
        
            
                
            
        

    
My MILF Corruption

Book 5

Bryan Wolf


My MILF Corruption: Book 5

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations in critical articles or reviews.

Copyright © 2026 by Bryan Wolf

This book is protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or other unauthorized use of the material or artwork herein is prohibited without the express written permission of the author(s).


Chapter 1

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."

The Kama Sutra Touch—my gift, my weapon, my birthright. I smile at the memory of the ancient monk who bestowed it upon me just months ago, on my twenty-first birthday. I'd been traveling through India, already wealthy from my first few business conquests, but hungry for more power. The monk found me meditating in a forgotten temple, somehow knowing what darkness lived in my heart.

"You seek to dominate without boundary," he'd said, his ancient eyes seeing through my practiced charm. "To take what isn't yours."

I hadn't denied it. What was the point?

"There is a power," he'd continued, his wrinkled hand reaching for mine, "passed down through generations of my order. The Touch that Binds. We guard it, keeping it from those who would misuse it." His eyes had narrowed then. "But the time has come for a reckoning. Powerful men have grown too confident, too corrupt. Perhaps darkness must fight darkness."

His fingertips had barely brushed mine when I felt it—a surge of energy, ancient and primal, flowing into my body. I'd looked at him in confusion, but he was already walking away.

"Use it wisely," he'd called over his shoulder. "Or don't. Either way, the world will change."

I tested it that same night on a hotel maid—a simple brush of fingers during the exchange of towels. The transformation was immediate and intoxicating. Her professional demeanor had shattered, replaced by raw, desperate need. She'd begged me to use her, to fuck her, to own her completely. And I had.

Elizabeth's enthusiastic slurping brings me back to the present. It took me just months to master the Touch, to understand its rules and limitations. A single skin-to-skin contact activates it, rewiring a woman's brain to crave my approval above all else, to find her greatest pleasure in serving my cock. The perfect tool for my mission—hunting down the "untouchable" men who've built empires on suffering and corruption.

Men like Lord Sterling, whose world I dismantled piece by piece over the past week. Elizabeth was the final trophy, the crowning achievement of my conquest. Within days, she was on all fours, lapping my cum from a dog bowl while Sterling watched his world crumble on television.

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 Kourtney 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.

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.


Chapter 2

Lian Wei's penthouse crowns Hong Kong's skyline like a minimalist fortress—all clean lines, strategic angles, and bulletproof glass. I step from the private elevator into a space that perfectly balances ancient feng shui principles with cutting-edge security.

Armed guards pretending to be household staff occupy strategic positions, their eyes tracking my every movement. They're good, but not good enough. I spot at least three concealed weapons in the first thirty seconds, mentally marking their locations for later. The art of war isn't just knowing your enemy, but knowing his battlefield. And I've just entered Lian Wei's most private domain.

"Mr. Hammer," a voice calls from across the vast living area. "Welcome to my humble home."

Lian Wei approaches with measured steps, each movement precise and economical. Nothing wasted, nothing excessive. At fifty-something, he carries himself with the lethal grace of a man who's survived decades in a world where most die violently and young. His lean frame houses coiled power rather than bulk, his tailored suit revealing nothing of what weapons he might carry. But it's his eyes that demand attention—cold, calculating, completely devoid of emotion. The eyes of a man who's ordered countless deaths without losing a minute of sleep.

"Master Lian," I respond, bowing slightly—just enough to show respect without submission. "Thank you for the invitation. Your reputation precedes you."

His thin lips curve in what approximates a smile. "As does yours, young billionaire. Your rise in the tech world has been... impressive. Almost suspicious in its rapidity."

I match his not-quite-smile with one of my own. "Fortune favors the bold, Master Lian."

"Indeed." His gaze shifts to something behind me. "Ah, here is my wife. Allow me to introduce you."

I turn and immediately understand why Lian keeps her largely hidden from his business associates. Ming-Na Wei is a knockout—a stunning combination of elegant refinement and raw sexuality that makes my cock stir instantly. She appears to be in her early forties but could easily pass for thirty, with the confident posture of a former dancer or martial artist.

Her face is a masterpiece—high cheekbones, almond-shaped eyes dark enough to drown in, and full lips painted a subtle red. Her jet-black hair falls in a straight, glossy curtain to the middle of her back, not a single strand out of place. She wears a traditional qipao dress modified for modern sensibilities—red silk with gold embroidery that hugs every curve of her body. And what a body it is.

The high collar of her dress gives way to a keyhole opening that offers a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage, hinting at breasts larger than typically found on a woman with her slender frame. The dress clings to a narrow waist before flowing over rounded hips, a slit running up the side revealing flashes of toned thigh with each step. Every movement suggests controlled power and flexibility—the body of a woman who trains daily and commands her physical form with the same precision her husband commands his criminal empire.

"Mr. Hammer," she greets me, her voice melodic and slightly accented. "Welcome to our home. I trust your journey was comfortable?"

"Mrs. Wei," I reply, extending my hand. "The journey was well worth it for such a gracious welcome."

She places her slender hand in mine, her grip surprisingly firm for such delicate fingers. The moment our skin connects, I activate the Touch, feeling the familiar surge of ancient power flowing from my body into hers.

The change is immediate and dramatic. Her pupils dilate so rapidly they nearly swallow the dark irises completely. A visible tremor runs through her athletic frame, causing her to sway slightly where she stands. Her lips part on a sharp intake of breath, the red lipstick suddenly looking like an invitation rather than a decoration. Her free hand moves to her throat in a seemingly casual gesture, but I recognize it as an attempt to control her suddenly racing pulse.

"Are you alright, my dear?" Lian asks, a hint of genuine concern breaking through his controlled facade.

Ming-Na's training in self-control proves impressive. Despite the Touch rewiring her brain in real-time, she manages to compose her features into a semblance of normality. Only I can see the storm raging behind her eyes, the battle between lifetime habits of discipline and the sudden, overwhelming need the Touch creates.

"Perfectly fine," she responds, her voice slightly huskier than before. "A momentary dizziness. Nothing concerning."

But her hand remains in mine a beat too long, her fingers caressing my palm almost imperceptibly as she withdraws. Her breathing has quickened, the rise and fall of her magnificent chest now more pronounced, straining against the confines of her silk dress.

"Mr. Hammer's reputation suggests he has quite an effect on women," Lian comments with what appears to be amusement, completely misreading the situation. "Though I didn't expect my wife to be so immediately charmed."

If he only knew. Beneath Ming-Na's composed exterior, I can see the transformation completing itself. Her eyes follow my every movement with predatory focus. A slight flush has crept up her neck, staining her cheeks with color no expensive blush could replicate. Her tongue darts out to moisten her lips, an unconscious gesture of growing hunger.

"I have some business matters requiring my attention," Lian announces, checking his watch. "An unfortunate necessity. Ming-Na will show you to your guest quarters and ensure you have everything you need until dinner."

"I look forward to our discussion later," I reply, keeping my expression neutral despite the victory already secured. "I believe our business interests have significant... points of convergence."

"Indeed," Lian nods, turning to his wife. "Ming-Na, please make Mr. Hammer comfortable. He is an honored guest."

"Of course, husband," she responds, her voice steady but her eyes never leaving me. "I'll take excellent care of him."

Lian bows slightly, seemingly satisfied with the exchange. "Until dinner, then. Please, consider this your home."

He exits with the same measured pace that characterized his entrance, two guards discreetly following at a respectful distance. The elevator doors close behind them with a soft chime, leaving Ming-Na and me alone in the vast penthouse living area.

The moment Lian disappears, Ming-Na's carefully maintained composure begins to crack. Her breathing grows more rapid, her hands clenching and unclenching at her sides as she fights the overwhelming desire now flooding her system. The Touch has taken full effect, rewriting her loyalties and desires in the span of a handshake.

"Your room," she manages to say, her voice strained with the effort of maintaining some semblance of her former self. "I should show you to your room."

I step closer, invading her personal space, watching her pupils dilate further at my proximity. "Yes," I agree, my voice low and commanding. "You should show me somewhere private. Immediately."

Without another word, Ming-Na turns and leads me deeper into the penthouse, her controlled stride now carrying a subtle urgency. The Dragon Head's wife, now mine to command. Another piece captured in the game of Wei's destruction.

***

Ming-Na leads me not toward the guest quarters but down a private hallway, her hand trembling as she presses her palm to a biometric scanner. The door slides open to reveal a personal dojo—a sacred space of bamboo flooring, minimalist equipment, and wall-mounted traditional weapons. Sunlight streams through narrow windows, casting golden stripes across the immaculate training area. This isn't just any room in Lian's fortress; this is Ming-Na's sanctuary, her private domain where she maintains the discipline that defines her. Perfect. There's no greater conquest than defiling what someone holds sacred.

"No cameras," she whispers, her voice barely audible, a mixture of shame and desperate need. "No monitoring in here. My condition for marrying him."

The door closes behind us with a soft hiss, sealing us into her private world. Ming-Na stands before me, still fighting the effects of the Touch, her body rigid with the conflict between lifetime habits of control and the overwhelming hunger now consuming her.

"This is where I... center myself," she explains, gesturing to the training space, some part of her still trying to maintain the facade of hostess. "Where I practice—"

"I don't give a fuck what you do here," I interrupt, my voice hard with command. "On your knees."

The effect is instantaneous. Whatever resistance remained crumbles in an instant. Ming-Na drops to her knees on the bamboo mats, her elegant qipao pooling around her like spilled blood. Her eyes fix on my crotch with undisguised hunger, all pretense of control abandoned.

I step closer, looking down at Lian Wei's prized wife kneeling before me in her sacred space. The symbolism is delicious—the Dragon Head's queen, about to worship a new master in the very place she comes to find strength. I reach out, grabbing a fistful of her perfect black hair, destroying the elegant style she's so carefully maintained.

"You know what I want," I state flatly, using my other hand to free my already hard cock. "Show me how the wife of the great Lian Wei serves a superior man."

She reaches for me eagerly, but I tighten my grip on her hair, pulling her head back painfully. "No hands. Just your mouth. Like the whore you really are."

Ming-Na drops her hands to her sides immediately, opening her mouth in silent offering. I guide the head of my cock to her lips, watching as her red lipstick leaves a perfect ring around my shaft as I push forward without gentleness.

"That's it," I growl, driving deeper, feeling the resistance at the back of her throat. "Take it all."

Her eyes water instantly as I push past her gag reflex, forcing my way into her throat with brutal efficiency. Decades of controlled elegance mean nothing now—the Touch has reduced her to a warm hole for my pleasure. I establish a punishing rhythm, using her hair as leverage to control the depth and speed of my invasion.

"Look at you," I taunt as tears begin to streak her perfect makeup, saliva building at the corners of her stretched lips. "The poised, elegant Mrs. Wei, choking on cock in her own dojo. What would your husband think?"

A muffled whimper escapes around my shaft, the mention of Lian sending a visible shudder through her kneeling form. But her body betrays her true response—her nipples visibly hardening beneath the silk dress, pressing against the fabric like bullets.

I increase my pace, fucking her face with merciless intensity. Her throat convulses around my invasion, fighting for air while simultaneously trying to accommodate my size. Mascara-tinged tears flow freely now, creating dark streaks down her flushed cheeks. Saliva drips from her chin onto her silk dress, staining the expensive fabric.

"This is all you're good for," I continue, watching her eyes glaze over as oxygen deprivation and the Touch combine to create a haze of submission. "Not the perfect wife. Not the disciplined warrior. Just another set of holes for real men to use."

I pull out completely, allowing her a moment to gasp for air. Strings of thick saliva connect my cock to her ruined lipstick, breaking when she coughs violently. Before she can fully recover, I thrust forward again, harder this time, bottoming out against the back of her throat.

"Your husband built an empire," I growl, resuming my brutal pace, "but he couldn't even keep his wife loyal. One touch from me, and you're on your knees, betraying years of marriage for a taste of superior cock."

Ming-Na moans around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure up my spine. Her hands have moved now, not to touch me but to her own body—one squeezing her breast through the silk, the other disappearing beneath the slit of her dress to find her own desperate need.

"Pathetic," I spit, slapping her hand away from herself. "You don't get to cum. This isn't about your pleasure. This is about your service."

Her hand returns obediently to her side, her body trembling with denied release. I continue using her throat, watching her face redden from exertion and lack of oxygen. The wet, choking sounds of her struggle echo off the dojo's minimalist walls—sacred space now defiled by the sounds of her degradation.

"Your entire life has been leading to this moment," I tell her, my cock stretching her throat visibly from the outside. "All your training, all your discipline, all your careful image management—all of it preparation to be my personal throat-fuck toy."

Her eyes roll back slightly, the combination of oxygen deprivation and the Touch's rewiring of her brain creating a state of submissive euphoria. I pull out again, allowing her another desperate gasp of air. Drool streams down her chin onto her heaving chest, the front of her elegant dress now soaked with her own saliva.

"Beg me for more," I command, holding my slick cock inches from her face.

"Please," she gasps, her voice wrecked, her accent thicker in her desperation. "Please use my throat. Please defile me. I need it."

I slap my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a trail of her own saliva on her skin. "Louder. Tell me what you are."

"I am nothing!" she cries, loud enough that anyone passing in the hallway might hear. "Just a hole for your pleasure! A disloyal whore betraying my husband! Please, I need your cock in my throat!"

The complete surrender of this proud, disciplined woman sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. I thrust forward again, reclaiming her throat with renewed vigor. Her training in breath control now serves only to make her a better receptacle for my use, allowing her to endure longer periods without air.

As I continue to pound her face, using her throat like a masturbation toy, I contemplate how thoroughly this conquest will contribute to Lian Wei's destruction. Not just the intelligence I'll extract, but the psychological devastation when he discovers his perfect wife has betrayed him so completely. The most elegant weapon against powerful men is often the women closest to them—the wives, assistants, and daughters they believe are securely under their control.

Ming-Na's throat constricts around my shaft as she fights for consciousness, her entire world now reduced to the single purpose of pleasing me. Another powerful woman fallen, another step closer to bringing down the untouchable Lian Wei.

I pull Ming-Na up from her knees, her legs unsteady, her perfect makeup now a ruined mask of tears, saliva, and smeared lipstick. Her elegant composure has vanished, replaced by the desperate need the Touch creates. I spin her around and march her toward the wooden training dummy in the center of the dojo—a traditional wing chun device with multiple "arms" extending at different angles. The irony isn't lost on me. The tool she uses to perfect her defensive techniques will now support her while I claim her completely.

"Bend over," I command, forcing her against the wooden structure. She complies instantly, her upper body draped over the dummy, hands grasping the outstretched wooden arms for support. Her breath comes in ragged gasps, her body trembling with anticipation.

I grab the high collar of her qipao and tear downward with savage force. The expensive silk rips with a satisfying sound, exposing her back. I continue tearing, the destruction of her elegant clothing a symbolic dismantling of her carefully constructed image. The red fabric falls away in shreds, revealing a body even more magnificent than I'd anticipated.

Ming-Na's back is a canvas of toned muscle beneath smooth skin, narrowing to a slender waist before flaring to perfectly rounded hips. Her ass is a masterpiece—firm and high, the result of decades of martial discipline and rigorous training. Not an ounce of excess anywhere, just functional strength wrapped in feminine curves.

I tear the remaining fabric from her body, leaving her naked except for red silk stockings and heels. From behind, I can see the swell of her breasts pressed against the wooden dummy, larger than I expected on her athletic frame. A dragon tattoo curves around her right hip, disappearing toward her lower back—a secret adornment hidden beneath her conservative clothing.

"Please," she gasps, looking back over her shoulder, her dark eyes wild with need. "Take me. Use me."

I run my hands over the curve of her ass, feeling the firm muscle beneath soft skin. She pushes back against my touch, spreading her legs wider on instinct. Between her thighs, her pussy glistens with arousal, swollen and ready. The evidence of her betrayal displayed in the slick wetness that's gathered there.

"The disciplined wife of Lian Wei," I taunt, positioning myself behind her, rubbing my cock through her wet folds without entering. "Bent over like a common whore, begging for another man's cock."

"Yes," she admits, shame and desire mingling in her voice. "I'm a whore. Your whore. Please fuck me."

Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one brutal stroke. The sensation is electric—her pussy incredibly tight despite her wetness, gripping my cock like a vice. Ming-Na screams, a primal sound of pleasure-pain that echoes through her sacred dojo.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her controlled demeanor completely shattered. "So big! Oh god!"

I grab her hips with bruising force, establishing an immediate rhythm that rocks her entire body against the wooden dummy. Each thrust forces a grunt from her throat, her breasts rubbing against the smooth wood, nipples hardening from the friction.

"This is what you needed all along," I growl, watching my cock disappear inside her with each forward motion. "Not meditation. Not training. Just a real man to put you in your place."

Her inner walls clench around me at the degradation, her body responding to humiliation with increased arousal—a side effect of the Touch that never fails to amuse me. I increase my pace, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh filling the dojo, competing with Ming-Na's increasingly desperate moans.

"Tell me about Lian's main data server," I demand, never slowing my punishing rhythm.

Her body stiffens slightly, some last vestige of loyalty fighting against the Touch's compulsion. "I can't," she gasps, even as her pussy grows wetter around my invading cock. "He would kill me."

I deliver a sharp slap to her ass that echoes through the room, leaving a red handprint on her flesh. "You're already dead to him," I remind her, angling my hips to hit a spot that makes her whole body jerk with pleasure. "The moment you let me touch you, you became mine."

"I can't," she repeats, weaker this time, her resistance crumbling as pleasure builds within her.

I reach around to find her clit, circling the swollen bud with precise pressure that makes her cry out. "Your body belongs to me now," I tell her, maintaining my relentless pace. "Your mind belongs to me. Your loyalty belongs to me. Tell me what I want to know, and I'll let you cum."

Her resolve weakens with each thrust, each circle of my fingers on her sensitive clit. Her breathing grows more ragged, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft as she approaches the edge.

"The server," I press, slowing my movements torturously. "Where is it?"

"Basement level three," she finally breaks, the words tumbling out as if a dam has burst. "Behind the wine cellar. Biometric access only. Temperature controlled room with redundant power systems."

I reward her betrayal by increasing my pace again, driving into her with renewed vigor. "Security protocols?" I demand, feeling her body begin to tremble beneath me.

"Retinal scan," she gasps between thrusts. "Plus... plus handprint authentication. Lian and I... only ones with access."

Perfect. The information I need, delivered directly from the Dragon's wife while I fuck her over her own training equipment. I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back to create a beautiful arch in her spine.

"You're going to take me there," I tell her, pounding into her with enough force to make the wooden dummy creak beneath our combined weight. "Tomorrow. You're going to give me everything."

"Yes," she agrees immediately, past caring about consequences. "Anything. Everything. Just don't stop."

I increase the pressure on her clit, feeling her pussy tighten around me as she approaches climax. "Cum for me," I command. "Cum on the cock of your husband's enemy."

The permission is all she needs. Ming-Na's orgasm crashes through her with devastating intensity, her entire body convulsing beneath me, a scream tearing from her throat that would alert the entire penthouse if not for the dojo's soundproofing. Her inner walls clamp down around my shaft with rippling contractions, milking me with unexpected strength.

The sensation of her powerful orgasm, combined with the knowledge that I've completely conquered Lian Wei's wife, pushes me over the edge. I drive into her one final time, burying myself as deep as possible as my release hits, pumping rope after rope of hot cum directly into her unprotected depths. I grind against her ass as I empty myself completely, marking her internally in the most primitive, possessive way possible.

"Take it all," I growl, feeling her pussy continue to pulse around my shaft, drawing out every last drop. "Every drop inside you is another betrayal of your husband."

She moans at my words, her body responding with another small aftershock of pleasure. 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 perfect—Lian Wei's disciplined wife, bent over her training equipment, leaking another man's seed.

"Thank you," she whispers, her voice barely audible, broken by exhaustion and emotion.

I step back, admiring my handiwork—Ming-Na's naked body bearing the marks of my possession, her elegant qipao in tatters on the floor, her makeup completely ruined, my seed marking her inside and out. Another powerful woman conquered, another step closer to bringing down the untouchable Lian Wei.

And tomorrow, she'll lead me directly to the heart of his digital empire.


Chapter 3

The morning light filters through Lian Wei's fortified windows as I prowl through the penthouse, mapping escape routes and security positions. Ming-Na has proven remarkably useful, her body still bearing the invisible marks of my ownership as she arranges a private tour of Lian's legitimate business holdings for later today. But to completely dismantle Wei's empire, I need more than just his wife. I need the loyalty of those who protect him. And right on cue, the imposing figure of Jiao appears at the end of the hallway, her cold eyes tracking my movements with predatory focus. Time to add another piece to my collection.

Jiao is exactly as my intelligence described—30-something, with the lean, angular physique of a predator. Her short jet-black hair is cut in a severe style that frames sharp cheekbones and eyes that have seen too much death to fear anything. She wears a tailored black suit that suggests business attire but is clearly designed for combat mobility. Nothing about her appears soft or yielding; everything about her screams lethal efficiency.

"Mr. Hammer," she acknowledges me with a slight nod, her voice surprisingly melodic despite her cold demeanor. "Mrs. Wei asked me to ensure your comfort and safety during your stay. Is there something specific you require?"

"Just familiarizing myself with the layout," I reply, moving toward her with casual confidence. "I always like to know my surroundings."

Her eyes narrow slightly, professional suspicion warring with her orders to accommodate me. "Some areas of the residence are restricted for security purposes. I'm sure you understand."

"Of course," I smile, extending my hand in a Western greeting I know she'll be trained to accept despite its foreignness. "I appreciate your diligence, Jiao. Security is my primary concern as well."

She hesitates for only a fraction of a second before accepting my handshake. Her grip is firm, her palm calloused from weapons training. The moment our skin connects, I activate the Touch, feeling the ancient power surge from my body into hers.

The change in Jiao is more dramatic than any I've witnessed before. Her entire body goes rigid, as if hit with an electric current. The deadly focus in her eyes shatters, replaced by confusion and then overwhelming hunger. A visible tremor runs from her hand up her arm, spreading across her shoulders until her entire frame shudders with the force of the transformation.

"What—" she begins, her voice dropping an octave, thick with sudden arousal. She pulls her hand away as if burned, but the damage is already done.

The Touch has taken root, rewiring her brain in seconds.

"What did you do to me?" she demands, her hand moving to the concealed weapon at her side, muscle memory fighting against the new compulsion.

"Nothing you don't want," I reply calmly, watching the battle play out across her features. "Nothing you won't beg for in about thirty seconds."

Her hand falls away from her weapon as the Touch completes its work. Her breathing accelerates, her pupils dilate until her eyes appear almost black. A flush spreads across her cheeks, the first color I've seen in her otherwise pale complexion.

"I need..." she starts, then stops, confusion evident in her expression. "I shouldn't feel this way."

"But you do," I step closer, invading her personal space, watching her body respond to my proximity. "Where can we talk privately, Jiao? Somewhere without surveillance."

The conflict in her eyes is fascinating—years of training and loyalty battling against the supernatural compulsion now flooding her system. The Touch always wins, but the struggle tells me much about the strength of her character.

"The armory," she finally says, her voice barely above a whisper. "No cameras. No microphones. Security risk."

"Show me," I command.

Without another word, Jiao turns and leads me through a series of corridors, moving with the same lethal grace as before but with a new urgency in her steps. We descend a private staircase, pass through two security doors requiring her biometric authentication, and finally reach a reinforced door at the end of a short hallway.

"No one will disturb us here," she says as the heavy door closes behind us with a pneumatic hiss. "It's soundproofed. Secure."

The armory is a testament to Lian Wei's paranoia and resources—racks of state-of-the-art firearms line one wall, from compact handguns to military-grade assault rifles. Another wall holds traditional weapons—swords, knives, and what appears to be ancient armor behind climate-controlled glass. A workspace for maintaining weapons occupies one corner, with specialized tools arranged with military precision.

Jiao stands in the center of the room, her body visibly trembling now, the last vestiges of her control rapidly disintegrating. Without prompting, she begins removing her jacket, then her shoulder holster, placing both carefully on a nearby table.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she says, her fingers now working on the buttons of her shirt. "I've never felt this... this need."

"Don't fight it," I tell her, watching as more of her body is revealed with each discarded garment. "Give in to what you want."

Her shirt falls away, revealing a compression tank that does little to hide the small, firm breasts beneath. She peels this off too, exposing a torso covered in an intricate tapestry of tattoos and scars—some clearly from battles, others ritual in nature. Traditional Chinese characters mix with stylized dragons and phoenixes across her skin, telling the story of her life and loyalties.

She kicks off her shoes, then removes her pants with military efficiency. Her body is unlike any of my previous conquests—all lean muscle and sinew, without an ounce of softness anywhere. Her small breasts are topped with dark nipples now hard with arousal, her narrow waist and hips lacking curves but perfectly proportioned for her frame. More tattoos and scars decorate her thighs, speaking of a life lived on the razor's edge of violence.

"Please," she says, standing naked before me, her voice rough with need. "I've never begged for anything in my life, but I'm begging now."

I approach slowly, savoring her desperation. My hand reaches out to trace a particularly vivid scar that runs across her ribs. "Who are you loyal to, Jiao?"

"You," she answers without hesitation, the Touch ensuring her immediate submission. "Only you."

I grab her suddenly, spinning her around and pushing her against the weapons rack. The metal frame rattles as her body impacts it, several rifles shifting in their brackets. She doesn't resist, instead bracing herself against the rack, her legs spreading instinctively.

"Lian Wei's most trusted protector," I taunt, freeing my already hard cock. "Ready to be fucked like a whore in his own armory."

"Yes," she hisses, looking back over her shoulder, her short hair failing to hide the naked want in her expression. "Use me. Claim me."

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. Despite her tough exterior, she's soaking wet, her body betraying how completely the Touch has transformed her. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself inside her, feeling her tight pussy stretch to accommodate my invasion.

Jiao cries out, a sound I suspect few have ever heard from the disciplined bodyguard. Her body accepts me completely, her inner walls gripping my cock with surprising strength. I establish an immediate rhythm, hard and fast, matching the military precision of her personality with equally precise thrusts.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her fingers curling around the metal of the weapons rack for support. "Never felt... anything like this."

I grab her short hair, yanking her head back to create a beautiful arch in her spine. The position allows me to drive deeper, hitting spots that make her entire body tremble. The rack continues to rattle with each impact, deadly weapons vibrating with our primal rhythm.

"This is what you needed all along," I tell her, watching my cock disappear inside her with each thrust. "Not duty. Not honor. Just a real man to put you in your place."

Her pussy tightens around me at the degradation, her body responding to humiliation with increased arousal. Despite her warrior's discipline, or perhaps because of it, Jiao rushes toward her climax with surprising speed, her body unused to such intense pleasure.

"I'm going to cum," she warns, her voice tight with disbelief. "Already. Can't stop it."

"Then cum," I command, maintaining my relentless pace. "Cum around my cock while betraying your master."

The permission shatters what little control she has left. Jiao's orgasm hits with explosive force, her entire body convulsing against the weapons rack. A stream of Chinese expletives pours from her lips as pleasure overwhelms her, her inner walls clamping down around my shaft with incredible strength. The weapons rack shakes dangerously, a handgun toppling from its bracket and clattering to the floor beside us.

I continue fucking her through her climax, watching this lethal woman come completely undone beneath me. Her disciplined body now serves a new purpose—my pleasure rather than Lian Wei's protection. Another piece captured in the game of his destruction.

I maintain my brutal pace, watching Jiao's body continue to tremble with aftershocks of her unexpected orgasm. Unlike the aristocratic Elizabeth or the controlled Ming-Na, Jiao's response is raw and unfiltered—her pleasure expressed through gritted teeth and muscles that cord beneath tattooed skin. I drive deeper, forcing another gasp from her throat. Her pussy grips me with surprising strength, the toned muscles of her athletic body providing resistance that makes each thrust a delicious conquest. The weapons around us rattle in their brackets, providing a metallic rhythm to accompany our primal coupling.

"More," she demands, her voice harsh with need despite having just climaxed. "Harder."

I respond by grabbing her narrow hips with bruising force, angling my thrusts to hit spots that make her entire body jerk with each impact. The disciplined bodyguard, Lian Wei's most trusted protector, now begs for deeper violation while bent over her master's weapons. The irony is exquisite—the very woman tasked with guarding against infiltration now spreads herself wider for the enemy.

"You've spent years training to kill," I taunt, my cock driving relentlessly into her tight channel. "Perfecting your body as a weapon. But in the end, you're just another cunt desperate to be filled."

Her inner walls clench around me at the degradation, her body responding to humiliation with increased arousal. The Touch transforms insults into aphrodisiacs, ensuring her complete surrender to my will. Another powerful man's defenses breached through the women he trusts but fails to truly secure.

I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping. Before she can protest, I spin her around, lifting her with ease—her athletic body surprisingly light in my hands. I slam her back against the wall beside the weapons rack, rattling several ornate knives displayed in a glass case. Her legs wrap around my waist instinctively, her warrior's body adapting to this new battleground with perfect efficiency.

"Tell me about Lian Wei's schedule for the next week," I demand, positioning my cock at her entrance but not penetrating. "Every meeting. Every movement."

Confusion flashes across her features as her training battles the Touch's compulsion. "I can't," she says, even as her hips try to push down onto my shaft. "My duty—"

I thrust upward without warning, burying myself completely inside her with enough force to drive the air from her lungs. Her head falls back against the wall, a primal moan escaping her throat. I establish a punishing rhythm, each upward thrust lifting her slightly before gravity brings her down harder onto my cock.

"Your duty is to me now," I remind her, watching her face contort with unwanted pleasure. "Tell me his schedule."

Each thrust emphasizes my command, her body responding to the dual assault of physical pleasure and verbal dominance. The Touch ensures her inevitable surrender, but the struggle makes the victory sweeter.

"Tomorrow," she finally gasps, her resistance crumbling. "Breakfast meeting with Taiwanese shipping magnates. Nine AM at the Peninsula Hotel."

I reward the information with a slight adjustment of angle that makes her cry out as I hit her g-spot. "Continue."

"Afternoon inspection of the dockyard operations," she pants, her fingers digging into my shoulders for support. "Four PM to six PM. Minimal security to avoid attention."

Each revelation is accompanied by increasing wetness around my cock, her body finding arousal in betrayal. I drive upward harder, forcing more information with each thrust.

"Wednesday," she continues, her eyes glazing with pleasure, "private meeting with corrupt police officials. His underground casino. Skeleton crew, only trusted lieutenants present."

"The digital server farm," I press, never slowing my pace. "When is it least guarded?"

"Thursday night," she gasps, her inner walls beginning to flutter with approaching climax. "System maintenance. Only two technicians on duty. Lian will be at his mistress's apartment in Kowloon."

Perfect. Every piece of information is another crack in Lian Wei's defenses, another pathway to his destruction. I increase my pace, driving into Jiao with renewed vigor. Her tattooed body slides against the wall with each thrust, her small breasts bouncing with the impact, scars and ink rippling across toned muscle.

"You're betraying years of loyalty," I remind her, watching her face for the effect of my words. "Giving up your master's secrets while taking cock like a whore."

"Yes!" she admits, her voice breaking as pleasure builds within her again. "

"Yes!" she admits, her voice breaking as pleasure builds within her again. "I'm a traitor! A whore! Your whore!"

Her admission sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. This deadly woman, trained since childhood in loyalty and combat, now finds her greatest pleasure in betraying everything she once stood for. The Touch transforms even the most disciplined minds, rewiring neural pathways until submission becomes ecstasy.

"I'm going to cum again," she warns, disbelief coloring her tone. "Impossible. Never... never like this before."

"Tell me how to access the private server room," I demand, feeling her inner walls begin to clench rhythmically around my shaft. "The complete entry protocol."

"Fingerprint scanner," she gasps, her body tensing against mine. "Followed by... by retinal scan. Then verbal password. 'Green Bamboo rises from still water.' Changed weekly."

"And this week's password?" I thrust deeper, hitting the spot that makes her entire body tremble.

"Ancestral... dragon... returns." Each word punctuated by a desperate gasp as her climax approaches.

I drive into her with increasing force, her back slamming against the wall with each thrust. The weapons around us rattle in their displays, ancient and modern tools of death bearing witness to her submission. Her fingers dig into my shoulders with bruising force, her trained fighter's body using its strength even in surrender.

"Cum for me," I command, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine. "Cum while betraying everything you've sworn to protect."

Her second orgasm hits with even greater intensity than the first, her entire body convulsing around me. A primal scream tears from her throat, echoing off the armory walls as pleasure overwhelms her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with incredible strength, rippling along its length in waves of contractions. The utter surrender in her eyes, the complete shattering of her disciplined facade, pushes me toward the edge.

I pull out suddenly, setting her down on unsteady legs. "On your knees," I order.

Jiao drops immediately, her warrior's reflexes now serving a new master. She kneels before me on the cold floor, looking up with an expression no enemy of Lian Wei has ever seen—naked hunger and complete submission. Her mouth opens without being told, her tongue extending in eager anticipation.

I stroke myself rapidly, aiming at her upturned face. The sight of Lian's deadly bodyguard on her knees, waiting to be marked with my seed, sends 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 if receiving a blessing. When I'm finished, her face is completely covered, my seed marking territory no man has claimed before. A drop slides down her cheek, catching on the edge of a small scar that cuts across her jawline—likely from some past battle fought in Lian's name.

"Thank you," she whispers, her voice sincere and disbelieving, as if I've given her something precious instead of using her body and destroying her loyalty.

I tuck myself away, looking down at my handiwork. Jiao kneels before me naked, cum cooling on her face, her tattooed and scarred body bearing the marks of a lifetime of violence now punctuated by the bruises of my possession. Her short hair is disheveled, her breathing still uneven from exertion. The perfect image of a warrior broken and remade.

"You belong to me now," I tell her, watching her nod in immediate agreement. "Your loyalty, your body, your skills—all mine to command."

"Yes," she agrees without hesitation. "Completely yours."

"Clean yourself up," I instruct, already thinking through the implications of the information she's provided. "Then return to your duties. Act normally. No one can suspect what's happened between us."

She rises with the fluid grace of a trained fighter, her naked body moving with economy and purpose despite what we've just done. Unlike my other conquests, Jiao doesn't seem confused or conflicted by her new loyalty—the Touch has simply redirected her existing dedication from Lian to me, her disciplined mind adapting to its new programming with efficient acceptance.

As she gathers her scattered clothing, I mentally update my plan of attack. The dockyard inspection tomorrow provides an opportunity to access Lian's physical operations. The system maintenance on Thursday offers an opening to his digital empire. And with both his wife and his bodyguard now mine to command, his personal spaces are completely compromised.

Lian Wei built his criminal empire through fear, technology, and absolute loyalty. He never considered that loyalty could be rewired, turned against him by a touch and a supernatural gift. The mighty Dragon Head, who believes himself untouchable behind his armies and firewalls, has already lost—he just doesn't know it yet.

The hunt continues, and I never lose.


Chapter 4

Lian Wei's office breathes power and restraint—ancient jade artifacts displayed alongside cutting-edge technology, floor-to-ceiling windows offering a god's-eye view of Hong Kong while bulletproof glass ensures his isolation from it. I sink deeper into the hand-crafted leather chair across from his minimalist desk, playing the role of eager American investor while mentally cataloguing every security feature, every potential weakness.

Two days of careful infiltration, two women already mine, and now I'm sitting in the dragon's lair, watching how he maintains his power. Perfect timing, as the door opens to reveal two stone-faced guards dragging a terrified man between them.

"My apologies, Mr. Hammer," Lian says, his voice carrying the precise cadence of English learned at British boarding schools. "A small matter requires my attention. I hope you don't mind observing. It may provide... context for our potential partnership."

"By all means," I reply, settling back with practiced nonchalance. "I believe you can learn more about a man by watching how he handles problems than from any business proposal."

Lian's lips curve slightly—not quite a smile, more an acknowledgment that we understand each other. He nods to the guards, who force the trembling lieutenant to his knees in the center of the office's expansive floor. The man's expensive suit is rumpled, a fresh bruise blooming on his left cheekbone. His eyes dart frantically around the room, momentarily landing on me before fixing on Lian with naked terror.

The contrast between the kneeling man's panic and Lian's serene composure is striking. Lian meticulously prepares a cup of tea from an antique set positioned on a side table, his movements unhurried and precise. The ritual stretches for nearly a minute—hot water poured over leaves, steam rising like ghost fingers, delicate cup lifted to his lips for a contemplative sip. Only then does he acknowledge the man kneeling before him.

"Zhang tells me you've been creative with the accounting at the Kowloon warehouse," Lian says, his tone conversational, as if discussing the weather. "Specifically, that approximately three percent of our merchandise has been disappearing before reaching distribution channels."

"Master Wei," the lieutenant gasps, his voice breaking. "There's been a terrible misunderstanding. I would never—"

Lian raises a single finger, silencing the man instantly. The power dynamic is fascinating to watch—this criminal empire operates with the disciplined hierarchy of a centuries-old royal court. I've seen this before with Sterling, with Wei, with every man who builds a kingdom on fear and maintains it through ritual. They never realize that rituals can be subverted, hierarchies infiltrated. Usually through the women they underestimate.

"Your loyalty has been valuable," Lian continues, taking another unhurried sip of tea. "Twelve years of service. Present at my father's funeral. A respected voice in our organization." He places the cup down with exquisite care. "This makes your betrayal particularly... disappointing."

"Please," the man begs, actual tears forming now. "My daughter's medical treatments—I needed the money for specialists in America. I was desperate. I would have repaid everything once she recovered."

I watch Lian's face for any flicker of emotion—sympathy, anger, anything. Nothing breaks through his mask of tranquil indifference. This is a man who has mastered the art of emotional control, who understands that true power lies in being unreadable to those who serve you.

"Your daughter's condition is known to me," Lian states flatly. "Had you come directly and explained your situation, arrangements could have been made. Generous arrangements. The organization rewards loyalty and honesty."

The lieutenant's face crumples with the realization of his mistake. Hope flickers briefly in his eyes. "Master Wei, I—"

"But you chose deception," Lian interrupts, his voice remaining perfectly even. "You chose to steal rather than ask. This indicates a fundamental character flaw that cannot be overlooked."

I lean forward slightly, studying Lian's technique. Unlike the typical Western criminal's need for dramatic punishment, Lian's approach is surgical. He dismantles the man's excuses with logical precision while maintaining perfect emotional distance. It's impressive in its efficiency, though ultimately just another form of control that will fail against my particular talents.

"My family has served yours for generations," the lieutenant pleads, prostrating himself now, forehead touching the polished floor. "My father stood with your father during the Triad wars. My brother died protecting your shipment in Taiwan. Please, one mistake should not erase a lifetime of loyalty."

Lian considers this, tilting his head slightly as if weighing the argument. For a moment, the lieutenant's breathing steadies, hope returning to his features. Then Lian reaches for his teacup again, taking another measured sip before setting it down with finality.

"One mistake?" Lian queries softly. "I had my people examine all accounts under your supervision for the past three years." He lets the words hang in the air, their implication clear. "This was not one mistake. This was a pattern of betrayal, hidden beneath our trust in your family's name."

The lieutenant collapses completely, all pretense of dignity abandoned. "My daughter will die without treatment," he sobs. "I beg you, if not for me, then for her. She's innocent in this."

Lian's expression doesn't change, but he makes a small gesture with his hand. One of the guards steps forward, placing a smartphone on the desk. Lian activates it with a touch, turning it toward the lieutenant. From my position, I can just make out what appears to be a hospital room, a young girl connected to various machines.

"Your daughter has already been transferred to Johns Hopkins," Lian informs him calmly. "Her treatment began yesterday. The best specialists have been retained. Her mother is with her now."

Relief and confusion battle across the lieutenant's face. "Thank you, Master Wei. Your mercy—"

"This is not mercy," Lian cuts him off. "This is respect for your father's memory and recognition of your brother's sacrifice. Your daughter will want for nothing. Her future is secured." He nods almost imperceptibly to the guards. "Yours, however, is not."

The guards move with practiced efficiency, hauling the man to his feet. There is no struggle, only resignation now. The lieutenant seems to age decades in moments, his shoulders slumping, his gaze fixed on the floor.

"Your daughter will be told you died honorably," Lian adds, already turning his attention back to me, as if the matter is concluded. "A generous fiction she can carry throughout her life."

As the guards drag the man toward the door, Lian lifts his teacup again, his expression unchanged, his composure perfect. The door closes behind them with a soft click that somehow carries the weight of a tomb sealing shut.

"Now, Mr. Hammer," Lian says, setting his cup down and turning his full attention to me. "Let's continue our discussion about your investment opportunities."

I smile, matching his calm demeanor while internally calculating how thoroughly I'll dismantle everything this man has built. Lian Wei maintains control through fear cloaked in tradition, through calculated violence disguised as justice. He believes himself untouchable, his empire secured through discipline and loyalty.

He has no idea that I've already breached his inner defenses, that his wife moans my name in her private dojo, that his bodyguard betrays his secrets between gasps of pleasure, that his technical security is hours away from complete compromise. Like Sterling before him, Lian Wei is already defeated—he just doesn't know it yet.

"Yes," I agree smoothly. "Let's talk about the future of your organization."


Chapter 5

The night air rushes around me as I step onto the private helipad, seventy stories above the Hong Kong streets. The wind carries the scent of the harbor mixed with the electric promise of approaching rain.

Ming-Na waits by the safety rail, a silhouette against the neon constellation of the city below. Her hair, usually perfectly styled, whips around her face in the high-altitude wind. In her hands, a bundle of red silk ropes catches the ambient light of the city—an offering, a surrender, another piece of Lian's world now mine to command.

"You came," she says, her voice carrying a hint of disbelief despite the Touch's complete rewiring of her desires. "I wasn't sure you would risk it."

I move toward her with unhurried confidence, knowing she'll wait, knowing she has no choice but to wait. The helipad stretches before me, a concrete island in the sky with the glittering metropolis spread out in every direction.

We're exposed here—to security cameras, to passing helicopters, to neighboring buildings with their countless windows. The danger only heightens the appeal of what we're about to do.

"Lian has a meeting with the Harbor Commissioner," she explains, her eyes darting nervously to the access door. "He'll be gone for at least two hours, but if anyone saw me coming up here..."

"You're afraid," I observe, now standing close enough to feel the heat radiating from her body. "Good. Fear sharpens pleasure."

She shivers, but not from the wind. "I brought these," she says, extending the bundle of silk ropes. "Traditional Shibari ropes. Lian doesn't know I have them."

I take the offering, running the smooth material through my fingers. The silk is expensive, dyed the deep red of Chinese celebrations and good fortune. How fitting that I'll use them to bind the wife of the Dragon Head, to claim her in the most exposed location possible.

"Turn around," I command, and she obeys instantly, presenting her back to me.

She wears a simple black dress that hugs every curve of her athletic body, the fabric thin enough that I can see she's wearing nothing underneath. The Touch ensures her complete submission, but there's genuine anticipation in the way she holds her breath as I begin.

I grasp her wrists, pulling them behind her back with enough force to make her gasp. The first loop of silk encircles both wrists, binding them together with practiced efficiency. I weave the rope in intricate patterns, creating a web of red against her olive skin. Each tug tightens her bonds, each knot secures her further to my will. Her breathing quickens with each passing moment.

"Please," she whispers, her voice nearly lost in the wind. "Someone might see."

"They might," I agree, finishing the binding of her wrists with a final knot. "The wife of the great Lian Wei, bound and about to be fucked on her husband's private helipad. What would the business community think? What would the Triad elders say?"

She moans at my words, the Touch transforming her fear of exposure into arousal. I guide her toward the safety rail that encircles the helipad, positioning her so she faces outward, toward the vast urban expanse. With deliberate movements, I secure the remaining length of rope to the rail, effectively tethering her in place.

"What are you doing?" she asks, a tremor of genuine alarm in her voice.

"Making sure you can't escape," I explain, testing the knots. "Making sure you remember this night every time you look out over the city."

With the rope secure, I position myself behind her, running my hands up her sides, feeling the trembling of her body beneath the thin fabric. I reach the neckline of her dress and tear downward with sudden violence. The expensive material gives way easily, splitting down the back to reveal her naked flesh. I continue tearing until the dress hangs in tatters from her bound arms, leaving her completely exposed to the night air and the distant eyes of the city.

"Oh god," she gasps as the cool wind caresses her naked skin. "Someone will see."

"I hope they do," I growl into her ear, pressing my clothed body against her bare back. "I hope they watch as I take what belongs to Lian Wei."

I kick her legs farther apart, forcing her to widen her stance. The position bends her forward slightly, presenting her ass and pussy to me while giving her a vertiginous view of the seventy-story drop beyond the safety rail. My hand finds her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely.

"Look down," I command, tightening my grip on her throat. "Look at all the people who might glance up and see the great Lian Wei's wife being fucked like a common whore."

She obeys, a whimper escaping her lips as she takes in the dizzying height. Her pulse races beneath my fingers, fear and arousal creating a potent cocktail in her bloodstream. I release her throat to unzip my pants, freeing my already hard cock. Without warning or preparation, I thrust forward, burying myself inside her in one brutal stroke.

"Fuck!" she cries out, the sound carrying across the open air of the helipad. "Oh god, yes!"

I establish an immediate rhythm, each thrust pushing her against the safety rail, each withdrawal threatening to pull her back from the edge. The danger of our position, the exposure to the entire city, the betrayal of her husband—all combine to make her pussy clench around me with incredible tightness. She's soaking wet, her body's response to danger completely rewired by the Touch.

"This is what you needed all along," I taunt, grabbing a fistful of her wind-whipped hair and yanking her head back sharply. "Not meditation. Not your dojo. Just a real man to put you in your place."

My free hand moves back to her throat, applying pressure that makes her gasp for each breath. The combination of restricted oxygen and the relentless pounding of my cock drives her rapidly toward climax. Her bound hands clench into fists behind her back, nails digging into her own palms as pleasure builds within her.

"I'm going to cum," she warns, her voice strained by my grip on her throat. "Please, may I cum with your cock inside me?"

I increase the pressure on her throat slightly, feeling her pulse race beneath my fingers. "Not yet," I deny her, slowing my pace torturously. "Not until I say so."

A desperate whimper escapes her lips as I maintain the slower rhythm, keeping her on the edge without allowing her to fall over. The city lights reflect in the sweat that has formed on her naked skin despite the cool night air. From a distance, we might appear as lovers enjoying a romantic moment overlooking Hong Kong—only a closer view would reveal the truth of her bondage, her nakedness, her complete submission.

"Please," she begs again, trying to push back against me to increase the friction. "I need it. I'll do anything."

"Anything?" I prompt, giving her hair another sharp tug that forces her to arch her back painfully. "Would you betray Lian completely? Give me everything I need to destroy him?"

"Yes!" she cries without hesitation, the Touch ensuring her immediate compliance. "Everything! Anything! Just let me cum!"

Her answer sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. I resume my previous pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. My grip on her throat tightens further, restricting her breathing to shallow gasps. Her eyes begin to roll back slightly, the combined assault of pleasure and oxygen deprivation overwhelming her senses.

"Cum for me," I finally permit, feeling her inner walls begin to flutter around my shaft. "Cum while betraying your husband with the entire city as witness."

The permission shatters what little control she has left. Ming-Na's orgasm hits with explosive force, her entire body convulsing against the safety rail. A primal scream tears from her restricted throat, carrying across the open air of the helipad and possibly to neighboring buildings. Her pussy clamps down around my cock with rhythmic contractions, milking me with surprising strength.

I maintain my brutal pace through her climax, watching her aristocratic features contort with pleasure too intense to process. My hand remains firm around her throat, my grip in her hair unyielding, forcing her to experience every sensation with heightened intensity. The perfect wife of the Dragon Head, coming undone completely at my command.

As her spasms begin to subside, I slow my pace but don't stop. I have no intention of finishing yet—this night has just begun, and Ming-Na's submission has many more levels to explore.

I pull back slightly, my cock still buried deep inside Ming-Na, and raise my right hand. Without warning, I bring it down hard against her exposed ass cheek. The sharp crack of flesh meeting flesh echoes across the helipad, momentarily drowning out the distant city sounds. Ming-Na jerks forward against the safety rail, a shocked gasp escaping her lips. Before she can recover, I deliver another blow to the opposite cheek, watching as the perfect olive skin reddens beneath my palm.

"Count them," I command, establishing a rhythm of sharp slaps that echo in the night air. "I want to hear the wife of the great Dragon Head thank me for each one."

"One," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around my cock with each impact. "Thank you."

I bring my hand down harder, watching the ripple effect through her flesh. The red handprints overlap, creating a deepening blush across her skin that matches the silk ropes binding her wrists.

"Two! Thank you!" Her voice carries a note of surprised pleasure, the pain transforming into arousal through the Touch's rewiring of her neural pathways.

I continue the methodical spanking, each blow slightly harder than the last, forcing her to count each one. By the tenth strike, tears stream down her face, visible even in the dim light reflecting from the city below. Yet her pussy grows wetter with each impact, gripping my cock with increasing enthusiasm as I remain motionless inside her.

"Look at you," I taunt, delivering a particularly hard slap that makes her entire body jerk forward. "The elegant Mrs. Wei, ass exposed seventy stories above Hong Kong, being spanked like a disobedient whore while her husband meets with business associates."

"Eleven! Thank you!" she cries, her voice breaking with emotion. The humiliation and exposure heighten her arousal, just as the Touch ensures they will.

I pause to admire my handiwork—her once-perfect ass now a canvas of overlapping red handprints, the skin hot to the touch and visibly throbbing. My fingers trace the marks possessively, another territory claimed, another piece of Lian's world now bearing my signature.

"What would the Hong Kong elite think if they could see you now?" I continue, resuming a slower, more deliberate pace of spanking. "The criminal queen of Hong Kong, begging to be used by her husband's enemy. Nothing but a public whore, displayed for anyone with binoculars or a telescope to see."

"Fifteen! Thank you!" Ming-Na's response is immediate, her shame at the degradation transforming directly into heightened pleasure. "Please, I need more!"

"More what?" I demand, slipping my fingers between her legs to feel the abundant wetness there. "More cock? More pain? Be specific, whore."

"Everything," she pleads, pushing back against my hand. "Fuck me harder. Hurt me more. Use me completely."

I withdraw my fingers and grab her hips with bruising force, resuming the brutal pace I'd established earlier. Each thrust drives my cock deep inside her, the angle allowing me to hit spots that make her entire body tremble. The safety rail creaks slightly under the force of our movements, a reminder of the dizzying height and the danger inherent in our position.

"This is what you were made for," I growl, reaching forward to grab a fistful of her hair again. "Not to be the respected wife of a powerful man. Just to be a set of holes for real men to use."

"Yes," she agrees immediately, the Touch ensuring her complete surrender to my narrative. "Just holes for you. Only for you."

I yank her head back sharply while simultaneously driving deeper inside her. The position forces her to arch her back painfully, creating a beautiful curve from her bound wrists to her exposed throat. My free hand wraps around that throat again, applying pressure that makes her gasping breaths audible even over the wind that whips around us.

"Harder," she begs through restricted airways. "Choke me harder. I need it."

I comply, tightening my grip until I feel her pulse racing beneath my fingers. Her oxygen-deprived brain creates a euphoria that enhances every sensation, making her pussy clench around me with increasing urgency. My hips establish a punishing rhythm that has her entire body jerking forward with each thrust, only my grip on her throat and hair keeping her from colliding with the safety rail.

"Does Lian ever fuck you like this?" I taunt, knowing the answer before she gives it. "Does the great Dragon Head know his wife needs to be used like a worthless whore to truly cum?"

"No," she gasps between restricted breaths. "Never. Only you. Only you understand what I need."

The confession sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. Another powerful man's most intimate relationship revealed as inadequate, another empire being dismantled from within. I increase my pace, driving into Ming-Na with enough force to make the entire safety rail vibrate with each impact.

"Scream for me," I command, releasing her throat enough to allow full vocalization. "Let the whole city hear who you really belong to."

The permission shatters her remaining inhibitions. Ming-Na's scream tears through the night air, raw and primal, carrying far beyond the confines of the helipad. Anyone in neighboring buildings, anyone in passing helicopters, anyone looking up at the right moment would hear the undisguised sound of a woman being fucked beyond the limits of control.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my relentless pace. "Louder. Let Lian hear you from across the city."

She complies, each thrust forcing another scream from her throat, each cry more desperate than the last. Her inner walls flutter around my shaft, announcing an approaching orgasm. I slip two fingers into her mouth, forcing them deep enough to make her gag slightly. She sucks them instinctively, another hole filled, another way to serve.

"You're going to cum again," I inform her, feeling the telltale contractions beginning around my cock. "And this time, I'm going to watch your face while you do it."

I withdraw suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping. In one fluid motion, I spin her around to face me, the ropes binding her to the railing now twisted but still secure. Her expression is transformed by pleasure and submission—makeup ruined by tears, eyes glazed, lips swollen from biting them to control her screams.

"On your knees," I command.

She struggles to comply, hampered by the bonds that secure her to the railing. Eventually she manages to kneel on the hard concrete of the helipad, her naked body displayed against the backdrop of Hong Kong's glittering skyline. The position forces her arms into an uncomfortable angle behind her, pushing her breasts forward as if in offering.

I stand before her, stroking my cock, still slick with her arousal. From this angle, the power dynamic is perfectly clear—Ming-Na Wei, wife of the most feared man in Hong Kong, kneeling bound and naked seventy stories above the city she once ruled alongside her husband, waiting eagerly for my seed.

"Look at me," I demand, increasing the speed of my strokes. "Don't you dare close your eyes."

Her gaze locks with mine, complete submission radiating from those dark depths. Her lips part slightly in anticipation, her tongue darting out to moisten them. The sight of her—powerful, beautiful, completely conquered—pushes me rapidly toward the edge.

"This is what you are now," I tell her, my release building. "My property. My conquest. Living only to serve my pleasure."

"Yes," she agrees without hesitation, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Yours completely. Mark me. Please."

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her left cheek with enough power to make her flinch slightly. I aim deliberately, painting her face and breasts with thick white streaks that gleam in the ambient light of the city below. She remains perfectly still throughout, accepting each spurt as a blessing, her eyes never leaving mine.

When I finish, her face and chest are completely covered, my seed marking territory that once belonged exclusively to Lian Wei. A drop slides down between her breasts, catching momentarily in the dip of her navel before continuing its journey downward. The sight is perfect—Ming-Na transformed from respected wife to marked property, the Hong Kong skyline bearing witness to her complete surrender.

For a long moment, I simply admire my handiwork, considering leaving her like this—bound to the safety rail, naked, covered in my seed, for anyone to discover. The ultimate insult to Lian Wei, the perfect demonstration of my power over his world. The cruelty of the idea appeals to the darkness within me.

But practicality wins out. There's still more I need from Ming-Na, more ways she can help dismantle her husband's empire from within. Reluctantly, I kneel to untie the knots securing her to the railing, careful not to smear the evidence of our encounter that decorates her skin.

"Clean yourself up," I instruct as the final knot comes undone, freeing her wrists. "But leave enough of my scent on you that anyone who gets close will know exactly what you've been doing."

"Yes," she agrees, rising unsteadily to her feet, making no move to cover herself despite her nakedness. "Thank you for using me."

As she gathers the tattered remains of her dress, attempting to fashion some minimal covering for her return through the building, I tuck myself away and straighten my clothes. The Hong Kong night stretches before us, the city unaware that one of its most powerful couples has been fractured beyond repair, that the mighty Dragon Head's reign is approaching its end.

And this is just the beginning of what I have planned for Lian Wei's empire.


Chapter 6

The server room hums with the electronic heartbeat of Lian Wei's empire—rows of blinking lights, the soft whir of cooling fans, and the faint scent of ozone creating a technological womb that cradles his most valuable secrets. I move through the space with purposeful steps, my eyes cataloguing the security measures while my mind calculates which systems will need to be compromised first.

According to Jiao's intelligence, the main server containing Lian's financial records should be in the northeast corner, behind a secondary firewall that requires specialized access. And guarding that digital treasure trove is Lin, the young tech genius whose slender fingers dance across keyboards with the same precision that Lian's enforcers wield their blades.

She doesn't notice me at first, too absorbed in whatever code scrolls across her multiple monitors. Her appearance matches Ming-Na's description perfectly—early twenties, petite frame draped in an oversized hoodie despite the controlled temperature of the server room, black-rimmed glasses perched on a delicate nose, and hair pulled back in a messy bun that suggests appearance is secondary to function. This is a mind that lives in digital landscapes, that finds beauty in elegant code rather than social graces.

"Mr. Hammer," Lin says without looking away from her screen, her voice carrying the slight monotone of someone more comfortable with machines than people. "You don't have clearance to be in this section."

"Lian mentioned you were upgrading the security protocols," I lie smoothly, moving closer to her workstation. "I have some expertise in quantum encryption that might be valuable to your implementation."

This gets her attention. She swivels in her chair, eyes narrowing slightly as she assesses me. Behind the thick frames of her glasses, her eyes are surprisingly sharp and intelligent.

"Quantum encryption?" She sounds skeptical but interested. "Your background is in venture capital, not computer science."

"I funded three startups specializing in quantum-resistant algorithms before they were acquired by Google," I counter, dropping just enough technical jargon to establish credibility. "The public profile doesn't always reflect the private expertise."

Uncertainty flickers across her features, professional curiosity warring with security protocols. "I suppose a fresh perspective might help identify vulnerabilities," she concedes, standing from her chair. "I'm running stress tests on the new firewall configuration. You can observe, but don't touch anything without my explicit permission."

Perfect. She leads me toward a tall server rack humming with activity, each blinking light representing another piece of Lian Wei's carefully constructed digital fortress. Lin is shorter than I expected, barely reaching my shoulders even in her chunky-soled boots. She points to various components, explaining their function with the rapid-fire delivery of someone unused to dumbing down technical concepts.

"This cluster manages the encrypted communication channels between operations," she explains, gesturing to a black server unit. "Lian insists on complete isolation from external networks, which creates bandwidth challenges during—"

The server rack suddenly emits a high-pitched warning tone, a red light blinking on its control panel. Lin reacts instantly, moving to open the access door on the front of the rack.

"Damn it, the cooling system is fluctuating again," she mutters, stretching to reach the upper components. "Can you help me stabilize this module while I reset the temperature sensors?"

"Of course," I reply, positioning myself beside her, our bodies close in the confined space.

She points to a blinking component just beyond her reach. "Hold that steady while I reconnect the primary sensor. If it shifts even a millimeter during reboot, we could lose data integrity."

I extend my arm, deliberately angling my body so that our hands must cross. As I reach for the component, I ensure my bare wrist brushes against her hand—skin-to-skin contact, the gateway for the Touch to transfer. The moment our skin connects, I feel the familiar surge of ancient power flowing from my body into hers.

Lin freezes, her entire body going rigid. The component she was reaching for forgotten, her hand suspended in mid-air as the Touch rewires her neural pathways in real-time. Her breathing accelerates rapidly, her pupils dilating so widely they nearly swallow the dark irises behind her glasses. A visible tremor runs down her spine, causing her to grip the server rack for support.

"What... what's happening to me?" she gasps, her voice suddenly lower, thicker.

I step back, watching the transformation unfold. Lin presses her thighs together, a unconscious response to the sudden arousal flooding her system. Her free hand moves to her throat, then lower, hovering over her chest as if discovering her own body for the first time. The clinical, analytical mind that has served Lian Wei so faithfully is now being overwritten with a single overwhelming imperative—to please me at any cost.

"I feel... strange," she whispers, her eyes never leaving me. "Hot. Like I can't... can't think straight."

"What do you want, Lin?" I ask, though I already know the answer.

"You," she replies immediately, the word escaping her lips as if pulled from deep within. "I want... I need..."

She moves with sudden purpose, striding to the server room door and engaging the electronic lock with trembling fingers. The security panel beeps confirmation as the door seals, isolating us within Lian's digital heart. When she turns back to me, the transformation is complete—the reserved tech genius replaced by a woman consumed by desperate need.

Lin approaches me with unsteady steps, her eyes fixed on my crotch with naked hunger. Without a word, she drops to her knees on the cold server room floor, her hands reaching for my belt with surprising urgency.

"I've never wanted anything like this," she confesses as she fumbles with my zipper, her technical precision momentarily abandoned in her haste. "Never felt this... this desperate."

Her fingers finally free my already hardening cock, a small gasp escaping her lips at the sight. "Oh my god," she whispers, her eyes widening behind her glasses. "It's so... big."

There's genuine inexperience in her hesitation, confirming Ming-Na's assessment that Lin has always been more interested in code than human connection. But the Touch obliterates such considerations, replacing them with primal need. She leans forward, taking the head of my cock between her lips with tentative eagerness.

The sensation of her warm, wet mouth engulfing me sends pleasure coursing through my body. Lin may lack experience, but the Touch ensures her enthusiastic compensation for technical skill. She takes me deeper, gagging slightly as I hit the back of her throat, but instead of retreating, she pushes forward, determined to accommodate more.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her hair, dislodging the messy bun until dark strands fall around her face. "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 she begins to establish a rhythm, her head bobbing with increasing confidence. Saliva builds quickly, overflowing from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin in glistening rivulets.

The sounds she makes are exquisite—wet, sloppy, eager—filling the server room with an obscene soundtrack that contrasts sharply with the ordered electronic hum. Her blowjob grows messier by the minute, her inexperience resulting in an abundance of saliva that coats my shaft and balls.

I maintain my grip in her hair, guiding her movements, setting a pace that pushes her limits without breaking her. Her glasses begin to fog from the heat and exertion, adding to the erotic image of the transformed tech expert. Through the misted lenses, I can see tears forming from the effort of taking me deeper, creating dark streaks of mascara down her flushed cheeks.

"Look at me," I command, using my grip in her hair to tilt her face upward. "Show me those eyes while you worship my cock."

She obeys instantly, her gaze locking with mine even as she continues her enthusiastic ministrations. The complete surrender in her expression is perfect—the brilliant mind that protected Lian Wei's digital empire now focused entirely on providing me pleasure. Another of his defenses breached, another loyal servant turned against him.

Lin's technique improves 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. Her hands join the effort, one gently massaging my balls while the other strokes the base of my shaft in coordination with her mouth.

"You're a natural cocksucker," I praise, watching her eyes light up at the degrading compliment. "Who would have thought Lian's digital guardian 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 oversized hoodie, 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. The contrast between her previous focused, analytical demeanor and the cock-hungry slut currently on her knees before me is exquisite. Another of Lian's loyal employees corrupted, another piece in his destruction falling into place.

I pull Lin to her feet, her body swaying slightly, drunk on the new sensations the Touch has unlocked within her. Her glasses sit askew on her flushed face, fogged and smeared from her enthusiastic service. Without speaking, I guide her backward until she bumps against a low server rack, its lights blinking in rhythmic patterns like an electronic heartbeat. The irony isn't lost on me—the very machines she's dedicated her life to protecting will now witness her complete surrender, her betrayal of everything she's built for Lian Wei.

"I need more," she whispers, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking I've just given her. "Please, I feel so empty."

"On the rack," I command, lifting her petite form with ease and depositing her on the edge of the server unit. Equipment worth millions shifts beneath her weight, status lights flickering in protest at this unorthodox use of hardware.

Lin's hands move to her leggings, pushing them down with frantic urgency. Beneath the oversized hoodie that marks her as a typical tech worker, she wears simple black cotton panties—the practical underwear of someone who values function over appearance. I tear them aside with one rough motion, exposing her to my gaze.

Her body has the unrefined beauty of youth and neglect—small breasts visible through her thin t-shirt, slender waist, and modest hips. She's soaking wet, her arousal glistening on her inner thighs, her body betraying how completely the Touch has rewired her desires. The contrast between her current state and the focused professional who stood here minutes ago is stark and satisfying.

"I shouldn't want this," she whispers, even as she spreads her legs wider in invitation. "I've dedicated my life to protecting these systems. To protecting Lian."

Her confession of loyalty 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 dedicated to me 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—likely as inexperienced as she appears—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, 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 Ming-Na, I give Lin 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 server rack creaks beneath us, the sensitive equipment vibrating with each impact. Warning lights begin to flash on nearby panels, the physical invasion of their guardian causing digital distress throughout the system.

"Now," I say, never slowing my pace, "tell me about Lian's primary firewall."

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 firewall uses a hybrid encryption protocol," she gasps between thrusts, her body responding to the request for betrayal with increased arousal. "We developed it in-house. No commercial equivalent."

I angle my hips to hit a spot that makes her entire body jerk, her inner walls clenching around me in response. "And the master password?"

"3r4G0n_F1r3_88," she moans, her eyes rolling back slightly as pleasure overwhelms her. "Changed monthly based on a mathematical sequence I designed. But you need biometric authentication too."

I maintain the angle that's clearly driving her wild, using her pleasure as leverage to extract more information. "Whose biometrics?"

"Lian's," she pants, her small breasts bouncing beneath her hoodie with each thrust. "And mine. Dual authentication. Retinal scan and... oh god, right there!"

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 cryptocurrency wallets?" I press, watching her face as she struggles to form coherent thoughts through the haze of pleasure. "Where are the cold storage keys?"

"Hidden partition," she gasps, her body beginning to tense beneath me. "Drive K. Encrypted with... with multi-layered authentication. Password is 'Phoenix_Emperor_Rising' plus the current date in reverse. The second 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 second 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 second key. Now."

"It's a physical key," she blurts, the words tumbling out in her desperation for release. "USB device in Lian's private safe. Behind the third panel in his meditation room. The combination is his father's death date—06-19-98."

The completeness of her betrayal pushes me closer to the edge. This brilliant young woman, hired for her technical genius and absolute loyalty, now giving up every secret she knows while being fucked on top of the very servers she was meant to protect. The Touch has transformed her from digital guardian 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 rack shift against the floor, warning alarms now blinking on multiple systems.

"The... the backup server farm," she moans, her body trembling beneath me. "In Macau. Underground facility beneath the Golden Dragon Casino. Access through maintenance elevator with keycard encoded to Lian's personal frequency. I can... I can duplicate it from my workstation."

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 everything you've built."

Permission granted, Lin'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 any security personnel if not for the server room's soundproofing. Her face transforms with pleasure, all pretense of professional focus 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 server rack 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—Lian's brilliant young tech expert 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.

"Get yourself cleaned up," I instruct, already moving toward her workstation where multiple monitors display the heart of Lian Wei's digital empire. "Then show me how to access those cryptocurrency wallets."

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

As she disappears into the adjacent bathroom, I turn my attention to the computers, typing in the first password she provided. The screen unlocks immediately, revealing directories of sensitive digital assets—the final piece of Lian Wei's empire now open to me. By tonight, I'll have everything I need to completely destroy him—financial records, cryptocurrency holdings, blackmail material, and digital infrastructure


Chapter 7

Lian Wei's mega-yacht gleams under the Macau night sky, a floating palace of excess anchored in the harbor like an obscene monument to criminal wealth. I prowl through the crowd of elite guests, each face a mask of privilege and corruption, while champagne flows and discreet servants slide between conversations carrying trays of exotic delicacies. The irony isn't lost on me—these people, who consider themselves untouchable, have no idea that the seeds of their destruction mingle among them in designer suits and evening gowns. My designer suit conceals the predator beneath, as I watch Lian holding court on the upper deck, his smug expression begging to be shattered like the crystal flutes that litter the polished tables.

Ming-Na catches my eye from across the deck, her body wrapped in a skin-tight red qipao that hugs every curve with possessive precision. The high collar accentuates her elegant neck, adorned with a strand of pearls that cost more than most people make in a year. She knows better than to acknowledge me beyond the flicker of submission that passes through her eyes—a private signal that despite standing by her husband's side, she belongs to me completely.

Lian raises his hand, the gesture silencing the murmur of conversation as effectively as a gunshot. The yacht's ambient lighting casts dramatic shadows across his angular features as he addresses his assembled guests.

"My friends," he begins, his voice carrying the precise cadence of power accustomed to being heeded. "Tonight we celebrate not just prosperity, but security."

A knowing chuckle ripples through the crowd. These people understand that in Lian's world, "security" means eliminating threats by any means necessary.

"A series of unfortunate incidents has attracted unwanted attention from authorities," he continues, his euphemism for the six execution-style murders that have dominated Hong Kong news cycles. "But I am pleased to announce that the matter is resolved. One of the students at my Kowloon dojo—a troubled young man with a history of violence—will be taking responsibility."

My jaw tightens, the only outward sign of the rage that flares behind my calculated expression. The "troubled young man" is undoubtedly innocent—a convenient scapegoat to absorb Lian's crimes.

"Police will discover evidence in his apartment tomorrow morning," Lian adds with a satisfied smile. "Case closed before it can disrupt our more lucrative ventures."

Applause breaks out, the sound of manicured hands celebrating an innocent life destroyed. I join in mechanically, my mind already calculating how this new depravity will factor into Lian's destruction.

As the crowd disperses back into clusters of conspiratorial conversation, I make my move. Navigating through the party with predatory focus, I intercept Ming-Na as she steps away from her husband's side, ostensibly to refresh her champagne.

"A word," I murmur, my fingers closing around her wrist with enough pressure to remind her of her place without leaving marks. "Now."

She doesn't resist as I guide her away from the main deck, down a corridor lined with mahogany and brass. Her breathing quickens, her body already responding to my proximity through the Touch's persistent rewiring of her desires.

"Jack," she whispers, a tremor of anticipation in her voice. "We shouldn't. Not here. Lian is—"

"Shut up," I cut her off, opening the door to the VIP cabin at the end of the hallway—a private sanctuary for Lian's most exclusive guests. "You know what you are."

The cabin is a study in ostentatious luxury—plush carpeting that swallows our footsteps, a king-sized bed with silk sheets, and floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of Macau's glittering skyline. I lock the door behind us, turning to face Ming-Na with an expression that makes her breath catch in her throat.

"Strip," I command, loosening my tie with deliberate slowness. "Everything except the pearls."

Her fingers tremble slightly as she reaches for the fastenings of her qipao, the Touch ensuring her immediate compliance despite whatever reservations might linger in her conscious mind. The silk rustles as it parts, revealing glimpses of olive skin beneath. She steps out of the dress with practiced grace, folding it carefully over a nearby chair—the ingrained habits of a woman raised to respect expensive things.

Her lingerie follows, black lace that contrasts beautifully with her skin, until she stands naked before me, the strand of pearls resting against her collarbones and between her breasts—the only decoration remaining on her perfect body. The yacht's gentle rocking creates subtle shifts in her stance, muscles adjusting unconsciously beneath smooth skin.

"On your knees," I order, unzipping my pants and freeing my already hardening cock. "Show me what the wife of the Dragon Head really is."

Ming-Na sinks to the plush carpet, her movements fluid despite the humiliation coloring her cheeks. The pearls swing slightly with her motion, tapping against her skin like a metronome counting the rhythm of her surrender.

"Open," I demand, stepping closer until my cock brushes against her lips. "Wider."

She obeys, her mouth stretching to accommodate me. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself past her lips and directly into her throat in one brutal movement. Her eyes widen in shock, tears instantly forming at the corners, but I don't ease up. My hands find purchase in her perfectly styled hair, destroying the careful arrangement as I establish a punishing rhythm.

"This is what you are now," I tell her, watching her mascara begin to run as tears streak down her flushed cheeks. "The great Lian Wei's wife, on her knees in her husband's yacht, choking on another man's cock."

Her throat constricts around me as she gags, the sound wet and desperate in the quiet cabin. Saliva builds quickly, overflowing from her stretched lips, running down her chin to drip onto the pearls and her naked breasts. I maintain my brutal pace, using her face like a masturbation tool while her hands rest submissively on her thighs, not daring to push against my invasion.

"Look at me," I command, tightening my grip in her hair to angle her tear-stained face upward. "I want to see your eyes while I fuck your throat."

She struggles to comply, her gaze locking with mine even as her body fights for air. The complete surrender in those dark depths is exquisite—the proud wife of Hong Kong's most feared criminal, reduced to a gagging mess at my feet. I thrust deeper, feeling the resistance at the back of her throat, then pushing past it until her nose presses against my pelvis.

The cabin door clicks open behind me, but I don't turn or slow my pace. I know exactly who it is—the Touch ensures that my collected women always find their way to me when needed.

"Perfect timing," I say, glancing over my shoulder at Elizabeth, her aristocratic features arranged in an expression of haughty desire. "Join us."

Elizabeth steps into the cabin, closing the door quietly behind her. Without hesitation, her fingers find the zipper of her designer gown, the expensive fabric sliding down her body to puddle at her feet. Unlike Ming-Na, she wears nothing underneath—already prepared for whatever use I might have for her.

"Magnificent," I comment, never slowing my assault on Ming-Na's throat. "The fallen Lady Sterling and the Dragon's wife. Both reduced to exactly what they should be."

Elizabeth approaches, her naked body luminous in the ambient light from the windows. Her aristocratic bearing remains even in her nudity—shoulders back, chin raised, moving with the practiced grace of generations of breeding. She stands beside Ming-Na, a study in contrasts—Western refinement against Eastern elegance, both equally conquered.

"How may I serve you?" Elizabeth asks, her British accent making the crude question sound almost proper.

Ming-Na makes a desperate choking sound as I continue using her throat, her eyes watering profusely now, makeup completely ruined. The pearls bounce against her skin with each thrust, an obscene counterpoint to her degradation. I smile at my handiwork—two powerful men's prized possessions, both now mine to command in every way imaginable.

I release Ming-Na's hair, allowing her a moment to gasp for air, mascara-tinged tears streaming down her flushed cheeks. Her chest heaves with desperate breaths, pearls bouncing against her skin with each inhalation. I turn my attention to Elizabeth, who stands naked beside us, her aristocratic posture a stark contrast to Ming-Na's disheveled submission.

"Show our Eastern friend how a British lady services another woman," I command, my cock still wet from Ming-Na's throat. "Make her cum while I fuck her face."

Elizabeth's lips curve into that patrician smile that once graced London society pages. "With pleasure," she purrs, her refined accent transforming the crude act to come into something almost elegant. She drops to her knees on the plush carpet beside Ming-Na, her pale skin luminous against the other woman's olive tones.

"Spread your legs," Elizabeth instructs Ming-Na, her aristocratic authority momentarily emerging before a glance at me reminds her of her place. "If it pleases you, Jack."

"Do it," I tell Ming-Na, grabbing her hair again to position her face before my cock. "Open yourself to Lady Sterling while you service me."

Ming-Na complies instantly, shifting her position to spread her knees wider on the carpet, her pussy already visibly wet from the humiliation of being throat-fucked. Elizabeth moves between her thighs with practiced grace, her chestnut hair falling forward as she lowers her face toward Ming-Na's center.

I thrust back into Ming-Na's mouth just as Elizabeth's tongue makes first contact with her pussy. The dual assault forces a muffled moan from Ming-Na's stretched lips, vibrations traveling along my shaft. I establish a brutal rhythm, watching Elizabeth's aristocratic features nuzzle between the Dragon's wife's thighs, her tongue moving in long, deliberate strokes.

"That's it," I encourage, never slowing my invasion of Ming-Na's throat. "The wife of a British lord eating out the wife of a Chinese crime lord—what would your husbands think?"

The degradation in my words sends a visible shudder through both women, the Touch ensuring that humiliation translates directly into increased arousal. Elizabeth's technique grows more enthusiastic, her tongue circling Ming-Na's clit before dipping lower to penetrate her entrance. Ming-Na's body responds immediately, her hips bucking slightly against Elizabeth's face even as I maintain my grip in her hair.

The contrast between them is exquisite—Elizabeth's pale, freckled shoulders and back curving as she works between Ming-Na's toned, olive thighs. The strand of pearls around Ming-Na's neck catches the cabin's ambient light, shifting with each thrust I deliver to her throat. Western aristocracy servicing Eastern criminal royalty, both serving me.

Ming-Na's throat constricts around my cock as her pleasure builds, her gag reflex triggering with each deep thrust. Saliva runs freely down her chin now, dripping onto her breasts and the expensive pearls. Her hands, which had remained obediently on her thighs, now move to grip Elizabeth's hair, guiding her more firmly against her pussy.

"Look at you," I taunt, watching Ming-Na's face contort with the conflicting sensations of being choked by my cock while Elizabeth's tongue works magic between her legs. "The perfect, composed wife of Lian Wei, face-fucked and eaten out on her husband's yacht."

Elizabeth glances up at me without interrupting her ministrations, her blue eyes seeking approval. I nod slightly, and she increases her efforts, bringing one hand up to slide two fingers inside Ming-Na while her tongue focuses on her clit. The sudden penetration makes Ming-Na's entire body jerk, a muffled cry vibrating around my shaft.

I pull out of Ming-Na's throat suddenly, leaving her gasping and disoriented. "On your back," I command, watching as she struggles to comply while Elizabeth continues pleasuring her. Ming-Na lies back on the plush carpet, legs spread wide, Elizabeth adjusting her position to maintain contact.

Kneeling between Ming-Na's legs, I push Elizabeth's face aside momentarily. "My turn," I tell her, positioning my cock at Ming-Na's entrance. Without gentleness, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one brutal stroke. The sensation is electric—her pussy incredibly tight and soaking wet, gripping my cock like a vise.

"Fuck!" Ming-Na cries out, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking, her accent thicker in her desperation. "So deep!"

Elizabeth watches with hungry eyes, her lips glistening with Ming-Na's arousal. "Keep her busy," I order, nodding toward Ming-Na's face.

Understanding immediately, Elizabeth straddles Ming-Na's face, lowering her aristocratic pussy to the other woman's mouth. Ming-Na begins licking without hesitation, the Touch ensuring her eager compliance. The sight drives me to increase my pace, pounding into Ming-Na with enough force to make her entire body shift on the carpet with each thrust.

"Perfect," I growl, watching Elizabeth's back arch as Ming-Na's tongue finds sensitive spots. "Two powerful men's wives, reduced to fucking each other for my entertainment."

After several minutes of relentless pounding, I withdraw from Ming-Na and move behind Elizabeth. "My turn with the British slut," I announce, grabbing her hips and pulling her back onto my cock in one fluid motion. Elizabeth gasps as I penetrate her, her pussy welcoming me with practiced ease.

"Oh god, yes," she moans, her refined accent making the crude words sound almost proper. "Fuck me, please."

I establish a brutal rhythm with Elizabeth, watching as she continues grinding against Ming-Na's face. The room fills with the obscene sounds of our coupling—wet slapping flesh, muffled moans, and the occasional creak of the yacht as it rocks gently in the harbor.

I alternate between them without warning, pulling out of Elizabeth to thrust back into Ming-Na, then returning to Elizabeth after a few strokes. The women become interchangeable receptacles for my pleasure, their bodies used at my whim. Each time I switch, the woman receiving my cock gasps with renewed pleasure while the other continues to use her mouth on whatever is presented to her.

"Both of you are going to cum for me," I command, settling into a rhythm with Ming-Na while Elizabeth kneels beside us, her fingers working her own clit as she watches. "Cum while betraying your husbands completely."

Ming-Na's body responds first, her inner walls clenching around my shaft with rippling contractions. Her back arches off the carpet, a scream tearing from her throat that would alert the entire yacht if not for the cabin's soundproofing. The strand of pearls tightens around her neck as she thrashes in pleasure, adding a light asphyxiation that intensifies her orgasm.

I pull out immediately, moving to Elizabeth who's on the edge from her own stimulation. Three hard thrusts are all it takes to send her over, her aristocratic features contorting with pleasure too intense to process. Her climax is more controlled than Ming-Na's—years of British reserve evident even in her surrender—but no less complete. Her pussy grips my cock with surprising strength, milking me with each contraction.

Both women lie before me in various states of dishevelment, chests heaving, bodies bearing the marks of my possession. Ming-Na's pearls, now tangled and wet with sweat, remain around her neck—a reminder of her status even in her degradation. Elizabeth's aristocratic poise has abandoned her completely, her legs splayed open without modesty, her makeup ruined.

"Side by side," I command, my voice thick with dark satisfaction as I survey the two conquered women before me. "On your backs, legs spread. I want to see both your cunts offered up to me at once."

They scramble to comply, arranging themselves on the plush carpet of Lian's VIP cabin, their bodies glistening with sweat in the dim light filtering through the yacht's panoramic windows. Ming-Na's olive skin contrasts beautifully with Elizabeth's porcelain complexion as they lie beside each other, both pairs of eyes fixed on my cock still wet from their combined juices.

"Perfect," I murmur, kneeling between them, appreciating the visual feast of these two powerful women laid out for my pleasure.

Elizabeth's aristocratic body speaks of generations of careful breeding—full breasts topped with pale pink nipples, a narrow waist flaring to gently rounded hips, and long legs that once carried her confidently through London's most exclusive social circles. Beside her, Ming-Na's athletic form showcases years of disciplined training—smaller, firmer breasts with darker nipples, toned stomach with subtle muscle definition, and powerful thighs that could easily crush a man's head but now spread wide in submissive offering.

The strand of pearls remains around Ming-Na's neck, now disheveled and tangled, some beads darkened with sweat and saliva. Elizabeth wears nothing—the former Lady Sterling completely stripped of all adornment, just as I've stripped her of dignity and pride.

"Touch each other," I order, positioning myself between Ming-Na's legs first. "I want to see the criminal queen and the aristocrat pleasuring each other while I fuck you both."

Their hands move obediently, reaching across the small space between them. Elizabeth's delicate fingers find Ming-Na's breast, circling the nipple with practiced precision while Ming-Na's hand slides down Elizabeth's stomach to cup her pussy. The Touch ensures their enthusiastic compliance, transforming what might have once been repulsion or hesitation into eager desire.

I thrust into Ming-Na without warning, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion that forces a gasp from her lips. Her inner walls clamp around me, still sensitive from her recent orgasm. Establishing a deep, punishing rhythm, I watch as her body jerks with each impact, her hand never leaving Elizabeth's pussy despite her own pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, watching Elizabeth's back arch as Ming-Na's fingers find her clit. "Show me how well you serve your new master."

After a dozen thrusts into Ming-Na, I withdraw suddenly and shift position, driving into Elizabeth without pause. She cries out, her British accent making even her moans sound refined despite the depraved circumstances. Her pussy welcomes me with silken heat, gripping my shaft with each withdrawal as if reluctant to let me go.

"Look at you both," I taunt, setting a brutal pace with Elizabeth while maintaining eye contact with Ming-Na. "The wife of a British lord and the wife of a Chinese crime lord, fingering each other like common whores while being used by the same cock."

Their responses are immediate—twin moans of shameful pleasure, their bodies responding to degradation with increased arousal. I continue alternating between them, giving each woman a series of hard, deep thrusts before switching to the other, never allowing either to build toward climax completely.

"Kiss each other," I demand, watching as they turn their heads toward one another, their lips meeting in an awkward but increasingly passionate exchange. "That's it. Show me how much you've forgotten your husbands."

Their kiss deepens as I continue switching between their bodies, my cock glistening with their combined wetness. Elizabeth's tongue dominates at first, her aristocratic assertiveness showing through, but Ming-Na soon matches her intensity. Their hands grow more adventurous, Elizabeth pinching Ming-Na's nipples while Ming-Na slides two fingers inside Elizabeth's pussy whenever my cock is busy elsewhere.

"Harder," I command, driving into Ming-Na with increased force that pushes her entire body upward, momentarily breaking their kiss. "Don't stop kissing. Don't stop touching."

They reconnect immediately, their mouths fused together with desperate need as I pound into Ming-Na with enough force to make her breasts bounce with each impact. The strand of pearls around her neck clicks rhythmically, keeping obscene time with my thrusts. When I switch to Elizabeth, Ming-Na's fingers replace my cock instantly, maintaining the relentless stimulation.

The contrast between their bodies grows more pronounced as their arousal builds—Ming-Na's olive skin flushing with a deep, dusky rose while Elizabeth's fair complexion turns a delicate pink that spreads from her cheeks down her neck to her heaving breasts. Their kiss grows sloppier, more desperate, saliva glistening on their chins as they devour each other with increasing hunger.

My pace increases as I alternate between them more rapidly now, giving each woman only three or four thrusts before switching to the other. The quick changes prevent either from climaxing while keeping both on the edge, their bodies trembling with need, their moans muffled by each other's mouths.

"Beg me," I demand, currently buried deep in Elizabeth's aristocratic pussy. "Both of you. Beg me to cum on you."

Elizabeth breaks the kiss first, her blue eyes glazed with pleasure and submission. "Please," she gasps, her refined accent completely at odds with her depraved position. "Please cum on me. Mark me. Use me."

Ming-Na joins immediately, her voice husky from earlier throat-fucking. "Yes, please. Cover us with your seed. We need it."

The perfect submission in their eyes, combined with the knowledge that I've completely conquered these two powerful women, pushes me rapidly toward the edge. I thrust into Ming-Na several more times, feeling my release building, then pull out and move quickly to position myself over Elizabeth's face.

"Open your mouth," I command, stroking my cock rapidly, the shaft slick with both women's juices. "Eyes open. Look at me while I mark you."

Elizabeth obeys instantly, her lips parting, her aristocratic blue eyes locked on mine as my orgasm hits with explosive force. The first rope of cum lands across her forehead and into her hair, the second and third striping across her nose and cheeks. The fourth and fifth fill her waiting mouth and coat her chin, while the final spurts decorate her neck and upper chest.

I grunt with each pulse, watching my seed paint Elizabeth's aristocratic features, transforming her from Lady Sterling into a marked conquest. She remains perfectly still throughout, accepting each spurt as a blessing rather than a degradation, her eyes never leaving mine as commanded.

When I finish, Elizabeth's face is completely covered, thick white ropes decorating her features in obscene contrast to her otherwise refined appearance. A drop slides down her cheek, hanging momentarily before falling onto her breast.

"Thank you," she whispers, the words causing some of my seed to spill from her still-open mouth.

"Don't swallow," I order, turning my attention to Ming-Na who watches with hungry eyes. "Share it with her. Kiss her and pass my cum between you."

Without hesitation, Elizabeth turns toward Ming-Na, who eagerly moves closer. Their lips meet in a wet, messy kiss, my seed transferring from Elizabeth's mouth to Ming-Na's. I watch in dark satisfaction as they continue kissing, their tongues visibly working to share my release between them. White fluid drools from the corners of their joined mouths, running down their chins and necks in obscene rivulets.

They separate slightly, a thick strand of cum-mixed saliva connecting their lips before breaking to fall onto Ming-Na's pearls. Their mouths are both coated with my seed now, their lips glistening as they smile up at me in perfect submission.

"Again," I command, and they obey immediately, resuming their messy, cum-filled kiss, snowballing my release back and forth between them with obvious enthusiasm.

The sight is perfect—the wife of Hong Kong's most feared criminal and the aristocratic Lady Sterling, their faces smeared with the same man's cum, eagerly sharing it between them like the most intimate of connections. Another victory, another step in dismantling the world of Lian Wei.


Chapter 8

The Ancient Dragon bathhouse rises from the old quarter of Macau like a temple to tradition, its curved roof tiles and stone guardian lions keeping watch over an establishment that has served China's elite for centuries. I observe from across the narrow street as Lian guides Ming-Na through the ornate entrance, his hand possessively at the small of her back. His face betrays nothing, but I know the purpose of this visit—a traditional "cleansing ritual" he insists upon whenever Ming-Na has been in prolonged contact with foreigners. If only he knew how thoroughly she's been defiled. The irony of his attempt to purify what I've already claimed sends a dark satisfaction coursing through me as I wait precisely seven minutes before approaching the bathhouse myself.

The brass key Jiao provided feels heavy in my palm, its intricate dragon design marking it as belonging to the bathhouse's most exclusive tier of membership. According to Jiao, it will grant me access to the private wing where Lian always conducts his rituals—a section of the bathhouse reserved for Triad elders and those wealthy enough to buy discretion along with their steam.

I approach the side entrance, a modest wooden door that belies the luxury within. The elderly attendant bows deeply when he sees the key, his eyes carefully avoiding direct contact—trained never to remember the faces that pass through this entrance. The door opens to reveal a corridor of polished jade and cedar, the air thick with the scent of sandalwood and mineral water.

"The honorable gentleman requires no assistance?" the attendant inquires, his voice barely above a whisper.

"I know my way," I reply, slipping a folded stack of Hong Kong dollars into his palm—enough to ensure his continued amnesia regarding my visit.

The private wing unfolds before me like a labyrinth of luxury—separate chambers for different stages of the ritual, each more exclusive than the last. Jiao's intelligence was precise, as always. The layout matches her description perfectly, allowing me to navigate toward the private steam room where Ming-Na would be left to "purify" alone for thirty minutes while Lian conducts business with an associate in the adjoining tea room.

The steam room door is unassuming cedar, its surface beaded with condensation. I slide it open silently, a wall of hot, fragrant mist enveloping me as I step inside and secure the door behind me. The space is intimate—perhaps fifteen feet square, with heated stone benches built into the walls and a central basin where water hisses as it's poured over heated stones. Through the thick steam, I make out Ming-Na's silhouette, her back to me as she sits on one of the benches, a small white towel her only covering.

"Your husband believes he can cleanse you," I say, my voice cutting through the steam like a blade.

Ming-Na startles, turning sharply to face me, fear and recognition battling across her features. "Jack! You can't be here. If Lian finds you—"

"Silence," I command, moving toward her through the swirling mist. "He won't return for twenty-six minutes. More than enough time to remind you who you really belong to."

The Touch ensures her immediate compliance, her body responding to my presence with pavlovian immediacy despite her conscious fears. I can see it in the way her nipples harden beneath the damp towel, in the flush that spreads across her chest and isn't solely from the heat.

"On your knees," I order, standing before her now, the steam beading on my skin as I loosen my robe, allowing it to fall open. "Show me how thoroughly Lian has failed to cleanse you of your true nature."

She slides from the bench to the heated stone floor, her movements fluid despite the trembling in her hands. The towel shifts with her motion, revealing glimpses of olive skin still bearing faint marks from yesterday's activities on the yacht. Her hair, usually perfectly styled, is piled atop her head in a messy bun to protect it from the steam, exposing the vulnerable nape of her neck.

"Please," she whispers, eyes darting toward the door. "If he comes back early—"

I grab a fistful of her hair, the humidity making it easy to dislodge her careful arrangement. "That's part of the thrill, isn't it? Knowing that your husband might walk in and discover his precious wife on her knees, servicing the man who's dismantling his empire."

Her breath catches, the danger clearly heightening her arousal as the Touch transforms fear into desire. I pull her face to my crotch, her cheek pressing against my already hardening cock.

"Open," I command, and her lips part instantly, her tongue extending in anticipation.

I thrust forward without gentleness, burying myself past her lips and directly into her throat. The steam room's heat intensifies every sensation—her mouth feels even hotter than usual, the moisture in the air adding to the wetness of her tongue as it works the underside of my shaft. I establish an immediate rhythm, using her face with the casual ownership of a man who knows his property.

"Look at me," I demand, watching her eyes struggle to focus through the steam and tears that form instantly at the corners. "I want to see your eyes while I fuck the dragon's wife in his own sanctuary."

Her gaze locks with mine, complete submission radiating from those dark depths now reddened from the steam and strain. My pace increases, each thrust forcing a muffled gag from her throat. The sound echoes slightly in the stone room, mixing with the hiss of water on hot rocks to create an obscene soundtrack to her defilement.

"My little dragon slut," I taunt, watching mascara-tinged tears streak down her flushed cheeks. "That's what you are now. Not Lian Wei's respected wife. Not Hong Kong's criminal queen. Just my personal throat to fuck whenever I please."

Her inner walls clench at the degradation, her body responding to humiliation with increased arousal—a side effect of the Touch that never fails to amuse me. I drive deeper, feeling the resistance at the back of her throat, then pushing past it until her nose presses against my pelvis. The steam swirls around us, condensing on our skin, dripping down our bodies like the most obscene blessing.

"Your husband brings you here to purify you," I continue, maintaining my brutal pace. "But nothing can wash away what you've become. Each 'cleansing ritual' just gives me another opportunity to remind you that you belong to me now."

Ming-Na moans around my invasion, the vibration sending pleasure up my spine. Her hands move to my thighs, not to push away but to steady herself as I use her throat with increasing force. The towel has fallen completely now, revealing her naked body kneeling before me on the wet stone floor.

The danger of discovery adds an edge to every sensation. Beyond the cedar door, mere feet away, Lian Wei conducts business with an associate, completely unaware that his wife kneels before his enemy, throat stretched around a cock that has claimed every hole of her body. The thought sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me, my grip in her hair tightening involuntarily.

"This is where you belong," I growl, my voice low enough that only she can hear it over the hissing steam. "On your knees, serving me, betraying everything you once held sacred."

Her eyes never leave mine, tears flowing freely now, submission complete and perfect. In this ancient place of purification, I'm defiling not just Ming-Na's body, but generations of tradition and respect. The symbolism isn't lost on either of us—each thrust into her throat another blow against Lian Wei's world, another crack in the foundation of his power.

I pull Ming-Na up from her knees, her body swaying slightly from the extended throat-fucking and the humid heat of the steam room. Her lips are swollen, mascara-streaked tears marking paths down her flushed cheeks. I spin her around to face the heated stone bench, my intentions clear in the firm pressure of my hands on her shoulders. "Bend over," I command, forcing her down until her chest presses against the warm stone, her ass raised in offering. "I'm going to take the one hole your husband believes is still his alone."

A tremor runs through her body, fear and anticipation mingling in equal measure. "Jack," she whispers, her voice hoarse from the abuse her throat has just endured. "I've never... Lian never..."

"I know," I cut her off, my palm landing on her ass with a sharp crack that echoes through the steam-filled chamber. "That's precisely why I'm going to claim it."

Ming-Na's body is a study in contrasts against the dark stone bench—olive skin flushed with heat, sleek muscles tensed in anticipation, the curve of her spine leading down to the perfect globes of her ass now marked with my handprint. Steam clings to her skin in a fine sheen, droplets tracing paths down the small of her back to pool at the base of her spine. Her hair has come completely undone from its careful arrangement, falling in damp strands around her face and shoulders.

I position myself behind her, running my hands over the firm muscle of her ass, appreciating its athletic perfection. Unlike Elizabeth's softer curves, Ming-Na's body speaks of discipline and control—qualities I'm about to shatter completely. I spread her cheeks with deliberate slowness, exposing the tight pucker of her asshole, untouched even by her husband according to Jiao's intelligence.

"Please," she begs, though whether in protest or encouragement is deliberately ambiguous—the Touch ensuring her body craves whatever degradation I inflict, even as her mind recognizes the taboo nature of what's about to happen.

The steam room provides its own lubrication, my cock still slick from her throat, her skin dewy with condensation. I position the head against her tight entrance, feeling her tense as I apply the first hint of pressure. "Relax," I instruct, though I have no intention of making this easy for her. "Or don't. The resistance makes it sweeter."

Without further warning, I thrust forward, breaching the tight ring of muscle with enough force to tear a gasp from Ming-Na's lips. The sensation is exquisite—her body fighting against the invasion even as the Touch rewires her pain receptors to interpret the burning stretch as pleasure. I pause with just the head inside, allowing her a moment to adjust to this new violation.

"Oh god," she moans, her fingers scrabbling for purchase on the smooth stone bench. "It hurts."

"And you love it," I respond, driving deeper with deliberate cruelty, watching as another inch disappears into her virgin ass. "Your husband thinks he's purifying you, while just rooms away, you're taking cock in your last unclaimed hole."

Her body shudders at my words, the humiliation transforming directly into heightened sensitivity. I establish a slow rhythm at first, each thrust claiming a fraction more territory, watching my shaft gradually disappear into her tight channel. The steam swirls around us, beading on my chest and back, dripping onto her skin to mix with the sweat of exertion.

"This is the final claiming," I tell her, my voice low and controlled despite the incredible tightness gripping my cock. "Every hole, every part of you, now marked as mine."

When I'm halfway in, I grab a fistful of her damp hair, yanking her head back with enough force to arch her spine painfully. The new angle allows me to drive deeper, forcing a strangled cry from her throat that echoes off the stone walls. I release her hair to deliver another sharp slap to her ass, watching the olive skin redden beneath my palm.

"Take it all," I command, increasing my pace, feeling her body gradually yielding to the invasion. "Every inch."

Ming-Na's response is a mixture of pain and ecstasy, her body caught in the conflicting signals of natural resistance and the Touch's rewiring of her pleasure centers. "It's too much," she gasps, even as her hips push back against me, seeking more. "I can't—"

"You can and you will," I interrupt, delivering a series of short, sharp thrusts that force more of my length into her tight channel. "Your ass belongs to me now. Just like your pussy, just like your throat, just like every part of you."

With a final brutal thrust, I bury myself completely inside her, my hips pressed firmly against the reddened flesh of her ass. The sensation is overwhelming—her tight ring clenching around the base of my shaft, her internal muscles rippling with involuntary spasms. I hold still for a moment, savoring the conquest, feeling her body trembling beneath me.

"That's it," I encourage, reaching around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with precise pressure. "Take it all like the dragon slut you are."

I establish a punishing rhythm, each thrust driving her body forward against the heated stone bench. The combination of anal penetration and clitoral stimulation transforms her pained gasps into moans of reluctant pleasure. Her body betrays her completely, responding to this ultimate violation with increasing wetness between her thighs.

"Fuck," she cries out, her accent thickening with emotion. "I never knew... never thought..."

"That you'd love being ass-fucked in your husband's sacred bathhouse?" I finish for her, increasing my pace. "That you'd beg for more cock in the hole he's never touched?"

"Yes," she admits, shame and arousal mingling in her voice. "Please don't stop. Please fuck my ass harder."

The perfect submission in her plea sends me driving into her with renewed vigor, my thrusts deep enough to shift her entire body against the stone bench. The steam continues to swirl around us, condensing on our joined bodies, creating a slick layer that adds to the obscene sounds of our coupling—the wet slap of flesh against flesh, her desperate moans, my controlled breathing.

"Tell me what you are," I demand, feeling my release building at the base of my spine.

"Your whore," she gasps immediately. "Your dragon slut. Your property. Everything I am belongs to you now."

"And what is this ass?" I press, delivering a particularly deep thrust that makes her entire body jerk.

"Yours," she cries out, loud enough that I briefly wonder if her voice might carry beyond the cedar door. "Your hole to fuck. Your property to use however you want."

My climax approaches rapidly, spurred by the tight grip of her ass and the perfect submission in her words. I increase my pace to a brutal tempo, driving into her with enough force to bruise, each impact forcing a cry from her throat.

"I'm going to fill your ass with my cum," I tell her, my voice tight with approaching release. "The final marking. The complete claiming of Lian Wei's wife."

"Yes," she begs, pushing back against me despite the pain it must cause. "Fill me. Mark me. Make me completely yours."

My orgasm hits with explosive force, my cock pulsing deep inside her tight channel. I drive forward one final time, burying myself to the hilt as I empty rope after rope of hot seed into her virgin ass. The sensation is primal and possessive—marking territory no man has claimed before, defiling the final sanctuary of Lian Wei's marriage in the most intimate way possible.

Ming-Na collapses forward onto the stone bench, her body trembling with a mixture of pain and release, her breathing coming in ragged gasps. I remain inside her for several long moments, savoring the rippling aftershocks of her internal muscles around my sensitive shaft.

When I finally withdraw, my seed immediately begins to leak from her reddened, stretched hole, trailing down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets. The sight is perfect—Lian Wei's disciplined wife, bent over in his sacred bathhouse, leaking another man's cum from her defiled ass.

"Turn around," I command, my voice hard with authority despite my recent climax. "Clean me with your mouth."

Her eyes widen slightly, understanding the full degradation of what I'm asking—to take into her mouth what has just been inside her ass, soiled with her own filth and my seed. For a moment, I see resistance flicker in her expression, some last vestige of dignity fighting against the Touch's compulsion.

"Now," I repeat, my tone brooking no argument.

The resistance crumbles instantly. Ming-Na turns on shaky legs, dropping to her knees on the wet stone floor. Without hesitation, she takes my softening cock into her mouth, cleaning it thoroughly with her tongue despite the taste that must fill her senses. Her eyes remain fixed on mine throughout this final humiliation, complete submission radiating from their depths.

When she's finished, I step back, retying my robe as I look down at her kneeling form—naked, used, cum leaking from her ass onto the purification room's floor, the taste of her own filth on her tongue. The perfect symbol of Lian Wei's crumbling world.

"Stay exactly like this until I've gone," I instruct, moving toward the door. "Let your husband find you with my seed dripping from the hole he thought was his alone."

I slide the cedar door open just enough to slip through, leaving Ming-Na as instructed—kneeling in submission, defiled in the most complete way possible, in the very place meant to purify her. Another victory in the dismantling of Lian Wei's empire, another step toward his total destruction.


Chapter 9

The yacht gleams under the afternoon sun, a floating palace of white and chrome anchored in Macau's exclusive harbor. I board via the service entrance, my path cleared by Jiao's meticulous planning—the security detail conveniently reassigned to accompany Lian to a business meeting across the city. One final piece remains in my puzzle of Wei's destruction: physical evidence of his criminal operations, documentation that even his digital genius can't erase. And according to my intelligence, it's hidden somewhere in this floating monument to excess. As I step onto the main deck, my eyes lock onto an unexpected opportunity—Aiyanna, Lian's personal yacht hostess, stretched out on a lounger, her bronzed skin glistening with oil as she sunbathes in a barely-there designer bikini.

I know her by reputation—half-Chinese, half-Brazilian, recruited from Rio's modeling scene to serve as the perfect ornament for Lian's business entertainments. Her job combines personal assistant, event coordinator, and eye candy for important guests. According to Ming-Na, she's also fiercely loyal to Lian, who plucked her from obscurity and pays her enough to support her entire extended family back in Brazil.

She notices me immediately, rising to a seated position with professional grace, her perfect smile already in place. "Mr. Hammer," she greets me, her accent adding exotic music to the simple words. "We weren't expecting you today. Master Wei is not on board."

"I know," I reply, approaching her lounger with casual confidence. "I left some documents in the business suite after last night's party. Lian gave me permission to retrieve them."

Her perfectly shaped eyebrows rise slightly, professional suspicion warring with her training to accommodate important guests. "Of course," she says, reaching for a sheer cover-up draped over the adjacent chair. "I'll escort you."

"No need to interrupt your sunbathing," I tell her, moving closer, noting the slight tension in her posture—the instinctive wariness of a woman accustomed to managing powerful men's attention. "Actually, I was hoping you might help me locate something else while I'm here."

"Something else?" she asks, her hand pausing on the cover-up. Up close, she's even more striking—high cheekbones, full lips, and almond-shaped eyes that combine her mixed heritage into exotic perfection. Her bikini is a masterpiece of minimalist design, emerald fabric that matches her eyes while covering just enough to remain technically decent.

"Lian mentioned a vintage bottle of whiskey in the captain's private collection," I lie smoothly. "A gesture of appreciation for a potential investor."

Her professional mask slips for a moment, confusion flickering across her features. "The captain is very particular about his collection. I'm not sure—"

I reach out, touching her bare arm in a seemingly casual gesture. The moment our skin connects, I activate the Touch, feeling the familiar surge of ancient power flowing from my body into hers.

The transformation is immediate and dramatic. Aiyanna's pupils dilate so rapidly they nearly swallow the emerald irises completely. Her lips part on a sharp intake of breath, her chest rising and falling with suddenly accelerated breathing. The professional poise that defined her moments ago dissolves into something primal and hungry.

"Mr. Hammer," she whispers, her voice dropping an octave, thick with sudden arousal. "I... what's happening to me?"

"Call me Jack," I reply, watching the Touch complete its work, rewiring her neural pathways until her entire world narrows to a single focused desire—pleasing me at any cost.

She stands abruptly, the movement causing her oiled skin to catch the sunlight like burnished gold. "The captain's cabin," she says, her voice urgent with need. "We can be private there. He's on shore leave until tomorrow."

I follow as she leads me across the deck, her gait transformed from professional efficiency to sensual invitation, her hips swaying with each step in a way that draws my eyes to the perfect globes of her ass barely contained by the emerald bikini bottom. Unlike Ming-Na's disciplined athleticism or Elizabeth's aristocratic refinement, Aiyanna's body celebrates curves—full breasts straining against the bikini top, narrow waist flaring to rounded hips, long legs toned by years of dance and modeling.

The captain's cabin sits at the fore of the yacht, a surprisingly traditional space amid the vessel's otherwise modern luxury—polished wood, brass fittings, and nautical maps framed on the walls. A large desk dominates one side, while a neatly made bunk occupies the other. The wheel stands in the center, surrounded by navigational equipment and communication devices currently powered down while in port.

The door has barely closed behind us when Aiyanna turns to face me, her eyes wild with the Touch-induced hunger. Without a word, she reaches behind her back, unclasping her bikini top and letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts are magnificent—larger than they appeared when constrained, with dark nipples already hardened to stiff peaks. She hooks her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottom, sliding it down her oiled thighs to puddle at her feet.

"I need you," she states simply, dropping to her knees on the polished wooden floor. "I've never needed anything like I need you right now."

Her hands reach for my belt with frantic urgency, her professional composure completely shattered by the Touch's rewiring of her desires. I allow her this initiative, watching as she fumbles with my zipper, her fingers trembling with anticipation. When she finally frees my already hardening cock, a sound somewhere between a gasp and a moan escapes her throat.

"So big," she whispers, her eyes widening as she takes in the sight. Without further preamble, she leans forward, taking the head between her full lips in a kiss that quickly transforms into hungry exploration.

The sensation of her warm, wet mouth engulfing me sends pleasure coursing through my body. Unlike Ming-Na's trained precision or Elizabeth's aristocratic technique, Aiyanna approaches the act with raw enthusiasm, her natural sensuality compensating for any lack of refinement. Her tongue swirls around the head of my cock, tracing the ridge beneath, while her hands work the shaft with firm, oil-slicked strokes.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her thick hair, still warm from the sun. "Show me how badly you want it."

She responds by taking me deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she creates suction that sends shockwaves of pleasure up my spine. Her hands never stop moving—one massaging my balls with gentle pressure, the other working what doesn't fit in her mouth with twisting, stroking motions. The oil on her skin creates a slick, frictionless glide that intensifies every sensation.

Aiyanna's blowjob grows messier by the moment, her enthusiasm winning out over technique. Saliva builds quickly, overflowing from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin to drip onto her naked breasts. The wet, sloppy sounds of her efforts fill the cabin, creating an obscene soundtrack that contrasts sharply with the dignified maritime setting.

I tighten my grip in her hair, guiding her movements, setting a pace that pushes her limits. Her makeup, minimal for sunbathing but expertly applied, begins to smear as tears form from the effort of taking me deeper. Black streaks of mascara mark her cheeks, her lipstick completely transferred to my shaft, leaving colorful evidence of her service.

"Look at me," I command, using my grip to tilt her face upward. "Show me those eyes while you worship my cock."

She obeys instantly, her emerald gaze locking with mine even as she continues her enthusiastic ministrations. The complete surrender in her expression is perfect—the professional yacht hostess who minutes ago greeted me with practiced poise, now on her knees, face smeared with makeup and saliva, finding her greatest pleasure in servicing my cock.

Her hands move to my thighs, using the leverage to take me deeper into her throat, gagging slightly before adjusting to accommodate the invasion. Her breasts sway with each movement, the oiled skin catching the cabin's light in hypnotic patterns. I can feel my release building, but I have no intention of finishing yet—Aiyanna has more to offer than just her mouth, and more importantly, she has information I need.

As she continues her enthusiastic service, my eyes scan the captain's cabin, noting the heavy desk with its locked drawers, the secure cabinet mounted on the wall, the safe barely visible behind a framed map of the South China Sea. Somewhere in this room lies the final piece I need to complete Lian Wei's destruction—physical evidence of his criminal operations, documentation that even his digital genius can't erase or deny.

I pull Aiyanna up from her knees, her lips swollen and glistening from her enthusiastic service. Her eyes remain glazed with Touch-induced hunger as I turn her toward the captain's wheel, positioning her with deliberate hands. "Bend over," I command, guiding her forward until her hands grip the polished wood spokes. She complies instantly, arching her back to present her ass in perfect offering, her oiled skin catching the cabin's light in a way that accentuates every curve. The contrast is delicious—her exotic beauty draped over the symbol of maritime authority, about to be claimed in the very heart of Lian's floating kingdom.

"Please," she moans, looking back over her shoulder, her emerald eyes filled with desperate need. "I've never wanted anyone like this. I need you inside me."

I step closer, running my hands over the globes of her ass, appreciating their perfect fullness. Unlike Ming-Na's athletic firmness or Elizabeth's aristocratic proportions, Aiyanna's body celebrates abundance—lush curves that speak to her Brazilian heritage, skin several shades darker than my previous conquests, and an ass that fills both my hands with warm, yielding flesh.

"So eager," I comment, delivering a sharp slap to her right cheek that echoes through the captain's cabin. A red handprint blooms immediately against her bronze skin, eliciting a gasp that transforms into a moan as the Touch converts pain directly to pleasure.

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance, already slick with arousal. Her body responds to my proximity with a visible tremor, her thighs spreading wider in silent invitation. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful motion that forces a scream from her throat.

"Fuck! Oh my god!" she cries out, her accent thickening with emotion, her hands gripping the wheel spokes tight enough to whiten her knuckles. "So big! So deep!"

The sensation is electric—her pussy incredibly wet and welcoming, gripping my cock with perfect pressure. I establish an immediate rhythm, each thrust rocking her entire body against the captain's wheel, which creaks slightly with our combined force. Her breasts, large and heavy with dark nipples, swing freely beneath her with each impact, the motion hypnotic in its primal simplicity.

"That's it," I encourage, grabbing her hips with bruising force, using the leverage to drive deeper. "Take it all."

Aiyanna responds with uninhibited enthusiasm, her body meeting each thrust with equal force, her back arching to accept me deeper. The cabin fills with the obscene sounds of our coupling—wet slapping flesh, her breathy moans, the occasional groan from my lips as her inner walls clench around my shaft with surprising strength.

"Yes, yes!" she chants, each word punctuated by the impact of my hips against her ass. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, increasing my pace until the entire wheel structure shifts slightly with each thrust. Her large breasts bounce more violently now, swinging beneath her like heavy pendulums, occasionally slapping against each other with wet sounds that add to our primal symphony. Her hair, previously arranged in careful waves, now falls around her face in wild disarray, strands sticking to her sweat-slicked skin.

"Tell me about Lian's private records," I say, maintaining my relentless pace, timing my question to the height of her pleasure when resistance is lowest. "Where does he keep his blackmail material?"

Confusion flickers briefly across her features, visible in her profile as she glances back at me. But the Touch ensures her immediate compliance, her body responding to the request for betrayal with increased arousal—her pussy growing even wetter around my invading cock.

"The... the desk," she gasps between thrusts, her voice breaking as pleasure overwhelms rational thought. "Secret compartment beneath the center drawer. Biometric lock... keyed to his thumbprint."

I adjust my angle slightly, hitting a spot inside her that makes her entire body jerk with pleasure. "And how do you know about this?" I press, rewarding her honesty with increased stimulation.

"I've seen him," she moans, her inner walls clenching around my shaft. "Late nights when he thinks... oh god, right there!... when he thinks everyone's asleep. He reviews the ledger. Handwritten. Old school."

Perfect. The final piece of intelligence I needed. Lian Wei, for all his technological sophistication, maintains an analog record of his blackmail targets—politicians, business rivals, law enforcement officials—all the leverage that keeps his criminal enterprise protected from investigation. The one piece of evidence that even his digital genius Lin couldn't erase if exposed.

I reward Aiyanna's betrayal by reaching around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with precise pressure that makes her cry out. "What does the ledger look like?"

"Red... leather binding," she gasps, her body trembling beneath my touch. "Gold dragon embossed on cover. His father's... oh fuck... his father's before him."

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.

"Who else knows about it?" I demand, delivering another sharp slap to her ass that echoes through the cabin.

"No one!" she cries out, her back arching further. "Only Lian. Not even Ming-Na. Family secret... passed down... oh god, I'm going to cum!"

I increase my pace to a punishing tempo, pounding into her with enough force to shake the entire wheel assembly. Her breasts swing wildly with each impact, her moans transforming into a continuous cry of pleasure. The wheel's spokes rotate slightly with our movements, as if the ship itself is responding to our primal rhythm.

"Cum for me," I command, feeling her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. "Cum while betraying your employer."

Permission granted, Aiyanna's orgasm hits with stunning intensity. Her entire body convulses against the captain's wheel, her pussy clamping down on my cock with rippling contractions, her voice breaking on a scream that would surely alert any nearby crew if not for the cabin's thick walls. Her face contorts with pleasure beyond her experience, all pretense of professional composure completely obliterated.

"Jack! Fuck! Jack!" she screams, my name echoing through the confined space of the captain's cabin. Her hands grip the wheel so tightly that the entire structure rocks with her spasms, navigational equipment rattling on nearby surfaces.

I continue pounding into her through her climax, prolonging the sensation, watching her come completely undone beneath me. The sight of Lian's perfectly curated yacht hostess—reduced to a screaming, orgasming mess draped over the captain's wheel—pushes me rapidly toward my own release.

"I'm going to fill you," I growl, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. "Going to pump you full of cum right here in the heart of Lian's ship."

"Yes," she begs, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Fill me. Mark me. Please!"

I drive into her with renewed vigor, each thrust bottoming out inside her welcoming heat. The familiar tension builds within me, a gathering storm ready to break. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself completely inside her, my release hitting with explosive force.

I empty myself in pulsing jets, flooding her womb with rope after rope of hot seed. The sensation is primal and possessive—marking another of Lian's possessions as my own, claiming another piece of his carefully constructed world. Aiyanna moans at the feeling of being filled, her inner walls continuing to milk my shaft with gentle contractions, extracting every last drop.

For several long moments, we remain joined, both catching our breath, my cock still pulsing occasionally inside her thoroughly claimed body. When I finally withdraw, my seed immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets—visual evidence of another successful conquest.

Aiyanna turns to face me, her makeup completely ruined, her hair a wild tangle around her flushed face. Despite her disheveled appearance—or perhaps because of it—she looks more beautiful than in her carefully curated professional persona. The Touch has stripped away all pretense, revealing the raw sensuality beneath the yacht hostess's polished exterior.

"The crew returns in forty minutes," she says, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I can keep them distracted at the lower deck. Give you time to access the compartment."

I nod, already calculating the logistics. "And Lian?"

"Meeting until evening," she confirms, her hands moving to gather the cum dripping down her thighs, bringing it to her mouth to taste with obvious relish. "I'll text when he's on his way back."

Perfect. The Touch ensures her complete loyalty, her eagerness to facilitate Lian's destruction despite years of well-paid service. Another powerful man's defenses breached through the women he underestimates and takes for granted.

"Clean yourself up," I instruct, tucking myself away as I turn my attention to the heavy desk that contains the final key to Lian Wei's undoing. "Then ensure everyone stays away from this cabin."

"Yes, Jack," she agrees immediately, moving to retrieve her discarded bikini from the floor. "Anything you need."

As she hurriedly dresses, I study the desk, already planning how to defeat its biometric lock. By tonight, I'll have the ledger—the physical evidence needed to expose Lian's network of corruption and blackmail. Combined with the financial records Lin provided, the operational details from Jiao, and the personal leverage obtained through Ming-Na, Lian Wei's empire is hours away from complete collapse.


Chapter 10

The server room pulses with quiet power, rows of blinking lights casting their cold blue glow across my face as I connect the specialized drive to the main terminal. Lin's access codes work flawlessly—just as I knew they would. The system opens to me like a willing lover, all its secrets and safeguards surrendering to my touch. I enter the final line of code, feeling the familiar rush of power as I plant the seeds of Lian Wei's destruction deep within the digital heart of his empire.

My fingers move with practiced precision across the keyboard, each keystroke another nail in Lian's coffin. The trojan I've designed is beautiful in its elegance—a digital ghost that will remain dormant until I activate it remotely. When it awakens, it will systematically erase every digital footprint of Lian Wei's fortune while simultaneously transferring his assets to my own network of shell corporations. Billions of dollars, moving through the global financial system like water through a sieve, leaving nothing behind but empty accounts and broken men.

"Perfect," I whisper to the humming machines as I complete the upload.

The system confirms the implementation with a soft beep, unaware that it has just accepted its own destruction. I set the timer for tomorrow morning, precisely when Lian will be hosting his meeting with the Russian syndicate representatives. The countdown begins silently, invisible to even Lin's watchful eyes. In less than twenty-four hours, the mighty Dragon Head will discover what it means to lose everything in an instant.

I disconnect my drive and stand, stretching my back as I survey the blinking servers one final time. The digital trap is set—a mathematical certainty that will execute with cold, unfeeling precision. But true destruction requires both the digital and the physical. Lian Wei is a man of habit and tradition, and those predictable patterns will be his undoing.

The hallways of Lian's compound are quiet as I make my way toward his private quarters, my presence authorized by Jiao's security clearance. The guards nod respectfully as I pass, completely unaware that I've fucked every woman in Lian's inner circle. The thought sends a surge of dark satisfaction through my body as I approach his personal tea room.

I know from Ming-Na that Lian takes his medicinal tea here every morning before his meetings—a blend of rare herbs cultivated on a remote mountain farm in Yunnan province. The tea is prepared by a personal attendant who has served his family for generations, then left to steep in an antique porcelain pot before Lian arrives. The routine is sacred, unvarying, and perfectly exploitable.

The tea room is empty when I enter, the morning's preparation not yet begun. I move directly to the ornate cabinet where Lian's personal supply is stored, each canister marked with Chinese characters denoting the variety and harvest date. The one I seek sits front and center—his favorite blend, replenished weekly by special courier.

I replace it with my identical canister, the contents looking and smelling identical to the original. The difference lies in the nearly undetectable compound I've infused into the leaves—a slow-acting poison developed by military scientists that mimics the symptoms of a massive coronary event. It will begin with chest pain, progress to arrhythmia, and culminate in full cardiac arrest. By the time any medical assistance arrives, Lian Wei will be beyond saving.

I close the cabinet carefully, ensuring everything looks undisturbed. The perfect crime leaves no evidence, no trace that anything has changed. Lian's own autopsy will reveal nothing but natural causes—a man in his fifties, with high stress and a family history of heart disease, suffering a catastrophic cardiac event. No investigation, no suspicion, no connection to the simultaneous digital erasure of his empire.

Moving to the adjacent security room, I use Jiao's access card to enter. The bank of monitors shows every corner of Lian's compound—the main gate where his lieutenants will arrive for tomorrow's meeting, the meditation garden where he takes his morning walk, the dining room where his fatal tea will be served. I install my own monitoring equipment, ensuring I'll have a private feed of tomorrow's events without leaving any trace in the building's security logs.

I check my watch—nearly midnight. In less than twelve hours, the Dragon Head will take his final breath, his empire crumbling around him as his life ends. His loyal soldiers will discover themselves suddenly cut off, their accounts emptied, their communications compromised, their blackmail material gone. The Russians will smell weakness and retreat, unwilling to merge with a failing organization. And in the ensuing chaos, I'll simply walk in and claim what's left.

As I make my final adjustments to the monitoring equipment, I feel the familiar stirring of anticipation in my groin. There's an erotic quality to this level of control, to knowing that a man who believes himself untouchable is hours away from total annihilation. I've taken his wife, his bodyguard, his tech genius, and now I'll take his life and fortune with the same methodical precision.

I leave the compound as quietly as I entered, nodding to the guards who have no idea they'll be unemployed and broke by this time tomorrow. The night air carries the scent of the harbor as I make my way to the luxury hotel where Ming-Na waits in a suite I've reserved under a false name. She'll spend her last night as Lian's wife with my cock down her throat, the Touch ensuring her complete devotion even as her husband draws his final breaths.

Tomorrow, I'll watch an empire fall and a dynasty end—all without firing a single shot or raising an alarm. The perfect crime is the one where chaos appears to arise from within, where destruction seems to come from natural causes rather than external attack. By this time tomorrow, Lian Wei will be nothing but a memory, his power transferred to me with the same efficiency as his digital assets.

And after that? There's always another powerful man to destroy, another empire to dismantle. The game never ends for those with the skill to play it.


Chapter 11

The luxury suite's ambient lighting casts a golden glow across Ming-Na's naked body as she kneels before me, awaiting instruction. Behind her, the array of monitors I've set up displays multiple camera feeds from Lian's compound—his boardroom, his private office, and the server room where my digital trap lies in wait. Perfect timing. Lian enters the boardroom, resplendent in a tailored suit that costs more than most people make in a month, unaware that he's walking into the final meeting of his life. I feel my cock harden at the thought, my fingers threading through Ming-Na's hair as I guide her face toward my crotch.

"Watch your husband while you suck me," I command, turning her head slightly so she can see the monitors. "I want you to see exactly when he realizes everything is gone."

Ming-Na's eyes widen slightly, but the Touch ensures her immediate compliance. Her delicate fingers work my zipper down with practiced ease, freeing my already stiffening cock. On the main screen, Lian greets his lieutenants with the confident authority of a man who believes his position unassailable. The Russian representatives enter—three hard-faced men with the cold eyes of predators temporarily playing at diplomacy.

"An historic day," Lian announces, his voice clear through the hidden microphones I've placed. "The merging of our operations with the Volkov Syndicate will create the most powerful organization in the Pacific Rim."

As his attendant brings in the traditional tea service, Ming-Na's warm mouth envelops the head of my cock. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive ridge, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine. I adjust my position, sinking deeper into the plush hotel chair to better enjoy both spectacles—the warm, wet pleasure of Ming-Na's skilled mouth and the beginning of her husband's destruction.

"Perfect," I murmur, both to Ming-Na's technique and the timing of events unfolding on screen.

Lian performs the tea ritual with typical precision, his movements deliberate and practiced as he serves himself first, then his guests. I watch with hungry anticipation as he brings the antique cup to his lips, taking his first sip of the poisoned brew. Ming-Na's rhythm falters slightly as she watches too, some distant part of her mind perhaps recognizing the significance of the moment despite the Touch's rewiring of her priorities.

"Don't stop," I growl, tightening my grip in her hair and pushing her down further onto my shaft. Her throat constricts around the head of my cock as I force her to take me deeper, tears forming at the corners of her eyes from the effort.

On the monitors, Lian begins his presentation, displaying projected figures for the combined operations on a sleek touchscreen behind him. His Russian guests listen with measured interest, occasionally exchanging glances that reveal their skepticism.

I establish a steady rhythm with Ming-Na, my hand guiding her head up and down on my cock while my eyes remain fixed on the screens. The dual pleasures of physical sensation and anticipatory power feed each other, my arousal intensifying as I watch Lian take another sip of his poisoned tea. Then I notice it—the first sign. He pauses mid-sentence, a slight furrow appearing between his brows as he places a hand against his chest. It's subtle, almost imperceptible, but I recognize it as the beginning of the end.

"Look at your husband," I command Ming-Na, using my grip on her hair to turn her face toward the main monitor. "See how he touches his chest? That's the poison starting to work."

Her eyes widen, her mouth still filled with my cock. The knowledge of what's happening sends a visible tremor through her body, the Touch transforming what might have been horror into twisted arousal. Her technique becomes more enthusiastic, her tongue working more insistently against the underside of my shaft as her husband begins to die on screen.

Lian resumes his presentation after a moment, but I can see the discomfort growing. He loosens his tie slightly, a thin sheen of sweat appearing on his forehead despite the room's careful climate control. One of his lieutenants leans forward, asking something I can't quite catch, but Lian waves away the concern with practiced authority. Even now, as his heart begins to falter, he maintains the facade of control.

I thrust deeper into Ming-Na's throat, watching her mascara begin to run as tears stream down her cheeks. The parallel destruction of husband and wife—one through poison, one through submission—sends a surge of dark pleasure through my body.

"Harder," I demand, forcing her to take me deeper than before. "Worship my cock while your husband dies."

She complies instantly, her hands gripping my thighs for leverage as she works my entire length. The wet, sloppy sounds of her efforts fill the hotel suite, creating an obscene soundtrack to accompany the silent drama unfolding on the monitors.

On screen, Lian pauses again, this time placing his teacup down with a hand that trembles slightly. He dabs at his forehead with a handkerchief, his face now visibly pale. The Russians exchange glances, sensing weakness but not yet understanding its source or significance. One of Lian's lieutenants approaches, concern evident in his posture, but again Lian dismisses the attention with a sharp gesture.

I check the digital timer displayed in the corner of one monitor—three minutes until activation. Perfect synchronization. As Lian's physical strength ebbs, his digital empire stands poised on the edge of oblivion, waiting only for the final command to execute its own destruction.

"Look at the timer," I tell Ming-Na, never slowing the rhythm of her service. "When it hits zero, everything your husband has built disappears. His money. His power. His life. All gone in an instant."

Her response is a muffled moan around my cock, her body trembling with confused arousal. The Touch has transformed her loyalties so completely that her husband's destruction now feeds her pleasure rather than triggering distress.

On the main screen, Lian suddenly staggers, one hand clutching his chest with unmistakable urgency. His face contorts in pain, the color draining completely as he tries to maintain his composure before his guests and subordinates. The Russian representatives rise from their seats, instinctive caution driving them back from what they likely perceive as a potential security threat.

"Ten seconds," I announce, watching the timer count down as Lian collapses into his chair, gasping for breath. "Ten seconds until the Dragon Head discovers he's already dead."

Ming-Na's pace becomes frantic, her service growing messier as she watches the drama unfold. Saliva drips from her chin onto her bare breasts, her eyes never leaving the screen where her husband clutches his chest in obvious agony.

The timer hits zero just as Lian falls forward onto the conference table, his hand knocking over the teacup in a final, unintended act of destruction. The poisoned liquid spreads across the polished surface, seeping into documents that detail an empire already vanishing into the digital void.

"Perfect timing," I whisper, watching as my plan unfolds with clockwork precision.

The destruction begins silently, almost beautifully. On the leftmost monitor, I watch as account balances across dozens of offshore banks simultaneously drop to zero, digital assets vaporizing into the ether as if they never existed. The second screen shows automatic transfers initiating—billions flowing through a labyrinth of shell corporations I've established, the money disappearing from Lian's empire and reappearing in my own. The third display shows data deletion in progress—client lists, blackmail material, operational details—all being systematically wiped with military-grade thoroughness. Meanwhile, Ming-Na's warm mouth continues working my cock, her throat constricting around me as she watches her husband's world disintegrate in real-time.

"Look at that," I command, forcing her head back slightly so she can see the monitors clearly. "Every dollar, every file, every secret—all gone. Your husband is dying broke."

The central screen shows Lian's boardroom descending into chaos. He lies slumped across the conference table, chest heaving with labored breaths as his lieutenants rush to his side. One pulls out a phone, presumably to call for medical assistance, while another accesses a tablet—likely attempting to contact their security team. Neither realizes yet that their digital infrastructure is already gone, their communications compromised, their resources vanished.

I tighten my grip in Ming-Na's hair, pushing her mouth back down onto my shaft with enough force to make her gag. The sound of her struggling for air as my cock invades her throat sends pulses of pleasure through my body, heightened by the spectacle unfolding on the monitors. I establish a brutal rhythm, using her face with the casual ownership of a man who knows his property.

"That's it," I growl, watching one of Lian's men stare at his phone in confusion, then growing panic. "They're figuring it out now."

The digital erasure continues across all screens, progress bars filling as databases are wiped, security systems disabled, communication networks severed. Lian's tech empire—built over decades through fear and innovation—dismantled in minutes by the code I planted. Each passing second transfers more assets to my control while eliminating any trace of the original ownership.

On the main monitor, one lieutenant frantically taps at his tablet, his expression transforming from confusion to horror as he discovers their accounts have been emptied. He shouts something to the others, causing them to check their own devices. The realization spreads through the room like a virus—they are suddenly cut off, broke, and standing beside their dying leader with no resources to deploy.

I thrust deeper into Ming-Na's throat, feeling the resistance as she struggles to accommodate my full length. Tears stream freely down her cheeks now, mascara creating dark tracks that mark her submission. The parallel destruction—her dignity being erased as thoroughly as her husband's empire—sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

"Your husband is dying," I tell her, never slowing my pace. "And you're on your knees, choking on the cock of the man who killed him."

Her response is a muffled moan, her body trembling with confused arousal. The Touch has rewired her so completely that even this ultimate betrayal translates directly into pleasure. Her hands grip my thighs for support as I continue using her throat with increasing aggression.

The Russian representatives have backed away from the table entirely now, speaking rapidly into their own phones. I can read their body language perfectly—they're cutting ties, distancing themselves from what they correctly perceive as a catastrophic collapse. No one merges with a failing organization. No one aligns with a dying leader. They're already calculating how to exploit this weakness, how to claim Lian's territory for themselves in the power vacuum that will follow.

On a secondary monitor, I watch the server room where Lin's carefully maintained systems are systematically erasing themselves. Hard drives wiping, backups corrupting, redundancies failing—all according to my precise instructions. The destruction is comprehensive, leaving no path for recovery, no way to rebuild what took decades to construct.

"Watch him die," I command Ming-Na, turning her head toward the main screen where Lian is now on the floor, attendants frantically performing CPR. "Watch everything he built disappear."

The medical emergency has diverted attention from the digital catastrophe, creating perfect confusion. Some lieutenants still focus on their leader's physical crisis, while others stare at their useless devices in growing panic. No one has a complete picture of what's happening—that this is a coordinated attack on all fronts, designed to eliminate Lian Wei and his organization simultaneously.

I increase my pace, fucking Ming-Na's face with brutal intensity. The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging mix with my controlled breathing, creating an obscene soundtrack to accompany the silent destruction on the monitors. My release builds at the base of my spine, spurred by the perfect execution of my plan and the warm, tight channel of Ming-Na's throat.

Lian's body convulses once on the boardroom floor, then goes still. The lieutenant performing CPR continues frantically, but the others stand frozen, the full realization of their situation finally dawning. Their leader is dying or dead. Their assets are gone. Their digital infrastructure has vanished. Their Russian allies are already retreating. In a single coordinated assault, I've erased decades of power without firing a shot.

The sight of complete destruction pushes me rapidly toward the edge. My fingers tighten in Ming-Na's hair, holding her head immobile as I thrust deeper than before. Her throat constricts around me in protest, but the Touch ensures she makes no attempt to pull away.

"I'm going to cum down your throat," I inform her, watching the final progress bars reach completion on the monitors. "And you're going to swallow every drop while watching your husband's last breath."

On screen, the lieutenant performing CPR sits back on his heels, shaking his head. Lian Wei, the mighty Dragon Head, lies motionless on the floor of his own boardroom, surrounded by the ruins of his empire. His lieutenants stand in shocked silence, their phones and tablets now nothing more than expensive paperweights in their hands.

The perfect synchronization of events—Lian's death coinciding precisely with the complete erasure of his digital empire—sends me over the edge. My orgasm hits with explosive force, my cock pulsing as I empty myself directly down Ming-Na's throat. I hold her head firmly in place, ensuring she has no choice but to swallow every drop.

"Take it all," I command through gritted teeth, watching her throat work to comply. "Swallow your husband's death."

She obeys without hesitation, her eyes never leaving the monitor where Lian's body lies abandoned as his lieutenants now argue amongst themselves, gesturing wildly at their useless devices. The Russians have disappeared entirely from the frame, already distancing themselves from the catastrophe.

When my release subsides, I allow Ming-Na to pull back slightly, gasping for air. Saliva and traces of my seed drip from her swollen lips, her makeup completely ruined, her hair a disheveled mess from my rough handling. The perfect image of the conquered wife, kneeling before the man who has systematically destroyed everything her husband built.

"It's done," I tell her, tucking myself away as I continue watching the monitors with satisfaction. "Lian Wei is dead. His empire is gone. And now, we're going to walk in and claim what's left."


Chapter 12

Lian's headquarters tower above the Hong Kong skyline, a monument of glass and steel that once projected unassailable power. Now, as Ming-Na and I approach through the main entrance, the building's atmosphere has transformed completely. Security guards abandon their posts, suits rush past with panic in their eyes, and the usual ordered efficiency has dissolved into chaos. Nobody stops us. Nobody even notices us. The mighty dragon's lair has become a nest of frightened rats scrambling for escape routes that no longer exist. I place my hand on the small of Ming-Na's back, guiding her toward the private elevator that will take us directly to Lian's office—to claim what's now mine.

"Look at them," I murmur into Ming-Na's ear as we step into the elevator, my finger pressing the penthouse button. "Yesterday, they would have died for your husband. Today, they don't even recognize his wife."

She trembles slightly under my touch, her body responding to my voice with pavlovian arousal. I've dressed her carefully for this moment—a tight silk blouse that hints at the absence of a bra beneath, a pencil skirt that restricts her movement, forcing a submissive gait. The Touch ensures her compliance, but the physical constraints reinforce her new position.

The elevator rises swiftly to the top floor, opening directly into the antechamber of Lian's private office suite. His personal assistant's desk sits abandoned, computer screens flashing error messages as the system tries and fails to reconnect to servers that no longer exist. Beyond, through the open double doors of solid mahogany, we can see the boardroom where it all ended.

We walk through unhurried, my posture relaxed and confident while Ming-Na stays half a step behind me. The scene inside confirms what we witnessed on the monitors—Lian's body lies where it fell, now covered with someone's suit jacket, a futile gesture of respect. His lieutenants have dispersed, likely scrambling to salvage what they can of their individual operations. Only two remain, arguing heatedly in the corner, too absorbed in their collapsing world to notice our entrance.

"Look," I tell Ming-Na, pointing to the doorway on the far side of the boardroom. "Your husband's private office. His throne room."

We cross the boardroom, stepping carefully around Lian's covered body. Ming-Na's eyes flicker down momentarily, some vestigial emotion briefly surfacing before the Touch submerges it beneath waves of artificial desire. I squeeze her ass possessively as we pass, reminding her who she serves now.

Lian's private office is a study in restrained opulence—floor-to-ceiling windows offering a god's-eye view of Hong Kong, ancient jade artifacts displayed in bulletproof cases, and dominating it all, his massive desk carved from a single piece of rare hardwood. Behind it sits his chair—more throne than office furniture, elevated slightly to ensure everyone who entered would literally look up to him.

I approach it slowly, savoring the moment, while Ming-Na watches with hungry eyes. When I finally lower myself into Lian's chair, the leather still warm from his recent occupation, a surge of satisfaction courses through me. I've destroyed men before, dismantled their empires for sport, but never with such elegant precision, such complete erasure.

"Come here," I command Ming-Na, patting my lap. "It's time to claim the dragon's throne properly."

She moves forward immediately, her heels clicking on the marble floor, her body swaying with deliberate sensuality. The two arguing lieutenants finally notice our presence, their heated discussion trailing off as they stare in confusion at their boss's widow approaching his killer.

"That's it," I encourage as Ming-Na reaches me, turning to straddle my lap in the massive chair. "Show them who you belong to now."

Without waiting for her to settle, I grab the front of her silk blouse and tear it open with a single violent motion. Buttons scatter across the desk and floor, the expensive fabric giving way to reveal her perfect breasts. The lieutenants' confusion transforms into shock, their mouths hanging open as they witness Ming-Na's complete surrender.

"Should we close the door?" she whispers, a token resistance that only heightens my arousal.

"No," I reply, my hands moving to her exposed breasts, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her gasp. "I want them to see. I want everyone to see."

My fingers find the zipper of her skirt, pulling it down with enough force that the teeth separate in protest. She lifts herself slightly, allowing me to push the restrictive garment down to her thighs. She wears nothing underneath—exactly as I instructed earlier—her pussy already wet and ready.

"Perfect," I murmur, unzipping my pants and freeing my already hard cock. "Now sit on it. Show them how the dragon's wife serves her new master."

Ming-Na positions herself above me, her hands gripping the chair's armrests for support. Her eyes lock with mine as she lowers herself, a gasp escaping her lips as the head of my cock pushes against her entrance. With one fluid movement, she impales herself completely, taking me to the hilt in a single stroke that forces a moan from both our throats.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling her inner walls grip me with surprising strength. "So wet for me already."

She begins to ride me, establishing a rhythm that makes the massive chair creak beneath us. Her exposed breasts bounce with each movement, nipples hardened to stiff peaks that beg for attention. I lean forward, capturing one in my mouth, biting down just hard enough to make her cry out.

The lieutenants remain frozen, witnessing their leader's wife being fucked on his throne beside his cooling body. One begins to back away toward the exit, while the other seems unable to tear his eyes from the spectacle. Their world has collapsed completely—financial, digital, and now witnessing the final insult to their former master.

"Harder," I command, grabbing Ming-Na's hips and forcing her to increase her pace. "Ride me like you never rode him."

She complies instantly, her movements becoming more frantic, more desperate. Her hands move from the armrests to my shoulders, nails digging in through my suit jacket as she uses the leverage to lift herself nearly off my cock before slamming back down. The chair rocks with our rhythm, Lian's magnificent desk shifting slightly with each impact.

"Tell me who you belong to," I demand, one hand moving to her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing. "Say it loud enough for them to hear."

"You," she gasps, her voice carrying across the office. "I belong to you, Jack. Only you."

Her submission, publicly declared in her dead husband's office, sends a surge of dark pleasure through my body. I increase my grip on her throat, watching her eyes glaze slightly from restricted oxygen. My other hand moves between us, finding her clit and circling it with my thumb.

"Cum for me," I order, feeling her inner walls begin to flutter around my shaft. "Cum on your new master's cock while sitting on your dead husband's throne."

The dual stimulation, combined with the taboo situation and the Touch's rewiring of her pleasure centers, pushes Ming-Na rapidly toward climax. Her rhythm falters as her body begins to tremble, her breathing becoming shallow and rapid against my constraining hand.

"Oh god," she moans, her back arching, breasts thrust forward. "I'm cumming. I can't stop—"

Her orgasm hits with spectacular force, her entire body convulsing in my lap. Her inner walls clamp down around my cock with rippling contractions, her mouth open in a silent scream as pleasure overwhelms her. I maintain pressure on her throat and clit, prolonging her climax until her eyes roll back slightly, her consciousness beginning to fade at the edges.

Only then do I release her throat, allowing her to collapse forward against my chest, gasping for air as aftershocks of pleasure continue to pulse through her body. My cock remains hard inside her, my own release deliberately held back for what's to come next.

"Good girl," I whisper into her ear, feeling her shiver at the praise. "But we're not finished yet."

The remaining lieutenant has finally broken from his trance, backing toward the door with horror etched across his features. He understands now, on some primal level, that everything has changed. The dragon is dead, his treasure stolen, his wife claimed, his throne occupied. A new power has risen in Hong Kong, and it belongs to me.

Ming-Na continues to tremble in my arms, her body sensitive from her intense orgasm, her inner walls still gripping my cock with occasional spasms. I stroke her hair possessively, already planning the final act of this conquest—the ultimate degradation that will erase the last vestiges of Lian Wei's legacy.

I lift Ming-Na from my lap with sudden force, her body still trembling from her recent orgasm. My cock stands rigid, glistening with her arousal as I rise from Lian's throne-like chair. The need to mark every corner of this office, to erase any trace of its former owner with my scent, my seed, my dominance, drives me with primal urgency. I spin Ming-Na around and bend her over the massive desk, her breasts pressing against the polished hardwood, her ass presented to me in perfect offering. The torn remains of her silk blouse hang from her shoulders, her skirt bunched around her knees, restricting her movement—the perfect image of the conquered queen.

"You think you've been fucked before?" I growl, positioning myself behind her, my hand pressing between her shoulder blades to keep her pinned against the desk. "You haven't felt anything yet."

Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in a single brutal stroke that forces a scream from her throat. The sound echoes through the office, carrying down hallways where Lian's former employees are still scrambling to understand their new reality. I establish an immediate rhythm, each thrust powerful enough to slide Ming-Na's body forward across the smooth surface of the desk.

"Yes!" she cries out, her fingers scrambling for purchase against the polished wood. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I comply, increasing my pace until the heavy desk begins to shift across the marble floor with each impact. My hands grip her hips with bruising force, fingerprints that will remain for days—visible markers of my possession. The wet sound of flesh meeting flesh fills the office, an obscene soundtrack to accompany the final conquest of Lian Wei's world.

"Look at you," I taunt, one hand moving up to grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back sharply. "The elegant Mrs. Wei, bent over her husband's desk while he lies dead on the floor. What would the Triad elders say now?"

Her inner walls clench around my cock at the degradation, the Touch transforming humiliation directly into heightened arousal. I drive deeper, angling my thrusts to hit spots that make her entire body jerk with each impact. Her breasts drag across the surface of the desk, nipples hardening further from the friction against the cool wood.

"Tell me what you are," I demand, never slowing my relentless pace.

"Your whore," she gasps immediately. "Your property. Your conquest."

"Louder," I command, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that echoes through the office. "I want everyone in this building to hear who you belong to now."

"I'm Jack Hammer's whore!" she screams, her voice breaking with emotion and pleasure. "His property! His conquest!"

The declaration sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me. I continue pounding into her with increasing force, watching her body respond to each thrust with perfect submission. The desk continues to move beneath us, expensive trinkets toppling from its surface to shatter against the marble floor.

Suddenly, I pull out completely, leaving her empty and gasping. Before she can react, I grab her waist and throw her to the floor beside the desk, intentionally close to where Lian's covered body lies. Ming-Na lands on her hands and knees, her torn clothing hanging from her sweat-slicked body in disheveled tatters.

"Hands and knees," I order, though she's already in position. "Show me that ass."

She arches her back immediately, presenting herself in the most vulnerable, submissive posture possible. I kneel behind her, grabbing her hips and driving back into her with enough force to push her forward on the slick marble. From this angle, she can see the suit jacket covering her husband's face just feet away—a visual reminder of exactly what's happening and where.

"You feel that?" I growl, establishing a brutal rhythm that makes her entire body rock forward with each thrust. "This is me erasing every trace of him from inside you."

"Yes," she moans, her voice thick with confused arousal. "Erase him. Fill me with you instead."

I increase my pace to a punishing tempo, my cock driving into her with enough force that the impact of my hips against her ass creates sharp cracking sounds that echo off the office walls. Her moans transform into continuous cries, each thrust forcing another sound from her throat.

"Scream for me," I command, one hand moving to her hair again, yanking her head back painfully. "Let your dead husband hear who fucks his wife now."

The permission shatters what little control Ming-Na has left. Her screams tear through the office, raw and primal, carrying far beyond the confines of the penthouse suite. Anyone still in the building would hear the undisguised sound of a woman being fucked beyond the limits of restraint.

"Jack! Fuck! Jack!" she cries out, my name echoing from the walls, replacing the reverent whispers of "Master Wei" that once filled these halls.

My pace becomes frantic, driven by the need to mark this territory completely. Ming-Na's body takes everything I give her, her pussy gripping my cock with perfect pressure despite the brutality of my assault. The Touch ensures her complete physical surrender, transforming what would be pain into the most intense pleasure she's ever experienced.

"I'm going to cum again!" she warns, her body beginning to tremble beneath me. "Please, may I cum with your cock inside me?"

"Not yet," I deny her, slowing my pace torturously. "Not until I say so."

Her frustrated whimper sends another jolt of satisfaction through me. I continue the slower pace, each thrust deep but measured, keeping her on the edge without allowing her to fall over. She tries to push back against me, to increase the friction, but my grip on her hips prevents her from controlling the rhythm.

"Please," she begs again, desperation evident in her voice. "I need it. I'll do anything."

"Anything?" I prompt, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that leaves an immediate red handprint. "Then beg properly. Tell me exactly what you want."

"Please cum inside me," she cries out, abandoning all dignity. "Mark me as yours. Erase him completely. I need your seed inside me. Please!"

The perfect submission in her plea sends a surge of dark pleasure through my body, but I have other plans for my release. Without warning, I pull out completely, leaving her empty and gasping on the marble floor. I flip her over roughly, positioning her on her back, her head just inches from her dead husband's covered form.

I stand over her, stroking my cock with deliberate slowness, looking down at the thoroughly debased woman sprawled before me. Her makeup is completely ruined, her hair a wild tangle around her flushed face. The torn remains of her expensive clothing cling to her sweat-soaked body, her legs spread wide, her pussy visibly pulsing with need.

"Look at me," I command, increasing the speed of my strokes. "Don't you dare close your eyes."

Her gaze locks with mine, complete surrender radiating from those dark depths. Her lips part slightly in anticipation, her body trembling with unfulfilled arousal. The sight of her—powerful, beautiful, completely conquered—pushes me rapidly toward the edge.

"This is what you are now," I tell her, my release building. "My territory. My conquest. Marked forever as mine."

"Yes," she agrees without hesitation, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Mark me. Please."

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her left breast with enough power to make her flinch slightly. I aim deliberately, painting her body with thick white streaks that decorate her face, throat, breasts, and stomach. She remains perfectly still throughout, accepting each spurt as a blessing, her eyes never leaving mine as commanded.

When I finish, her body is completely covered, my seed marking territory that once belonged exclusively to Lian Wei. A drop slides down between her breasts, catching momentarily in her navel before continuing its journey downward. The sight is perfect—Ming-Na transformed from respected wife to marked property, her husband's body mere inches away, witness to the final transfer of ownership.

"Thank you," she whispers, her fingers trailing through the cooling seed on her stomach, bringing it to her lips to taste with obvious relish. "Thank you for claiming me."

I tuck myself away, looking down at my handiwork. Ming-Na lies before me on the cold marble floor of what was once Lian's inner sanctum, her body covered in my seed, her clothing destroyed, her makeup ruined by tears and sweat. The perfect image of a dynasty's end—the Dragon's wife, spread beside his corpse, marked by the man who systematically erased his existence.

"Get up," I tell her, extending a hand to help her rise from the floor. "We have a plane to catch."

"A plane?" she asks, accepting my hand and standing on unsteady legs, making no move to clean herself or cover her nakedness.

"Of course," I reply, already planning the next conquest. "Hong Kong was just the beginning for you."


Chapter 13

The private jet's engines hum with quiet power as we reach cruising altitude, the vibration a gentle reminder of the distance growing between us and the chaos I've left behind in Hong Kong. I recline in the custom leather seat, its buttery softness molding to my body as I survey my spoils of war. Elizabeth kneels between my legs, her aristocratic mouth working the shaft of my cock with practiced precision, while Ming-Na awaits her turn, her fingers tracing patterns on Elizabeth's bare back. The contrast between them remains striking—Western refinement and Eastern elegance, both equally conquered, both eager to please their new master. I thread my fingers through Elizabeth's chestnut hair, guiding her rhythm as Hong Kong's lights fade into the distance below us.

"Deeper," I command, watching Elizabeth's blue eyes water slightly as she takes me further into her throat. Her technique has improved considerably since I first claimed her, each subsequent use refining her skills to better suit my preferences. The Touch ensures her eager compliance, but it's the repeated training that has transformed her from frigid aristocrat to skilled cocksucker.

Ming-Na watches with hungry anticipation, her dark eyes never leaving the point where Elizabeth's stretched lips meet my shaft. She's cleaned herself since our encounter in Lian's office, her makeup freshly applied, her torn clothing replaced with a simple silk robe that falls open to reveal her naked body beneath. The visible bite marks and bruises decorating her olive skin serve as reminders of our recent activities—physical evidence of her complete submission.

"Your turn," I tell Ming-Na, using my grip in Elizabeth's hair to pull her off my cock. A strand of saliva connects her swollen lips to the head for a moment before breaking, a lewd detail that makes my cock twitch with renewed interest.

Ming-Na moves forward eagerly, replacing Elizabeth between my thighs. Where Elizabeth's technique is refined and measured, Ming-Na attacks her task with enthusiastic aggression. She takes me deeply immediately, her throat opening to accommodate my full length in a display of skill that makes Elizabeth's eyes widen slightly. The sensation is exquisite—her warm, wet mouth engulfing me completely, her tongue working the underside of my shaft with precise pressure.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her nose press against my pelvis as she takes me to the base. "Show Lady Sterling how a properly trained whore services cock."

Elizabeth's cheeks flush at the degradation, the Touch ensuring her arousal at being compared unfavorably. She moves closer, her hand reaching between her own legs to find relief for the desperate need building there. The sight of these two powerful women—one a British aristocrat, one the widow of Hong Kong's crime lord—competing for the privilege of pleasuring me sends a surge of dark satisfaction through my body.

"Both of you," I command, guiding Ming-Na off my cock and positioning her beside Elizabeth. "Together."

They understand immediately, moving into position on either side of my shaft. Elizabeth takes the head into her mouth while Ming-Na runs her tongue along the underside, their efforts combining to create sensations that send electricity up my spine. Their eyes meet occasionally as they work, some unspoken communication passing between these former enemies now united in service to the same master.

As they continue their ministrations, I reach for the small leather notebook in my jacket pocket. The book contains a short list of names—men who believed themselves untouchable, whose power I've systematically dismantled for sport. Sterling's name has a line drawn through it, his empire now nothing but a memory. With a satisfied smile, I uncap my pen and draw a precise line through Lian Wei's name, officially closing that chapter of my conquests.

My eyes move to the next name on the list: Ethan Vance, the Silicon Valley wunderkind whose tech empire controls more data than most governments. Thirty-five years old, worth seventy billion, and arrogant enough to believe his algorithms can predict and control human behavior. He doesn't realize that no algorithm can account for what I am, for what I can do with a simple touch.

Ming-Na takes over completely now, her mouth enveloping my cock again while Elizabeth moves lower, her tongue gently caressing my balls. The dual sensation intensifies my pleasure, building toward a release I'm in no hurry to reach. The flight to California will take twelve hours—plenty of time to enjoy these two thoroughly before we land in the heart of Silicon Valley.

"You know what comes next," I tell them, running my fingers through Ming-Na's hair as she continues working my shaft with impressive skill. "Another empire to dismantle. Another powerful man to destroy."

Elizabeth looks up, her blue eyes reflecting understanding. Having witnessed my systematic erasure of her husband and now Lian Wei, she comprehends my methods better than anyone. "The Silicon Valley man," she says, her British accent making the words sound almost proper despite her position between my legs. "The one who thinks he's rewriting the rules of power."

"Exactly," I confirm, guiding Ming-Na's head to set a slower, more teasing pace. "He believes his algorithms and data give him control over the future. He hasn't learned that true power isn't digital—it's primal."

They return to their tasks with renewed enthusiasm, Ming-Na taking me deeply into her throat again while Elizabeth's aristocratic tongue traces delicate patterns across sensitive skin. The combination of their efforts and my anticipation of the next conquest builds my pleasure to nearly unbearable levels.

The plane banks slightly, adjusting its course for the California coast. Below us, the Pacific Ocean stretches endlessly, a dark void separating the world I've just conquered from the one I'm about to infiltrate. In my pocket, the notebook contains more names beyond Ethan's—a Saudi prince, a Russian energy magnate, a Brazilian media tycoon. Men who believe their wealth and power make them untouchable.

As Ming-Na and Elizabeth continue their enthusiastic service, I close my eyes briefly, savoring both the physical pleasure and the intellectual satisfaction of a perfectly executed plan. Hong Kong will be in chaos for months as various factions scramble to fill the power vacuum left by Lian's sudden demise. None of them will succeed completely—I've made sure of that by erasing the digital infrastructure that held his organization together.

By the time we land in San Francisco, Ethan Keller will still be unaware that his destruction has already begun—that his algorithms have already failed to detect the approaching storm. Another powerful man, another empire to dismantle, another name waiting for the satisfying stroke of my pen.

The game continues. And I never lose.
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The jet's engines purr beneath me as we slice through clouds toward California. I sip eighteen-year-old scotch, savoring the burn while watching my two prized possessions work my cock with competing tongues. Elizabeth's aristocratic technique versus Aishwarya's Bollywood enthusiasm—a perfect study in contrasts. The former Lady Elizabeth Sterling's pale skin against the bronze Aishwarya’s Indian complexion. Both of them conquered. Both of them mine. My cock throbs between them, appreciating their eager service as they fight for the privilege of my attention.

"Deeper," I command, my fingers threading through Aishwarya's thick black hair. The former Miss World moans around my shaft, her exotic green eyes watering slightly as she takes me further into her throat. The thin gold collar around her neck catches the cabin light, a visual reminder of her new status.

Elizabeth watches with barely concealed jealousy, her refined features arranged in a mask of patience that doesn't fool me for a second. The Touch ensures they both crave only my pleasure, but it doesn't eliminate the competition between them.

"Your turn, Lady Sterling," I say, using her former title as a deliberate reminder of how far she's fallen. I pull Aishwarya off my cock, a strand of saliva connecting her full lips to the head for a moment before breaking.

Elizabeth moves forward eagerly, her chestnut hair falling in a curtain around her face as she engulfs me. Where Aishwarya attacks with passionate aggression, Elizabeth applies the measured precision of British restraint—the difference between a wildfire and a blowtorch.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her cheeks hollow as she creates perfect suction. "Show the Indian slut how a proper English lady services cock."

Aishwarya's eyes flash at the degradation, the Touch transforming what would be offense into arousal. She moves closer, her hand reaching between her own legs to find relief for the desperate need building there. The sight of these two—once powerful women in their own spheres—competing for my approval sends a surge of dark satisfaction through my body.

"Both of you," I command now. Elizabeth releases my cock with a wet pop, allowing Aishwarya to take her place. They establish a rhythm—one sucking the head while the other licks the shaft or teases my balls. Their eyes meet occasionally, some unspoken communication passing between these former enemies now united in service to the same master.

I reach for the small leather notebook in my jacket pocket, the leather warm against my fingers. The book contains a short list of names—men who believed themselves untouchable, whose power I've systematically dismantled for sport. Sterling's name has a line drawn through it, his financial empire now nothing but a memory. Below it, Lian Wei's name bears a fresh mark—another criminal empire erased, another powerful man destroyed.

My eyes move to the next name on the list: Ethan Vance, the Silicon Valley messiah whose tech empire, Aether, controls more data than most governments. Thirty-five years old, worth seventy billion, and arrogant enough to believe his algorithms can predict and control human behavior. He doesn't realize that no algorithm can account for what I am, for what I can do with a simple touch.

"Listen carefully," I tell the women, who pause in their ministrations to give me their complete attention. "Our next target is Ethan Vance."

"The tech billionaire?" Elizabeth asks, her aristocratic accent making even this simple question sound refined despite her position between my legs.

"The very same," I confirm. "His company, Aether, is on the verge of launching an AI platform that will give him unprecedented access to global financial systems. He claims it's for the greater good—a more efficient allocation of resources. In reality, it's the ultimate insider trading tool."

Aishwarya's tongue traces the underside of my shaft as she listens, never fully stopping her service even as she absorbs the information. "What's the approach?" she asks, her Indian accent thickening with arousal.

"I'll pose as a maverick investor," I explain, running my fingers through her hair appreciatively. "The kind of disruptor who funds social engineering projects that traditional VCs won't touch. The concept will appeal to Vance's messiah complex—he sees himself as a visionary reshaping society."

Elizabeth's hand replaces her mouth, stroking me with perfect pressure as she speaks. "And our role?" she asks, already understanding the pattern from previous conquests.

"You'll be my entourage," I tell them. "At Silicon Valley parties, executives let their guards down. They'll talk to you, reveal things they wouldn't to me directly. Especially when they think they might have a chance to fuck you."

Both women smile at this, understanding the irony. The Touch ensures they have eyes only for me, but these powerful men won't know that. They'll waste time and energy pursuing my women, never realizing they're being mined for information.

"And his wife?" Aishwarya asks, remembering how we used Ming-Na to get to Lian Wei. "Angelina Vance—she's famous in her own right. Former tech journalist turned power-player."

"She'll be my first point of contact," I confirm, picturing the woman I've researched extensively. "Brilliant, ambitious, and according to my intelligence, severely undervalued by her husband. The perfect entry point."

The women return to their tasks with renewed enthusiasm, Elizabeth taking me deeply into her throat while Aishwarya's tongue traces delicate patterns across my balls. The combination of their efforts and my anticipation of the next conquest builds my pleasure to nearly unbearable levels, but I hold back. There will be time for release later.

For now, I savor both the physical sensation and the intellectual satisfaction of a perfectly conceived plan. By this time tomorrow, I'll be inside Aether's headquarters, meeting the man who believes his technology makes him untouchable. He'll have no idea that his destruction has already begun—that his algorithms have already failed to detect the approaching storm.

Another powerful man. Another empire to dismantle. Another name waiting for the satisfying stroke of my pen.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine as Elizabeth and Aishwarya work my cock with perfect synchronicity. I've held back long enough. Time to mark my property. "On your knees," I command, rising from the leather seat. "Face to face. I want both of you ready." They scramble to position themselves, kneeling before me with eager anticipation, their beautiful faces tilted upward, mouths open in silent invitation. Perfect.

I stroke myself, watching their hungry eyes track each movement of my hand. Elizabeth's aristocratic features—high cheekbones, piercing blue eyes, and full lips that once sneered at commoners—now arranged in an expression of pure need. Beside her, Aishwarya's exotic beauty—those legendary green eyes, bronze skin, and the full lips that made her a Bollywood sensation—equally desperate for my release.

"Beg for it," I demand, my voice tight with approaching climax. "Let me hear how badly you want my cum."

"Please, Jack," Elizabeth moans, her British accent adding refined desperation to the crude request. "I need it. Cover me with your seed."

"Yes, please," Aishwarya joins in, her accent thickening with arousal. "Mark us, Papi. Show us who we belong to."

Their combined pleas push me over the edge. My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across Elizabeth's forehead and into her chestnut hair. I redirect quickly, the second and third spurts striping across Aishwarya's cheeks and lips. I continue alternating between them, painting both their beautiful faces with thick white ropes that contrast perfectly against their skin tones—stark white on Elizabeth's porcelain complexion, creamy against Aishwarya's bronze.

"Fuck," I grunt, squeezing out the final drops onto Aishwarya's extended tongue. "Perfect."

Both women remain kneeling before me, their faces covered in my release, neither moving to clean themselves without permission. The sight is exquisite—two of the most beautiful women in the world both now marked as my property, waiting for my next command.

"Clean each other," I order, tucking myself away as I return to my seat. "I want to watch you share it."

Without hesitation, Aishwarya turns to Elizabeth, leaning forward to lick a strand of cum from the British woman's cheek. Elizabeth shivers at the contact, her eyes closing briefly before she reciprocates, her tongue darting out to collect a drop from the corner of Aishwarya's mouth.

Their cleanup evolves into something more sensual, tongues and lips working together, collecting my seed from each other's faces with growing enthusiasm. When Elizabeth captures a particularly thick strand from Aishwarya's chin, she doesn't swallow immediately. Instead, she moves forward, pressing her lips against the other woman's in a deep kiss. I can see their tongues working, passing my cum back and forth between them in a lewd display of submission.

"That's it," I encourage, pouring myself another scotch as I watch the show. "Share it like the good little cum sluts you are."

They continue their erotic display, kissing deeply, my seed visible as they pass it from mouth to mouth. Their hands begin to roam, Elizabeth's pale fingers finding Aishwarya's heavy breasts through the thin silk robe she wears, while Aishwarya's hand slides between Elizabeth's thighs, finding the wetness there.

"We'll be landing in twenty minutes," the pilot's voice interrupts through the intercom. "Please prepare for descent."

Ready for the full story?




➡️Read Book 6 Now

Get bonus scenes, launch alerts, and exclusive extras:

➡️Bryan Wolf’s Official Website

Browse all Bryan Wolf books:

➡️Bryan Wolf on Amazon

[image: ]

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcZN.jpg





