Kapoor booth sits in the prime corner, offering both privacy and a perfect view of the dance floor below. Rajesh lounges like a bloated raja, one arm stretched along the back of the curved leather bench, his other hand clutching a crystal tumbler of scotch. He's surrounded by sycophants—business associates and minor celebrities hovering around him like flies on shit, laughing too loudly at his jokes, nodding too eagerly at his pronouncements.

Aishwarya sits beside him, the perfect trophy wife in her blood-red sari. Her posture is immaculate, her smile fixed and empty as she surveys the club with disinterest. Diamonds glitter at her throat and wrists, catching the light with every subtle movement. She's a vision of controlled elegance—except for the momentary widening of those green eyes when they lock with mine across the space.

I don't approach. Instead, I lean against the bar, ordering a whiskey I have no intention of drinking. Our gazes remain connected as I incline my head slightly toward the restrooms at the far end of the VIP section. Her pupils dilate instantly, the Kama Sutra Touch that binds her to me flaring to life at the mere suggestion of what's to come.

She excuses herself with practiced grace, leaning in to whisper something to Rajesh. He barely acknowledges her, giving a dismissive wave without even turning his head away from the man speaking into his ear. The disrespect fuels my anticipation—his casual disregard for his wife making my impending possession of her even sweeter.

I wait precisely forty-five seconds before following her path to the restrooms. The women's bathroom in the VIP section is a sanctuary of marble and gold, designed for starlets to fix their makeup and socialites to gossip away from prying eyes. I push the door open without hesitation, finding Aishwarya standing before the row of sinks, her hands gripping the edge of the counter, her eyes already glazed with need.

The lock clicks into place behind me, sealing us in our private cocoon despite the throbbing music that still penetrates the walls. She doesn't speak—doesn't need to. The Kama Sutra Touch has her body responding to my presence like an instrument fine-tuned to my touch.

"Look at yourself," I command, stepping behind her.

She raises her eyes to the mirror, taking in her own reflection—the former Miss World, celebrated beauty, wife of one of India's most powerful men—now flushed with desire for the man who has claimed her body as his property.

"What do you see?" I ask, my hands finding her waist, fingers digging into the silk of her sari.

"Your whore," she whispers, her voice trembling with equal parts shame and arousal.

I smile at her reflection, my hands already working to raise the heavy fabric of her sari, bunching it around her hips to expose her bare legs and the thin silk panties that barely conceal her pussy. "And what would your husband say if he saw you now?"

Her breath catches, her chest rising sharply beneath the tight choli that contains her magnificent breasts. "He would kill us both."

"Yet here you are." I hook my fingers into her panties and yank them down her thighs. They fall to her ankles, a puddle of silk against the marble floor. "Bent over in a public bathroom, wet and ready for my cock while your husband sits fifty feet away."

She doesn't deny it. Can't deny it. Her eyes remain locked on her reflection as I unzip my pants and free my already-hard cock. The head brushes against the bare skin of her ass, leaving a smear of precum like a brand.

"Spread your legs," I order, and she obeys instantly, shifting her stance wider, offering herself to me without reservation.

I run my fingers through her slit, finding her embarrassingly wet. "You've been thinking about this all night, haven't you? Sitting next to him, pretending to be the perfect wife, while your pussy dripped for me."

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible above the muted bass of the club music.

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock parting her folds but not yet pushing inside. "Beg for it."

Her eyes meet mine in the mirror, the last vestiges of her pride crumbling under the weight of her need. "Please fuck me. I need your cock inside me."

"Louder," I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint beneath her sari. "I want to hear you over the music."

"Please fuck me!" she cries, her voice echoing off the marble walls. "I need your cock! Please!"

I reward her desperation by slamming into her with a single brutal thrust that drives the air from her lungs in a strangled gasp. Her pussy takes me to the hilt, wet and tight and perfect. I pause for a moment, savoring the sight of her in the mirror—mouth open in a silent scream, eyes wide with the shock of penetration, the composed socialite façade shattered completely.

"This is what you were made for," I growl, withdrawing almost completely before driving back into her. "To be fucked like the whore you are."

The slap of skin on skin fills the bathroom as I establish a ruthless rhythm, each thrust powerful enough to shove her against the counter. Her breasts bounce beneath her choli, threatening to spill out with each impact. The mirror provides the perfect view—allowing me to watch her face contort with pleasure, her composure disintegrating with each stroke of my cock inside her.

"Yes!" she moans, her voice rising above the muffled music. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I grip her hips tighter, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock as I drive forward. The marble counter edges into her thighs, sure to leave bruises that she'll feel tomorrow, sitting beside her oblivious husband. The thought sends a surge of power through me, my cock somehow hardening even further inside her.

"You think of me when he touches you, don't you?" I taunt, one hand leaving her hip to tangle in her perfect hair, pulling her head back to arch her spine. "When he tries to fuck you, you close your eyes and imagine it's my cock stretching you open."

"Always," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around me at the words. "Only you. Only your cock makes me feel this way."

I pound into her harder, faster, watching her face in the mirror as she unravels. Tears form in the corners of her eyes—not from pain but from the overwhelming intensity of sensation. Her perfect makeup begins to run, black streams of mascara tracking down her cheeks. She's never looked more beautiful than in this moment of complete surrender.

The bathroom fills with the wet sounds of our coupling, her pussy growing slicker with each thrust. The counter creaks beneath us, the contents of her purse rattling with the force of our movements. Outside, just yards away, the party continues—her husband entertaining guests, completely unaware that his wife is being thoroughly claimed by another man.

"This is mine now," I growl, slapping her ass again, harder this time. "Say it."

"It's yours," she moans, her hips pushing back to meet each thrust. "My pussy belongs to you. I belong to you."

I reach around to find her clit, rubbing the swollen bud in tight circles that match the rhythm of my cock inside her. Her reaction is immediate and violent—a full-body shudder that starts at her core and ripples outward.

"Oh god," she whimpers, her voice breaking. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I have no intention of stopping. Not when I'm this close to breaking her completely, to cementing my ownership of Rajesh Kapoor's prized possession. I fuck her harder, my balls slapping against her with each thrust, the obscene sound echoing off the marble walls like perverted applause.

"Look at yourself," I command again, yanking her hair to force her gaze to the mirror. "Look at what you've become."

In the reflection, she sees what I see—a woman transformed by lust, debased and glorying in it. The contrast between this wanton creature and the composed socialite who entered the club on her husband's arm hours ago couldn't be more stark. And judging by the flush spreading across her chest and the increasingly desperate sounds escaping her throat, the comparison only heightens her arousal.

"This is the real you," I tell her, my voice a harsh whisper in her ear. "Not the perfect wife. Not the former beauty queen. Just a desperate slut who needs to be fucked hard and put in her place."

She nods frantically, beyond words now, her body speaking for her as her pussy grips my cock like a vice. I can feel her approaching the edge, her thighs beginning to tremble, her breathing growing erratic.

"That's it," I encourage, circling her clit faster. "Cum for me. Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze my cock."

The music pounds outside, the bass vibrating through the walls, adding another layer of sensation to our forbidden encounter. In this moment, with Mumbai's elite partying just beyond the door and Rajesh Kapoor's wife impaled on my cock, I feel a surge of dark triumph that rivals any physical pleasure.

I yank Aishwarya's hair harder, forcing her neck into a painful arch as I drive myself deeper into her soaked pussy. Her eyes roll back, mouth falling open in a silent scream as my cock stretches her beyond what her husband has ever managed. The mirror captures everything—her flushed face, the tears streaking her makeup, the absolute surrender in her eyes as I own her body completely. Every thrust pushes her harder against the marble counter, the expensive sari bunched around her waist now damp with sweat and her own arousal.

"Look at yourself," I command, tightening my grip on her hair until she whimpers. "Look at what you've become."

Her eyes struggle to focus on her reflection, glazed with a mixture of pain and overwhelming pleasure. The woman staring back at her is unrecognizable—the carefully constructed image of elegance and dignity shattered, replaced by a creature of pure need. Her lipstick is smeared across her cheek, her perfectly styled hair now wild in my fist, her expression raw and animal-like as I pound into her.

"That's the real Aishwarya," I growl, punctuating my words with a particularly brutal thrust that makes her gasp. "Not the perfect wife. Not the beauty queen. Just a desperate slut who needs to be fucked like the whore she is."

"Yes," she moans, the admission forcing its way past her pride. "Yes, I'm your whore. I'm your fucking whore!"

The words echo off the marble walls, bouncing back at us like a profane prayer. I increase my pace, slamming into her with enough force to rattle the bottles of expensive hand soap lined up beside the sink. Her ass jiggles with each impact, the smooth brown skin now marked with red handprints from my earlier slaps.

"What would your precious husband say?" I taunt, my voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. "What would the great Rajesh Kapoor think if he walked in right now and saw his trophy wife bent over a sink with another man's cock stretching her pussy?"

Something changes in her eyes at the mention of his name—a flash of anger cutting through the haze of lust. Her inner walls clench around me tightly, her body betraying how much the degradation turns her on.

"He wouldn't know what to do," she spits, venom in her voice despite her compromised position. "He hasn't made me feel anything in years. He doesn't know how to fuck me. Doesn't know how to make me cum."

I slow my thrusts, grinding deep inside her rather than pounding, letting her feel every inch of me as I press against her most sensitive spots. "Tell me how much you hate him," I encourage, my free hand sliding around to pinch her nipple through the fabric of her choli.

"I hate him," she gasps, the words tumbling out like she's been waiting years to say them. "I hate his arrogance. I hate how he treats me like furniture. I hate his soft little cock that can't satisfy me."

Her confession drives me wild. I resume my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the bathroom, obscene and unmistakable should anyone pass by the door.

"And what about me?" I demand, twisting her nipple harder, feeling her pussy flutter around my shaft in response. "What do you feel for me?"

"I love your cock," she moans, her back arching against my chest. "I worship your cock. It's all I think about. All I want. When you're inside me, I forget my own name."

I reach down between her legs, finding her swollen clit, circling it with firm pressure that has her legs trembling instantly. "And Rajesh? When he touches you?"

"I imagine it's you," she admits, shame and arousal mingling in her voice. "I close my eyes and pretend it's your hands, your mouth, your cock. It's the only way I can stand it."

The combination of my relentless thrusts, the fingers working her clit, and the forbidden nature of her confession pushes her rapidly toward the edge. I can feel her inner walls beginning to pulse around me, her breathing growing more erratic, the small sounds escaping her throat rising in pitch.

"What if someone walks in?" I whisper directly into her ear, my breath hot against her skin. "What if one of those socialites comes to fix her makeup and finds Rajesh Kapoor's wife getting fucked by another man? What if word spreads through the club? Through all of Mumbai?"

The possibility of discovery sends a visible shudder through her entire body. Her pussy grows impossibly wetter around my cock, her arousal literally dripping down her inner thighs and onto the marble floor below.

"I don't care," she gasps, pushing her ass back to meet my thrusts. "Let them see. Let everyone see what a whore I am for your cock."

Her words push me to fuck her even harder, the counter shaking beneath us, the mirror rattling against the wall. In the reflection, I watch her face contort with pleasure, her mouth open in a continuous moan, her eyes losing focus as she approaches her peak.

"You're going to cum on my cock," I tell her, not a question but a command. "You're going to cum harder than you ever have before, with your husband just outside this door."

"Yes!" she cries, her voice breaking. "I'm so close! Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

I circle her clit faster, timing my thrusts to hit exactly the spot inside her that makes her whole body jerk. Her inner walls begin to clench around me rhythmically, the first tremors of her approaching orgasm. I maintain my brutal pace, determined to drive her completely over the edge.

"Cum for me," I order, yanking her head back further. "Now."

Her body obeys as if I've flipped a switch. Her orgasm crashes through her with tsunami force, her back arching impossibly as a scream tears from her throat. I clamp my hand over her mouth to muffle the sound, but it's still loud enough to be heard over the music if anyone is nearby.

"Fuck! I'm cumming!" she wails against my palm, her words muffled but still intelligible. "Your cock is making me cum so hard!"

Her pussy convulses violently around my shaft, squeezing and pulsing with enough force that it takes real effort to continue thrusting. Her entire body shakes in my arms, her legs threatening to give out, kept upright only by the counter in front of her and my body behind. Tears stream freely down her face, her eyes rolling back as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her.

I don't slow down, driving her through her climax and beyond, pushing her overstimulated body toward a second peak before the first has fully subsided. My hand leaves her mouth to grab her throat instead, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly, intensifying every sensation.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her inner walls flutter and clench around me again. "Give me another one. I know you have it in you."

She babbles incoherently, a mixture of English, Hindi, and pure animal sounds. Her second orgasm builds rapidly on the heels of the first, her body so primed and responsive that it takes only a few more perfectly aimed thrusts to send her crashing over the edge again.

This time, her scream is silent—her voice giving out as her body convulses in my grip. Her pussy contracts so powerfully around my cock that my own orgasm threatens to overtake me, but I hold back, not yet ready to give her the release of my cum. Instead, I continue to fuck her through the aftershocks, each thrust drawing another whimper from her thoroughly used body.

Outside, the music changes to a faster beat, the bass thumping against the walls of our private sanctuary. The sound reminds us of where we are—in a public bathroom at one of Mumbai's most exclusive clubs, surrounded by the elite of society, including her own husband. The knowledge that we could be discovered at any moment only heightens the depravity of our coupling.

"You love the risk, don't you?" I murmur in her ear, still thrusting steadily into her oversensitive pussy. "The possibility that someone could walk in. That your husband could find us."

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible, raw from screaming. "It makes me wetter. Makes everything more intense."

I slow my pace but don't stop, keeping her on the edge, my cock still rock hard inside her. "We're not done yet," I promise, meeting her glazed eyes in the mirror. "I haven't given you what you really want."

Her lips part, understanding dawning in her expression. "Your cum," she whispers, her inner walls clenching around me at the mere thought.

"You haven't earned it yet," I tell her, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that makes her jolt. "I have more uses for this body before I reward you."

She moans, equal parts exhaustion and renewed arousal, her body somehow finding more energy at the promise of further degradation. The woman who entered this bathroom as the picture of high society elegance now exists solely for my pleasure, her own desires secondary to her need to serve me.

I pull my cock out of Aishwarya's soaked pussy in one smooth motion, enjoying her whimper of loss as I empty her suddenly. Her legs tremble, barely supporting her weight as I grab her shoulders and spin her around to face me. Her face is a masterpiece of ruin—mascara streaking her cheeks, lipstick smeared beyond repair, eyes glazed with the aftermath of multiple orgasms. Before I can speak, she's already sinking to her knees on the hard bathroom tile, her expensive sari pooling around her like spilled blood.

"Clean your pussy juice off my cock," I command, gripping my shaft and pointing it at her face. "Show me what a good little whore you are."

She doesn't hesitate, leaning forward eagerly, her mouth opening to take me inside. Her lips wrap around the head of my cock, moaning at the taste of her own arousal coating my skin. The sight of her—this celebrated beauty, former Miss World, wife of one of India's most powerful men—kneeling on a public bathroom floor to suck her own juices off my cock sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

"That's it," I encourage, tangling my fingers in her hair. "Worship it. Show me how grateful you are for the orgasms I gave you."

Aishwarya takes me deeper, her tongue swirling around my shaft, cleaning every inch with devoted attention. Her hands come up to grip my thighs, steadying herself as she works me with surprising skill. Her eyes remain locked on mine, communicating complete submission as she bobs her head, taking me deeper with each movement.

"You love the taste of your pussy on my cock, don't you?" I taunt, tightening my grip in her hair. "Such a filthy slut."

She moans around my shaft in agreement, the vibration sending ripples of pleasure up my spine. Her technique is flawless—a combination of suction, tongue movement, and the perfect amount of pressure that speaks to experience beyond what her husband likely suspects she possesses.

But I'm not interested in a slow, skilled blowjob. After the brutal fucking I've just given her, I want to use her mouth with the same ruthless intensity. Without warning, I grip her head with both hands, holding her still as I thrust forward, pushing my cock deep into her throat in one smooth motion.

Her eyes widen in surprise, tears immediately springing up as her gag reflex triggers. But she doesn't pull away, doesn't fight it. Instead, she relaxes her jaw, allowing me to use her mouth as roughly as I used her pussy moments ago.

"That's right," I growl, establishing a brutal rhythm, my hips driving forward with enough force to make her head jerk with each thrust. "Take it all. Let me fuck that pretty mouth."

Obscene gagging sounds fill the bathroom as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, her eyes watering, mascara running even worse than before. Saliva builds and spills from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto the front of her sari. The sight of her thoroughgoing degradation only spurs me on, pushing me to test her limits further.

I pull back momentarily, allowing her a quick gasp of air before plunging back in, deeper this time, feeling her throat constrict around the head of my cock. Her nails dig into my thighs through my pants, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, encouraging the rough treatment.

"Look at you," I taunt, maintaining my relentless pace. "Rajesh's perfect wife, on her knees in a filthy bathroom, choking on cock. Is this what you think about during those charity galas? Those society functions? How much you want to be treated like the whore you really are?"

She moans around my shaft, her eyes rolling back slightly at my degrading words. The vibration and the visual push me closer to the edge, my balls tightening with approaching release. I fuck her face harder, faster, watching her struggle to breathe around my cock, spit and tears making a mess of her once-perfect face.

"I'm going to cum," I warn her, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "But not down your throat."

I pull out suddenly, leaving her gasping for air, her chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath. Her lips are swollen from the rough treatment, her chin slick with saliva. Before she can recover, I issue my next command.

"Open your mouth. Stick out your tongue."

Aishwarya complies immediately, her mouth falling open, tongue extended like an offering. Her eyes remain fixed on mine, silently begging for my release. I grab my cock and stroke it rapidly, aiming at her upturned face. The sight of her waiting eagerly for my cum—debased, used, and still desperate to please—pushes me over the edge.

"Fuck," I grunt as the first rope of cum erupts from my cock, landing with perfect accuracy across her extended tongue. The second shot hits her upper lip and nose, the third paints a white stripe across her right cheek. I continue pumping, each pulse sending another thick stream onto her face until her features are partially obscured by my seed.

She doesn't move, doesn't flinch, keeping her tongue out until I've emptied myself completely. Only then does she close her mouth, swallowing the portion that landed directly on her tongue with a moan of appreciation that sounds almost pornographic. Her eyes never leave mine as she performs this act of complete submission.

"Look how pretty you are," I say, admiring my handiwork. "Covered in my cum like a cheap whore."

Rather than being offended, she smiles—a genuine expression of pleasure that transforms her cum-splattered face. Without prompting, she raises her hands to her cheeks, using her fingers to gather the thick strands of my release, bringing each coated digit to her mouth and sucking it clean with obvious enjoyment.

"Thank you, sir," she whispers after swallowing the last of it, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking I've just given her.

I tuck myself back into my pants, zipping up as I watch her continue to clean her face, making sure not to waste a single drop of my cum. When she's gathered all she can reach, she rises unsteadily to her feet, turning toward the mirror to assess the damage.

Her appearance is shocking—hair wild and tangled from my rough handling, makeup destroyed beyond simple repair, her sari rumpled and stained with evidence of our activities. Yet somehow, she's never looked more beautiful than in this utterly debased state.

"They'll know," I observe, watching her pull tissues from her purse to wipe away the worst of the mess. "No amount of fixing will hide what you've been doing."

"I don't care," she replies, a new confidence in her voice as she begins to repair what she can of her appearance. "Let them suspect. Let them whisper."

I lean against the wall, enjoying the show as she attempts to transform back into Rajesh Kapoor's elegant wife. She adjusts her sari, tucking and folding the fabric back into place She wets tissues at the sink to clean the smeared makeup, reapplies lipstick with a steady hand, and smooths her hair as best she can. The transformation is remarkable—though still not complete. A trained eye would notice the flush that remains on her skin, the slight swelling of her lips, the lingering wildness in her gaze that no amount of composed expression can fully hide.

"Go," I tell her, nodding toward the door. "Don't keep your husband waiting."

She gathers her purse, checks her appearance one final time, then moves toward the exit. Before unlocking the door, she turns back to face me, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and anticipation.

"When will you use me again?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Whenever I want," I reply, my tone leaving no room for negotiation. "Your body belongs to me now."

She nods, accepting this as simple fact. Then, with a final adjustment of her sari and a deep breath, she unlocks the door and slips out, returning to the world of Mumbai's elite with my cum coating her insides and my handprints invisible on her skin.

I wait several minutes before following, giving her time to rejoin Rajesh at their VIP table. When I finally emerge, I spot them immediately—Rajesh still holding court, Aishwarya sitting beside him, sipping a cocktail with perfect poise. From a distance, no one would suspect what transpired in the bathroom. But I see the subtle shift in her posture when she spots me watching, the slight parting of her lips, the momentary flash of remembrance in her eyes.

Another piece of Rajesh Kapoor's life now belongs to me. And I'm just getting started.


Chapter 10

Morning sunlight streams through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the private yoga studio, casting golden patterns across the polished hardwood floor. I lean against the wall, arms crossed over my chest, watching Alia stretch into a downward dog position under the guidance of her instructor. Last night's club escapade with Aishwarya was just the beginning—each conquest bringing me one step closer to Rajesh Kapoor's complete destruction. Today's target stands before me in skin-tight yoga pants that cling to every curve of her spectacular ass—Malaika, Alia's personal yoga instructor and my next conquest.

Alia had been all too eager to invite me to her morning session, her eyes lighting up with rekindled desire when I suggested accompanying her. The Kama Sutra Touch has her wrapped around my finger—or more accurately, wrapped around my cock—making her the perfect accomplice in my plans.

"Beautiful extension, Alia," Malaika praises, her hands gently adjusting her student's posture. "Feel the stretch in your hamstrings."

Malaika is a vision of athletic perfection. In her early thirties, she possesses the kind of body that comes from years of dedicated practice—lean muscle moving smoothly beneath bronzed skin, not an ounce of excess anywhere. Her long black hair is pulled back in a tight ponytail that swings hypnotically as she moves around the studio. Her face combines sharp cheekbones with full lips and almond-shaped eyes lined with subtle kohl, giving her an exotic allure that her Western yoga clients probably find authentically "spiritual."

But it's her ass that draws my eye repeatedly—a perfect bubble, high and firm, emphasized by the black compression pants that might as well be painted on. Each time she demonstrates a pose, the fabric stretches across those magnificent globes, revealing every curve and muscle. Her sports bra is equally revealing, containing full breasts that defy gravity, the material thin enough that I can see the outline of her nipples when she turns toward the sunlight.

For an hour, I watch them move through a series of increasingly complex positions, noting with interest just how flexible both women are. Malaika demonstrates each pose with effortless grace, her body bending and twisting in ways that immediately trigger thoughts of how those abilities might translate to the bedroom. The way she can place both legs behind her head, the perfect split that opens her core to the ceiling, the backbends that thrust her breasts forward in offering—each movement is inadvertently erotic.

Alia catches me watching and throws me a knowing smirk, aware of exactly what I'm thinking. The minx deliberately makes her movements more sensual when Malaika isn't looking, adding an extra arch to her back or spreading her legs wider than necessary in certain poses. She's teasing me, reminding me of our encounter in the theater, playing with fire she already knows can consume her.

Finally, the session winds down with meditation and breathing exercises. Malaika's voice drops to a soothing cadence as she guides Alia through the final relaxation, unaware that in minutes, she'll be experiencing a very different kind of release.

"Wonderful practice today, Alia," Malaika says as they both roll up their mats. "Your flexibility has improved significantly."

"I've had some extra... physical activity lately," Alia replies with a sly glance in my direction.

Malaika notices me for the first time, her professional demeanor immediately kicking in as she approaches with an extended hand. "I don't believe we've met. I'm Malaika."

"Jack Hammer," I respond, taking her offered hand in mine. "Lifestyle consultant for the Kapoor family."

The moment our skin connects, I activate the Kama Sutra Touch, sending its supernatural power coursing through her veins. The effect is immediate and dramatic. Her pupils dilate so rapidly it's like watching ink dropped into clear water, her lips parting on a sudden gasp that makes her chest rise sharply. A visible tremor runs through her body, starting at our joined hands and rippling outward until even her toes curl against the hardwood floor.

"Oh," she breathes, the single syllable heavy with sudden, overwhelming desire. Her free hand flies to her throat, fingers splaying across her collarbone as if trying to contain the heat spreading through her body.

Alia recognizes the signs instantly, having experienced them herself. Her eyes widen briefly before a knowing smile spreads across her face. Without a word, she gathers her belongings and moves toward the door.

"I just remembered an appointment," she announces, her voice tinged with amusement. "I'll send the car back for you later, Jack."

Before Malaika can process what's happening, Alia is gone, the studio door clicking shut behind her. Malaika stares at our still-connected hands, her breathing growing more rapid, a flush spreading from her chest up to her cheeks.

"I don't understand," she whispers, though her body clearly does. "I feel... I need..."

The moment Alia's footsteps fade, Malaika springs into action with the decisive movement of an athlete. She rushes to the door, locks it, and draws the blinds over the windows with quick, efficient motions. When she turns back to me, her eyes have darkened with primal hunger, all professional pretense evaporated like morning dew in the summer sun.

"I need to taste you," she announces, her voice husky with sudden desperation. "Right now."

Before I can respond, she's pushing me backward, her strength surprising as she maneuvers me onto one of the yoga mats still spread across the floor. I allow it, curious to see how this newfound desire will manifest in a woman accustomed to physical control.

She kneels beside me, yanking at my shirt to expose my chest, her hands running over my muscles with appreciative moans. Then, with the flexibility that makes her an exceptional yoga instructor, she swings one leg over my body and straddles my chest, facing my head.

"My pussy is on fire," she says bluntly, already hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants. "I need your mouth on me."

I watch with amusement and arousal as she pulls the tight material down her thighs, revealing that she wears nothing underneath. The musky scent of her arousal hits me immediately as she exposes herself—already wet, her pussy lips glistening with evidence of how powerfully the Touch has affected her.

Without waiting for permission, she scoots forward until her knees are positioned on either side of my head, her pussy hovering just inches from my mouth. The view is exquisite—swollen outer lips framing a glistening pink interior, a neatly trimmed strip of dark hair pointing the way to her clit that stands erect and begging for attention.

"Please," she begs, lowering herself slightly, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her core. "I've never wanted anything so badly in my life."

I grip her thighs, feeling the powerful muscles tense beneath my fingers, and pull her down onto my waiting mouth. My tongue makes direct contact with her clit, drawing a sharp cry from above me as her hands fly to the wall for support.

"Oh fuck!" she gasps, her hips already beginning to move against my face. "Yes!"

I devour her with deliberate skill, alternating between broad strokes of my tongue along her entire slit and focused attention on her clit. She tastes clean with a hint of saltiness, her arousal flowing freely as I work her into a frenzy. Her thighs tremble on either side of my head, her breathing growing more ragged with each passing second.

"Right there," she moans, grinding down harder, using my face for her pleasure. "Don't stop. Don't fucking stop."

I slide my hands up to grip her ass, feeling the firm muscles flex beneath my palms as she rides my tongue with increasing urgency. With years of yoga training, her control over her body is exceptional—each movement deliberate, precise in its pursuit of pleasure. She knows exactly how to angle her hips to get my tongue where she needs it most, how to apply just the right amount of pressure to maximize her sensations.

"Your mouth," she pants, reaching back to grab a fistful of my hair, pulling my face harder against her dripping core. "How are you doing this to me? I never—fuck!—never lose control like this."

I smile against her pussy, increasing the pressure of my tongue on her clit, circling the sensitive bud with relentless precision. Her taste floods my senses, her scent filling my lungs as she grinds down harder, chasing her release with single-minded determination.

"I'm already close," she admits, her voice breaking with disbelief. "So fucking close already."

I grip her ass tighter, digging my fingers into the firm flesh, encouraging her to use me however she needs. Her movements grow more frantic, less controlled, her yoga-trained body surrendering to primitive need. Above me, her free hand moves to her sports bra, yanking it up to expose her breasts. She pinches her own nipple, adding another layer of sensation as she races toward her peak.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she chants, her thighs beginning to shake uncontrollably on either side of my head. "Right there! Don't stop! I'm going to cum!"

I seal my lips around her clit and suck, flicking my tongue rapidly against the swollen bud. The effect is instantaneous—her entire body goes rigid, her back arching dramatically as a scream tears from her throat. Her pussy pulses against my mouth, a fresh flood of arousal coating my chin as she cums hard, her orgasm washing through her in violent waves.

"Fuck! Jack! Yes!" she wails, her hips jerking erratically against my face as she rides out her climax. "So good! So fucking good!"

I don't let up, continuing to work her with my tongue through her orgasm, prolonging the pleasure until she's shaking from overstimulation. Only when she tries to pull away, her body unable to take any more, do I release my grip on her ass and allow her to collapse beside me on the yoga mat.

She lies there, chest heaving, body glistening with sweat, her yoga pants still bunched around her thighs. Her face is transformed by pleasure—eyes unfocused, lips swollen from biting them, cheeks flushed with exertion and arousal.

"What just happened?" she asks breathlessly, turning her head to look at me with wonder. "I've never... that was..."

I wipe my chin, deliberately letting her watch as I lick her taste from my fingers. "That was just the beginning," I tell her, already moving to position myself between her legs. "We're nowhere near finished."

Malaika's body still quivers from her orgasm, but I'm already rock hard from the taste and scent of her arousal. She notices my erection straining against my pants and sits up with renewed hunger in her eyes. Without a word, she grabs my waistband and yanks my pants down in one fluid motion, her eyes widening appreciatively as my cock springs free. The yoga instructor's graceful fingers wrap around my shaft, squeezing with surprising strength as she positions herself to straddle me.

"Fuck, you're huge," she whispers, stroking me with both hands, her eyes never leaving my cock. "I need this inside me. Now."

She kicks off her yoga pants completely, then swings one leg over my body, her perfect ass hovering above my throbbing erection. With one hand, she guides my cock to her entrance, rubbing the head through her soaked folds to lubricate it. The heat radiating from her core is incredible, her arousal dripping down onto my shaft in clear evidence of her desperate need.

"I've never wanted anyone like this," she admits, her voice husky with desire. "It's like you've cast a spell on me."

If she only knew.

With athletic precision, she begins to lower herself onto my cock, her pussy stretching around my girth as she takes me inch by inch. Her eyes roll back, lips parting on a long, low moan as she sinks down further. The sensation of her tight walls gripping me is exquisite—hot, wet, and deliciously snug.

"So big," she gasps, pausing halfway down to adjust to my size. "So fucking big."

I grab her hips, ready to pull her down the rest of the way, but she resists, maintaining control of the pace. The yoga instructor clearly has plans of her own. She rises up slightly, then sinks down another inch, her breathing controlled despite the intensity of the sensations. She's using her training—the same measured breathing she probably teaches her clients—to help her body accommodate me.

"Watch this," she says with unexpected confidence, a flash of pride cutting through the haze of lust.

What happens next demonstrates why she's worth every rupee the Kapoor family pays her. With mesmerizing grace, Malaika widens her stance, her powerful thighs spreading further apart as she continues to lower herself onto my cock. Her flexibility is astonishing—her legs extending outward until she's performing a full split directly on my shaft, taking me deeper than I thought possible.

"Holy fuck," I grunt, the sensation of bottoming out inside her nearly making me cum on the spot.

She smiles down at me, sweat glistening on her perfect skin, obviously pleased with my reaction. With her legs in this extreme position, her pussy grips me like a custom-made glove, every slight movement sending jolts of pleasure up my spine.

"Fifteen years of yoga," she explains, rolling her hips in a circular motion that has us both gasping. "I can do things with my body that most women can only dream of."

To prove her point, she begins to bounce on my cock, maintaining the split position with seemingly effortless control. Each upward movement reveals my shaft, glistening with her juices, before she drops back down, taking me to the base. The visual is incredible—this athletic goddess performing what amounts to an extreme yoga pose while impaled on my cock.

"Touch me," she demands, grabbing my hands and placing them on her ass. "Feel what your cock is doing to me."

I grip the firm globes of her ass, spreading her cheeks wider as she continues to ride me. The added exposure makes her moan louder, her controlled breathing technique beginning to falter as pleasure overwhelms her training. I can feel her pussy growing wetter around me, her inner walls fluttering with the beginnings of another orgasm.

"You're a fucking god," she pants, her movements becoming less precise, more frantic. "Your cock... it's like it was made for me."

I've let her maintain control long enough. Time to remind her who's really in charge here. In one swift motion, I sit up, wrapping my arms around her waist. She gasps in surprise as I lift her, still impaled on my cock, and flip our positions. She lands on her back on the yoga mat, legs still splayed wide, my cock never leaving her pussy during the transition.

"My turn," I growl, grabbing her ankles and pushing them forward until her knees are beside her ears.

This position should be impossible for most women, but for Malaika, it's just another stretch. Her flexibility allows me to fold her body nearly in half, opening her completely to my assault. I grip her thighs, using them as handles as I begin to pound into her with brutal force.

"Fuck!" she screams, her composed yoga instructor persona completely shattered. "Yes! Harder!"

I give her exactly what she's begging for, driving into her with merciless intensity. Each thrust bottoms out inside her, the head of my cock hitting spots that probably haven't been touched by any man before me. The wet sound of our bodies colliding fills the studio, mixing with her increasingly desperate moans and my own grunts of exertion.

"Take it," I command, increasing my pace, watching her face contort with pleasure. "Take every fucking inch."

"I can't... it's too much..." she gasps, but her body tells a different story, her pussy gripping me tighter, her hips rising to meet each thrust.

I shift my angle slightly, making sure to drag the head of my cock across her G-spot with each stroke. The effect is immediate—her eyes fly open, a sharp cry escaping her throat as her entire body tenses. I keep the pressure exactly where she needs it, maintaining the relentless pace that has her teetering on the edge.

"You're going to cum again," I tell her, not a request but a statement of fact. "You're going to cum all over my cock."

"Yes," she agrees frantically, her hands reaching up to grip my forearms, nails digging into my skin. "I'm so close. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I drive into her harder, faster, the yoga mat sliding slightly across the polished floor with the force of our coupling. Sweat drips from my forehead onto her heaving chest, mingling with her own perspiration. The scent of sex fills the studio, erasing the lingering hints of incense and essential oils.

"Jack!" she cries out suddenly, her back arching impossibly off the mat. "I'm cumming! Fuck, I'm cumming!"

Her pussy clamps down on my cock with shocking strength, rippling and pulsing around my shaft as her orgasm tears through her. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her legs trembling in my grip despite her athletic conditioning. Tears stream from the corners of her eyes, her mouth open in a silent scream as the intensity of her climax robs her of voice.

The sight of her completely undone, combined with the vise-like grip of her pussy, pushes me toward my own release. I pound into her through her orgasm, prolonging her pleasure while chasing my own. My balls tighten, the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

"I'm going to cum inside you," I announce, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Going to fill that tight pussy with my load."

"Yes!" she begs, her voice returning as her orgasm begins to ebb. "Cum inside me! Mark me! Make me yours!"

With a final, brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go. My cock pulses powerfully, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her womb. The sensation is incredible, her still-contracting pussy milking every drop from my shaft, her inner walls squeezing around me like they never want to let go.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking with each spurt, my fingers digging into the flesh of her thighs. "Take it all."

She moans at the feeling of being filled, her eyes rolling back as a smaller aftershock of pleasure washes through her. I remain buried inside her until the last tremor subsides, then slowly release her legs, allowing them to fall to the sides. With the flexibility of a true yoga master, she brings them down gracefully despite the intensity of what we've just experienced.

I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, a thick white stream running down onto the yoga mat beneath her. She makes no move to close her legs or stem the flow, instead watching me with a dazed, blissful expression.

"That was..." she begins, then shakes her head, apparently unable to find adequate words.

I sit back on my heels, admiring my handiwork. Malaika looks thoroughly debauched—her hair has come loose from its ponytail, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat, her pussy red and swollen from the pounding I've given her. My cum continues to seep from her, marking her as my latest conquest.

"I've never..." she tries again, propping herself up on her elbows to look at me with wonder. "No one has ever made me feel like that. Whatever you want, whenever you want it, I'm yours."

I reach out to stroke her cheek, a deceptively tender gesture that makes her lean into my touch like a cat seeking affection.

"I'll hold you to that," I tell her, already imagining how I might use this new asset in my campaign against Rajesh Kapoor. "My own personal yoga fucktoy."

She smiles at the crude description, nodding eagerly. "Yes. That's exactly what I want to be. Use me however you want, Jack. My body belongs to you now."

I glance at my watch. I still have hours before I'm expected back at the mansion—plenty of time to explore all the ways Malaika's exceptional flexibility can be put to use.


Chapter 11

Moonlight filters through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the Kapoor mansion's main living room, casting elongated shadows across imported Italian marble. I sprawl on the central leather couch, a glass of Rajesh's thirty-year-old scotch dangling from my fingers as I check my watch—2:17 AM. Perfect timing. The household staff has long since retired, and Rajesh is passed out in the guest wing after a particularly grueling business dinner. The mansion belongs to me now, just as his women do.

I send identical text messages to Aishwarya and Alia: "Main living room. Now. Come alone."

Three conquests in 24 hours—Aishwarya in the club bathroom, Malaika in her yoga studio, and now a midnight feast with both stepmother and stepdaughter—my appetite grows rather than diminishes with each new submission to my will.

I hear them before I see them—the soft pad of bare feet on marble, approaching from different wings of the mansion. Aishwarya appears first, wrapped in a crimson silk robe, her hair loose around her shoulders, eyes already glazed with anticipation.

Seconds later, Alia emerges from the opposite corridor in a short black nightgown that barely skims her thighs. Both women freeze momentarily when they spot each other, a flash of surprise quickly replaced by understanding as their gazes lock on me.

"Close the doors," I command, not bothering to rise. "Lock them."

They obey instantly, each securing the entrance they came through before moving to stand before me. The power I hold over them is intoxicating—these two women who could have any man in Mumbai, now responding to my summons in the middle of the night, in the very house where Rajesh sleeps, oblivious to his crumbling empire.

"Take them off," I order, gesturing at their nightwear. "Everything."

Again, they comply without hesitation. Aishwarya unties her robe with elegant fingers, letting the silk slide from her shoulders to pool at her feet. Alia's movement is more youthful, more impatient—she grabs the hem of her nightgown and pulls it over her head in one fluid motion, tossing it carelessly aside. Within seconds, both women stand naked before me, stepmother and stepdaughter side by side.

The contrast between them is striking and erotic in equal measure. Aishwarya's body speaks of mature perfection—full breasts with dark, pebbled nipples, the gentle curve of her stomach, wide hips that narrow to surprisingly strong thighs. Her skin glows golden in the moonlight, unmarked except for the faint bruises on her inner thighs from our earlier encounters. Between her legs, a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair points the way to her already glistening pussy.

Beside her, Alia represents youth and vitality—smaller, perky breasts that defy gravity, a flat stomach with visible muscle definition, long legs that seem to go on forever. Her skin is a shade lighter than her stepmother's, her body bearing the marks of my ownership in the form of faint bruises on her hips and ass from our theater encounter. Unlike Aishwarya, she's completely bare between her legs, her swollen pussy lips visible and already showing signs of arousal.

"Beautiful," I murmur, taking a slow sip of scotch as I appraise them like prized livestock. "Do you know why I've called you both here tonight?"

"To please you," they answer in near-perfect unison, then glance at each other with a mixture of surprise and competitive edge.

I smile, enjoying the tension between them. "Exactly. But tonight, I want to see which of you does it better." I set my glass aside and spread my legs, the bulge in my pants clearly visible. "Which of Rajesh Kapoor's women can suck cock better—his wife or his daughter?"

A flash of determination crosses both their faces. Without being told, they drop to their knees and crawl toward me, the posture of supplication sending a surge of power through my veins. They position themselves between my legs, their naked bodies practically touching as they reach for my belt in tandem.

"Let me," Aishwarya whispers, her fingers working the buckle with practiced ease.

"I can do it faster," Alia counters, already tugging at my zipper.

I lean back and allow them to compete, amused by their eagerness to prove themselves superior. They work together to free my cock, their hands bumping against each other in their haste. When my shaft springs free, both women gasp appreciatively, their eyes widening with hunger.

"Now," I say, wrapping my fingers around the base of my cock, "show me what you can do. Both of you. Together."

They exchange a brief, competitive glance before Aishwarya makes the first move, leaning forward to run her tongue along the underside of my shaft from base to tip.

Not to be outdone, Alia immediately drops lower, taking one of my balls into her hot mouth, sucking gently while looking up at me through her lashes.

"Fuck," I grunt, the dual sensation sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine.

Encouraged by my reaction, the women increase their efforts. Aishwarya wraps her lips around the head of my cock, swirling her tongue around the sensitive ridge before sinking down, taking me deeper with each bob of her head. Meanwhile, Alia continues to lavish attention on my balls, alternating between gentle sucking and broad strokes of her tongue across the sensitive skin.

The sight is just as arousing as the physical sensation—stepmother and stepdaughter on their knees, servicing my cock together, their naked bodies on display for my pleasure. Aishwarya's technique speaks to experience and refinement, while Alia's approach is more enthusiastic and eager to impress. They create a perfect counterpoint of sensations that has my cock throbbing with each heartbeat.

"Switch," I command after a few minutes, wanting to compare their skills directly.

They obey instantly, Aishwarya relinquishing my shaft so Alia can take her place. The stepdaughter immediately tries to outdo her stepmother, opening her throat and taking me deeper than Aishwarya had managed. Meanwhile, the older woman moves to my balls, her more measured approach creating a delicious contrast to Alia's previous attention.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through Alia's hair as she works my cock with impressive skill. "Show me how much better you are than your stepmother."

The challenge spurs her to greater effort, her head bobbing faster, taking me so deep that her nose occasionally brushes against my pubic bone. Tears form at the corners of her eyes from the effort, but she doesn't slow down, determined to prove herself superior.

Not to be outdone, Aishwarya grows more aggressive with my balls, sucking one entirely into her mouth while her hand slides up to stroke the base of my shaft where Alia can't reach. Their combined efforts create a symphony of pleasure that has me gripping the leather couch with my free hand.

After another minute, I decide to take more direct control. I grab a fistful of Aishwarya's hair and pull her up, guiding her mouth back to my cock while nudging Alia lower.

"Both of you," I order, my voice rougher now with arousal. "Share it."

They position themselves on either side of my shaft, their faces close together as they begin to lick and kiss my length simultaneously. The sight of their tongues occasionally meeting as they work my cock sends a fresh surge of heat through my body. Aishwarya focuses on the head, her lips wrapping around the tip while Alia runs her tongue along the shaft, occasionally dipping down to continue her attention to my balls.

"Look at you two," I taunt, my voice thick with dominant pleasure. "Rajesh Kapoor's perfect family, on their knees sharing a cock like common whores."

Rather than being offended, both women moan at my words, their arousal visibly increasing. I can see their nipples hardening further, their bodies responding to the degradation. The mention of Rajesh seems to fuel their desire rather than dampen it—a shared rebellion against the man who treats them as possessions rather than people.

I decide to push things further, to test the depth of their submission. I grab Aishwarya's hair again, this time with more force, and guide her mouth fully onto my cock. Instead of allowing her to set the pace, I begin to thrust upward, fucking her throat with deliberate roughness.

"That's it," I growl as she gags around my length, tears springing to her eyes. "Take it like the cock-hungry slut you are."

Alia watches with wide eyes as I use her stepmother's mouth, her hand moving between her own legs to touch herself at the sight. Not wanting her to feel left out, I reach down to grab her hair as well, guiding her head beneath my shaft.

"Suck my balls while I fuck your stepmother's throat," I command, and she eagerly complies, taking both testicles into her mouth at once, moaning around them as her fingers work frantically between her legs.

The dual sensation is incredible—Aishwarya's hot, tight throat contracting around my cock as I thrust upward, Alia's talented mouth creating vibrations around my balls with her moans. I establish a rhythm, pulling Aishwarya's head down to meet my upward thrusts, driving deeper with each movement until I can feel her throat bulging with the intrusion.

Saliva streams down her chin, her makeup beginning to run from the tears that leak from the corners of her eyes. The wet, choking sounds she makes only add to the depravity of the scene—the elegant socialite reduced to a gagging mess on my cock while her stepdaughter sucks my balls and touches herself beneath us.

"Switch again," I order, pulling Aishwarya off my cock abruptly, a thick string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my shaft as she gasps for air.

Alia practically lunges forward, eager to take her place, opening her mouth wide to receive me. I waste no time, grabbing her head with both hands and driving my cock deep into her throat in one brutal thrust. She takes it better than her stepmother, her eyes watering but her gag reflex more controlled, allowing me to establish an even rougher pace with her.

Aishwarya, meanwhile, moves behind Alia, her hands reaching around to cup her stepdaughter's small breasts, pinching the nipples as she watches me use the younger woman's mouth. The added stimulation makes Alia moan around my cock, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure up my shaft.

"That's it," I encourage, watching the taboo scene unfold before me. "Help me use your stepdaughter, Aishwarya. Show me what a depraved slut you really are."

She responds by sliding one hand down Alia's flat stomach to between her legs, finding her clit and rubbing it in circles that have the younger woman whimpering around my cock. The sight of stepmother pleasuring stepdaughter while I throat-fuck the latter is perhaps the most depraved tableau yet in my conquest of the Kapoor women.

"Look at me," I command both of them, and their eyes rise to meet mine—Alia's watery from the cock in her throat, Aishwarya's heavy-lidded with her own arousal as she touches her stepdaughter. "Remember this moment. Remember who owns you both."

Their gazes communicate complete submission, total acceptance of their new purpose as my sexual property. The knowledge that I've conquered them so thoroughly, turned them against Rajesh and toward serving my pleasure, sends a fresh surge of arousal through me. But I'm not ready to cum yet—not when there are so many more ways to use these two beautiful bodies tonight.

I pull Alia off my cock, giving her a moment to catch her breath. Both women kneel before me, naked, aroused, and eager for my next command. My cock stands proud between them, wet with their combined saliva, throbbing with the need for more.

"Stand up," I order, rising from the couch myself. "We're just getting started."

Both women rise to their feet, naked and flushed with arousal, their eyes never leaving my face as they await my next command. I move around the leather couch, eyeing the glass coffee table that dominates the center of the room. It's a massive piece of imported furniture—solid wood base with a thick glass top, sturdy enough for what I have in mind. I grab Alia by the arm and guide her toward it, her body trembling with anticipation as I position her in front of the table's edge.

"Bend over," I order, my voice thick with lust and authority. "Hands flat on the glass."

She complies immediately, bending at the waist and placing her palms on the cool surface. The position presents her ass perfectly, her pussy already visibly wet between her thighs. Her back forms a graceful arch, dark hair spilling over one shoulder as she looks back at me with hungry eyes.

"Perfect," I murmur, running my palm over the smooth curve of her ass before delivering a sharp slap that makes her gasp. I turn to Aishwarya, who watches with equal parts jealousy and arousal. "You. On the floor in front of her."

Understanding dawns in her eyes as she moves to position herself on the lush carpet in front of the coffee table, directly in Alia's line of sight. She lies on her back, legs spread wide, presenting her pussy to her stepdaughter's face. The tableaux they create is obscenely perfect—stepmother and stepdaughter positioned for my pleasure, ready to be used however I desire.

I move behind Alia, my cock still rigid from their oral attention. I run the head through her slick folds, coating it in her abundant arousal, enjoying the way her breath hitches as I tease her entrance. Without warning, I grab her hips and slam forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal thrust.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her body jolting forward with the force of my entry. Her inner walls clamp down around me, hot and tight and perfect. "Oh god, yes!"

I establish an immediate rhythm, pounding into her with merciless intensity. Each thrust drives her body forward, her breasts swinging beneath her, her fingers splaying on the glass tabletop to brace against my assault. The coffee table is the perfect height, allowing me to drive into her at just the right angle to hit all her sensitive spots.

"Don't forget your stepmother," I remind her, delivering another sharp slap to her ass that leaves a red handprint on her golden skin.

Alia doesn't need further instruction. She lowers her upper body, bringing her face between Aishwarya's spread thighs. The position forces her to arch her back even more, presenting her ass higher for my continued thrusts. I watch over her shoulder as she extends her tongue, making first contact with her stepmother's pussy.

Aishwarya moans at the touch, her hands moving to tangle in Alia's hair, guiding her stepdaughter's mouth where she needs it most. The sight is depraved perfection—stepdaughter eating stepmother while I fuck the former from behind, all happening in Rajesh Kapoor's private living room while he sleeps unaware in another wing of the mansion.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my punishing pace, watching Alia's face work between Aishwarya's thighs. "Show me how well you can multitask."

The challenge spurs her to greater effort. She begins to lick and suck at Aishwarya's clit with obvious skill, her technique causing the older woman to arch her back off the carpet, hips rising to press more firmly against her stepdaughter's mouth. Meanwhile, her pussy tightens around my cock with each thrust, her body somehow managing to focus on both giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously.

I grip Alia's hips harder, pulling her back to meet each forward drive of my cock. The glass tabletop rattles slightly beneath us, the legs scraping against the marble floor as our bodies collide with increasing force. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, punctuated by Alia's muffled moans and Aishwarya's increasingly desperate whimpers.

"You like this, don't you?" I taunt, leaning forward to speak directly into Alia's ear while continuing to pound into her. "Getting fucked while you eat your stepmother's pussy? Such a filthy little slut."

She moans against Aishwarya's cunt in response, the vibration making the older woman cry out and grip Alia's hair tighter. I straighten up and increase my pace, watching the perfect jiggle of Alia's ass with each impact. My balls slap against her swollen clit, adding another layer of stimulation that has her tightening around me with pre-orgasmic flutters.

"Don't you dare cum yet," I warn, sensing her approaching peak. "Not until I give you permission."

She whimpers in frustration but fights to control her body, her thighs trembling with the effort of holding back. I decide to test her limits further, reaching around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles while maintaining my brutal pace. Her entire body tenses, her pussy clamping down on my cock as she struggles not to topple over the edge.

"Please," she begs, momentarily lifting her face from Aishwarya's pussy, her voice ragged with need. "Please let me cum!"

"Not yet," I refuse, delivering another sharp slap to her ass. "Back to work. Make her cum first."

Alia returns to her task with renewed vigor, desperation making her movements more frantic as she licks and sucks at her stepmother's clit. Aishwarya responds immediately, her hips bucking against Alia's face, her moans growing louder as she approaches her peak. The sight of them—stepdaughter pleasuring stepmother while trying desperately not to cum herself—is intoxicatingly perverse.

I maintain my relentless rhythm, driving into Alia from behind while watching Aishwarya's face contort with approaching orgasm. The older woman's back arches sharply off the carpet, her head thrown back, hands gripping Alia's hair so tightly it must be painful.

"I'm cumming!" Aishwarya cries out, her body going rigid before beginning to shake. "Oh god, Alia! Right there! Don't stop!"

Alia dutifully continues her oral assault, helping her stepmother ride the waves of her climax while still fighting her own desperate need for release. I can feel her inner walls fluttering around my cock, her control slipping with each passing second. Just as Aishwarya's orgasm begins to subside, I pull out of Alia completely, leaving her empty and whimpering with frustrated need.

"On the floor," I command, grabbing Aishwarya's ankle and pulling her away from Alia's face. "On your back. Spread your legs."

Still dazed from her orgasm, Aishwarya complies, positioning herself on the luxurious carpet. Her chest heaves with each breath, her pussy glistening with a mixture of her own arousal and Alia's saliva. I move between her spread thighs, my cock still slick with her stepdaughter's juices. Without preamble, I thrust into her, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her oversensitive pussy clenching around me. "So deep!"

I begin to pound into her with the same ruthless intensity I had shown Alia, watching Aishwarya's full breasts bounce with each thrust. The still-desperate Alia crawls to join us, her eyes locked on the point where my cock disappears into her stepmother's body. Without being told, she positions herself beside us, leaning down to lick and suck at Aishwarya's nipples while watching me fuck her.

"Good girl," I praise, acknowledging her initiative. "Show me how much you want it, and maybe I'll let you cum soon."

Alia's hand slides between her own legs, finding her clit and rubbing frantically as she continues to lavish attention on Aishwarya's breasts. The older woman moans, her body still sensitive from her recent orgasm, every sensation amplified as I drive into her mercilessly.

After a few minutes of fucking Aishwarya, I pull out abruptly and turn to Alia. "Your turn again. On your hands and knees."

She scrambles into position beside her stepmother, her ass high in the air, face turned to watch me over her shoulder. I kneel behind her and thrust into her waiting pussy in one brutal motion, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. Her walls clamp down around me immediately, so close to orgasm that even this brief penetration has her teetering on the edge.

"Not yet," I remind her, starting to thrust with deliberate force. "Hold it back."

Aishwarya rises to her knees beside us, moving to kiss and lick at Alia's swinging breasts as I pound into her from behind. The stepmother-stepdaughter dynamic has evolved beyond competition into a perverted cooperation, both women working together to heighten each other's pleasure while servicing my desires.

I fuck Alia for several minutes before pulling out again and returning to Aishwarya, who eagerly spreads her legs to receive me. Back and forth I go between them, treating their bodies like interchangeable receptacles for my pleasure, using one then the other without regard for anything but my own satisfaction. The psychological dominance is as arousing as the physical sensation—these beautiful, accomplished women reduced to competing holes for my cock, each grateful for whatever attention I deign to give them.

"Please," Alia begs during one of the transitions, her body shaking with the effort of denied release. "I need to cum. I'll do anything."

"Anything?" I query, thrusting into Aishwarya while maintaining eye contact with the desperate stepdaughter.

"Yes!" Alia promises, her hand moving between her legs again only for me to bark a command for her to stop touching herself.

I pull out of Aishwarya and move back to Alia, entering her with a single powerful thrust that has her crying out in a mixture of pleasure and relief. I establish a punishing rhythm, each impact driving her forward on the carpet, her breasts swinging beneath her.

"Beg for it," I demand, sliding my hand around to find her clit, circling it with just enough pressure to drive her wild without pushing her over the edge. "Tell me who owns this pussy."

"You do!" she gasps, pushing back to meet each thrust. "You own my pussy! You own me! Please let me cum, Jack! Please!"

I look over at Aishwarya, who watches us with hungry eyes, her hand working between her own legs as she observes her stepdaughter's desperation. The tableau is everything I could have hoped for—Rajesh Kapoor's wife and stepdaughter, naked and debased on his living room floor, begging for my cock and my permission to cum.

This is power. This is revenge. Each thrust into Alia's tight body, each moan from Aishwarya's lips, is another nail in Rajesh's coffin—a man who destroys lives with casual cruelty, unaware that his own world is crumbling around him as I claim everything he values.

I continue switching between them, using their bodies roughly, treating them like the pieces of meat Rajesh considers them to be, but with one crucial difference—they're willing participants in their own degradation, eager to please me in ways they've never wanted to please him. The knowledge sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me as I pound into Alia's tight pussy once more, my own release building but not yet ready to crest.

The night is still young, and I have much more planned for Rajesh Kapoor's women.

I pull out of Alia with deliberate slowness, enjoying her whimper of frustration as I empty her suddenly. My cock glistens with her arousal, harder than ever despite servicing both women repeatedly. I grab Aishwarya's ankles and drag her to the center of the plush carpet, positioning her on her back, legs spread wide in blatant invitation. Without a word, I kneel between her thighs and slam into her waiting pussy, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal thrust that makes her cry out in a mixture of pain and ecstasy.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her back arching off the carpet, full breasts jiggling with the force of my entry. "So deep!"

I establish a merciless rhythm, driving into her with the full force of my hips, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. The wet sound of our coupling fills the room, mixing with her increasingly desperate moans. Alia watches from beside us, her eyes glazed with frustrated desire, her hand unconsciously moving between her own legs again.

"Did I say you could touch yourself?" I snap, not breaking my rhythm with Aishwarya.

Alia immediately withdraws her hand, whimpering with need. "I'm sorry. Please, I need to cum so badly."

A cruel smile spreads across my face as an idea forms. "You want to cum? Fine. Sit on your stepmother's face."

Both women's eyes widen at the command—Alia's with excited anticipation, Aishwarya's with momentary surprise before darkening with arousal. Without hesitation, Alia moves to position herself, straddling Aishwarya's head, her knees on either side of the older woman's face as she lowers her dripping pussy toward waiting lips.

"Oh god," Alia moans as the first contact is made, Aishwarya's tongue extending to taste her stepdaughter. "Yes!"

The visual is obscenely perfect—stepmother beneath stepdaughter, servicing her orally while I continue to pound into her pussy from above. Alia faces me, giving me a clear view of her pleasure as Aishwarya works her with obvious skill. The younger woman's small breasts heave with each breath, her stomach muscles tensing as she begins to roll her hips against her stepmother's face.

I maintain my relentless pace, fucking Aishwarya with brutal efficiency, each thrust driving her deeper into the carpet and pushing her face harder against Alia's core. The older woman's moans are muffled by her stepdaughter's pussy, the vibrations clearly adding to Alia's pleasure as she throws her head back, grinding down more urgently.

"Look at me," I command Alia, wanting to see the submission in her eyes as she approaches her peak. "Watch me fuck your stepmother while she eats your cunt."

Her eyes snap to mine, glazed with a combination of pleasure and obedience that sends a fresh surge of arousal through my veins. I reach forward and grab her nipples, pinching them hard enough to make her gasp, adding a hint of pain to the overwhelming pleasure she's experiencing.

"Tell me how it feels," I demand, twisting her nipples slightly, watching her wince even as her hips move faster against Aishwarya's face. "Tell me what a depraved little slut you are."

"So good," she gasps, her voice breaking as Aishwarya clearly finds a particularly sensitive spot. "I'm a slut. A depraved slut who loves her stepmother's tongue. Oh fuck, she's so good at this!"

Beneath us, Aishwarya responds to the praise by increasing her efforts, her hands coming up to grip Alia's ass, pulling her stepdaughter more firmly against her mouth. At the same time, her pussy tightens around my cock, rippling with pre-orgasmic contractions that tell me she's getting close despite being focused on pleasuring Alia.

The taboo nature of the scene—stepmother and stepdaughter engaged in pleasure while I dominate them both—pushes me closer to my own release. But I'm determined to make them both cum again before I allow myself that satisfaction. I shift my angle slightly, ensuring that each thrust drags the head of my cock across Aishwarya's G-spot, while simultaneously leaning forward to suck one of Alia's nipples into my mouth.

The dual assault is too much for the younger woman. Her body goes rigid, thighs clamping around Aishwarya's head as her orgasm crashes through her with unexpected force.

"I'm cumming!" she screams, her voice echoing off the high ceilings of the living room. "Oh fuck! Don't stop! Don't fucking stop!"

Her entire body convulses as she rides out her climax on her stepmother's face, grinding her pussy down hard enough that I momentarily worry she might suffocate the older woman. But Aishwarya shows no signs of distress, continuing to lick and suck at Alia's clit through her orgasm, helping her ride wave after wave of pleasure.

The sight of Alia coming undone drives me to fuck Aishwarya harder, faster, determined to push her over the edge as well. I reach between our bodies to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles that immediately have her pussy clenching around my cock with increased urgency.

"Cum for me," I command, pinching her clit between my fingers. "Cum while your stepdaughter rides your face."

Her body obeys instantly, inner walls clamping down on my shaft with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. Her scream is muffled by Alia's pussy, but I can feel the vibrations through the younger woman as Alia gasps at the new sensation. Aishwarya's back arches off the carpet, lifting all three of us momentarily as her climax overwhelms her.

Alia, still sensitive from her own orgasm, lifts herself off her stepmother's face, allowing Aishwarya to gulp air as she rides out the aftershocks of her pleasure. The older woman's face is slick with her stepdaughter's arousal, her makeup completely ruined, her expression one of dazed satisfaction as I continue to pound into her oversensitive pussy.

I feel my own release approaching, my balls tightening with the need to explode. But I have something specific in mind for my climax—a final degradation that will cement my ownership of both women.

"Kneel," I command, pulling out of Aishwarya abruptly and rising to my feet. "Both of you. Side by side."

They scramble to obey, positioning themselves on their knees before me, shoulders touching as they look up with identical expressions of eager anticipation. Despite their different ages and appearances, in this moment they are perfectly matched—both conquered, both willing to do anything to please me.

"Open your mouths," I order, gripping my cock and beginning to stroke it rapidly. "Stick out your tongues."

They comply instantly, presenting me with the perfect target—two beautiful faces turned upward, mouths open and waiting, tongues extended like offerings. I position myself before them, my cock mere inches from their faces as I pump my shaft with increasing speed.

"You're going to share this load," I tell them, my voice strained with approaching release. "And you're going to thank me for it."

"Yes, sir," they answer in unison, their eyes never leaving my cock, their bodies leaning forward slightly in eagerness to receive my cum.

The sight of Rajesh Kapoor's wife and stepdaughter on their knees before me, naked and begging for my seed, pushes me over the edge. With a grunt of satisfaction, I feel my orgasm rushing through me, my cock pulsing in my hand as the first rope of cum erupts from the tip, landing in a thick white streak across Aishwarya's cheek and nose.

I adjust my aim immediately, sending the second spurt across Alia's open mouth and chin. Back and forth I go, decorating their faces with my release—a stripe across Aishwarya's forehead, another coating Alia's upper lip, more spattering both their cheeks, chins, and extended tongues. They remain perfectly still throughout, accepting each blast with expressions of reverent gratitude.

When the final spurt dribbles from my cock, both women are thoroughly covered, my cum dripping down their faces in thick rivulets. Some has landed in their hair, more on their breasts, but the majority paints their facial features in white streaks that mark them as thoroughly claimed.

"Thank you, sir," they say together, their voices carrying genuine gratitude for this final degradation.

But I'm not finished with them yet. "Clean each other," I command, stepping back to watch the show. "Don't waste a drop."

Without hesitation, they turn to face one another. Alia is the first to move, leaning forward to lick a thick streak of cum from her stepmother's cheek. Aishwarya moans at the contact, then reciprocates, her tongue extending to gather a pearl of white from the corner of Alia's mouth. Back and forth they go, licking and sucking my seed from each other's faces with obvious enjoyment, occasionally stopping to kiss and share the collected cum between their mouths.

The sight is beyond obscene—stepmother and stepdaughter swapping my semen, snowballing it between their tongues,

The sight is beyond obscene—stepmother and stepdaughter swapping my semen, snowballing it between their tongues, moaning into each other's mouths as if my cum is the most delicious delicacy they've ever tasted. Their hands roam each other's bodies as they clean my seed from every surface, fingers pinching nipples, palming breasts, occasionally dipping between legs to find still-wet pussies.

When they've gathered every visible drop, Aishwarya pulls back slightly, her mouth visibly full of my cum. She gestures for Alia to open wider, then lets a thick stream drip from her lips into her stepdaughter's waiting mouth. Alia receives it with a moan of appreciation, swirling it on her tongue before swallowing with exaggerated pleasure.

"Good girls," I praise, watching as they finish their depraved show. "Very good girls."

They turn back to me, faces now relatively clean but glistening with saliva and traces of my seed. Their eyes hold identical expressions of dazed satisfaction mixed with lingering desire, both completely transformed by the Kama Sutra Touch and the acts they've just performed.

"Thank you, sir," Aishwarya says, her voice hoarse from screaming and moaning throughout our session.

"Can we please you again?" Alia adds, her hand unconsciously moving to rest on her stepmother's thigh.

I check my watch—nearly 4 AM. Soon the household will begin to stir, staff preparing for the day ahead, the risk of discovery increasing with each passing minute. As much as I might enjoy continuing to use these two willing bodies, practicality demands we conclude for now.

"Get cleaned up," I order, tucking myself back into my pants. "Return to your rooms separately. We don't want to arouse suspicion."

They rise on shaky legs, their bodies bearing the marks of our encounter—fingertip bruises on hips and thighs, red handprints on asses, swollen lips and disheveled hair. Aishwarya gathers her silk robe from where it still lies beside the couch, slipping it over her nakedness with reluctance, as if she'd prefer to remain bare and available for my use. Alia retrieves her discarded nightgown, pulling it over her head, the thin fabric doing little to conceal her erect nipples and the wetness between her legs.

"Will you summon us again tomorrow?" Aishwarya asks, tying her robe closed with fingers that still tremble slightly from exertion.

"Perhaps," I reply noncommittally, enjoying the flash of desperation that crosses both their faces at my vague answer. "Depends on my mood."

"We'll be ready," Alia promises, smoothing her hair in a futile attempt to look presentable. "Whenever you want us. However you want us."

I nod in acknowledgment, already planning my next moves in the game against Rajesh Kapoor. With his wife, daughter, and daughter's yoga instructor now firmly under my control—not to mention the hotel maid and Bollywood star—my web of influence continues to spread. Soon, I'll have enough leverage to completely dismantle his empire, to expose his corruption and cruelty to the world.

But first, I'll continue to enjoy the fruits of my labor—the bodies of the women he considers his possessions, now willingly serving my every desire.

"Go," I tell them, making a dismissive gesture toward the doors. "I'll contact you when I want you again."

They move to obey, each pausing to place a respectful kiss on my cheek before heading toward their respective wings of the mansion. I watch them go, satisfaction coursing through my veins at how thoroughly I've conquered them both. In Rajesh's own home, on his imported furniture, I've degraded and claimed the women he values most—and they've thanked me for it.

As the sounds of their retreating footsteps fade, I pour myself another glass of Rajesh's expensive scotch and settle back onto the leather couch. The room reeks of sex, the carpet stained with our combined fluids, the furniture slightly repositioned from our vigorous activities. By morning, the staff will have cleaned everything, erasing the physical evidence of what transpired here tonight.

I raise my glass in a silent toast to the sleeping billionaire, unaware that his world is already crumbling around him. "Sleep well, Rajesh," I murmur to the empty room, taking a slow sip of his scotch. "Enjoy what's left of your empire while you can."


Chapter 12

I arrive at the Mumbai Convention Center three hours before the press conference is scheduled to begin, wearing a stolen security badge and the confident swagger of someone who belongs. The massive venue buzzes with pre-event activity—technicians testing microphones, PR flunkies arranging branded banners, and security personnel establishing perimeters. None of them give me a second glance as I make my way toward the control booth. Tonight, Rajesh Kapoor will launch his new communications satellite to the applause of investors, media, and industry sycophants. Instead, I'm going to launch him straight into hell.

The control booth sits elevated at the back of the main conference hall, offering a perfect view of the stage and the massive screens that flank it. A young technician with dark circles under his eyes barely acknowledges me when I enter.

"Tech support," I explain, flashing the badge. "Final systems check before the big show."

He nods, too stressed and sleep-deprived to question my presence. "Whatever. Just don't fuck anything up. Kapoor will have our balls if there's even a pixel out of place."

"Wouldn't dream of it," I assure him, setting my laptop bag on the counter and surveying the equipment.

Rows of monitors display various feeds—stage cameras, audience views, teleprompter text, and the graphics package prepared for Rajesh's presentation. It's all predictably sleek and corporate—sterile animations of the satellite orbiting Earth, interspersed with Kapoor Industries' logo and meaningless buzzwords like "Innovation" and "Global Connectivity."

The technician steps out for a coffee run, leaving me alone with the system. Perfect timing. I pull out my laptop and connect it to the main console, my fingers flying across the keyboard as I access the presentation software. The security is laughably weak—Rajesh spends millions on the satellite but skimps on cybersecurity. Within minutes, I've embedded my own video files into the presentation sequence, set to trigger at precisely the moment Rajesh begins pontificating about family values—his favorite hypocritical topic.

The main hall fills gradually as evening approaches. Corporate executives in expensive suits mingle with tech journalists clutching tablets. In a special section near the front, major investors sit with their wives and girlfriends, all diamond-encrusted and designer-clad. The air thrums with anticipation—this satellite launch represents billions in potential revenue for Kapoor Industries, a expansion into global communications that will cement Rajesh's status among India's elite business titans.

I spot Aishwarya and Alia entering through a side door, taking their reserved seats in the front row. Aishwarya looks immaculate in a midnight blue sari embroidered with silver thread, her hair swept into an elegant updo that shows no evidence of my rough handling hours earlier. Beside her, Alia wears a modest yet fashionable dress in deep burgundy, playing the role of dutiful stepdaughter perfectly. Only I know that beneath those expensive fabrics, their bodies bear the marks of my ownership—faint bruises on inner thighs, tender nipples from my rough attention, pussies still sensitive from repeated orgasms.

As if sensing my gaze, Aishwarya turns slightly, scanning the back of the hall until her eyes find mine in the control booth. A subtle shudder runs through her body, visible only to someone looking for it. Beside her, Alia shifts in her seat, unconsciously pressing her thighs together. Both women know what's coming—I'd instructed them to be here, to witness Rajesh's humiliation firsthand, though they have no idea exactly how I plan to orchestrate it.

At exactly 7:00 PM, the house lights dim, and spotlights illuminate the stage. The crowd falls silent as Rajesh Kapoor strides out, resplendent in a tailored charcoal suit that probably cost more than most people earn in a year. He moves with the practiced confidence of a man accustomed to power, his chest puffed with self-importance. The audience applauds dutifully as he takes position at the central podium, adjusting the microphone with manicured fingers.

"Distinguished guests, esteemed colleagues, members of the press," he begins, his voice booming through the state-of-the-art sound system. "Tonight marks a pivotal moment for Kapoor Industries and indeed, for India's position in the global technology sphere."

He continues with practiced charm, outlining the technical specifications of the satellite and its revolutionary capabilities. The audience nods appreciatively, investors leaning forward in their seats, already calculating potential returns. Rajesh is in his element—commanding attention, basking in admiration, selling his vision to a captive audience.

"But technology alone is meaningless without purpose," he continues, his expression growing earnest as he transitions to the part of the speech I've been waiting for. "At Kapoor Industries, our foundation has always been built on solid values—integrity, excellence, and most importantly, family."

My finger hovers over the enter key, my pulse quickening with anticipation.

"Family values guide everything we do," Rajesh declares, his voice swelling with false sincerity. "As a husband and father myself, I understand that the work we do must ultimately serve to—"

I strike the key.

The massive screens behind him flicker momentarily—just enough to make Rajesh pause, glancing uncertainly over his shoulder. The prepared graphics dissolve, replaced by high-definition video footage of his wife, Aishwarya, bent over the kitchen island in their home, her sari bunched around her waist, my cock driving into her from behind.

"Fuck me harder!" her recorded voice blasts through the sound system, drowning out Rajesh's microphone. "You own this pussy! It's yours, not his!"

The crowd gasps collectively, a sound like air being sucked from the room. Rajesh stands frozen at the podium, his mouth hanging open, unable to comprehend what's happening. On screen, I slap Aishwarya's ass hard enough to leave a handprint, and she screams in pleasure, begging for more.

Before anyone can react, the video cuts to another clip—Alia in the theater, on her knees in front of me, my cock disappearing into her mouth as tears streak her mascara. Her muffled moans fill the convention center, followed by my voice: "That's it, take it deeper. Show me what a good little slut you are."

Chaos erupts in the audience. Women cover their mouths in shock, men stare in disbelief or barely concealed arousal, journalists frantically take photos of the screens. In the front row, Aishwarya and Alia remain seated, their expressions carefully blank, though I can see the flush creeping up their necks, the slight parting of their lips as they watch their own debasement displayed for all of Mumbai's elite.

On stage, Rajesh finally moves, lunging toward the side of the stage, screaming for someone to cut the feed. But the system is locked now—no one can override my programming until it plays through completely. He turns back to the audience, raising his hands in desperate appeal, but his words are drowned out by the audio from the screen:

"Yes! Fuck me harder! You own me! I belong to you, Jack!"

The sound of his wife's voice screaming another man's name echoes through the hall, a death knell to his reputation. From my position in the control booth, I watch his face drain of color, his carefully constructed world crumbling before his eyes. The technician has returned, frantically trying to regain control of the system, but it's far too late.

I lean back in my chair, a smile playing on my lips as I savor the moment. This is just the beginning of Rajesh Kapoor's fall. The main event is yet to come.

The convention center erupts into pandemonium. Men in thousand-dollar suits leap to their feet, women clutch their pearl necklaces in shock, and security personnel scramble in confused circles like headless chickens. Rajesh stands paralyzed at the podium, a statue carved from horror and humiliation as his wife's voice—my conquest's voice—fills the massive space with explicit declarations of submission to another man. The sound system, designed to perfectly project his corporate bullshit, now broadcasts every wet slap, every moan, every degrading word with crystal clarity to the hundreds of assembled guests, investors, and media personnel.

"Someone cut the fucking feed!" a voice screams from somewhere near the stage, but my programming is too thorough. The technician beside me pounds frantically at the keyboard, sweat beading on his forehead as error messages flash across his screen. I lean back in my chair, crossing my legs casually as I watch Rajesh's destruction unfold in real-time.

On stage, Rajesh finally moves, staggering sideways like a man who's been shot. His complexion has gone from confident bronze to ashen gray in seconds. He reaches for the podium to steady himself, knocking over the water glass, the liquid spreading across his prepared notes like the stain now spreading across his reputation. His mouth opens and closes, but no words emerge—just the silent gasping of a man drowning in public humiliation.

The video on the massive screens transitions seamlessly to its crescendo—the threesome scene from my living room conquest. Aishwarya and Alia kneel naked before me, their faces already splattered with my first load. The camera angle captures everything in merciless detail as Aishwarya, the elegant socialite, the celebrated former beauty queen, opens her cum-filled mouth and lets a thick stream drip onto her stepdaughter's waiting tongue. The audience collectively inhales, the sound like a sudden vacuum in the room.

"That's it," my recorded voice commands them. "Share it. Show me what good little cum sluts you both are."

The video continues, showing Alia swirling my seed on her tongue before kissing her stepmother deeply, the white fluid passing between their mouths as they moan in debased pleasure. Their hands roam each other's bodies—mother fondling stepdaughter's perky breasts, stepdaughter pinching mother's hardened nipples—all while looking into the camera with expressions of complete submission.

In the front row, a prominent sheikh investor stands abruptly, barking orders in Arabic to his entourage as they move swiftly toward the exit. Beside the empty seat he leaves behind, his wife remains frozen, her eyes fixed on the screen, a flush visible even beneath her carefully applied makeup. Three rows back, the CEO of a major tech company frantically texts on his phone—undoubtedly instructing his financial team to dump any Kapoor Industries stock before the market opens tomorrow.

Journalists no longer care about maintaining professional decorum. They've abandoned their seats, rushing forward with cameras raised high, capturing every moment of Rajesh Kapoor's catastrophic fall. The sound of shutters clicking forms a percussive counterpoint to the obscene moans still blasting through the speakers. Tomorrow's headlines are being written in real-time, and they'll be splashed across every newspaper and website in India: "KAPOOR FAMILY SEX SCANDAL."

I scan the room from my elevated position, savoring the chaos like a fine wine. This is what I've been planning for months—the complete and utter destruction of Rajesh Kapoor's carefully constructed public image. The man who built his empire partly on conservative "family values" rhetoric, who positions himself as a moral leader while treating everyone around him like disposable objects, now stands exposed as the fraud he is. His hypocrisy laid bare for all to see, his most treasured possessions—his trophy wife and stepdaughter—revealed as eager participants in his humiliation.

My gaze finds Aishwarya and Alia, who have moved from their seats to the side of the stage. Unlike the panicked crowd, they stand perfectly still, their eyes locked on me across the distance. I can read their bodies even from here—the slightly parted lips, the rapid rise and fall of their chests, the way Aishwarya's hand unconsciously strays to rest on her lower abdomen. They're wet. Aroused. The public exposure of their submission to me has triggered the Kama Sutra Touch, their bodies responding to the memory of my ownership despite the scandal unfolding around them.

I give them a subtle nod, and both women instantly straighten their posture, understanding the unspoken command. They'll wait for me. Their eyes, filled with a mixture of embarrassment and desperate desire, tell me everything—even as Rajesh's world burns down around them, their primary concern is pleasing me. The power of this knowledge sends a surge of arousal through my body.

On stage, Rajesh has finally regained enough composure to move. He lurches toward the side curtain, abandoning the podium entirely, his previously commanding presence reduced to a shambling retreat. Two security guards materialize to flank him, attempting to shield him from the cameras, but it's far too late. The damage is done. The video continues to play behind him as he disappears backstage, the final frames showing Aishwarya and Alia licking my cum from each other's faces while thanking me for using them.

The convention center has transformed from a corporate showcase to ground zero of a nuclear scandal. PR staff run between journalists, desperately offering "no comments" and promises of future statements. Technical crew members frantically pull plugs and flip switches, trying to kill the power to the screens and speakers. Security forms a human barrier in front of the stage, pushing back the surging crowd of reporters. Through it all, the investors—the lifeblood of Kapoor Industries—stream toward the exits in an unstoppable exodus.

I stand up, gathering my laptop and nodding to the bewildered technician. "System seems pretty fucked," I observe casually. "Might want to call in some actual professionals next time."

He doesn't even register my departure, too busy trying to explain to his supervisor via headset that he had nothing to do with the video hack. I slip out of the control booth unnoticed, making my way through the chaos toward the backstage area. The destruction of Rajesh Kapoor's public image is complete, but I'm not finished with him yet. The most intimate part of his humiliation is still to come—watching his wife and stepdaughter service me in person, with no screens or distance to cushion the blow.

I text Aishwarya and Alia: "Green room. Now."

Then I head backstage, anticipation building in my chest and my cock already hardening at the thought of what comes next.


Chapter 12

I navigate the backstage chaos with practiced ease, slipping past frantic PR handlers and security personnel too preoccupied with damage control to notice me. The corridors behind the main stage form a labyrinth of temporary walls and hastily established security checkpoints, all now abandoned as staff scramble to contain the fallout. I follow the sound of broken sobs to the main green room, pushing open the door without knocking to find Rajesh Kapoor—the titan of Indian industry, the self-proclaimed moral leader—curled in on himself in a leather armchair, his face buried in his hands, his shoulders heaving with each pathetic wail. How the mighty have fallen.

He doesn't even look up when I enter, too consumed by his own destruction to register my presence. The green room is lavish, befitting his status—plush furniture, a fully stocked bar, elaborate flower arrangements now wilting in their vases like his career prospects. A large mirror lined with lights dominates one wall, perfect for my purposes later. I pour myself a glass of his expensive scotch from the bar cart and take a casual seat opposite him.

"Quite the technical difficulty out there," I remark, swirling the amber liquid. "Not the launch you were hoping for, I imagine."

Rajesh's head snaps up, his tear-stained face contorting with confusion, then dawning recognition. "You," he croaks, voice raw from crying. "It was you, wasn't it?"

I smile, taking a slow sip. "The name’s Jack Hammer. Though I've worn many roles while infiltrating your life. Lifestyle consultant. Chauffeur. Guest. Friend." I lean forward, dropping my voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "Lover to your wife. And stepdaughter. Sometimes simultaneously, as you've now seen."

His face drains of what little color remains, mouth working silently as he processes my words. Understanding crashes over him in visible waves—the realization that his humiliation wasn't random bad luck but a meticulously orchestrated attack.

"Why?" he finally manages, the single syllable laden with despair.

"Why?" I repeat, setting my glass down with a sharp click. "Because men like you think you own the world. Because you treat people like disposable objects—your staff, your business partners, even your own family. You build empires on exploitation while preaching about values you never practice." I stand, looming over him. "I'm simply the karmic debt collector, Rajesh. And today, payment came due."

He lunges at me suddenly, a desperate man with nothing left to lose, but his attack is clumsy, fueled by emotion rather than skill. I sidestep easily, grabbing his wrist and twisting it behind his back, forcing him to his knees with a grunt of pain. He feels small beneath my grip, this man who once commanded boardrooms and intimidated competitors.

"You've ruined me," he sobs, no longer struggling. "My company... my reputation..."

"You ruined yourself," I correct him, releasing his arm and stepping back. "I just exposed the truth. Showed the world who you really are—a fraud, a hypocrite, a man whose own wife and stepdaughter prefer another man's cock to his presence."

The door opens behind us, and I don't need to turn to know who has arrived. The subtle scent of expensive perfume—Aishwarya's signature fragrance mingled with Alia's more youthful choice—fills the room. I glance over my shoulder to see them standing side by side, both still immaculately dressed despite the chaos they've just escaped, both looking at me with identical expressions of adoration and need.

"Right on time," I observe, turning fully to face them. "Close the door."

Alia obeys immediately, securing the lock with a soft click. Rajesh has pulled himself back into the armchair, staring at his wife and stepdaughter with a mixture of betrayal and disbelief, silently pleading with them to deny what they've all witnessed on those screens.

I snap my fingers once, a simple command that requires no explanation. Both women respond instantly, moving toward me in perfect synchronization, dropping to their knees on the plush carpet at my feet. The Kama Sutra Touch has worked its magic thoroughly—in this moment of crisis, with their social standing in ruins and scandal erupting around them, their only concern is pleasing me.

"No," Rajesh whispers, horror dawning as he watches his wife and stepdaughter kneel before his enemy. "Aishwarya... Alia... don't do this. Not here. Not now."

Neither woman acknowledges him. Their focus is entirely on me, on the bulge visible in my pants, their trained responses overriding any concern for his feelings or their reputations. Aishwarya's elegant fingers reach for my belt buckle, working it open with practiced ease while Alia unzips my fly, her smaller hands trembling slightly with anticipation.

"They can't help themselves," I explain to Rajesh, running my fingers through Aishwarya's perfectly styled hair. "The Kama Sutra Touch is ancient magic, beyond your understanding. One touch from me, and a woman becomes mine forever—her body, her desires, her very soul reprogrammed to serve me." I smile as understanding dawns in his eyes. "That's right, Rajesh. I didn't seduce them. I rewired them. They physically cannot resist me."

Together, Aishwarya and Alia free my cock from my pants, both women moaning appreciatively at the sight of it. Without prompting, they position themselves on either side of my shaft, beginning a coordinated attack that speaks to previous practice. Aishwarya takes the head into her mouth, her expert tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge, while Alia runs her lips and tongue along the side of my shaft, occasionally dipping down to gently suck one of my balls.

"Look at your perfect family now," I taunt, holding Rajesh's gaze as his wife deepthroats my cock with practiced skill. "The elegant socialite and the innocent stepdaughter, sharing a cock like professional whores. And not just any cock—the cock of the man who destroyed you."

Rajesh makes a sound like a wounded animal, his face contorted in agony that goes beyond physical pain. He tries to look away but can't seem to tear his eyes from the obscene spectacle—Aishwarya's lipstick smearing as she bobs on my length, Alia's tongue meeting her stepmother's at the base of my shaft, both women moaning as if this is the fulfillment of their deepest desires.

"Please," he begs, his voice cracking. "Stop this. I'll give you money. Anything you want."

I laugh, the sound cruel in the quiet room. "I don't want your money, Rajesh. I want your complete destruction. I want you to watch as the women you treated like trophies worship me. I want you to understand that everything you valued is now mine."

To emphasize my point, I grab a fistful of Aishwarya's hair, guiding her movements more forcefully, fucking her face with deliberate strokes that make her gag slightly. She doesn't resist, her eyes watering but still looking up at me with adoration as I use her mouth roughly. Beside her, Alia waits her turn, her hand already creeping beneath her dress to touch herself, aroused by watching her stepmother's degradation.

"They love it," I tell Rajesh, my voice thick with dominance and arousal. "Every dirty, degrading thing I do to them. Things you never had the imagination or skill to try. Watch carefully, Rajesh. This is just the beginning of what I'm going to do to them while you watch."

His shoulders slump in final defeat, his empire, reputation, and family all torn from him in a single evening. I close my eyes briefly, savoring the dual sensation of Aishwarya's hot mouth around my cock and the sweet taste of complete victory.

I tighten my grip on Aishwarya's hair, twisting the expensive silk strands around my fist until she winces. Her eyes water as I pull her head back slightly, positioning her face exactly where I want it. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying my cock deep in her throat in one brutal motion. She gags immediately, her throat constricting around my shaft, her manicured hands flying up to grip my thighs. Not to push me away—never that—but to steady herself as I begin to use her mouth with merciless efficiency.

"Look at your wife, Rajesh," I command, establishing a rhythm that has Aishwarya's head jerking with each thrust. "Look at how eagerly she chokes on my cock. Have you ever seen her like this? So desperate to please, so willing to be used?"

Rajesh makes a strangled sound from his chair, his eyes fixed on the obscene spectacle before him. His wife—the elegant socialite, former beauty queen, the woman he parades at charity galas and business functions—is on her knees, expensive sari pooling around her, mascara running down her cheeks as she gags and sputters around my invading cock. Saliva streams from the corners of her mouth, dripping onto the neckline of her designer blouse, the wet sounds of her struggle filling the quiet room.

I pull back just enough to let her gasp a quick breath before plunging back in, hitting the back of her throat with enough force to make her eyes roll back. "That's it," I encourage, my voice thick with dominance. "Take it all. Show your husband what a good little cocksucker you've become."

Aishwarya moans around my shaft, the vibration sending waves of pleasure up my spine. Her submission is complete—even with Rajesh watching, even with her reputation in ruins, her only concern is pleasing me. The Kama Sutra Touch has rewritten her desires so thoroughly that her husband's presence only heightens her arousal, adding an exhibitionistic thrill to her degradation.

"You know what she told me, Rajesh?" I continue, maintaining eye contact with him while fucking his wife's face. "She said you've never satisfied her. Said your soft little cock barely fills her. Said she has to fake her orgasms to protect your fragile ego."

Rajesh flinches as if physically struck, his hands gripping the armrests so tightly his knuckles turn white. I can see the last vestiges of his pride crumbling, replaced by a hollow acceptance of his complete humiliation.

I pull out of Aishwarya's mouth abruptly, leaving her gasping for air, a thick strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head of my cock. She looks up at me with devotion in her tear-streaked eyes, awaiting my next command. Instead of returning to her mouth, I turn my attention to Alia, who waits patiently beside her stepmother, her eyes dark with need.

"Your turn," I tell her, grabbing her arm and pulling her to her feet. I guide her toward the makeup counter, positioning her in front of the large mirror. "Bend over. Hands on the counter."

She complies instantly, bending at the waist and placing her palms flat on the glass surface, her eyes meeting mine in the reflection. The position thrusts her ass out invitingly, her short dress riding up her thighs. I flip the hem of her dress up onto her back, revealing a tiny black thong that does nothing to hide her arousal—the fabric is visibly soaked, a damp patch testament to how turned on she is by watching her stepmother's degradation.

"Look at how wet your stepdaughter is," I call to Rajesh, hooking my finger into the thin material and pulling it aside to expose her glistening pussy. "She's practically dripping at the thought of getting fucked in front of her daddy."

Alia moans at my words, pushing her ass back against my hand in silent plea. I position myself behind her, rubbing the head of my cock through her slick folds, coating it in her abundant arousal. Her breathing quickens, her fingers curling against the glass counter in anticipation.

"Please," she whimpers, her voice small but urgent. "Fuck me, Jack. I need it so badly."

I slam into her in one powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt in her tight heat. She cries out, her back arching sharply, her inner walls clenching around me in welcome. I grab her hips, using them as handles as I establish a brutal pace, each thrust driving her body forward against the counter.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her head dropping between her shoulders, dark hair cascading around her face. "So deep! Oh god, yes!"

The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, punctuated by Alia's increasingly desperate moans and Rajesh's muffled sobs. I watch his reflection in the mirror, forcing him to witness every moment of his stepdaughter's pleasure—pleasure he knows he could never give her. The knowledge that I'm not just fucking his stepdaughter but destroying his last shred of dignity sends a fresh surge of arousal through me, making my cock swell even larger inside her.

Aishwarya crawls to her stepdaughter's side, positioning herself where she can watch my cock disappearing into Alia's pussy. Without prompting, she begins to whisper encouragement, her tone maternal yet obscene.

"That's it, baby," she coos, reaching up to brush Alia's hair from her face. "Take his big cock. Show your father how a real man fucks. Show him what you've been missing."

I increase my pace, pounding into Alia with enough force to rattle the bottles of makeup and perfume lined up on the counter. Her moans rise in pitch, her pussy gripping me tighter with each thrust, the wet sounds of our coupling unmistakable in the quiet room.

"You see, Rajesh," I pant, never breaking my rhythm, "this is what happens when you treat women like possessions. They find someone who treats them like the sluts they truly are." I deliver a sharp slap to Alia's ass, leaving a perfect red handprint on her golden skin. "And they fucking love it."

As if to confirm my words, Alia cries out, her inner walls fluttering around my cock as an orgasm begins to build. "I'm going to cum," she announces, her voice breaking with each thrust. "Oh fuck, you're making me cum!"

"Look at your father," I command her, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her head up so she can see Rajesh's reflection in the mirror. "Look him in the eyes while you cum on my cock."

She obeys, her gaze finding her father's in the mirror as her orgasm crashes through her. Her face contorts with pleasure, mouth open in a silent scream, eyes glazed but locked with Rajesh's as her body convulses around my invading shaft. It's the ultimate humiliation—forcing him to witness not just his stepdaughter's taking but her complete surrender to pleasure he could never give her.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my brutal pace through her climax. "Let him see how much better I fuck you. Let him see what a slut his little girl really is."

Rajesh finally breaks, sliding from his chair to his knees on the carpet, his head bowed in complete defeat. "Please," he whispers, his voice barely audible over Alia's moans. "Haven't you done enough?"

I laugh, the sound cruel in the charged atmosphere. "Not even close," I tell him, still pounding into his stepdaughter while she trembles through the aftershocks of her orgasm. "I'm just getting started with your family."

Aishwarya moves to kneel beside Rajesh, but her eyes never leave my face, her loyalty entirely mine despite her husband's breakdown. "He owns us now," she tells Rajesh, her voice gentle but firm. "Body and soul. There's nothing you can do to change that."

I feel my release building at the base of my spine, my cock swelling inside Alia's tight heat as I drive toward climax. But I have no intention of finishing inside her—not when there's one final humiliation I can inflict on Rajesh. I pull out abruptly, leaving Alia whimpering at the sudden emptiness, her pussy clenching around nothing as she braces herself against the counter. I stroke my shaft with one hand while grabbing Aishwarya's hair with the other, dragging her in front of me from her position beside Rajesh.

"On your knees," I command, positioning her directly between her husband and myself. She complies instantly, settling onto her knees, her eyes locked on my cock as I continue to stroke it. "Open your blouse."

With trembling fingers, she unbuttons the expensive silk, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contains her magnificent breasts. Without waiting for further instruction, she reaches behind to unhook it, letting her breasts spill free, nipples already hardened into tight peaks of anticipation.

"Look at your wife, Rajesh," I taunt, my hand working faster on my shaft, pressure building with each stroke. "One last look before I mark her as mine forever."

Aishwarya tilts her head back, her lips parting, her tongue extending slightly in silent plea for my seed. Behind her, Rajesh watches with hollow eyes, all fight gone from him, reduced to a shell of the powerful man he once was. The sight of his complete defeat pushes me over the edge, my orgasm rushing through me like a tidal wave.

"Fuck!" I grunt as the first rope of cum erupts from my cock, painting a white streak across Aishwarya's left cheek and nose. She moans in response, her eyes closing in bliss as I continue to pump, directing the next shot across her parted lips and chin. The third and fourth spurts land on her exposed breasts, thick white rivulets sliding down the golden skin to pool in her cleavage.

I milk every last drop onto her, making sure Rajesh can see his wife coated in another man's seed, her expression one of reverent gratitude rather than disgust. When I finally finish, she looks like a debased goddess—her elegant features marked with my cum, her expensive clothing stained, her perfectly styled hair now tangled from my rough handling.

Without prompting, she begins to gather my seed with her fingers, bringing each coated digit to her mouth and sucking it clean with obvious enjoyment. "Thank you, sir," she whispers after swallowing the last drop she can reach, her voice carrying in the quiet room.

I tuck myself back into my pants and straighten my clothes, then extend my hands to both women, helping them to their feet. Alia adjusts her dress, smoothing it over her thighs though it does little to hide the evidence of our activities—her hair is wild, her makeup smudged, her lips swollen from earlier attention to my cock. Beside her, Aishwarya makes no attempt to clean her face or close her blouse, proudly displaying the marks of my ownership as she gathers her purse.

I turn to Rajesh, who remains on his knees, staring at nothing. "Enjoy the rest of your evening," I tell him, my voice dripping with mock courtesy. "I'd say it's been a pleasure, but we both know the pleasure was all mine—and theirs." I nod toward his wife and stepdaughter. "Don't wait up. They won't be coming home tonight."


Chapter 13

The private jet reaches cruising altitude, the soft hum of engines barely audible in the luxuriously appointed cabin. I sprawl across a butter-soft leather couch, tumbler of eighteen-year-old scotch in hand, savoring the sweet taste of victory as Mumbai's lights shrink to pinpricks below us.

The jet belongs to Rajesh Kapoor—or did, until approximately two hours ago when I had Kourtney transfer ownership to one of my shell companies. Just another asset stripped from the fallen titan, though hardly the most valuable. I glance at the three women moving around the cabin, each one a living trophy of my conquest, each one formerly connected to powerful men who underestimated me. Now they exist solely for my pleasure, their previous lives nothing but distant memories replaced by an all-consuming need to serve.

Kourtney moves with practiced efficiency behind the small bar, mixing drinks with the expertise of a woman raised in high society. Her blonde hair catches the soft cabin lighting, her curves still prominently displayed in that skintight red dress.

Across from her, Aishwarya has changed from her cum-stained outfit into a simple silk robe borrowed from the jet's bedroom suite. She's washed the visible evidence of our encounter from her face, but the memory lingers in her flushed cheeks and the way she instinctively turns toward me every few seconds, seeking approval.

Alia lounges in one of the plush seats, scrolling through her phone with a small smile playing on her lips.

"Market's opening in Hong Kong," she announces, holding up the screen to show me. "Kapoor Industries stock is down sixty-three percent in pre-trading. They've halted it twice already to prevent a complete freefall."

I sip my scotch, satisfaction warming my chest more than the alcohol. "And your father?"

"Trending worldwide," she replies, her tone detached, as if discussing a stranger rather than the man who raised her. "The video's everywhere. No major network is showing the explicit parts, of course, but the audio..." She trails off, scrolling further. "Oh, and three major investors have already publicly withdrawn from all Kapoor ventures. The board is calling an emergency meeting to discuss his removal."

Complete destruction, just as I planned. Rajesh Kapoor—the arrogant, cruel businessman who built an empire on exploitation and hypocrisy—reduced to a global laughingstock in the space of a single evening. His fortune crumbling, his reputation destroyed, his family turned against him. And I accomplished it all without firing a shot or breaking a single law—at least none that could be traced back to me.

I reach into the inside pocket of my jacket, extracting a small black leather notebook. The pages are filled with names, each one representing a target, each one a person who has caused suffering through their greed, cruelty, or corruption. I flip to the page marked "Kapoor, Rajesh" and draw a thick line through his name with my Mont Blanc pen, the sound of the nib scratching against paper oddly satisfying in the quiet cabin.

"Another one down," Kourtney observes, approaching with a fresh drink for me. She's been with me the longest, witnessed multiple targets fall under my systematic destruction. Her blue eyes gleam with understanding as she hands me the tumbler, her fingers lingering against mine. "How many left?"

"Enough," I reply, accepting the drink and patting the space beside me. She sits, the movement causing her dress to ride up her thighs. "But quality matters more than quantity."

Aishwarya joins us, settling gracefully on my other side, her robe parting to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of smooth thigh. "Are all your... conquests... on that list?" she asks, nodding toward the notebook.

"Not all," I admit, closing it and returning it to my jacket. "Some are simply pleasures. Others are stepping stones." I run a hand up her thigh, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. "You and Alia were both."

Alia sets her phone aside and glides toward us, dropping to her knees between my legs without prompting. Her hands rest on my thighs, her eyes looking up at me with naked adoration. "And what are we now?" she asks, fingers already working at my belt buckle.

"Assets," I answer truthfully, threading my fingers through her dark hair. "Beautiful, useful assets."

None of the women seem bothered by my candor. The Kama Sutra Touch ensures their happiness comes from pleasing me, their self-worth now defined by their ability to satisfy my desires. It's a form of power that goes beyond simple seduction or control—a complete rewiring of their priorities and pleasures.

"I think our master deserves a proper celebration of his victory," Kourtney suggests, sliding off the couch to kneel beside Alia. "Don't you agree, Aishwarya?"

The former socialite doesn't hesitate, joining the other two women on the carpet at my feet. The sight is intoxicating—three stunningly beautiful women kneeling before me, each one previously belonging to powerful men, each one now mine to command.

"Worship me," I order simply, leaning back as Alia finishes opening my pants, freeing my already hardening cock.

They work in perfect harmony, as if they've been sharing me for years rather than hours. Alia takes the lead, wrapping her lips around the head of my cock, sucking gently while her tongue swirls around the sensitive ridge. Kourtney leans in to lick along the shaft, her experienced tongue tracing the prominent vein from base to tip. Not to be outdone, Aishwarya dips lower, taking one of my balls into her hot mouth, moaning around it as if tasting something exquisite.

I spread my arms along the back of the couch, a king enjoying the service of his concubines, my eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure and satisfaction. The wet sounds of their attention fill the cabin, punctuated by their appreciative moans and my occasional grunt of approval. They take turns with the head, each bringing their unique skills—Alia's youthful enthusiasm, Kourtney's practiced technique, Aishwarya's elegant precision—creating a symphony of sensation that has my cock throbbing with each heartbeat.

As they continue their worship, my mind turns to the next name on my list: El Guero. Unlike Rajesh Kapoor, whose weapons were boardrooms and stock options, El Guero commands a different kind of empire—one built on blood, drugs, and terror. The Mexican cartel kingpin is responsible for countless deaths, his brutality legendary even among the violent world he inhabits. Taking him down will require different tactics, different approaches, but the endpoint will be the same: complete destruction.

I've already planted the seeds for my infiltration. My contacts in Mexico have established my cover identity, created the paper trail that will grant me access to El Guero's inner circle. And once inside, I'll identify the weaknesses, the leverage points—most likely the women in his orbit, starting with his wife Salma and stepdaughter Selena.

The thought of new conquests sends a fresh surge of arousal through me, making my cock swell in Kourtney's mouth, causing her to moan appreciatively around my girth. Soon, I'll have cartel women added to my collection—dangerous, exotic additions to the harem I'm building.

"Whose turn to swallow?" I ask casually, feeling my release approaching as Aishwarya takes me deep into her throat, her nose brushing against my pubic bone.

"Mine," Kourtney claims quickly, gently pushing Aishwarya aside to position herself. "I haven't tasted you since Mumbai."

I grab a fistful of her blonde hair, guiding her movements as my climax builds. "Open wide," I command, and she complies instantly, her mouth forming a perfect O as I explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum directly onto her waiting tongue. She swallows eagerly, her throat working to take every drop, her eyes never leaving mine, communicating her gratitude for being allowed this privilege.

When I finish, she licks her lips with a satisfied smile, then kisses Aishwarya and Alia in turn, sharing a trace of my taste with each of them. The sight of the three women kissing, united in their service to me, sends a final shiver of pleasure through my spent body.

I reach for my notebook again, flipping past Rajesh's crossed-out name to the next page, where "El Guero" is written in bold strokes. Below his name are details—locations, family connections, business associates—all the information I'll need for my next campaign of destruction.

"Ladies," I announce, tucking myself away as they look up expectantly, "we're heading to Mexico. Pack your bikinis." I run a finger down Alia's cheek, watching her lean into my touch. "I have a cartel to dismantle and a new collection of women to acquire."

El Guero won't know what hit him—until it's far too late.

.
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The Mexican sun beats down on my bronzed skin as I recline on the private balcony of my Cabo San Lucas villa, a glass of aged tequila sweating in my hand. Below, the azure waters of the Pacific crash against pristine beaches, a playground for the wealthy tourists who have no idea that true power—the kind that transforms lives and destroys empires—sits just above them, watching. I flex my fingers, feeling the ancient magic pulse beneath my skin. The Kama Sutra Touch. My gift. My weapon. Between my spread legs, Kourtney moans, her naked body glistening with sweat as she pleasures me with the devotion of a woman whose entire existence has been rewritten to serve.

Two weeks since we left Mumbai after destroying Rajesh Kapoor, and my appetite for conquest only grows. The notebook with my targets rests on the side table, waiting for my attention, but for now, I'm content to enjoy the fruits of previous victories. I run my fingers through Kourtney's blonde hair, admiring how the sunlight catches the expensive highlights that her ex-husband paid for before I took her from him.

"Please," she whimpers, looking up at me with those perfect blue eyes, mascara slightly smudged from earlier exertions. "Let me ride you. I need to feel you inside me."

I smile, enjoying her desperation. That's the beauty of the Kama Sutra Touch—it doesn't just make women want me; it transforms their entire being into vessels of desire, slaves to the pleasure only I can provide. One brush of my fingers against their skin, and the ancient magic rewires their very souls. Socialites, celebrities, wives of powerful men—all reduced to begging cum dumps, their former identities secondary to their need to please me. Ever since receiving this power a few months ago on my twenty first birthday, my life has changed.

"Show me how much you want it," I command, setting my glass aside and leaning back in the lounge chair.

Kourtney doesn't hesitate. She rises from her knees, her naked body a testament to the privileges of her former life as a trophy wife—perky breasts enhanced to perfection, flat stomach toned by exclusive personal trainers, tanned skin glowing with expensive treatments. All that wealth and privilege, and now she exists solely to satisfy my cock.

She straddles me, facing away, her ass presenting a perfect view as she positions herself over my hardened shaft. The anticipation has her already dripping, her arousal coating my length as she slowly lowers herself, taking me inch by inch with a long, trembling moan.

"Fuck," she gasps as she bottoms out, my cock buried to the hilt inside her tight heat. "So deep. So fucking deep."

Her body shudders as she adjusts to my size, her inner walls clenching around me in welcome. I give her a moment to savor the fullness before I grab her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh with enough pressure to leave bruises—marks of ownership she'll wear proudly.

"Move," I order, my voice thick with dominance. "Show me you deserve to be my favorite."

The words trigger something primal in her. She begins to ride me with frantic urgency, her body rising and falling in a desperate rhythm. Her ass slaps against my thighs with each downward motion, the sound echoing across the private balcony. She throws her head back, blonde hair cascading down her spine, sweat beading between her shoulder blades as she works herself on my cock.

"Yes," she pants, her voice breaking with each thrust. "Please tell me I'm still your favorite. Please, Jack. I need to be your best girl."

I laugh, the sound carrying a cruel edge that makes her pussy clench tighter around me. "You think you're special? After all the women I've had? Alia? Aishwarya?" I deliver a sharp slap to her ass, watching the flesh redden instantly. "You're just another hole to fill."

The degradation only fuels her desire—another effect of the Touch. She works harder, grinding her hips in circular motions, her desperation to prove her worth driving her to new heights of effort. Her movements grow more frenzied, less controlled, the pleasure overwhelming her trained poise.

"I'll be the best," she promises, reaching back to brace herself against my chest. The new angle drives me deeper, hitting spots inside her that make her thighs tremble. "Better than any of them. I'll do anything. Everything."

I grip her hips tighter, taking control of her movements, using her body for my pleasure rather than allowing her to set the pace. I lift her almost completely off my shaft before slamming her back down, the force of the impact drawing a sharp cry from her lips. Again and again, I impale her on my cock, treating her like the flesh toy she's become since I destroyed her husband and claimed her as my prize.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her body bounce on my lap, her breasts jiggling with each impact. "Just a fucktoy. My personal cum dump."

She moans at the degrading words, her head falling forward as she surrenders completely to my control. I increase the pace, driving her down onto my shaft with bruising force, feeling her pussy grow wetter with each thrust. The slick sound of our coupling mingles with her increasingly desperate whimpers, creating an erotic symphony against the backdrop of crashing waves below.

"Going to cum," she warns, her voice high and tight with approaching release. "Please, Jack, please let me cum on your cock."

"Look at me first," I command, reaching forward to grab a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back sharply. "Turn and look at me while you cum."

She twists her upper body, looking over her shoulder at me with watery eyes, lips parted in a silent plea. The submission in her gaze is intoxicating—this woman who once moved through elite social circles, who hosted charity galas and commanded attention wherever she went, now lives only for my approval, my pleasure, my permission to cum.

"Now," I grant, delivering another harsh slap to her ass. "Cum for me, slut."

The permission is all she needs. Her body convulses around me, inner walls clamping down on my cock with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. She screams my name, the sound echoing across the private balcony, likely carrying to the beach below. Her hips jerk uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her, her body completely at the mercy of sensations I control.

The sight of her coming undone pushes me toward my own release. I grip her hips with bruising force, holding her firmly in place as I thrust upward, driving deep into her quivering core. With a grunt of satisfaction, I explode inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her willing body, marking her from the inside just as my fingerprints mark her skin.

"Take it all," I growl, continuing to thrust through my climax, ensuring every drop fills her. "Every fucking drop."

She collapses against me, her body still twitching with aftershocks, my seed already beginning to leak from her well-used pussy. The conquest of Kourtney—like all the others before her—was just the beginning. As she lies trembling in my arms, I glance at the notebook waiting on the side table. El Guero. My next target. Another powerful man about to lose everything to the Kama Sutra Touch.
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