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Chapter 1

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.

I discovered my power just four months ago on my twenty-first birthday. I'd been hiking through the remote mountains of Nepal, seeking something more meaningful than another year of privileged existence. The ancient temple appeared almost from nowhere, hidden in a valley I swear wasn't on any map. The old monk who greeted me had eyes that seemed to see through my skin, into whatever passes for my soul.

"You seek purpose," he'd said, his English perfect despite his isolation. "I can give you one."

He touched me, and I blacked out. When I woke the next morning, the temple was gone. Only a leather-bound notebook remained beside me, filled with names and profiles of the world's most corrupt, dangerous men.

And the touch... the power became apparent the moment I returned to Kathmandu and brushed against a waitress's hand while paying my bill. The immediate change in her—pupils dilating, breathing quickening, a visible tremor through her body—was unmistakable. By nightfall, she was begging me to use her in ways she'd never imagined before.

I tested the limits over the following weeks. One touch—skin to skin—was all it took. The effect was instantaneous and irreversible. Women transformed from whatever they had been—modest, reserved, professional, faithful—into desperate sluts whose sole purpose became pleasing me. The Kama Sutra Touch rewired their brains, made them addicted to my cock, my cum, my approval. They'd do anything—betray husbands, reveal secrets, transfer fortunes—all for another taste of me.

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.

I close the notebook and focus fully on the beautiful Indian woman choking herself on my cock. London awaits, and so does Lady Elizabeth Sterling.

I tighten my grip on Aishwarya's silky black hair, done with the gentle approach. Time to remind this beautiful Indian MILF exactly what she is now. My personal fuck toy. My weapon. My property. I thrust my hips upward as I yank her head down, driving my cock past her tonsils, feeling her throat constrict around my shaft as she gags. Her eyes widen in shock, fresh tears spilling down her bronze cheeks, but I don't ease up. Not even slightly.

"Take it all," I growl, holding her in place, her nose pressed against my lower abdomen, my balls against her chin. "You're nothing but a hole for me to use."

She makes a desperate choking sound, her hands instinctively moving to my thighs, not to push away but to steady herself. Her throat spasms around my cock head, the sensation sending electric pleasure up my spine. I hold her there for a long moment, watching her struggle, enjoying the power of controlling her breath, her comfort, her very existence.

When I finally let her up for air, she gasps desperately, saliva dripping in thick strands from her chin to her heaving chest. Before she can fully recover, I grab her face between my hands and thrust back in, setting a brutal pace that has her gagging with each stroke.

"This is what you were made for," I tell her, watching her carefully applied makeup run in dark rivers down her face. "Not for cameras. Not for red carpets. Just to be a warm, wet hole for superior men to fuck."

The humiliation in her eyes only fuels my arousal. This woman, who once commanded rooms full of powerful men with her beauty and fame, now finds her greatest pleasure in being used like a cheap whore. Her hands drop from my thighs to her own body—one moving to pinch her nipple through her silk blouse, the other disappearing beneath her skirt.

I slap her hand away from between her legs. "Did I say you could touch yourself?"

"No, Master," she chokes out in the brief moment my cock isn't blocking her airway. "I'm sorry, Master."

"Your pleasure isn't important," I remind her, grabbing her head with both hands now, using her face like a fleshlight. "Your only purpose is to serve mine."

The wet, obscene sounds of her forced oral submission fill the jet cabin—gagging, slurping, choking, mingled with her desperate attempts to breathe through her nose. Drool flows freely now, soaking the front of her designer blouse, creating a dark wet patch between her heaving breasts. Her once-perfect hair is a tangled mess in my fists.

I pump into her face with increasing force, my balls slapping against her chin with each thrust. "Look at me," I command, waiting until those emerald eyes, now red-rimmed and watery, meet mine. "I want to see your face when I use it as my personal cum dump."

The complete surrender in her gaze pushes me closer to the edge. This isn't just about the physical pleasure, incredible as it is. It's about the power. The control. Watching a woman who once had everything—wealth, fame, adoration—reduced to nothing but a vessel for my pleasure.

"Your husband thought he owned you," I taunt between thrusts, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. "Showed you off at parties like a trophy. But he never truly possessed you. Not like this."

Her throat tightens around me at the mention of her husband, the disgraced billionaire now rotting in an Indian prison thanks to the information she eagerly provided between sessions of worshipping my cock. Information she'd traded for another taste, another touch, another chance to feel me inside her.

"Get ready," I warn, my rhythm becoming more erratic as my climax approaches. "I'm going to paint that famous face with my cum."

I pull out at the last moment, gripping my shaft and aiming at her upturned face. She stays perfectly still, mouth open, tongue extended, eyes locked on mine in absolute devotion. The first rope of cum shoots across her forehead and into her hair. The second and third land across her cheeks and nose. The fourth and fifth fill her open mouth, landing on her extended tongue.

"Don't swallow," I command, milking the last drops onto her chin. "Show me."

She obeys instantly, opening wider to display my seed pooled on her tongue, mixed with her saliva.

"Now rub it in," I instruct, tucking myself back into my pants as I watch her performance. "Make it part of you."

With reverent movements, Aishwarya begins massaging my cum into her skin like expensive face cream, her fingers working it into her cheeks, her forehead, around her eyes. What doesn't absorb into her skin, she licks from her fingers, moaning softly at the taste.

"Thank you, Master," she whispers once she's finished, her face glistening with the combination of tears, saliva, and cum. "Thank you for using me."

The pilot's voice interrupts through the cabin speakers, informing us we're beginning our descent into London. Perfect timing. I take a final sip of my whiskey, savoring the burn as I study the ruined face of the woman kneeling between my legs.

"Clean yourself up," I tell her, gesturing toward the private bathroom at the rear of the jet. "But don't wash your face completely. I want you to feel my cum drying on your skin while you set up the command center."

She nods eagerly, the once-proud star now finding pleasure in such degradation. "Yes, Master. When will you return from Lord Sterling's estate?"

"When I'm done laying the groundwork," I answer, already mentally preparing for my role as the American art historian. "Have everything ready. The monitoring equipment, the surveillance feeds, the financial access points."

"Of course, Master."

As she disappears into the bathroom to make herself presentable for our landing, I return to the leather notebook, studying Sterling's profile one last time. By this time tomorrow, I'll have touched his wife. By the end of the week, I'll be dismantling his entire world, using Lady Elizabeth as my primary weapon.

London comes into view below us, gray and sprawling beneath a typical English drizzle. Perfect hunting weather.


Chapter 2

Sterling Manor rises from the English countryside like a monument to old money, all weathered stone and ancestral arrogance. My rented Bentley crunches over the gravel driveway as I approach, the sound announcing my arrival to the servants who undoubtedly watch from behind lace curtains. I straighten my tie and check my reflection in the rearview mirror, adjusting my expression to one of academic enthusiasm. Jack Hammer, American art historian, eager to examine Lord Sterling's collection of erotic antiquities. The role fits me like a custom suit, concealing my true purpose beneath layers of careful fabrication.

A butler in formal attire appears at the massive oak doors before I can even knock, his posture as rigid as the ancient columns flanking the entrance. "Mr. Hammer, I presume?" His accent is pure BBC English, every syllable polished to a high shine. "Lord Sterling is expecting you in the main gallery."

I follow him through a grand entrance hall where ancestral portraits glare down from gilded frames, generations of Sterlings judging all who enter their domain. The wealth is obscene and obvious—Venetian chandeliers, Persian carpets, furniture that belongs in museums. All of it built on the broken backs of those the Sterling family has exploited for centuries.

The main gallery stretches the length of the house's east wing, sunlight streaming through tall windows to illuminate display cases containing artifacts that span human history. Roman phalluses, Greek vases depicting sexual acts, Japanese shunga prints, Indian temple carvings—a literal museum of historical pornography, collected and displayed with aristocratic pretension.

At the far end stands Lord Sterling himself, examining a glass case with the calculated disinterest of someone who's never had to work for anything. Tall, imposing, late sixties but fit from a lifetime of privilege and leisure, he turns as we approach. His cold eyes assess me from head to toe, calculating my worth not as a person but as a potential business connection.

"Ah, the American." His voice matches his appearance—cultured, cold, condescending. He extends a hand with obvious reluctance, as if touching someone not born to his station might somehow contaminate him. "Welcome to Sterling Manor, Mr. Hammer. I trust your journey was comfortable?"

"Very much so, Lord Sterling." I match his grip with precisely the right amount of pressure—firm enough to command respect, not so firm as to seem challenging. "Thank you for agreeing to show me your remarkable collection. Your reputation among serious collectors is unparalleled."

His chest puffs slightly at the flattery, transparent as it is. "Yes, well, three centuries of careful acquisition will do that. The Sterling name opens doors that remain closed to most."

Even his smile is cold, revealing perfect teeth that I instantly imagine knocking out one by one. I've met his type before—men who believe their bloodline makes them superior, who view the world as their personal property to use and discard as they see fit.

"Darling, do stop boasting and introduce our guest properly." The voice that cuts through our exchange is cultured English, with just enough warmth to stand in stark contrast to her husband's frost.

And then she appears from a side door, and the air in the room changes instantly. Lady Elizabeth Sterling glides across the polished floor with the natural grace of a woman who began her life on catwalks. The photos in my research file didn't do her justice. Not even close.

Her chestnut hair falls in soft waves past her shoulders, shot through with golden highlights that catch the sunlight. Her face is a masterpiece of high cheekbones, full lips painted a subtle rose, and eyes so vibrantly blue they seem almost unnatural. But it's her body that truly commands attention—tall and statuesque, with curves that her elegant cream-colored dress both conceals and celebrates.

Her breasts are magnificent—full, high, and natural, straining against expensive fabric in a way that makes my mouth water. Her waist narrows dramatically before flaring into hips designed for a man's hands to grip while pounding into her. Long, toned legs extend from the modest hemline of her dress, ending in heels that emphasize every perfect proportion.

But it's her lips that truly captivate me—plush, perfectly shaped, and seemingly designed by evolution specifically for wrapping around a cock. Dick-sucking lips, no other way to describe them. Currently offering me a polite society smile, but soon...

"Lady Elizabeth," I say, extending my hand toward her. "It's a genuine pleasure to meet you. Your husband's collection is renowned, but I wasn't prepared for the true masterpiece of Sterling Manor."

A practiced blush touches her cheeks at the obvious flirtation, but she accepts my hand with the confidence of a woman accustomed to such attention. "You're too kind, Mr. Hammer. I hope Edward isn't boring you with centuries of Sterling family lore already."

The moment our skin touches, I activate the Kama Sutra Touch, sending its ancient power surging through our connected hands and into her nervous system.

The change is immediate and dramatic.

Her pupils dilate so rapidly they nearly swallow the blue of her irises. Her perfectly composed expression shatters, her lips parting on a sharp intake of breath that makes her magnificent chest heave. A visible tremor runs through her body from head to toe, causing her to tighten her grip on my hand rather than release it. A flush spreads across her cheeks, down her neck, disappearing beneath the neckline of her dress.

Most telling of all is the sudden shift in her eyes—from polite interest to shocking, desperate hunger in the span of a heartbeat. The cool, reserved aristocrat is gone, replaced by a woman experiencing a level of desire she's never known before.

"Lady Sterling?" her husband asks, noticing her sudden stillness. "Are you quite all right?"

She releases my hand with visible reluctance, blinking rapidly as if trying to clear her vision. "Yes, of course," she manages, her voice noticeably huskier than before. "Just a momentary spell of lightheadedness. Perhaps I should show Mr. Hammer the Roman collection in the library while you attend to your conference call, darling."

Lord Sterling checks his watch with a frown. "Ah yes, the Hong Kong investors. I nearly forgot." He turns to me with a perfunctory smile. "You're in capable hands with my wife, Mr. Hammer. She knows the collection almost as well as I do."

"I'm sure I couldn't ask for a better guide," I reply, my eyes never leaving Elizabeth's flushed face.

As Sterling strides from the gallery, completely unaware of the transformation that has just occurred in his wife, Elizabeth turns to me with naked hunger in her eyes. The Touch has done its work perfectly. The countdown to Sterling's destruction has begun.

***

Elizabeth's hand trembles as she leads me through the winding corridors of Sterling Manor. Her breathing is shallow, her steps hurried, her composure hanging by threads as thin as the silk of her dress. I follow close behind, watching the sway of her perfect ass, knowing exactly what's about to happen the moment we're alone. The Kama Sutra Touch never fails. It's transformed this elegant aristocrat into a walking bundle of raw nerves and desperate need in the span of a handshake. She pauses at a set of double doors, glancing over her shoulder with eyes that no longer even attempt to hide what she wants.

"The Roman collection is in here," she says, her cultured voice now husky with need. "Including a particularly... explicit Priapus statue from Pompeii."

I smile, enjoying the way she struggles to maintain the pretense of our academic purpose. "I look forward to examining it thoroughly, Lady Sterling."

The library is a cathedral to wealth and knowledge—two-story walls lined with leather-bound first editions, a massive fireplace at one end, Persian carpets worth more than most houses covering the floor. The air smells of old paper, wood polish, and now, unmistakably, female arousal.

The door has barely clicked shut behind us when Elizabeth's last thread of control snaps. She lunges at me, her aristocratic reserve completely abandoned, her hands grabbing my face as she crashes her mouth against mine. Her kiss is desperate, hungry, almost violent in its need, her tongue immediately pushing past my lips.

I allow it for a moment, letting her think she's in control, enjoying the desperation of this woman who's likely never begged for anything in her privileged life. Her body presses against mine, her magnificent breasts crushed against my chest, her hips grinding instinctively. She tastes of expensive tea and barely contained moans.

My hands find her ass, squeezing the firm curves through her dress, feeling her body respond instantly to my touch. Each point of contact between us seems to intensify her need, the Kama Sutra Touch multiplying every sensation. She whimpers into my mouth, her hands now frantically working at my tie, my collar, any barrier between her skin and mine.

Time to show her who's really in charge.

I grip her hair at the nape of her neck and pull back sharply, breaking our kiss and forcing her to look at me. Her lips are already swollen, her eyes glazed with lust, her chest heaving with each desperate breath.

"What do you think you're doing, Lady Sterling?" I ask, my voice low and dangerous.

"I need you," she gasps, the admission torn from somewhere deep and primal, beyond her conscious control. "I don't understand what's happening to me, but I need you to touch me. Now."

I tighten my grip in her hair, watching pain mingle with pleasure on her aristocratic features. "Your husband is just down the hall."

"I don't care," she moans, her hips still seeking contact with mine. "Please, I feel like I'm burning alive. I've never felt anything like this before."

That's the beauty of the Touch—it creates a need so overwhelming it overwrites everything: loyalty, dignity, self-preservation. I release her hair only to grab the front of her expensive dress, ripping it open with a single violent motion. Buttons scatter across the antique rug like tiny missiles. She gasps, but not in protest—in relief, in escalating arousal.

Her breasts spill free, barely contained by a lace bra that probably cost more than most people's monthly rent. I tear that away too, revealing perfect, heavy globes tipped with large, pink nipples already hardened to aching points. These aren't the breasts of a typical English rose—they're lush, full, almost Mediterranean in their generosity.

"God, yes," she moans as my hands capture them roughly, squeezing, kneading, treating this aristocrat's body with none of the reverence her station usually commands. "Harder. Please."

I pinch her nipples cruelly, watching her back arch, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure-pain. Then I dip my head, capturing one peaked bud between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her cry out, before sucking forcefully. Her hands fly to my head, not to push me away but to hold me closer, her fingers threading through my hair.

"Oh my god," she gasps, her posh accent slipping as primitive need takes over. "I've never... it's never felt like this before."

I switch to her other breast, giving it the same rough treatment while my hand continues to squeeze and twist the first. She's making sounds no proper English lady would ever admit to—whimpers, moans, broken pleas for more.

Her hands are everywhere, clawing at my shirt buttons, ripping them in her haste, pushing the fabric from my shoulders. When her fingers find my belt, she fumbles with the buckle, her usual grace abandoned in her desperation. Finally, she manages to free my cock, wrapping her long, elegant fingers around its thickness with a moan of appreciation.

"So big," she whispers, stroking me with unexpected skill. "I need it inside me. Please."

Instead of answering, I spin her around, slamming her against the nearest bookcase hard enough to make leather-bound volumes shudder on their shelves. Her ruined dress hangs from her shoulders, her magnificent breasts on full display, her hair a tangle of chestnut waves. I press my body against hers, pinning her in place while my lips attack her neck, biting, sucking, marking this man's wife as my property.

My hand slides up her inner thigh, finding the edge of silk panties already soaked through with her arousal. I rip them aside rather than removing them, my fingers immediately finding her pussy lips swollen and slick with need.

"Look at how wet you are," I growl in her ear, sliding two fingers through her folds without penetrating her yet. "The respected Lady Sterling, dripping for a stranger while her husband works down the hall."

"Please," she begs, her hips bucking against my hand, seeking more contact. "I don't care. I need it. I need you."

I circle her clit with my thumb, watching her eyes roll back at the contact. "You're going to cum for me right here, against these books that probably cost more than most people's cars."

"Yes," she agrees instantly, beyond shame, beyond hesitation. "Make me cum. Please make me cum."

I slide two fingers into her without warning, finding her incredibly tight despite her obvious arousal. Her inner walls clamp down around my invading digits, a preview of how she'll feel around my cock. I curl my fingers forward, finding the spot that makes her gasp and jerk against me.

"Oh god," she cries, her hands scrabbling for purchase against the bookshelf as I set a ruthless pace, fingering her with precision born of experience. "There! Right there!"

My thumb continues working her clit as my fingers pump in and out, occasionally adding a third to stretch her further. With my free hand, I grab her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly, intensifying every sensation. Her eyes widen, but instead of fear, I see only escalating arousal.

"You like that?" I ask, tightening my grip slightly. "Being choked while a stranger fingers your married pussy in your husband's library?"

"Yes!" she gasps, the word barely audible through my grip on her throat. "I love it! Don't stop!"

I increase the pace of my fingers, driving them into her with almost brutal force, feeling her body begin to tense, her inner walls fluttering around my digits. "Cum for me, Lady Sterling," I command, pressing harder on her clit. "Show me what a slut you really are underneath all that aristocratic breeding."

Her orgasm hits with stunning intensity, her entire body convulsing against the bookshelf, a guttural cry torn from her throat despite my grip. Her pussy clamps down on my fingers, gushing wetness that runs down her thighs and onto the priceless carpet below. Her legs buckle, only my body pinning her against the bookcase keeping her upright as wave after wave of pleasure tears through her.

"That's it," I encourage, working her through it, prolonging the sensation until she's shaking uncontrollably. "Let go. Show me the real woman behind the perfect Lady Sterling mask."

She comes down slowly, her breathing ragged, her body still twitching with aftershocks. When I release her throat, she gulps air greedily, her head falling forward against my shoulder in momentary exhaustion.

But the Kama Sutra Touch ensures this is just the beginning of her need, not the end. Already, I can feel her hips starting to move again, seeking more friction, more satisfaction.

"Please," she whispers against my neck, her voice wrecked but still hungry. "I need more. I need your cock."

Elizabeth slides down my body like water finding its level, her knees hitting the library's antique carpet with a soft thud. Her perfect aristocratic face tilts up toward me, those blue eyes wide with a mixture of wonder and desperate need. Her hands, adorned with a wedding ring worth more than most cars, tremble as they caress my thighs through my pants. I've seen this before—the moment when the Kama Sutra Touch transforms mere desire into worship. Lady Elizabeth Sterling, descendant of dukes and countesses, married to one of England's most powerful men, now kneeling before me with only one thought in her rewired mind: to please my cock.

"I need to taste you," she whispers, her refined English accent making the crude sentiment sound almost poetic. "Please let me..."

I smile down at her, enjoying the sight of this aristocratic beauty on her knees, her expensive dress hanging in tatters around her waist, her magnificent breasts exposed and flushed with arousal. "Then do it," I command. "Show me what that posh mouth can do besides ordering around servants."

She leans forward, not immediately taking me into her mouth but starting with something almost reverent. Her lips press against the side of my shaft in a gentle kiss, then another, and another, moving slowly up from base to tip. Her tongue darts out, tracing the prominent vein along the underside, her eyes never leaving mine as if seeking approval for each move.

"You're so big," she murmurs, her breath warm against my wet skin. "So perfect."

Her tongue swirls around the head, collecting the pre-cum beading at the tip, her expression one of blissful discovery as she tastes me for the first time. Then she parts those perfect dick-sucking lips and takes me into the warm, wet heaven of her mouth.

The contrast between her elegant exterior and this raw sexual act is intoxicating—watching those refined lips stretch around my girth, seeing the concentration in her eyes as she tries to accommodate my size. She's skilled but not experienced, her technique revealing a woman who's performed this act before but never with enthusiasm, never with the desperate hunger now driving her.

Her head begins to bob, taking me deeper with each movement, her hands wrapped around what she can't fit in her mouth. Her expensive rings glint in the library's soft lighting as she strokes my shaft in time with her oral attentions. Saliva builds at the corners of her mouth, her perfect makeup beginning to smudge from the effort.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her chestnut hair, still styled in the elegant waves she'd arranged for a day of playing the perfect hostess. "Take more."

She tries, pushing herself to accept another inch, gagging slightly but persisting. The sounds she makes—wet, sloppy, eager—fill the library, creating an obscene soundtrack that would shock the generations of Sterlings whose portraits line the walls outside.

But this isn't about her pace or her comfort. This is about showing her exactly what she's become.

I tighten my grip in her hair, gathering the silky strands into a makeshift handle. "I'm going to fuck that aristocratic mouth now," I inform her, my voice leaving no room for objection. "And you're going to take every inch like the cock-hungry slut you really are."

Her eyes widen, but instead of fear, I see only escalating arousal. She relaxes her jaw in anticipation, her hands moving to my thighs for stability. I thrust forward without warning, driving deeper than she's been able to take on her own, feeling the tight resistance as I hit the back of her throat.

She gags immediately, her body's natural reflex fighting against the invasion. Tears spring to her eyes, mascara beginning to run in dark rivulets down her cheeks. But she doesn't pull away. The Touch ensures she finds pleasure in the discomfort, in the submission, in being used for my satisfaction.

"Look at you," I taunt, establishing a rhythm that gives her just enough time to snatch a breath before driving deep again. "Lady Elizabeth Sterling, choking on cock like a back-alley whore while her husband negotiates with investors one floor below."

A moan vibrates around my shaft, the degrading words only intensifying her arousal. Her hands grip my thighs harder, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, encouraging the brutal face-fucking I'm delivering.

I increase the pace, watching her makeup disintegrate with each thrust, mascara and eyeliner running freely now, lipstick smeared across her chin and my cock. Saliva drips from her stretched lips, soaking the front of what remains of her dress, spattering onto the priceless antique rug beneath us.

"This is what you really are," I continue, the wet, choking sounds of her struggle creating a perverse symphony in the book-lined room. "Not a lady. Not an aristocrat. Just a hole for real men to use."

Her eyes roll back slightly as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, her gag reflex triggering with each deep thrust. Drool flows freely now, creating a dark wet patch on the carpet between her knees. The perfect Lady Sterling, reduced to a gagging, drooling mess, her only purpose to service my cock.

I pull out completely, letting her gasp for breath, a thick string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my shaft. Her chest heaves as she gulps air, her magnificent breasts jiggling with each desperate breath. Mascara tears have created twin black rivers down to her chin, her lipstick completely destroyed.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking I've just given her. "Don't stop. Use my mouth. Use me however you want."

The complete surrender from this woman—who has probably never begged for anything in her privileged life—sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. This is power in its purest form, the systematic dismantling of everything she thought defined her.

"Open wider," I command, slapping my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a trail of her own saliva across her aristocratic features. "And keep your hands behind your back. You don't deserve to touch me."

She complies instantly, placing her hands behind her back in a posture of complete submission, then opening her mouth as wide as possible. The position thrusts her breasts forward, creating an image of perfect sexual offering—the proud Lady Sterling, presenting herself for use.

I thrust back into her waiting mouth with renewed force, both hands now gripping her head, controlling her completely. The new angle allows me to go deeper, the head of my cock pushing into her throat with each stroke. Her eyes water profusely, makeup now completely ruined, strangled gagging sounds emerging from around my invading shaft.

"That's right," I growl, maintaining the punishing rhythm. "Choke on it. Show me what a worthless cocksucker you are beneath all that aristocratic breeding."

The degradation only seems to inflame her further, her body trembling with arousal even as she struggles to breathe around my cock. I can see her thighs pressing together, seeking friction for her neglected pussy, desperately trying to find relief even while focused on servicing me.

"I bet Lord Sterling has never seen you like this," I taunt, driving especially deep, holding her in place with my cock lodged in her throat until her eyes begin to bulge slightly. "His perfect, refined wife, on her knees in his own library, being used like common gutter trash."

I release her, allowing her a quick gasp of air before plunging back in. The wet, obscene sounds of her forced oral submission echo off the book-lined walls—gagging, slurping, choking—a perverted soundtrack in this sanctuary of knowledge and wealth.

Despite the pleasure building at the base of my spine, I maintain control. This isn't where I want to finish. Lady Elizabeth Sterling deserves a more complete claiming, a more thorough degradation before I mark her as mine. This throat-fucking is just the beginning of her education, the first lesson in what her life will be from now on.

I pull out again, watching as she gasps for air, her face a complete wreck of running makeup and saliva, her elegant hairstyle now a tangled mess from my rough handling. Despite her disheveled state—or perhaps because of it—she looks up at me with naked adoration in her eyes, the Touch ensuring she finds her greatest fulfillment in being used for my pleasure.

"Stand up," I order, already planning the next phase of her corruption. "It's time to show you what happens to aristocratic wives who betray their husbands."

I haul Elizabeth to her feet by her hair, enjoying the small gasp of pain-pleasure that escapes her swollen lips. Her legs are unsteady, her body still trembling from the throat-fucking I've just given her. Without words, I spin her around and shove her forward, bending her over a massive mahogany desk that probably dates back to the Regency period. Her bare breasts press against the polished wood surface, her ruined dress bunched around her waist, her perfect aristocratic ass presented to me like an offering. Ancient leather-bound books topple as she grips the desk's edge, bracing herself for what she knows is coming next.

"Please," she whimpers, looking back at me over her shoulder, mascara tears still streaking her face. "I need you inside me."

I step behind her, running my hand over the curve of her ass, feeling her shiver at my touch. This desk has likely witnessed centuries of Sterling family business—treaties signed, fortunes made, perhaps even titles bestowed. Now it will witness the complete degradation of Lady Sterling herself.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, delivering a sharp slap to her right ass cheek that leaves a perfect red handprint on her pale skin. She complies immediately, her feet sliding further apart on the expensive carpet, opening herself to me completely.

I position myself behind her, my cock still slick with her saliva, and press the head against her dripping entrance. Despite her obvious arousal, I can feel how tight she is—the body of a woman whose husband likely hasn't fucked her properly in years, if ever.

"Look at me," I order, waiting until she turns her head, those blue eyes locking with mine. "I want to see your face when I claim you."

Without further warning, I slam forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one brutal thrust. Her eyes widen, her mouth opening in a silent scream as her body struggles to accommodate my size and the sudden invasion. I give her no time to adjust, immediately establishing a punishing rhythm that has the solid oak desk creaking beneath us.

"Oh my god!" she cries out, her refined accent slipping as primitive need takes over. "So deep! So fucking deep!"

I grab a fistful of her chestnut hair, yanking her head back sharply, arching her spine into an even more vulnerable position. My other hand finds her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. The dual control points—hair and throat—give me complete dominance over her body as I pound into her.

"Is this how Lord Sterling fucks you?" I taunt, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to create loud slapping sounds that echo through the library. "Or does he manage two minutes of missionary before rolling over to sleep?"

"He... he doesn't..." she gasps, her words broken by the force of my thrusts and my grip on her throat. "Not like this... never like this..."

The wet sounds of her pussy taking my cock create an obscene soundtrack, her arousal so abundant it's running down her inner thighs. With each thrust, her magnificent breasts drag across the polished wood, her nipples hardening further from the friction.

I release her throat to reach around and pinch one nipple cruelly, twisting until she cries out in pain-pleasure. "You love this, don't you? Being used like a whore on your husband's own desk?"

"Yes!" she admits, shame and arousal mingling in her voice. "I love it! I shouldn't, but I do!"

I hook my finger into her mouth, pressing down on her tongue, forcing her jaw open in another act of dominance. She sucks on the invading digit instinctively, her mouth working my finger the way it had worked my cock minutes earlier.

"The access codes," I demand suddenly, never slowing my relentless pace. "To your husband's offshore accounts. Tell me now."

A moment of confusion crosses her face, some distant part of her mind recognizing the danger in what I'm asking. But the Touch ensures her loyalty to me supersedes all other concerns—her marriage, her husband's finances, her entire previous life.

"I shouldn't," she gasps, a token resistance that crumbles instantly when I slam particularly deep, hitting spots inside her that have never been touched before. "Oh god!"

"The access codes," I repeat, pulling her hair harder, my finger still hooked in her mouth. "Now."

"Briarwood7721," she moans, the information spilling from her lips between gasps of pleasure. "For the Cayman account. Swiss account is Sterling1842Monarch."

I reward her betrayal with a slight change in angle that hits her g-spot with each thrust, making her entire body jerk with new intensity. "Good girl. And the verification phrases?"

"Mother's... mother's maiden name," she pants, her inner walls clenching around my cock as pleasure builds within her. "Blackwood. Father's birthplace... Edinburgh Royal."

With each piece of information, I drive into her harder, using pleasure to reinforce her betrayal, creating a direct connection in her rewired brain between giving me what I want and receiving ecstasy in return. The desk shifts slightly with the force of our coupling, priceless artifacts sliding across its surface, some crashing to the floor unnoticed.

"The private key," I press, feeling her body beginning to tense, her pussy gripping my shaft with increasing pressure as she approaches climax. "For the cryptocurrency wallet."

"In... in his study," she gasps, fighting to form coherent words as pleasure overwhelms her. "Behind the Churchill portrait. Physical key and... and passphrase... is 'EmperorNapoleon1815'... Oh god, I'm going to cum again!"

I release her hair to reach between her legs, finding her swollen clit and rubbing it in tight circles. "Not until I say so," I growl, feeling my own climax building at the base of my spine. "You cum when I allow it, not before."

Her entire body trembles with the effort of holding back her orgasm, her inner walls fluttering around my cock, her breathing coming in short, desperate pants. I continue my relentless pace, each thrust bottoming out inside her, the head of my cock hitting her cervix with bruising force.

"Please," she begs, her voice barely recognizable as belonging to the refined Lady Sterling who greeted me less than an hour ago. "Please let me cum. I need it. I've told you everything!"

"Everything?" I question, slowing my pace torturously, grinding deep inside her rather than thrusting. "Are there any other accounts I should know about?"

"Luxembourg," she gasps immediately, desperate to earn her release. "Under the name Prescott Holdings. Access through Credit Suisse private banker. Contact is Philippe Moreau. Password is 'CrimeanWinter1855'... Please, now can I cum?"

The thoroughness of her betrayal, the complete surrender of her husband's financial security, pushes me toward my own release. I increase my pace again, pounding into her with renewed vigor, my fingers working her clit with precision born of experience.

"Cum for me," I finally grant permission, feeling the pressure building to the point of no return. "Cum all over my cock while I fill you with my seed."

Her orgasm hits with explosive force, her entire body convulsing beneath me, a scream tearing from her throat that would surely be heard throughout the mansion if not for the library's thick walls. Her pussy clamps down on my shaft with incredible pressure, rippling along its length as if trying to milk every drop of cum from me.

The sensation pushes me over the edge. I drive into her one final time, burying myself as deep as possible as my cock pulses, pumping rope after rope of hot cum directly into her unprotected womb. I grip her hips with bruising force, grinding against her ass as I empty myself completely inside her.

"Take it all," I grunt, feeling each spurt coat her inner walls, marking her as thoroughly from the inside as I've marked her externally. "Every. Last. Drop."

We remain locked together for several long moments, both catching our breath, my cock still pulsing with aftershocks inside her thoroughly claimed body. When I finally pull out, my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets, soaking into the antique carpet below.

I step back, tucking myself away and straightening my clothing with practiced efficiency while she remains bent over the desk, trembling with exhaustion, her body bearing the marks of my ownership—handprints on her ass, bruises forming on her hips, her hair a tangled mess, her makeup completely ruined.

"Clean yourself up," I instruct, my voice returning to casual command. "Your husband will be finishing his call soon."

She straightens slowly, wincing at the soreness that will remind her of this encounter with every movement for days to come. My cum continues to leak down her legs as she turns to face me, her expression a mixture of shame, satisfaction, and the desperate need for approval that the Touch always creates.

"Use your panties to wipe yourself," I tell her, enjoying the final humiliation. "Then put your dress back on as best you can. Tell your husband you tore it catching it on a bookshelf."

She nods, reaching for the torn silk panties, using the expensive fabric to clean my seed from her thighs. The once-proud aristocrat, now reduced to cleaning a stranger's cum from her body with her own underwear, all while providing the information that will destroy her husband's empire.

The Kama Sutra Touch never fails.


Chapter 3

The Sterling estate's west wing houses the family's private museum—a collection spanning centuries, acquired through conquest, coercion, and occasionally legitimate purchase. I stroll through the climate-controlled gallery the next morning, playing my role of the enthusiastic American art historian to perfection. My cock is still pleasantly sore from yesterday's thorough claiming of Lady Elizabeth, who's conveniently "developed a migraine" this morning according to Lord Sterling. I smile at the thought of her lying in bed, my cum still leaking from her well-used body, the Touch ensuring she thinks of nothing but when she can have me again. But today I have another target—the woman approaching me with brisk, professional steps and a portfolio tucked under one arm.

"Mr. Hammer," she greets me, her voice cultured and precise, the accent pure Oxford with just a hint of something else beneath—perhaps Scottish? "I'm Kate, head curator for Lord Sterling's collection. His Lordship asked me to show you our more... specialized acquisitions."

I turn to find myself face to face with a woman who exudes a different kind of aristocratic energy than Elizabeth—less decorative, more intellectual, but no less striking. Tall and lithe, with a sharp, cat-like physique that her conservative dress can't fully conceal. Her dark brown hair falls in a glossy bob that frames high cheekbones and intelligent eyes that miss nothing. Her lips are full despite her otherwise angular features, painted a subtle shade that draws attention without being obvious.

"The pleasure is mine," I respond, extending my hand. "I've heard remarkable things about your expertise."

She takes my hand with the firm grip of a woman accustomed to being underestimated in male-dominated spaces. "Lord Sterling mentioned you're particularly interested in our Roman erotic sculptures. I've prepared a catalog of the more significant pieces."

As our skin connects, I activate the Touch, sending its ancient power surging through our joined hands and into her nervous system. The change is immediate, though she fights it harder than most. Her pupils dilate, but she maintains her composure through sheer force of will. A slight flush creeps up her neck, and her breathing quickens, but she doesn't gasp or tremble visibly like Elizabeth did.

Interesting. A stronger mind makes for a more satisfying conquest.

"Are you all right, Ms...?" I let the question hang, still holding her hand.

"Just Kate, please," she manages, her voice only slightly strained as she finally pulls her hand from mine. "And yes, perfectly fine. It's... rather warm in here, isn't it? Perhaps we should move to the archive room. The more explicit artifacts are kept separate from the main collection."

She turns and begins walking deeper into the wing, her gait slightly unsteady despite her obvious struggle for control. I follow, admiring the way her dress clings to her ass with each step—not as lush as Elizabeth's, but perfectly proportioned to her slender frame, tight and firm in a way that speaks of regular exercise rather than idle luxury.

"The archive requires special environmental controls," she explains, her professional tone belied by the slight tremor in her voice. "Temperature, humidity, UV protection—all calibrated for materials over two thousand years old."

We reach a heavy door with a modern security panel beside it. Kate enters a code with fingers that visibly shake, then presses her thumb to a biometric scanner. The lock disengages with a soft click, and she pushes the door open, gesturing for me to enter.

The archive room is smaller than I expected—clinically white, with steel shelving units containing drawers of various sizes, each labeled with catalog numbers. A large examination table dominates the center, its surface illuminated by adjustable overhead lights designed to eliminate shadows during artifact inspection.

The door has barely closed behind us when Kate turns the deadbolt with a decisive click. When she faces me again, all pretense of professional detachment has vanished, replaced by naked hunger that reminds me of a predator—if predators could become prey in an instant.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she says, her refined accent making the crude words that follow even more jarring. "But I need your cock inside me. Right now."

Without waiting for a response, she reaches behind her back and unzips her dress with a single fluid motion, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of expensive fabric. Beneath, she wears simple black lingerie—functional rather than decorative, but no less erotic against her pale skin. She unclasps her bra, freeing small, perfectly shaped breasts tipped with pink nipples already hardened to tight points.

"This is completely unprofessional," she comments, as if making a scholarly observation about her own behavior while hooking her thumbs into her panties and sliding them down long, toned legs. "I've never done anything like this before."

Now fully naked, she leans back against the examination table, spreading her legs slightly to reveal a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair and the pink lips of her pussy already glistening with arousal. The clinical lighting hides nothing, revealing every detail of her lithe body—small scars from childhood accidents, a tiny birthmark on her hip, the subtle lines of age that make her even more beautiful in her early forties.

"On the table," I command, stepping closer, undoing my belt. "Hands above your head."

She complies instantly, lying back on the cold steel surface, raising her arms in a position of complete surrender. The Touch has bypassed her considerable intellect, rewired her priorities, made her need for my cock supersede all other concerns—her job, her dignity, her carefully constructed professional persona.

I free my already hard cock, enjoying the way her eyes fix on it, the small sound of appreciation that escapes her lips. Without preamble, I step between her spread legs, position myself at her entrance, and thrust forward in one smooth motion, burying myself to the hilt inside her.

"Fuck!" The expletive sounds shocking in her refined accent, her back arching off the metal table at the sudden intrusion. "Oh my god!"

I establish an immediate rhythm,

I establish an immediate rhythm, hard and fast, my hands gripping her slender hips with enough force to leave bruises. The examination table is the perfect height, allowing me to drive into her with maximum force, each thrust bottoming out inside her surprisingly tight pussy.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching her sophisticated mask crumble with each powerful stroke. "The educated curator getting fucked on top of the precious artifacts she's sworn to protect."

"Yes!" she gasps, her hands grasping at nothing above her head, maintaining the submissive position I commanded despite her obvious desire to touch me, to grip something for stability as I pound into her. "Harder! Please!"

I comply, increasing my pace, driving into her with enough force to make the heavy steel table shift slightly with each impact. Her small breasts bounce with each thrust, her pale skin flushing pink with exertion and arousal. The stark overhead lights hide nothing, illuminating every expression that crosses her face—the initial shock giving way to intense pleasure, her features transforming from controlled intelligence to raw animal need.

"Is this how you usually conduct your tours?" I ask, delivering a sharp slap to her right breast that makes her cry out, her pussy clenching around me in response. "Spreading your legs for researchers on examination tables?"

"Never," she insists, her voice breaking as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "Only you. I don't understand why, but only you."

The Touch ensures her words are true—the supernatural compulsion creating a connection specific to me, a need that will never be satisfied by anyone else. I reach down to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with my thumb while maintaining my relentless pace.

The effect is immediate and dramatic. Her back arches sharply, a string of expletives flowing from those cultured lips, her accent slipping from refined Oxford English to something rougher, more primal—the accent of her youth, perhaps, breaking through as her control shatters completely.

"Fuck! Right there! Don't stop!" The sophisticated curator disappears entirely, replaced by a woman consumed by pleasure, all pretense abandoned. "Christ! Yer cock is so fuckin' big!"

The Scottish inflection grows stronger with each thrust, her carefully cultivated pronunciation falling away like a mask, revealing the real woman beneath layers of education and refinement. I increase my pace, driven by the thrill of stripping away her defenses so completely.

Her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me deeper with each thrust. Her controlled, lithe body now moves with abandoned desperation, hips bucking up to meet mine, creating a perfect rhythm of invasion and reception. The wet sounds of our coupling echo off the archive room's walls—slick, obscene noises that would horrify her in any other context.

"Touch your tits," I command, wanting to see her participate in her own debasement. "Show me how those nipples feel."

She complies instantly, hands flying from above her head to her breasts, fingers pinching and pulling at her hardened nipples with far more roughness than I would have expected from someone so seemingly controlled. The sight pushes me to thrust even harder, my hips slamming against her inner thighs with bruising force.

"Yes!" she cries, her head thrashing from side to side, glossy dark hair sticking to her sweat-dampened forehead. "Fuck me! Use me! I need it!"

The clinical archive room, designed for the careful preservation of history, now witnesses the complete dismantling of Kate's carefully preserved self-image. Each thrust strips away another layer of her cultivated persona, revealing the raw, needy woman beneath. Her guttural moans would be unrecognizable to colleagues who know only her measured, intellectual speech.

"You're close," I observe, feeling her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. "I can feel your pussy getting tighter. You want to cum while being fucked on top of ancient artifacts worth millions?"

"Please," she begs, all traces of her professional dignity gone, replaced by desperate need. "Let me cum. I'll do anythin'. Anythin' ye want!"

Her accent has completely transformed now, the raw Scottish brogue of her origins breaking through as pleasure overwhelms her careful constructions. The Touch has stripped away not just her inhibitions but the very identity she's built for herself in the rarefied world of aristocratic antiquities.

I increase the pressure on her clit, working it in tight circles while maintaining my punishing pace inside her. "Then cum for me. Show me what's hidden under all that education and refinement."

Her orgasm hits with stunning intensity, her entire body going rigid beneath me, a primal scream tearing from her throat that she quickly muffles by biting down on her own fist. Her pussy clamps down around my cock with incredible pressure, rippling along its length in waves of contractions that nearly push me over the edge as well.

"Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!" she wails around her fist, her body convulsing on the cold steel table, legs trembling where they're locked around my waist. "I'm still cummin'! Don't stop!"

I maintain my pace through her climax, prolonging the sensation, watching with satisfaction as the last vestiges of the controlled curator dissolve in the face of overwhelming pleasure. By the time her orgasm begins to subside, she's a sweating, trembling mess, her makeup smeared, her hair tangled, her chest heaving with each desperate breath.

But I'm not done with her yet. Not even close. This was just the opening act.

I flip Kate over with practiced ease, her light frame offering no resistance as I position her face-down on the cold steel examination table. Her body still trembles with aftershocks from her powerful orgasm, but I'm nowhere near finished with her. I grab her hips and lift, forcing her onto her toes, her perfect ass now presented at the ideal angle for a deeper, more dominant claiming. She whimpers as I spread her ass cheeks apart, examining her most intimate places with clinical detachment, my cock throbbing at the sight of her glistening pussy, still swollen and pink from our first round.

"Please," she gasps, her refined accent now completely abandoned, raw need coloring every syllable. "I need ye inside me again."

I respond by driving into her with a single powerful thrust that bottoms out immediately, the new angle allowing me to hit depths I couldn't reach before. She cries out, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the smooth metal surface, finding nothing to grip as I establish a brutal rhythm that has her entire body jolting forward with each impact.

"You think you know everything about the Sterling family, don't you?" I ask, delivering a stinging slap to her ass that makes her yelp, her inner walls clenching around my cock in response. "The professional curator, keeper of all their precious secrets."

"I... I catalog their collection," she gasps between thrusts, her forehead pressing against the cold table. "That's all."

I grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back sharply, arching her spine into an even more vulnerable position. "Liar," I hiss into her ear, never slowing my punishing pace. "You know everything about them. The real history, not the sanitized version they present to the world."

Something flickers across her face—fear, perhaps, or the recognition that she's about to cross a line far more significant than merely fucking a stranger in her workplace. I reach around to find her clit, circling it with precise pressure that makes her moan despite her reservations.

"Tell me about the family's origin," I demand, pinching her clit between my fingers, creating a perfect blend of pleasure and pain that has her gasping. "Where did the Sterling title really come from?"

"I can't," she protests weakly, though her body continues to respond to my invasion, her pussy growing wetter with each thrust. "Professional confidentiality..."

I withdraw completely, leaving her empty and whimpering with loss. Before she can protest further, I deliver three sharp slaps to her pussy lips, the sensitive flesh already swollen and tender from our previous coupling. She cries out, her legs trembling.

"The title," I repeat, rubbing her stinging lips with deceptive gentleness. "The land. The fortune. Where did it really come from?"

The Touch ensures her resistance is short-lived. Her need to please me, to feel me inside her again, overwhelms any professional loyalty or discretion. "It was stolen," she confesses, pushing her ass back against my hand, seeking more contact. "The entire estate. The title. Everything."

I reward her honesty by sliding two fingers into her dripping pussy, curling them to hit the spot that makes her moan. "Tell me more. How was it stolen?"

"The original Sterling line died out," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around my invading fingers. "In the early 1800s. The current family—they were distant cousins named Prescott. They forged documents, bribed officials, eliminated rivals. Created an entirely fictional lineage."

I withdraw my fingers and position my cock at her entrance again, pushing in just enough for her to feel the pressure without giving her what she craves. "And the current Lord Sterling knows this?"

"Yes," she admits, trying to push back against me, desperate to feel me fully inside her again. "It's the family's darkest secret. Passed from father to son for generations. Please... please fuck me..."

I thrust forward hard, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion that makes her cry out in relief and pleasure. "How have they maintained the fraud for so long? Who else knows?"

"Records... destroyed in suspicious fires," she explains between moans as I resume my punishing pace. "Rival claimants... accidents, suicides, all arranged. Historians paid off or threatened. The real Sterling descendants live in poverty in Scotland, unaware of their true heritage."

Each revelation is punctuated by increasingly desperate sounds of pleasure as I pound into her from behind, my balls slapping against her clit with each thrust. The wet, obscene sounds of our coupling echo off the archive room's sterile walls, creating a perverse soundtrack to her betrayal of the family she serves.

"And you've helped maintain this fiction?" I press, reaching forward to wrap my hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly.

"Catalog entries... modified," she admits, her voice strained from both my grip on her throat and the force of my thrusts. "Provenances altered. Dating deliberately misdated to support the false timeline. I've falsified authentication documents for artifacts that supposedly came from the 'original' Sterling line."

I tighten my grip on her throat, feeling her pussy clench around me in response. "So the refined, educated curator is actually just another criminal in their enterprise. A forger. A fraud, like the family she serves."

"Yes," she gasps, shame and arousal mingling in her voice. "But I didn't know at first. By the time I discovered the truth, I was already implicated. They own me."

"Not anymore," I growl in her ear, increasing my pace to a punishing rhythm that has the examination table creaking beneath us. "Now I own you. Your body. Your secrets. Everything."

"Yes," she agrees without hesitation, the Touch ensuring her loyalty has transferred completely to me. "I'm yours. Use me. Take me. Whatever you want."

The complete surrender in her voice, combined with the tight grip of her pussy around my cock and the knowledge that I've acquired the perfect leverage against Sterling, pushes me toward the edge. I release her throat to grab her hips with both hands, pounding into her with renewed vigor.

"The documentation," I demand, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. "Where is the proof of this fraud?"

"Hidden safe," she gasps, her own pleasure building again, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. "Behind the portrait of the first 'Lord Sterling' in the main library. Original documents showing the real lineage. Letters admitting the fraud. Murder confessions. Everything."

That's it. The final piece I need to completely dismantle Sterling's world. The satisfaction of acquiring this crucial intelligence, combined with the physical pleasure of Kate's tight pussy gripping my cock, brings me to the edge of climax.

I pull out suddenly, flipping her onto her back again with ruthless efficiency. "On your knees," I command, stroking myself as she scrambles to comply, dropping to the floor before me, her face upturned in eager anticipation.

"No," I correct, turning her around. "Hands on the floor. Ass up. Face down. I'm going to mark that perfect ass with my cum."

She assumes the position immediately, presenting her ass to me in the ultimate display of submission. I stroke myself faster, the sight of this educated, sophisticated woman on all fours like an animal, eagerly awaiting my seed, pushing me over the edge.

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her lower back, the second and third covering her ass cheeks in thick white streaks. I continue stroking, ensuring every drop lands on her pale skin, marking her externally as I've already claimed her internally.

She remains perfectly still throughout, accepting each spurt as if it were precious, moaning softly as my warm seed lands on her flesh. Only when I'm completely spent does she look back at me, her face flushed with arousal and submission.

"Thank you," she whispers, and I can see she genuinely means it—the Touch ensuring she finds her greatest fulfillment in being used for my pleasure, in betraying her employers for my benefit.

I tuck myself away, already mentally cataloging the valuable information I've extracted. The Sterling empire is built on fraud—the title, the land, the fortune, all acquired through forgery and murder. The perfect leverage to add to what I've already gathered from Elizabeth. Combined with the financial access codes, I now have everything I need to completely destroy Lord Sterling.

"Clean yourself up," I instruct, watching as Kate reaches for tissues from a nearby box, carefully wiping my cum from her skin. "Then show me the Sterling family portraits in the main hall. I want to see this fraudulent lineage for myself."

"Of course," she agrees immediately, gathering her scattered clothing, her movements still unsteady from our intense coupling. "Whatever you need."

As she dresses, I check my phone. A text from Aishwarya confirms that the command center is operational, all surveillance feeds active, the financial tracking software in place. Perfect. By this time tomorrow, Lord Sterling will lose everything—his fortune, his reputation, and most satisfyingly, the title and lands his family stole through generations of deception.

And I'll be watching it all crumble, perhaps with both Elizabeth and Kate kneeling at my feet, servicing me while their world burns around them.


Chapter 4

Morning light bathes Sterling Manor's grounds in deceptive golden warmth as I stroll along the gravel path, the crunch beneath my expensive shoes a rhythmic accompaniment to my thoughts. The sweet scent of English roses fills my nostrils, their carefully arranged beauty another piece of the Sterling family's grand illusion. I run my fingers through my hair, replaying last night's conquests in my mind—Lady Elizabeth's aristocratic body bent over her husband's desk, Kate's educated mouth stretched around my cock. My lips curl into a satisfied smile. The destruction of Lord Sterling's empire is proceeding exactly as planned.

My phone buzzes with a text from Aishwarya. All financial tracking systems are operational. Elizabeth's access codes have already yielded a treasure trove of offshore accounts and hidden assets. The pieces are falling into place like a perfect game of chess, and Sterling doesn't even know he's playing.

I veer off the main path toward a secluded section of the gardens where ancient oaks provide cool shade. The estate sprawls in immaculate splendor around me—hundreds of acres of pristine English countryside, manicured lawns stretching to the horizon, statuary and fountains positioned with mathematical precision. All of it stolen. All of it built on forgery, murder, and generations of lies. The groundskeepers trimming hedges into perfect geometric shapes don't know they're maintaining a monument to criminal success. The Sterling family's greatest achievement isn't their wealth or power—it's convincing the world they deserve it.

A commotion draws my attention as I approach the stables—a magnificent Tudor-style building with gleaming brass fixtures that probably costs more to maintain annually than most families earn in a lifetime. Raised voices echo from the entrance, one cultured and cold with barely contained fury, the other young and frightened, stumbling over apologies.

I slow my pace, positioning myself behind a conveniently placed hedge where I can observe without being seen. Lord Sterling stands in the stable doorway, his imposing frame clothed in what appears to be casual riding attire that likely costs more than a decent car. His face is flushed with anger, veins prominent at his temples as he towers over a young stable hand who can't be more than sixteen—all gangly limbs and terror-widened eyes.

"Incompetent little shit," Sterling spits, his aristocratic accent making the crude language sound almost artistic. "Do you have any idea what that saddle costs? More than your entire worthless family will earn in a decade."

The boy's eyes remain fixed on his worn boots, shoulders hunched as if physically bearing the weight of Sterling's rage. "I'm sorry, m'lord. The girth strap was just—"

"Just what?" Sterling cuts him off, stepping closer until the boy is forced to back against the stable wall. "Just about to break and throw me from my horse? Just about to damage an animal worth six figures? Or just about to cost you the roof over your pathetic family's head?"

I lean against the ancient oak, drinking in the scene with cold calculation. This display of raw power—the feudal lord and the terrified serf—reveals Sterling's true nature far more clearly than any financial document or secret recording could. This is who he really is when he believes no one of consequence is watching.

"It won't happen again, m'lord," the boy whispers, his voice cracking with fear.

Sterling's hand shoots out, gripping the boy's chin with enough force to leave white pressure marks on his skin, forcing his face upward. "Look at me when I'm speaking to you, boy. Your father works my north fields, doesn't he? In that little cottage by the stream?"

The boy's eyes widen further, fear morphing into genuine terror. "Yes, m'lord. Please, I'll be more careful—"

"One more mistake," Sterling hisses, his thumb digging into the soft underside of the boy's jaw, "and your entire family will find themselves on the street. Do you understand me? There are a hundred gutter rats just like you begging for positions on this estate. You are nothing. Replaceable. Remember that."

The boy nods frantically, tears welling in his eyes but not falling—even in his terror, he knows crying would only trigger more contempt.

A crunching of gravel announces another presence—a well-dressed man approaching from the main house, likely another of Sterling's wealthy associates. The transformation that overtakes Sterling is remarkable and chilling. His hand drops from the boy's face, his posture relaxes, and a warm, charming smile replaces the snarl of rage that dominated his features seconds ago. The mask slides into place with practiced ease.

"Martin!" Sterling calls out jovially, turning toward the approaching man as if the previous scene had never occurred. "Excellent timing. I was just about to take Monarch out for a gallop through the east fields. Care to join me?"

The stable boy seizes the opportunity to slip away, ducking back into the shadows of the building, his shoulders still hunched as if expecting a blow from behind. He moves with the practiced caution of someone accustomed to navigating around unpredictable violence.

I watch Sterling clap his friend on the shoulder, both men laughing at some shared joke as they stroll toward the paddock. The ease with which he transitions between cruelty and charm tells me everything I need to know about how he's maintained his position for so long. The vicious threat maker and the genial aristocrat exist in the same body, switched on and off as easily as a light.

My cock stiffens as I contemplate the coming destruction. Sterling's treatment of the stable boy wasn't just cruel—it was stupid. He's created enemies everywhere, people who will cheer his downfall rather than help him when I pull the rug from beneath his feet. I make a mental note to find out more about the boy and his family. Perhaps they'll be useful in what's coming. At the very least, they deserve to witness Sterling's fall firsthand.

I continue my walk around the estate, mapping exits and entrances, noting the placement of security cameras and guards. Tonight, I'll return after dark, courtesy of access that will be arranged before day's end. The Kama Sutra Touch has never failed me yet.

By week's end, Sterling Manor will have a new master. And Lord Sterling himself will learn what it feels like to be the one begging not to be thrown out into the street.


Chapter 5

The text arrives as I'm studying architectural plans of Sterling Manor in my guest suite. A simple message from an unknown number: "Garden house. East path. Now."

My cock stiffens immediately—I don't need a signature to know it's Elizabeth. The Kama Sutra Touch ensures she can't stay away for long, her body craving my next command like an addict needs her fix. I slip a leather collar and leash into my pocket, already planning exactly how I'll use the aristocrat's wife this afternoon. Not just for my pleasure, but to tighten my control over her, ensuring her complete betrayal of her husband when the moment comes.

The east path winds through immaculately maintained hedgerows, secluded enough that staff rarely patrol it. Late afternoon sun filters through ancient oak branches, casting dappled shadows across the gravel. I spot the garden house nestled among flowering shrubs—a Victorian folly of weathered stone and leaded glass windows, small but exquisitely crafted like everything else on the estate.

I approach unhurried, confident in my ownership of the woman waiting inside. The door isn't locked—it swings open at my touch, revealing the interior bathed in soft golden light. The single room is sparsely furnished with antique wicker chairs and a daybed covered in faded floral cushions. The air smells of roses and female arousal, a heady combination that makes my cock throb against my zipper.

Elizabeth stands in a shaft of sunlight streaming through the lead-patterned windows, completely naked. My breath catches despite myself—her body is magnificent in the soft English light. Her chestnut hair falls in loose waves past her shoulders, framing her aristocratic features now flushed with desire. Her legendary breasts hang heavy and perfect, large pink nipples already hardened into tight buds that beg for my touch. Her waist narrows dramatically before flaring into hips designed for breeding, and her long, toned legs seem to go on forever. Between her thighs, I can see she's shaved her pussy completely bare—a silent offering of accessibility that makes my mouth water.

"I've been waiting," she whispers, her cultured voice thick with need. She moves to approach me, arms reaching to embrace, to touch.

"Stop," I command, my voice sharp enough to freeze her mid-step. "Don't move unless I tell you to."

She obeys instantly, her body trembling slightly with anticipation and arousal. I circle her slowly, drinking in every inch of her exposed flesh while remaining fully clothed. The power imbalance isn't lost on either of us—her complete nakedness against my casual attire, her vulnerability against my control.

"You're dripping already," I observe, noticing the slick evidence of her arousal on her inner thighs. "What would your husband think of his elegant wife, naked and wet for another man in his garden house?"

"Please," she whispers, her pupils dilated with need. "I can't help it. I need you to touch me."

I reach into my pocket and withdraw the leather collar, holding it up where she can see it clearly. It's simple black leather with a steel ring at the front, not some cheap sex shop novelty but a proper tool of control. Her eyes widen, a small gasp escaping her perfect lips.

"This is what you really are," I tell her, moving behind her, bringing the collar to her throat. "Not Lady Sterling. Not aristocracy. Just a pet. My pet."

Her breathing quickens, chest rising and falling rapidly as I fasten the collar around her neck, tightening it just enough that she feels its constant presence without restricting her breathing. The transformation is immediate and stunning—the poised aristocrat now wears the unmistakable symbol of ownership. I attach the leash to the front ring with a metallic click that makes her shiver.

"On your knees," I order, giving the leash a sharp tug downward.

She drops immediately, the perfectly manicured floor striking her knees with enough force to make her wince. I stand before her, slowly unbuckling my belt, watching her eyes fix hungrily on my actions. I free my already hard cock, watching her lick those perfect lips in anticipation.

"Open your mouth," I command, gripping the leash tightly, wrapping the leather around my fist for better control.

She obeys, her jaw dropping, tongue extending slightly in eager offering. Instead of allowing her to set the pace, I use the leash to yank her head forward roughly, driving my cock past her lips and directly into her throat in one brutal thrust. She gags immediately, unprepared for the sudden invasion, her hands instinctively moving to my thighs to steady herself.

"Hands behind your back," I bark, delivering a sharp slap to her cheek that leaves an immediate red mark on her aristocratic features.

She complies instantly, crossing her wrists at the small of her back, her posture now one of complete submission. The position thrusts her magnificent breasts forward, their weight swaying with each movement. I grip the leash tighter, using it to control the depth and pace of my invasion into her mouth.

"This is your purpose now," I tell her, pulling her forward until her nose presses against my abdomen, my cock buried completely in her throat. I hold her there, watching her struggle for air, her eyes watering, mascara beginning to run in dark rivulets down her cheeks. "A warm, wet hole for my pleasure."

I allow her a moment to breathe before establishing a brutal rhythm, using the leash to pull her onto my cock again and again. Each thrust forces me deeper into her throat, producing wet, choking sounds that fill the garden house. Saliva builds quickly, spilling from the corners of her stretched lips, dripping down her chin and onto her heaving breasts.

"Look at me," I demand, twisting the leash to force her gaze upward. "I want to see your eyes while I use your aristocratic mouth like a pussy."

Her blue eyes meet mine, tears streaming freely now, mascara completely ruined. Yet there's no resistance in her gaze—only desperate desire to please, to be used, to satisfy whatever demands I make. The Touch has rewritten her priorities completely, transforming England's elegant Lady Sterling into a cock-hungry slut who finds her greatest fulfillment in being degraded.

I increase the pace, using the leash to pull her head forward while simultaneously thrusting my hips, creating a punishing rhythm that has her gagging with each stroke. Her throat constricts around my shaft, creating exquisite pressure as her body fights against the invasion.

"That's it," I growl, watching her makeup disintegrate further with each brutal thrust. "Choke on it. Show me what a worthless cocksucker you are beneath all that aristocratic breeding."

Tears, saliva, and ruined mascara have created a mess of her face, the perfect English rose now transformed into a used fuck toy. I pull her off completely, allowing her a moment to gasp for air. A thick strand of saliva connects her swollen lips to my cock, breaking when she coughs violently, struggling to catch her breath.

"Please," she begs once she can speak, her refined accent making the crude words that follow even more erotic. "Use my mouth. Fuck my face. I need it."

I smile, caressing her tear-stained cheek almost tenderly before gripping the leash tight again. "We've only just begun, my pet. Your education is far from complete."

I yank Elizabeth to her feet by the leash, her legs unsteady after the throat-fucking I've just given her. Mascara tears streak her aristocratic face, her lipstick completely destroyed, saliva glistening on her chin and magnificent breasts. The perfect English lady reduced to a messy fuck toy. Without warning, I spin her around and slam her against the stone wall of the garden house, forcing a startled cry from her swollen lips. I kick her legs apart roughly, positioning her for what comes next.

"Hands against the wall," I command, my voice thick with dominance. "Ass out. Present yourself to me."

She complies instantly, palms flat against the cool stone, back arching to push her perfect ass toward me in offering. The leather leash dangles between her shoulder blades, a constant reminder of her new status. I run my hand over the curve of her ass, feeling her shiver at my touch, before delivering a stinging slap that echoes through the small building.

"Is this what you dreamed of when you married your lord?" I taunt, positioning my cock at her dripping entrance. "To be collared and leashed, used by a real man while your husband conducts business?"

"Please," she whimpers, pushing back against me, desperate for penetration. "I need you inside me."

I grip her hips with bruising force and thrust forward in one savage motion, burying myself to the hilt inside her. Despite her obvious arousal, she's tight enough that the sudden invasion makes her cry out—a primal sound of pain-pleasure that bears no resemblance to the refined tones of Lady Sterling's usual speech.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her aristocratic accent slipping as I establish a punishing rhythm. "So deep! Oh my god!"

I pound into her relentlessly, each thrust driving her forward against the rough stone wall, her magnificent breasts bouncing with the impact. The wet sounds of her pussy taking my cock fill the garden house, obscene and perfect. I wrap the leash around my fist again, pulling it taut enough to force her head back, her spine arching even more dramatically.

"Look at you," I growl, my free hand gripping her ass hard enough to leave finger-shaped bruises. "England's perfect lady, taking cock like a common whore. Is this what they taught you at finishing school?"

"No," she moans, her inner walls clenching around me at the degrading words. "Never like this..."

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to make the entire structure creak around us. "What are you?" I demand, yanking the leash tighter, restricting her breathing slightly. "Say it!"

"A whore," she gasps, the admission seeming to inflame her further, her pussy growing wetter around my invading shaft. "Your whore!"

"Not good enough," I bark, delivering another sharp slap to her ass. "What else?"

"A slut!" she cries, her voice breaking as pleasure builds inside her. "A filthy slut! A cum dumpster! Whatever you want me to be!"

The degradation only intensifies her arousal, her body responding to each cruel word with increased wetness, tighter clenching around my cock. The Touch ensures she finds fulfillment in her own humiliation, rewiring her brain to associate submission with pleasure.

"That's right," I confirm, maintaining my brutal pace. "Not Lady Sterling anymore. Just a collared bitch in heat. Lord Sterling's prize wife, nothing but a set of holes for my pleasure."

Her moans grow louder, more desperate, her body trembling with approaching climax. I reach around to find her clit, rubbing it roughly as I continue to pound into her from behind. The dual stimulation makes her entire body jerk, her knees threatening to buckle beneath her.

"You're going to cum, aren't you?" I taunt, feeling her inner walls begin to flutter around my shaft. "Going to cum with another man's cock inside you, wearing a dog collar, being called a worthless slut."

"Yes!" she admits, shame and pleasure mingling in her voice. "I'm so close! Please don't stop!"

"Beg for it," I command, slowing my thrusts torturously, reducing the pressure on her clit. "Beg to cum like the desperate whore you are."

"Please!" she cries, trying to push back against me, to force me deeper. "Please let me cum! I need it so badly! I'll do anything! Please, Master, please!"

The word "Master" slips from her lips unplanned, a sign of how completely the Touch has transformed her. I reward her submission by resuming my punishing pace, pounding into her with renewed vigor while working her clit with precision.

"Cum for me, slut," I order, driving into her with enough force to shake the entire structure. "Now!"

Her orgasm explodes through her with shocking intensity, a scream tearing from her throat as her entire body convulses. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with incredible pressure, rippling along its length in waves of contractions that nearly trigger my own release. Her legs give out entirely, my grip on her hips and the leash the only things keeping her upright as pleasure overwhelms her.

"Fuck! Oh my god! Yes!" she wails, her refined accent completely abandoned as primitive need takes over. "I'm cumming! Don't stop! Please don't stop!"

I maintain my rhythm through her climax, prolonging the sensation, feeling her walls continue to spasm around me. Just as she begins to come down from the peak, I pull out completely, leaving her empty and whimpering with loss. Before she can recover, I spin her around, forcing her back to her knees with a sharp tug of the leash.

"We're not done yet," I inform her, reaching into a nearby wicker sideboard where I'd stashed a small bag earlier. I withdraw a silver dog bowl, polished to a high shine, with the word "SLUT" engraved on its side. I place it on the floor between us, watching her eyes widen as she realizes what's coming next.

"This is what you are now," I tell her, stroking my cock inches from her face, still slick with her juices. "A pet. And pets eat from bowls."

Her chest heaves with each breath, her face still flushed from her powerful orgasm, her eyes fixed on my hand working my shaft. The humiliation of what I'm suggesting registers in her expression, but the Touch ensures it only intensifies her arousal rather than breaking the spell.

I stroke myself faster, feeling my release building rapidly after the tight grip of her pussy. "Watch me," I command, holding her gaze as I position the bowl beneath my cock. "Watch me fill your feeding dish."

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing in the silver bowl with an audible splash. I continue stroking, ensuring every drop lands in the container, filling it with an impressive amount of thick, white seed. Elizabeth watches the entire display with hungry eyes, licking her lips unconsciously as the bowl fills.

When I'm completely spent, I place the cum-filled bowl on the floor before her. "You know what to do," I say simply, giving the leash a gentle tug downward.

Without hesitation, Elizabeth bends forward on all fours, lowering her face to the bowl in a position of complete animalistic submission. Her tongue extends, taking the first tentative lick of my seed, gathering it into her mouth. A small moan escapes her as she tastes me, her eyes closing briefly in perverse pleasure.

"Like a good pet," I encourage, watching England's most refined lady lap cum from a dog bowl on her hands and knees. "Every drop."

Tears of humiliation stream down her cheeks, mingling with mascara and the cum that clings to her lips, but she doesn't stop. She continues lapping at the bowl with increasing enthusiasm, her aristocratic tongue gathering my seed as if it were the finest delicacy served at one of her husband's banquets. The collar around her neck catches the afternoon light as she moves, the steel ring glinting with each forward motion of her head.

The sight of her complete degradation sends a fresh surge of arousal through me—Lady Elizabeth Sterling, descendant of dukes and countesses, married to one of England's most powerful men, reduced to a collared pet licking cum from a bowl on all fours.

Her transformation is almost complete. When the time comes to destroy her husband, she'll do exactly as I command without question.


Chapter 6

Evening approaches as I circle the perimeter of Sterling Manor, mentally mapping entry points and security measures for tonight's planned infiltration. The sinking sun casts long shadows across the immaculate grounds, and a slight chill creeps into the air—perfect cover for what I have in mind. There's just one problem: the south gate, my ideal entry point, requires a key card after hours. I need an insider, someone with access who works the grounds.

As if summoned by my thoughts, I spot her—a woman in muddy work pants and a practical jacket, kneeling in a nearby flowerbed, her strong hands working the soil with practiced efficiency. The head groundskeeper, according to the staff profiles I memorized. Emily. Exactly what I need.

I approach casually, hands in my pockets, the picture of a guest enjoying an evening stroll. She doesn't notice me at first, completely absorbed in her work, carefully placing young plants into freshly turned soil. Up close, I can see the sheen of honest sweat on her brow, the loose strands of blonde hair that have escaped her practical ponytail, the slight furrow of concentration between her eyebrows.

"Those are beautiful," I comment, gesturing to the purple flowers she's planting. "What are they?"

She looks up, startled but quickly composing herself into the polite demeanor expected of staff interacting with guests. "Anemones, sir. Lord Sterling prefers them for the south gardens during this season."

Her voice catches me by surprise—warm and melodic with a distinctly more grounded accent than the upper-class tones that dominate the main house. Not quite cockney, but certainly not the polished BBC English of the Sterlings. When she stands and brushes soil from her hands, I'm treated to a full view of what her work clothes had partially concealed.

Emily is a study in practical beauty—athletic and strong rather than delicate. Her blonde hair, now catching the golden evening light, is pulled back in a ponytail that accentuates high cheekbones and warm green eyes. She stands nearly my height, her body lean and toned from years of physical work. Even in her dirt-smudged canvas pants and weathered jacket, I can see the outline of firm breasts, not overly large but perfectly proportioned to her frame. Her hands, though calloused from labor, move with a natural grace as she gestures toward the flowerbed.

"I wouldn't have picked you for a botany enthusiast, Mr. Hammer," she says with a slight smile that transforms her face from merely pretty to genuinely striking.

"You know who I am?" I ask, moving closer, closing the distance between us.

"Everyone knows who you are," she responds with surprising frankness. "The American art historian staying in the east wing. Staff gossip travels faster than light around here."

I laugh, letting my arm brush against hers as I lean down to examine the flowers more closely. In that brief, seemingly innocent contact, I activate the Touch, sending its ancient power surging into her system.

The change is immediate but different from Elizabeth's or Kate's reactions. Emily doesn't gasp or tremble visibly. Instead, her pupils dilate slowly, her breathing deepens, and a subtle flush creeps up her neck to her cheeks. The change is more primal, more honest—like everything else about her.

"You should see the specimens in the greenhouse," she says after a moment, her voice now carrying a husky edge that wasn't there before. "Much more... interesting varieties in there."

Our eyes lock, and I see the Touch has done its work perfectly. Her gaze holds none of the calculation or social awareness that governed it moments ago—only raw, unfiltered hunger.

"I'd like that," I reply, maintaining the pretense of botanical interest though we both know what's really being offered.

Without another word, she turns and walks toward a large Victorian glasshouse nestled against a stone wall about fifty yards away. I follow, admiring the confident swing of her hips, the strong lines of her body moving with athletic purpose. The setting sun catches in her blonde ponytail, creating a halo effect that seems almost ironic given what's about to happen.

The greenhouse door closes behind us with a soft click, sealing us in a humid world of exotic plants and earthy scents. Tall palms and broad-leafed tropical specimens create natural privacy screens between various sections. The air is significantly warmer than outside, heavy with moisture and the rich smell of growth.

Emily doesn't waste time with pretense. The moment we're hidden from outside view, she turns to me with predatory directness, her eyes now completely transformed by desire.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she says, already shrugging off her jacket to reveal a simple tank top beneath, damp with sweat and clinging to her athletic frame. "But I need to taste you. Now."

There's something refreshingly direct about her approach—no aristocratic hesitation, no performance of reluctance. Emily moves with the same efficiency and purpose she brings to her work on the grounds, but now channeled into a single-minded sexual goal.

She pulls the tank top over her head in one fluid motion, revealing a practical sports bra that does little to hide the firm, modest breasts beneath. Her skin is lightly tanned from working outdoors, a constellation of freckles scattered across her shoulders and upper chest. She kicks off her work boots, then hooks her thumbs into her canvas pants, pushing them down along with simple cotton underwear, stripping completely naked with none of the coy hesitation I'd seen in Elizabeth or Kate.

Her body is a testament to physical labor—lean, strong, with defined muscles in her arms and legs, a flat stomach marked with subtle abs, and small, high breasts tipped with pink nipples already hardened in the greenhouse's humid air. A neat triangle of blonde hair between her legs is several shades darker than the hair on her head.

"Much better," she says, now completely naked except for her socks. Without ceremony, she drops to her knees on the stone pathway, her hands already reaching for my belt with undisguised eagerness.

"I've never wanted anything this badly," she admits, working my zipper down with practical efficiency. "It doesn't make any sense, but I need your cock in my mouth right now."

Her straightforward language, devoid of Elizabeth's aristocratic shame or Kate's intellectual complexity, sends a surge of arousal through me. Emily frees my already hard cock and makes a sound of appreciation deep in her throat—a primal, hungry noise that has nothing to do with social graces and everything to do with raw desire.

"Fucking perfect," she whispers, wrapping her strong, calloused hand around my shaft, the contrast of her work-roughened palm against my sensitive skin creating an exquisite friction.

She strokes me with surprising skill, her grip firm but not painful, working from base to tip with the same confident competence she brings to tending the estate's gardens. Pre-cum beads at my tip after just a few strokes, and she leans forward to collect it with her tongue, her eyes never leaving mine as she takes that first taste.

"Christ," she moans, her accent thickening with arousal. "You taste amazing."

Without further preamble, she engulfs me in the wet heat of her mouth, taking me deeper in a single movement than Elizabeth managed after several attempts. Her technique is flawless—no aristocratic hesitation or pretense of innocence, just the skilled movements of a woman who knows exactly how to give pleasure.

Her strong hands grip my thighs for leverage as she establishes a perfect rhythm, her head bobbing with athletic precision, taking me deep enough to feel the back of her throat with each forward motion. Unlike Elizabeth's careful, socially-conditioned approach, Emily sucks cock with the same direct efficiency she brings to her work—focused, skilled, and without unnecessary embellishment.

"Fuck," I groan, threading my fingers through her ponytail, feeling it coming loose in my grip. "You're good at this."

She responds by taking me even deeper, relaxing her throat to accommodate my full length until her nose presses against my abdomen. She holds there for an impressive duration before pulling back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock.

"I've never done it like this before," she admits, her hand continuing to stroke me while she catches her breath. "Never wanted it so badly. Never felt so fucking hungry for it."

The Touch has rewired her brain perfectly, transforming healthy sexual confidence into single-minded obsession. She dives back down, this time focusing on the head, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge while her hand works the shaft with perfect pressure. Wet, enthusiastic sounds fill the greenhouse as she services me with increasing fervor.

Her free hand moves between her own legs, finding her pussy already slick with arousal. She moans around my cock as her fingers make contact with her clit, the vibration sending shivers up my spine. The sight of this strong, capable woman pleasuring herself while sucking me off with such enthusiasm pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

I grip her hair tighter, controlling her movements now, setting a pace that keeps me right on the brink without pushing over. Her eyes water slightly as I push deeper, but she doesn't resist, instead moaning louder around my invasion, her fingers working faster between her legs.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her cheeks hollow as she sucks with increasing pressure. "Show me how badly you want it."

She responds by taking me impossibly deeper, her throat opening to receive me fully, her nose pressed against my pelvis, her eyes locked on mine with a mixture of submission and pride in her skill. I hold her there for a long moment, feeling her throat constrict around my cock head, before allowing her to pull back for air.

"I need you to fuck me," she gasps, her chest heaving, lips swollen and glistening with saliva. "But not yet. I want to taste you first. Everywhere."

Her tongue traces the underside of my shaft, following the prominent vein down to my balls. Without hesitation, she takes one into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand continues to stroke my cock. The dual sensation is extraordinary, especially combined with the visual of this athletic beauty on her knees, completely focused on my pleasure.

The greenhouse provides the perfect backdrop for this encounter—lush greenery surrounding us, the humid air carrying the scent of earth and growth, the fading evening light filtering through glass panels to cast golden patterns across Emily's naked body. It's primal and natural in a way that the aristocratic settings of my previous conquests weren't.

As she returns her attention to my cock, taking me deep into her throat once more, I make mental notes about the south gate, the security system, the access I'll need tonight. Emily isn't just providing immediate pleasure—she's my key to the next phase of Sterling's destruction.

And judging by the hunger in her eyes as she worships my cock, she'll do anything I ask.

I pull Emily to her feet, her mouth swollen and slick from servicing my cock. Unlike the aristocratic women whose carefully maintained appearances crumbled under similar treatment, Emily looks even more vibrant—her face flushed with arousal, loose strands of blonde hair framing her features, her athletic body practically humming with need. I spin her around and guide her toward a sturdy wooden potting table, pushing aside trays of seedlings and gardening tools with a sweep of my arm. Soil and terracotta pots crash to the stone floor, creating a mess that would have horrified Lady Sterling but only makes Emily laugh—a throaty, genuine sound full of lust and abandon.

"Careful," she teases, even as she bends forward over the table without being told, presenting her ass to me with none of the hesitation or shame I'd seen in Elizabeth. "Some of those are rare specimens."

"I'll buy Sterling a greenhouse full of replacements," I reply, admiring the view before me—Emily's strong back tapering to a narrow waist, then flaring to firm hips and a perfectly proportioned ass. Unlike the soft curves of Lady Sterling or Kate's lithe slenderness, Emily's body speaks of functional strength and practical beauty—muscles defined beneath sun-kissed skin, small scars and freckles mapping a life lived outdoors.

The potting table stands at perfect height, allowing me to position myself behind her without adjusting my stance. I run my hands over the curve of her ass, feeling the firm muscle beneath soft skin, so different from Elizabeth's more luxurious curves but no less enticing. Emily pushes back against my touch impatiently, planting her feet wider on the stone floor, her practical approach to pleasure as direct as everything else about her.

"Don't tease," she demands, looking back over her shoulder with undisguised hunger. "I need you inside me. Now."

I position my cock at her entrance, finding her already soaked with arousal, her pussy lips swollen and glistening in the greenhouse's fading light. Without preamble, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. She takes me completely, her strong body yielding without resistance, a deep groan escaping her throat as I fill her.

"Fuck! Yes!" she cries out, her head dropping forward between her shoulders, hands gripping the edge of the wooden table. "Finally!"

I establish an immediate rhythm, hard and fast, my hands gripping her hips with enough force to leave marks. Unlike my calculated pace with the aristocratic women, with Emily I let instinct take over—two physical beings coming together with primal need. The table creaks beneath us, dirt and plant material scattering with each powerful thrust.

"You feel amazing," I tell her, watching my cock disappear into her with each forward motion, the wet sounds of our coupling echoing off the glass walls around us. "So fucking tight."

"Harder," she demands, pushing back to meet each thrust, her body working with mine rather than simply receiving. "I won't break."

I comply, increasing the force of my thrusts until the entire table shifts slightly with each impact. Emily takes everything I give her, her athletic body absorbing the punishment with ease, even seeming to crave more intensity. Sweat beads on my forehead and down my spine, the greenhouse's humid air intensifying the heat generated by our bodies.

"That's it," she encourages, her voice thick with pleasure. "Use me. Fuck me like you mean it."

Her directness is refreshing after the layers of aristocratic pretense I've navigated with my previous conquests. Emily approaches sex the same way she approaches her work—with skill, enthusiasm, and zero artifice. Her moans aren't performative or restrained by social convention; they're genuine expressions of pleasure that grow louder as I pound into her.

I reach forward to grab her ponytail, wrapping it around my fist and pulling back, arching her spine even more dramatically. The new angle allows me to hit deeper, drawing a sharp cry of pleasure from her lips. Her inner walls clench around my shaft, her body responding instinctively to the dominant gesture.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, maintaining my grip on her hair while my other hand delivers a sharp slap to her ass. "Being taken like this, bent over your work table, surrounded by the gardens you tend so carefully."

"God, yes," she admits without hesitation, her pussy growing wetter around my invading cock. "I've fantasized about this—being fucked right here, surrounded by growing things."

The confession, so honest compared to Elizabeth's shame or Kate's intellectual distance, pushes me to fuck her even harder. The table beneath us protests with creaking wood, the remaining plants and tools vibrating toward the edges with each impact.

I release her hair to reach around and find her clit, circling the swollen bud with my fingers as I continue to drive into her from behind. Her reaction is immediate and powerful—a full-body shudder, a tightening of her inner muscles around my cock, a series of expletives that would make a sailor blush.

"Right there," she gasps, her voice breaking as pleasure builds. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

I maintain my rhythm, feeling her body begin to tense beneath me, her breathing growing more ragged with each thrust. Her pussy grips me with increasing pressure, the telltale fluttering of approaching orgasm sending waves of pleasure up my shaft.

"I'm close," she warns, her voice tight with need. "So fucking close."

"Cum for me," I command, increasing the pressure on her clit while maintaining my relentless pace. "Let go."

Her climax hits with explosive force, her entire body convulsing beneath me, a primal scream tearing from her throat that echoes through the greenhouse. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with incredible strength, rippling along its length as if trying to milk my own release from me.

Unlike with Elizabeth or Kate, I don't hold back. The combination of Emily's powerful orgasm, her tight pussy contracting around me, and the raw, honest nature of our coupling pushes me over the edge. I drive into her one final time, burying myself as deep as possible as my cock pulses, pumping rope after rope of cum directly into her unprotected depths.

"Fuck!" I grunt, grinding against her ass as I empty myself completely inside her. "Take it all."

She moans at the sensation of being filled, her inner walls still contracting with aftershocks, squeezing every last drop from me. For several long moments, we remain locked together, both catching our breath, my cock still pulsing occasionally inside her thoroughly claimed body.

When I finally pull out, my cum immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets. The sight is primal and satisfying—my seed marking her just as thoroughly as it marked Elizabeth and Kate, though in a more intimate way.

Emily straightens slowly, turning to face me with none of the shame or confusion my other conquests displayed post-coupling. Instead, she smiles—a genuine, satisfied expression—and runs a hand through her now completely disheveled hair.

"Well," she says, her voice slightly hoarse from screaming. "That was unexpected."

I tuck myself away, watching as she makes no move to clean up the cum still leaking down her thighs. "I need a favor, Emily."

"After that?" She laughs, leaning back against the table we've just defiled. "Name it."

"I need access to the grounds after hours," I tell her, moving closer, caressing her cheek in a gesture that activates the Touch again, reinforcing her new loyalty to me. "The south gate, specifically. Tonight."

A flicker of confusion crosses her face—some distant part of her mind recognizing the impropriety of what I'm asking. But the Touch ensures her compliance is immediate and eager.

"The electronic lock," she says, her eyes fixed on mine with adoration. "I can leave it disabled. Between midnight and two AM, the security sweep skips that section of the perimeter. Something to do with the camera angles and the old wall."

I smile, pressing a kiss to her forehead in reward for this valuable information. "Perfect. Our secret, of course."

"Of course," she agrees instantly, her hand moving to my crotch, already seeking more contact. "Will I see you again? Like this?"

"Count on it," I promise, allowing her to feel my cock beginning to harden again beneath her touch. "But now I need to prepare for tonight."

She nods, reluctantly withdrawing her hand. "The south gate will be open. I promise."

As I leave her to clean up the disaster we've made of her workspace, I can't help but smile at how perfectly my plan is coming together. Tonight, I'll access Sterling's study, locate the hidden safe Kate revealed, and gather the final pieces of evidence I need.


Chapter 7

The ballroom of the Dorchester Hotel gleams with old money and new jewelry, a glittering showcase of Britain's elite pretending to care about the less fortunate for one carefully photographed evening. Crystal chandeliers cast flattering light over aging aristocrats and their much younger wives, the men in identical black tie, the women competing through designer gowns and strategic cosmetic work.

I adjust my custom tuxedo—a necessary costume for tonight's performance—and follow the Sterling family through the crowd, watching Elizabeth move with practiced grace despite the fact that just hours ago she was on all fours, lapping my cum from a dog bowl. The thought makes my cock twitch against the expensive fabric of my trousers. Tonight isn't about pleasure, though. It's about gathering the final psychological ammunition I need to completely destroy Lord Sterling.

Elizabeth catches my eye across the room, a flicker of raw hunger quickly masked by the perfect society smile she wears for these occasions. She looks immaculate—chestnut hair styled in elegant waves, a midnight blue gown clinging to her curves without being obviously sexual, diamonds at her throat that probably fed a village somewhere for a year. No one looking at her would ever guess that beneath her designer dress, her inner thighs still bear the faint marks of my fingers, her perfect ass still slightly red from my palm.

"Mr. Hammer," Lord Sterling materializes beside me, clapping a heavy hand on my shoulder with the forced joviality of a man who considers such contact beneath him but necessary for appearances. "Enjoying your first taste of English philanthropy?"

"Immensely," I lie, accepting a champagne flute from a passing waiter. "The Sterling Family Foundation clearly commands respect. Everyone who matters in London seems to be here."

His chest puffs slightly at the flattery, transparent as it is. "Yes, well, noblesse oblige and all that. The Sterling name has always stood for more than mere wealth. We understand the responsibilities that come with privilege."

I resist the urge to mention that the Sterling name is built on fraud, theft, and murder, according to Kate's revelations. Instead, I nod appreciatively and scan the room, mentally cataloging the power players in attendance. Cabinet ministers mingle with hedge fund managers and media moguls, all united in this theater of conspicuous compassion. The foundation's stated purpose—providing educational opportunities for underprivileged children—is emblazoned on tasteful banners and video screens showing smiling, grateful children who've supposedly benefited from Sterling's generosity.

A gentle chime signals the start of the formal program. The crowd shifts toward the stage where a podium bears the Sterling Family Foundation's crest—another fabrication, according to Kate's revelations about the family's fraudulent lineage. Lord Sterling excuses himself with practiced modesty, making his way to the stage as the master of ceremonies introduces him with effusive praise about generations of Sterling philanthropy.

"My friends," Sterling begins, his voice modulated to project both authority and compassion, "we gather tonight not merely to celebrate success, but to acknowledge our profound obligation to those less fortunate than ourselves."

I watch the performance with clinical detachment, noting how his voice catches at precisely the right moments, how he modulates his pacing for emotional impact, how his gestures appear spontaneous but are clearly rehearsed. It's a masterclass in manipulative public speaking.

"When I look into the eyes of the children our foundation supports," he continues, pausing for effect, "I see not charity cases, but future leaders. Future innovators. The untapped potential that might otherwise be lost without our intervention."

A ripple of approving murmurs moves through the crowd. Beside me, an elderly baroness dabs at her eyes with a monogrammed handkerchief. Photographers from society magazines capture the moment from carefully approved angles.

"The Sterling family has been blessed with fortune and position," he acknowledges, his humility as counterfeit as his title. "But with these privileges comes an inescapable duty to give back, to lift up those who start life's race many steps behind the starting line."

He continues for another ten minutes, weaving personal anecdotes about foundation recipients with carefully calibrated humility and inspirational platitudes. By the time he concludes, half the room appears genuinely moved. Checkbooks emerge from designer handbags and bespoke suit pockets. The evening's fundraising target will undoubtedly be exceeded.

I observe Elizabeth throughout his speech, noting how she maintains the perfect expression of supportive admiration expected of a aristocrat's wife. Only I know that beneath that mask of devotion lies a woman who has betrayed her husband in the most intimate ways possible, who has surrendered financial secrets that will help destroy him, who wears my invisible collar more surely than the diamonds adorning her neck.

Sterling returns to thunderous applause, accepting congratulations with the practiced humility of a man who expects nothing less. I watch him work the room, moving from one influential group to another, a different version of himself for each audience—stern paternal figure for the old money crowd, forward-thinking ally to the tech billionaires, respectful traditionalist to the clergy.

After about twenty minutes of this performance, he excuses himself, presumably for a bathroom break. I follow at a discreet distance, tracking him not to the restrooms but to a small antechamber off the main hallway. The door remains partially open as he enters, greeting someone already inside.

"Charles, there you are," Sterling's voice carries clearly through the gap. "Magnificent speech, if I do say so myself."

"Indeed," replies a voice I recognize as belonging to Sir Charles Winthrop, Sterling's longtime solicitor. "The room was eating out of your hand. The donations are already exceeding projections."

I position myself against the wall beside the door, easily overhearing their conversation while appearing to anyone passing by as simply a guest checking his phone.

Sterling's laugh has none of the warmth it contained during his public address—it's sharp, cold, calculating. "The beauty of it is how little we actually have to distribute. The administrative costs alone eat forty percent off the top."

"Plus the property holdings in the foundation's name," Winthrop adds. "The tax advantages are really quite extraordinary."

"Father always said charity begins at home," Sterling replies, and I can hear the clink of glasses—presumably a private toast. "These bleeding hearts never bother to read the annual reports. They just want to feel good about themselves for an evening, write a check, and forget about the unwashed masses until next year's gala."

"The scholarship recipients do make excellent window dressing," Winthrop observes. "That Nigerian boy from last year's video—very photogenic."

"Cost us less than fifty thousand all told," Sterling says dismissively. "We've written off ten times that in 'consulting fees' to offshore entities. Speaking of which, have you finalized the arrangements for the Cayman transfer?"

"All in hand," Winthrop assures him. "The foundation's 'research facility' in Grand Cayman exists only on paper, but it will channel nearly four million pounds through to your personal accounts by quarter's end."

Their laughter mingles, the private joke of men who view the world's rules as applying only to others. I've heard enough. I move away from the door before they emerge, processing the naked cynicism I've just witnessed. Sterling's charity—the centerpiece of his public reputation, the supposed evidence of his nobility of character—is nothing but an elaborate tax shelter and money laundering operation.

I return to the ballroom, watching as Sterling reenters minutes later, immediately resuming his mask of compassionate philanthropy, accepting praise for his generosity with practiced humility. The contrast between public persona and private reality couldn't be more stark. The man is not merely a fraud and a thief—he's a monster who exploits the genuine suffering of disadvantaged children to enrich himself further.

My resolve hardens as I observe him working the room, Elizabeth at his side like a beautiful accessory. When I destroy him—and I will destroy him, completely and irrevocably—it won't just be for my own satisfaction. It will be justice for the stable boy he threatened, for the legitimate Sterling heirs living in poverty in Scotland, for the children whose futures he pretends to champion while stealing their opportunities.


Chapter 8

The charity gala drones on, an endless parade of fake smiles and hollow platitudes. I watch Elizabeth across the room, playing her role as the perfect aristocratic wife while Sterling basks in undeserved adoration. Her diamond necklace catches the light with every graceful movement, but only I know the truth – beneath her elegant exterior beats the heart of a desperate whore who craves my cock more than her husband's fortune. Time to remind her exactly what she is.

I pull out my phone and type a simple message: "Coatroom. Now. Come alone."

I watch her face as she receives the text, the slight widening of her eyes, the almost imperceptible flush that creeps up her neck. Her fingers tighten around her champagne flute. She makes a casual excuse to her husband, who barely acknowledges her as he continues networking with a cabinet minister. I wait thirty seconds before following, moving through the crowd with practiced ease, invisible in my expensive tuxedo – just another wealthy guest navigating the social labyrinth.

The coatroom is off a side hallway, dimly lit and staffed by a single attendant who's conveniently disappeared for a smoke break. I slip inside, finding Elizabeth already waiting, her hands nervously smoothing her midnight blue gown.

"Strip," I command without preamble. "Everything except the diamonds and the heels."

"Here?" she whispers, her aristocratic composure slipping as she glances toward the door. "But anyone could—"

I step closer, not touching her yet, just invading her personal space until she backs against the wall. "I said strip. Now."

The Touch ensures her compliance is immediate, despite her lingering social fear. Her trembling fingers find the zipper at the back of her gown, working it down with practiced ease. The silk whispers as it falls, pooling around her ankles like spilled midnight. Her lingerie follows – expensive lace that probably cost more than most people's monthly rent, discarded on the floor of a public coatroom like trash.

She stands before me naked except for the diamond necklace that gleams against her flushed skin and the stiletto heels that elevate her to my height. Her body is a masterpiece of privileged perfection – full breasts that defy gravity despite her age, a narrow waist that flares to rounded hips, long legs that could wrap twice around a man's waist. The controlled diet, the personal trainers, the discreet cosmetic work – all the trappings of aristocratic beauty maintenance on display for my pleasure.

"Look at you," I murmur, circling her like a predator, not touching her yet, letting her feel the vulnerability of her nakedness while I remain fully clothed in my bespoke tuxedo. "Lady Elizabeth Sterling, naked in a public coatroom while her husband accepts accolades fifty feet away."

Her breathing quickens, nipples hardening under my gaze despite her obvious conflict – the proper English lady warring with the cock-hungry slut the Touch has awakened. I can see goosebumps rising on her flesh, but not from cold.

"Turn around. Hands against the wall. Ass out."

She complies instantly, assuming the position I've trained her to take, her diamond necklace swinging forward as she bends, catching the dim light. I step behind her, finally touching her with deliberate roughness, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. My mouth finds her ear as I press the length of my still-clothed body against her naked back.

"What are you?" I whisper, my cock straining against my trousers, pressing against her bare ass.

"Yours," she whispers back, her voice small but eager.

I deliver a sharp slap to her ass that makes her gasp. "Not good enough. What are you really?"

"A whore," she admits, the word foreign on her aristocratic tongue.

I free my cock, already hard and leaking, and position it at her entrance. She's soaking wet, her body betraying how much she craves this degradation. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her. Her cry of pleasure-pain is loud enough that I have to clamp my hand over her mouth.

"Quiet," I hiss, establishing a brutal rhythm that has her body jerking forward with each thrust. "Unless you want the entire gala to hear Lady Sterling getting fucked like a cheap prostitute."

The sound of voices passes just outside the door – guests looking for the restrooms, staff coordinating dessert service. Elizabeth's eyes widen in terror, but her pussy clenches around me, growing wetter at the risk of discovery. I don't slow my pace, pounding into her with enough force to make the coatrack beside us vibrate.

"Say it," I command, removing my hand from her mouth to grab her throat instead, applying just enough pressure to remind her who owns her. "Tell me what you are. Loud enough for me to hear, quiet enough that they don't."

"I'm a worthless whore," she gasps, tears of humiliation and arousal gathering in her eyes. "A public cumdump for your cock."

"Again," I growl, angling my hips to hit the spot that makes her knees buckle.

"I'm a worthless whore," she repeats, her voice breaking as pleasure builds within her. "A public cumdump for your cock. Nothing but holes for you to use."

The door handle rattles, someone testing if the coatroom is open. Elizabeth freezes in terror, but I don't pause, continuing to fuck her with merciless intensity. Whoever is outside moves on, footsteps receding down the hallway. The near discovery pushes Elizabeth closer to the edge, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft.

"Please," she begs, pressing her forehead against the wall. "Please let me cum."

I tighten my grip on her throat, using my other hand to grab a fistful of her perfectly styled hair. "Not until you convince me you understand exactly what you are."

"I'm nothing," she gasps, her cultured accent slipping as primitive need takes over. "Just a set of holes. Just a cum receptacle. My husband thinks I'm a lady, but I'm just a whore. Your whore. A public cumdump that exists to take your cock."

Her total surrender, the complete degradation of everything she was raised to be, sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. I increase my pace, driving into her with brutal force, her naked body slapping against the wall with each thrust. The diamonds around her neck catch the light with each impact, a perverse highlight to her degradation.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her approaching her climax, her pussy gripping my cock with increasing pressure. "Show me what a filthy, cock-hungry aristocrat you really are."

Her orgasm hits with surprising intensity, her entire body convulsing beneath me, her inner walls clamping down around my shaft with rippling contractions. I maintain my punishing rhythm, pushing her through the peak and into oversensitivity, watching her face contort with the exquisite balance of pleasure and pain.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her pussy empty and clenching around nothing. She whimpers at the loss, but I'm not done with her. Not even close. I press the head of my cock against her puckered back entrance, a place I know Sterling has never dared to claim. Her entire body tenses as she realizes my intention, aristocratic panic flashing across her face.

"No, please," she whispers, genuine fear in her voice for the first time. "Not there. I've never—"

I cut her off by pushing forward, the head of my cock breaching her virgin ass with deliberate cruelty.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her cultured accent shattering completely as pain overwhelms her. "Stop! It hurts!"

I grab a fistful of her chestnut hair, yanking her head back sharply, forcing her spine to arch. "Did I ask for your opinion, Lady Sterling?" I push forward another inch, feeling her impossibly tight ring of muscle resist my invasion. "This is what happens to wives who betray their husbands. They get their privileged asses fucked in public coatrooms."

Tears stream down her face now, genuine ones born of pain rather than the pleasure-tears from before. Her body trembles beneath me, caught between the Touch's compulsion to please me and her physical resistance to this new violation. I spit on my cock where it's partially embedded in her ass, providing minimal lubrication before driving forward with more force.

"God! Please!" she sobs, her perfectly manicured nails scrabbling against the wall for purchase. "I can't take it!"

"You can and you will," I growl in her ear, pushing relentlessly until I'm halfway inside her virgin passage. The tightness is exquisite – her ass gripping my cock with a vice-like pressure that makes my balls tighten in response. "Every hole you have belongs to me now."

Another inch disappears inside her as I continue my merciless invasion. Her sobs turn to strangled cries, but I feel her body beginning to yield, the Touch ensuring that even this pain will eventually transform to pleasure. The diamonds at her throat catch the light as she trembles, an obscene counterpoint to her degradation.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling the last of her resistance giving way. "Take it all like the anal slut you really are."

With a final thrust, I bury myself completely in her ass, my pelvis pressing against her perfect aristocratic cheeks. She makes a sound unlike anything I've heard from her before – half-scream, half-moan, her body conflicted between agony and the unnatural pleasure the Touch forces upon her. I hold still for a moment, savoring the conquest of her final hole, the complete possession of Lord Sterling's perfect wife.

Then I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that's deliberately too rough, too fast for her first experience. Her cries grow louder, enough that I have to wrap my hand around her throat to muffle them, applying enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. My other hand maintains its brutal grip in her hair, using it as leverage to drive deeper into her unwilling passage.

"This is what you deserve," I hiss in her ear, feeling her body jerk with each thrust. "To be ass-fucked like cheap trash while your husband collects charity donations. What would all those society photographers say if they saw you now?"

She can't answer through her tears and the pressure on her throat, but her body responds despite itself. I feel her reaching between her legs with trembling fingers to touch her clit, seeking relief from the building pressure the Touch creates – pleasure born from complete submission, even in pain.

I slap her hand away. "No. You don't get to enjoy this." I tighten my grip on her throat, feeling her pulse racing beneath my fingers. "This isn't for your pleasure. This is punishment."

Her ass gradually loosens around my invading cock, unwillingly adapting to my size and the relentless pounding. Each thrust now comes easier than the last, her body betraying her by producing enough natural lubrication to ease my passage. The sounds change from the dry friction of resistance to the wet slaps of submission.

"Listen to that," I taunt, increasing my pace. "Even your ass is getting wet for me. What a pathetic fucking whore you are, Lady Sterling."

I pull her hair harder, forcing her to look at our reflection in a small decorative mirror on the opposite wall. Her face is a ruin of tears and smeared makeup, her mouth open in a silent scream, her perfect body naked except for diamonds and heels, bent forward and impaled on my cock.

"Look at yourself," I command, making sure she sees what I've reduced her to. "The elegant Lady Sterling, getting her ass destroyed in a public coatroom."

Something breaks in her expression as she meets her own gaze in the mirror – the last remnant of resistance, of dignity, crumbling away. The Touch completes its work, transforming even this violation into a perverse form of pleasure. Her body stops fighting, yielding completely to my possession.

I fuck her ass with increasing brutality, each thrust bottoming out inside her, her moans now carrying notes of reluctant pleasure mingled with pain. The knowledge that I've conquered her so completely, that I've taken what her husband of twenty years never has, pushes me toward the edge.

Suddenly, I pull out completely, leaving her ass gaping and reddened. "On your knees," I bark, spinning her around to face me.

She drops immediately, conditioned by now to obey without hesitation. I grab her chin roughly, forcing her mouth open. "Clean it," I order, pressing my cock against her lips. "Every inch."

Horror flashes across her face as she realizes what I'm demanding, but the Touch compels her obedience. She opens wider, taking my cock into her mouth, tasting her own ass on my shaft. Her tongue works with practiced skill now, cleaning me thoroughly despite her obvious revulsion.

"Good slut," I praise mockingly, watching England's most refined lady perform this most degrading act. "You were born for this."

When my cock is clean, I pull it from her mouth and begin stroking myself rapidly, aiming at her upturned face. "Don't close your eyes," I command. "I want you to watch me cover you in cum."

My orgasm builds quickly, the combination of her tight ass and the sight of her on her knees proving too much to resist. With a grunt of satisfaction, I explode across her face – thick ropes of white cum landing on her forehead, cheeks, nose, and lips. I aim the last spurts higher, deliberately coating her carefully styled hair with sticky seed.

She remains motionless, accepting each spurt like the well-trained cum receptacle she's become. When I'm finished, her face is glazed with my release, strands of it dripping down her chin and onto her diamond necklace. Her hair, which probably cost more to style than most people make in a day, is matted with thick globs of white.

"Get dressed," I order, tucking myself away and straightening my tuxedo. "And don't you dare clean a single drop off."

"But—" she begins, genuine panic in her voice as she grasps the implication.

"Not. One. Drop." I enunciate each word clearly. "You'll return to your husband exactly as you are, my cum drying on your aristocratic face."

The Touch ensures her compliance despite her social terror. She rises on shaky legs, her naked body bearing the marks of my possession – red handprints on her ass and thighs, bruises forming on her hips, her ass visibly reddened from my abuse. With trembling hands, she gathers her expensive gown from the floor, stepping back into it and struggling to zip it up.

I watch dispassionately as she tries to restore some semblance of composure, though her ruined makeup and cum-covered face make it impossible. When she's dressed, the contrast is obscene – the elegant evening gown and diamond necklace paired with a face glazed with semen, hair disheveled and sticky with the same.

"Go," I command, opening the coatroom door slightly to check the hallway. "Your husband will be wondering where his perfect wife has disappeared to."

She moves toward the door like a woman walking to execution, her natural grace compromised by the soreness I've inflicted.

As she passes me, I lean in to whisper: "Remember what you are now, every time someone looks at you tonight."

Elizabeth Sterling, the aristocrat's perfect wife, walks back into one of London's most prestigious charity galas with my cum drying on her face, a serene smile fixed on her lips as the Touch forces her to find pleasure even in this ultimate humiliation.


Chapter 9

The Sterling family pew sits front and center in the ancient stone church, centuries of aristocratic entitlement carved into the wood itself. I watch from several rows back as Lord Sterling plays the devoted parishioner, his wife beside him in a conservative dress that reveals nothing of the depraved whore I've created beneath the respectable facade. Her face is perfectly composed, showing no sign of our encounter in the coatroom two nights ago, no hint that those prim lips have been wrapped around my cock or that her virgin ass has been stretched wide by my invasion. When her gaze finally meets mine, I see the immediate change – pupils dilating, a slight part to her lips, the almost imperceptible flush creeping up her neck. The Touch activates instantly, even across the sacred space between us.

I hadn't planned to attend this morning's service, but intelligence gathered from Kate revealed that Sterling would be delivering a reading – another performance in his ongoing charade of respectability. The church itself is a masterpiece of medieval architecture, all soaring stone arches and stained glass that casts colored light across the congregation. Sterling's family has donated generously over generations, ensuring their name is literally carved in stone near the altar. More fraud, more stolen glory.

Elizabeth shifts in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs, her body responding to my presence despite the holy surroundings. I watch as she leans toward her husband, whispers something in his ear, then rises with practiced grace, walking down the side aisle toward the back of the church. Her steps are measured and dignified, but I can see the slight tremble in her hands, the quickening of her breathing. She doesn't look in my direction again, doesn't need to. She knows I'll follow.

I wait precisely sixty seconds before standing and making my own way toward the rear of the church. The ancient wooden doors close behind me, muffling the vicar's droning sermon. The vestibule is empty except for Elizabeth, standing with feigned casualness beside a heavy wooden door set into the stone wall – a confessional booth, rarely used in this modern Anglican parish but maintained for historical significance.

Without a word, she slips inside the penitent's side. I follow, closing the door silently behind me. The space is tiny, dimly lit by a small stained-glass window that casts blood-red light across her face. Between us and the priest's compartment is the traditional latticed screen, designed to allow confession without revealing identity. The booth smells of old wood, candle wax, and Elizabeth's expensive perfume.

"Kneel," I command, my voice barely above a whisper but carrying the full force of dominance. "Face the screen."

She complies immediately, dropping to her knees on the thin cushion meant for penitent prayer, her face inches from the wooden lattice. The conservative Sunday dress she wears rides up her thighs as she kneels, revealing that she's not wearing underwear beneath – exactly as I'd instructed via text this morning.

"Press your face against the screen," I order, already freeing my cock from my trousers. "Hands behind your back."

She obeys, her cheek against the carved wood, her wrists crossed at the small of her back, her ass raised in perfect presentation. I lift her dress to her waist, exposing the magnificent curve of her ass and the glistening evidence of her arousal already visible between her thighs.

"Do you know why you're here?" I ask, positioning myself behind her, running the head of my cock through her wet folds without entering.

"To please you," she whispers, her breath fogging the polished wood of the screen.

I deliver a sharp slap to her ass, making her bite back a yelp. "No. You're here to be punished."

Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying my cock inside her in one smooth motion. Her body accepts me easily, her pussy already dripping with anticipation. I establish a steady rhythm, each thrust pushing her face harder against the wooden screen, her breasts pressing against the kneeling bench.

"You're a sinner, Lady Sterling," I whisper, leaning over her back to speak directly into her ear, never slowing my pace. "Being fucked in God's house while your husband prepares to read Scripture just feet away."

A small moan escapes her lips before she can stop it. I grab her hair, yanking her head back. "Quiet. Unless you want the entire congregation to hear what a whore their benefactor's wife truly is."

Through the screen, we can see shadows moving in the priest's side of the confessional – not occupied, but visible from the church proper. Anyone passing by could notice movement, could hear us if we're too loud. The risk only intensifies my arousal, my cock hardening further inside her.

"This is your true confession," I continue, driving into her with increasing force. "Admit your sins."

"I'm a whore," she whispers, her voice strained with the effort to remain quiet. "A adulteress. A sinner."

"And what do sinners deserve?" I demand, angling my hips to hit the spot that makes her thighs tremble.

"Punishment," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around me. "Chastisement. Use."

The sacred setting adds a perverse edge to her degradation. Lady Elizabeth Sterling, descendant of dukes and earls, raised in the Church of England, now being fucked doggy-style in a confessional while her husband prepares to address the congregation. The hypocrisy is exquisite.

I increase my pace, the wooden confessional creaking slightly with each thrust. From beyond the heavy door comes the sound of Sterling's voice, now addressing the congregation, reading from Proverbs about the virtuous wife. The irony is almost too perfect.

"Listen to him," I whisper, pulling her hair harder to make sure she hears her husband's words. "Speaking about virtue while his wife takes another man's cock in a holy place."

She whimpers, the shame and arousal battling for dominance in her expression. The Touch ensures the latter wins, her pussy growing wetter around my invading shaft, her body betraying her with every thrust.

I reach around to find her clit, circling it with precise pressure that makes her bite her lip to stay silent. "You're going to cum in this sacred space," I inform her, my voice a commanding whisper. "You're going to cum with your husband's voice in your ears and my cock inside you."

Her body trembles beneath me, caught between the need for release and the terror of discovery. Outside, Sterling continues his reading, his cultured voice carrying easily through the church – completely unaware that his perfect wife is being defiled mere yards away.

"Beg for it," I command, slowing my thrusts torturously. "Beg to be allowed to cum in God's house."

"Please," she whispers, desperation overwhelming shame. "Please let me cum. I know it's wrong, I know I'm a sinner, but I need it."

I increase the pressure on her clit, driving into her with renewed vigor. "Cum for me, sinner. Show me how completely I own you."

Her orgasm hits with surprising intensity, her body convulsing beneath me, her face pressed hard against the confessional screen to muffle her cries. Her inner walls clamp down around my cock, rippling along its length in waves of contractions. I maintain my relentless pace through her climax, pushing her beyond pleasure into oversensitivity, watching her hands clench into fists behind her back as she struggles to remain silent.

"This is your true worship now," I whisper as she comes down from her peak, still pumping steadily into her. "On your knees, serving cock instead of God."

Her only response is a broken whimper, her body still trembling with aftershocks. Through the screen, we can see Sterling has completed his reading and returned to his seat, glancing around with a slight frown – likely wondering where his wife has disappeared to.

I continue fucking her with methodical precision, her body completely surrendered to my use, the sacred setting of our defilement only heightening the perverse pleasure of claiming Lord Sterling's wife so completely.

I grip Elizabeth's hips hard enough to bruise, driving into her with increasing savagery. The wooden confessional groans with each thrust, the ancient structure not built to withstand such carnal use. Her face presses harder against the latticed screen, tears streaming down her aristocratic cheeks – not from pain, but from the overwhelming combination of pleasure, shame, and sacrilege. I wrap her chestnut hair around my fist like a leash, yanking her head back until her spine arches painfully.

"Take it deeper," I growl into her ear, my cock stretching her pussy with brutal efficiency. "Show your God how well you serve your new master."

She whimpers, beyond words now, her body completely surrendered to my use. The Sunday morning light filters through the stained-glass window, casting blood-red patterns across her flushed skin, making her tears glitter like rubies. The symbolism isn't lost on me – the aristocratic lady bathed in blood-colored light while being defiled in a sacred space.

I release her hair to grip her throat from behind, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. The new position forces her to support herself with her hands on the kneeling bench, her magnificent breasts swaying with each brutal thrust. Her conservative dress is bunched around her waist, the picture of proper English worship destroyed by my invasion.

"Your husband built a family chapel in the north wing," I remind her, never slowing my punishing pace. "Your family has donated enough to have your name on the donor wall. All that pretense of piety while you take cock in a confessional."

Her pussy clenches around me at the words, the degradation only intensifying her arousal. The Touch has rewired her completely, ensuring she finds her greatest pleasure in her own humiliation. I increase the pressure on her throat slightly, feeling her pulse racing beneath my fingers, her body responding to the edge of danger.

"This is your true communion," I hiss, driving impossibly deeper. "Being filled with my seed."

Through the lattice, I catch sight of something on the priest's side – a small alcove containing items for communion preparation. Among them gleams a silver chalice, ornate and ancient, clearly valuable beyond its religious significance. The perfect tool for Elizabeth's final degradation.

I feel my climax approaching, the combination of tight pussy and sacrilegious setting pushing me toward the edge. With a final brutal thrust, I pull out completely, leaving her empty and whimpering with loss. In one fluid motion, I move to the small connecting door between the two sides of the confessional, finding it unlocked as expected in this little-used relic.

I slip into the priest's compartment, grabbing the silver chalice from its alcove. The vessel is heavy, clearly genuine silver, probably centuries old and used for countless communions. The perfect receptacle for what comes next.

Returning to Elizabeth, I find her still on her knees, her position unchanged, trained to await my next command. Her eyes widen when she sees what I'm holding, genuine horror mixing with the arousal that constantly grips her under my influence.

"No," she whispers, breaking her submissive silence for the first time. "Not that. It's sacred."

I smile, enjoying her momentary resistance – it will make her ultimate submission all the sweeter. "Nothing is sacred anymore," I tell her, positioning the chalice beneath my cock. "Not your marriage, not your body, not even your faith."

I stroke myself with my free hand, maintaining eye contact with her as I bring myself to the edge. The terror in her eyes as she realizes my intention is exquisite, the last vestiges of her aristocratic propriety fighting against the Touch's compulsion.

"Watch me," I command, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. "Watch me fill your holy grail."

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum shooting directly into the silver chalice with an audible splash against the metal. I continue stroking, ensuring every drop lands inside the sacred vessel, filling it with a substantial amount of thick, white seed. The perversion of using a communion chalice, an object meant to hold the symbolic blood of Christ, to collect my cum sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

Elizabeth watches the entire display with horrified fascination, her body trembling with conflicting emotions – religious dread battling with the unnatural arousal the Touch creates. When I'm completely spent, I hold the chalice before her, the silver container now holding a pool of my seed.

"Your new sacrament," I tell her, my voice thick with dominant satisfaction. "Take it."

Her hands shake violently as she reaches for the chalice, tears flowing freely down her cheeks. This goes beyond simple sexual humiliation – this strikes at the core of her cultural and religious identity. The Touch ensures she'll comply, but her resistance shows how deeply this particular degradation cuts.

"Please," she whispers, one last attempt at preserving something sacred. "Not this."

I grab her chin roughly, forcing her to look into my eyes. "Drink it. Every drop. This is your communion now."

The Touch overcomes her final resistance. With trembling hands, she raises the chalice to her lips, closing her eyes as if in prayer before tilting it to drink. My cum slides into her mouth, thick and abundant, forcing her to gulp repeatedly to consume it all. Some escapes the corners of her lips, trailing down her chin and onto her Sunday best, marking her desecration.

I watch with savage pleasure as Lady Elizabeth Sterling, descendant of dukes and earls, wife to one of England's most powerful men, drinks my seed from a sacred communion chalice. The ultimate corruption, the complete destruction of everything she once held sacred.

When she finishes, lowering the now-empty chalice, her face is a mask of conflicting emotions – shame, arousal, religious terror, and the desperate need for approval that the Touch always creates.

"Thank me," I command, taking the chalice from her trembling hands and setting it aside. "Thank me for the blessing I've given you."

She swallows hard, traces of my seed still visible on her lips. "Thank you," she whispers, her voice breaking.

"Not good enough," I growl, gripping her chin again. "Thank me properly. For the sacrament."

"Thank you for the sacrament," she repeats, her aristocratic accent making the blasphemy even more profound. "Thank you for... for blessing me with your seed."

The complete surrender in her eyes tells me everything I need to know – Elizabeth Sterling is mine now, body and soul. There is nothing she won't do for me, no degradation she won't accept, no betrayal she won't commit. The Touch has ensured her loyalty, but this act of sacrilege has broken the last remnant of her independent will.

I release her chin, running my thumb across her lower lip, collecting a drop of my cum and pressing it back into her mouth. "You're mine now. More thoroughly than you've ever belonged to God or your husband."

She nods, accepting this truth without resistance. "Yours," she agrees, her voice hollow with the knowledge of her complete corruption.

I tuck myself away and straighten my clothing, leaving her kneeling in the confessional, my seed inside her and on her lips, the empty chalice beside her – physical evidence of her defilement in this sacred space. The transformation is complete – from Lady Elizabeth Sterling to my personal property, willing to commit even sacrilege at my command.

"Clean up and return to your husband," I instruct, moving toward the door. "We have more work to do."


Chapter 10

Sterling's digital empire is the final piece of the puzzle – encrypted files, offshore accounts, and incriminating correspondence that will complete his destruction. I need access, and the perfect key has just walked into the manor's main study, arms full of folders and a MacBook tucked under one elbow. Emma, the family's fresh-faced political aide, moves with the efficient grace of the young and ambitious. Her chic, short brown hair frames a face that radiates intelligence and earnest commitment. She can't be more than twenty-five, with a petite, lithe body wrapped in a conservative but fashionable skirt suit. Her expressive brown eyes, free of the cynicism that comes with age and power, scan documents as she walks. The perfect combination of access and innocence. The perfect next target for the Kama Sutra Touch.

I follow her into the study, closing the door behind me with a soft click that makes her look up, startled by my presence. Recognition flashes across her features, followed by the polite, professional smile of staff interacting with an honored guest.

"Mr. Hammer," she says, her voice carrying that uniquely English combination of deference and education. "Lord Sterling mentioned you might be using the study today. I was just organizing some files for his meeting with the Home Secretary tomorrow."

"Please, don't let me interrupt," I reply, moving closer under the pretense of examining a shelf of leather-bound first editions. "I'm fascinated by how the modern aristocracy balances tradition with digital evolution."

Her smile widens slightly, pleased by what she perceives as intellectual interest rather than the predatory calculation it actually is. "It's quite the balancing act. Lord Sterling appreciates the efficiency of technology but insists on maintaining certain analog traditions. These files, for instance—"

She extends her hand to gesture toward the folders she's arranging, and I seize the opportunity, reaching out as if to examine them, ensuring our fingers brush together. The Touch activates instantly, surging from my skin into hers, rewiring her brain in the space between heartbeats.

The change is immediate and dramatic. Her sentence cuts off mid-word, her pupils dilating so rapidly they nearly swallow the brown of her irises. A visible tremor runs through her petite frame, causing her to drop several folders, papers scattering across the Persian carpet. Her lips part on a sharp intake of breath, her free hand moving to her throat as if to check her suddenly racing pulse.

"Are you all right?" I ask with feigned concern, stepping closer, invading her personal space.

"I..." She swallows hard, her professional demeanor crumbling as the Touch takes full effect. "I don't know what's happening. I feel... strange."

Unlike Elizabeth's aristocratic resistance or Kate's intellectual struggle against the Touch, Emma's transformation is more complete, more immediate. Perhaps it's her youth, her lack of ingrained social armor, but the hunger overtakes her with stunning speed. I watch the change spread across her features – her professional expression dissolving into raw need, her breathing becoming shallow and rapid, a flush creeping up her neck to stain her cheeks.

"Mr. Hammer," she whispers, her voice now husky with arousal. "I... I shouldn't say this, but I need... I need..."

"What do you need, Emma?" I prompt, already knowing the answer, enjoying the desperate confusion in her expressive eyes.

Instead of answering with words, she moves with surprising decisiveness. She places her laptop on Sterling's desk, then crosses quickly to the study door, turning the key in the lock with shaking fingers. The sound of the bolt sliding home echoes in the book-lined room – the sound of propriety being abandoned.

When she turns back to me, her transformation is complete. Gone is the efficient political aide, replaced by a woman consumed by unnatural hunger. She approaches me with unsteady steps, her eyes never leaving mine.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she confesses, her voice trembling. "I've never felt anything like this before. I need to... to taste you."

Without waiting for permission, she drops to her knees before me, her small hands already reaching for my belt with frantic urgency. There's none of Elizabeth's aristocratic hesitation or Kate's calculated approach – just raw, desperate need driving her actions.

"I shouldn't be doing this," she murmurs, more to herself than to me as she works my zipper down. "This is completely unprofessional. I could lose my job. I could ruin my career. But I need it so badly."

Her internal conflict only heightens my arousal – the Touch ensuring her desire overwhelms her professional ethics, her carefully constructed career path sacrificed for a taste of my cock. When she frees my already hard shaft, her eyes widen with a mixture of apprehension and hunger.

"Oh my god," she whispers, wrapping her delicate fingers around my girth. "It's so big."

Her inexperience is evident in her tentative touch, so different from Elizabeth's practiced skill or Kate's confident handling. This isn't a woman with extensive sexual experience, but the Touch ensures her enthusiasm more than compensates. She leans forward, her pink tongue darting out to taste the pre-cum beading at my tip, her eyes fluttering closed at the first contact.

"It tastes... good," she sounds surprised at her own reaction, before taking the head into her mouth with newfound determination.

What she lacks in technique, she makes up for in desperate eagerness. Her mouth is warm and wet, her lips stretching around my girth as she tries to take more than her inexperienced throat can handle. She gags slightly, tears springing to her eyes, but instead of retreating, she pushes forward with even greater determination.

I thread my fingers through her short, stylish hair, not controlling her movements yet, just feeling the soft texture as she bobs her head with increasing confidence. Saliva builds quickly as she struggles to accommodate my size, soon dripping from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin.

"Look at me," I command, wanting to see the transformation in those expressive eyes.

She obeys instantly, looking up without stopping her oral worship. The sight is incredibly erotic – this fresh-faced young professional on her knees in Sterling's study, her innocent brown eyes now glazed with lust, her lips stretched obscenely around my cock. Mascara begins to run as tears form from the effort of taking me deeper, creating dark streaks down her flushed cheeks.

"That's it," I encourage, finally tightening my grip in her hair, taking more control. "Show me how badly you want it."

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure up my spine. Her hands grip my thighs for stability as I begin to guide her movements, setting a pace that pushes her limits without breaking her. Unlike my brutal face-fucking of Elizabeth, I maintain a rhythm that allows Emma to adjust, to learn, to discover how to please me.

The sounds she makes are exquisite – wet, sloppy, eager – filling Sterling's dignified study with the obscene soundtrack of her submission. Her blowjob grows messier by the minute, saliva coating my shaft and balls, making wet patches on the knees of her conservative skirt.

I pull her off for a moment, allowing her to catch her breath. Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my cock, breaking when she gasps for air. Her makeup is completely ruined now, mascara tears streaking her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her chin. The transformation from poised political aide to cock-hungry slut is complete.

"Is this what you needed?" I ask, slapping my wet cock lightly against her flushed cheek, leaving a trail of her own saliva on her skin.

"Yes," she admits, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking I've given her. "I don't know why, but yes. Please let me taste more."

I guide her back to my cock, this time holding her head firmly as I push deeper into her throat. She gags again but doesn't resist, her eyes watering profusely as she takes me further than before. Her hands move from my thighs to my ass, pulling me closer, encouraging the invasion of her throat – the Touch ensuring her greatest desire is to please me completely, regardless of her own comfort.

"Such a good little cocksucker," I praise, watching her eyes light up at the degrading compliment. "Who would have thought Sterling's proper political aide had such a talented mouth?"

She can't answer with her throat full of cock, but the flush on her cheeks deepens, the Touch transforming humiliation into arousal. One of her hands drops to her own body, disappearing beneath her skirt, seeking relief for the desperate need building between her legs.

I allow her this small pleasure, enjoying the sight of this young professional pleasuring herself while servicing my cock with increasing skill. Her blowjob grows more confident with each passing minute, her natural intelligence helping her learn what brings me the most pleasure – more pressure here, a swirl of tongue there, the perfect combination of suction and speed.

The contrast between her ruined, messy appearance and the organized, efficient aide who walked into the study minutes ago is exquisite. Another of Sterling's loyal employees corrupted, another piece in his destruction falling into place. And I haven't even begun to extract the information I need from her yet.

I pull Emma to her feet, her legs unsteady from kneeling. Her eyes are wide and glassy, her lipstick completely destroyed, mascara running down her flushed cheeks. I lift her petite form with ease, depositing her on Sterling's massive oak desk – the same desk where he signs legislation drafts and political correspondence, where he maintains the facade of aristocratic respectability. Her small hands scramble for purchase on the polished surface, knocking over a framed photo of Sterling with the Prime Minister. Perfect symbolism for what's about to happen – his carefully constructed world of connections and influence toppled by his own aide's betrayal.

"What are you doing?" she asks, not in protest but with eager anticipation, her voice still hoarse from the throat-fucking I've just given her.

"Claiming what Sterling values most," I reply, pushing her skirt up around her waist, revealing simple white cotton panties – the practical underwear of a young professional rather than the expensive lingerie Elizabeth favors. "His political future."

I tear the thin cotton aside with one rough motion, exposing her to my gaze. Unlike Elizabeth's carefully maintained aesthetic or Kate's natural elegance, Emma's body has the unaffected beauty of youth – small, perky breasts visible through her rumpled blouse, slender waist flaring to modest hips, and a nearly bare pussy with just a small, neatly trimmed strip of brown hair. She's wet enough that her arousal glistens on her inner thighs, her body betraying how completely the Touch has rewired her desires.

"I shouldn't want this," she whispers, even as she spreads her legs wider in invitation. "I've only been with two men before, both long-term boyfriends. I'm not the type to... to do this."

Her confession of inexperience only heightens my arousal. I position myself between her spread legs, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance without penetrating yet. "You're exactly the type now," I tell her, running my hands up her thighs to grip her hips. "You're whatever I want you to be."

Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself halfway inside her in one motion. She's incredibly tight – her claim of limited experience clearly true – and she cries out in a mixture of pain and pleasure as I stretch her beyond what she's accustomed to.

"Oh god!" she gasps, her back arching off the desk, small hands flying to my shoulders to steady herself. "You're so big! I can't—"

I silence her with another thrust, driving deeper, watching her face contort as she struggles to accommodate my size. Her inner walls grip me like a vice, the tightness almost painful in its intensity. Unlike my merciless taking of Elizabeth, I give Emma a moment to adjust, letting her body accommodate me before I begin to move.

"That's it," I encourage as I feel her relaxing around me. "Take it all."

I establish a steady rhythm, each thrust pushing a little deeper until I'm completely sheathed inside her. The desk creaks beneath us, pens and papers scattering with each impact. Emma's legs wrap around my waist, her small feet locked at the ankles behind my back, drawing me deeper with surprising strength.

"Now," I say, never slowing my pace, "tell me about Sterling's secure server."

Confusion flickers across her face for a moment – some distant part of her mind recognizing the impropriety of what I'm asking. But the Touch ensures her compliance is immediate and eager.

"The... the main password is 'Invictus1863'," she gasps between thrusts, her body responding to the request for betrayal with increased arousal. "But you need two-factor authentication."

I angle my hips to hit a spot that makes her entire body jerk, her inner walls clenching around me in response. "And how do I get past that?"

"His phone," she moans, her eyes rolling back slightly as pleasure overwhelms her. "The authenticator app. But there's a backup... oh god, right there!"

I maintain the angle that's clearly driving her wild, using her pleasure as leverage to extract more information. "Tell me about the backup."

"Written codes," she pants, her small breasts bouncing with each thrust. "In his safe. Behind the Turner painting in his private office. Combination is Victoria's birthday – 03-17-82."

I reward this valuable information by reaching between us to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with my thumb while maintaining my steady pace inside her. The dual stimulation makes her cry out, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft.

"What about the encrypted files?" I press, watching her face as she struggles to form coherent thoughts through the haze of pleasure. "The ones relating to the offshore accounts."

"Separate... separate password," she gasps, her body beginning to tense beneath me. "It's 'Churchill-Malta-1942'. The encryption key is... oh fuck, I'm going to cum!"

"Not until you tell me everything," I command, slowing my pace torturously, removing my thumb from her clit. "The encryption key first."

"Please," she begs, her hips bucking up against mine, seeking the friction I've denied her. "I need to cum. I'll tell you everything, just don't stop!"

I resume my previous rhythm, applying pressure to her clit again. "The encryption key, Emma. Now."

"It's a physical key," she blurts, the words tumbling out in her desperation for release. "USB device in his watch case. Black Breguet box in his dressing room. The pin is 7-7-7-4."

The completeness of her betrayal pushes me closer to the edge. This innocent young woman, hired for her brilliance and discretion, now giving up every secret she knows while being fucked on her employer's desk. The Touch has transformed her from loyal aide to eager informant in the span of minutes.

"Anything else I should know?" I ask, increasing my pace, driving into her with greater force that makes the entire desk shift across the polished floor.

"The... the blackmail files," she moans, her body trembling beneath me. "On politicians and royals. Separate server. Access through... through proxy at 192.68.43.21. Username is 'GateKeeper', password is 'Windsor-Scandal-1936'."

Each revelation is accompanied by increasing wetness around my cock, her body responding to betrayal with heightened arousal. The Touch ensures that serving me – both physically and by providing information – becomes her primary source of pleasure.

"Good girl," I praise, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine. "Now you can cum. Cum all over my cock while betraying your boss."

Permission granted, Emma's orgasm hits with stunning intensity. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her tight pussy clamping down on my shaft with rippling contractions, a scream tearing from her throat that would surely alert the entire household if not for the study's thick walls. Her face transforms with pleasure, all pretense of professional decorum completely erased, replaced by primal ecstasy.

I continue pounding into her through her climax, prolonging the sensation, watching her come completely undone beneath me. When her spasms begin to subside, I pull out abruptly, leaving her empty and gasping.

"On your knees," I command, already stroking my slick cock. "On the floor."

She scrambles to obey, sliding off the desk on unsteady legs to kneel before me. Her glasses, which have somehow remained on throughout our coupling, sit slightly askew on her nose, adding to the erotic image of the ruined professional. I position myself inches from her face, aiming directly at those innocent features now transformed by lust.

"Open your mouth," I order, my release imminent. "And don't take off your glasses."

She obeys instantly, her mouth dropping open, tongue extended in eager anticipation. My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her left lens, partially obscuring her eye. The second and third stripe across her forehead and cheeks, while the fourth and fifth fill her waiting mouth. I aim the final spurts at her glasses, deliberately coating the lenses with thick white seed.

The sight is obscenely perfect – Sterling's brilliant young aide on her knees, face and glasses completely covered in my cum, her mouth full of it, her once-professional appearance utterly destroyed. Through the cum-streaked lenses of her glasses, I can see her eyes looking up at me with absolute devotion.

Without being told, she swallows what's in her mouth, then removes her glasses with delicate fingers. I watch in satisfaction as she extends her tongue, licking my seed from the lenses with methodical thoroughness, cleaning them as if performing the most natural task in the world. When she finishes with her glasses, she uses her fingers to collect the cum from her cheeks and forehead, licking each digit clean with obvious relish.

"Thank you," she whispers when she's finished, her voice sincere, as if I've given her a precious gift rather than used and degraded her.

I tuck myself away, looking down at the thoroughly corrupted aide kneeling at my feet. Her skirt is still bunched around her waist, her torn panties visible beneath, her blouse rumpled and partially unbuttoned. Her makeup is beyond repair, her face still glistening with traces of my seed, her hair a disheveled mess. The transformation from poised political professional to used sex toy is complete.

"Get yourself cleaned up," I instruct, already moving toward the laptop she'd placed on the desk earlier. "Then show me where Sterling keeps his watch case."

"Yes, Mr. Hammer," she agrees immediately, rising on shaky legs, adjusting her clothing as best she can. "Anything you need."


Chapter 11

The screens bathe the hotel suite in a cold blue glow, illuminating Aishwarya's bronze skin as I slam my cock into her from behind. She grips the edge of the desk, her knuckles white with tension, each of my thrusts forcing a desperate moan from her throat. The transformed room pulses with technology and raw sex—multiple monitors displaying the intricate web of Sterling's financial empire while I pound into his friend's wife like I own her. Because I do.

"Harder, please," she begs, her exotic accent thickening with arousal. "Fuck me harder, Jack!"

I grip her hips tighter, digging my fingers into her flesh as I increase my pace. The desk groans beneath us, expensive equipment vibrating with each impact. My hotel suite has become a high-tech command center—computers, servers, and displays creating a digital war room from which I'll orchestrate Sterling's complete destruction. It's perfect that I'm balls-deep in Aishwarya while the final pieces fall into place.

"Look at the screens," I command, reaching forward to grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back so she can see the displays. "That's your friend's entire empire. And tomorrow, it all disappears."

"Yes," she moans, her pussy clenching around my cock at the mention of Sterling's destruction. "Take everything from him."

I pull her up against my chest, never breaking my rhythm inside her. My hand slides around to grip her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly. Her massive tits bounce with each thrust, and I capture one in my free hand, squeezing roughly, feeling the nipple harden against my palm.

"I'm not just going to shame him," I explain, my voice controlled despite the animal pace of my hips. "I'm going to erase him completely. Like he never existed."

Aishwarya's inner walls flutter around my shaft, her body responding to my words as much as my cock. I release her breast to point at one of the screens displaying complex financial charts.

"See those offshore accounts? By tomorrow, they'll all read zero." My cock drives deeper, bottoming out inside her with each thrust. "Every stock sold. Every property transferred. Every asset liquidated."

"Fuck!" she cries out, her body shuddering as a small orgasm ripples through her. "It's so perfect."

I tighten my grip on her throat, feeling her pulse race beneath my fingers. The Touch has transformed this elegant Indian woman into my perfect accomplice—her mind as dedicated to Sterling's destruction as her body is to my pleasure. I release her throat to deliver a stinging slap to her ass that echoes through the room.

"And the best part," I continue, never slowing my relentless pace, "is that I'll use his own stolen legacy against him." I reach around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with precise pressure that makes her gasp. "I've sent evidence of the Sterling family's centuries of fraud to their oldest rivals. By noon tomorrow, the aristocracy he craves acceptance from will be the ones throwing him into the street."

"You're a god," Aishwarya moans, pushing back against me, taking my cock impossibly deeper. "A fucking god of destruction."

I slam into her with renewed vigor, her praise fueling my arousal. My balls slap against her with each thrust, the wet sounds of our coupling mixing with the soft hum of computers processing Sterling's financial data. On the central screen, a timer counts down to execution—twelve hours until every algorithm and program I've designed activates simultaneously, striking with the precision of a digital assassin.

"Your pussy is so fucking tight," I growl, feeling her inner walls grip my cock like a vise. "Does it turn you on? Betraying your friend while getting fucked by the man who's destroying him?"

"Yes!" she admits without hesitation, her voice breaking as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "I've never been so wet! Never wanted cock so badly!"

I push her back down onto the desk, forcing her face against the cool surface. Her cheek presses against a keyboard, inadvertently bringing up new screens of Sterling's vulnerability—property deeds, stock portfolios, banking information. All obtained through the women I've turned against him.

"Look at that," I taunt, grinding deep inside her while pointing to the screen showing Sterling's main estate. "By this time tomorrow, I'll be fucking his wife on the floor of that ballroom while he watches his name get erased from history."

Aishwarya's entire body shudders at my words, her pussy clenching around me with increasing pressure. I return my hand to her throat, applying more force now, watching her exotic features contort with the perfect balance of pleasure and restriction.

"I worship you," she gasps between restricted breaths. "My body, my mind, everything I am is yours to use."

I reward her devotion by reaching beneath her to cup her massive tits, squeezing them roughly as I continue to pound into her from behind. Her body is a temple of pleasure, every curve and hollow designed for my conquering. The Touch ensures her complete submission, but her enthusiasm goes beyond supernatural compulsion—she genuinely revels in being part of Sterling's destruction.

"Your cock feels like a god inside me," she moans, her accent growing thicker with each word, occasionally slipping into Hindi as pleasure overwhelms her English vocabulary. "Hai bhagwan! Harder! Fuck me harder while you destroy him!"

I comply, establishing a punishing rhythm that has the entire desk shifting across the floor. The screens continue to display Sterling's vulnerability, one monitor showing security footage of the man himself, blissfully unaware in his study, signing documents that I'll use against him in hours. The sight pushes me to thrust even harder, my cock stretching Aishwarya's tight pussy with each savage penetration.

"This is just the beginning," I tell her, maintaining my brutal pace. "After Sterling, there's a list of others. Men who think they're untouchable, who've built empires on blood and lies."

"And I'll help you," she promises, her voice breaking as pleasure builds within her. "I'll do anything. Use my body, my connections, whatever you need."

I pull her hair harder, arching her spine into an even more vulnerable position. "You'll be by my side when I take Wei down next," I promise, feeling her pussy spasm around my cock at the mention of the Chinese Triad leader. "You'll watch me destroy them all, one by one."

She makes a sound that's half-moan, half-sob, her body responding to the promise of more destruction, more conquest. Her tight pussy grips my shaft with increasing urgency, trying to milk my release. But I'm not ready to cum yet. This is just the warm-up for what's to come.

I continue fucking her with methodical brutality, each thrust a reminder of my dominance, each word of my plan pushing her closer to the edge. The screens around us display the intricate web of Sterling's life—financial, social, political—all of it about to be severed by my hand.

And Aishwarya's magnificent body, bent over my command center desk, is just the first celebration of many to come.

I pull out of Aishwarya's dripping pussy with a wet sound that makes her whimper at the sudden emptiness. Her honey glistens on my shaft as I reposition, pressing the swollen head of my cock against the tight pucker of her asshole. She pushes back immediately, her body trembling with anticipation.

"Please," she begs, looking over her shoulder at me with desperate eyes. "Claim my ass while you seal Sterling's fate. I need to feel you everywhere."

The monitors surrounding us continue to display Sterling's financial empire—stocks, properties, offshore accounts—all poised for annihilation. The countdown clock ticks relentlessly toward zero. The perfect backdrop as I prepare to violate this elegant Indian beauty in her most intimate place.

"Such a desperate little slut," I taunt, rubbing my cock head in circles against her tight entrance. "Sterling's friend, begging for my cock in her ass. What would he think if he knew?"

"I don't care," she moans, pushing back harder against me. "I only care about pleasing you. Take me. Own me completely."

I spit onto her puckered hole, watching my saliva trickle down before using my thumb to work it inside her. Aishwarya gasps as I breach the tight ring of muscle, her body tensing momentarily before relaxing into my invasion. The Touch has made her desperate for any form of penetration, any way I choose to claim her.

"Fuck, you're tight," I growl, applying more pressure, watching her asshole begin to stretch around the head of my cock. "Take it. Take every inch."

She bears down, her body working to accept me despite the initial resistance. I feel the moment her tight ring gives way, my cock head popping past the barrier with a sensation that makes us both groan. Aishwarya's entire body shudders as I penetrate her forbidden entrance, her fingers clawing at the desk's surface.

"Yes!" she cries out, her voice cracking with the perfect mixture of pain and pleasure. "Oh god, it's so big!"

I grab her hips with bruising force, holding her steady as I push forward with relentless determination. Each inch disappears inside her ass with exquisite friction, her body resisting even as she begs for more. Her back arches dramatically, creating a perfect curve from her slender neck to her rounded ass now impaled on my cock.

"This," I tell her, pausing when I'm halfway inside, "is your reward for loyalty. Your ass belongs to me now, just like every other part of you."

"Thank you," she gasps, her accent thickening with emotion. "I am yours. Every hole, every thought."

With a final thrust, I bury myself completely inside her ass, my pelvis pressed firmly against her cheeks. Aishwarya makes a sound I've never heard before—half-scream, half-moan—her entire body trembling around my invasion. I give her only seconds to adjust before establishing a rhythm, drawing back until just the head remains inside before driving forward with punishing force.

The tightness is incredible, her ass gripping my cock with vice-like pressure. Each thrust forces another desperate sound from her throat, her hands scrambling for purchase on the desk's smooth surface. The blue light from the monitors plays across her bronze skin, highlighting the sheen of sweat now covering her body.

"Look," I command, grabbing her hair and yanking her head up to face the central screen. "Watch the plan that will destroy Sterling while I destroy your ass."

The main display shows a complex flowchart—accounts to be drained, stocks to be sold, evidence to be released—all triggered by a single command that will execute at precisely 9 AM tomorrow. Aishwarya stares at it through pleasure-glazed eyes, her body jolting with each deep thrust into her bowels.

"Perfect," she moans, her walls clenching around me even tighter. "You're perfect."

I increase my pace, fucking her ass with long, deep strokes that make the entire desk creak beneath us. My hand moves from her hair to her throat, gripping firmly, applying enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. Her pulse races beneath my fingers, her body caught between fear and ecstasy.

"This is what happens to those who serve me well," I growl, my cock driving deeper, claiming territory no man has before. "Complete ownership. Complete pleasure."

Her response is unintelligible, a mixture of English, Hindi, and primal sounds of surrender. I reach beneath her with my free hand, finding her clit still swollen and sensitive from our earlier fucking. I circle it with precise pressure, watching her entire body convulse in response.

"Oh fuck!" she cries out, her internal muscles clenching around my invading cock. "I'm going to cum! Please let me cum with your cock in my ass!"

"Do it," I command, tightening my grip on her throat while maintaining the brutal pace of my thrusts. "Cum for your master while he plans the destruction of your friend."

The permission is all she needs. Aishwarya's orgasm hits with stunning intensity, her entire body seizing beneath me, her asshole clamping down on my cock with incredible pressure. She screams, a sound of complete surrender and ecstasy that would likely alert the entire hotel if not for the soundproofing I'd installed along with the command center equipment.

I maintain my relentless pace through her climax, driving into her spasming ass with increasing force. The sight of this elegant woman completely undone, cumming from anal penetration while staring at the plan for Sterling's destruction, pushes me toward my own release.

"I'm going to fill your ass," I announce, feeling pressure building at the base of my spine. "Flood your bowels with my seed."

"Yes!" she begs, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Cum inside me! Mark me inside! Own me completely!"

My orgasm builds rapidly, my cock swelling even larger inside her tight passage. With a final brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt and explode, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep inside her ass. The sensation is indescribable—her tight ring squeezing the base of my cock as I empty myself completely inside her, marking her in the most primitive, possessive way possible.

The force of my climax triggers another orgasm in Aishwarya, her body convulsing around me as I continue to fill her with seed. She collapses forward onto the desk, her strength finally giving out, her body twitching with pleasure too intense to process.

I remain inside her for several long moments, enjoying the aftershocks that ripple through her ass around my softening cock. When I finally pull out, my cum immediately begins to leak from her gaping hole, trailing down her thighs in thick white rivulets. The sight is perfect—Sterling's elegant friend, reduced to a quivering mess on my command center desk, leaking my seed from her conquered ass.

"You've blessed me," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming, her body still trembling with residual pleasure. "Used me as I was meant to be used."

I run a possessive hand down her spine, admiring my handiwork—her body bearing the marks of my ownership, her mind completely devoted to my cause.

Tomorrow, Sterling's empire falls.


Chapter 12

Morning light streams through the suite's windows as I take my seat at the command center, the screens glowing with anticipation. Aishwarya stands beside me, her hand on my shoulder, freshly showered but still bearing the faint marks of last night's claiming—a slight bruise on her neck, the subtle tenderness in her movements that betrays how thoroughly I used her ass. The countdown timer shows three minutes to execution. Sterling's financial empire is displayed across multiple monitors, still intact, still powerful. But not for long.

"It's beautiful," she whispers, her fingers tightening on my shoulder as we watch the seconds tick away. "Like watching a perfect storm gather."

I pull her onto my lap, enjoying her slight wince as her tender ass makes contact with my thighs. Her silk robe falls open slightly, revealing the swell of her perfect breasts. Even now, with Sterling's destruction moments away, my cock stirs at her proximity.

"The beauty is in the precision," I explain, pointing to various screens. "Not a single alarm will sound. No unusual activity flags will trigger. The algorithms mimic normal trading patterns, normal transfers. By the time anyone realizes what's happening, it will be too late."

Two minutes now. I bring up additional windows showing live feeds—Sterling's manor, his office in London, his broker's trading floor. All operating as usual, unaware of the digital guillotine about to fall. I've spent months planning this, infiltrating every aspect of his life through the women around him. Elizabeth gave me access to personal accounts. Kate revealed the fraudulent family history. Emma provided the political connections and security codes.

"What about the offshore accounts?" Aishwarya asks, her eyes fixed on the Cayman Islands bank display.

"The foundation's 'research facility' transfers activate first," I explain. "Four million pounds redirected through seven different shells before disappearing completely. Sterling's own money laundering setup turned against him."

One minute. I enter the final command sequence, fingers flying across the keyboard with practiced precision. The primary execution program requires a 16-character passphrase—I type "SterlingFraudLord" followed by today's date. A progress bar appears, system checks running in sequence, confirming access to all targeted accounts, properties, and information channels.

"It's time," I say as the countdown reaches zero.

I press Enter with deliberate force, feeling the satisfying tactile response of the key beneath my finger. For a moment, nothing seems to happen. The screens continue their normal display. Then, like a digital avalanche beginning with a single pebble, the changes start to appear.

First, Sterling's stock portfolio. Holdings worth over thirty million pounds begin selling in carefully staggered sequences—large enough to liquidate everything within twenty minutes, small enough to avoid triggering automatic trading halts. The algorithm executes flawlessly, mimicking multiple sellers from different locations, creating the appearance of a sudden but market-driven sell-off rather than a coordinated attack.

"Look at that," Aishwarya breathes, pointing to the numbers rapidly changing on screen. "It's already down three million."

"Watch this," I reply, bringing the property transfer system to the foreground.

The screen displays a cascade of digital signatures and authentication protocols—all obtained through Elizabeth and Emma. One by one, property deeds transfer to shell companies I've established under names that echo the original Sterling family's bitter rivals. The Yorkshire estate transfers to a company named "True Bloodline Holdings." The London townhouse to "Legitimate Lineage Properties." Each name a subtle dig at the fraud that built Sterling's empire, each transfer executed with immaculate legal documentation that will withstand any scrutiny.

"His private residences?" Aishwarya asks, her eyes gleaming with vengeful satisfaction.

"The manor transfers last," I explain, pointing to a separate window where that particular sequence waits. "I want him to be there when it happens. The Duke of Wessex's people are already preparing to deliver the eviction notice in person."

On another screen, the offshore accounts begin their choreographed emptying. Numbers tick down rapidly—twenty million, fifteen million, ten million—funds flowing through predetermined channels, disappearing into digital ether, untraceable even to the most sophisticated forensic accounting.

"Look at his foundation accounts," I direct, highlighting a window where the charitable organization's assets are being systematically drained. "The 'administrative costs' he's been using to enrich himself are now being genuinely donated to actual children's charities worldwide. The only money he stole that will actually do some good."

Aishwarya laughs, a sound of pure delight. "Perfect irony."

While the financial destruction continues its silent, efficient execution, I open a secure communication channel. The encrypted files containing proof of the Sterling family's centuries-old fraud—the forged documents, the bribed officials, the elimination of rivals, the creation of a fictional lineage—are packaged with an elegant simplicity.

"This goes to the Duke of Wessex and the Earl of Northumberland simultaneously," I explain, typing the final command. "The two oldest, most legitimate aristocratic families in England. The ones Sterling has been desperately trying to gain acceptance from for decades."

"They'll destroy him socially," Aishwarya says, understanding immediately.

"They'll erase him," I correct, hitting send. "Remove every mention of Sterling from their records, their clubs, their history. It will be as if the family never existed among the aristocracy."

The file transfer completes, confirmation of delivery appearing on screen. I lean back, pulling Aishwarya closer against me, feeling the warmth of her body through the thin silk robe. On the monitors, Sterling's financial empire continues to disintegrate with digital precision.

"Ten minutes in, and he's already lost sixty percent of his liquid assets," I observe, watching the numbers fall with clinical satisfaction. "By noon, there will be nothing left."

"He's probably still sleeping," Aishwarya says, glancing at the security feed showing Sterling's manor, still peaceful in the morning light. "No idea that his world is already gone."

I nod, tracing a finger along her collarbone, feeling her shiver under my touch. "The beauty of digital destruction. Silent, complete, unstoppable."

The raid continues executing flawlessly across all systems. Stock liquidation now seventy percent complete. Property transfers processing without a single authentication error. Offshore accounts draining to zero with no alerts triggered.

"It's perfect," Aishwarya whispers, turning to press her lips to my neck in adoration. "You're perfect."

I watch the numbers continue their relentless decline, feeling a cold satisfaction more powerful than any orgasm. Sterling built his empire on fraud and cruelty, maintaining it through fear and manipulation. Now it dissolves with quiet efficiency, unmade by the very women he underestimated and the man they now serve.

By this afternoon, Lord Sterling will be nothing but a cautionary tale—the fraudulent aristocrat who woke one morning to find himself erased from existence. And I'll be waiting to witness every moment of his fall.

***

I pour myself a celebratory scotch as Aishwarya turns up the volume on the hotel suite's massive television. The BBC News breaking story banner flashes across the screen, the anchor's serious expression conveying appropriate gravity for what they're calling "a financial mystery surrounding one of Britain's most prominent aristocrats." Little do they know I'm watching their coverage with the satisfaction of an artist seeing his masterpiece unveiled to the world.

"Lord Sterling, the 16th holder of the title and chairman of the Sterling Family Foundation, appears to be experiencing what financial experts are describing as an unprecedented coordinated financial collapse," the female anchor says, her polished BBC accent adding an appropriate solemnity to the announcement.

Aishwarya settles beside me on the sofa, her hand resting possessively on my thigh, her eyes gleaming with the same dark satisfaction I feel coursing through my veins. On the command center monitors behind us, the final stages of Sterling's digital annihilation continue executing with silent precision.

The screen cuts to footage of Sterling's London office building, where reporters have already gathered outside. "Sources close to the situation report that Lord Sterling discovered this morning that all his accounts had been drained and his extensive stock portfolio liquidated without warning or explanation," the reporter on scene explains.

"Without warning," I repeat, swirling the amber liquid in my glass. "But not without cause."

The coverage continues with a financial analyst explaining the unusual nature of the situation. "What makes this particularly baffling is the comprehensive nature of the financial erasure. We're not talking about a single hacked account or a targeted attack. This appears to be a simultaneous liquidation of assets across dozens of institutions, executed with remarkable precision."

I laugh softly, raising my glass in a toast to the screen. "Remarkable precision indeed."

The anchor returns, looking appropriately concerned. "We're now receiving reports that Lord Sterling has been unable to reach any of his financial advisors or banking representatives. Sources inside Sterling Enterprises claim that calls are going straight to voicemail, and emails are bouncing back undelivered."

"That's because they don't exist anymore," I explain to Aishwarya, though she already knows. "Every email server, every contact number, all rerouted to dead ends. Digital isolation to match the financial erasure."

Aishwarya slides closer, resting her head on my shoulder. "You've thought of everything."

The coverage shifts to aerial footage of Sterling Manor, the helicopter camera capturing the sprawling estate in morning light. "In a bizarre development, staff at Sterling Manor appear to have departed en masse this morning. Groundskeepers, household staff, and security personnel were observed leaving the property shortly after seven AM, many carrying personal belongings."

"Emily's work," I note with satisfaction, remembering the groundskeeper's eagerness to help coordinate the staff exodus. The Touch ensured her loyalty, but Sterling's cruelty to the stable boy had already planted the seeds of rebellion long before I arrived.

"Housekeeping staff who wished to remain anonymous told our reporter that they received substantial wire transfers this morning along with documentation of Lord Sterling's fraudulent activities and abusive practices," the anchor continues. "One staff member stated, 'We've known what he really is for years, but now we have the means to leave and the proof of what we've suspected.'"

I raise my glass again. "To financial liberation. Amazing what happens when the servants suddenly have more money than the master."

The screen shows Sterling himself now, footage captured by a photographer's long-range lens through a manor window. Even from a distance, his rage is evident—face flushed, mouth contorted in a shout, phone pressed to his ear. The perfect image of impotent fury.

"Lord Sterling has released no official statement," the reporter explains, "but sources inside the manor report that he has been attempting to contact various financial institutions without success. One insider described his behavior as 'increasingly erratic' as the morning progressed."

"It's only going to get worse for him," I promise, finishing my scotch as the coverage continues.

The anchor's expression becomes even more serious. "But perhaps the most remarkable development came just minutes ago, when a black Rolls-Royce bearing the standard of the Duke of Wessex arrived at Sterling Manor."

The footage shows the elegant vehicle pulling through the manor's gates, a liveried driver opening the door for a formal-looking butler in the Duke's traditional uniform. The man carries an envelope bearing an ornate wax seal.

"The Duke of Wessex, whose family's aristocratic lineage dates back to the Norman Conquest, appears to have sent his most senior household representative to deliver what witnesses describe as a formal document to Lord Sterling," the anchor explains.

The camera zooms in on the butler ascending the manor's front steps, his posture rigid with centuries of ingrained protocol.

"While we cannot confirm the contents of the document, sources within aristocratic circles suggest it may be a formal notice of excommunication from the peerage's social institutions," the financial expert interjects. "If true, this would represent an unprecedented rejection by Britain's oldest nobility."

"Not unprecedented," I correct the television. "Just long overdue."

The coverage returns to the anchor. "We've just received word from a source inside the manor that the document delivered by the Duke's representative was, in fact, an eviction notice. According to our source, Lord Sterling has been informed that his 'presence is no longer required' and that he must vacate the property immediately."

Aishwarya's grip on my thigh tightens in excitement. "They're throwing him out of his own home."

"Not his home," I remind her. "Never was. The property transfer completed twenty minutes ago. The Duke of Wessex now owns Sterling Manor, returning it to the lineage that originally built it before the Sterling fraud began."

The reporter outside the London office returns to provide additional context. "Financial experts are describing this as a 'complete erasure'—Lord Sterling appears to have been systematically stripped of assets, connections, and now even his residence in what one source called 'the most comprehensive fall from grace in modern aristocratic history.'"

I stand, moving to the window to look out over London, satisfaction flowing through my veins more potently than the scotch. Behind me, the television continues detailing Sterling's destruction, each new revelation another brush stroke in my masterpiece of vengeance.

"The timing suggests a coordinated effort," the financial analyst explains, "though who could orchestrate such a comprehensive takedown remains a mystery."

"Not to me," I murmur, feeling Aishwarya's arms wrap around me from behind, her body pressing against mine in celebration.

"You've destroyed him completely," she whispers against my ear. "Just as you promised."

I turn to face her, seeing the adoration in her eyes. "This is just the beginning," I tell her, glancing back at the television where Sterling's world continues to crumble in real-time. "Now we go to claim the spoils."


Chapter 13

The heavy iron key slides into the manor's front door lock with satisfying weight. Sterling's eviction was completed hours ago, the Duke of Wessex's people escorting him off the premises with cold efficiency that matched my digital dismantling of his life. I push the massive oak door open, stepping into the cavernous entrance hall now stripped of staff and security. The silence is magnificent—a great house holding its breath, waiting for its new master to claim it.

My footsteps echo on the marble floor as I move through the grand entrance, past the sweeping staircase where generations of fraudulent Sterlings descended to greet their guests. Everything remains in place—the priceless artworks, the antique furniture, the Persian rugs worth small fortunes—all now mine by right of conquest. I head directly toward the heart of the manor, the grand ballroom where Sterling hosted charity galas and aristocratic gatherings, spaces where he played the role of legitimate nobility while building his empire on lies.

The double doors to the ballroom stand partially open. I push them wide, revealing the vast space beyond—a perfectly preserved example of old-world splendor with its soaring ceiling, crystal chandeliers, and gleaming parquet floor. And in the center, exactly as instructed, stands Elizabeth Sterling—or rather, Elizabeth, as there is no Sterling anymore.

"You came," she says, her aristocratic voice carrying across the empty ballroom. She wears a simple black dress, elegant but subdued, as if already mourning the death of her husband's legacy.

"Did you doubt I would?" I ask, letting the doors close behind me as I approach her. My footsteps echo in the empty space, marking a deliberate path to my final conquest.

"No," she admits, her eyes downcast in perfect submission. "I knew you would come to claim what's yours."

I stop before her, looking up at the massive portrait that dominates the far wall of the ballroom. It depicts the supposed "first Lord Sterling" in full aristocratic regalia—a complete fabrication, according to Kate's revelations. The man in the painting never existed as portrayed, his lineage invented through forged documents and strategic murders. Yet his painted eyes seem to follow us, the fraudulent ancestor watching as I prepare to complete his descendant's destruction.

"Take off your clothes," I command, my voice echoing slightly in the vast space. "Here, beneath his watchful eyes."

Elizabeth doesn't hesitate. The Touch ensures her complete obedience, but there's eagerness in her movements that goes beyond supernatural compulsion. She reaches behind herself to unzip her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of expensive fabric. Beneath, she wears nothing—no bra, no panties, completely bare as if she knew exactly what would happen in this room.

Her body is magnificent in the diffused light filtering through the ballroom's tall windows—full breasts with large, pink nipples already hardening in anticipation, narrow waist flaring to womanly hips, long legs toned by years of horseback riding and tennis at exclusive country clubs. The body of an aristocrat's wife, maintained through privilege and luxury, now offering itself to the man who destroyed her husband.

"On the floor," I tell her, already unbuckling my belt. "Directly beneath the portrait."

She complies immediately, lying back on the cold parquet directly under the watchful gaze of the fraudulent ancestor. Her chestnut hair fans out around her head, her pale skin a stark contrast to the dark wood. She spreads her legs without being told, revealing her pussy already wet with anticipation.

I kneel between her thighs, freeing my already hard cock from my trousers. The symbolism is perfect—the aristocrat's wife, naked and wanting beneath the painting of a man who never existed, about to be claimed by the man who erased her husband from history.

"You know what this means," I say, positioning myself at her entrance without penetrating yet. "This final submission, in this place."

"Yes," she whispers, her eyes locked on mine. "It means he's truly gone. And I belong to you completely."

Without further preamble, I thrust forward, burying myself inside her in one smooth motion. She gasps, her back arching off the hard floor, her hands flying to my shoulders for stability. Her pussy grips me with familiar tightness, welcoming me home as if designed specifically for my invasion.

"Does he know?" I ask, establishing a steady rhythm, each thrust punctuated by the sound of skin meeting skin, echoing through the ballroom. "Does Sterling know you're here, waiting for me?"

"Yes," she admits, her face flushing with a mixture of shame and arousal. "He called. Before they took his phone. He begged me to help him."

I grab her wrists, pinning them to the floor above her head, using the leverage to drive deeper inside her. "And what did you tell him?" I demand, increasing my pace.

"I told him," she gasps between thrusts, "that I belong to you now. That everything he had is yours."

Perfect. I reward her loyalty by adjusting my angle, hitting the spot inside her that makes her entire body tremble. Her legs wrap around my waist, drawing me deeper, her expensive heels—the only thing she still wears—digging into my lower back.

"Look up," I command, never slowing my pace. "Look at the portrait while I fuck you. Let him see what happens to frauds and liars."

She obeys, her eyes fixing on the painting above us as I pound into her with increasing force. The parquet floor is hard beneath her, surely uncomfortable against her naked back, but she shows no sign of discomfort—only increasing pleasure as I claim her in the heart of what was once her home.

"Your husband built this ballroom to impress the aristocracy that never accepted him," I remind her, my cock driving deeper with each thrust. "Now it's just another room where I fuck his wife."

Her inner walls clench around me at the words, her body responding to the humiliation with increased arousal. The Touch ensures she finds pleasure in her own degradation, in the complete dismantling of the life she once knew.

"I'm close," she warns, her breath coming in short gasps, her hips rising to meet each thrust. "May I cum? Please?"

"Cum for me," I permit, driving into her with renewed vigor. "Cum beneath the eyes of a legacy built on lies."

Her orgasm hits with startling intensity, her entire body convulsing beneath me, her pussy clamping down around my cock with rhythmic contractions. A scream tears from her throat, echoing through the empty ballroom—perhaps the most honest sound these walls have ever heard.

I continue fucking her through her climax, maintaining my pace as her body shudders beneath me. When the peak subsides, I withdraw suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping.

"On your hands and knees," I order, repositioning myself behind her as she scrambles to comply. "Face the portrait."

She assumes the position with practiced ease, her aristocratic grace transformed into erotic submission. Her perfect ass raises in offering, her pussy visible between her thighs, glistening with arousal. I grab her hips, positioning myself at her entrance again.

"This is what happens to those who lie their way into power," I tell her, driving into her from behind with enough force to push her forward on the polished floor. "They lose everything. And I take it all."

I establish a brutal pace, each thrust forcing a cry from Elizabeth's lips, her body jerking forward before being pulled back onto my cock by my firm grip on her hips. The position allows me to penetrate her deeply, claiming territory that Sterling, for all his wealth and supposed power, never truly owned.

The portrait stares down at us, the painted eyes of the fraudulent ancestor forced to witness the final humiliation of his line—the last Lady Sterling, on her hands and knees, being fucked like an animal in the ballroom built to showcase a stolen legacy.

I slam into Elizabeth with increasing force, my grip on her hips tight enough to leave bruises on her aristocratic flesh. The ballroom's perfect acoustics amplify every sound—the slap of skin against skin, her desperate moans, my controlled breathing as I methodically claim every inch of her body. The parquet floor creaks beneath our combined weight, the smooth wood pressing against her knees with each powerful thrust.

"Look up," I command, grabbing a fistful of her chestnut hair, yanking her head back to force her gaze toward the portrait. "Tell your husband's ancestors what you are now."

"A whore," she gasps, her refined accent making the crude word even more erotic. "Your whore. Your property."

I reward her obedience by reaching around to find her clit, circling the swollen bud with precise pressure that makes her entire body shudder. My cock drives deeper with each thrust, her pussy gripping me with increasing tightness as another climax builds within her.

"Who owns this house now?" I demand, never slowing my punishing pace.

"You do," she moans, her arms beginning to tremble from supporting her weight. "Everything is yours. The manor. The money. Me."

The crystal chandeliers above us catch the afternoon light, casting prisms across her naked body as I pound into her from behind. The setting is perversely perfect—the opulent ballroom where Sterling once hosted royalty and politicians, now witness to his wife's complete surrender to the man who destroyed him.

"You're close again," I observe, feeling her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. "Already desperate for another orgasm while kneeling beneath your husband's family portrait."

"Yes," she admits, shame and arousal mingling in her voice. "I can't help it. Please let me cum again."

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to make the entire floor vibrate beneath us. My balls slap against her clit with each thrust, providing additional stimulation that pushes her rapidly toward the edge.

"Cum for me," I grant permission, my fingers digging into her hips with bruising force. "Show me how thoroughly you belong to me now."

Her second orgasm hits with even greater intensity than the first, a scream tearing from her throat that echoes through the vast ballroom. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down around my cock with rippling contractions. Her arms give out completely, her face pressing against the cold floor while her ass remains raised, still accepting my relentless invasion.

I don't slow my pace, fucking her through the powerful climax, extending her pleasure until it borders on pain. When her contractions begin to subside, I withdraw suddenly, flipping her onto her back with practiced ease.

"Spread your legs," I command, positioning myself between her thighs again. "I want to see your face when I take what's mine."

She obeys instantly, her legs falling open, her pussy swollen and glistening with arousal. Her face is flushed with exertion and pleasure, her hair disheveled, her perfect makeup smeared by tears of ecstasy. Nothing remains of the composed aristocrat's wife—just a woman consumed by lust and submission.

I thrust into her with renewed vigor, bottoming out inside her with a force that makes her cry out. Her legs wrap around my waist automatically, her ankles crossing behind my back to pull me deeper. I grab her wrists again, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other grips her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly.

"This is mine now," I growl, my cock driving deeper with each powerful thrust. "This house. This ballroom. This pussy. All of it taken from a man who stole it in the first place."

"Yes," she gasps, her pulse racing beneath my fingers. "Yours. Always yours."

The portrait looms above us, the fraudulent ancestor forced to witness his dynasty's final humiliation. I increase my pace, establishing a brutal rhythm that has Elizabeth's entire body jolting with each impact. The hard floor provides no cushion, each thrust driving her against the unyielding surface with punishing force.

"When your husband called, begging for help," I remind her, never slowing my pace, "you were already wet for me, weren't you? Already anticipating this moment."

"Yes," she confesses, her inner walls clenching around me at the admission. "I was soaking my panties while he cried about losing everything."

The confession pushes me to fuck her even harder, my hips slamming against her inner thighs with enough force to leave bruises. The wet sounds of our coupling echo through the ballroom, obscene and perfect.

"I'm going to cum again," she warns, her voice breaking as pleasure builds within her. "Oh god, I can't stop it!"

"Look at the portrait while you cum," I command, tightening my grip on her throat. "Let them see what becomes of liars and frauds."

Her eyes fix on the painting above us as her third orgasm crashes through her with devastating force. Her back arches off the floor, her entire body going rigid beneath me, a primal scream tearing from her restricted throat. Her pussy convulses around my cock with incredible pressure, rippling along its length in waves of contractions.

I maintain my relentless pace through her climax, watching her aristocratic features contort with pleasure too intense to process. When she finally begins to come down from the peak, her body limp and trembling beneath me, I pull out completely.

"On your knees," I order, rising to stand over her.

Elizabeth moves with surprising grace for someone who's just experienced three powerful orgasms, kneeling before me on the hard floor, her naked body bearing the marks of my possession—red handprints on her hips and throat, her inner thighs already bruising from the force of my invasion, her nipples swollen from rough handling.

I stroke my cock, still slick with her arousal, positioning myself directly in front of her upturned face. "This is the end of the Sterling dynasty," I tell her, my hand working my shaft with increasing speed. "Right here, right now."

"Yes," she agrees, her eyes fixed on my cock with hungry anticipation. "Finish it. Mark me. Claim me completely."

Her complete surrender, the utter destruction of her aristocratic pride, pushes me toward the edge. I continue stroking, my release building rapidly at the base of my spine. Elizabeth remains perfectly still, kneeling like a supplicant, her face upturned in willing offering.

"Thank you," she whispers, her eyes filled with genuine gratitude. "Thank you for freeing me from him. For showing me what I really am."

"And what are you?" I demand, feeling my climax approaching.

"Your property," she answers without hesitation. "Your conquest. Your willing slave."

The perfect submission in her eyes, combined with the knowledge that I've completely destroyed her husband's world and claimed everything he once owned, pushes me over the edge. My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her left cheek with enough power to make her flinch slightly. The second and third stripe across her forehead and lips, while the fourth and fifth coat her chin and neck.

She remains perfectly still throughout, accepting each spurt as a blessing rather than a humiliation. When I'm finished, her aristocratic face is completely covered in my seed—the perfect visual representation of Sterling's defeat. The former Lady of the manor, kneeling naked on her own ballroom floor, marked with another man's cum while her husband's fraudulent ancestor watches from his frame.

"Perfect," I murmur, admiring my handiwork—Elizabeth Sterling transformed from aristocratic wife to owned property, her face glazed with my seed, her body bearing the marks of my possession.

She smiles up at me through the mask of cum, her tongue darting out to taste what's landed near her lips. "The end of Sterling," she agrees, "and the beginning of something far better."

I tuck myself away, looking around at the ballroom that now belongs to me—along with everything else Sterling once claimed. The conquest is complete, his world dismantled, his wife claimed, his legacy erased.

And I'm just getting started.


Chapter 14

I settle into Sterling's leather chair in what was once his private study, the rich aroma of aged books and expensive cigars lingering in the air. The notebook lies open on the mahogany desk before me, Sterling's name prominent on the page. Between my legs, Elizabeth kneels on the Persian carpet, her aristocratic mouth wrapped around my cock, working with the devoted enthusiasm of a woman who's found her true purpose. The perfect ending to a perfect day of destruction.

"Deeper," I command, threading my fingers through her chestnut hair, guiding her movements with firm pressure. "Show me how grateful you are for your liberation."

She responds immediately, taking me deeper into her throat, her eyes watering slightly as she suppresses her gag reflex. Her naked body kneels in perfect submission, dried cum still visible on her face and breasts—deliberate marks of ownership I haven't allowed her to clean off. The study windows cast afternoon light across her aristocratic form, highlighting the bruises and handprints that decorate her pale skin—physical evidence of her claiming in the ballroom.

My phone buzzes with updates from Aishwarya's monitoring of Sterling's complete downfall—reports of his removal from club memberships, his name being struck from charitable foundation boards, his social exile spreading through aristocratic circles with ruthless efficiency. The digital dismantling continues even as Elizabeth's tongue works the underside of my shaft with practiced skill.

"Did you ever think," I ask, guiding her head with deliberate control, "when you married Sterling, that you'd end up here? Naked on your knees in his study, servicing the man who destroyed him?"

She can't answer with her mouth full of my cock, but her eyes meet mine with clear communication—gratitude and submission radiating from her gaze. The Touch ensures her complete loyalty, but there's genuine relief in her expression. Sterling's cruelty wasn't limited to his staff and business rivals; his wife experienced her own version of his tyranny behind closed doors.

I reach for the notebook with my free hand, Elizabeth's rhythmic attentions providing a pleasant backdrop to my moment of triumph. The list contains names carefully selected—men of power who've built empires on fraud, violence, and exploitation. Men who believe themselves untouchable. Men like Sterling, who are about to discover how completely they can be unmade.

My pen hovers over Sterling's name, savoring the moment. His destruction has been absolute—financial assets drained to zero, properties transferred to his enemies, social standing obliterated, his wife kneeling before his conqueror. Nothing remains of the empire he built or the legacy he fabricated. The man who once commanded respect through fear now commands nothing at all.

With deliberate pressure, I draw a line through Sterling's name, the ink embedding itself into the paper with satisfying finality. Elizabeth, sensing the significance of the moment, increases her efforts, taking me deeper into her throat, her hands massaging my balls with delicate precision.

"That's it," I encourage, turning the page to reveal my next target. "Show me you understand what happens to men who build empires on lies."

The name on the fresh page is written in precise calligraphy: Master Lian Wei. Beside it, notes detail the foundation of his power—the Chinese Triad network he controls with technological brilliance and calculated violence. Unlike Sterling's fraudulent aristocracy, Wei's criminal empire operates in shadows, his digital security supposedly impenetrable, his organization loyal through a combination of family ties and fear.

Elizabeth's tongue swirls around the head of my cock as I study Wei's dossier. His weaknesses are fewer than Sterling's, his protection more sophisticated, but every man has vulnerabilities. Wei's include an appreciation for Western women, a collection of digital antiquities stored on supposedly secure servers, and a network of legitimate businesses that launder his criminal proceeds with elegant efficiency.

"You've never been to Hong Kong, have you, Elizabeth?" I ask, stroking her cheek as she continues to service me.

She pulls back slightly, allowing herself to answer while her hand maintains a steady rhythm on my shaft. "No, never. Sterling preferred European destinations."

"You're going to love it," I tell her, guiding her mouth back to my cock. "The perfect blend of East and West. Old world and new technology. The ideal setting for Wei's dismantling."

She moans around my invasion, the vibration sending pleasure up my spine. Her enthusiasm only increases at the prospect of joining me for my next conquest—the Touch ensuring she finds fulfillment in serving my ambitions as thoroughly as she serves my physical needs.

I scan the notes on Wei's operation—his technical expertise, his criminal empire's digital infrastructure, the cryptocurrency accounts that store his wealth. All seemingly impregnable, protected by the best security money and fear can buy. But like Sterling, Wei has overlooked the human element, the vulnerabilities of flesh that no firewall can protect against.

"I'll need you for this one," I tell Elizabeth, my free hand moving to her throat, feeling her swallow around my cock. "Your social connections, your ability to move in certain circles."

She increases her pace in response, her enthusiasm for her new role evident in the renewed vigor of her attentions. The Touch transforms what might have been hesitation or fear into eager anticipation—Elizabeth Sterling, once restricted by her husband's controlling presence, now excited to help destroy another powerful man.

My release builds as I contemplate Wei's coming fall, the pieces already moving into position in my mind. Elizabeth senses my approaching climax, her movements becoming more focused, more deliberate, her hands and mouth working in perfect coordination to bring me to the edge.

"That's it," I encourage, tightening my grip in her hair. "Show me you're ready for what comes next."

My orgasm hits with controlled intensity, pumping into her eager mouth in rhythmic pulses. Elizabeth swallows every drop without hesitation, her throat working to consume my release completely. When I'm finished, she continues licking and cleaning, ensuring not a drop is wasted, her eyes never leaving mine—the perfect servant, the perfect accomplice.

When she finally sits back on her heels, her lips glistening with traces of my seed, I close the notebook with decisive finality. Sterling's chapter is complete. Wei's is about to begin.

"Pack what you need," I tell her, tucking myself away as I rise from the chair. "We leave for Hong Kong tomorrow. A new conquest awaits."

"Yes," she agrees, a smile of genuine anticipation spreading across her face as she remains kneeling at my feet. "Whatever you need. Whatever you want."

I look around the study one last time—the physical embodiment of Sterling's fraudulent legacy, now mine to dispose of as I see fit. Another notch on my belt, another name struck through in my book.

And Lian Wei, the Triad Dragon Head who believes himself untouchable behind his digital fortresses and loyal soldiers, has no idea what's coming for him..
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The Pacific spreads out like an endless blue canvas beneath my private jet, thirty thousand feet of empty air between me and the world I own. Elizabeth's lips make wet, sloppy sounds as they work my cock, her aristocratic mouth now trained for a single purpose—my pleasure. I grab a fistful of her chestnut hair, guiding her movements with casual dominance while watching the ocean drift by. The fallen Lady Sterling, once the pride of British society and an untouchable MILF, now my personal cocksucker thirty thousand feet above the earth. Perfect.

"Deeper," I command, pushing her head down until I feel the back of her throat resist, then yield. She gags slightly but doesn't pull away—she knows better now.

Elizabeth kneels between my legs, topless and eager, her magnificent breasts swaying with each bobbing motion of her head. At forty-something, she's a testament to what unlimited wealth and privilege can preserve—firm, full tits that defy gravity, nipples permanently hard since the Touch rewired her brain, skin like polished marble from treatments that cost more than most people make in a year. Her chestnut hair, once styled by London's elite hairdressers for charity galas, now falls disheveled around her face as I use it as a handle to control her movements.

I release her hair to run my thumb along her hollowed cheek, feeling my own cock through the thin membrane of flesh. Elizabeth moans at the contact, her blue eyes looking up at me with that perfect mixture of worship and desperation that never fails to harden my shaft further. Saliva drips from the corners of her mouth, ruining the aristocratic composure she maintained for decades. She's wearing only a silk skirt now, her ass perched on her heels, thighs spread slightly to reveal her constantly wet pussy. Just how I like to keep her.

"That's it," I encourage, watching pre-cum mix with her saliva as she pulls back to swirl her tongue around my head. "Show me how completely you've forgotten your husband."

Her tongue finds that sensitive spot just below the head of my cock, making my breath catch. She's learned quickly what pleases me, her aristocratic refinement redirected entirely toward sexual expertise.

"Enough," I say, pulling her off my cock with a wet pop. Her lips are swollen, a thin strand of saliva connecting them to my shaft. She looks up at me with naked hunger, already missing the fullness in her mouth.

I reach for the leather-bound notebook on the side table, flipping past Sterling's crossed-out name to the fresh page with my next target: Master Lian Wei. Elizabeth watches with rapt attention, trained now to anticipate my desires before I express them.

"Lian Wei," I say, studying the notes I've compiled. "Dragon Head of the Green Bamboo Triad. Tech genius who's modernized traditional criminal enterprises. Untouchable by conventional law enforcement. Surrounded by loyal soldiers and cutting-edge security." I look down at Elizabeth, still kneeling at my feet. "And soon to be destroyed, just like your husband."

She nods eagerly, her hand moving unconsciously to stroke my slick cock while I outline the plan.

"I'll approach as Jack Hammer, American tech billionaire looking to invest in his legitimate businesses," I explain, enjoying the gentle strokes of her hand. "The perfect cover to get close enough to touch him—or better yet, those closest to him."

"Will you use me to get to him?" Elizabeth asks, her refined British accent making the question sound almost proper despite her naked breasts and cock-hungry expression.

"Of course," I smirk, running a finger along her jawline, watching her shudder at even this casual contact. "You'll be my trophy, my elegant Western prize. These traditional Chinese crime lords have a weakness for symbols of Western power."

Hong Kong appears on the horizon, a vertical city of glass and light rising from the sea. My cockiness grows with the view—another city, another powerful man about to fall. Elizabeth senses my anticipation, increasing the pressure of her strokes, eager to please.

"We land in thirty minutes," I tell her, reaching for her breast, squeezing it roughly enough to make her gasp. "Plenty of time for you to finish what you started."

She descends on my cock again with renewed enthusiasm, taking me deeper than before. I lean back in the custom leather seat, watching the approaching city through the jet's window. Lian Wei believes himself untouchable behind his armies and firewalls. He has no idea what's coming for him.

Or rather, who is coming for him.

I grab Elizabeth by her perfect hair, yanking her up from her kneeling position. "Open wide," I command, my voice hard with anticipation. She obeys instantly, her aristocratic mouth falling open in perfect submission. I thrust forward, burying my cock past her lips and straight into her throat in one brutal movement. Her eyes widen in shock, tears instantly forming at the corners, but I don't ease up. This isn't about her comfort. It's about my pleasure and her complete subjugation.

"Take it all," I growl, holding her head firmly with both hands now, using her face like a masturbation toy. My hips thrust forward with merciless rhythm, each stroke forcing my cock deeper into her throat. She gags violently, her body's natural defenses fighting against the invasion, but the Touch ensures she doesn't pull away. Instead, her hands grip my thighs for balance, accepting the punishment I deliver.

Her throat constricts around my shaft, the tight muscular resistance only increasing my pleasure. Saliva builds quickly, overflowing from her stretched lips, running down her chin in thick rivulets. It drips onto her naked breasts, making them glisten in the cabin's soft lighting. The wet, choking sounds she makes echo through the luxury aircraft—a symphony of degradation that makes my cock throb harder.

"Useless except for this hole," I taunt, watching mascara-tinged tears stream down her aristocratic cheeks. Her nose presses against my pelvis with each thrust, cutting off her air completely for seconds at a time. When I pull back enough for her to gasp a desperate breath, a strand of thick saliva connects my cock to her lips, breaking and splattering across her flushed face.

I increase my pace, fucking her face with punishing intensity. Elizabeth's eyes have glazed over, her consciousness narrowing to this singular act of service. Her makeup is completely ruined now, dark streaks painting her cheeks, lipstick smeared across her chin and my shaft. The former Lady Sterling, once the picture of refinement, reduced to a gagging, drooling throat for my use.

"This is what you were made for," I tell her, watching her blue eyes try to focus on mine despite the rough treatment. "Not charity galas or society pages. Just a warm hole for superior men to empty themselves into."

Her throat spasms around me as she fights for air, the involuntary contractions sending waves of pleasure up my spine. I hold her in place, my cock buried to the hilt, watching her face redden from oxygen deprivation before finally allowing her a quick breath. The desperate, ragged sound of her inhalation is nearly as satisfying as the tight grip of her throat.

Behind me, I hear the subtle movements of Kate and Aishwarya preparing for landing, organizing documents and checking their appearances. My collected trophies, my harem of once-powerful women, now completely devoted to my pleasure and my mission. Elizabeth remains my favorite toy, though—something about breaking British aristocracy holds a special satisfaction.

I feel my climax building, the familiar pressure at the base of my spine growing with each brutal thrust. Elizabeth senses it too, her efforts redoubling despite her exhaustion, her tongue pressing against the underside of my shaft whenever I pull back enough to allow it.

"You don't deserve my cum in your throat," I announce, suddenly withdrawing completely. She gasps, dragging air into her deprived lungs, her chest heaving with the effort. Before she can recover, I grab her hair again, positioning her face beneath my cock. "Beg for it."

"Please," she rasps, her voice wrecked from the throat-fucking, her once-refined accent now rough and desperate. "Please cum on my face. Mark me. Use me."

I stroke myself, the shaft slick with her saliva, pointed directly at her upturned face. "Look at me while I do it," I command. "Don't you dare close your eyes."

Her gaze locks with mine, complete submission radiating from those aristocratic blue eyes now surrounded by ruined makeup. The sight pushes me over the edge. My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her right cheek with enough power to make her flinch slightly. The second and third stripe her forehead and lips, while the fourth and fifth coat her chin and neck.

Elizabeth remains perfectly still, accepting each spurt as the blessing it is, her mouth slightly open to catch what she can. When I finish, her face is completely covered, thick white ropes decorating her features like obscene war paint. A drop slides down her cheek, hanging momentarily from her jawline before falling onto her breast.

"Thank you," she whispers, her voice raw and broken.

I tuck myself away, glancing out the window as Hong Kong's distinctive skyline comes into view. The pilot's voice announces our final approach through the intercom. Elizabeth remains kneeling, cum cooling on her face, awaiting further instructions.

"Clean yourself up," I tell her, watching her fingers gather the semen from her face, bringing it to her mouth to swallow dutifully. "But leave some visible. I want Wei's people to see what you are to me."

Elizabeth nods, rising unsteadily to her feet. She retrieves a compact mirror from her bag, carefully removing only the most obvious traces of my seed while leaving a strategic sheen on her lips and cheek—subtle enough to maintain appearances, obvious enough to send a message about her status.

"Gather round," I command, watching Kate and Aishwarya join us in the main cabin as Elizabeth pulls a blouse over her naked breasts. "Time to review your roles."

The three women form a semicircle before me, each bearing the invisible collar of the Touch. Elizabeth, the aristocratic trophy. Kate, the cultural expert. Aishwarya, the exotic business associate. All mine to command in the conquest of Lian Wei.

"You are not here as equals," I remind them, my voice hard with authority. "You are extensions of my will. Eyes and ears in places I cannot immediately access."

I point to Kate. "You'll focus on Wei's art collection—use your expertise to engage him on cultural matters." My finger moves to Aishwarya. "You'll be my business liaison, exploring potential partnerships while gathering financial intelligence." Finally, I look at Elizabeth, still bearing traces of my cum on her aristocratic features. "And you will be my obvious trophy, distracting Wei's lieutenants with your Western beauty while extracting information."

The descent begins in earnest, the jet banking toward Hong Kong International. Through the windows, the vertical city gleams with possibility—each glittering tower another piece on the board in my game of conquest.

"Remember," I say as the landing gear deploys with a mechanical whine, "every man has weaknesses. Wei believes himself untouchable behind his armies and firewalls. But flesh is always vulnerable. Always exploitable."

Ready for the full story?
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