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Chapter 1

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.

Kourtney slides off my cock with a whimper of reluctance, my cum immediately beginning to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her inner thigh in a thick white rivulet. She doesn't try to clean it or close her legs to stop the flow—she knows I enjoy seeing my seed marking her. Instead, she drops to her knees between my legs, her blue eyes seeking mine for permission before she leans forward, her tongue extending to catch a drop of our combined fluids from the tip of my softening shaft.

"Clean me," I command, spreading my legs wider to grant her better access.

She moans with genuine pleasure at the task, taking my cock into her mouth with reverent care. Her technique is exquisite—the product of months under my control, learning exactly how I like to be serviced. She starts with gentle suction, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, gathering our mingled essence with obvious enjoyment. There's no disgust in her expression, no hesitation—only devotion and gratitude for being allowed to perform this intimate act of submission.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her blonde hair, not guiding her movements but establishing my control. "Show me what a good little cum dump you are."

Her eyes flutter closed at the degrading label, a soft moan vibrating around my shaft. The Kama Sutra Touch doesn't just make women sexually insatiable; it rewires their very perception of pleasure. Words that would have offended the former socialite now send shivers of arousal through her body. The transformation is absolute—from trophy wife to willing slave, her entire identity reconstructed around pleasing me.

Kourtney works her way down my shaft, her tongue tracing every vein, cleaning away every trace of our coupling with thorough attention. When she reaches the base, she doesn't stop—instead, she continues lower, taking one of my balls into her hot mouth, sucking gently while looking up at me for approval.

"Good girl," I praise, watching her cheeks hollow with the effort. "Make sure I'm perfectly clean."

She alternates between my testicles, lavishing each with equal attention, moaning as if tasting something exquisite rather than performing an act of subservience. When she's satisfied with her work, she places a final kiss on the tip of my cock before sitting back on her heels, hands resting palms-up on her thighs in a pose of offering—another behavior I've trained into her.

"Thank you for using me, Sir," she says, her voice husky from arousal and exertion. "May I please you in any other way?"

I consider her for a moment, enjoying the sight of the once-proud woman kneeling naked before me, my cum still leaking from her pussy onto the balcony floor. Her former life—the charity galas, the social status, the wealthy husband—now exists only as a fading memory, replaced by her all-consuming need to serve me.

"Sit at my feet," I direct, pointing to the space beside my lounge chair. "Massage my shoulders while I work."

She rises gracefully, years of cotillion training evident in her movements despite her current state of debasement. She positions herself on the floor beside my chair, her naked body gleaming with sweat and other fluids in the Mexican sun. Her hands find my shoulders, fingers kneading the muscle with perfect pressure—another skill she's developed solely for my benefit.

I reach for the leather notebook that sits on the side table, the physical manifestation of my mission. Each page contains a name, each name represents a target, and each target is a powerful man who deserves destruction. I've crossed off several already—corrupt executives, crooked politicians, exploitative businessmen like Rajesh Kapoor. Each one systematically dismantled, their power stripped away, their possessions—especially their women—claimed as spoils of my personal war.

I flip past the crossed-out names to the next target: El Guero. Unlike my previous conquests, who wielded power in boardrooms and political offices, El Guero's domain is the brutal world of drug cartels. His empire stretches across Mexico and into the United States, built on violence, addiction, and human suffering. The reports I've gathered detail his casual cruelty—rivals dissolved in acid baths, informants skinned alive, entire families executed to send messages. A monster wearing the mask of a businessman, hiding behind the facade of legitimate enterprises while flooding the streets with drugs and blood.

Kourtney's hands work a knot in my right shoulder, her breasts occasionally brushing against my arm as she shifts position. I can sense her curiosity about the notebook—she knows its significance but has learned not to ask direct questions about my targets unless invited.

"El Guero," I say, tapping the page with my index finger. "Mexican cartel kingpin. Controls most of the drug flow from Sinaloa through Baja. Worth billions, but you won't find him on any Forbes list."

She continues her massage, processing this information silently. Unlike Aishwarya and Alia, who remain in a luxury safe house in California, Kourtney accompanies me on all my missions. She's proven herself useful beyond sexual servitude—her social skills and ability to blend into elite circles make her a valuable asset in my infiltration strategies.

"He has a wife," I continue, flipping to the next page where a photograph shows a stunning Latina woman with full lips and haunted eyes. "Salma. Former beauty queen. Rumor has it she tried to escape him once. They found her brother's head in her bed the next morning. She hasn't tried to leave since."

Kourtney's hands pause momentarily on my shoulders before resuming their rhythmic pressure. Even in her transformed state, she recognizes the horror of such existence. It only reinforces her gratitude for her place in my world—used and degraded, perhaps, but protected and valued within the parameters I've established.

"And a stepdaughter," I add, turning to another photograph showing a younger woman with a rebellious pout and calculating eyes. "Selena. Pop star in Mexico. Daddy funds her career and keeps her supplied with whatever drugs she wants, as long as she maintains the innocent image that helps launder his reputation."

My strategy is already forming—infiltrate El Guero's organization under the guise of a security consultant, gain access to his inner circle, and identify the leverage points I need to bring him down. As with previous targets, the women in his life will be my primary weapons. One touch, one taste of the Kama Sutra's ancient power, and they'll become my willing informants, betraying his secrets between orgasms, helping me dismantle his empire from within.

I close the notebook, my decision made. "We leave for the mainland tomorrow," I tell Kourtney, setting the book aside and turning to cup her face in my hand. "Time to add some new conquests to my collection."

Her eyes darken with understanding rather than jealousy. She knows her place in my hierarchy—the first, but never the only. She leans into my touch, her lips parting slightly, already anticipating my next command.

"Yes, Sir," she whispers, acceptance and submission in every syllable. "I'll pack our things."


Chapter 2

El Guero's hacienda rises from the Sinaloan landscape like a medieval fortress, its high walls crowned with razor wire and security cameras disguised as decorative elements. Armed guards patrol the perimeter with military precision, their bulges beneath loose shirts revealing more firepower than some small countries possess. The iron gates swing open for our convoy—three black SUVs with tinted windows, arranged by my local contact to reinforce my cover identity. I straighten my custom-tailored suit as we approach the main house, a sprawling Spanish colonial mansion with pristine white walls and terracotta roof tiles that probably cost more than most of the workers here make in a decade.

Kourtney sits beside me in the lead vehicle, transformed from naked plaything to professional assistant. Her blonde hair is pulled back in a severe bun, designer glasses perched on her nose, tablet in hand as if she's ready to take notes. Only I know that beneath her conservative pencil skirt and blouse, she wears nothing but a thin thong—ready to serve my needs whenever I desire.

"Remember," I tell her as the SUV slows to a stop in the circular driveway, "you're just my executive assistant. Keep your eyes down, speak only when spoken to."

"Yes, Sir," she responds, her voice modulated to professional detachment despite the honorific she can't help but use.

Our driver opens the door, and I step into the punishing Mexican heat. My cover is meticulously constructed—Jack Hammer, American "fixer" and private military contractor who specializes in cleaning up messy situations for wealthy clients with problematic businesses. My fabricated resume includes extracting kidnapped oil executives in Nigeria, eliminating evidence trails for Wall Street criminals, and providing security consultation for Eastern European oligarchs. All the kinds of services a cartel leader might find valuable.

The front doors of the hacienda swing open, and El Guero himself emerges, flanked by four bodyguards whose eyes constantly scan the surroundings. In person, he's even more intimidating than his photographs suggest—tall and lean, with salt-and-pepper hair swept back from a face that might be handsome if not for the coldness in his eyes. He wears a pristine white linen suit tailored to perfection, a stark contrast to the darkness I know lurks beneath the civilized facade.

"Señor Hammer," he greets me, his English carrying only a slight accent. "Welcome to my home." He extends his hand, and I shake it firmly, noting the expensive watch on his wrist—a Patek Philippe that costs more than most houses.

"Mr. Guero," I respond, matching his formal tone. "Appreciate the invitation. I don't usually do house calls, but your reputation precedes you."

He smiles, a predator's expression that never reaches his eyes. "As does yours. Your work in Bogotá last year was... impressive. The Colombian authorities still have no leads."

I nod, accepting the compliment without confirming or denying the reference to a cartel massacre that was, in reality, a rival organization's work. My fictional reputation serves me well.

"Please," he gestures toward the entrance, "come inside. The heat is unbearable this time of year."

As we move toward the door, a woman appears in the entrance—Salma, El Guero's wife. His MILF wife, to be exact. The photographs didn't do her justice. She's breathtaking in a way that transcends conventional beauty—tall and curvaceous, with thick dark hair falling in loose waves past her shoulders. Her face belongs on magazine covers—high cheekbones, full lips painted a deep red, and large, expressive eyes framed by long lashes. She wears a simple white sundress that somehow manages to look both modest and provocative on her spectacular figure.

But it's the expression in her eyes that catches my attention—a resigned emptiness behind the practiced smile, the look of a caged animal that has given up hoping for escape. This is a woman who has learned to survive by becoming what her captor demands, hiding her true self so deeply she might have forgotten it exists.

"My wife, Salma," El Guero introduces her with the casual possessiveness of a man displaying an expensive artwork. "Salma, this is Mr. Hammer, the American consultant I mentioned."

She steps forward, extending a delicate hand adorned with a diamond ring large enough to buy a small island. "A pleasure to meet you, Mr. Hammer," she says, her voice a melodic contralto with the slightest tremor of anxiety. "Welcome to our home."

I take her offered hand, but instead of the formal handshake she expects, I turn her palm upward, my thumb brushing deliberately across the sensitive skin of her inner wrist. In that moment of contact, I release the Kama Sutra Touch, sending its ancient power coursing into her bloodstream like liquid fire.

The effect is immediate and dramatic. Her pupils dilate so rapidly they nearly swallow the brown of her irises, her lips parting on a silent gasp as the first wave of unnatural desire crashes through her system. I feel her pulse leap beneath my thumb, her body temperature rising perceptibly as the Touch rewires her neural pathways, transforming her very being at the cellular level.

"The pleasure is all mine," I respond, holding her gaze as the transformation takes hold.

She sways slightly on her feet, her free hand moving unconsciously to her throat, fingers splaying across her collarbone as if trying to contain the heat suddenly blooming in her chest. A flush creeps up her neck, staining her cheeks with color that has nothing to do with the Mexican sun. Her thighs press together subtly, a reflexive response to the sudden flood of arousal between her legs.

"Are you well, my dear?" El Guero asks, noticing her strange reaction but misinterpreting its cause. "Perhaps you should sit down. The heat affects even those of us accustomed to it."

"I'm... fine," she manages, her voice now husky with suppressed desire. Her eyes never leave mine, wide with confusion and dawning hunger. "Just a momentary... dizziness."

I release her hand reluctantly, satisfied with the connection I've established. The Touch works differently on each woman, influenced by their unique personalities and hidden desires. In Salma, I can already see the emergence of something desperate and primal—years of suppression and control creating a perfect vacuum for the Touch to fill with insatiable need.

"Perhaps Mrs. Guero could show me where I might freshen up before our meeting," I suggest smoothly. "International travel always leaves one feeling somewhat... disheveled."

El Guero nods, completely oblivious to the invisible bond now forming between his wife and the man he's invited into his sanctuary. "Of course. Salma, show Mr. Hammer to the guest washroom. I'll wait in my study."

"Yes," she whispers, then clears her throat, attempting to regain her composure. "Yes, of course. This way, Mr. Hammer."

As she turns to lead me into the hacienda, I notice the slight tremble in her legs, the way her breathing has quickened, the almost imperceptible dampness forming on the back of her white dress. She glances over her shoulder, her eyes now dark with confused desire, silently communicating a need she doesn't yet understand but cannot deny.

The first piece on the chessboard has been moved. El Guero's queen is now mine to command, though she doesn't fully comprehend it yet. By sunset, she'll be on her knees begging for my touch, revealing every secret her husband has kept hidden, betraying the man who has kept her captive for the promise of pleasure only I can provide.

***

Salma leads me down a hallway adorned with priceless artwork—cartel money laundered through legitimate collecting—her hips swaying with hypnotic rhythm as she struggles to maintain her composure. Each step seems to intensify the Touch coursing through her veins, her breathing growing more labored, skin flushing visibly even in the dim interior lighting. She glances over her shoulder, catching me watching her, and her pupils dilate further, tongue darting out to moisten suddenly dry lips. Without a word, she veers from our path, opening a heavy wooden door and gesturing me inside what appears to be a private study. The moment I cross the threshold, she follows, closing and locking the door behind us with trembling fingers.

"What is happening to me?" she whispers, leaning against the door, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "I feel... I need..."

I smile, enjoying the confusion in her eyes as the Touch rewrites her desires, turning the proud cartel wife into a vessel of desperate need. "You know exactly what you need, Salma. You've needed it your entire life."

She shakes her head, a final attempt at resistance, but her body has already surrendered. Her hand moves to her breast, squeezing unconsciously as the heat between her legs becomes unbearable. I can see the moment her last defenses crumble—her eyes go from confused to hungry, her posture changing from uncertain to predatory.

"Yes," she breathes, pushing off from the door and moving toward me with newfound purpose. "I need you. Inside me. Now."

She reaches me in three quick strides, her hands immediately going to my belt, fingers working the buckle with frantic urgency. The transformation is complete—the reserved, controlled wife of a dangerous man replaced by a creature of pure desire, focused solely on satisfying the hunger I've awakened in her.

"I've never felt like this," she admits, dropping to her knees as she unzips my pants, her hands trembling with anticipation. "It's like fire in my veins. Like I'll die if I don't taste you."

I allow her to free my cock, already hard from the anticipation of her submission. Her eyes widen at the sight, a soft moan escaping her lips as she takes in my size and thickness. Without hesitation, she leans forward, wrapping her perfectly painted lips around the head, her tongue swirling with an expertise that suggests this isn't her first time on her knees—though perhaps the first time she's done it with genuine enthusiasm rather than duty.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her thick, dark hair, feeling its silky texture against my skin. "Show me how desperate you are for it."

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending ripples of pleasure up my spine. Her technique is surprisingly skillful—a combination of suction, tongue movement, and the perfect amount of pressure that speaks to experience, likely born from years of submitting to El Guero's demands. But there's something different now, a genuine hunger driving her movements as she takes me deeper, her hand wrapping around the base of my shaft to work what doesn't fit in her mouth.

Her famous lips—I've seen them in photographs from her beauty queen days—stretch obscenely around my girth, the deep red lipstick beginning to smear as she bobs her head with increasing fervor. Her free hand moves to cup my balls, massaging them gently as she works my cock with growing confidence.

But I'm not interested in a gentle, skilled blowjob. I want to establish dominance immediately, to ensure she understands her new role in my plans. Without warning, I tighten my grip in her hair, holding her head still as I thrust forward, pushing my cock deep into her throat in one smooth motion.

Her eyes widen in shock, tears immediately springing up as her gag reflex triggers. But instead of pulling away, she yields completely, relaxing her throat to accommodate my invasion. Her hands move to my thighs, not to push me back but to steady herself as I begin to use her mouth with ruthless efficiency.

"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 study as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, her eyes watering, mascara beginning to run down her cheeks. Saliva builds and spills from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto the pristine white of her sundress. 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. "El Guero's perfect wife, on her knees in his own home, choking on another man's cock. Is this what you think about during those cartel parties? Those family dinners with his associates? 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.

Through the haze of pleasure, I remind myself of my mission. This isn't just about sexual conquest—it's about information, about leverage, about dismantling El Guero's empire from within. Each woman I turn becomes both a weapon and an intelligence source, their newfound devotion to me overriding any previous loyalties.

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. She looks up at me with desperate confusion, silently begging for my cock back in her mouth.

"Tell me, Salma," I say, gripping my shaft and tracing the head across her parted lips, leaving a glistening trail of pre-cum. "How badly do you want to continue?"

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking I've just given her. "I need it. I need you. I've never felt this way before. It's like... like you've awakened something inside me."

"And if I asked you to tell me things—private things about your husband—in exchange for this pleasure?" I press, testing the strength of the Touch, seeing how far her new loyalty already extends.

Her response comes without hesitation, proving the complete rewiring of her priorities. "Anything. I'll tell you anything you want to know. Just please... don't stop."

I smile, satisfied with her submission but not ready to finish here. "Stand up," I command, tucking myself back into my pants despite her whimper of disappointment. "We're just getting started. And I have something much better in mind for that perfect body of yours."

I grab Salma's arm, pulling her to her feet with enough force to make her gasp. Her eyes are glassy with unsatisfied desire, mascara smudged down her cheeks, lips swollen and red from the rough treatment I've just given them. Without a word, I turn her and guide her toward the massive oak desk that dominates the center of the study. She moves without resistance, her body pliant under my hands, completely surrendered to whatever I desire. When we reach the desk, I place my palm between her shoulder blades and push her down, bending her at the waist until her cheek presses against the polished wood surface, her hands instinctively reaching forward to grip the opposite edge.

"Please," she whimpers, already understanding what's coming next, her hips shifting restlessly in anticipation. "I need you inside me."

I run my hands down her back, feeling the tremors of desire beneath the thin fabric of her sundress. When I reach her hips, I gather the material in my fists and slowly pull it upward, revealing inch after inch of her flawless olive skin. Her thighs are toned and shapely, her ass a perfect round curve that seems designed for a man's grip. As the dress rises higher, I discover she's wearing nothing underneath—no panties to impede access to what now belongs to me.

"Look at you," I taunt, flipping the dress all the way up to her lower back, fully exposing her. "The cartel queen, bent over her husband's desk, bare and ready for another man's cock. What would El Guero think if he saw you now?"

She moans at my words, the degradation only fueling her arousal—another effect of the Touch. Her pussy is visibly wet, glistening lips already swollen and parted in invitation, a thin trickle of arousal trailing down one inner thigh. The sight is intoxicating—this beautiful, powerful woman reduced to a state of desperate need by my supernatural gift.

I position myself behind her, unzipping my pants once more to free my cock. I run the head through her slick folds, coating it in her abundant wetness, teasing her entrance without penetrating. She pushes back against me, trying to impale herself, a broken sob escaping her throat when I pull away slightly.

"Beg for it," I command, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint on her golden skin. "Tell me how badly you need my cock."

"Please," she gasps, all pride and dignity forgotten. "Please fuck me. I need it so badly. I've never felt like this before—like I'll die if you don't fill me. Please, Mr. Hammer, fuck me hard!"

Hearing El Guero's refined wife begging in such vulgar terms sends a surge of power through me. Without further preamble, I grab her hips and thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. Her inner walls clamp down around me immediately, hot and tight and welcoming.

"Fuck!" she screams, her voice echoing in the wood-paneled room, loud enough that I briefly wonder if we might be heard. But the Touch ensures she's beyond caring about such concerns—her entire being focused solely on the pleasure I'm giving her. "Yes! Oh God, yes!"

I establish a merciless rhythm, pounding into her with enough force to drive her body forward across the desk surface. Papers scatter, a pen holder topples, but neither of us pays any attention to the disorder. Each thrust draws another cry from her lips, each withdrawal a whimper of temporary loss before I fill her again. The wet sound of our coupling mingles with her increasingly desperate moans, creating an obscene symphony in the once-dignified space.

"You feel that?" I growl, maintaining my brutal pace while leaning forward to speak directly into her ear. "Feel how perfectly you take my cock? Like your body was made for it?"

"Yes," she agrees frantically, turning her head to look back at me, her face transformed by pleasure. "Made for you. Only for you. No one has ever... ever made me feel like this."

I straighten up, grabbing a fistful of her thick dark hair and pulling, arching her back into an even more submissive position. The new angle allows me to hit deeper, each thrust bottoming out inside her, the head of my cock striking places that draw increasingly frantic sounds from her throat.

Now comes the critical part—extracting information while she's lost in pleasure, her defenses completely dismantled by the Kama Sutra Touch. I maintain my pace but shift my approach, mixing questions with the degradation and praise.

"You want to cum on my cock, don't you?" I ask, delivering another sharp slap to her ass that makes her clench tighter around me.

"Yes!" she cries, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Please let me cum! I'm so close!"

I slow my pace deliberately, drawing a desperate whine from her. "Tell me where the main product is stored," I demand, my voice firm despite the pleasure coursing through my own body. "Where's the warehouse, Salma? Tell me, and I'll make you cum harder than you ever have in your life."

She stiffens briefly, some distant part of her mind recognizing the dangerous territory we're entering. But the Touch is stronger than any loyalty or fear, her need for sexual fulfillment overriding all other concerns. I feel her resistance crumbling with each slow, deep thrust.

"I... I shouldn't..." she begins, but I cut her off by reaching beneath her to find her clit, circling the swollen bud with my thumb while driving deep inside her.

"You belong to me now," I remind her, pressing harder on her clit. "Your body, your pleasure, your secrets—all mine. Tell me what I want to know, and I'll reward you beyond imagination."

Her last defenses shatter like glass. "Puerto Vallarta!" she gasps, her inner walls fluttering around my cock as her orgasm approaches. "The main warehouse is in Puerto Vallarta. Old cannery building on the north docks. Looks abandoned but has state-of-the-art security inside. That's where... where they process everything before distribution!"

Satisfied with this critical intelligence, I reward her immediately, resuming my punishing pace while continuing to work her clit with precise movements. "Good girl," I praise, feeling her body trembling beneath me. "Now cum for me. Cum all over my cock."

The permission combined with the renewed intensity pushes her over the edge. Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. She buries her face against the desk to muffle her scream, her hands white-knuckled as they grip the edge, her back arching sharply as wave after wave of pleasure courses through her.

"Jack!" she wails, using my first name for the first time, the formality between us shattered along with her loyalty to her husband. "Oh god, Jack! Yes! Yes! Fuuuuck!"

I maintain my rhythm through her climax, prolonging her pleasure while savoring the tight grip of her convulsing walls around my cock. Her entire body shakes with aftershocks, small whimpers escaping her lips as I continue to thrust into her oversensitive pussy. The sensation of her pulsing around me pushes me over the edge—I grip her hips hard enough to bruise and drive deep inside her one final time, groaning as I empty myself completely, marking her from the inside in the most primal way possible.

As her orgasm subsides, she collapses against the desk, boneless with satisfaction, her breathing ragged, a thin sheen of sweat making her golden skin glow in the filtered light of the study. I slow my pace but don't withdraw, keeping my cock buried inside her as I lean over her back, my lips close to her ear.

"That was just the beginning," I whisper, feeling her shiver beneath me. "You're mine now, Salma. And we have so much more to discuss about your husband's business."

She turns her head slightly, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of post-orgasmic haze and newfound devotion. "Anything," she promises, her voice barely audible. "I'll tell you anything you want to know."

The Puerto Vallarta information is exactly what I needed—the first concrete piece of El Guero's empire that I can target. I file it away mentally, already planning how to use it while maintaining my cover. But first, I have more intelligence to gather from this willing source—and a stepdaughter to meet by the pool.

I pull out of Salma with deliberate slowness, savoring her whimper of loss as I leave her empty and wanting more. She remains bent over the desk, her dress still bunched around her waist, my handprints visible on her ass, her thighs trembling with the aftereffects of her intense orgasm. Her pussy glistens with her arousal, slightly red and swollen from the pounding I've given it. I tuck myself back into my pants, straightening my clothing with practiced efficiency while she struggles to gather herself, her breath still coming in ragged gasps.

"Clean yourself up," I instruct, handing her a box of tissues from the desk. "Your husband is waiting to discuss business with me."

She nods, slowly pushing herself upright, wincing slightly at the movement. The transformation in her is remarkable—from the cold, distant cartel wife to this thoroughly debased creature who just betrayed her husband's biggest secrets between moans of pleasure. She smooths her dress down with trembling hands, attempting to restore some semblance of her former dignity.

"Will I... will I see you again?" she asks, her voice small and uncertain as she wipes between her legs.

I cup her chin, forcing her to meet my gaze. "I own you now," I tell her simply. "I'll use you whenever and however I please. And you'll tell me everything I want to know about your husband's business."

"Yes," she agrees without hesitation, leaning into my touch like a cat seeking affection. "Whatever you want. Whenever you want it."

I check my appearance in a small mirror hanging on the wall, ensuring no trace of our activities is visible. Salma does the same, reapplying her lipstick and fixing her hair as best she can. She still looks slightly disheveled, her eyes holding a glazed quality that speaks of recent pleasure, but nothing that would immediately raise suspicion.


Chapter 3

I leave her in the study to finish composing herself and step into the hallway, closing the door behind me. I've barely taken three steps when El Guero appears around a corner, accompanied by one of his security men. He smiles when he sees me, completely unaware that I've just fucked his wife into submission and extracted valuable intelligence about his operation.

"Ah, Mr. Hammer," he greets me, extending his hand. "I hope you found the facilities adequate."

I shake his hand, maintaining a professional demeanor while inwardly savoring the irony. "More than adequate," I assure him. "Your home is impressive."

He claps me on the shoulder like we're old friends, his brutal reputation momentarily disguised beneath a veneer of hospitality. "Excellent! I thought perhaps we could discuss business over dinner tonight. My chef is preparing his famous chili rellenos."

"Looking forward to it," I respond with just the right amount of enthusiasm. "In the meantime, I should conduct a preliminary security assessment of the grounds. My clients expect thoroughness."

El Guero nods approvingly. "Of course, of course. Miguel here will show you whatever you need to see." He gestures to the stone-faced security man beside him. "Though I must ask you to avoid the east wing—private family quarters."

"Understood," I assure him, making a mental note to find a way into those quarters at the earliest opportunity. "I'll focus on the perimeter security first. Standard procedure."

"Excellent." He checks his watch—a Patek Philippe that probably cost more than most people's houses. "I have some business calls to make. Feel free to explore the grounds. My stepdaughter is by the pool if you need anything else." His tone when mentioning Selena carries a hint of irritation, suggesting their relationship isn't as warm as the public image they project.

"Appreciate it," I reply, already planning my next move. "I'll report my initial findings at dinner."

El Guero nods and continues down the hallway, disappearing into what I assume is his office. Miguel stands silently, waiting for instructions. I wave him off casually. "I prefer to conduct my initial survey alone. Helps me notice details that might otherwise be overlooked."

The security man looks uncertain, but El Guero's implicit trust in me apparently extends to his staff. With a curt nod, he steps back, allowing me to proceed unaccompanied. Perfect.

I navigate through the hacienda, memorizing the layout as I go. The architecture provides natural chokepoints that could be useful later—narrow hallways, single staircases, limited exits from major rooms. The security setup is impressive but not impenetrable, designed primarily to keep threats out rather than contain what's inside. Useful information for when the time comes to dismantle El Guero's operation.

Following the sound of music and laughter, I make my way to the back of the property where a massive infinity pool stretches toward the horizon, offering spectacular views of the surrounding mountains. The pool area is a study in cartel luxury—imported Italian tile, custom loungers with plush cushions, a fully stocked outdoor bar staffed by a young man who keeps glancing nervously at the group of young women gathered at the far end.

Selena reclines on the largest lounger, surrounded by three friends who hang on her every word. Her beauty is different from her stepmother's—younger, more deliberate in its presentation. Where Salma possesses a natural, mature allure, Selena has constructed herself like a pop star Barbie doll, every element carefully calculated for maximum impact.

Her body is flawless—slender but curvy in all the right places, her skin a perfect golden tan that gleams with some kind of body oil. Her tiny bikini is barely functional, the bright red fabric contrasting dramatically with her skin tone, the top struggling to contain breasts that look suspiciously perfect for her frame. Her dark hair falls in beach waves to the middle of her back, highlighted with caramel streaks that catch the sunlight.

I position myself near a security light fixture, pretending to examine it while listening to their conversation. Selena's voice carries across the pool area, loud and entitled, making no attempt to hide her complaints from the staff.

"He's so fucking controlling," she whines, gesturing with a fruity cocktail that sloshes dangerously close to the rim. "Like, I'm twenty-three years old! I don't need a fucking curfew or bodyguards following me everywhere!"

Her friends make appropriate noises of sympathy, though I note the calculation behind their eyes—these aren't true friends but social climbers, attracted to the money and protection that comes with Selena's position in El Guero's world.

"And Salma," Selena continues, her voice dripping with disdain, "acting all high and mighty like she's my real mom or something. She's barely fifteen years older than me! Just because she spread her legs for my father doesn't give her the right to tell me what to do."

I continue my examination of the light fixture, moving closer to their group with each adjustment. When I'm within a few feet of Selena's lounger, I deliberately loosen a wire, causing the light to flicker. The movement catches her attention.

"Hey, you," she calls, snapping her fingers at me like I'm a servant. "The light's broken. Fix it."

I turn, offering a professional smile. "Yes, Miss. I was just noticing that. I'm Jack Hammer, security consultant."

She looks me up and down with undisguised interest, her gaze lingering on my chest and arms where my tailored shirt reveals enough to suggest the physique beneath. Her expression shifts from entitled irritation to something more predatory.

"Security, huh?" She holds out her empty glass without looking at it. "Take this for me while you're fixing things."

The moment her fingers brush against mine during the handoff, I activate the Kama Sutra Touch, releasing its supernatural power into her system. The effect is immediate and unmistakable. Her eyes widen, pupils expanding rapidly until only a thin ring of brown remains visible. Her lips part on a silent gasp, the empty glass slipping from her suddenly nerveless fingers to land on the cushion beside her.

"Oh," she breathes, the single syllable loaded with sudden, overwhelming desire. A visible shudder runs through her body, her nipples hardening instantly against the thin fabric of her bikini top. "I... what..."

Her friends exchange confused glances, one of them waving a hand in front of Selena's face. "Hello? Earth to Selena? Are you okay?"

Selena ignores them completely, her focus entirely on me as the Touch rewires her neural pathways, transforming her spoiled princess attitude into raw, desperate need. She sits up straighter, unconsciously pushing her chest forward, her tongue darting out to wet suddenly dry lips.

"I think we need to discuss the security situation in the guest house," she says, her voice dropped an octave, now husky with obvious arousal. "Privately." She stands, adjusting her bikini unnecessarily, drawing attention to her perfect body. "Right now."

Her friends gape at the sudden change in her demeanor, but Selena pays them no mind, her eyes never leaving mine as she steps closer, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her skin.

"The guest house has some... vulnerable points that need your immediate attention," she continues, the double entendre so obvious even her friends exchange knowing looks. "Follow me."

As she turns to lead me away from the pool, I catch a glimpse of her face—the spoiled brat persona completely evaporated, replaced by naked hunger and a desperate need to submit to the man who now owns her body and soul. The second piece in my chess game against El Guero has just fallen into my hands.


Chapter 4

The guest house sits at the far edge of El Guero's property, a discreet distance from the main hacienda but close enough to be protected by the same security perimeter. Selena leads me along a stone path, her hips swaying with hypnotic rhythm, occasionally glancing over her shoulder to ensure I'm following, as if there's any chance I wouldn't be. Her eyes hold a glazed quality, her breathing visibly irregular, her skin flushed with the effects of the Kama Sutra Touch. When we reach the guest house—a smaller but equally luxurious structure with its own private terrace—she fumbles with the key, her hands trembling with anticipation. The moment the door closes behind us, she transforms completely.

"I need you," she gasps, launching herself at me with surprising force, her hands clawing at my shirt buttons. "I don't understand what's happening to me, but I've never wanted anyone like this. It's like I'm burning from the inside out."

I allow her this aggression, curious to see how the Touch manifests in a younger, more impulsive subject. Where Salma's transformation balanced submission with desperation, Selena's reveals a primal, almost feral need to satisfy the sudden, overwhelming desire coursing through her veins.

"Take your clothes off," I command, stepping back to give her space. "Let me see what you're offering."

She doesn't hesitate, doesn't attempt coy seduction or playful strip-tease. With frantic movements, she reaches behind her back, untying her bikini top and letting it fall to the floor, revealing perfectly shaped breasts—definitely surgically enhanced, but expertly done, the scars virtually invisible. Her nipples are already hard, puckered and dark against her golden skin. Without pausing, she hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms and pushes them down her long legs, stepping out of them to stand completely naked before me.

Her body is a testament to privilege and vanity—every inch sculpted through expensive trainers and carefully monitored nutrition, perhaps with surgical assistance beyond just the breasts. Her stomach is flat and toned, a small jewel glinting in her navel. Between her legs, she's completely bare, her pussy lips visibly swollen and glistening with arousal, a small tattoo of a butterfly just above her mound serving as an ironic symbol of innocence she clearly shed long ago.

"Do you like what you see?" she asks, running her hands down her sides, not in the practiced movements of a seductress but with the urgent need of a woman desperate to be touched.

"Turn around," I order instead of answering.

She complies immediately, giving me a view of her back and ass—both flawless, her buttocks round and firm, the tan lines from her tiny bikini creating a striking contrast against her skin.

"Now come here."

Again, she obeys without question, moving toward me with predatory grace. When she reaches me, her hands resume their work on my clothing, unbuttoning my shirt and pushing it off my shoulders, her breath catching as she reveals my chest and abs. Her fingers trace the defined muscles with reverent appreciation before moving to my belt, unfastening it with surprising dexterity given her trembling hands.

"I need your cock inside me," she declares, her voice husky with desire as she unzips my pants. "Right now. I can't wait another second."

When she frees my erection, her eyes widen appreciatively, a soft moan escaping her lips. "Fuck," she whispers, wrapping her fingers around my shaft, testing its girth. "You're huge."

Without further preamble, she pushes me backward toward the king-sized bed that dominates the center of the room. I allow it, curious to see how far she'll take this aggressive approach. When the backs of my knees hit the mattress, she gives me a firm shove, sending me sitting onto the edge of the bed. Before I can move, she straddles my lap, her knees on either side of my hips, her wet pussy sliding against my shaft without taking me inside.

"I'm going to ride you," she announces, reaching between us to position my cock at her entrance. "I'm going to fuck you better than any woman ever has."

With that declaration, she sinks down, taking my entire length in one fluid motion that draws gasps from both of us. She's incredibly tight despite her obvious experience, her inner walls gripping me like a custom-made glove. She pauses momentarily, adjusting to my size, her eyes closed, bottom lip caught between her teeth.

"So big," she breathes, beginning to move in small circles, grinding against me rather than lifting up. "So fucking big."

I grab her hips, establishing my dominance despite her aggressive start. "Turn around," I command. "I want to watch that ass bounce on my cock."

She complies instantly, the Touch ensuring she prioritizes my pleasure above her own preferences. With surprising agility, she lifts herself off my shaft and spins around without dismounting my lap entirely, then reaches behind to guide me back to her entrance. This time when she sinks down, her back is to my chest, giving me the perfect view of her ass and the erotic sight of my cock disappearing inside her.

"Oh fuck," she moans, leaning forward slightly and placing her hands on my knees for leverage. The position opens her completely to my gaze, her pussy stretching around my girth, her asshole visible above, the sight obscenely perfect. "Yes. Oh god, yes."

She begins to ride me in earnest, using her powerful thigh muscles to lift herself almost completely off my shaft before slamming back down. Each impact makes her ass jiggle, the flesh rippling in hypnotic waves. She throws her head back, dark hair cascading down her spine, occasional Spanish phrases mingling with her English profanities as pleasure overwhelms her.

"Más duro! Fuck! So good! Así! Así!" She increases her pace, her movements becoming more frantic, less controlled. "Never felt... never like this... what are you doing to me?"

I let her set the rhythm for now, enjoying the show while planning my approach. Unlike her stepmother, Selena will need different handling to extract the information I need. Where Salma responded to dominance and degradation, Selena might require more manipulation of her rebellious nature, her obvious desire to spite her stepfather.

I reach around to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. The pain seems to heighten her pleasure, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock with each twist. Her body is an instrument I'm quickly learning to play, each touch eliciting precisely the response I want.

"You like that?" I ask, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that leaves a perfect red handprint. "You like being used like a little slut?"

"Yes!" she cries, the admission seeming to surprise even her. "Use me! Fuck me harder!"

I grasp her hips firmly, taking control of the pace, pulling her down onto my cock with bruising force while thrusting upward to meet each descent. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the guest house, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans and my own controlled breathing.

"Your stepdaddy would kill me if he could see you now," I taunt, testing her reaction. "His precious little princess, bouncing on a stranger's cock like a two-dollar whore."

The words trigger something primal in her, a combination of rebellious thrill and deeper taboo that makes her walls clench around me with surprising strength. "Fuck him," she spits, increasing her pace, her movements becoming more erratic. "He thinks he owns me. Controls me. He doesn't know... doesn't know what I do... who I really am..."

Interesting. The Touch amplifies existing emotions, and clearly, Selena harbors significant resentment toward El Guero. This could be useful leverage.

"Tell me about the real you," I urge, maintaining the punishing rhythm, one hand sliding from her hip to her clit, circling the sensitive bud with precise movements that have her thighs trembling immediately. "Tell me what your stepdaddy doesn't know."

She moans, caught between answering and surrendering to the pleasure building in her core. Her body moves of its own accord now, driven by instinct rather than conscious thought, her pussy growing wetter around my shaft with each thrust.

"I see... I see things," she manages between gasps. "Hear things. The business... the money... secrets..."

"What kind of secrets?" I press, pinching her clit lightly between my fingers, using pleasure as both reward and motivation.

Her back arches sharply, a strangled cry escaping her lips as the stimulation pushes her closer to the edge. "Can't... can't think when you're... oh fuck, I'm getting close!"

I slow my pace deliberately, drawing a whimper of frustration from her. "Not yet," I tell her, my voice firm. "First, tell me about those secrets. Tell me what you know, and I'll make you cum harder than you ever have in your life."

She whimpers, her body shaking with the effort of holding back her release. The Touch makes denial of pleasure almost physically painful, creating a desperate need to earn back the stimulation I've reduced. It's the perfect tool for extraction.

"Please," she begs, trying to increase the pace again, but my grip on her hips prevents her movement. "Please don't stop. I'll tell you... I'll tell you everything."

I resume my thrusts, slower and deeper now, each one deliberate rather than frantic, maintaining her arousal while giving her the mental space to speak. "Start talking," I command, delivering another sharp slap to her ass that makes her clench around me. "Tell me about your stepdaddy's secrets."

Selena's confession hangs incomplete in the air between us, her body trembling with frustrated need as I maintain a deliberately slow pace. I've given her just enough pleasure to keep her desperate but not enough to satisfy. It's time to take complete control.

Without warning, I grab her hips with bruising force and slam her down onto my cock, driving deeper than before, drawing a startled scream from her lips. At the same time, I deliver a harsh slap to her ass, the sound echoing in the guest house like a gunshot, the red handprint blooming instantly on her golden skin.

"You don't set the pace," I growl, establishing dominance over her previously aggressive approach. "I do. Now tell me where your stepdaddy keeps his cash. Not the legal money—the real stash."

She whimpers, caught between resistance and the overwhelming need created by the Kama Sutra Touch. I can almost see the conflict playing across her face even from behind—her lifelong conditioning to protect family secrets warring with her new, supernatural compulsion to please me at any cost.

"I can't," she gasps, though her body betrays her, pussy clenching around my cock at the commanding tone of my voice. "He'd kill me if he found out—"

I cut her off with another brutal thrust and a series of rapid slaps to her ass, alternating cheeks until both glow red with my handprints. Each impact makes her jolt forward then clench around me, the pain transforming instantly to pleasure through the Touch's alchemical effect on her nervous system.

"Wrong answer," I tell her, yanking her back by her hair, arching her spine painfully. "Your stepdaddy isn't here. I am. And right now, your body belongs to me—your pleasure, your pain, your secrets. All mine."

To emphasize my point, I use my free hand to reach around and find her clit, pinching it between my fingers with just enough pressure to send a jolt of mingled pain and pleasure through her core. Her reaction is immediate—a strangled cry, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft, her thighs trembling with the effort of maintaining her position.

"Tell me about the money," I demand, releasing her clit and resuming the calculated thrusts that keep her teetering on the edge without pushing her over. "Where does he keep the cash that never touches a bank? Tell me, and I'll let you cum."

"Please," she begs, her voice cracking with desperation. "I need to cum. Please make me cum!"

I stop moving entirely, remaining buried inside her but offering no friction, no stimulation. The sudden absence of pleasure draws a broken sob from her throat, her body shaking with frustrated need.

"The safe house," she blurts out, the words tumbling from her lips as if a dam has broken. "There's a safe house in Puerto Peñasco. Looks like a vacation home, but it's where he keeps the cash after it's cleaned. Millions in the walls, in the floors. The combination to the main safe is my birthday:04-19-98. Please, now fuck me. Make me cum. I told you what you wanted!"

Jackpot. Between this and the warehouse information from Salma, I now have the key pieces needed to dismantle El Guero's entire operation. But first, I intend to claim my prize completely.

"Good girl," I praise, rewarding her with renewed movement, my pace increasing from the previous teasing to something more substantial. "Now you get what you deserve."

I release her hair and grip her hips with both hands, using them as handles to control her movements completely. I pull her up until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then slam her back down with enough force to knock the breath from her lungs. Again and again, I establish a brutal rhythm that has her screaming with each impact, her body no longer her own but merely an instrument for my pleasure.

"Yes!" she wails, her head thrown back, throat exposed in primal submission despite her earlier aggression. "Fuck me! Harder! Oh god, I've never... never felt..."

I increase the intensity, pounding into her with merciless precision, angling each thrust to hit the spots that make her walls clench tighter around me. The wet sound of our coupling fills the guest house, mingling with her increasingly frantic moans and my own controlled breathing. Sweat makes her skin gleam in the filtered afternoon light, her body flushed with exertion and arousal.

"Tell me you're mine," I demand, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with approaching climax. "Tell me your body belongs to me now."

"Yours!" she cries without hesitation, the Touch ensuring her complete surrender despite her previously rebellious nature. "I'm yours! My body is yours! Use me however you want! Just please let me cum!"

I reach around to find her clit again, circling it with practiced movements that have her inner walls clamping down on my cock with incredible pressure. "Cum for me," I command, feeling her body already beginning to tremble with the first waves of release. "Cum all over my cock like the desperate little slut you are."

The permission combined with the stimulation sends her hurtling over the edge. Her entire body convulses around me, her pussy gripping my shaft in rhythmic pulses as her orgasm tears through her with violent intensity. She screams my name, the sound echoing off the walls of the guest house, her hands clawing at the sheets beneath us as she surrenders completely to the pleasure I've granted her.

"Fuck! Jack! Yes!" she wails, her back arching sharply, head thrown back against my shoulder. "I'm cumming! Don't stop! Don't fucking stop!"

The sight of her coming undone, combined with the vise-like grip of her convulsing walls around my cock, pushes me toward my own release. I pound into her through her climax, prolonging her pleasure while chasing my own. My rhythm grows more erratic, more primal, my grip on her hips tightening until I'm sure she'll carry my fingerprints for days.

"I'm going to fill you with my cum," I announce, feeling the pressure building to the point of no return. "Going to mark you from the inside."

"Yes!" she begs, her voice hoarse from screaming, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Cum inside me! Fill me up! Make me yours completely!"

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, marking her as thoroughly as I had her stepmother hours earlier. 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 grunt, my hips jerking with each spurt, my fingers digging into the flesh of her hips. "Take it all."

She moans at the feeling of being filled, her head lolling forward as a smaller aftershock of pleasure washes through her. I remain buried inside her until the last tremor subsides, then slowly guide her forward until she collapses onto the bed. I pull out with deliberate slowness, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, a thick white rivulet trailing down her inner thigh to stain the expensive sheets.

"Perfect," I murmur, more to myself than to her.

She rolls onto her back, looking up at me with glazed eyes, her chest still heaving with each breath, her body bearing the marks of my ownership—red handprints on her ass and hips, bite marks on her shoulders I don't even remember leaving, her makeup completely ruined by tears and sweat.

"What did you do to me?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper, a mixture of awe and confusion in her tone. "I've never felt anything like that before."

I smile, already mentally cataloging the information she's given me. Puerto Peñasco. A safe house disguised as a vacation home. Millions in cash. Her birthday as the combination. Combined with the warehouse details from Salma, I now have everything I need to bring El Guero's empire crashing down around him.

"I've done what no one else has ever done," I tell her, reaching down to stroke her cheek in a deceptively tender gesture. "I've shown you your true purpose."

She leans into my touch like a cat seeking affection, her eyelids heavy with post-coital exhaustion. "Will you use me again?" she asks, the hope in her voice pathetically obvious.

"Many times," I assure her, though I know our time together will be brief. "But right now, I need to return to the main house before your stepfather becomes suspicious."

I dress quickly, my mind already racing ahead to the next phase of my plan. Between Salma's warehouse information and Selena's details about the cash stash, I now possess the coordinates for a precision strike that will cripple El Guero's operation beyond recovery. One anonymous tip to the DEA about the warehouse, another to the Mexican federal police about the safe house, and the empire begins to crumble.

And El Guero will never suspect that the women closest to him—his wife and stepdaughter—were the instruments of his destruction, transformed into willing betrayers by a single touch of my hand.


Chapter 5

I wake to the Mexican sunrise streaming through the guest house windows, my body refreshed despite the exertions of the previous day. The conquest of both Salma and Selena within hours of each other has provided me with the critical intelligence I need to destroy El Guero's empire, but I'm not finished collecting assets in his household. Every woman in his orbit is a potential weapon, and I intend to arm myself thoroughly before I strike the killing blow. I stretch, feeling the pleasant ache in my muscles, a reminder of Selena's enthusiastic riding of my cock. Today brings new opportunities, new conquests. And I already know exactly who's next.

My phone buzzes with a text from Kourtney: "Money trail confirmed. All major transactions routing through Caymans before Panama. Need access codes to proceed."

I smile, picturing her working diligently in her hotel room, using her financial expertise to map El Guero's money laundering operation. She's proving herself more valuable than just a warm hole to fill—though she excels at that function too.

I dress casually but expensively in tailored slacks and a linen shirt that hints at the physique beneath without being obvious about it. The private security consultant image requires a certain professional polish, even in the heat of the Mexican morning. I make my way to the main hacienda, where breakfast is served on the sprawling terrace overlooking the mountains.

El Guero is already gone, his place at the head of the table empty. Cartel business waits for no man, not even in his own home. Salma sits alone, picking at a plate of fresh fruit, her eyes downcast until she senses my presence. The moment she looks up, her pupils dilate, her breathing visibly quickens, her body responding to my presence like a finely tuned instrument. The Kama Sutra Touch ensures her reaction is both involuntary and complete.

"Good morning, Mr. Hammer," she says, her voice carrying just a hint of the moans she made beneath me yesterday. "I trust you slept well?"

"Very well," I reply, taking a seat close enough that our knees almost touch under the table. "Your hospitality has been... deeply satisfying."

She blushes, understanding the double meaning, her thighs pressing together unconsciously beneath her sundress. A servant appears silently to pour my coffee, and Salma waits until we're alone again before speaking.

"Selena and I have our yoga session at ten," she says, her voice dropping to ensure the staff can't overhear. "In the private studio behind the pool house. If you'd like to... observe."

The invitation couldn't be clearer. Both women, now completely under my influence, want to share their daily rituals with me, to incorporate me into every aspect of their lives. It's the perfect opportunity to expand my control over El Guero's household.

"I'd be delighted," I tell her, my hand briefly covering hers on the table, feeling her shiver at even this innocuous contact. "I've always appreciated the... flexibility that yoga develops."

An hour later, I follow Salma and Selena down a stone path to a small, separate building nestled among flowering trees. The studio is a testament to El Guero's wealth—a purpose-built space with gleaming hardwood floors, mirrored walls, and state-of-the-art sound system softly playing ambient music. The morning light streams through skylights, creating patterns across the polished floor where several yoga mats are already arranged.

And there, adjusting the thermostat, stands my next target.

Jessica Montoya—I've done my research on all key personnel in El Guero's orbit—forty-two years old but could easily pass for early thirties. Former professional dancer turned personal trainer to Mexico's elite. Her body is a living advertisement for her expertise—lean and toned without being overly muscular, with curves in precisely the right places. She wears form-fitting black yoga pants that hug every contour of her spectacular ass, and a sports bra that reveals tanned, toned abs and arms that speak of years of dedicated practice. And her perky tits are nearly tearing at the seams of her sports bra.

Her long brown hair is pulled back in a high ponytail that swings hypnotically as she moves around the studio. Her face combines mature beauty with an athletic glow—high cheekbones, full lips currently pressed together in concentration, and intelligent eyes that assess Salma and Selena with professional attention.

"Ladies," she greets them, her voice carrying the slight huskiness of a woman comfortable in her authority. "Right on time. And..." Her eyes find me, a flash of confusion crossing her features before professionalism reasserts itself. "A guest today?"

"This is Jack Hammer," Salma introduces me, a slight tremor in her voice betraying her awareness of how I've remade her world. "He's consulting on security for the estate. He expressed interest in our practice."

Jessica nods, sizing me up with the clinical assessment of someone accustomed to evaluating physical potential. "You're welcome to observe, Mr. Hammer, though I should warn you—these ladies practice an advanced form that might look easy but requires years of dedicated training."

"I'm sure watching such skilled practitioners will be educational," I reply, settling onto a bench along the wall. "Please, don't mind me."

The session begins, and I watch with calculated interest as Jessica leads Salma and Selena through a series of increasingly complex poses. Her technique is flawless, her body bending and flowing with the grace of someone who has complete mastery over every muscle. When she demonstrates a particularly challenging backbend, her spine arches perfectly, thrusting her breasts upward while her ass tightens visibly beneath the stretching fabric of her pants.

More interesting than her physical perfection, however, is the dynamic between the three women. Both Salma and Selena watch Jessica with a combination of respect and something else—perhaps envy of her freedom, her self-possession. Jessica carries herself with none of the fear that shadows Salma's movements or the rebellious tension that characterizes Selena's. She is, I realize, a woman who believes herself free, independent from El Guero's control despite working for his family.

That makes her perfect for my purposes.

The session concludes with meditation, and I watch Jessica's face relax into serene concentration, completely unaware of the transformation awaiting her. When they finish, she rolls up her mat with practiced efficiency, then approaches me with a professional smile.

"Did you enjoy the class, Mr. Hammer?" she asks, extending her hand. "I hope it gave you some insight into the benefits of regular practice."

I stand, taking her offered hand in mine. "Incredibly illuminating," I reply, activating the Kama Sutra Touch as our skin connects. The ancient power flows from my fingertips into her bloodstream, a supernatural current that rewrites her very being at the cellular level.

The effect is immediate and dramatic. Her pupils expand so rapidly they nearly swallow the warm brown of her irises. Her lips part on a silent gasp, color flooding her cheeks as the first wave of unnatural desire washes through her system. Her free hand flies to her throat, fingers splaying across her collarbone as if trying to contain the sudden heat blooming in her chest.

"Oh," she breathes, the single syllable laden with confusion and dawning hunger. Her professional demeanor shatters like glass, replaced by naked want so powerful it seems to radiate from her in palpable waves.

"Jessica?" Salma asks, concern in her voice though she recognizes the symptoms from her own transformation.

"I'm... fine," Jessica manages, her voice dropped to a husky register I'm certain her clients have never heard. Her hand remains in mine, her grip tightening as if she might float away without this physical anchor. "I just need to... discuss some advanced techniques with Mr. Hammer. Privately."

Selena smirks, understanding immediately. "Of course," she says, taking her stepmother's arm. "We'll see you at lunch, Jessica. Don't rush on our account."

The moment they exit, Jessica moves with startling speed to the door, turning the lock with trembling fingers before spinning back to face me. Gone is the composed yoga instructor—in her place stands a woman consumed by desire so powerful it's rewritten her priorities in an instant.

"What did you do to me?" she demands, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her nipples visible points against the fabric of her sports bra. "I've never... I need... Please..."

She crosses the room in three quick strides, her eyes never leaving mine, a predator's focus in her gaze despite her submissive words. The Kama Sutra Touch affects each woman differently, and in Jessica, it has awakened something primal and desperate—a hunger too powerful to be denied.

"Touch me," she whispers, her voice breaking on the words. "I'll die if you don't touch me right now."

Jessica drops to her knees on the yoga mat with graceful urgency, her hands already reaching for my belt buckle, her eyes never leaving mine as she works the leather free. There's no hesitation in her movements, no trace of the professional demeanor that governed her minutes ago—only raw, desperate hunger that makes her fingers tremble as she unzips my pants. "I need to taste you," she whispers, her voice unrecognizable even to herself, husky with a desire she's never experienced before. "I need your cock in my mouth right now."

She frees my already hardening shaft, a soft moan of appreciation escaping her lips as she takes in my size. Without preamble, she wraps one hand around the base and guides the head to her mouth, her tongue darting out to taste the pre-cum already beading at the tip. The contact sends a jolt of electricity through my body, her expert technique immediately apparent even in this first touch.

"Yes," I encourage, threading my fingers through her ponytail, gripping it firmly enough to establish control without restricting her movement. "Show me what that mouth can do."

Jessica doesn't just take me into her mouth—she engulfs me, her lips stretching around my girth as she sinks down my shaft with astonishing ease. Years of yoga-trained breath control allow her to relax her throat completely, taking me deeper than most women can manage even with practice. The hot, wet pressure of her mouth combined with the undulating movements of her tongue along my underside creates a sensation so intense I have to steady myself with my free hand against the wall.

"Fuck," I grunt, tightening my grip on her ponytail as she begins to bob her head, establishing a rhythm that has me fighting for control almost immediately. Her technique is flawless—the perfect balance of suction and tongue movement, occasional gentle grazing of teeth along sensitive spots, her free hand massaging my balls with expert pressure.

She pulls back just enough to speak, her lips still brushing against the head of my cock with each word. "I've never wanted anything this badly," she admits, her voice thick with arousal. "My whole body is on fire. I need you inside me. Every part of me."

With that, she returns to her task with renewed fervor, taking me so deep her nose presses against my pubic bone, her throat constricting around my length as she holds the position for several seconds before pulling back with a gasping breath. Saliva trails from her lips to my cock, her carefully applied makeup beginning to smudge around her eyes from the effort.

As much as I'm enjoying her expert attention, I want more of what this yoga instructor has to offer. "Stand up," I command, pulling her head back by her ponytail. "Take off those pants. I want to see all of you."

She rises with fluid grace despite her trembling legs, her hands immediately going to the waistband of her yoga pants. She doesn't just remove them—she performs for me, turning around to bend at the waist as she slides them down her legs, giving me a perfect view of her ass as the fabric reveals inch after inch of toned, tanned skin. She wears no underwear beneath the tight pants, her pussy already visibly wet, glistening lips swollen with arousal.

"Beautiful," I comment, stroking myself as I admire her body—the perfect balance of athletic strength and feminine curves, not an ounce of excess anywhere. "Now the top."

She crosses her arms and peels off her sports bra in one smooth motion, freeing breasts that defy gravity despite her age—full and firm with small, hard nipples pointing directly at me like they're seeking my touch. Her entire body gleams with a light sheen of sweat from the yoga session, catching the morning light streaming through the skylights.

"Come here," I order, sitting down on one of the yoga mats, my back against the mirrored wall.

She approaches with a predator's focus, her eyes locked on my cock still wet from her mouth. Without being told, she straddles me, positioning herself above my shaft, one hand reaching between us to guide me to her entrance. The heat radiating from her core is almost scorching as the head of my cock parts her folds.

"Wait," I command, stopping her descent with hands on her hips. "Show me that flexibility you're famous for. Do the splits on my cock."

A flash of surprise crosses her face, quickly replaced by determination. She adjusts her position, planting one foot on the floor beside my hip, then extends her other leg outward in a display of incredible flexibility, lowering herself gradually onto my length as she completes a perfect side split.

"Oh god," she moans as my cock fills her completely, her tight walls gripping me like a vise. "So deep... I've never... never felt anything like this..."

The position allows me to penetrate her completely, the angle hitting spots inside her that have her eyes rolling back in her head. I grab her firm ass with both hands, feeling the toned muscle flex beneath my fingers as she begins to move, using her incredible core strength to lift herself up my shaft before sliding back down.

"That's it," I encourage, guiding her movements with my grip on her ass. "Use that perfect body to fuck my cock."

She establishes a rhythm that showcases her physical prowess, her abdominal muscles visibly contracting with each movement, her flexibility allowing her to maintain the split position while bouncing up and down on my shaft. The sensation is extraordinary—her pussy gripping me with pulsating pressure, her inner walls rippling along my length as she rides me with increasing abandon.

"Yes!" she cries, her head thrown back, ponytail whipping with each bounce. "Your cock feels like it was made for me! Like I've been waiting for it my entire life!"

The Kama Sutra Touch has completely rewired her perception, turning her into a creature of pure desire, her entire being focused on the pleasure radiating from where our bodies join. Her breasts bounce hypnotically with each movement, her nipples hard peaks begging for attention.

I reach up to grab one breast, pinching the nipple between my fingers with enough pressure to make her gasp. "You're a goddess," I tell her, the words feeding her transformed ego. "Look how perfectly you take my cock."

"I am a goddess," she agrees, her voice breaking on a particularly deep thrust. "Your goddess. Here to worship your perfect cock!"

The sight of this accomplished, poised woman completely undone by desire, using her years of physical training solely for my pleasure, sends a surge of power through me. It's time to take complete control. In one fluid motion, I grip her waist and flip our positions, laying her on her back on the yoga mat without breaking our connection.

I grab her ankles, pushing her legs up and back until her knees nearly touch her ears—a position that would be impossible for most women but one she holds with ease, her flexibility allowing me to penetrate her at an angle that has her eyes widening with shock at the depth.

"Fuck!" she screams as I establish a brutal pace, pounding into her with enough force to drive her body across the smooth surface of the mat with each thrust. "Yes! Don't stop! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, increasing my tempo, driving my cock into her with merciless precision, each thrust bottoming out inside her. The wet sound of our coupling fills the studio, punctuated by the slap of skin against skin and her increasingly frantic moans. Her hands grab at my forearms, her nails digging into my skin as she anchors herself against the onslaught of pleasure.

"I'm going to cum!" she announces, her voice rising to a pitch I'm certain the household staff can hear despite the studio's relative isolation. "Oh god, I'm cumming on your cock!"

Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her back arching off the mat despite the folded position of her legs, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with incredible pressure as her orgasm tears through her. Her eyes roll back, mouth open in a silent scream as the first wave hits, followed by a series of convulsions that have her inner walls milking my cock with rhythmic pulses.

I maintain my pace through her climax, prolonging the sensation until she's writhing beneath me, gasping for breath, begging incoherently for both mercy and more. Only when her orgasm begins to subside do I pull out completely, giving her no time to recover before I straddle her torso, my cock slick with her arousal as I position myself above her.

"Open your mouth," I command, stroking myself rapidly, feeling my own release building. "I'm going to mark you."

She complies instantly, her lips parting, tongue extended in eager anticipation. The sight of her—this proud, accomplished woman now completely submissive beneath me—pushes me over the edge. My cock pulses powerfully as the first rope of cum erupts, landing in a thick white streak across her left breast. The second shot hits her right breast, the third and fourth painting her toned stomach with my seed.

She moans as if receiving a precious gift, her hands coming up to spread my cum across her skin, massaging it into her breasts with obvious pleasure. "Thank you," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Thank you for claiming me."

I move off her, watching as she continues to rub my seed into her skin, her eyes still dark with lingering desire despite the powerful orgasm she just experienced. The Touch ensures she'll never be satisfied for long, her body now permanently attuned to the pleasure only I can provide.

"Whenever you're in Mexico," she says, looking up at me with devotion in her eyes, "I'll be yours. Day or night. For whatever you want. Just call me, and I'll come running."

"Clean yourself up," I tell her, tucking myself back into my pants. "But leave enough of my scent on you that anyone close enough will know exactly what happened here."

She smiles, the expression combining submission and newfound purpose. "Yes, Sir. Whatever you want."


Chapter 6

El Guero's pool party is a study in carefully managed appearances—expensive champagne flowing freely, beautiful women in tiny bikinis strategically placed among the guests, upbeat music from hidden speakers at precisely the right volume to facilitate conversation without drowning it out. The lieutenants of his cartel operation mingle around the infinity pool in designer swimming trunks and linen shirts, Rolex watches glinting in the afternoon sun, their casual laughter masking the brutality that built their fortunes. I stand in the shadow of a decorative palm, nursing a tumbler of top-shelf tequila, watching the scene with calculated interest while mentally marking each key player for future reference.

The hierarchy is evident even to an outsider's eye. Three men form the inner circle, never straying far from El Guero himself. They carry themselves with the easy confidence of killers who've risen above the need to perform the actual wet work, their hands clean of everything except the money. The mid-level operators cluster in small groups, their posture more vigilant, eyes constantly scanning the surroundings even as they pretend to relax. And then there are the foot soldiers—younger, harder men with barely concealed weapons beneath their casual attire, stationed at strategic points around the pool area.

A perfect microcosm of the cartel structure, all laid out for my analysis. I've spent the morning with Kourtney on a secure satellite call, planning how best to use the intelligence gathered from Salma and Selena. The Puerto Vallarta warehouse will be the first target once I trigger the collapse of El Guero's empire, followed by the cash house in Puerto Peñasco. But I need one final piece to ensure total destruction: access to the offshore accounts where the real money sits.

A sudden hush falls over the gathering as El Guero stands, raising a hand for attention. His white linen suit is impeccable, his smile warm and welcoming as he addresses his assembled lieutenants. "My friends," he begins, his voice carrying the practiced charm of a man accustomed to command. "Thank you for joining us on this beautiful day. Before we continue our celebration, there's a small matter of business that requires our attention."

He gestures to one of the stone-faced security men who's been hovering at the edge of the party. The man disappears momentarily into the hacienda, returning with two others who drag between them a figure so battered it takes me a moment to recognize it as human. They dump the man at El Guero's feet like garbage, his hands bound behind his back, face swollen beyond recognition, clothes torn and bloody.

"For those who don't know him in his current state," El Guero continues, his tone conversational as if discussing the weather, "this is Carlos Mendez, formerly of the Sinaloa operation. Carlos thought he could divert a shipment for his personal profit." He crouches beside the trembling man, the movement casual, almost friendly. "Carlos thought I wouldn't notice two hundred kilos missing from the manifest."

The assembled guests remain silent, all pretense of relaxation evaporating as they watch the scene unfold. This, I realize, is the real purpose of the gathering—not celebration but instruction, a lesson in the consequences of betrayal delivered in the luxurious setting of a pool party.

From my position, I can see Salma standing at the edge of the gathering, her face a carefully composed mask that doesn't quite hide the terror in her eyes. She wears a conservative white sundress despite the heat, her hands clasped tightly in front of her, knuckles white with tension. Her gaze is fixed on her husband, her body rigid as if bracing for what's to come.

El Guero produces a small, ornate knife from his pocket, the blade catching the sunlight as he turns it thoughtfully in his hand. "You know, Carlos," he says, his voice carrying clearly in the tense silence, "a man's fingers are interesting things. So useful for so many tasks." He grabs one of the man's hands, pulling it forward despite the restraints. "Counting money. Holding a gun. Pleasing a woman."

Carlos whimpers, trying to pull away but held firmly in place by El Guero's grip.

"The interesting thing about fingers," El Guero continues, placing the edge of the blade against the base of the man's little finger, "is how difficult life becomes when you start losing them. One or two, perhaps manageable. But all ten?" He applies just enough pressure to draw a thin line of blood. "A man without fingers is no longer a man at all. Just a living reminder of the cost of betrayal."

The gathered lieutenants watch with expressions ranging from grim satisfaction to barely concealed horror. This is how El Guero maintains control—not just through violence itself but through the performance of violence, the public ritual of punishment that ensures everyone understands the price of crossing him.

Salma sways slightly on her feet, her face growing paler by the second. I wonder if this is the first time she's witnessed her husband's brutality up close or merely the latest in a long series of such demonstrations. Either way, her revulsion is evident beneath the carefully maintained facade of the cartel wife.

El Guero seems ready to proceed with the mutilation when his phone rings. He sighs, pulling it from his pocket and checking the screen.

"Business," he explains to his audience with a shrug. "Always something. Take our friend back to the garage. I'll finish this conversation later." He stands, brushing imaginary dust from his impeccable suit. "Please, enjoy the party. The day is too beautiful for such serious matters."

As the security men drag the sobbing Carlos away, the gathered guests resume their conversations with forced casualness. The music volume increases slightly, more champagne is poured, and within minutes, the scene has returned to its earlier appearance of carefree celebration—though now with an undercurrent of tension that no amount of alcohol can fully dispel.

El Guero moves through the crowd, stopping to chat with various lieutenants, his charm back in full force as if the near-mutilation never happened. It's a masterful performance, shifting seamlessly between brutal enforcer and gracious host. In another life, he might have been a politician or CEO, channeling that same sociopathic charisma into more legitimate pursuits.

My eyes find Salma across the gathering. She hasn't moved from her spot, still visibly shaken by what she's witnessed. When she finally looks up, her gaze locks with mine across the crowd. The connection is immediate and electric—relief flooding her expression at the sight of me, followed by naked longing so powerful I can almost feel it radiating across the space between us.

I tilt my head slightly toward the hacienda, then mouth the word "pantry" just distinctly enough for her to read my lips. Her eyes widen with understanding, desire instantly replacing fear in her expression. She nods almost imperceptibly, then turns toward her husband, saying something I can't hear from this distance before moving casually toward the house.

***

I wait precisely three minutes, finishing my drink and exchanging brief pleasantries with a lieutenant who approaches me with questions about security protocols. When I'm certain my departure won't attract attention, I follow Salma's path, entering the cool interior of the hacienda and making my way toward the large pantry off the main kitchen.

The staff is busy preparing food for the party, but no one questions my presence as I slip past the bustling activity. The pantry door stands slightly ajar, and I push it open just enough to enter before closing it silently behind me. The space is large and well-stocked, shelves filled with imported delicacies and rows of expensive liquor bottles. In the dim light filtering through a small high window, I see Salma waiting, her back to a stack of wooden crates labeled with the brand of El Guero's personal tequila.

"I thought you'd never come," she whispers, her voice trembling with a mixture of fear and anticipation. "He could look for me any minute."

"Then we'd better be quick," I reply, closing the distance between us in three long strides.

I grab Salma's shoulders and spin her around to face the crates, my movements quick and decisive. She gasps but offers no resistance, her body already programmed to respond to my touch with immediate submission. With one hand planted firmly between her shoulder blades, I push her forward until she's bent at the waist, her palms flat against the wooden surface for support. My other hand finds the hem of her pristine white sundress, bunching the fabric in my fist as I yank it upward to reveal she's wearing nothing underneath—just as I'd instructed her that morning.

"Good girl," I murmur, running my palm over the perfect curve of her exposed ass. "You remembered."

"Always," she whispers, her voice already thick with desire despite the fear that still lingers from witnessing her husband's brutality minutes ago. "I live to obey you now."

The contradiction embodied in this woman continues to fascinate me—the elegant, controlled cartel wife who presents such a dignified face to the world, now bent over a crate of her husband's tequila, her bare ass presented for my use while that same husband entertains his lieutenants mere yards away. The Kama Sutra Touch has transformed her completely, her former loyalty to El Guero washed away by supernatural desire that rewires her very being.

I unfasten my pants just enough to free my cock, already hard from the anticipation of taking her in such a forbidden setting. The sound of the zipper seems unnaturally loud in the quiet pantry, making Salma tense slightly with awareness of our precarious situation. Outside this room, dozens of dangerous men, including her husband, continue their celebrations, any one of whom could decide to retrieve a fresh bottle of tequila at any moment.

This knowledge doesn't deter me—if anything, it heightens my arousal, the risk adding an edge to the pleasure. I position myself behind her, running the head of my cock through her folds to find her already soaking wet. The Touch ensures she's constantly ready for me, her body responding to my presence like a finely tuned instrument regardless of circumstances.

"Please," she whispers, pushing back against me, seeking more substantial contact. "Quickly."

I respond by driving forward in one powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt inside her. The sudden penetration draws a startled cry from her lips, loud enough that I immediately clamp my hand over her mouth, pulling her head back slightly.

"Quiet," I warn against her ear, my body pressed flush against hers, my cock pulsing inside her tight heat. "Unless you want your husband to find you like this—bent over like a whore, taking another man's cock."

She whimpers against my palm, the sound muffled but unmistakably one of arousal rather than fear. The mention of El Guero discovering us sends a visible shiver through her body, her pussy clenching around me in an involuntary response that tells me everything about how thoroughly I've remade her priorities.

I establish a rhythm, pulling back until just the head of my cock remains inside her before driving forward with enough force to shift the crates slightly, their wooden surfaces creaking with each impact. The position allows me to penetrate deeply, my balls slapping against her clit with each thrust, creating a wet, slapping sound that seems dangerously loud in the enclosed space.

Through the door, we can hear the distant sounds of the party—laughter, music, the occasional splash from the pool—a surreal soundtrack to our forbidden coupling. Salma's breathing grows more labored against my hand, her inner walls gripping me with increasing urgency as pleasure builds within her.

I lean forward, my chest pressed against her back, my lips brushing her ear as I maintain the relentless pace of my thrusts. "Your husband's right outside," I remind her, feeling her shudder at my words. "The man who thinks he owns you. While I fuck his wife and use her body however I want."

She moans into my palm, her hips pushing back to meet each thrust despite the risk, her body betraying how much the danger arouses her. I release her mouth, confident now that she'll control her volume, replacing that hand on her hip for better leverage as I increase the intensity of my strokes.

"Tell me about the offshore accounts," I demand, my voice a low growl in her ear. "Where's the real money, Salma? The millions that never touch the Mexican banking system."

Her rhythm falters slightly, some distant part of her mind recognizing the dangerous territory we're entering. "I can't," she whispers, though her body continues to respond eagerly to each thrust. "He never tells me about the business."

I deliver a sharp slap to her ass that makes her bite her lip to stifle a yelp. "Don't lie to me," I warn, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her head back, arching her spine painfully. "I know you have access. I know you move money for him sometimes. Tell me about the accounts."

She whimpers, caught between the pleasure my cock is providing and the last vestiges of loyalty to her husband. I release her hair and slide my hand around to find her throat, applying just enough pressure to feel her pulse racing beneath my fingers—not cutting off her air but establishing complete dominance.

"You belong to me now," I remind her, maintaining the punishing pace of my thrusts while tightening my grip slightly on her throat. "Your body, your pleasure, your secrets—all mine. Tell me what I want to know, and I'll make you cum so hard you'll see stars."

"The Cayman accounts," she gasps, the words tumbling out as the Kama Sutra Touch overcomes her last resistance. "First Caribbean Bank. There are three numbered accounts—nine, eight, five, six, seven is the largest one. That's where the American money goes."

"Access codes?" I demand, rewarding her partial confession by releasing her throat and reaching beneath her to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with precise movements that have her trembling immediately.

"Monthly rotation," she manages between gasps as my fingers work her clit while my cock continues to pound into her from behind. "Current one is... oh god, right there... current one is Vanessa19-87."

"His first wife's name and birth year," I observe, remembering this detail from my research. "Predictable."

"He thinks it's secure because... because only family would know," she explains, her voice breaking as my combined assault on her pussy and clit pushes her toward orgasm. "Please, Jack, I told you what you wanted. Please let me cum."

"Not yet," I growl, slowing my pace deliberately while continuing to stroke her clit, keeping her teetering on the edge of release. "How much is in the accounts? Total value."

She sobs with frustrated need, her body shaking with the effort of holding back her orgasm. "Over a hundred million," she confesses, pushing back against me desperately, seeking the friction I'm now carefully controlling. "Maybe more. I only see the transfers, not the full balances."

"And who else has access?" I press, delivering another sharp slap to her ass that makes her clench around me. "Who could move the money if necessary?"

"Just me and Manuel," she gasps, referring to El Guero's most trusted lieutenant. "His account manager in Grand Cayman. No one else. Please, Jack, I can't take any more. I need to cum so badly."

Satisfied with the intelligence I've extracted, I reward her immediately, resuming my punishing pace while continuing to work her clit with increasingly focused attention. "Cum for me," I command, driving deep inside her with each thrust. "Cum all over my cock while your husband's men are just outside the door."

The permission combined with the reminder of our precarious situation sends her hurtling over the edge. Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with incredible pressure as her orgasm tears through her. She buries her face against her arm to muffle her cries, her inner walls pulsating around me in rhythmic waves that nearly trigger my own release.

I maintain my control, continuing to thrust through her climax, prolonging the sensation until she's shaking uncontrollably beneath me, soft whimpers escaping her lips with each exhale. The Cayman account information is exactly what I needed—the final piece that will allow me to completely dismantle El Guero's financial network once I set my plan in motion.

"Thank you for telling me," I whisper against her ear, slowing my pace to let her recover slightly from the intensity of her orgasm. "Your husband never deserved a woman like you."

"I'm not his anymore," she responds, her voice barely audible, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "I'm yours. Only yours."

I pull her upright against my chest, one hand finding her throat again in a possessive grip while the other continues to play with her oversensitive clit, making her shudder with each touch. "And I'll use you however I want," I promise, feeling her pulse quicken beneath my fingers. "Including making you cum again before I let you go back to your husband's party."

Her only response is a soft moan as I resume my thrusts, harder now, using her body for my pleasure while building her toward a second release. Outside, the party continues, completely unaware of the betrayal happening just steps away—not just of a husband by his wife, but of an entire criminal empire by the women who were supposed to be its most protected treasures.

I increase the pace of my thrusts, my fingers still working Salma's clit with merciless precision while my other hand maintains a firm grip on her throat. Her body responds instantly, her back arching against my chest, soft whimpers escaping her lips with each exhale. The first orgasm has left her hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive with sensation, making this second climb toward release even more intense. I can feel her pulse racing beneath my fingers, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock as pleasure builds within her once more.

"That's it," I encourage, my lips brushing against her ear, my voice a low growl that makes her shiver. "Give me everything. Your body, your secrets, your husband's entire empire."

"Yes," she gasps, her voice barely audible, her mind completely broken by the combination of fear, pleasure, and the supernatural compulsion of the Kama Sutra Touch. "Anything you want. Everything you want."

I tighten my grip on her throat slightly, just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. The effect is immediate—her pussy tightens around my shaft, her arousal visibly increasing with the added element of controlled danger. Her hands grip the edge of the crate with white-knuckled intensity, her body completely surrendered to my control.

"The security protocols," I demand, maintaining the punishing rhythm of my thrusts while continuing to stimulate her clit. "What verification is required for large transfers from the Cayman accounts?"

She struggles to form coherent thoughts through the haze of pleasure, her body trembling with the effort of holding back her second release. "Biometric... fingerprint scan," she manages between gasping breaths. "And... six-digit PIN."

"What's the PIN?" I press, slowing my thrusts deliberately, denying her the friction she craves while continuing to circle her clit with maddening lightness. "Tell me, and I'll let you cum again."

"Eduardo's birthday," she whispers, referring to El Guero's late son from his first marriage, a detail not widely known outside the family's inner circle. "Zero-four, zero-six, nine-three. Please, Jack, I need to cum. I've told you everything."

Satisfied with this final piece of critical intelligence, I reward her immediately, resuming my hard, deep thrusts while increasing the pressure and speed of my fingers against her clit. "Good girl," I praise, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine. "Now cum for me. Let me feel that pussy squeeze my cock."

The permission combined with the renewed stimulation sends her hurtling over the edge for the second time. Her entire body convulses against mine, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. The sensation is even more intense than her first climax—her muscles contract so powerfully around me that it momentarily restricts my movement, her inner walls pulsating in waves that seem to pull me deeper inside her.

"Jack!" she cries out, forgetting momentarily the need for silence, her voice breaking on my name as pleasure overwhelms her. "Oh god, Jack!"

I release her clit to clamp my hand over her mouth, muffling her cries while maintaining the grip on her throat with my other hand. Her eyes roll back slightly, the combination of restricted breath and intense orgasm creating a euphoric state that has her entire body shaking uncontrollably. Tears stream down her cheeks—not from pain but from the overwhelming intensity of the experience, her mind and body completely rewired to associate pleasure with her complete submission to me.

"That's it," I growl, feeling my own climax approaching rapidly as her pussy continues to milk my cock with rhythmic contractions. "Take it all."

The sounds of the party outside seem to fade into insignificance, the entire world narrowing to this moment, this conquest, this complete breaking of El Guero's wife. The power of it sends me racing toward the edge, my thrusts becoming more erratic, more primal as I chase my release.

At the last possible moment, I pull out completely, releasing her throat to grab my cock with one hand while using the other to push her down flat against the crate. I stroke myself rapidly, aiming at her perfectly round ass, already marked with red handprints from our encounter.

"Mine," I grunt as my climax hits, the first rope of cum erupting from my cock to land in a thick white streak across her right ass cheek. The second shot hits her left cheek, and I continue pumping, directing the remaining spurts along the small of her back, marking as much of her as possible with my seed.

She moans at the sensation of being marked, her body still trembling with the aftereffects of her intense orgasm. Without being told, she reaches back to spread my cum across her skin, working it into her flesh as if trying to absorb my essence into her very being.

"Thank you," she whispers, her voice hoarse from the pressure on her throat, her breathing still irregular. "Thank you for using me."

I tuck myself back into my pants, watching as my cum begins to trail down the curve of her ass toward her thighs. Instead of cleaning her, I pull her dress back down, the white fabric immediately sticking to the wet spots where my seed marks her.

"Leave it," I command when she moves to adjust the fabric. "I want you to feel my cum on your skin while you stand beside your husband. I want it soaking into your dress while you smile at his lieutenants."

She nods, understanding and accepting the final humiliation, the ultimate statement of my ownership. The white sundress now bears slightly darker patches where my seed has soaked through, not immediately obvious but visible to anyone looking closely—a secret badge of her betrayal carried in plain sight.

"Go back to the party," I instruct, stepping back to admire the sight of her—disheveled, thoroughly used, marked inside and out as mine. "Your husband will be looking for you."

"When will I see you again?" she asks, smoothing her hair with trembling hands, trying to restore some semblance of the dignified cartel wife despite the evidence of our encounter still wet against her skin.

"Soon," I promise, already mentally processing the banking information she's provided—the final piece I needed to completely dismantle El Guero's financial network. "There's one more thing I need from you before I'm done with your husband."

She nods, accepting without question that whatever I demand, she will provide. The Kama Sutra Touch has rewritten her loyalties so completely that betraying her husband no longer registers as wrong—only as necessary to satisfy the new center of her existence.

As she disappears toward the pool area, I pull out my phone to text Kourtney the banking details—Cayman Islands, First Caribbean Bank, account number 98567, access code Vanessa19-87, biometric verification with six-digit PIN 040693. With this information, we can drain El Guero's offshore accounts at precisely the right moment, completing his financial destruction while law enforcement raids his physical assets.

The pantry door closes behind me as I head in the opposite direction from Salma, already planning my next move in the systematic dismantling of El Guero's empire. And as I pass a window overlooking the pool area, I catch a glimpse of Salma rejoining her husband's side, his arm wrapping possessively around her waist, completely unaware that his wife now carries another man's cum beneath that pristine white dress.


Chapter 7

The private chapel of Hacienda Guero gleams with old-world splendor—stained glass windows casting colored light across polished pews, gold leaf adorning the altar, fresh flowers arranged with tasteful opulence in preparation for today's press event. El Guero stands at the pulpit in a tailored navy suit, his expression one of practiced sincerity as he addresses the assembled journalists and representatives from various children's charities. The irony isn't lost on me as I stand at the back of the chapel, watching a man who dissolves rivals in acid baths now speaking passionately about his commitment to "creating better futures for Mexico's vulnerable children." The contrast between his public persona and private brutality would be almost admirable if it weren't so utterly sociopathic.

"My family has been blessed with success," El Guero continues, his voice modulated to project just the right balance of humility and authority. "And with that success comes great responsibility to give back to the communities that have supported us. The Guero Foundation's new initiative will provide educational scholarships for a hundred children from Sinaloa's poorest neighborhoods."

Camera shutters click rapidly, capturing the carefully orchestrated moment of philanthropy. To El Guero's right stands Salma, the perfect picture of a supportive wife in a high-necked, knee-length navy dress that manages to be both conservative and flattering. Her hair is swept into an elegant updo, diamond studs in her ears the only visible jewelry—the embodiment of tasteful restraint.

Only I know that beneath that modest exterior beats the heart of a woman completely remade by the Kama Sutra Touch, her primary loyalty now to the man who fucked her over a crate of tequila while her husband entertained guests just yards away. Only I know how thoroughly I've claimed her body and mind, turning El Guero's most intimate possession into my most valuable weapon against him.

Selena stands on her father's left, playing the role of dutiful stepdaughter despite her usual rebellious nature. She's dressed with similar conservative elegance, though I catch the slight fidgeting of her hands, the way her eyes occasionally scan the room—signs of the restlessness that characterizes her even after being transformed by my touch.

"The children are our future," El Guero declares, his hand resting dramatically over his heart. "And what kind of future can we expect if we do not invest in them today? What kind of world are we building if we allow potential to be wasted through lack of opportunity?"

The gathered press nods appreciatively, scribbling quotes that will appear in tomorrow's papers beneath photos of the generous cartel leader and his beautiful family. None of them question the source of the money funding these scholarships, none dare mention the bodies buried in the desert or the communities destroyed by the drugs his organization pumps into the streets. The performance is accepted at face value, another layer of legitimacy carefully constructed to mask the blood-soaked reality beneath.

"Now, I invite you all to join us in the courtyard for refreshments," El Guero concludes, gesturing magnanimously. "My wife has personally selected the menu to showcase the finest traditional cuisine of our region."

As the press and charity representatives file out, following El Guero's lead toward the promised refreshments, I catch Salma's eye across the chapel. That brief moment of connection is all it takes—her pupils dilate visibly even at this distance, her lips parting slightly, her body responding to my mere presence like a tuning fork struck to perfect pitch.

I make my way casually toward the side of the altar as the crowd thins, positioning myself near an ornate confessional booth. Salma speaks briefly to her husband, gesturing toward a flower arrangement that appears to need adjustment. He nods dismissively, already engaged in conversation with a prominent journalist, allowing her to slip away unnoticed.

She approaches the altar on the pretense of rearranging the lilies, her movements graceful and unhurried to any observer. But I can see the slight tremble in her fingers, the flush creeping up her neck, the shallow rhythm of her breathing—all signs of the desperate need created by my proximity.

"We shouldn't," she whispers as I move beside her, though her body already leans toward mine unconsciously. "This is a sacred place. And the press... they're just outside."

"You think I care about sacrilege?" I ask, my hand finding the small of her back, feeling her shiver beneath my touch despite the layers of fabric between us. "You think your god cares more about where we fuck than the thousands of people your husband has killed?"

Her breath catches at my words, the crude language and harsh truth combining to send a visible tremor through her body. The Kama Sutra Touch enhances her response, turning even my blasphemy into an aphrodisiac that weakens her resistance.

"Besides," I continue, my voice low enough that only she can hear, "I know you want it. I can see how wet you're getting just standing next to me. Your pussy is probably soaking through those proper panties right now, isn't it?"

She closes her eyes briefly, swaying slightly on her feet as desire wars with the last vestiges of propriety. "Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "I'm so wet for you. All the time. I can't help it."

"Show me," I command, my hand sliding down to cup her ass through the modest dress. "Bend over the altar rail and show me how wet you are."

Her eyes dart toward the door where the last few stragglers are exiting the chapel, leaving us momentarily alone in the sacred space. The risk is enormous—anyone could return at any moment, including her husband or one of the photographers seeking additional shots of the chapel interior. Yet the Touch ensures that this danger only heightens her arousal, the forbidden nature of our location adding another layer to her desperate need.

With trembling hands, she moves to the polished wooden rail that separates the altar from the main chapel. Leaning forward as if in prayer, she subtly reaches down and begins to hike up the back of her dress, inch by inch revealing her shapely legs clad in sheer stockings. Higher and higher the fabric rises, exposing the tops of the stockings, then the straps of a garter belt, and finally the bare flesh of her ass—she's wearing no panties, just as I'd instructed her that morning.

"Beautiful," I murmur, stepping closer to run my palm over the exposed flesh, feeling her quiver beneath my touch. "The cartel queen offering herself on the altar of her husband's chapel. I wonder what the press would think if they saw you like this."

"Please," she whispers, her voice thick with need, her head bowed in a posture that from a distance might appear to be devoted prayer rather than submissive offering. "I need you inside me."

I unzip my pants with deliberate slowness, the sound seeming unnaturally loud in the sacred quiet of the chapel. My cock springs free, already hard from the anticipation of taking her in such a forbidden place, the ultimate desecration of El Guero's carefully constructed public image. I step behind her, positioning myself at her entrance, finding her already soaking wet just as I'd predicted.

"Look up," I command, gripping her hips firmly. "Look at the crucifix while I fuck you. I want you to see what you're desecrating."

She raises her head, eyes fixed on the ornate golden crucifix that hangs above the altar, its serene face gazing down upon her debasement. Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one powerful stroke. The sudden penetration drives her forward against the rail, a strangled gasp escaping her lips as her body accepts my invasion.

"Sacrilege," I whisper, establishing a slow, deep rhythm that has her clinging to the rail for support. "Betrayal. Blasphemy. And you love every second of it, don't you?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice breaking as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "God help me, I love it. I love what you've made me."

Outside the chapel windows, we can hear the murmur of the press event continuing, El Guero's voice occasionally rising above the others as he elaborates on his charitable works. The proximity of discovery, the sacred setting, the complete violation of every boundary—all combine to create an intoxicating blend of danger and desire that has Salma's inner walls clenching around me with each thrust.

I grab a fistful of her hair, careful not to disturb the elegant updo too noticeably, using it to pull her head back sharply. "Your husband is out there," I remind her, maintaining the slow, deep pace that builds her pleasure without bringing her to climax. "Talking about family values while I defile his wife in his private chapel. This is what you were made for, Salma. To serve me. To betray him. To be my perfect weapon against everything he's built."

She moans softly, her body responding to my words as much as to my cock, the psychological domination as powerful as the physical. With each thrust, I'm claiming not just her body but her very soul, reshaping her existence around my pleasure and my purpose.

I continue to fuck Salma with deep, measured strokes, her body bent over the altar rail, her dress bunched around her waist exposing her bare ass to my gaze and use. The colored light from the stained glass windows paints her flesh in shifting patterns of blue and gold, a perverse beautification of our sacrilege. Every thrust drives her forward against the rail, the polished wood creaking softly with our rhythm, the sounds of our forbidden coupling seeming unnaturally loud in the sacred quiet of the chapel.

"Say it," I command, my voice a harsh whisper as I maintain the deliberate pace, each stroke bottoming out inside her, my balls slapping gently against her clit. "Tell me who you worship now."

"You," she breathes, her fingers gripping the rail so tightly her knuckles turn white, her head still tilted up toward the crucifix as I'd instructed. "I worship you, Jack."

I deliver a sharp slap to her ass that makes her bite her lip to stifle a yelp. "Louder," I demand, though I know the risk of being overheard. That's the point—to push her to the edge of discovery, to make her choose between safety and obedience. "Pray to me."

She takes a shuddering breath, her inner walls clenching around my cock with each thrust. When she speaks again, her voice carries the cadence of prayer, though the words are anything but holy.

"Jack, my lord, my master," she intones, each word punctuated by the impact of my hips against her ass. "I offer my body as your temple, my soul as your possession. Fill me with your grace. Make me worthy of your seed."

The blasphemous prayer, uttered in the sacred space of her husband's private chapel, sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. This is more than just physical conquest—it's the complete dismantling of Salma's former self, the rewriting of her very identity. The Kama Sutra Touch has turned El Guero's elegant wife into a willing blasphemer, her loyalty to me superseding even her fear of divine retribution.

Through the chapel's stained glass windows, we can hear El Guero addressing the gathered press just outside in the courtyard. "Family is the foundation of everything I do," his voice carries clearly, adding another layer of irony to our desecration. "My wife Salma has been my strength and inspiration for these charitable initiatives."

Hearing her name on her husband's lips while my cock fills her pushes Salma toward the edge. Her breathing quickens, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft, the first signs of an approaching orgasm. I reach around to cover her mouth with my hand, anticipating her inability to remain silent as pleasure overwhelms her.

"Yes," I encourage, maintaining the steady rhythm that I know will drive her over the edge. "Cum while he speaks your name. Cum with another man's cock inside you while your husband praises your virtue."

Her body responds instantly to the command, her orgasm crashing through her with unexpected intensity. Her teeth clamp down on my fingers through the flesh of my palm, her attempt to stifle her cries as her pussy contracts violently around my shaft. Her entire body trembles with the force of her release, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes—not from pain but from the overwhelming intensity of pleasure laced with fear and blasphemy.

I maintain my pace through her climax, prolonging the sensation until she's limp against the rail, her legs threatening to give out beneath her. Only then do I increase the intensity, my thrusts becoming harder, faster, more demanding. I grab a fistful of her hair, careful not to disrupt her elegant updo too noticeably, using it to pull her head back sharply.

"This is just the beginning," I promise, my voice a low growl in her ear. "By the time I'm done with your husband, you'll be nothing but a memory in his prison cell. And you're helping me put him there, aren't you?"

"Yes," she gasps, her body jolting with each powerful thrust. "Yes, I'm yours. Use me however you need to destroy him."

The complete surrender in her voice, the willing betrayal of the man she once feared enough to obey, fuels my aggression. I release her hair to grab her throat instead, my fingers pressing into the delicate skin with enough force to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. The new angle forces her spine to arch painfully, her body completely at my mercy as I pound into her with increasing violence.

"You love this," I accuse, tightening my grip slightly to feel her pulse racing beneath my fingers. "Being taken like a whore in a holy place. Betraying your husband while he's just outside. Tell me you love it."

"I love it," she confesses, her voice strained from the pressure on her throat, the words emerging in a broken whisper. "I love what you've made me. I love being your weapon."

I reward her honesty with a series of particularly brutal thrusts that have her gasping for breath, her pussy growing impossibly wetter around my invading cock. The wet, slapping sounds of our coupling echo in the chapel, seemingly amplified by the vaulted ceiling and stone walls—a obscene soundtrack to our desecration.

A sudden increase in volume from outside indicates the press conference is wrapping up. El Guero's voice rises in final remarks, thanking everyone for attending. The knowledge that we have mere minutes, perhaps seconds, before someone might enter the chapel adds a frantic edge to our coupling.

Instead of slowing or stopping, I increase the intensity further, driven by the risk of discovery. I release her throat to deliver another sharp slap to her ass, the sound like a gunshot in the quiet chapel. She yelps before she can stop herself, the sound quickly muffled as she bites down on her own forearm.

"Scream for me," I demand, slapping her again, harder this time, leaving a perfect red handprint on her golden skin. "Let them hear you. Let your husband hear who really owns his wife."

The command conflicts with her survival instinct, creating a delicious tension in her body as she struggles between opposing compulsions. The Kama Sutra Touch demands obedience to my wishes, while her rational mind recognizes the catastrophic consequences of discovery. This internal war manifests physically as her pussy clenches rhythmically around my cock, her body shaking with the effort of restraint.

"I can't," she whimpers, tears streaming down her cheeks now. "They'll hear. He'll kill us both."

"You're afraid of the wrong man," I remind her, delivering another stinging slap that makes her jolt forward against the rail. "Scream."

Whether it's the pain of the slap, the power of my command, or simply her body's inability to contain the pleasure any longer, Salma finally breaks. A scream tears from her throat, high and sharp, echoing off the chapel walls before she can muffle it against her arm. The sound seems to hang in the air between us, her eyes widening with horror at what she's done.

Outside, the conversation momentarily pauses. We both freeze, my cock still buried deep inside her, her body tense with terror. Then El Guero's voice resumes, apparently attributing the sound to something else or choosing to ignore it. Relief floods through Salma, her body sagging against the rail.

I resume my thrusts, somehow even harder now, the near-discovery adding another layer of intensity to our coupling. The wet sounds of her arousal around my cock create an obscene symphony in the sacred space—the slap of skin against skin, the squelch of her wetness, the creak of the ancient wooden rail supporting her weight, all mingling with her muffled whimpers and my controlled breathing.

"Your husband's charity is built on blood money," I whisper, each word punctuated by a powerful thrust. "His empire is built on addiction and death. But you're helping me tear it all down, piece by piece. With every secret you share, every code you reveal, you're destroying him more thoroughly than any rival cartel ever could."

She moans against her arm, her body responding to the psychological domination as much as the physical. The knowledge of her betrayal, the extent of her complicity in her husband's downfall, seems to fuel her arousal rather than diminish it. The Kama Sutra Touch has remade her priorities so completely that El Guero's destruction has become secondary to my pleasure.

"I'm your weapon," she agrees, her voice muffled against her flesh. "Use me. Break me. I don't care anymore. Just don't stop fucking me."

The desperate plea, combined with the increasingly urgent sounds from outside indicating the press event is concluding, pushes me toward my own release. I increase my pace to a punishing rhythm, my fingers digging into the flesh of her hips with enough force to leave bruises—more marks of my ownership that she'll have to hide from her husband.

"Beg for my cum," I command, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening with approaching release. "Beg me to fill you with it right here, in this holy place."

"Please," she whispers, turning her head to look back at me, her eyes glassy with tears and desire. "Please cum inside me. Mark me. Claim me. Make me yours completely."

The submission in her gaze, the complete surrender of a woman who once commanded respect and fear throughout the cartel world, now reduced to begging for my seed in her husband's private chapel—it's the ultimate victory, the perfect encapsulation of how thoroughly I've invaded El Guero's most private domain.

I pick up my pace, driving into Salma with powerful, deliberate strokes that have her clutching the altar rail for support. The sound of voices outside grows louder, indicating the press conference is concluding, guests beginning to disperse, perhaps some heading toward the chapel for photos or a closer look at the historic building. The imminence of discovery should be terrifying, but instead it only heightens the intensity, pushing both of us toward a frantic conclusion to our blasphemous coupling. My cock swells inside her, the pressure building at the base of my spine, my release approaching with unstoppable momentum.

"Your husband is coming," I warn her, my voice tight with approaching climax, deliberately phrasing it to emphasize the contrast. "But I'm going to come first. Inside you. Right here in his chapel."

She whimpers at my words, her inner walls clenching around me in rhythmic pulses. I reach around her body to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with practiced precision that has her bucking against me immediately. The dual stimulation—my cock pounding into her depths while my fingers work her most sensitive spot—quickly pushes her toward another orgasm.

"Look at the crucifix," I command, increasing the pressure on her clit. "Look at it while you cum on my cock again. I want your god to see exactly who you worship now."

She raises her head obediently, her eyes locking on the ornate golden crucifix that hangs above the altar. The blasphemy of the act—orgasming while facing the sacred symbol, bent over the altar rail, being fucked by a man who isn't her husband in a chapel built with blood money—creates a perfect storm of forbidden pleasure that seems to ignite something primal within her.

"I'm cumming," she whispers, her voice breaking on the words, her body already beginning to tremble. "Oh god, Jack, I'm cumming again."

Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. She bites down hard on her forearm to stifle her cries, her other hand white-knuckled on the rail as wave after wave of pleasure courses through her system. I maintain my relentless pace through her climax, my fingers still working her clit, prolonging the sensation until she's shaking uncontrollably beneath me.

The pressure of her contracting walls around my shaft combined with the psychological thrill of claiming her so completely in this sacred space pushes me toward my own release. I remove my hand from her clit to grab her hips with both hands, using them as anchors as I drive into her with increasing urgency.

"Take it," I growl, feeling my climax building to the point of no return. "Take every drop. In this holy place. Let it baptize you from the inside."

The sacrilegious imagery seems to trigger another wave of pleasure in Salma, her inner walls fluttering around me in renewed spasms. She presses back against me, taking me deeper, her body completely surrendered to my use despite the growing risk of discovery with each passing second.

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her and let go. My cock pulses forcefully, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her core. The intensity of my release is magnified by the forbidden nature of our coupling—claiming another man's wife in a chapel, marking her from the inside while her husband waits just outside, oblivious to his complete cuckolding.

"Yes," she hisses, feeling the warmth of my seed filling her. "Mark me. Claim me. Make me yours."

I remain buried inside her for several long moments, my cock continuing to pulse with aftershocks of pleasure, ensuring every drop of my cum is deposited as deeply as possible within her. The symbolism isn't lost on either of us—this final desecration, this internal marking, is the ultimate statement of my ownership, my invasion of El Guero's most private domain.

Outside, the voices grow more distinct. We can hear El Guero himself, his tone conversational as he responds to questions from lingering journalists. The sound of footsteps on the path leading to the chapel door triggers a renewed sense of urgency.

I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her inner thigh in a thick white rivulet. Rather than wiping it away, I pull her dress back down, the expensive fabric immediately sticking to the wetness on her skin.

"Fix yourself," I instruct, already tucking myself back into my pants, straightening my clothing with practiced efficiency. "Your husband is waiting."

With trembling hands, Salma pushes away from the altar rail, smoothing her dress down her thighs. She reaches up to check her hair, finding it remarkably intact despite our vigorous coupling. A few strands have come loose, but nothing that would immediately betray what's just happened. She uses the reflection in a polished silver candlestick to check her makeup, wiping away a smudge of mascara beneath her right eye.

"I can feel you," she whispers, a shiver running through her as she shifts her weight, my cum continuing to leak from her, soaking into her thighs beneath the navy dress. "Inside me. Dripping down my legs."

"Good," I reply, stepping back to examine her critically. "I want you to feel me with every step. I want you to stand beside your husband knowing you're filled with another man's cum."

She nods, accepting this final humiliation, this ultimate badge of her transformation. The Kama Sutra Touch ensures she finds pleasure in the degradation, her complete submission to my will overriding any lingering loyalty to her husband or concern for her dignity.

She moves quickly to the altar, her hands immediately busy with the flower arrangement, adding a sprig of greenery here, adjusting a lily there, her movements displaying the practiced grace of a woman accustomed to maintaining appearances at all costs. Only I would notice the slight tremble in her fingers, the flush still visible on her cheeks, the way she presses her thighs together as my seed continues to leak from her.

I slip toward the small side door near the confessional booth, pausing with my hand on the latch to watch as the main doors swing open. El Guero enters with a senior journalist and photographer, gesturing expansively as he explains some historical detail about the chapel's construction. His eyes find Salma at the altar, and he smiles with proprietary pride.

"Ah, there's my wife," he says, his voice carrying in the chapel's excellent acoustics. "Always making everything more beautiful with her touch."

Salma turns, offering a smile that appears genuine to anyone who doesn't know better. "The lilies needed rearranging," she explains, her voice remarkably steady given what's just occurred. "They're your favorite, after all."

The photographer raises his camera, capturing the image of the devoted wife tending to the altar flowers while her charitable husband looks on with approval. The perfect picture of cartel domesticity, of family values and traditional roles—a complete fiction that I've just desecrated in the most literal way possible.

As I slip out the side door unnoticed, I carry with me the knowledge that my cum is still leaking into the expensive fabric of Salma's dress as she poses for these photos, that with every shift of her weight she feels the evidence of my ownership inside her. The picture that will appear in tomorrow's papers, showcasing El Guero's charitable work and perfect family, will be the ultimate irony—a public record of private betrayal, a document of a empire already crumbling from within.

I pull out my phone as I walk casually toward the main house, texting Kourtney a single message: "All assets secured. Begin phase two." With Salma, Selena, and now Jessica under my control, and all the necessary intelligence extracted, the systematic destruction of El Guero's empire can begin. The offshore accounts will be drained, the warehouse in Puerto Vallarta raided, the safe house in Puerto Peñasco seized—all while El Guero remains completely unaware that the women he trusts most have become the instruments of his destruction.


Chapter 8

The morning sun beats down on El Guero's compound as I study the layout of his empire on my laptop, the pieces of my plan falling into place like a perfectly executed chess game. Despite the valuable intelligence gathered from Salma, Selena, and Jessica, I need more—outside connections, additional leverage, assets beyond the compound walls. My phone buzzes with Kourtney's confirmation that the offshore account information is valid, but moving against El Guero requires a more comprehensive network. I need someone with authority, someone with access to official channels—someone like the corrupt local policewoman I've been researching, Officer Eva Mendez, whose reputation for taking bribes is as well-known as her curves among the local criminal element.

I close my laptop and slip it into my briefcase, then check my appearance in the mirror. The security consultant persona requires a certain professional polish—tailored slacks, crisp button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled to the elbows, expensive watch that speaks of success without flaunting wealth. Perfect. I grab a thick envelope of cash from my hidden compartment and tuck it inside my jacket.

"I need to conduct a perimeter assessment of the town's approach roads," I inform Miguel, El Guero's head of security, as I pass through the main gate. "Standard procedure for a comprehensive security plan. I'll be back this afternoon."

He nods, accepting my explanation without question. The trust El Guero has placed in me extends throughout his organization, a fatal flaw I'm exploiting with methodical precision.

I take one of the compound's black SUVs into town, following the dusty road that winds through the hills toward the small city that serves as El Guero's local power base. My contact at the DEA provided Eva's file months ago when I was first planning this operation—a veteran officer with a reputation for taking payoffs from local criminals, turning a blind eye to certain activities while maintaining enough legitimate arrests to avoid suspicion. Perfect leverage material, especially when combined with the Kama Sutra Touch.

The Cantina del Toro sits on the edge of town, a weathered building with peeling paint and a neon sign that buzzes and flickers even in the bright afternoon sun. The parking lot is mostly empty, just a few beat-up trucks and—exactly as arranged—a marked police cruiser parked at the side of the building. I pull in beside it, noting the thin layer of dust coating its surface, typical for vehicles in this arid region. Time to add another piece to my collection.

Inside, the cantina is cool and dim, a welcome relief from the Mexican heat. The air smells of stale beer, fried food, and decades of cigarette smoke embedded in the wooden beams overhead. A tired ceiling fan spins lazily, barely moving the heavy air. Only three customers occupy the space—two old men playing dominoes in the corner, and the woman I've come to meet, sitting alone at the bar.

Officer Eva Mendez cuts an impressive figure even in uniform. Late thirties, with the kind of curves that her standard-issue police shirt and skirt can't disguise—full breasts straining against the buttons, a waist that narrows dramatically before flaring into hips that speak of mature femininity. Her black hair is pulled back in a tight bun, emphasizing strong cheekbones and full lips currently pressed into a thin line of professional assessment. She watches me approach in the bar mirror, her dark eyes missing nothing.

"Officer Mendez," I greet her, sliding onto the stool beside her. "Thank you for meeting me."

She turns slightly, giving me a cool once-over. "Mr. Hammer. You said you had a business proposition. You have five minutes before I need to get back on patrol."

Her voice carries the slight rasp of a smoker, adding a sensual edge to her professional tone. Up close, I notice the faint lines around her eyes, the slight weathering of her skin from years in the sun—not detractions but enhancements to her mature beauty, markers of experience and survival.

"I'll only need three," I reply, signaling the bartender who delivers two shots of tequila without being asked. Local knowledge—Eva's preferred drink according to her file. I slide one toward her. "I'm doing security work for an important client in the area. I occasionally need to move around without drawing attention."

She lifts an eyebrow. "And what does this have to do with me?"

"I need a ride into the city today. No questions asked, no record of the trip." I take a sip of my tequila, watching her over the rim of the glass. "Five thousand American dollars for an hour of your time."

Her expression doesn't change, but I catch the slight dilation of her pupils, the almost imperceptible straightening of her spine. Money talks, especially to an underpaid officer with expensive tastes—her file noted a preference for designer handbags and a condo she shouldn't be able to afford on her salary.

"Ten thousand," she counters, picking up her shot glass but not drinking yet.

I smile, reaching inside my jacket to pull out the envelope. "Seven. And my sincere appreciation."

She watches as I place the envelope on the bar between us, sliding it toward her with my fingertips. After a moment's hesitation, she tosses back her tequila in one smooth motion, then takes the envelope, quickly checking its contents before tucking it into her shirt pocket.

"My car's outside," she says, standing up in one fluid motion. "Let's go."

I follow her out, admiring the confident sway of her hips, the authoritative posture that commands respect despite her relatively small stature. The uniform skirt hugs her ass perfectly, the fabric stretched taut across curves that would be criminal if they weren't literally upholding the law.

The cruiser's interior is immaculately maintained, unlike its dusty exterior. Eva slides behind the wheel, adjusting her holster before starting the engine. The radio crackles with dispatcher chatter that she quickly turns down.

"Where to?" she asks, pulling out of the parking lot.

"Head toward the city center," I direct, settling into the passenger seat. "I need to check out some key infrastructure points."

She nods, accelerating onto the main road, her driving as precise and controlled as her demeanor. I watch her profile as she drives—the proud jut of her chin, the slight furrow of concentration between her brows, the pulse visible in her neck beneath smooth caramel skin.

Ten minutes into the drive, I spot the perfect opportunity. "Pull over up there," I suggest, pointing toward the horizon where a radio tower rises in the distance. "I need to check the sight lines from that elevation."

As she slows the vehicle, I "accidentally" brush my hand against her thigh while gesturing, ensuring skin-to-skin contact where her skirt has ridden up. The effect is immediate and dramatic. She gasps, her hands tightening on the wheel until her knuckles turn white. Her pupils expand so rapidly they nearly swallow the brown of her irises, her lips parting on a shaky exhale.

"What... what was that?" she whispers, her voice suddenly husky, all professional detachment evaporated in an instant.

"What was what, Officer?" I ask innocently, watching as she struggles to process the sudden, overwhelming desire flooding her system.

She doesn't answer, but her breathing accelerates, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath her uniform shirt. A flush spreads across her cheeks, down her neck, disappearing beneath her collar. Without warning, she jerks the wheel, pulling the cruiser sharply off the main road and into a narrow alley between two abandoned buildings.

"I need..." she begins, killing the engine with trembling hands, her voice trailing off as she turns to me, all pretense of professionalism gone, replaced by naked hunger unlike anything she's ever experienced. "I don't understand what's happening to me."

I reach over to run my thumb along her bottom lip, watching her eyes flutter closed at the contact. "Maybe I can help you figure it out."

Eva's transformation is a sight to behold—the poised, professional officer now replaced by a woman drowning in desire, her body trembling with need she can't begin to comprehend. Her eyes, once sharp with suspicion, now dark and unfocused with lust, lock onto mine as she fumbles with her seatbelt. The confined space of the police cruiser, with its laptop mount and radio equipment, doesn't deter her as she practically lunges across the center console toward me, her hands already reaching for my belt.

"I need to taste you," she gasps, her voice unrecognizable, stripped of all authority and control. "Right now. I don't care why. I just need your cock in my mouth."

I lean back in the passenger seat, making no move to help or hinder her frantic efforts. "Is this how you treat all your passengers, Officer Mendez? I should report you for police misconduct."

The taunt only inflames her further. She growls—actually growls—as she manages to undo my belt and attack my zipper with trembling fingers. Her police radio crackles with dispatcher chatter, a surreal soundtrack to her complete debasement.

"Shut up," she hisses, though there's no real anger in her voice—only desperate need. "Just let me... I need to..."

She doesn't finish her thought as she finally frees my cock from my pants, her eyes widening at the sight, a soft moan escaping her lips. Without hesitation, she lowers her head, her tongue darting out to taste the pre-cum already beading at the tip. The contact sends a jolt of electricity through my body, her eagerness evident in the way she immediately takes me deeper, her lips stretching around my girth.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her tightly bound hair, finding the pins that hold her professional bun in place and removing them one by one. "Show me what that mouth can do besides giving tickets."

Her dark hair falls around her shoulders as I free it, the transformation from stern officer to wanton cocksucker now complete. She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending ripples of pleasure up my spine. Her technique suggests experience—a combination of suction, tongue movement, and the perfect amount of pressure that speaks to a woman who knows her way around a man's body.

I tighten my grip in her hair, taking control of the pace. "Look at me," I command, waiting until her eyes meet mine before continuing. "I'm going to fuck that pretty mouth of yours now. And you're going to take every inch."

Before she can respond, I thrust upward, pushing my cock deep into her throat in one smooth motion. Her eyes widen in shock, tears immediately springing up as her gag reflex triggers. But instead of pulling away, she yields completely, relaxing her throat to accommodate my invasion, her hands moving to my thighs to steady herself.

"Good girl," I praise, establishing a brutal rhythm, my hips driving upward with enough force to make her head jerk with each thrust. "That's what you really want, isn't it? To be used. To be controlled."

Obscene gagging sounds fill the cruiser as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, her eyes watering, mascara beginning to run down her cheeks. Saliva builds and spills from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto the crisp blue uniform shirt that represents her authority—an authority I'm systematically dismantling with each thrust into her willing mouth.

Her handcuffs clink against her duty belt as she shifts position, trying to accommodate my size more comfortably. The sound gives me an idea. Without breaking rhythm, I reach down to her belt, finding the handcuffs and smoothly extracting them from their holder. She's too lost in the act of servicing my cock to notice until I pull back, letting my shaft slip from her lips with a wet pop.

"Wha—?" she begins, confusion clouding her lust-filled eyes.

"Hands behind your back," I order, my voice leaving no room for argument.

The Kama Sutra Touch ensures her compliance is immediate and absolute. She shifts awkwardly in the confined space, bringing her hands behind her back. The metallic click of the handcuffs closing around her wrists echoes in the cruiser, a sound she's undoubtedly heard hundreds of times—but never like this, never as the restrained rather than the restrainer.

"That's better," I tell her, guiding her head back to my cock with my hand firmly gripping her hair. "Now you can focus completely on pleasing me."

With her hands secured behind her back, she's entirely at my mercy, forced to rely solely on her mouth and throat to satisfy me. I resume my punishing pace, fucking her face with ruthless efficiency, watching as makeup continues to run down her cheeks, her uniform becoming more disheveled with each passing moment.

"Look at you," I taunt, maintaining my relentless rhythm. "Officer Eva Mendez, pride of the local police force, handcuffed and choking on cock in her own patrol car. What would your colleagues think if they could see you now?"

She moans around my shaft, the vibration and the degrading words pushing me closer to the edge. I fuck her face harder, faster, watching her struggle to breathe around my cock, spit and tears making a mess of her once-professional appearance. Her nose bumps against my abdomen with each thrust, forcing her to time her breaths in the brief moments I pull back.

The handcuffs rattle as she instinctively tries to move her arms, finding herself securely restrained. The vulnerability of her position seems to heighten her arousal—I can see a damp spot forming on her uniform skirt where she's pressed her thighs together, seeking some relief for the aching need between her legs.

"You're soaking through your uniform," I observe, slowing my pace to let her catch her breath, though I remain deep in her mouth. "Just from sucking my cock. Is this what you've been missing all these years, Officer? A man who treats you like the slut you really are?"

She whimpers around my shaft, her eyes rolling back slightly at my degrading words. The Touch ensures she finds pleasure in the humiliation, her entire perception rewired to associate submission to me with the deepest satisfaction she's ever known.

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. She looks up at me with desperate confusion, silently begging for my cock back in her mouth.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking I've just given her. "Let me keep going. I need to taste your cum."

I smile, stroking myself inches from her face, letting pre-cum drip onto her flushed cheeks. "Not yet. I have other plans for you first."

Through the haze of pleasure, I remind myself of my mission. This isn't just about sexual conquest—it's about building my network of assets against El Guero, about creating another intelligence source and ally within the local power structure.

"Get out of the car," I command, tucking myself back into my pants despite her whimper of disappointment. "I want more space for what comes next."

She struggles to comply, hampered by her handcuffed wrists, but manages to awkwardly maneuver herself between the front seats and into the back. I follow, watching as she kneels on the seat, her ass presented to me, her skirt riding up to reveal stocking tops and the edge of lace panties already soaked through with her arousal.

"Please," she whispers, looking back at me over her shoulder, all pride and professional dignity forgotten. "I need you inside me now."

I exit the back of the cruiser, adjusting my clothing with deliberate calm as Eva stumbles out after me, her hands still cuffed behind her back, her professional demeanor completely shattered. The alley provides perfect privacy—abandoned buildings on both sides, the main road just distant enough that passing cars won't notice our activities. With firm hands on her shoulders, I guide her to the front of the vehicle, bending her over the warm hood, the black metal still hot from the Mexican sun. Her skirt, already disheveled from our activities in the car, rides up easily with a single tug of my hand, revealing the full curve of her ass barely contained by soaked lace panties.

"Look at you," I murmur, running my palm over the lace, feeling the heat radiating from her core. "Officer Mendez, sworn to protect and serve, now serving a very different purpose."

She whimpers, pressing her ass back against my hand, seeking more substantial contact. The handcuffs clink against the small of her back as she shifts, trying to find leverage despite her restrained position. Her badge, still pinned to her uniform shirt, scrapes against the hood of the car, a metallic reminder of the authority I'm systematically stripping from her.

I hook my fingers into her panties and pull them down in one smooth motion, letting them drop around her ankles. Her pussy is on full display, swollen lips glistening with arousal, a thin trickle already running down one inner thigh. I spread her ass cheeks apart, examining her most intimate places with clinical detachment, feeling her tremble under my scrutiny.

"Please," she begs, her voice barely recognizable from the confident officer who met me at the cantina. "I need you inside me. I've never felt like this before—like I'll die if you don't fill me."

I unzip my pants, freeing my cock once more. "Is this how you enforce the law?" I ask, slapping my shaft against her exposed pussy, coating it in her abundant wetness. "Taking bribes, bending over for criminals? No wonder El Guero operates with impunity in this town."

The mention of El Guero's name sends a visible shiver through her body, but any concern is immediately overridden by the sensation of my cockhead pressing against her entrance. I push forward slowly, savoring the moment of initial penetration, the tight ring of muscle yielding to my invasion.

"Fuck!" she screams as I sink into her completely, her voice echoing off the walls of the abandoned buildings surrounding us. "Yes! Oh God, yes!"

The heat of her pussy envelops me, tight walls gripping my shaft with pulsating pressure. I establish an immediate rhythm, hard and fast, my hips slamming against her ass with each thrust, the force driving her body across the hood of her own police cruiser. The official seal on the door becomes a backdrop to her debasement, the very symbol of law enforcement defiled by our forbidden coupling.

"You feel that?" I growl, maintaining my brutal pace while leaning forward to speak directly into her ear. "Feel how perfectly you take my cock? Like your body was made for it?"

"Yes," she agrees frantically, turning her head to look back at me, her face transformed by pleasure. "Made for you. Only for you. No one has ever... ever made me feel like this."

I straighten up, grabbing a fistful of her dark hair, now completely freed from its professional bun, and pulling back sharply. The new angle allows me to hit deeper, each thrust bottoming out inside her, the head of my cock striking places that draw increasingly frantic sounds from her throat.

"Every time you put on this uniform," I tell her, delivering a stinging slap to her ass that makes her clench around me, "you'll remember this moment. Remember how I bent you over your own patrol car and fucked you like the whore you really are."

"Yes!" she cries, pushing back to meet each thrust. "I'm your whore! Your fucking slut! Use me however you want!"

The words spill from her mouth without reservation, all pride and dignity forgotten as the Kama Sutra Touch rewires her very being. Her badge scrapes against the hood with each impact, leaving faint scratch marks in the paint—physical evidence of her corruption that she'll see every day she reports for duty.

I maintain my relentless pace, pounding into her with enough force to rock the entire vehicle, the suspension creaking beneath us. The wet sound of our coupling mingles with her increasingly desperate moans, creating an obscene symphony in the deserted alley.

"I need something from you, Eva," I say, slowing my pace deliberately, drawing a whimper of frustration from her. "Something more valuable than your body."

"Anything," she gasps, trying to push back against me, seeking the hard thrusts I've temporarily withheld. "I'll give you anything you want. Just please don't stop fucking me."

I lean over her again, my chest pressed against her back, my cock still buried deep inside her but barely moving, just enough to keep her on edge. "I need information about El Guero's operation in town. Police patrol routes, scheduled raids, anything that might interfere with my plans."

Her body stiffens slightly beneath me, some distant part of her mind recognizing the dangerous territory we're entering. "I... I shouldn't..." she begins, but I cut her off by reaching beneath her to find her clit, circling the swollen bud with my thumb while driving deep inside her once more.

"You belong to me now," I remind her, pressing harder on her clit while maintaining the deep, slow thrusts that keep her teetering on the edge of release. "Your body, your badge, your loyalty—all mine. Tell me you'll help me bring him down, and I'll make you cum harder than you ever have in your life."

The conflict is visible in the tense line of her shoulders, the last vestiges of professional duty warring with her new, overwhelming need to please me. The Kama Sutra Touch ensures there can only be one outcome.

"Yes," she finally gasps, her inner walls fluttering around my cock as her orgasm approaches. "I'll help you. Whatever you need. Names, reports, patrol schedules—anything. I'll be your inside source. Just please... please let me cum!"

Satisfied with her surrender, I reward her immediately, resuming my punishing pace while continuing to work her clit with precise movements. "Good girl," I praise, feeling her body trembling beneath me. "Now cum for me. Cum all over my cock."

The permission combined with the renewed intensity pushes her over the edge. Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with incredible force as her orgasm tears through her. She buries her face against the hood to muffle her scream, her back arching sharply as wave after wave of pleasure courses through her.

"Jack!" she wails, using my first name, all formality between us shattered. "Oh god, Jack! Yes! Yes! Fuuuuck!"

I maintain my rhythm through her climax, prolonging her pleasure while savoring the tight grip of her convulsing walls around my cock. The sight of this proud officer completely undone by desire, handcuffed and bent over her own patrol car, combined with the knowledge that I've just secured another asset against El Guero, pushes me toward my own release.

"I'm going to fill you with my cum," I announce, feeling the pressure building to the point of no return. "Going to mark you from the inside."

"Yes!" she begs, her voice barely audible, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Cum inside me! Make me yours completely!"

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 as if trying to extract every last bit of my seed.

I remain buried inside her for several long moments, my hips jerking with each spurt, my fingers digging into the flesh of her hips. Only when I'm completely spent do I slowly withdraw, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, a thick white rivulet trailing down her inner thigh.

"Clean me," I command, turning her around and pressing down on her shoulders until she's kneeling on the dusty ground before me.

Despite her exhaustion, she obeys instantly, her tongue darting out to lick my cock clean of our combined fluids. She moans at the taste, her eyes closing in reverent appreciation as she thoroughly services me, removing every trace of cum and her own juices from my shaft and balls.

When she's finished, I tuck myself back into my pants and help her to her feet. Her legs tremble, barely supporting her weight after the intensity of our encounter. I remove the handcuffs, watching as she rubs her wrists, wincing slightly at the marks left by the metal.

"Get yourself together," I instruct, already mentally filing away this new asset in my plans against El Guero. "You still need to drive me to my destination."

She nods, pulling up her panties with shaking hands, smoothing down her skirt, attempting to restore some semblance of professional appearance despite the evidence of our coupling still leaking down her thighs. Her hair remains loose around her shoulders, her makeup smeared beyond repair, but there's nothing to be done about that now.

In the car, she drives in silence, occasionally glancing at me with a mixture of confusion and adoration. The Kama Sutra Touch has completely rewired her priorities—her loyalty now firmly to me rather than her badge or the law she's sworn to uphold.

"I'll text you when I need information," I tell her as she pulls up at the spot I've indicated, close enough to walk back to El Guero's compound without raising suspicion. "And when I want to use you again."

"Anytime," she promises, her voice still thick with post-coital haze. "Day or night. Just call me, and I'll come running. Whatever you need—information, access, my body—it's yours."

I exit the cruiser without another word, watching in the side mirror as she pulls away, another piece in my game against El Guero now firmly under my control.


Chapter 9

Night falls over El Guero's compound as I recline on the bed in my guest suite, reviewing the day's progress on my laptop. Eva's addition to my network of assets is significant—police access provides another layer of intelligence and protection when the time comes to move against the cartel. My phone buzzes with a text from Kourtney confirming that the plans for the Puerto Vallarta warehouse raid are in motion. Everything is falling into place with mechanical precision, each piece of El Guero's empire now targeted for systematic dismantling. I close my laptop when I hear the soft click of my door opening, followed by the whisper of bare feet on tile. I don't need to look up to know who's visiting me at this hour—the slight floral perfume and the distinctive rhythm of her breathing give her away immediately.

"You didn't knock, Selena," I observe without turning, setting my laptop aside. "That's quite rude."

She steps fully into the room, closing the door behind her with exaggerated care. When I finally look up, I find her wearing only a thin silk nightgown that barely reaches mid-thigh, the material so sheer I can see the dark outline of her nipples and the absence of underwear beneath.

"I've seen you with her," Selena says, her voice carrying the petulant edge of a spoiled child. "With my stepmother. In the chapel. In the study. Everywhere. She doesn't deserve all your attention."

I lean back against the headboard, studying her with deliberate coolness. The Touch has transformed her previous rebellious attitude into something more complicated—still defiant, but now desperate for my approval, for my touch. The jealousy radiating from her is palpable, a childish need to be the center of attention warring with the supernatural desire I've instilled in her.

"And you think you deserve it more?" I ask, raising an eyebrow.

She moves closer to the bed, her hips swaying with practiced seduction. "I can do things she can't. I'm younger. Tighter. More adventurous." She sinks to her knees beside the bed, looking up at me through mascara-heavy lashes. "Please, Jack. I need you. I've been thinking about your cock all day. I've been so bad... thinking such dirty thoughts while sitting across from my stepdad at dinner."

The image is certainly appealing—El Guero discussing business over the family meal, completely unaware that his stepdaughter's pussy was getting wet thinking about the cock that had claimed both her holes the previous night. But her approach requires correction.

"Stand up," I command, swinging my legs over the side of the bed.

She complies immediately, though confusion clouds her features. I walk to the closet, retrieving a small bag I'd packed specifically for situations like this. From it, I pull a black leather collar with a silver D-ring at the front.

"If you want to be my slut," I tell her, holding up the collar, "then you need to understand your place. On your knees again. Hands behind your back."

Her eyes widen at the sight of the collar, but the Touch ensures her obedience is immediate and absolute. She drops to her knees, placing her hands behind her back, her chest thrust forward in unconscious offering. I stand over her, enjoying the power dynamic—her kneeling in submission, me towering above her with the instrument of her degradation.

"Beg for it," I instruct, holding the collar just out of reach. "Convince me you deserve to wear my collar."

"Please," she whispers, the word emerging with surprising vulnerability from a woman normally so confident in her sexuality. "Please collar me. I need to be yours. I need to be controlled. I've been such a bad girl my whole life... I need someone to punish me, to show me my place."

I step forward, fastening the collar around her slender neck, adjusting it to be tight enough that she's constantly aware of its presence without restricting her breathing. The leather looks striking against her golden skin, the contrast emphasizing her submission in a way that sends a surge of satisfaction through me.

"Now," I say, attaching a leather leash to the D-ring, "you'll crawl where I lead you. Like the bitch in heat you are."

Her eyes flash briefly with the old rebellion, but it's quickly subsumed by the overwhelming desire created by the Touch. She lowers herself to her hands and knees, the position causing her nightgown to ride up, exposing her bare ass and pussy to my view.

"Good girl," I praise, giving the leash a gentle tug as I walk across the room.

She follows on all fours, her movements fluid and graceful despite the degrading position. I lead her in a circle around the room, occasionally stopping to make her sit up like a trained pet, her hands held before her in supplication. The power of having El Guero's proud, rebellious stepdaughter crawling at the end of my leash, her ass swaying with each movement, sends blood rushing to my cock.

"Do you see how wet you are?" I ask, stopping near a decorative mirror on the wall, positioning her so she can see her own reflection—collared, on all fours, her pussy visibly glistening with arousal. "This is what you really are. Not a cartel princess. Not a spoiled brat. Just a desperate slut who needs to be owned."

"Yes," she agrees, her voice thick with desire, her eyes locked on her own degraded image. "I need to be owned. Used. Punished."

I unfasten my pants, freeing my already hard cock. Gripping the leash tightly in one hand, I use the other to guide her face toward my crotch. "Open wide," I command. "I'm going to fuck that pretty mouth until you choke."

She parts her lips eagerly, taking me into the wet heat of her mouth without hesitation. Unlike her previous aggressive approach to oral sex, this time she yields complete control to me, keeping her hands behind her back, her mouth open and receptive as I begin to thrust.

I start slowly, letting her adjust to my size, watching as her lips stretch around my girth. Then, without warning, I tighten my grip on the leash and thrust forward forcefully, driving my cock deep into her throat in one smooth motion. Her eyes widen in shock, tears immediately springing up as her gag reflex triggers. But instead of pulling away, she yields completely, the collar around her neck a constant reminder of her submission.

"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, pop-star slut. Show me how badly you want to please me."

Obscene gagging sounds fill the room as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, her eyes watering, mascara beginning to run down her cheeks in dark rivulets. Saliva builds and spills from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto her nightgown, creating wet patches on the silk. 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 hands remain obediently behind her back, not pushing me away but clenched into fists, her nails digging into her own palms as she struggles to accept my invasion.

"Look at you," I taunt, maintaining my relentless pace. "El Guero's precious stepdaughter, on her knees with a collar around her neck, choking on another man's cock. What would the tabloids say if they could see their favorite party girl now?"

She moans around my shaft, the vibration and the degrading words pushing me closer to the edge. I fuck her face harder, watching her struggle to breathe around my cock, tears and makeup creating a ruined mess of her once-perfect face. Through the haze of pleasure, I spot the perfect opportunity to add another layer to her debasement.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her gasping for air, a strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head of my cock. Without giving her time to recover, I yank the leash, leading her across the room to the large picture window that overlooks the compound grounds. Outside, security guards patrol the perimeter, occasionally passing beneath the warm glow of my window.

"Stand up," I instruct, releasing the leash but keeping a firm hand on the collar around her neck.

She rises on unsteady legs, mascara streaked down her cheeks, her nightgown disheveled and wet with saliva. I spin her around to face the window, pressing her against the cool glass, forcing her to bend slightly at the waist, her hands splayed on the window for support.

"Look outside," I command, lifting her nightgown to expose her ass and pussy. "See those guards patrolling? They could look up at any moment and see El Guero's precious stepdaughter getting fucked like a cheap whore. The thought excites you, doesn't it?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible, her breath fogging the glass as she watches the guards below. "It makes me so wet knowing they could see me."

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance, finding her soaking wet from the combination of oral submission and the exhibitionist thrill. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, drawing a sharp cry that she quickly muffles by biting her lip.

"Scream for me," I encourage, establishing a hard, fast rhythm that has her body slamming against the window with each thrust. "Let them hear you. Let the whole compound know who's really in charge of the cartel princess."

Each impact makes the window rattle slightly, the sound adding to the risk of discovery. Below us, one of the guards pauses, lighting a cigarette, the brief flare illuminating his face as he glances up toward the source of the noise. Selena freezes momentarily, her pussy clenching around me in fear and excitement.

"He's looking right at us," I whisper in her ear, never slowing my relentless pace. "Do you think he recognizes you? The boss's precious stepdaughter, getting her tight little pussy pounded by a stranger?"

The thought sends a visible shiver through her body, her inner walls gripping me with increased pressure. "Fuck me harder," she begs, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Let him see how much I love being your slut."

I grab the back of her collar with one hand, pulling it tight against her throat, using it as leverage to drive deeper into her with each stroke. My other hand finds her clit, circling the sensitive bud with precise movements that have her trembling immediately.

"You're just a toy to me," I tell her, my voice harsh in her ear as I pound into her. "A pretty little fucktoy I'm using to destroy your stepdaddy's empire piece by piece. And you love it, don't you?"

"Yes!" she cries, no longer concerned about being overheard, her entire being focused on the pleasure building within her core. "Use me! Destroy him! I don't care! Just don't stop fucking me!"

The guard below finally looks away, continuing his patrol, unaware of the cartel princess being systematically debased just above his head. But the danger of discovery remains, each passing guard a potential witness to Selena's complete surrender to the enemy of her family.

I maintain my punishing rhythm, feeling her body responding to each thrust, her pussy growing wetter around my shaft with each degrading word I whisper in her ear. The collar around her neck serves as a constant reminder of her submission, the leash dangling down her back, occasionally slapping against her skin with the force of our movements.

I feel my climax building at the base of my spine but hold back, not yet ready to end our encounter. A more complete degradation is required—one that will leave Selena thoroughly marked as mine in the most intimate way possible. Without warning, I pull out of her pussy completely, leaving her empty and whimpering with loss. Before she can protest, I press my cock, slick with her abundant wetness, against the tight pucker of her asshole. Her entire body stiffens at the pressure, a gasp escaping her lips as she realizes my intention.

"Yes," she breathes, surprising me with her eagerness as she pushes back against me. "Take my ass. Stretch me open. I want to feel you everywhere."

"You really are a complete slut," I observe, increasing the pressure against her resistant hole without yet breaching it. "El Guero's precious stepdaughter, begging to be fucked in the ass while pressed against a window for all to see."

"Please," she whimpers, her voice breaking with desperation, her fingers clawing at the glass for purchase. "I need it. I need to feel owned completely."

I reach around to slide two fingers into her soaking pussy, gathering her natural lubrication. I withdraw them and spread the wetness around her tight hole, then press my cockhead more firmly against the entrance. The resistance is considerable—despite her enthusiasm, her body instinctively fights the invasion.

"Relax," I command, my free hand gripping the collar around her neck, using it as leverage. "Push back against me. Show me how badly you want it."

She obeys instantly, forcing her muscles to yield, pushing back as I maintain steady pressure. There's a moment of intense resistance, her sphincter fighting against the intrusion—then suddenly the head of my cock pops past the tight ring of muscle, entering her ass in one abrupt motion that draws a strangled cry from her throat.

"Oh fuck!" she gasps, her body going rigid with the sudden, burning stretch. "It's too much! It's too big!"

I pause, allowing her body time to adjust to the intrusion, my cock throbbing within the incredibly tight heat of her ass. "Breathe," I instruct, my voice steady despite the intense pleasure threatening to overwhelm my control. "This is what you wanted. This is what you begged for."

Her breath comes in short, sharp pants, her forehead pressed against the cool glass of the window, creating small clouds of condensation with each exhale. Below us, another guard passes, oblivious to the cartel princess being sodomized just above his head.

"Look down," I command, pulling back on her collar slightly to force her head up. "Watch them patrol while I take your ass. Remember how easily any of them could look up and see you."

This reminder of our exposed position sends a visible shiver through her body, her anal muscles clenching around my invading cock in a way that nearly makes my eyes roll back in my head. The pressure is exquisite—tighter than any pussy, gripping my shaft like a vise.

Slowly, I begin to move, pulling back until just the head remains inside her before pushing forward again, a bit deeper this time. Each stroke penetrates further, her body gradually yielding to the invasion, accepting more of my length with every thrust. Her initial cries of discomfort gradually transform, becoming moans of pleasure as her body adapts to the foreign sensation.

"That's it," I encourage, establishing a steady rhythm, each thrust pushing deeper than the last. "Take it all. Show me what a perfect anal slut you are."

"Yes," she hisses, pushing back to meet my thrusts, her initial pain now clearly mingled with growing pleasure. "I'm your anal slut. Use my ass. Fuck me harder."

I increase my pace, gripping her hips with bruising force, pulling her back onto my cock as I drive forward. The sight is intensely erotic—my shaft disappearing into her tight hole, stretching it obscenely wide, her ass cheeks jiggling with each impact. The leash attached to her collar sways with our movement, occasionally slapping against her back, a constant reminder of her complete submission.

"Touch yourself," I order, wanting to heighten her pleasure despite the degradation. "Make yourself cum while I fuck this tight ass."

She immediately complies, one hand leaving the window to reach between her legs, her fingers finding her clit and working it with frantic circles. The stimulation combined with the forbidden pleasure of anal penetration quickly pushes her toward the edge, her moans increasing in volume and desperation.

"Oh god," she gasps, her internal muscles clenching rhythmically around my invading cock. "I'm going to cum with your cock in my ass. I've never... never felt anything like this!"

I tighten my grip on her collar, pulling it back enough to create pressure on her throat without choking her completely. The slight restriction of her breathing intensifies her sensations, pushing her closer to the precipice. I increase the force of my thrusts, no longer concerned about her comfort, using her ass for my pleasure with brutal efficiency.

"Do it," I demand, my voice harsh with my own approaching climax. "Cum for me. Cum like the anal whore you are."

Her entire body convulses, her ass clenching around my cock with incredible pressure as her orgasm tears through her. She slams her palm against the window, her forehead pressing against the glass as she struggles to remain standing through the intensity of her release. Her cries are muffled only by her determined effort to avoid alerting the entire compound, her body shaking uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure courses through her.

"Jack! Fuck! Yes!" she wails, her voice breaking on my name as her orgasm seems to go on forever, each pulse of her anal muscles around my cock prolonging the sensation. "I'm still cumming! Don't stop!"

The sight of El Guero's proud stepdaughter completely undone by anal pleasure, combined with the vise-like grip of her ass around my shaft, pushes me beyond the point of no return. I drive into her with renewed force, my thrusts becoming more erratic as my own climax builds to the point of inevitability.

"I'm going to fill this tight ass with my cum," I announce, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight against my body. "Going to mark you from the inside."

"Yes!" she begs, her body still trembling with aftershocks of her powerful orgasm. "Cum in my ass! Fill me up! Make me yours completely!"

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 bowels. The sensation is incredible, her still-contracting muscles milking every drop from my shaft, her body accepting my seed in the most intimate way possible.

"Fuck," I grunt, my hips jerking with each spurt, my fingers digging into the flesh of her hips. "Take it all."

She moans at the feeling of being filled, her head hanging forward in exhaustion and submission. I remain buried inside her until the last tremor subsides, then slowly withdraw, watching with satisfaction as my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used hole, trailing down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets.

Her legs finally give out, and she collapses to her knees, then onto her side on the floor. She lies there trembling, her makeup completely ruined by tears, the collar still tight around her neck, cum leaking from her ass onto the expensive tile floor. The sight is one of complete debasement—El Guero's beloved stepdaughter reduced to a used, broken mess.

"Thank you," she whispers, looking up at me with glazed eyes, genuine gratitude in her expression despite—or perhaps because of—the thoroughness of her degradation. "Thank you for punishing me. For using me. For showing me what I really am."

I tuck myself back into my pants, looking down at her with calculated detachment even as satisfaction courses through me. Another asset thoroughly claimed, another weapon added to my arsenal against El Guero. The stepdaughter he tries so hard to control now belongs to me completely, her loyalty transferred from family ties to the supernatural bond created by the Touch.

"Clean yourself up," I tell her, removing the collar from her neck, leaving behind a faint red mark that will remind her of her submission long after the visible evidence fades. "Your stepfather would have questions if you're not at breakfast tomorrow."

She nods, slowly pushing herself to sitting position, wincing slightly at the soreness that will linger for days. "Will you use me again?" she asks, the hope in her voice pathetically obvious despite her physical discomfort.

"Many times," I assure her, though I know our time together will be brief. Once I've destroyed her stepfather's organization, I'll disappear, leaving her with nothing but the memory of submission and a body that will never again know such complete fulfillment. "Now go. Before someone notices your absence."

She gathers herself with surprising dignity given her physical state, retrieving her discarded nightgown and slipping it over her head. The thin silk does little to hide the evidence of our activities—the marks on her throat, the mascara streaks on her cheeks, the slight unsteadiness in her gait. But the darkness of the compound corridors will conceal these details until she reaches her room.

As she slips out of my door, I return to my laptop, updating Kourtney on the day's progress. With Eva's police access now secured and both Salma and Selena thoroughly under my control, the noose around El Guero's empire tightens by the hour. Soon, very soon, I'll trigger the collapse—the warehouse raid, the offshore account seizures, the exposure of his political connections—and watch as everything he's built crumbles to dust.


Chapter 10

El Guero paces the length of his hacienda's grand ballroom, barking orders at a team of decorators who scurry to meet his exacting standards. I stand back, watching the cartel boss micromanage every detail of his legendary Cinco de Mayo celebration—the crystal chandeliers being polished to perfection, the imported silk banners in Mexico's national colors unfurling from ornate ceiling hooks, the stage being assembled for his annual address to his criminal empire. His obsession with appearances would be almost admirable if it weren't so pathetically predictable, making my plan all the easier to execute.

"Jack!" El Guero calls, waving me over with the casual authority of a man who expects instant obedience. "Come, I need your expertise on the security positioning."

I approach with measured confidence, the security consultant persona fitting me like a second skin after weeks of infiltration. "The perimeter is locked down," I assure him, pulling up the compound schematics on my tablet. "I've positioned men at all key access points, with redundant surveillance covering every blind spot."

His hand claps my shoulder, the gesture of trust from a man who trusts no one. "This is why I hired you," he says, his gold teeth flashing in a predatory smile. "Always thorough. Always thinking ahead."

If only he knew how far ahead I've been thinking. Three weeks of systematically dismantling his security while appearing to strengthen it. Three weeks of turning his wife, his stepdaughter, and his police contact into my personal assets. Three weeks of recording every depraved encounter, building a compilation that will shatter his reputation in front of everyone who fears him.

"The stage setup concerns me," I say, pointing to the massive projection screens flanking the podium where he'll deliver his speech. "The AV system creates a potential vulnerability. I'd like to personally inspect the server room, ensure there's no opportunity for... unwelcome interruptions."

El Guero laughs, the sound echoing across the ballroom. "Always the professional! This is why I tell everyone—security is worth every peso." He gestures to a nervous-looking technician hovering nearby. "Show Señor Hammer whatever he needs to see. Give him full access."

The technician nods rapidly, clearly intimidated by his boss. "Sí, Patrón. Right away."

Around us, the Cinco de Mayo preparations continue at fever pitch. This isn't just a party—it's a demonstration of power, a mandatory gathering for every significant player in Mexico's criminal hierarchy. Cartel lieutenants, corrupt politicians, bought judges, and even rival organization heads will be in attendance, compelled by tradition and the unspoken threat of what happens to those who decline El Guero's invitation.

Florists arrange elaborate centerpieces of red carnations and white calla lilies. Caterers wheel in carts loaded with the finest tequilas. A team of sound engineers test the elaborate speaker system that will carry El Guero's voice to every corner of the vast property. The air buzzes with tense energy—everyone knows the consequence of disappointing the cartel boss on his most important night of the year.

"Jack," El Guero says, lowering his voice as he pulls me aside, "there's another matter. Intelligence suggests the Sinaloa faction might make a move tonight. Discreetly double the security on the east entrance."

"Already done," I lie smoothly. In reality, I've thinned the east security detail and fed false information to Eva, ensuring maximum confusion when the DEA raid begins. "I anticipated this concern."

His face breaks into a rare genuine smile. "This is why you're worth every dollar, my friend. You think like they do."

No, El Guero, I think like someone who's systematically dismantling your entire world, piece by piece, using the women you think you own as my primary weapons. But I just nod professionally, keeping these thoughts carefully hidden behind my consultant mask.

"I'll need to check the AV system personally," I remind him. "With such high-profile guests, we can't risk any technical... surprises."

"Of course, of course." He waves dismissively, already distracted by a waiter approaching with color samples for the cocktail napkins. "Whatever you need."

The technician leads me through a series of corridors to a climate-controlled room humming with servers and digital equipment. The nerve center of El Guero's communication system, and soon, the launch point for his destruction.

"I'll need some time alone," I tell the technician, using my most authoritative tone. "Security protocols."

He hesitates briefly—this is his domain, after all—but El Guero's instruction for "full access" outweighs his professional concerns. "Sí, Señor. I'll be outside if you need anything."

The moment the door closes, I move swiftly. From my pocket, I extract a specialized USB drive containing weeks of meticulously edited footage—Salma bent over the chapel altar, my cock pounding into her as she blasphemes against her husband; Selena on all fours, collared and leashed, begging for me to fill her ass while security guards patrol below her window; both women on their knees, fighting over who gets to swallow my cum while declaring their undying loyalty to me.

Hours of footage condensed into fifteen minutes of pure, unadulterated humiliation for El Guero. Every scene carefully selected to maximize the impact on his reputation as a feared leader. What cartel boss can command respect when everyone has seen his wife and stepdaughter thoroughly debased by another man?

I locate the main media server and insert the drive. The security is predictably outdated—designed to keep outsiders from hacking in, but woefully inadequate against someone already granted internal access. Within minutes, I've replaced the celebratory video montage scheduled to play during El Guero's speech with my compilation, setting it to trigger automatically when he cues the AV system.

The beauty of the plan lies in its simplicity. No complex hacking, no elaborate scheme—just a straight substitution that won't be discovered until it's playing on massive screens before the assembled criminal elite of Mexico. By the time anyone realizes what's happening, the damage will be irreparable.

I remove the drive, wiping all traces of the file transfer, and pocket it again. The technician doesn't question my satisfied expression when I emerge from the server room. "Everything is secure," I tell him, which isn't exactly a lie. Everything is indeed secure—for my purposes.

Back in the ballroom, El Guero is supervising the arrangement of the head table, where his closest associates will be seated. Salma stands nearby, the perfect cartel wife in a form-fitting red dress, her expression carefully composed. Only I know that beneath that elegant exterior beats the heart of a woman completely remade by the Kama Sutra Touch, her primary loyalty now to the man who fucked her over a crate of tequila while her husband entertained guests just yards away.

Our eyes meet briefly across the room. That moment of connection is all it takes—her pupils dilate visibly, her lips parting slightly, her body responding to my mere presence like a tuning fork struck to perfect pitch. She quickly looks away, but the damage is done. She's mine, body and soul, and in a few hours, everyone in Mexico's criminal underworld will know it.

I check my watch. Six hours until the festivities begin. Six hours until the most powerful cartel in Mexico begins to implode from within. I slip out my phone and send Kourtney a single text: "Packages delivered. Countdown initiated."

Tonight, El Guero's empire falls, and I'll be watching from the perfect vantage point as his world burns.

***

The grand ballroom of Hacienda Guero pulses with carefully orchestrated debauchery—Mexico's criminal aristocracy swaying to live mariachi, crystal glasses clinking, designer drugs discretely changing hands beneath tables draped in imported linen. I sip my tequila slowly, savoring not just the smooth burn of the aged spirit but the anticipation of what's to come. All around me, cartel leaders, corrupt politicians, and bought judges laugh too loudly, their inhibitions dissolved by El Guero's legendary private reserve tequila, making them the perfect audience for the show they're about to witness.

I scan the room with calculated precision, noting each key player in Mexico's underworld. The Sinaloa faction holds court near the western wall, their leader's face flushed with alcohol but his eyes still watchful. Corrupt federal police commanders mingle with state officials, their uniforms and suits little more than costumes disguising their true allegiances. At least three rival cartel bosses have accepted El Guero's invitation, their presence a testament to his perceived untouchable status—a perception I'm about to shatter in the most public, humiliating way possible.

Salma glides through the crowd in that red dress that hugs every curve, playing the perfect hostess. Only I know that beneath that elegant exterior, she carries the marks of my ownership—both the psychological bonds forged by the Kama Sutra Touch and the physical evidence of our coupling mere hours ago. She catches my eye across the room, a momentary flash of desire quickly masked by the social smile she wears for her husband's guests. In the far corner, Selena holds court among a younger crowd, her rebellious persona restored for public consumption, though the collar marks on her neck are barely concealed by a choker she's claiming as a fashion statement.

"Ladies and gentlemen!" The master of ceremonies taps the microphone, his voice cutting through the revelry. "Please welcome your host, the man who needs no introduction, El Guero!"

The crowd erupts in dutiful applause as El Guero strides onto the stage, resplendent in a white linen suit with subtle gold embroidery, his signature gold-capped teeth flashing in the spotlight. The very picture of cartel success—wealthy, feared, respected. He spreads his arms wide, basking in the adulation of those who either fear him or seek his favor.

I use the distraction to slide unnoticed to the back of the room, positioning myself near the emergency exit while maintaining a clear view of both the stage and the massive projection screens mounted on either side. The technician I'd intimidated earlier nods nervously from his position at the AV booth, assuming I'm monitoring security protocols rather than waiting to witness his boss's destruction.

"My friends, my family, my esteemed colleagues!" El Guero's voice booms through the state-of-the-art sound system. "Welcome to the celebration of our great nation's heritage, and, if I may be so bold, a celebration of our continued success!"

More applause, more tequila flowing, more insincere smiles from men who'd kill each other over territory disputes tomorrow but tonight play at civility in El Guero's domain.

"Before we continue our festivities, I want to share with you a vision of our future," El Guero continues, reaching the critical point in his speech. "A vision of strength, of family, of loyalty—the cornerstones of everything we've built together."

He raises his crystal glass, the signal for the technician to start the video montage—a carefully produced propaganda piece meant to showcase El Guero's power and philanthropy. "To family! To loyalty! To Mexico!"

The crowd echoes his toast, glasses raised high. The technician presses play, and for a brief, perfect moment, El Guero stands with his back to the screens, unaware that instead of his promotional video, the first frame shows the interior of his private chapel.

I step further back into the shadows, positioning myself for a quick exit while ensuring I miss none of the spectacle about to unfold. My finger hovers over the send button on my phone, ready to alert Kourtney to initiate phase two the moment chaos erupts.

The crowd's confused murmur is the first indication that something's wrong. El Guero, still grinning triumphantly, notices the shift in atmosphere, the way eyes dart between him and the screen behind him. Then the audio kicks in—the unmistakable sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, wet and rhythmic, followed by Salma's voice, breathless and desperate: "¡Sí, Papi! ¡Más duro! ¡Cógeme más duro!"

El Guero whirls around, just in time to see his elegant wife bent over the altar rail of his private chapel, her dress bunched around her waist, her face contorted in ecstasy as my cock drives into her from behind. The image is crystal clear, the lighting perfect, every detail of her submission to another man captured in high definition on screens twenty feet tall.

The ballroom freezes in collective shock. Five hundred of Mexico's most dangerous criminals, all rendered momentarily speechless by the spectacle before them. Salma, somewhere in the crowd, makes a small sound like a wounded animal. El Guero's face transitions from confusion to disbelief to rage, the color rising from his neck to his forehead until he's nearly purple beneath the spotlight.

Before anyone can react, the video cuts to a new scene—this time Selena, naked except for a studded collar, handcuffed to a bed, her legs spread wide as my cock disappears into her ass. Her voice, higher than her stepmother's but equally desperate, fills the ballroom: "¡Sí, Maestro! ¡Llena mi culo con tu leche! I've been so bad, punish me!"

A single laugh breaks the silence—short, sharp, quickly stifled but unmistakable. Then another. Soon a wave of snickers ripples through the crowd as the criminal elite of Mexico witness the complete humiliation of a man who has ruled them through fear. El Guero stands paralyzed on stage, his empire crumbling with each passing second of footage, each snicker from men who hours ago wouldn't have dared meet his gaze.

The Sinaloa boss makes no attempt to hide his smirk. A corrupt judge coughs to cover his laughter. Rival cartel lieutenants exchange glances that say more clearly than words: He is finished. No one fears a man whose wife and stepdaughter so eagerly betray him for another's pleasure.

On screen, Selena begs for more, her mascara running down her cheeks as she declares me her master, renouncing all loyalty to her stepfather while my cock pounds into her. The audio is perfectly clear, each declaration of submission, each moan of pleasure, each wet slap of flesh against flesh broadcast through speakers designed to carry El Guero's authority to every corner of the vast space.

Finally, El Guero finds his voice. "TURN IT OFF!" he roars, but the technician fumbles with the controls, panic making him clumsy. "KILL THE POWER!"

But it's too late. Even if the screens went dark this instant, the damage is done. I see it in the eyes of his lieutenants, the barely contained smirks, the way they're already calculating how to carve up his territory. In the criminal world, respect is currency, and El Guero's account has just been emptied in the most public way imaginable.

"Who did this?" he screams, scanning the crowd, his hand moving to the gun surely hidden beneath his immaculate suit. "WHO?"

Security guards rush toward the stage, but uncertainty clouds their movements. Their eyes dart between their boss and the screens still showing his women being thoroughly debased by another man. Some even glance at each other, silently questioning whether El Guero deserves their continued loyalty.

I press send on my text to Kourtney: "Phase two initiated." In twenty minutes, DEA teams will breach the compound's perimeter, targeting an organization already in disarray, its leadership structure fracturing before my eyes.

A commotion near the main entrance draws attention—weapons being drawn, accusations flying between rival factions as the thin veneer of civility dissolves. The Sinaloa contingent moves with purpose toward a side exit, their leader clearly deciding now is the time to eliminate competition while El Guero's organization implodes.

In the chaos, I slip through the emergency door, moving quickly toward the private wing of the hacienda where I know Salma and Selena will flee. My path takes me past the AV booth, where the technician cowers, expecting to be executed for his role in the disaster. I pat his shoulder as I pass.

"Good job," I tell him. "You played your part perfectly."

His confusion follows me down the corridor as the first gunshots echo from the ballroom. El Guero's Cinco de Mayo celebration is transforming into something else entirely—a feeding frenzy with his reputation as the main course.

And I'm not done with him yet. Not even close.


Chapter 11

I navigate the panicked corridors of El Guero's hacienda, the sounds of chaos growing louder behind me—shouted orders, breaking glass, and the occasional gunshot as rival factions seize the opportunity to settle old scores. Security personnel rush past me toward the ballroom, too focused on the immediate threat to notice the architect of their boss's downfall walking calmly in the opposite direction. I know exactly where I'm headed—the private VIP room where El Guero's most precious possessions have undoubtedly fled to hide from the public shame I've orchestrated. My cock stiffens at the thought of claiming them again while their world burns around them.

The VIP lounge sits at the end of a plush corridor, its heavy oak door normally guarded by El Guero's most trusted men. Today, those men have abandoned their post, drawn to the more pressing chaos erupting throughout the compound. Perfect. I test the handle—locked, as expected. Three sharp knocks, then my voice, firm and commanding: "It's Jack. Open up."

A moment's hesitation, then the soft click of the lock disengaging. The door opens just enough to reveal Salma's face, tear-streaked mascara creating dark rivers down her cheeks, her perfectly styled hair now disheveled from anxious fingers running through it.

"You," she whispers, her voice a complex mixture of accusation and desire. "You did this to us."

I push the door open fully, forcing her to step back as I enter and immediately lock it behind me. The VIP room is exactly what you'd expect from a cartel boss's private sanctuary—leather couches, a fully stocked bar, vanity tables with makeup stations for the women, and a large screen currently showing security feeds of the mayhem spreading throughout the compound.

Selena stands by the bar, a half-empty tequila bottle clutched in her trembling hand, her eyes wild with a combination of fear, rage, and the undeniable desire the Kama Sutra Touch has permanently burned into her nervous system. Her designer dress is torn at one shoulder, likely from her hasty retreat through the panicked crowd.

"You fucking bastard," she hisses, taking a swig directly from the bottle. "Everyone saw us. Everyone! Our lives are over!"

I approach slowly, my posture relaxed, confident, dominant. "Your old lives are over," I correct her. "Your lives as El Guero's pets, as decorative objects he parades at parties, as possessions he thinks he owns." I stop in the center of the room. "But you both know exactly what your new lives are. What you truly are now."

The effect of my words is immediate and visible—their breathing quickens, pupils dilating as the Touch reactivates in full force, overriding their anger and fear with overwhelming desire. Their bodies respond to me like finely tuned instruments, the supernatural connection I've forged with them rendering all other concerns secondary to their need for my approval, my touch, my cock.

"Strip," I command, my voice level but brooking no argument. "Both of you. Now."

Salma's hands move to the zipper of her red dress before she's even made a conscious decision to obey. Selena sets down the tequila bottle, her earlier defiance melting away as she reaches behind her back to unfasten her own garment. They move with increasing urgency, all pretense of reluctance abandoned as they shed their expensive clothes, revealing bodies I've thoroughly claimed in every possible way.

"On your knees," I continue once they stand naked before me, their jewelry and heels the only remnants of their former status. "Where you belong."

They drop to their knees simultaneously, instinctively crawling toward me until they kneel side by side at my feet. The sight is intoxicating—El Guero's wife and stepdaughter, the most protected women in his empire, now naked and submissive before the man who has systematically destroyed everything they once valued.

"You're nothing but traitors," I tell them, my hand moving to my belt buckle, unfastening it slowly. "Cartel whores who betrayed your husband, your stepfather, for a taste of my cock." The zipper slides down, the sound seemingly amplified in the tension-filled room. "And now the whole world knows exactly what you are."

"Please," Salma whispers, her eyes fixed on my crotch as I free my hardening shaft. "We couldn't help it. What you did to us... the way you touched us..."

"Excuses," I cut her off, gripping my cock at the base. "You loved every second of it. Both of you. And now you're going to show me just how grateful you are that I've freed you from your boring, protected lives."

Their response is immediate and eager—both women lunging forward, mouths open, competing to be the first to taste me. Salma reaches my cock a fraction of a second before her stepdaughter, her lips wrapping around the head with desperate enthusiasm. Selena whimpers in frustration, then redirects her attention to my balls, her tongue laving the sensitive skin with practiced skill.

I grab a fistful of Salma's perfectly styled hair, now coming loose from its elegant updo, and guide her movements, setting a rhythm that serves my pleasure rather than hers. "That's it," I encourage as she takes me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length. "Show me what a good little cocksucker El Guero's wife really is."

The sounds from outside grow louder—shouting, the crash of breaking furniture, the distinctive pop of gunfire—creating a chaotic soundtrack to their submission. On the security monitor, I catch glimpses of rival cartel members openly clashing, El Guero's authority completely shattered by the public revelation of his women's betrayal.

I pull Salma off my cock with a rough tug of her hair, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my shaft. "Your turn," I tell Selena, guiding her mouth to replace her stepmother's. She engulfs me eagerly, taking me deeper than Salma managed, her eyes watering as my cock hits the back of her throat.

"Harder," I command, both hands now gripping her head, controlling her completely. "Take it all, you traitorous slut."

I thrust forward forcefully, feeling her throat constrict around my invading length, hearing the wet, choking sounds as she struggles to accommodate me. Mascara-tinged tears stream down her cheeks, her perfect makeup from the party now thoroughly ruined. Beside her, Salma watches with a mixture of jealousy and arousal, her hand unconsciously moving between her own legs.

"No," I snap, catching her wrist. "You don't get to touch yourself. Your pleasure belongs to me now. Both of you—your bodies, your pleasure, your very existence—all mine."

I pull out of Selena's mouth abruptly, leaving her gasping for air, mascara and saliva smeared across her once-beautiful face. "Switch," I order, guiding my cock back to Salma's waiting lips while Selena struggles to catch her breath.

This time I'm rougher, holding Salma's head still while I thrust into her mouth, fucking her face with punishing strokes that have her gagging and choking, fresh tears springing to her eyes. The cartel queen, reduced to a mess of smeared makeup and desperate moans, her entire world narrowed to the cock stretching her lips and filling her throat.

"Look at you both," I taunt, pulling back to allow Salma a quick gasp of air before plunging back in. "The most famous women in Mexico, fighting over who gets to choke on my cock while your husband's empire collapses around you."

I establish a rhythm, alternating between their mouths, sometimes slapping my wet cock against their cheeks or lips when I switch, marking them with their own saliva. Their makeup continues to deteriorate, mascara running in black rivers down their faces, lipstick smeared across their chins and cheeks, hair tangled from my rough handling.

A particularly loud explosion from somewhere on the compound punctuates a deep thrust into Selena's throat. The security feed shows flames visible from one of the outer buildings. The DEA raid must be starting, right on schedule.

"Your stepfather is probably being arrested right now," I tell Selena, holding her in place as she gags around my length. "Or maybe shot. Either way, his empire is falling apart while his precious stepdaughter chokes on the cock of the man who destroyed him."

I pull out, giving her just enough time to draw a ragged breath before directing myself back to Salma. "And his loyal wife," I continue, thrusting deep into her waiting mouth, "is so desperate for this cock she'd betray everything she's built over the years."

The degradation only inflames their desire, the Touch ensuring they find pleasure in their own humiliation. Their hands clutch at my thighs, my hips, seeking to pull me deeper, to prove their devotion through their willingness to be used.

I alternate between them with increasing speed, sometimes allowing them just seconds with my cock before switching, creating a competition for my attention, my approval. Their rivalry manifests in increasingly desperate efforts—Salma trying to take me deeper than her stepdaughter, Selena using techniques she's learned from years of rebellious promiscuity.

"Pathetic," I growl, though my own pleasure builds with each exchange, each wet, sloppy transition from one warm mouth to another. "Fighting over the cock that ruined your lives. This is what you both are now—just holes for my pleasure. Nothing more."

The sounds of sirens join the chaos outside, distant but growing closer. The security feed shows vehicles with flashing lights approaching the compound perimeter. Perfect timing.

I grab both women by their hair, positioning them side by side, my cock moving from one mouth to the other in a rhythmic dance of dominance and degradation. "This is your new life," I tell them as they desperately try to please me, all dignity forgotten, all connection to their former status severed. "Serving me. Worshipping my cock. And you both fucking love it, don't you?"

"Yes," they answer in unison during a brief moment when both their mouths are free, their voices hoarse from the rough treatment.

"Say it," I demand, slapping my cock against Salma's tear-streaked face. "Tell me what you are now."

"Your sluts," she gasps, her eyes locked on mine with absolute devotion. "Your traitors. Your whores. Whatever you want us to be."

"Forever," Selena adds, nuzzling against my shaft, desperate for her turn. "Just please don't stop. Don't leave us."

Their complete surrender, combined with the knowledge that El Guero's empire is crumbling around us, pushes me closer to the edge. But I'm not done with them yet. Not by far. There's more humiliation to inflict, more pleasure to extract, more total dominance to establish before this night is over.

I pull back, tucking myself away despite their whimpers of disappointment. "Get up," I order, straightening my clothing. "The night's just beginning."

The wail of sirens grows louder, no longer a distant threat but an imminent reality closing in on the compound. On the security monitors, flashing lights illuminate the perimeter fence as DEA vehicles take position at strategic entry points. I smile at the perfect timing—Kourtney always delivers.

I turn my attention back to the naked women awaiting my next command, their bodies trembling with a mixture of fear at the approaching raid and desperate desire for the man who engineered their downfall. "Bend over," I order Salma, pointing to the makeup table along the wall. "Hands flat on the surface, legs spread wide."

Salma complies immediately, her movements fluid despite the tremor in her limbs. She positions herself before the large illuminated mirror, bending at the waist, her palms pressed against the polished surface. The position presents her ass perfectly, the curve of her spine dipping into a well-practiced arch that speaks of a woman accustomed to displaying herself for male approval.

"You," I continue, turning to Selena, "on the counter. In front of your stepmother."

Confusion flickers across her tear-streaked face, but the Touch ensures her obedience is automatic. She hoists herself onto the makeup table, her bare ass sliding across the smooth surface, displacing expensive cosmetics that tumble to the floor unnoticed. She sits facing Salma, uncertain of what comes next.

"Spread your legs," I command, moving behind Salma while maintaining eye contact with Selena in the mirror. "Wider. Show your stepmother exactly what she's going to taste."

Selena's eyes widen with understanding, a flush spreading across her chest as she complies, opening her thighs to reveal her already wet pussy. Salma looks up, her gaze meeting her stepdaughter's in the mirror, a moment of hesitation quickly overshadowed by the supernatural desire coursing through her veins.

"That's right," I confirm, running my hands over Salma's exposed ass, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. "You're going to eat your stepdaughter's pussy while I fuck you from behind. The perfect family bonding activity while your husband's empire burns."

A distant explosion punctuates my words, the security feed showing smoke rising from the compound's eastern gate. DEA agents in tactical gear pour through the breach, moving with practiced efficiency toward the main house.

I position myself behind Salma, unfastening my pants once more to free my cock, still slick with their combined saliva. Without preamble, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one powerful stroke. The sudden penetration drives her forward, her face pressed between Selena's spread thighs, creating an involuntary initiation of the act I've commanded.

"That's it," I encourage, establishing a rhythm that pushes Salma's face deeper into her stepdaughter's pussy with each thrust. "Show her how much you love her. How much closer you two have become since I claimed you both."

Salma's initial reluctance melts away as my cock pounds into her, the pleasure overwhelming any hesitation about the taboo nature of what I've ordered. Her tongue darts out, tentative at first, then with increasing enthusiasm as Selena's moans signal her approval.

"Oh fuck," Selena gasps, her hands finding her stepmother's hair, gripping it tightly to guide her movements. "Right there, just like that."

The sight in the mirror is extraordinary—Selena's head thrown back in pleasure, her young body quivering as her stepmother's tongue explores her most intimate places, her hands now firmly directing the older woman's oral attention. Beneath her, Salma moans against Selena's flesh, the vibrations drawing another gasp from the younger woman as my thrusts continue to drive them together.

"Look at you two," I taunt, maintaining my relentless pace, each impact pushing Salma's tongue deeper into her stepdaughter. "The cartel queen and the party princess, finally finding something to bond over. What would the society pages say about this family portrait?"

The degradation only inflames their desire further, the Touch ensuring they find pleasure in their own humiliation. Selena's hips begin to rock against her stepmother's face, seeking more pressure, more friction. Salma responds by gripping the younger woman's thighs, pulling her closer, her tongue growing bolder as my cock continues to drive into her from behind.

On the security monitors, the DEA raid progresses with military precision. Agents secure the main ballroom where stunned cartel members offer little resistance, their hierarchy already shattered by the video revelations. El Guero is nowhere to be seen on the feeds—either captured already or desperately seeking escape. It doesn't matter. His world is ending, his power stripped away, his women claimed by the architect of his destruction.

"He can't protect you anymore," I remind them, slapping Salma's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint, the impact driving her face deeper between Selena's thighs. "No more hiding behind his money, his guns, his reputation. You're mine now. Both of you."

"Yes," Selena moans, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror, pupils blown wide with pleasure and submission. "Yours. Only yours."

Salma's agreement comes in the form of increased enthusiasm, her tongue working Selena's clit with greater focus, her inner walls clenching around my cock in response to my words. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the room—the slap of my hips against Salma's ass, the obscene noises of her mouth on her stepdaughter's pussy, Selena's increasingly desperate moans.

Sweat beads on my forehead as I maintain the punishing rhythm, driving into Salma with enough force to shake the entire makeup table. Expensive perfume bottles rattle with each impact, some toppling over, their contents spilling across the surface—the literal destruction of appearances as I destroy the illusory power structures that once governed these women's lives.

"Tell your stepmother how good she makes you feel," I command Selena, watching her face contort with pleasure in the mirror. "Tell her what a good little pussy-licker she is."

"God, you're so fucking good at this," Selena complies, her hands tightening in Salma's hair, her hips grinding against the older woman's face. "Your tongue feels amazing. How many women have you eaten out before, Mami? You seem like a fucking natural."

The taboo question draws a muffled moan from Salma, her body shuddering between us, caught between my cock stretching her pussy and her stepdaughter's increasingly demanding movements. The dynamic between them shifts visibly—Selena taking control of her stepmother's head, directing her to focus attention where she wants it most, asserting dominance even in her own submission to me.

"That's it," I encourage, slowing my thrusts to extend the pleasure, to prolong this symbolic destruction of El Guero's family structure. "Show her who's really in charge now."

The sirens are directly outside now, emergency lights casting intermittent blue and red flashes through the windows, painting our writhing bodies in alternating colors like some perverse disco. Shouts and the sound of doors being breached echo through the corridors. The raid is moving deeper into the hacienda, methodically clearing rooms, drawing closer to our sanctuary of debauchery.

"They're coming for us," Selena gasps, her eyes flicking to the security monitor before rolling back as a particularly skilled movement of her stepmother's tongue hits a sensitive spot. "Fuck, don't stop. I'm getting close."

"Let them come," I reply, increasing my pace again, driving harder into Salma, forcing her face more firmly against her stepdaughter's pussy. "Let them find El Guero's precious family like this—bent over, spread open, completely mine."

The thought of discovery, of being found in such a compromising position, seems to push both women closer to the edge. Salma's inner walls clench rhythmically around my shaft, her moans vibrating against Selena's flesh. Above her, Selena's breathing grows more ragged, her grip in her stepmother's hair tightening to the point of pain.

"I'm gonna cum," Selena announces, her voice breaking on the words, her body tensing visibly. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum all over my stepmom's face!"

The declaration seems to spur Salma to greater effort, her tongue working Selena's clit with renewed vigor despite my relentless pounding from behind. The taboo nature of their connection, stepmother pleasuring stepdaughter while being fucked by the man who destroyed their family, creates a perfect storm of forbidden pleasure.

Selena's orgasm hits with unexpected intensity, her back arching sharply, her thighs clamping around Salma's head, her cry of pleasure loud enough to be heard over the approaching sirens. "Fuck! Yes! Don't stop! Right there!"

The sight of her completion, combined with the rhythmic contractions of Salma's pussy around my cock, pushes me dangerously close to my own release. But I maintain control, slowing my thrusts, extending the pleasure for all of us as Selena collapses back against the mirror, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

"Did you enjoy that?" I ask Salma, pulling her head back by her hair, forcing her to look at me in the mirror. Her face glistens with her stepdaughter's arousal, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed with a combination of pleasure and submission. "Did you enjoy tasting the forbidden fruit of your own family while I claimed you from behind?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice hoarse, her hips still pushing back to meet my thrusts despite her exhaustion. "I loved it. I love everything you make me do."

Selena watches through half-lidded eyes, a satisfied smirk playing across her lips as she witnesses her stepmother's complete degradation. "You look good with my pussy juice all over your face, Mami," she taunts, reaching down to smear the wetness across Salma's cheeks. "Maybe this is what you were always meant to be."

Their dynamic has shifted permanently, the traditional power structures of their relationship dissolved by the Touch and by the acts I've compelled them to perform. No longer stepmother and rebellious stepdaughter, but equals in submission to me, occasionally vying for dominance over each other when permitted.

A particularly loud crash echoes from somewhere much closer in the hacienda—the DEA methodically moving toward our location, room by room. Soon they'll reach this door, discover the three of us in the midst of our depraved celebration of El Guero's downfall.

"Time for the grand finale," I announce, pulling out of Salma completely, drawing a whimper of loss from her swollen lips. "On your knees, both of you. Side by side. Now."

I stand above them, my cock in hand, looking down at the two most privileged women in Mexico's criminal aristocracy now reduced to kneeling, naked supplicants. Salma and Selena position themselves side by side on the plush carpet, their shoulders touching, heads tilted back, mouths slightly open in identical expressions of eager anticipation. Their makeup is completely ruined—mascara streaked down their cheeks, lipstick smeared beyond recognition—and Salma's face still glistens with the evidence of her stepdaughter's pleasure. The ultimate tableau of degradation, and the perfect canvas for my final marking.

"Beg for it," I command, stroking myself slowly, deliberately holding back my release as I savor the moment. "Tell me how badly you want my cum on those pretty faces."

"Please," Salma whispers, her voice hoarse from moaning, her eyes fixed on my cock with desperate hunger. "Mark me. Claim me. I need to feel your cum on my skin."

"Cover us both," Selena adds, pressing closer to her stepmother, their naked bodies forming a unified target for my release. "Please, Master. We've been such good sluts for you. We deserve your reward."

Outside, the sounds of the DEA raid grow closer—boots in the corridor, doors being breached, commands shouted through tactical radios. The security monitor shows agents methodically clearing rooms, the compound now fully under government control. My timing must be perfect—I want the final act of El Guero's humiliation to coincide precisely with his capture.

"You betrayed your husband," I remind Salma, increasing the pace of my strokes, feeling my climax building at the base of my spine. "You betrayed your stepfather," I continue, turning to Selena. "You destroyed your family, your reputations, your entire world—all for this moment, all for my cock, my cum, my ownership."

"Yes," they respond in unison, their voices blending in shared submission, shared degradation, shared purpose.

"And you loved every second of it," I conclude, my breathing growing more ragged as I approach the point of no return, my hand working my shaft with increasing urgency.

"We still do," Selena confirms, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. "We'll never regret choosing you over him."

The declaration of complete loyalty, of total transfer of allegiance from El Guero to me, pushes me over the edge. I grunt as the first pulse of pleasure tears through me, aiming carefully to ensure both women receive their share of my marking. The first rope of cum lands in a thick white streak across Salma's left cheek and the bridge of her nose. The second hits Selena's forehead and right eye, causing her to flinch slightly but not pull away.

I continue stroking, directing each subsequent burst with deliberate precision—across Selena's parted lips, along the curve of Salma's jaw, across both their chins, connecting them with a shared badge of submission. They remain perfectly still, accepting each marking with expressions of reverence, soft moans escaping their lips as warm seed lands on their upturned faces.

The final spurts land on their exposed chests, trailing down between Salma's mature, elegant breasts and across Selena's younger, firmer ones. Only when I'm completely spent do they move, their hands rising to their faces not to wipe away my seed but to spread it, massaging it into their skin like the finest cosmetic.

"Thank you," Salma whispers, her fingertips rubbing my cum into her cheeks, her eyes closed as if in meditation. "Thank you for marking me as yours."

Beside her, Selena performs the same ritual, gathering droplets from her eyelashes, her expression one of complete contentment as she incorporates my essence into her being. "No one has ever made me feel so completely owned," she admits, opening her eyes to look up at me with naked adoration.

The sight of Mexico's most elegant cartel wife and its most notorious party princess kneeling before me, faces covered in my seed, bodies bearing the marks of my ownership, sends a surge of satisfaction through me that transcends mere sexual pleasure. This is power in its purest form—the complete rewriting of their identities, their loyalties, their very souls.

"Salma," I say, tucking myself back into my pants as I prepare for the final act of El Guero's destruction. "Share my gift with your stepdaughter. Kiss her. Pass my cum between you."

Their eyes widen slightly at the command, but the Touch ensures their compliance is immediate and enthusiastic. Salma turns to face Selena, cupping the younger woman's face in her hands with surprising tenderness. They move toward each other slowly, their eyes locked in a moment of connection that transcends the degradation I've subjected them to—a recognition of their shared experience, their shared transformation.

Their lips meet softly at first, then with increasing hunger as the Touch amplifies their response. Salma's tongue darts out, transferring a portion of my seed into her stepdaughter's mouth. Selena accepts it eagerly, moaning into the kiss as their tongues tangle together, passing my essence back and forth between them in a perverse communion.

The kiss deepens, becomes more passionate as they embrace fully, their naked bodies pressing together, hands beginning to explore with newfound familiarity. My cum becomes a shared sacrament between them, visible when their lips part momentarily before coming together again, white streaks transferring from one face to the other.

A sharp knock at the door interrupts their display, followed by the authoritative voice of law enforcement: "Federal agents! Open up!"

I smile, adjusting my clothing to ensure I appear composed and professional. "Perfect timing," I murmur, moving to the door but not opening it yet. "Ladies, continue exactly as you are. This is the grand finale."

They remain kneeling, lips still connected, bodies entwined, completely exposed and vulnerable as I unlock the door and step back. The door bursts open, revealing two U.S. Marshals in tactical gear, weapons raised before quickly lowering them upon assessing the scene. Between them stands El Guero, his immaculate white suit now torn and dirty, his hands secured behind his back with heavy zip ties, his face contorted with rage and humiliation.

"Special delivery," the lead Marshal announces, pushing El Guero into the room. "As requested by our informant. Thought you might want to say goodbye."

El Guero's eyes widen as he takes in the tableau before him—his wife and stepdaughter kneeling naked on the floor, faces covered in another man's seed, kissing passionately as if he doesn't exist. The final, complete demolition of everything he thought he owned, everything he built his identity upon.

"You..." he begins, lunging toward me despite his restraints, only to be roughly hauled back by the Marshals. "I'll kill you! I'll hunt you to the ends of the earth! I'll—"

"You'll do nothing," I interrupt calmly, straightening my cuffs with deliberate casualness. "Except spend the rest of your life in a supermax prison, remembering this moment. Remembering how I took everything from you. Your empire. Your reputation." I gesture toward the women, who have barely acknowledged his presence, still lost in their shared degradation. "Your women."

"They're mine," he insists, his voice breaking with impotent fury. "Mine!"

Salma finally breaks the kiss, turning to look at her husband with an expression of calm detachment, my seed still visible on her swollen lips. "Not anymore," she says simply, before returning her attention to Selena, resuming their kiss as if he were of no more significance than a piece of furniture.

El Guero roars, a primal sound of rage and loss that echoes off the walls of the VIP room. He struggles against his captors with renewed vigor, earning himself a knee to the back that drives him to the floor. "You'll pay for this!" he shouts as the Marshals drag him back to his feet. "All of you will pay!"

"Take him away," I instruct the Marshals, who seem only too happy to comply, hauling the once-feared cartel boss toward the door. "His new accommodations should be ready by now."

"The transport's waiting," the lead Marshal confirms. "Straight to federal custody, then expedited extradition to the United States. He won't see daylight as a free man ever again."

As they drag El Guero from the room, his curses fading down the corridor, I turn back to Salma and Selena, who have finally separated from their kiss. They look up at me expectantly, their faces a mess of smeared makeup and shared seed, the physical embodiment of their complete transition from El Guero's possessions to mine.

"Clean yourselves up," I tell them, checking my watch. "Our transport leaves in twenty minutes."

"Transport?" Selena asks, rising gracefully to her feet despite her exhaustion. "Where are we going?"

I smile, already mentally reviewing the contents of my leather notebook, the list of targets that still await my attention. "Somewhere far from here. I have business in Europe, and I find I could use some... company."


Chapter 12

The private jet climbs through the clouds above Mexico, leaving behind the smoking ruins of El Guero's empire—literal smoke, as the DEA's raid triggered a firefight that set portions of the compound ablaze. I recline in a butter-soft leather seat, a glass of El Guero's private reserve tequila in hand, savoring not just the smooth burn of the aged spirit but the sweetness of complete victory. Between my spread legs, Salma and Selena kneel on the plush carpet, their makeup freshly applied though still somewhat hastily done, taking turns sucking my cock with the enthusiastic competition of women whose entire purpose has been reduced to pleasing their new owner.

"Deeper," I instruct Salma, who currently has her lips wrapped around my shaft, her technique refined by decades as a cartel trophy wife, learning exactly how to please powerful men. She responds immediately, relaxing her throat to take me further, her eyes watering slightly as she fights her gag reflex. Beside her, Selena watches with impatient hunger, awaiting her turn, one hand absently stroking her stepmother's back in a perverse gesture of encouragement.

"My turn," Selena demands after a moment, tugging lightly at Salma's hair. "You're hogging all the fun, Mami."

I nod my permission, and they exchange places with practiced coordination, their movements suggesting they've already adapted to their new shared status, their new reality as joint possessions rather than individuals. Selena takes me into her mouth with youthful enthusiasm, employing techniques that speak of her rebellious past—quick, aggressive movements that contrast with her stepmother's more patient, methodical approach.

The cabin of the private jet exemplifies understated luxury—all cream leather and polished wood, with subtle gold accents that would satisfy even El Guero's ostentatious tastes. Kourtney arranged it perfectly, as she always does, ensuring the extraction vehicle was ready at precisely the right moment. Beside me sits a black duffel bag containing five million in cash, extracted from El Guero's private safe using the combination Salma provided during one of our sessions in the chapel. A small bonus beyond my standard fee, a personal trophy from the fallen cartel boss.

On the cabin's flat-screen television, a news anchor delivers breaking coverage of El Guero's arrest, her expression professionally somber despite the obvious excitement in her voice. "One of Mexico's most notorious cartel leaders has been apprehended in a joint operation between Mexican authorities and U.S. law enforcement," she reports. "Sources indicate the arrest followed a dramatic scene at his compound, where internal conflicts erupted during what was supposed to be a celebration."

The camera cuts to footage of El Guero being escorted into a police vehicle, his previously immaculate suit torn and dirty, his face a mask of impotent rage. The sight sends a surge of satisfaction through me—the visual confirmation of my complete triumph over yet another target from my leather notebook.

"Authorities report the seizure of extensive financial records that may lead to the dismantling of the entire cartel network," the anchor continues. "Several high-ranking members of the organization have already been taken into custody, with more arrests expected in the coming days."

"You hear that?" I say to Salma, who has resumed stroking my cock while Selena works the head with her tongue. "Your husband's entire world is collapsing as we speak. Everything he built, everything he thought he owned—gone in a single night."

Salma looks up at me, her hand never stopping its rhythmic movement. "He never owned me," she responds, her voice husky with arousal despite the subject matter. "Not like you do, Papi. Not completely."

"Please me better than she does," I challenge her, stroking her cheek with mock tenderness. "Show me which of El Guero's women deserves my attention more."

The instruction ignites their competitive instincts, both women increasing their efforts, turning what was already an enthusiastic sexual service into a contest for my approval. Selena takes me deep into her throat, maintaining eye contact with a confidence born from years of using her sexuality as currency. Not to be outdone, Salma nudges her aside after several moments, demonstrating a technique that speaks of experience beyond her stepdaughter's years, her tongue finding sensitive spots that draw an involuntary groan from my lips.

"That's what I like to hear, Papi," she purrs, pulling back just enough to speak while continuing to stroke me. "Let me show you what twenty years of practice can do."

Their rivalry amuses me—these two women who once occupied the highest echelons of Mexican criminal society, now reduced to competing for the privilege of sucking my cock at forty thousand feet. The Touch ensures they find satisfaction in this new reality, their degradation registering as fulfillment rather than humiliation.

"Both of you," I command, setting my tequila aside to thread my fingers through their hair, guiding them to work me simultaneously—Selena focusing on the head while Salma attends to my shaft and balls. The visual is extraordinary—two generations of cartel royalty, mother and stepdaughter in all but blood, working in tandem to please the man who destroyed their former lives.

As their warm mouths and skilled hands bring me closer to release, I reach for the leather notebook I always keep close. The embossed cover bears no markings, nothing to indicate the power contained within its pages—the carefully researched profiles of targets, the methodically planned operations, the record of my conquests using the Kama Sutra Touch.

I flip past the completed pages—crime bosses, corrupt officials, and various powerful men who believed themselves untouchable until I systematically dismantled their worlds. El Guero's page now bears the red diagonal line that indicates a completed mission. I turn to the next unmarked profile, studying the details of my upcoming target as Salma and Selena continue their oral ministrations.

Lord Sterling, 11th Earl of Westmoreland. British aristocrat with old money and older titles, his family's fortune built on centuries of exploitation dressed up as noble enterprise. His current portfolio includes shipping companies that serve as fronts for human trafficking, art galleries that launder money for Eastern European mobsters, and a string of exclusive gentlemen's clubs that cater to the most depraved appetites of Britain's elite.

His weakness: his wife, Lady Elizabeth, a former model many years his junior.

I smile, closing the notebook as Selena's technique brings me to the edge of release. The parallels are almost too perfect—another powerful man with a MILF wife, another opportunity to use the Touch to turn a man's most prized possessions against him.

"Ready for your reward?" I ask, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine, my climax approaching with unstoppable momentum.

Both women nod eagerly, positioning themselves side by side, mouths open, tongues extended, the perfect target for my release. The sight pushes me over the edge—Mexico's former first lady of crime and her party-girl stepdaughter, faces upturned in identical expressions of desperate need, willing receptacles for whatever I choose to give them.

I explode with a grunt of satisfaction, the first rope of cum landing across Selena's cheek and the bridge of Salma's nose, connecting them in their degradation. I continue stroking, ensuring both receive equal marking—across lips, chins, cheeks, even in their carefully styled hair. They remain perfectly still, accepting each spurt with expressions of reverence, soft moans escaping their lips as my warm seed lands on their upturned faces.

"Thank you, Papi," they whisper almost in unison as I finish, neither making any move to clean themselves, wearing my cum like badges of honor, proof of their new purpose.

The pilot's voice comes through the cabin speakers, informing us we've reached cruising altitude and are on schedule for our arrival at a private airfield outside London in approximately nine hours. Nine hours to rest, to plan, to enjoy the spoils of my Mexican conquest before beginning the next operation.

"Clean up and get some rest," I instruct the women, tucking myself away and reaching again for my tequila. "I'll have need of you both when we land."

Lord Sterling has no idea what's coming for him.

.
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The Atlantic stretches out beneath us, a dark expanse that means nothing compared to the wet heat of Aishwarya's mouth around my cock. I grip her silky black hair, guiding her head down further until I feel her throat constrict around my shaft. Her perfect lips, once used to whisper sweet nothings to her billionaire husband at high-society galas, now stretch obscenely around my girth, serving their true purpose. I lean back in the butter-soft leather of my private jet seat and smile. Another powerful man destroyed, another trophy wife claimed.

"Deeper," I command, pushing her head down with firm pressure. "You can take more than that."

Aishwarya gags, her elegant throat spasming around my cock head, but she doesn't pull back. She can't. Not since I touched her in Mumbai three weeks ago. Her emerald eyes water as she looks up at me, mascara starting to run down her bronze cheeks. The former Miss World is now nothing but a cock-hungry slut who lives to please me.

"That's it," I encourage as she manages to take another inch, her nose getting closer to my lower abdomen. "Worship it like the goddess you pretend to be."

Her tongue swirls around my shaft as she bobs her head, creating the perfect suction with those famous lips. The wet, sloppy sounds of her desperate cocksucking fill the cabin, drowning out even the steady hum of the jet engines. I keep one hand firmly on the back of her head while I reach for my whiskey with the other, savoring both the burn of the alcohol and the sight of this famous beauty on her knees between my legs.

The Kama Sutra Touch. My gift. My weapon. My path to bringing down the worst men in the world, one desperate wife at a time.

Aishwarya chokes as I thrust up suddenly, driving my cock deeper into her throat. Saliva drips down her chin, soaking the front of her silk blouse. She doesn't care. The woman who once charged a million dollars just to appear at events now lives to be my personal cum dumpster.

"Your husband's entire empire crumbled in just three weeks," I remind her, pulling her off my cock by her hair, letting her gasp for air. Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my shaft. "All because you couldn't keep your legs closed after I touched you."

"I'm sorry, Master," she whispers, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking I've been giving her. Her accent thickens when she's aroused, making her sound even more exotic. "I needed your cock more than I needed him. I need it now. Please..."

I slap her face lightly with my cock, leaving trails of her own saliva across her cheekbones. "You think I'm done with you? Open wider."

She obeys instantly, jaw dropping open, tongue extended like the well-trained slut she's become. I guide my cock back between those perfect dick-sucking lips and return to the task of using her famous face as nothing more than a pleasure hole.

With one hand on the back of her head, I reach for the leather notebook beside me with the other. I flip it open to the most recent addition, the profile I've been studying during our transatlantic flight. Lord Sterling, 11th Earl of Westmoreland. British aristocrat, old money, older title. A man whose family fortune was built on centuries of exploitation dressed up as noble enterprise.

His current portfolio includes shipping companies that serve as fronts for human trafficking, art galleries that launder money for Eastern European mobsters, and a string of exclusive gentlemen's clubs that cater to the most depraved appetites of Britain's elite. A man who believes himself untouchable behind his title and his ancient stone walls.

His weakness: his MILF wife, Lady Elizabeth Sterling. Former model, twenty years his junior. The perfect target for the Kama Sutra Touch.

I push Aishwarya's head down harder, feeling her throat constrict around me. "You know the plan for London?" I ask, though I know she does. I've been drilling it into her head between drilling her other holes.

She makes an affirmative sound around my cock, the vibration sending pleasure up my spine.

"I pull her off again. "Tell me."

"You're posing as Jack Hammer, American art historian," she gasps, her chest heaving as she catches her breath. "Specializing in erotic antiquities from the ancient world. Lord Sterling has one of the largest private collections in England."

"And?"

"The cover gives you reason to be in his study, close to his family," she continues, her hand still stroking my cock as she speaks. "I'll set up the command center in the London flat while you make initial contact."

"Good girl," I praise, guiding her mouth back to my cock. "Now finish what you started."

As her warm mouth envelops me again, I return to Sterling's file. A man who's spent decades cultivating an image of aristocratic respectability while building an empire on suffering. The kind of target the notebook always leads me to. The kind of man who deserves to lose everything.

And his wife... Lady Elizabeth Sterling. The photos don't do her justice, according to my sources. A stunning English beauty with breathtaking elegance. Chestnut brown hair with golden highlights, piercing blue eyes, and a statuesque, hourglass physique with legendary, natural breasts and long, toned legs.

Soon those legs will be wrapped around my waist. Those legendary breasts will be in my hands. Those blue eyes will look up at me with the same desperate hunger I now see in Aishwarya's emerald ones as she worships my cock.

Another powerful man to destroy. Another empire to dismantle. Another wife to claim.

Ready for the full story?
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