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Chapter 1

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 both MILFs fight for the privilege of my attention.

"Deeper," I command, my fingers threading through Aishwarya's thick black hair. She 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.

I lean back into the butter-soft leather of my seat, reflecting on the journey that brought me here. Just a few months ago, on my twenty-first birthday, I was backpacking through remote villages in northern India—another privileged Western kid "finding himself" through manufactured adversity. Then I met the monk.

He wasn't impressive at first glance—ancient, withered, barely five feet tall. But his eyes held centuries of knowledge. He approached me at a street market, his gnarled hand reaching for mine without warning or permission. The moment our skin connected, power surged between us—ancient, primal energy flowing from his frail body into mine.

"You have been chosen," he whispered, his voice stronger than his appearance suggested. "The Kama Sutra Touch passes to you now. Use it to bring justice where conventional means fail."

I thought he was insane until that night, when the innkeeper's daughter brought fresh towels to my room. Our fingers brushed as she handed them over—and her eyes transformed instantly, pupils dilating until they nearly swallowed her irises. Within seconds, she was on her knees, begging to serve me in ways her sheltered upbringing shouldn't have allowed her to imagine.

That was the first. Since then, I've perfected the power—learning to control the intensity, to direct the specific nature of the submission, to use it as the ultimate weapon against men who believe themselves untouchable.

"Both of you," I command now, bringing my attention back to the present. 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."

The women continue 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."

I watch as the women separate reluctantly, both swallowing what remains of my release before turning their attention back to me.

"Get dressed," I tell them, gesturing to the garment bags hanging near the rear of the cabin. "I've selected appropriate attire for our arrival."

They move to comply immediately, the Touch ensuring their eager obedience despite whatever individual preferences they might have once had. Elizabeth unzips her bag to reveal a tasteful but formfitting navy dress that screams old-money confidence—perfect for the investor's wife role she'll be playing. Aishwarya's bag contains a more vibrant ensemble—a modern silk sari in emerald green that highlights her eyes while nodding to her heritage.

The plane banks gently, offering a view of the Bay Area below—the iconic bridge emerging from morning fog, the clustered skyscrapers of downtown, and further south, the sprawling campuses of the tech giants that have reshaped global power structures in a single generation.

"Silicon Valley," I murmur, surveying the landscape of my next conquest. "Built on the myth of meritocracy while operating on the same old hierarchies of power and exploitation. Just with better PR and casual dress codes."

Aishwarya moves to stand beside me at the window, her reflection overlaying the view below. "And Vance? What makes him your target rather than the others?"

"He's developing an AI system that will effectively control global financial markets," I explain, watching as the runway approaches. "He claims it will optimize resource allocation for human flourishing. In reality, it's the perfect tool for manipulating markets on an unprecedented scale. Imagine insider trading, but with an algorithm that can predict and influence every market movement before it happens."

The landing gear deploys with a mechanical thud, the sound reinforcing the finality of our arrival. Elizabeth joins us, her professional mask already in place.

"And once you've destroyed him?" she asks, her voice carefully modulated to reveal nothing of her true status. "What happens to Aether?"

I smile, feeling the familiar surge of anticipation that comes with beginning a new hunt. "That depends on how useful its technology proves to be. Some tools are too valuable to destroy completely."

The wheels touch down with a squeal of rubber on concrete, officially beginning our Silicon Valley operation. I feel my cock stir again at the thought of what's to come—the systematic destruction of another man who believes himself untouchable, starting with claiming the woman at his side.

"Welcome to San Francisco," the pilot announces unnecessarily.

Indeed. Welcome to the next stage of my mission. Welcome to Ethan Vance's imminent destruction.


Chapter 2

The Aether campus rises from the California landscape like a temple to technology—acres of eco-friendly glass and brushed steel gleaming in the sunshine. Security guards with earpieces and forced smiles wave us through after confirming my appointment.

Their eyes linger on Aishwarya and Elizabeth trailing behind me, these tech drones probably wondering how a guy like me rates two gorgeous women as my entourage. If they only knew what waited beneath those professional outfits—bodies marked, claimed, and trained to serve my every desire.

A young woman with an asymmetric haircut and sustainable fashion credentials visible in every carefully selected garment approaches us in the soaring atrium. "Mr. Hammer?" she confirms, extending her hand. I shake it briefly, not activating the Touch. She's nobody—just a stepping stone. "I'm Daria, Mr. Vance's executive coordinator. He's extremely excited to meet you. Please follow me."

We follow her through the pristine corridors, passing open-concept workspaces where programmers hunch over multiple screens, their pale faces illuminated by the cold light of endless code. The entire building feels sterile, like a hospital for algorithms rather than a place where humans create anything of value. Wellness pods and meditation nooks punctuate the landscape—performative gestures toward employee well-being that probably generate more data for analysis than actual health benefits.

Daria leads us to an elevator requiring biometric authentication. "Mr. Vance's private offices are on the top floor," she explains, pressing her palm against a scanner. "The executive level is restricted access."

The elevator rises silently, opening onto a reception area that stands in stark contrast to the minimalist spaces below. Here, the design shifts to calculated opulence—rare woods, hand-knotted rugs, and actual art on the walls instead of motivational platitudes. It's designed to impress the billionaire club that Vance aspires to join permanently.

"Jack Hammer!" A voice booms from the doorway of the main office. Ethan Vance strides toward me, hand outstretched, face arranged in the practiced expression of casual brilliance that his PR team has carefully cultivated. He's tall, fit from expensive personal trainers, with just the right amount of gray at his temples to suggest wisdom without age. His jeans and black turtleneck scream "I'm too visionary for formal attire" while probably costing more than what his average employee makes in a month.

I grasp his hand firmly, meeting his calculated charisma with my own. "Ethan. Good to finally meet in person."

"The feeling is mutual," he replies, his eyes quickly assessing Aishwarya and Elizabeth behind me. "I've followed your investment strategy with interest. Not many people would have backed neural interface technology when you did. You saw around corners."

It's flattery designed to establish common ground between visionaries. I play along. "Conventional wisdom is rarely wise. Just conventional."

He laughs appreciatively—the practiced chuckle of a man accustomed to being the smartest person in the room. "Come in, come in. I want you to meet my wife before we get into the technical discussions. She's heard me talk about your work."

He leads us into his office—a space designed to impress without appearing to try. Floor-to-ceiling windows offer panoramic views of the sprawling campus and the mountains beyond. A desk fashioned from reclaimed redwood dominates one side, while a seating area of sustainable leather and steel creates a more intimate space for conversations.

And there she stands by the windows, sunlight haloing her silhouette like a deliberate visual effect—Angelina Vance. Ethan’s wife. His MILF wife, to be specific. She turns as we enter, and my cock instantly hardens at the sight of her.

She's stunning in a way that makes even Elizabeth and Aishwarya seem incomplete by comparison. Tall and commanding, with the lean, powerful build of a predator rather than prey. Her dark hair falls in a precision cut that frames her face—intelligent eyes that miss nothing, high cheekbones that could cut glass, and lips that seem designed specifically for wrapping around a cock. She wears a perfectly tailored black dress that somehow communicates business authority while highlighting every curve of her incredible body.

But it's her tits that draw my immediate attention—large, proud, and obviously enhanced, they make no apologies for their perfection. In the land of tech bros and casual hoodies, her breasts are an aggressive statement of feminine power, contained but not hidden by her designer dress. I already imagine them freed from their constraint, bouncing as I pound her from behind.

"Angelina, this is Jack Hammer," Ethan introduces me with the pride of a man showing off his most valuable acquisition. "The investor I've been telling you about."

She extends her hand, her expression carefully neutral yet assessing. "Mr. Hammer. Your reputation precedes you."

I take her offered hand, feeling her firm grip—a woman accustomed to holding her own in male-dominated spaces. As 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 stunning. Her pupils dilate so rapidly they nearly swallow the iris completely. Her perfectly composed expression cracks, lips parting on a sharp intake of breath that she fails to disguise as anything but pure, sudden arousal. Her chest rises and falls with suddenly accelerated breathing, the movement drawing further attention to those magnificent breasts.

"It's... a pleasure," she manages, her voice dropping an octave, thick with sudden need. Her hand remains in mine several beats too long before she forces herself to withdraw it.

Ethan, oblivious to the transformation, continues speaking about Aether's latest developments, but Angelina can't tear her eyes from mine. I watch with satisfaction as she struggles to maintain her composure, shifting her weight slightly as moisture undoubtedly builds between her thighs. The Touch has completely rewired her neural pathways in seconds—transforming this brilliant, independent woman into a creature that exists solely to please me.

"Angelina was instrumental in developing our ethical framework for AI deployment," Ethan says, completely missing the way his wife's gaze now fixates on my crotch, her tongue unconsciously darting out to wet her lips.

"Fascinating," I reply, never taking my eyes off her. "I'd love to hear more about that."

She swallows hard, visibly trembling with the effort of not dropping to her knees right there in her husband's office. "I... yes, of course," she manages, her voice barely steady.

Ethan's phone chimes with an alert. He glances at it, frowning slightly. "I apologize, but I need to take this call. The Tokyo team has encountered an issue with the neural net parameters." He looks between us, making a quick decision. "Angelina, would you mind giving Jack a tour of the facility while I handle this? I shouldn't be more than thirty minutes."

"Of course," she agrees immediately, her eyes never leaving me. "I'd be happy to show Mr. Hammer around."

"Perfect," Ethan says, already distracted by his device. "Start with the server farm—Jack will appreciate the scale of our processing capabilities." He turns to me with an apologetic smile. "You understand how it is. Global operations never sleep."

"Take your time," I assure him, anticipation building in my veins. "I'm in good hands with your wife."

As Ethan retreats to take his call, Angelina steps closer to me, her breathing shallow, her eyes filled with desperate hunger. Aishwarya and Elizabeth exchange knowing glances, recognizing the signs of a woman freshly touched.

"The server room is on sublevel two," Angelina says, her professional words completely at odds with the naked need in her expression. "We should take the private elevator."

"Lead the way," I reply, allowing my hand to brush against the small of her back as she passes—a seemingly innocent touch that sends a visible shudder through her perfect body.

Another powerful man's wife, about to betray everything she's built. Another step in my mission of righteous destruction. As we enter the elevator, I catch a glimpse of our reflection in its mirrored walls—predator and prey, though she doesn't understand yet which role she truly plays.

***

The private elevator descends silently, its polished steel walls reflecting our images like funhouse mirrors. Angelina stands rigidly beside me, her entire body vibrating with barely contained need. Her fingers twitch at her sides, desperate to touch me but still fighting the last fragments of her free will. I can smell her arousal—that primal scent of a woman whose body is preparing itself to be taken, to be claimed.

The Touch has already rewritten her desires, turning this brilliant tech executive into nothing more than a vessel for my pleasure. I smile at the thought of Ethan Vance, self-proclaimed tech messiah, completely unaware that his wife is already mine.

"The server farm is Ethan's pride and joy," Angelina manages to say, her voice strained with the effort of maintaining professional composure. "Over ten thousand custom quantum-neural processors working in parallel. The heart of Aether's AI development."

"Impressive," I reply, deliberately brushing my hand against hers. The brief contact makes her gasp audibly, her pupils dilating further. "I'm looking forward to a thorough examination."

The elevator opens onto a sterile white corridor, the temperature noticeably cooler to accommodate the massive computing power housed here. Angelina's hands shake slightly as she presses her palm against a biometric scanner beside massive reinforced doors. A green light flashes, and the doors slide open with a pneumatic hiss.

"Welcome to the brain of Aether," she says as we step inside.

The server room stretches before us—row after row of blinking machines humming with the power of billions of calculations per second. Blue and green status lights pulse like electronic heartbeats, while cooling systems maintain the perfect temperature for optimal processing. The floor is raised, concealing the maze of cables beneath our feet, and the ceiling houses an advanced fire suppression system that could extinguish flames without damaging the precious hardware.

Angelina secures the door behind us with another biometric scan. "No one will disturb us here," she says, her professional tone slipping as the Touch fully overwhelms her remaining resistance. "Only Ethan and I have unrestricted access."

The moment the lock engages, the last of her composure shatters. Without a word, Angelina Vance—former investigative journalist, tech industry power broker, and wife of a billionaire—drops to her knees on the raised floor panels. Her movement is so sudden, so desperate, that it almost seems like her legs have given out beneath her.

"Please," she begs, looking up at me with naked hunger in her eyes. "I need to taste you. I've never felt anything like this—this need. It's consuming me."

I smile down at her, enjoying the sight of this powerful woman kneeling before me in the heart of her husband's technological empire. "Then take what you need," I tell her, making no move to help.

Her hands fly to my belt, fingers fumbling with the buckle in her desperation. She's less practiced than Ming-Na or Elizabeth—a woman accustomed to being in control, now completely overwhelmed by desires she's never experienced. When she finally frees my cock, a moan escapes her lips, as if the mere sight of it fulfills some deep craving.

"Oh god," she whispers, her eyes wide with reverence. "It's perfect."

Without further hesitation, she takes me into her mouth, her technique initially clumsy but enthusiastic. The Touch ensures her eager compliance, but it doesn't instantly grant skill. I watch with dark amusement as this brilliant woman struggles to accommodate my size, her lipstick smearing as she tries to take me deeper than her inexperience allows.

I grow tired of her amateur efforts quickly. Grabbing a fistful of her expensive haircut, I take control, forcing her head down onto my shaft with enough force to make her gag. "Open your throat," I command, feeling her struggle to obey. "This is what you are now—just another hole for my pleasure."

Tears spring to her eyes as she chokes around my invasion, but the Touch transforms her distress into arousal. Her free hand moves between her legs, hiking up her designer dress to touch herself through soaked panties. The perfect picture of degradation—Silicon Valley royalty, fingering herself while being throat-fucked beside the machines that built her husband's fortune.

I establish a brutal rhythm, using her face with the casual ownership of a man who knows his property. The wet, sloppy sounds of her struggle echo off the server racks, creating an obscene counterpoint to the steady hum of processing power around us. Her mascara begins to run, black tears tracking down her flushed cheeks as she gags around my repeated thrusts.

"Look at me," I demand, yanking her head back slightly by her hair. "I want to see your eyes while I fuck the throat of Ethan Vance's wife."

Her gaze locks with mine, complete submission radiating from those once-calculating depths. I drive deeper in response, feeling the resistance at the back of her throat, then pushing past it until her nose presses against my pelvis. Her body convulses slightly from lack of oxygen, but she makes no attempt to pull away.

"Perfect," I grunt, holding her in place for several long seconds before allowing her to retreat for a gasping breath. Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my cock, her makeup completely ruined, her carefully cultivated image of power thoroughly destroyed.

The symbolism isn't lost on me—claiming this woman in the very heart of Ethan's empire, surrounded by the technology he believes makes him special. Just as I took Ming-Na in Lian Wei's sacred bathhouse and Elizabeth in Sterling's private study, I'm violating Angelina in the space that represents Vance's power and identity.

"Touch yourself," I command as I continue using her mouth. "Show me how wet your pussy is while you betray your husband."

She complies immediately, pulling aside her silk panties to reveal glistening folds already swollen with arousal. The Touch ensures her body responds with intensity to her own degradation, her fingers sliding easily through abundant wetness. She moans around my cock as she pleasures herself, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure up my spine.

"That's it," I encourage, maintaining my relentless pace. "The brilliant Angelina Vance, masturbating while choking on a stranger's cock in her husband's server room. What would the tech blogs say if they could see you now?"

Her response is a muffled whimper, her eyes rolling back slightly as the humiliation pushes her closer to climax. The hand between her legs moves with increasing urgency, her body trembling with approaching release. The sight is perfect—complete surrender of a woman who once prided herself on independence and control.

I feel my own climax building but hold back deliberately. I have no intention of finishing in her throat—not when there are other ways to claim her, other humiliations to inflict. I thrust a few more times, enjoying the tight, wet heat of her mouth before pulling out abruptly, leaving her gasping and disoriented.

Saliva and pre-cum drip from her chin onto her expensive dress, creating dark spots on the fabric. Her hair—undoubtedly styled by some exclusive salon at hundreds of dollars per session—now stands in disheveled disarray from my rough handling. Her makeup is completely ruined, black streaks marking her face like war paint. She looks up at me with desperate confusion, her need unfulfilled, her hand still working frantically between her legs.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking, "don't stop. I need more."

I smile down at her, my cock still hard and wet from her mouth, a plan forming for how to further defile her in this technological sanctuary. "Oh, I'm not stopping," I assure her, reaching down to pull her to her feet. "I'm just getting started."

Her legs tremble as she rises, barely able to support her weight. I turn her roughly, bending her forward toward the nearest server rack, its lights blinking impassively as it witnesses her surrender. The perfect position for what comes next—Angelina Vance, bent over and ready to be taken in the heart of her husband's empire.

I grab Angelina by her hips and position her over the edge of the server rack, her body bent at the perfect angle for what comes next. The warm lights of the machines glow against her skin, casting her in an eerie blue-green illumination that makes her look almost otherworldly. Her perfect ass, still covered by her tight designer dress, presents itself to me in silent invitation. I run my hands over the expensive fabric, appreciating the quality before I destroy it. This dress probably cost thousands—a small token of Vance's wealth lavished on his trophy wife. Too bad she'll be returning to him with it in tatters, her body filled with another man's cum.

"Please," she begs, looking back over her shoulder, her once-calculating eyes now clouded with desperate need. "I need you inside me."

"Patience," I reply, running my hands up her sides until I reach the zipper of her dress. Instead of pulling it down carefully, I grip the fabric on either side and tear with sudden force. The expensive material gives way with a satisfying rip, exposing her back and the black lace bra beneath. The sound of destruction echoes through the server room, mingling with her gasp of shocked arousal.

I continue the devastation, tearing the dress down further until it hangs in tatters around her waist. Her ass is covered by a barely-there thong that matches her bra—expensive, deliberately provocative underwear hidden beneath the professional exterior. The contrast is delicious—the powerful businesswoman outside, the sexual creature beneath, now completely at my mercy.

"Look at you," I taunt, running my fingers along the edge of her thong without removing it. "Silicon Valley's power couple. Does Ethan know his brilliant wife wears fuck-me underwear to business meetings?"

She whimpers as I slide the thin fabric aside rather than removing it, exposing her soaking wet pussy to the cool air of the server room. "Only for you," she gasps, though the Touch makes her say what she thinks I want to hear. "Only ever for you."

Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal motion that forces a scream from her throat. The sound bounces off the walls of servers, absorbed by nothing but machinery. Her pussy grips me like a vise—tight, wet, and scorching hot against the climate-controlled chill of the room.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back arching, fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth metal of the server rack. "You're so big! I've never—oh god!"

I establish an immediate rhythm, pounding into her with enough force to make the entire rack shift slightly with each impact. Warning lights begin to flash on nearby panels, the sensitive equipment protesting this unorthodox use of its housing. The thought of potentially disrupting Vance's precious systems while fucking his wife only heightens my pleasure.

"That's it," I growl, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back painfully. "Take it all like the whore you really are."

Her inner walls clench around me at the degradation, the Touch ensuring that humiliation translates directly into increased arousal. I lean over her, my chest against her exposed back, my mouth close to her ear.

"Now," I whisper without slowing my assault on her body, "tell me about Aether's encryption protocols."

Confusion flickers across her features momentarily—some distant part of her mind recognizing the impropriety of what I'm asking. But the Touch ensures her compliance is immediate and eager.

"Triple... triple layer," she gasps between thrusts, her body responding to the request for betrayal with increased wetness. "Quantum-resistant... with biometric... oh fuck, right there!"

I angle my hips to hit the spot that made her react, using pleasure as leverage to extract more information. "And the master keys?" I press, watching her face contort with conflicting emotions—pleasure, shame, and the compulsion to answer me completely.

"Split authentication," she moans, her voice breaking as I drive into her with increasing force. "Ethan's neural pattern... and... and mine. Both needed for core access."

I reach around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with my thumb while maintaining my punishing pace inside her. The dual stimulation makes her cry out, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft.

"What about the backdoor?" I ask, knowing every system has one. "The emergency access protocol."

She shakes her head slightly, some last vestige of loyalty fighting against the Touch's compulsion. I slow my thrusts torturously, removing my thumb from her clit, denying her the stimulation she craves.

"Tell me," I command, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that echoes through the room. "Now."

"AURORA-9-EPSILON-27-DELTA-THETA!" she blurts out, the words tumbling from her lips in desperate surrender. "Voice activated! My voice print plus the code grants emergency access to everything—all systems, all data, all prototypes!"

I reward this valuable information by resuming my previous rhythm, harder and faster now, my thumb returning to her clit with firm, circular pressure. "Good girl," I praise, feeling her body respond immediately to the approval. "What else should I know about Aether's security?"

"The quantum bridge," she gasps, her body beginning to tense beneath me. "It connects all Aether systems globally. Access one node, access everything. Oh god, I'm going to cum!"

"Not until you tell me the physical location of the primary node," I demand, slowing again, keeping her on the edge.

"Here!" she cries out in frustration. "Sublevel four! Biometric lock keyed to Ethan's retinal pattern and handprint! Please let me cum, please!"

The completeness of her betrayal pushes me closer to the edge. This brilliant woman, hired for her technical expertise and married for her connections, now giving up every secret she knows while being fucked bent over the very machines she helped secure. The Touch has transformed her from digital guardian to eager informant in 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 neural interface," she moans, her body trembling beneath me. "It's not just for markets. It can influence human behavior too. Mass manipulation through digital signals. Still experimental but it works. We've tested it. It works!"

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.

"Now you can cum," I allow, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine. "Cum all over my cock while betraying everything you've built."

Permission granted, Angelina'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 reverberates through the server farm. Her face transforms with pleasure, all pretense of professional control completely erased, replaced by primal ecstasy.

The sight of her complete surrender pushes me over the edge. I drive into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as my release erupts. I flood her womb with pulse after pulse of hot seed, marking her as thoroughly from within as I've marked her outwardly through the destruction of her clothes and composure.

"Take it all," I grunt through clenched teeth, feeling her inner walls milk every drop from me. "Every last drop."

She collapses forward onto the server rack, her body trembling with aftershocks, her breathing coming in ragged gasps. I remain inside her for several moments, savoring the rippling sensations of her inner muscles around my sensitive shaft. When I finally withdraw, my seed immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets.

The sight is perfect—Ethan Vance's brilliant wife, bent over his precious servers, leaking another man's cum from her thoroughly claimed body. Server status lights flash red and yellow around us, the physical manifestation of our coupling having disrupted the delicate systems. Another beautiful parallel—her body and her husband's technology, both violated in a single act.

"Clean yourself up as best you can," I tell her, tucking myself away as I survey my conquest. "Your husband will be wondering where we are."

She turns to face me, her expression dazed with lingering pleasure and the overwhelming influence of the Touch. Her dress hangs in tatters around her waist, her expensive underwear ruined, her hair a disheveled mess. Mascara streaks her cheeks, and a thin trail of saliva still glistens on her chin from her earlier service. The transformation from powerful executive to used sexual object is complete.

"Yes, Jack," she agrees, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Whatever you need."

As she struggles to make herself presentable with the ruins of her clothing, I turn my attention to a nearby terminal, memorizing the layout and security features for my next move. By tomorrow, I'll have everything I need to completely destroy Ethan Vance and take control of Aether's technology—financial records, security protocols, backdoor access, and his wife's complete submission.

Another tech messiah about to discover he's merely mortal. Another empire about to fall.


Chapter 3

The next morning, I stride through Aether's main building toward my meeting with the PR department. Yesterday's conquest of Angelina was just the first step in dismantling Vance's empire. Today, I need information of a different kind—the public narrative, the carefully constructed lies that keep investors believing in Vance's technological messiah complex. And the gatekeeper of those lies is waiting for me in conference room three: Chloe Richardson, Head of Public Relations and Corporate Communications.

My research tells me she's a PR shark with an MBA from Stanford and a reputation for ruthlessly controlling Aether's image. What my research didn't mention is what greets me when I open the door—the most magnificent pair of fake tits I've ever seen.

"Mr. Hammer," she says, rising from her seat at the glass conference table, extending a manicured hand. "Thank you for making time in your schedule."

Chloe Richardson is a study in calculated sexuality packaged as corporate professionalism. Mid-thirties, with a sharp bobbed haircut and predatory eyes that evaluate everything as a potential asset or liability. Her face is striking rather than traditionally beautiful—high cheekbones, a strong jaw, and full lips clearly enhanced by the finest fillers money can buy.

But it's her body that commands immediate attention. She wears a tailored blazer that makes a valiant attempt to contain breasts that are clearly artificial and deliberately oversized for her otherwise slender frame. The buttons of her silk blouse strain against the pressure, creating small gaps that offer teasing glimpses of a lace bra beneath. In the world of hoodies and casual tech attire, her curves are an aggressive statement—a woman weaponizing her sexuality in a male-dominated industry.

"The pleasure is mine," I reply, clasping her hand firmly. I don't activate the Touch yet—I want to assess her first, understand what makes this particular gatekeeper tick.

"Please, sit," she offers, gesturing to the chair beside hers rather than across the table. A deliberate choice to create artificial intimacy, to position us as collaborators rather than negotiating opponents. Classic PR tactic.

I take the offered seat, watching as she sits down, her blazer opening slightly with the movement to reveal more of her magnificent chest. The movement isn't accidental—she's used to deploying her physical assets strategically, knowing exactly how they affect the men she deals with.

"Ethan was extremely impressed with your initial meeting," she begins, crossing her legs in a way that causes her skirt to ride up slightly. "He believes you and Aether could form a powerful partnership."

"I see potential," I reply noncommittally, watching her face for reactions. "Though I still have questions about Aether's market positioning and the timeline for the neural interface deployment."

Her smile doesn't reach her eyes. "That's exactly why I wanted this meeting. My job is to make sure you have the narrative you need—the story that will make both our interests align."

The careful choice of words tells me everything. She's not here to provide information but to shape perception—to sell me the version of Aether that Vance wants investors to see.

"I prefer substance over narrative," I say, deliberately glancing at her chest before meeting her eyes again. "I'm curious what someone with your... perspective... actually thinks about Aether's prospects."

She catches the look and calculates its meaning instantly, adjusting her strategy without missing a beat. She leans forward slightly, enhancing her cleavage while maintaining eye contact.

"Between us," she says, lowering her voice conspiratorially, "there are aspects of our public messaging that are... optimistically timed. But that's the game, isn't it? Promise the future to fund the present."

Interesting. Already offering a controlled glimpse behind the curtain to establish trust. She's good.

"The best PR people I know are secretly cynics," I observe, reaching for the water glass in front of me, deliberately placing my hand near hers. "They have to believe in manipulation to be effective at it."

She laughs—a practiced sound designed to seem spontaneous. "You've worked with my kind before."

"More than you know," I reply, making my move. As I return the water glass to the table, I let my fingers brush against the back of her hand, activating the Touch with the familiar surge of ancient power.

The transformation is immediate and dramatic. Her pupils dilate rapidly, her breathing pattern changing in mid-breath. The calculating look in her eyes dissolves, replaced by raw, unfiltered need. Her lips part slightly, the tip of her tongue unconsciously emerging to wet them.

"I..." she begins, then stops, clearly struggling with the sudden flood of new sensations. Her professional mask cracks completely, revealing naked hunger beneath. "Mr. Hammer, I... feel strange."

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

She swallows hard, her chest rising and falling with suddenly accelerated breathing. The movement draws further attention to her breasts, the buttons of her blouse now under even greater strain.

"Jack," she repeats, my name sounding like a prayer on her lips. "I think we should continue this somewhere more... private."

"Did you have somewhere in mind?" I ask, enjoying her struggle to maintain professionalism while her body screams for release.

"The privacy pods," she manages, standing on slightly unsteady legs. "They're soundproof. For sensitive conversations."

I follow as she leads me through the open workspace, watching the deliberate sway of her hips as she walks. Her body has always been a weapon in her professional arsenal, but now it's responding to new programming—every movement designed to entice me specifically.

The privacy pod turns out to be a small, egg-shaped enclosure with frosted glass walls that turn opaque when occupied. Inside is just enough space for a small bench seat and a tiny table—designed for confidential conversations in the otherwise open-plan office.

As soon as the door seals behind us with a soft hiss, Chloe activates the privacy mode. The glass walls cloud to opacity, and a small light turns from green to red, indicating the space is occupied and the sound dampening is active.

"We won't be disturbed," she says, her voice dropping an octave, thick with need. "No one can see in. No one can hear us."

Without waiting for a response, she reaches for her blazer buttons, unfastening them with trembling fingers. The expensive garment falls open, revealing her silk blouse pulled tight across those magnificent breasts. But that's not enough for her. With a single fluid motion, she tears the blouse open, buttons flying across the small space, exposing a black lace bra struggling to contain her assets.

"I've never done anything like this," she confesses, her hands moving to the front clasp of her bra. "But I need you to touch me. I need it more than I've ever needed anything."

The bra falls away, revealing her breasts in all their glory—perfectly round, impossibly firm, with small areolas and hard nipples pointing directly at me. They're clearly artificial, but represent the absolute pinnacle of cosmetic enhancement—expensive, high-end work designed to attract attention without appearing completely unnatural.

"These are spectacular," I say honestly, reaching out to cup one heavy globe. The flesh yields slightly beneath my fingers—soft enough to feel real at first touch, but with the telltale firmness of silicone beneath. "How long have you been using these to manipulate men in boardrooms?"

She moans at my touch, arching her back to press more fully into my hand. "Seven years," she gasps. "Best investment I ever made. Doubled my salary within six months."

I pinch her nipple roughly, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain. "And now they're going to serve a different purpose."

I pull her toward me with my free hand, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss that she returns with desperate hunger. The Touch ensures her complete submission, but her natural aggression channels into raw sexual energy. Her tongue pushes into my mouth, her hands flying to my hair, gripping tightly as she presses her half-naked body against mine.

I back her against the frosted glass wall, my hands moving to grasp both breasts, squeezing the firm flesh with enough force to leave marks. She gasps into my mouth, her hips grinding against my thigh, seeking friction for the ache building between her legs.

"Please," she begs when we break for air, her professional poise completely shattered. "I need more. I need everything."

I silence her with another kiss, one hand moving to her ass, gripping the firm muscle through her skirt. She's clearly maintained her body with the same attention to detail as her career—everything toned, shaped, and optimized for maximum impact.

"Not yet," I tell her, pulling back slightly to watch her face. "First, you're going to tell me what you know about Aether's actual financial situation. The truth, not the PR version."

Confusion flickers across her features momentarily, but the Touch ensures the question only intensifies her arousal. Her nipples harden further as she processes my demand for betrayal.

"Ethan's cooking the books," she whispers against my neck, her hips still grinding against my thigh. "We're six months from insolvency unless the IPO goes through. The neural interface doesn't work as advertised—there are dangerous side effects they're hiding."

"Good girl," I praise, rewarding her with another rough squeeze of her breasts. "Keep talking while I decide exactly how I'm going to use you."

Her body shudders at my words, the Touch ensuring that serving me—both physically and by providing information—becomes her greatest source of pleasure. I push her harder against the wall, my hand sliding up her thigh and under her skirt, finding the wet heat between her legs. The perfect next step in dismantling Vance's empire—his PR queen about to be thoroughly fucked while spilling all his secrets.

I spin Chloe around and slam her against the frosted glass wall, her magnificent fake tits pressed flat against the cool surface. Her skirt rides up easily as I push it to her waist, revealing a black thong that matches her discarded bra. Perfect easy access. I tear the thin fabric aside rather than removing it, exposing her soaking wet pussy. She's dripping—literally dripping with arousal—her inner thighs already glistening with evidence of how completely the Touch has rewired her desires. "Please," she begs, looking back over her shoulder, her PR-perfect makeup already starting to smudge from her desperate arousal. "Fuck me. I need it so bad."

I free my cock, already rock hard from watching her transformation from corporate shark to desperate slut. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal motion that forces a scream from her throat. The sound-dampening features of the pod earn their keep as she wails loudly enough to have alerted the entire floor otherwise.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her back arching, fingers scrabbling for purchase against the smooth glass. "You're so big! Oh god!"

Her pussy grips me like a vise—surprisingly tight for a woman who's clearly used her body as a negotiating tool throughout her career. I establish an immediate rhythm, pounding into her with enough force to make her entire body jolt against the glass with each thrust. Her perfect tits flatten against the frosted surface, then bounce back with each impact, creating an obscene ripple effect through the artificially enhanced flesh.

"Is this how you close deals?" I taunt, grabbing a fistful of her expensively highlighted hair and yanking her head back painfully. "On your back with your legs spread for any investor with enough cash?"

"No," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around my shaft at the degradation. "Only for you. I've never—oh fuck, right there!—never done this at work before."

"Liar," I growl, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that echoes in the confined space. "You've got cocksucker written all over you. Those tits weren't bought for boardroom presentations."

The humiliation pushes her closer to the edge, the Touch transforming my verbal abuse into pure aphrodisiac. I maintain my punishing pace, each thrust driving her body against the glass wall with enough force to make the entire pod vibrate slightly.

"Now," I command, never slowing my assault on her body, "tell me more about Vance's fraud. Details."

She moans, her body responding to the request for betrayal with increased arousal—her pussy growing even wetter around my invading cock. "The neural interface causes brain damage in 30% of test subjects," she gasps between thrusts. "We've buried three lawsuits already. Paid millions in hush money."

"And the financials?" I press, angling my hips to hit a spot that makes her entire body jerk with pleasure.

"Completely fabricated," she admits, her voice breaking as pleasure overwhelms her. "We're burning through cash at $40 million a month. The last two funding rounds were based on demo videos that used actors, not actual technology. The AI doesn't work—it's mostly humans behind the scenes pretending to be the algorithm."

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

"What else?" I demand, reaching around to roughly grab one of her tits, squeezing the firm flesh with enough force to leave marks. The perfect combination of softness and resistance—exactly what money can buy.

"Ethan's been selling shares privately," she moans as I knead her breast roughly. "Against lock-up agreements. He knows it's all going to collapse after the IPO. He's planning to cash out and disappear before the SEC investigation."

"And you've been helping him sell this fraud," I observe, twisting her nipple hard enough to make her yelp. "Crafting the perfect lies for the perfect exit scam."

"Yes," she admits, shame and arousal mingling in her voice. "It's what he pays me for. I'm good at making people believe what we need them to believe."

"And now?" I ask, increasing my pace to a punishing tempo, my balls slapping against her with each thrust.

"Now I'm yours," she gasps, her body beginning to tremble. "Tell me what to do, and I'll do it. Whatever you need. Whatever helps you destroy him."

The perfect submission pushes me closer to the edge. I withdraw suddenly, spinning her around to face me. Her makeup is completely ruined, mascara streaking down her flushed cheeks, lipstick smeared across her face. I push her down to her knees before me, my cock level with her face.

"Open," I command, stroking myself rapidly. "Eyes open. Look at me while I mark you."

She obeys instantly, her lips parting, her gaze locked on mine as my orgasm hits with explosive force. The first rope of cum lands across her forehead and into her perfectly styled hair. The second and third stripe 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 her PR-perfect features, transforming her from corporate image-maker 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, her face is completely covered, thick white ropes decorating her features in obscene contrast to her otherwise professional appearance. A drop slides down her cheek, hanging momentarily before falling onto her magnificent breast.

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

I tuck myself away, looking down at my handiwork. Chloe kneels before me on the floor of the privacy pod, her blouse torn open, her expensive skirt bunched around her waist, her face covered in my release. The perfect image of conquest—Aether's voice to the world, reduced to a cum-covered mess in a soundproof box.

"Clean yourself up," I instruct, already planning my next move. "Then prepare a press release announcing my investment firm's strategic partnership with Aether. We'll announce it tomorrow."

"But there is no partnership yet," she says, confusion briefly overcoming the Touch's influence.

"Exactly," I reply with a smile. "The announcement will drive Aether's pre-IPO valuation up at least 15%. Vance will be ecstatic."

Understanding dawns in her cum-streaked face. "And then?"

"And then you'll help me reveal the fraud, piece by piece," I explain, watching as she uses her fingers to collect my seed from her cheeks, licking each digit clean with obvious relish. "Starting with leaked documents about the failed neural interface trials. Followed by the falsified financial statements."

"It will destroy him," she says, not a hint of resistance in her voice. The Touch has transformed her loyalty completely—her considerable skills now dedicated to her new master's goals.

"That's the plan," I confirm, helping her to her feet. "Between Angelina's access to the technical infrastructure and your control of the company narrative, we'll dismantle Vance's empire within a week."

She nods, already calculating angles and strategies with her PR-trained mind, even as she continues cleaning my cum from her face. "I can start laying groundwork today. Small inconsistencies in messaging, hints of trouble that will make the later revelations more believable."

"Perfect," I approve, watching as she attempts to make herself presentable with the ruins of her clothing. "We'll meet again tomorrow to coordinate the details."

As she struggles to close her torn blouse, I reflect on my progress. In just two days, I've secured both Aether's technical backdoors through Angelina and its public messaging through Chloe. Ethan Vance, who built his empire on manipulating information and exploiting trust, is about to experience the same tactics turned against him with devastating precision.

The Touch has never failed me yet. Another powerful man's carefully constructed world, about to collapse. Another name soon to be crossed off my list.


Chapter 4

I lean back in the leather guest chair, watching Ethan Vance's office door with the patience of a predator. The meeting confirmation on my phone says 2:00 PM, but I've arrived fifteen minutes early—intentionally. There's no better way to understand a man than to catch him in the moments he doesn't think you're watching. Through the glass wall separating his office from the executive corridor, I can see Ethan talking to a young man—barely out of college by the looks of him. The kid's body language screams anxiety—shifting weight, fidgeting hands, eyes that can't quite meet Vance's. Perfect timing on my part. I'm about to witness something interesting.

Ethan's executive assistant notices my presence and starts to rise from her desk. I wave her down with a smile that makes her cheeks flush. Women are so predictable—a little focused attention and they're already halfway to submission.

"Mr. Hammer, your meeting isn't for another fifteen minutes," she says, her voice carrying a hint of apology.

"I know," I reply, my eyes never leaving the glass-walled office. "I'm early. Don't announce me yet."

She hesitates, caught between protocol and my command. The brief internal struggle plays out across her features before she nods. "Of course, Mr. Hammer."

I turn my full attention back to the drama unfolding beyond the glass. The young engineer—his employee badge dangling from a lanyard around his neck—is gesturing now, his movements becoming more animated while Ethan maintains that perfect tech-CEO calm. Placid surface, shark beneath. I recognize the type because I hunt them.

Ethan's office door is cracked open just enough that fragments of their conversation drift out. I adjust my position slightly, enhancing my ability to eavesdrop without appearing obvious about it.

"—fundamental ethical questions we haven't addressed," the young man is saying, his voice trembling slightly with the courage it takes to challenge a billionaire. "The predictive capabilities go beyond market forecasting. We're talking about potential behavior modification at scale."

I suppress a smile. The kid has stumbled onto the truth behind Aether's technology—the same truth Angelina revealed to me yesterday while I fucked her against the server rack. The neural interface isn't just for financial markets; it's for human manipulation. Mass control disguised as optimization.

Ethan's response comes in that practiced, reasonable tone that tech messiahs perfect for TED talks and congressional hearings. "David, I appreciate your concerns. Really, I do. Ethical considerations are central to Aether's mission. We have an entire department dedicated to responsible deployment."

I can see the manipulation for what it is—the false validation before the dismissal. Ethan leans forward, placing his elbows on his desk, steepling his fingers in a gesture designed to project thoughtful consideration.

"But what you're describing isn't what our technology does," he continues smoothly. "The neural interface optimizes decision-making by providing enhanced information processing. It doesn't control behavior."

The young engineer—David—shakes his head, not buying the corporate line. The kid's got balls, I'll give him that. Most people would back down when a billionaire tells them they're wrong.

"Sir, with respect, that's not what the data shows," David insists, pulling a tablet from his messenger bag. "I've been analyzing the test results from Phase Three trials. There's a clear pattern of preference alignment among test subjects—not just faster decisions, but fundamentally altered choices that benefit Aether's position."

Ethan's façade doesn't crack, but I notice a subtle shift in his posture—the slight straightening of his spine, the fractional narrowing of his eyes. The shark is preparing to strike.

"May I ask how you accessed Phase Three data?" Ethan's voice remains calm, but there's a new edge beneath the surface. "That's restricted to the executive team and principal investigators."

David swallows hard, realizing too late that he's implicated himself. "I... I was asked to run calibration checks on the database architecture. The anomalies in the results were impossible to ignore."

"So you decided to conduct your own unauthorized investigation?" Ethan clarifies, his tone still reasonable but growing colder by the word. "Into confidential research protected by multiple NDAs?"

The trap closes with elegant precision. The ethical concern has been successfully reframed as a security violation. Masterful manipulation—I almost admire the technique.

David's face pales as he realizes his tactical error. "That's not—I was trying to do the right thing. This technology could influence millions of people without their knowledge or consent. That's not what I signed up for when I joined Aether."

Ethan rises from his chair, a smooth, unhurried movement that nonetheless carries undeniable authority. He walks to the window overlooking the campus, hands clasped behind his back in a posture that screams practiced gravitas. The Silicon Valley Moses on the mountain, contemplating from on high.

"David, when you joined Aether, you signed up to change the world," he says, still facing the window. "Real change requires courage. It requires making difficult decisions that others might not understand initially."

He turns now, fixing the young engineer with a gaze that combines disappointment and resolve. "Not everyone is suited for that journey."

The words hang in the air between them—the death sentence disguised as philosophical difference. David seems to shrink physically under their weight.

"Are you firing me?" he asks, his voice small but still carrying a thread of defiance.

"I think it's best we part ways," Ethan confirms, the euphemism rolling off his tongue with practiced ease. "Effective immediately."

David stands abruptly, his face flushing with anger. "You can't just bury this. People have a right to know what this technology really does."

Ethan's mask slips for just a moment—a flash of the true predator beneath the visionary facade. His smile doesn't reach his eyes as he picks up his phone and presses a single button.

"Security, please come to my office," he says calmly, never breaking eye contact with the increasingly agitated engineer. "We have an immediate escort situation."

He sets the phone down and leans against his desk, arms folded across his chest. The power dynamic couldn't be clearer—the billionaire tech god, completely in control; the idealistic engineer, suddenly confronting the limits of principle in the face of power.

"Your non-disclosure agreement is extremely comprehensive, David," Ethan reminds him, his voice carrying just the right note of regretful warning. "Section 8.3 specifically covers speculative concerns about technology applications. The penalties for violation are... substantial."

David's shoulders slump slightly, but his jaw remains set. "So that's it? Silence the concerns instead of addressing them?"

"I'm addressing them by reminding you of your legal obligations," Ethan replies smoothly. "Aether has invested billions in developing technology that will optimize resource allocation globally. Do you have any idea how many lives that will improve? How many children won't starve because supply chains finally work efficiently?"

The messiah complex is on full display now—the belief that his wealth and power give him the right to make decisions for humanity. It's familiar territory; I've seen it in every powerful man I've destroyed. The conviction that they are special, chosen, above the rules that constrain ordinary mortals.

Two security guards appear at the office door, both with the thick necks and watchful eyes of former military. They enter without knocking—Ethan's summons is all the permission they need.

"Please escort Mr. Chen to HR to process his termination," Ethan instructs them. "He'll need to surrender his badge and any company devices before leaving the premises."

The guards move to flank David, not touching him yet but establishing their physical dominance through proximity. The message is clear—resist, and this gets physical.

David looks between the guards, then back to Ethan. "You can fire me, but you can't stop the truth. Others will see what I've seen."

Ethan's expression shifts to something almost pitying. "David, let me be very clear about your situation. If you speak about Aether's technology to anyone—media, competitors, regulators, even your family—we will enforce our legal rights to the fullest extent possible. The financial penalties would bankrupt you for life."

He steps closer, lowering his voice to a level that barely carries to where I'm sitting. "Beyond that, I will personally ensure you never work in tech again. Not in Silicon Valley, not in Seattle, not in Austin or Boston or anywhere else that matters. Your career will be over before it truly began."

The threat lands like a physical blow. David visibly flinches, the full weight of what he's up against finally sinking in. He's not just losing a job; he's being erased from an entire industry.

"Do we understand each other?" Ethan asks, his tone suggesting he's being reasonable, even generous in his clarity.

David nods once, defeat written in every line of his body.

"Good," Ethan says, stepping back and gesturing to the guards. "Please proceed."

As the security team leads David out, Ethan calls after him: "For what it's worth, I do wish you well in your future endeavors. You're brilliant—just not suited for the realities of changing the world."

The false benevolence is the final twist of the knife—the abuser telling his victim that the punishment is for their own good. I've seen this dynamic before in the powerful men I've destroyed—the ability to inflict harm while convincing themselves they're being merciful.

The moment the door closes behind David and his escorts, Ethan notices my presence in the reception area. His expression transforms instantly—the cold executioner replaced by the charismatic visionary in the blink of an eye. He strides to the door and opens it wide, a perfect smile in place.

"Jack! You're early," he says warmly. "Come in, come in. Sorry about that little drama—the hardest part of this job is when talented people just aren't aligned with our mission."

I rise and enter his office, my handshake firm, my smile calculated. I wonder if Ethan has any idea that I've already fucked his wife in every hole, that I've turned his PR director into my personal cum dumpster, that I've extracted every access code and security protocol needed to dismantle his empire.

"Looked intense," I comment, taking the seat he offers across from his desk.

Ethan sighs, the performance of the burdened visionary. "Sometimes people join Aether for the wrong reasons. They want to be part of something revolutionary, but they're not prepared for the tough decisions that real change requires."

"What was his concern?" I ask, feigning casual interest while watching Ethan's face carefully for tells.

"Oh, the usual ethical hand-wringing," Ethan dismisses with a wave. "Every new technology faces resistance from people who can't see the bigger picture. They fixate on theoretical risks while missing the enormous potential benefits."

He leans forward, entering full pitch mode. "Take our neural interface. Some people worry about privacy implications or data security. What they miss is that we're creating a system that could eliminate market inefficiencies that cause billions to suffer in poverty."

I nod thoughtfully, playing my role. "The fear of the new is a powerful force."

"Exactly!" Ethan exclaims, pleased to find what he thinks is a kindred spirit. "Most people can't handle paradigm shifts. They need to be guided into the future, sometimes despite themselves."

The god complex couldn't be clearer. Ethan Vance truly believes he has the right—the obligation—to reshape humanity according to his vision, regardless of consent or consequences. His casual destruction of a young man's career for daring to question that vision only confirms what I already knew.

"Well, I've never been afraid of the future," I tell him, the irony of my words lost on him. "Or of making the hard decisions necessary to create it."

Ethan's smile broadens. He thinks he's found an ally, another apex predator who understands that the rules are for lesser men. He has no idea that in the game of predators, he's not at the top of the food chain.

I am.

And as he launches into his rehearsed spiel about Aether's transformative potential, I feel the familiar surge of anticipation. Angelina is already compromised, feeding me every technical secret her husband thought secure. Chloe is preparing the public messaging that will lead to his downfall. And now I've witnessed firsthand the arrogance and cruelty that make his destruction not just profitable, but righteous.

By this time next week, Ethan Vance will join the growing list of powerful men who discovered too late that their empires were built on sand. And I'll be moving on to my next target, another name on my list, another fortress of power waiting to be infiltrated and destroyed.


Chapter 5

The Innovation Lab glows with an eerie white light when I step inside at 9 PM sharp. The sterile environment houses Aether's "revolutionary" prototypes—sleek devices with rounded edges and minimalist designs that scream Silicon Valley groupthink disguised as disruption. Each display case contains another empty promise, another product designed to harvest data while pretending to serve humanity. I run my fingers along the cool glass, imagining how quickly this temple of innovation will crumble once I've finished with Vance. My cock stirs at the thought of what's about to happen here—another conquest, another step toward his destruction.

The pneumatic door hisses open behind me. I don't turn immediately, savoring the moment of anticipation. The click of heels on the polished concrete floor tells me Angelina has arrived, but there's a second set of footsteps—lighter, more hesitant. Perfect.

"Jack," Angelina's voice carries that throaty quality it's had since the Touch transformed her. "I thought you might appreciate some company tonight."

I turn slowly, taking in the sight before me. Angelina stands in a form-fitting black dress that hugs every curve of her spectacular body, her hair loose around her shoulders instead of the tight professional style she maintains during business hours. But it's the woman beside her that draws my immediate interest.

"This is Rebecca," Angelina says, placing a hand on the small of the younger woman's back. "She's our UX designer for the neural interface. Very... talented."

Rebecca is everything Angelina isn't—petite where Angelina is statuesque, soft where Angelina is sharp. Mid-twenties, with shoulder-length brown hair and wide eyes that carry a wounded intelligence. She wears a simple blouse and pencil skirt, clutching a tablet to her chest like a shield. Classic Silicon Valley—brilliant, overworked, and completely unaware of her own attractiveness.

I step forward, extending my hand toward Rebecca. "It's a pleasure to meet you."

She hesitantly shifts her tablet to one arm and reaches out. 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 beautiful to watch. Her pupils dilate so rapidly they nearly swallow her irises. Her mouth falls open in a silent gasp, the tablet slipping from her grasp and clattering to the floor. Her entire body seems to flush, a visible tremor running through her slight frame.

"What... what's happening to me?" she whispers, her voice already thickening with need.

"You're finally waking up," I tell her, maintaining contact, letting the power flow deeper, rewriting every neural pathway that governs desire. "How long have you been working for Vance?"

"Three years," she manages, her breathing becoming rapid and shallow. "Sixty-hour weeks. No recognition. No promotion."

"And now you'll serve a new master," I state simply. "One who appreciates your talents."

I release her hand and step back, looking between both women. Angelina watches with hungry anticipation, already knowing what comes next. Rebecca sways slightly, her eyes never leaving my face, her body adjusting to its new programming.

"Strip," I command, my voice echoing in the pristine space. "Both of you."

They comply immediately. Angelina reaches behind her neck to unzip her dress with practiced efficiency, while Rebecca's fingers tremble as they work the buttons of her blouse. I watch with calculated appreciation as they reveal themselves in this temple of technology—Vance's prized possessions disrobing for his destruction.

Angelina's body is a masterpiece of feminine power—full breasts with dark nipples that harden in the cool air, toned stomach tapering to shapely hips, long legs that seem designed to wrap around a man's waist. Rebecca's reveal is more hesitant but equally rewarding—smaller breasts with pale pink nipples, a softer stomach that speaks of too many late nights coding instead of exercising, hips that flare unexpectedly from her otherwise slight frame.

"On your knees," I command once they're both naked, their clothes pooled around their feet on the spotless floor. "Show me how eager you are to please me."

They drop to their knees in perfect unison, creating a tableau that sends blood rushing to my cock—two of Vance's female employees, naked and kneeling in his precious Innovation Lab, waiting for my next command. The power dynamics alone are intoxicating.

I unzip my pants slowly, savoring the way their eyes track my every movement. When I free my cock, already hard from the display before me, both women visibly react—Angelina licking her lips with practiced hunger, Rebecca's eyes widening at the size.

"Who wants to go first?" I ask, stroking myself lazily.

"Please," they both say simultaneously, then glance at each other with a flash of competitive tension.

I laugh. "Come closer. Both of you."

They shuffle forward on their knees, positioning themselves on either side of my cock. Without further instruction, Angelina leans in first, running her tongue along the underside of my shaft with expert precision. Not to be outdone, Rebecca quickly follows suit, her inexperience evident but compensated by desperate enthusiasm.

"That's it," I encourage, my hand finding Angelina's hair, guiding her movements. "Show the new girl how it's done."

Angelina takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching around my girth, her tongue working the sensitive spot just beneath the head. She establishes a rhythm of taking me deep, then retreating, each stroke calculated to maximize pleasure. When I pull her away, Rebecca immediately takes her place, her technique less refined but her enthusiasm undeniable. Her smaller mouth struggles with my size, but the Touch ensures her determination overcomes any hesitation.

"Compete for it," I tell them, my voice tightening with pleasure. "Show me which of you deserves my cum more."

The command triggers something primal between them. Angelina becomes more aggressive, taking me deeper into her throat than before, her eyes never leaving mine as she demonstrates her superior skill. Rebecca counters by focusing on the head, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge with unexpected talent. They alternate without my direction now, one sucking my shaft while the other licks my balls or teases the base.

"Look at you two," I taunt, my fingers tangling in Rebecca's hair now. "Ethan Vance's prized employees, fighting over my cock like starving animals."

The degradation only intensifies their efforts. Angelina moans around my shaft, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure through my body. Not to be outdone, Rebecca takes me deeper than before, gagging slightly but pushing through the discomfort, tears forming at the corners of her eyes from the effort.

I establish control again, using my grip on their hair to direct their movements—forcing Angelina to take me deep while Rebecca watches, then switching, making them take turns servicing me while the other waits with visible impatience. The wet, sloppy sounds of their efforts echo off the lab's hard surfaces, creating an obscene soundtrack that contrasts sharply with the sterile environment.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, pulling both their heads back slightly so they look up at me.

"Your cum," Angelina says immediately, her voice husky with need.

"Please," Rebecca adds, her inexperience making her sound even more desperate. "I need to taste it."

I consider giving them what they want—my release would be explosive after the display they've put on. But I have other plans for these two, other ways to mark Vance's territory as my own.

"Not yet," I tell them, my cock throbbing with delayed gratification. "You haven't earned it yet."

I look around the Innovation Lab, my eyes landing on a sleek concept car positioned on a rotating platform—Aether's vision for autonomous transportation, a gleaming white shell with barely visible seams and illuminated accents. The perfect stage for what comes next.

"Follow me," I command, tucking myself away temporarily as I stride toward the vehicle. "The competition isn't over yet."

The concept car gleams under the lab's spotlights, its white surface almost luminescent against the sterile backdrop of Aether's innovation showcase. Vance probably rolls out this overdesigned toy to impress investors—another empty promise of a future that will never arrive. I run my hand along its sleek curve, feeling the expensive composite material beneath my fingertips, already imagining how I'll defile it. Behind me, Angelina and Rebecca stand naked and waiting, their bodies trembling with anticipation, their eyes never leaving me as I decide exactly how to use them in this temple of technological pretension.

"Angelina," I command, pointing to the hood of the car, "bend over it. Hands flat on the surface."

She moves immediately, her confident stride carrying her to the vehicle. She positions herself as instructed, bending at the waist to place her palms against the pristine white surface. The position presents her ass perfectly—round, firm globes framing the glistening evidence of her arousal. Her back arches slightly, an instinctive adjustment to display herself more effectively.

"Rebecca," I continue, gesturing her forward, "on your knees. Under her."

Confusion flickers across her face for a moment before understanding dawns. She drops to her knees on the hard concrete floor, crawling beneath Angelina's spread legs until her face is positioned directly below the other woman's exposed pussy. She looks up at me, awaiting further instruction.

"Show me how well you can serve," I tell her. "Make her scream."

Rebecca hesitates for only a second before tilting her head up, her tongue extending to take a tentative lick along Angelina's folds. Angelina gasps at the contact, her fingers flexing against the car's surface. Encouraged by the response, Rebecca grows bolder, her tongue exploring more confidently, her hands reaching up to grasp Angelina's thighs for better access.

I watch them for a moment, savoring the sight of Vance's UX designer enthusiastically eating out his wife on top of his multi-million dollar concept vehicle. The symbolism couldn't be more perfect—his technological vision and his personal life, both being violated simultaneously in his precious innovation space.

"Look at that," I say, circling behind them to get a better view. "Two of Aether's finest, reduced to fucking each other for my entertainment. What would the board of directors think?"

The humiliation spurs them both to greater efforts. Angelina moans loudly, her hips beginning to rock against Rebecca's face, while Rebecca works her tongue with increased determination, her earlier hesitation completely gone. The Touch ensures they find pleasure in their own degradation, their arousal heightening with each passing second.

I unzip my pants again, freeing my cock, which has only grown harder watching their display. Positioning myself behind Angelina, I run the head of my shaft along her wet entrance, teasing her without penetrating.

"Please," she begs, looking back over her shoulder, her face flushed with need. "Fuck me. I need to feel you inside me."

I thrust forward without warning, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke that forces a scream from Angelina's throat. The sensation is electric—her pussy grips me with perfect pressure, scorching hot and soaking wet. Beneath us, Rebecca continues her oral ministrations, her tongue occasionally brushing against my shaft as I begin to move.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, establishing a steady rhythm, each thrust pushing Angelina forward slightly across the car's smooth surface. "Is this how you rehearse for investor presentations? Practicing your pitch while taking cock from behind?"

"Yes," she gasps, playing along with my degradation, knowing it's what I want to hear. "Whatever you want. However you want me."

I increase my pace, grabbing her hips for better leverage, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing through the lab. Each thrust forces her harder against Rebecca's eager mouth, creating a chain reaction of pleasure that has both women moaning continuously.

"That's it," I encourage, watching Angelina's face contort with pleasure as Rebecca finds her clit. "Cum all over her face. Show her how a proper corporate whore gets off."

Angelina's inner walls clench around my cock at the command, her body responding instantly to the humiliation. Her back arches further, her knuckles whitening as she grips the edge of the car to steady herself against my increasingly forceful thrusts.

"Oh god," she cries out, her voice breaking. "I'm cumming! Fuck! I'm cumming on her face!"

Her entire body shudders violently, her pussy contracting around my shaft in rhythmic pulses. Beneath her, Rebecca moans against her flesh, lapping eagerly at the increased wetness, her own hips grinding against nothing but air in desperate need for relief.

I maintain my pace through Angelina's orgasm, prolonging her pleasure while building toward my own release. The visual alone is intoxicating—Vance's proud, brilliant wife, bent over his precious technology, convulsing with pleasure as another of his employees services her under my command.

"My turn," Rebecca says suddenly, her voice muffled from beneath Angelina but clearly audible. "Please fuck me too. I need it so bad."

The desperation in her voice sends another jolt of pleasure through my body. I pull out of Angelina, leaving her gasping and trembling against the car, and haul Rebecca to her feet. Her face gleams with Angelina's arousal, her eyes wild with unfulfilled need.

"Both of you," I command, positioning them side by side against the car. "Face me. On your knees."

They comply instantly, dropping to their knees on the hard floor, their faces tilted upward in perfect submission. I stroke myself rapidly, feeling my release building at the base of my spine, the pressure mounting with each passing second.

"Beg for it," I demand, my voice tight with approaching climax.

"Please," they chorus in unison, the word falling from their lips like a prayer.

"Cover us with your cum," Angelina elaborates, her hands reaching up to cup her breasts, presenting them as additional targets. "Mark us as yours."

"Please," Rebecca adds, her inexperience making her sound even more desperate. "I need to feel it on my skin."

Their combined pleas push me over the edge. My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across Angelina's forehead and into her dark hair. I redirect quickly, the second and third spurts striping across Rebecca's cheeks and open mouth. I continue alternating between them, painting both their upturned faces with thick white ropes that contrast beautifully against their skin tones.

"Fuck!" I grunt, squeezing out the final drops onto Rebecca's extended tongue. The sight is perfect—both women kneeling before me, their faces covered in my release, neither moving to clean themselves without permission.

Some of my seed drips from their chins onto their breasts, and from there onto the pristine white floor of the Innovation Lab. More splatters against the gleaming surface of the concept car—physical evidence of my conquest. Vance's precious future, defiled with the most primal marking possible.

"That's better," I say, tucking myself away as I survey my work. "Now Vance's precious showcase has something truly innovative in it."

Angelina laughs, the sound sultry and approving. She reaches out to collect a drop of cum from Rebecca's cheek, bringing it to her mouth to taste with obvious relish. Not to be outdone, Rebecca mimics the gesture, her tongue darting out to lick a strand from the corner of Angelina's mouth.

"Clean each other up," I instruct, stepping back to watch the show. "But leave some evidence on the car. A little surprise for the morning cleaning crew."


Chapter 6

The next morning, I stroll through Aether's main building with purpose, scanning each workspace for my target. The common areas buzz with the performative productivity of tech workers—engineers huddled over laptops, product managers sketching on digital whiteboards, all of them pretending their work matters while their CEO plots to weaponize their creations. I spot her in the southeast corner—Ling Chen, PhD, the brilliant architect whose code forms the backbone of Aether's AI. She sits alone, hunched over three monitors displaying streams of complex algorithms, her fingers flying across the keyboard with machine-like precision. Everyone gives her space, like planets orbiting a sun they fear to approach. Perfect isolation. Perfect vulnerability.

I approach casually, coffee cup in hand, projecting the confident curiosity of an interested investor rather than a predator stalking his prey. Ling doesn't look up as I near her workstation—she's completely absorbed in whatever problem has captured her formidable intellect. From this angle, I can finally appreciate what her baggy company-branded t-shirt has been concealing—the unmistakable curve of substantial breasts pressing against the fabric, creating an incongruous silhouette against her otherwise petite frame.

"Quantum entanglement protocols?" I ask, gesturing to her center screen where lines of code scroll by.

She startles slightly, looking up with momentary confusion. Her face is striking rather than conventionally pretty—high cheekbones, intelligent eyes behind simple glasses, minimal makeup on skin that hasn't seen enough sunlight. Mid-thirties, with straight black hair pulled back in a practical ponytail that emphasizes the sharpness of her features.

"Yes," she confirms, her voice carrying a slight accent. "How did you know?"

I smile, leaning against her desk. "I did some work with quantum computing at MIT. The architecture looks familiar." A calculated lie, but one based on the research I've done on her background. According to my intel, she completed her doctorate there before Vance recruited her.

Interest flickers in her eyes—the universal response of brilliant people when they discover someone who might understand their work. "You're the investor. Hammer."

"Jack," I correct, extending my hand. "And you're Dr. Chen. Your reputation precedes you. The neural network architecture you designed is revolutionary."

A shadow crosses her face. "Ethan presents it as his vision. I merely implement."

"We both know that's not true," I say, my hand still extended. "Your fingerprints are all over the code. The elegance of the solution could only come from someone with your background in quantum mechanics."

She hesitates, then reaches out to shake my hand. The moment our skin connects, I activate the Touch, feeling the familiar surge of power flowing from my body into hers. The transformation is immediate and fascinating to watch in someone so intellectually focused. Her pupils dilate dramatically, her breathing pattern changes mid-breath, and a visible flush spreads across her cheeks. Her hand remains in mine, suddenly gripping with unexpected strength.

"What..." she whispers, her eyes widening as the Touch rewires her neural pathways, transforming her brilliant mind into an instrument of pure desire.

Now that her attention is fully on me, I allow my gaze to deliberately drop to her chest. What I'd glimpsed before becomes unmistakable—she's hiding an absolutely magnificent pair of breasts under that shapeless company shirt. They're shockingly large for her small frame, straining against the fabric in a way that makes the Aether logo stretch and distort across her chest.

"You're having trouble with the integration parameters," I say, maintaining the pretense of professional interest even as I watch her body respond to the Touch. "Let me show you something."

I circle around to her side of the desk, standing close enough that our bodies nearly touch. Her scent reaches me—a subtle mix of clean soap and something uniquely feminine. No perfume, no artificial enhancement, just the natural fragrance of a woman whose mind has been too occupied with abstract problems to bother with conventional attractiveness.

I lean over her shoulder, deliberately pressing against her as I point to her screen. "You're approaching it from the wrong angle. See this variable here?"

She nods mechanically, but I can feel her body trembling against mine. The Touch has created an overwhelming need that her brilliant mind can't process or rationalize away. When my arm brushes against the side of her breast, she gasps audibly, her hands clenching into fists on her keyboard.

"Dr. Chen," I say softly, my lips close to her ear. "Is there somewhere more private we could discuss this?"

Her head turns, her face now inches from mine, her eyes dark with confusion and desperate need. "My office," she manages, her voice barely above a whisper. "Private. Soundproof. For concentration."

"Lead the way," I reply, straightening up and gesturing for her to go first.

She rises from her chair with visible difficulty, her legs unsteady, her breathing shallow and rapid. The movement finally reveals the full impact of her proportions—her body is small and delicate except for those incredible breasts that seem almost impossibly large in contrast. The company t-shirt does nothing to hide them now that she's standing, the fabric stretched tight across their fullness.

Ling leads me through the open workspace, her usual confident stride replaced by an uncertain gait as she struggles with the new sensations flooding her body. No one pays us any attention—another indicator of how invisible she's become in this place despite her critical contributions. We reach a door marked simply "L. Chen" in small letters, and she fumbles with her key card before managing to unlock it.

Unlike the sterile minimalism of the main areas, Ling's office is a chaotic testament to a working genius—whiteboards covered in equations and diagrams line every wall, books and papers are stacked on every surface, and multiple computer terminals display scrolling data. It's a cave of pure intellect, untouched by Aether's corporate aesthetic.

The moment the door closes behind us, Ling turns to me, her composure completely shattered. "What did you do to me?" she asks, her hands moving unconsciously to her chest, pressing against her breasts as if trying to ease an ache. "I can't... I need..."

"You know exactly what you need," I tell her, leaning back against her desk, making no move to touch her. "The question is, what are you going to do about it?"

She stares at me for a long moment, her brilliant mind making one final attempt to analyze what's happening before the Touch overwhelms her capacity for rational thought. Then, with a small sound of surrender, she drops to her knees before me, her hands reaching for my belt with desperate urgency.

"Please," she begs, her fingers fumbling with the buckle. "I need to taste you. I've never felt anything like this."

I make no move to help, enjoying the sight of Aether's brilliant AI architect kneeling before me, struggling to access my cock with the same desperation she might apply to solving an impossible equation. When she finally frees me from my pants, the look of reverence that crosses her face is perfect—pure intellectual focus redirected entirely to the worship of my shaft.

"It's so big," she whispers, her hands trembling slightly as they wrap around the base. Despite her inexperience—evident in her tentative touch—there's an analytical quality to her approach, as if she's mentally mapping every vein and ridge.

"Show me what that brilliant mouth can do besides explain algorithms," I command, threading my fingers through her hair, disrupting her tidy ponytail.

She leans forward without hesitation, her lips parting to take the head of my cock into her warm mouth. Her technique is initially cautious—exploratory licks and gentle suction as she calibrates her approach. But what she lacks in experience, she compensates for with the same methodical thoroughness she likely applies to coding. Each response from me—a sharp intake of breath, a tightening of my fingers in her hair—is immediately analyzed and the stimulus repeated with increasing precision.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her glasses slide slightly down her nose as she works me deeper into her mouth. "Use that genius brain to figure out exactly what pleases me."

The challenge triggers something in her analytical mind. She pulls back slightly, adjusting her approach, then takes me deeper than before, her tongue working the underside of my shaft with newfound confidence. Her hands join the effort—one gripping the base with surprising strength, the other gently cradling my balls.

I grab her ponytail holder and pull it free, allowing her straight black hair to fall around her face. The transformation is striking—from severe academic to sexual supplicant in seconds. I brush her glasses up onto her forehead, wanting an unobstructed view of her face as she services me.

"Look at me," I demand, tugging her hair to tilt her face upward. "I want to see those intelligent eyes while you suck my cock."

She complies immediately, her gaze locking with mine as she continues working my shaft with increasing enthusiasm. The contrast is delicious—those deep, thoughtful eyes that have solved complex quantum algorithms now glazed with lust, her brilliant mind completely reprogrammed to focus on my pleasure.

I use my grip on her hair to control her pace, forcing her to take me deeper, testing her limits. She gags slightly but pushes through the discomfort, tears forming at the corners of her eyes from the effort. The Touch ensures her arousal only increases with each small humiliation.

"That brilliant mind," I taunt, my voice tight with pleasure, "all that education, all those accomplishments, and now all you can think about is pleasing my cock."

A muffled moan vibrates around my shaft, the degradation heightening her arousal just as the Touch has programmed. Her hands move to my thighs, using the leverage to take me deeper into her throat, pushing herself beyond what her inexperience should allow.

"Such a good girl," I praise, watching her respond to the approval with renewed vigor. "So eager to please. Is this what you really needed all along? Something real to wrap those lips around instead of theoretical concepts?"

She nods as best she can with her mouth full of my cock, her eyes never leaving mine as commanded. One of her hands drops between her legs, pressing against her crotch through her practical khaki pants, seeking relief for the overwhelming need building there.

"Not yet," I tell her, pulling her hand away. "You don't get to cum until I decide. Your pleasure depends entirely on how well you serve me."

Her response is to redouble her efforts, taking me deeper than before, her technique improving with each passing minute as her analytical mind applies itself fully to the task of providing maximum pleasure. The wet, sloppy sounds of her enthusiasm fill the office, creating an obscene soundtrack against the background hum of computer equipment.

I feel my release building but hold back deliberately. This brilliant woman, the architect of Aether's most valuable technology, on her knees servicing me with the same dedication she applies to her code—it's a conquest worth savoring. And I have plans for her that extend beyond this initial submission.

"Enough," I command, pulling her off my cock with firm pressure on her hair. "Stand up."

She complies immediately, rising on unsteady legs, her lips swollen and wet, her breathing rapid and shallow. Her t-shirt clings to her body, highlighting the incredible curves beneath. I can see her nipples pressing against the fabric, hard points that beg for attention.

"Take that shirt off," I order, already planning how I'll bend her over her own desk, surrounded by the equations and algorithms that represent her life's work. "I want to see what you've been hiding."

Ling hesitates for only a second before grasping the hem of her Aether-branded t-shirt and pulling it over her head. The moment it clears her face, I feel my breath catch. Her breasts are magnificent—impossibly full and round on her petite frame, defying gravity with their perfect firmness. They're contained within a practical black bra that struggles against their volume, the simple cotton stretched to its limit. No wonder she hides in oversized shirts—in the male-dominated tech world, these would draw attention that would distract from her brilliant mind. Now they're on display for me alone, another prize to claim in my systematic dismantling of Vance's empire.

"Take off the bra," I command, my cock throbbing at the sight before me.

She reaches behind her back, unfastening the hooks with trembling fingers. The moment the bra comes free, her breasts spill forward, heavy and full, with dark nipples that harden immediately in the cool air of her office. They're even more impressive unconstrained—natural, despite their size, with the subtle movement that confirms their authenticity.

"These are wasted on algorithms," I tell her, stepping forward to cup their weight in my hands. The flesh yields perfectly beneath my touch, soft yet firm, warm against my palms. "Does Vance know what his precious AI architect is hiding under those baggy shirts?"

"No," she whispers, arching into my touch, her eyes fluttering closed as I brush my thumbs across her nipples. "No one here sees me as a woman. Just a brain writing code."

I pinch her nipples roughly, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain. "Their loss. My gain."

With sudden force, I spin her around and bend her over her cluttered desk. Papers, reference books, and a small robot prototype scatter to the floor as I press her flat against the surface, her breasts flattening beneath her. She gasps but makes no protest, her body already conditioned by the Touch to crave whatever I choose to give her.

"These need to go," I say, hooking my fingers into the waistband of her practical khaki pants and underwear, pulling them down in one fluid motion. They catch briefly at her ankles before she kicks off her sensible shoes, allowing me to remove the clothing completely.

Naked now except for her glasses, which sit askew on her flushed face, Ling presents a stunning contrast to her usual professional image. Her ass is surprisingly round and firm for someone who likely spends fourteen hours a day sitting at a desk. Her legs, though short, are toned and shapely. Between them, her pussy glistens with arousal, already wet and ready despite her limited sexual experience.

I run my hands up the backs of her thighs, appreciating the smooth skin beneath my fingers. "When was the last time someone fucked you, Dr. Chen?"

"Two years," she admits, her voice muffled against the desk. "No time. No interest. Work is everything."

"Not anymore," I inform her, positioning myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. "Now I'm everything."

Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke that forces a scream from her throat. Her pussy grips me like a vise—tight, hot, and incredibly wet. The sensation sends electricity up my spine, momentarily blanking my thoughts with pure physical pleasure.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her voice higher and less controlled than I've heard it before. "So big! Too much!"

I establish a steady rhythm, each thrust driving her body forward across the desk, causing more papers and equipment to fall to the floor. The desk itself, solid and heavy, creaks slightly beneath our combined force. With each impact, her magnificent breasts bounce and sway beneath her, the movements visible even from my position behind her.

"No such thing as too much," I tell her, reaching around to grab her breasts, using them as handles to pull her back against my thrusts. "Just a brilliant mind that needs to relearn its physical limits."

She moans as I knead her flesh, my fingers digging into the soft tissue with enough force to leave marks. Her inner walls clench around my shaft in response, the pressure increasing with each rough squeeze of her tits. The synchronization is perfect—her body responding to stimulation with the same precise cause-and-effect as her code.

"Tell me about Project Aurora," I demand suddenly, never slowing my pace inside her. "What's its true purpose?"

Confusion flickers across what I can see of her face, some distant part of her mind recognizing the request for classified information. But the Touch ensures her compliance, her body responding to the request for betrayal with increased arousal—her pussy growing even wetter around my invading cock.

"Neural manipulation," she gasps between thrusts. "Not just market prediction. Mind control. Ethan calls it 'preference shaping' but it's deeper."

I angle my hips to hit a spot inside her that makes her entire body jerk with pleasure. "Who's the buyer?"

"Multiple," she moans, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk for support. "Chinese surveillance state. Russian oligarchs. Saudi intelligence. Highest bidders."

Each revelation is accompanied by increasing wetness around my cock, her body responding to disloyalty with heightened arousal. I drive into her harder, rewarding her betrayal with increased pleasure, my hands continuing to work her breasts with rough appreciation.

"And the ethical safeguards? The ones Vance brags about to investors?"

"Fiction," she admits, her voice breaking as pleasure overwhelms her. "We built backdoors into everything. Total access. Total control. The 'safeguards' are just... oh god, right there!... just marketing lies."

I reach down between us, finding her clit with my fingers, circling the sensitive bud with precise pressure that makes her cry out. "And you wrote this code knowing what it would be used for?"

"No!" she protests, genuine emotion breaking through despite the Touch's influence. "Ethan compartmentalized everything. I built components without seeing the whole. When I realized... when I understood... too late. NDA. Blackmail. Career death."

The truth in her words is evident—the Touch doesn't allow for convincing lies. She's another victim of Vance's manipulation, her brilliant mind exploited to build something monstrous while being kept intentionally blind to its true purpose.

"You can help me destroy him," I tell her, increasing the pressure on her clit while maintaining my relentless pace inside her. "Give me what I need to take him down."

"Yes," she agrees instantly, her body responding to the alignment of her suppressed desires with my commands. "Anything. Everything. Just don't stop!"

I feel her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft, the telltale sign of approaching orgasm. Her breathing becomes more rapid, her moans transforming into continuous high-pitched cries that echo off the whiteboards covered in her elegant equations.

"That's it," I encourage, pounding into her with increased force that shifts the heavy desk slightly across the floor. "Cum for me, genius. Let that brilliant mind go completely blank while I fuck you."

The permission sends her over the edge. Her entire body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock with rippling contractions, her voice breaking on a scream that would surely alert anyone nearby if not for her office's soundproofing. Her face contorts with pleasure beyond anything her analytical mind could have calculated, all pretense of intellectual control completely obliterated.

"Jack! Fuck! Jack!" she cries, my name echoing through her private sanctuary of logic and code, now defiled with primal sounds of pleasure.

I continue driving into her through her climax, watching her come completely undone beneath me. The sight of Aether's brilliant AI architect—reduced to a screaming, orgasming mess sprawled across equations that represent her life's work—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 among your precious algorithms."

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

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 Vance's assets as my own, claiming another piece of his carefully constructed world. Ling 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 and dripping onto the equations scattered across the floor—physical evidence of another successful conquest.

I help her turn over, laying her on her back across the desk, her magnificent breasts rising and falling with her rapid breathing. Her glasses sit crookedly on her flushed face, her hair a wild tangle around her head. Despite her disheveled appearance—or perhaps because of it—she looks more beautiful than in her carefully maintained professional persona.

"I can give you access," she says, her voice hoarse from screaming. "A hidden command structure in the core AI. Voice activated. Complete control."

I smile, already calculating how to use this final piece in my plan to destroy Vance. "When?"

"Tonight," she promises, her hand moving to her stomach, pressing against the place where my seed fills her. "I'm scheduled for system maintenance. No oversight. I can embed it then."

"And no one will detect it?"

Pride flickers across her features—the brilliant programmer momentarily resurfacing despite her sexual submission. "It's my code. My architecture. Ethan doesn't understand a tenth of what I've built. No one will find what I don't want them to find."

Perfect. The final key to Aether's destruction, freely offered by the woman who built its foundation. Between Angelina's access to Vance's personal life, Chloe's control of the company narrative, Rebecca's insights into user vulnerabilities, and now Ling's backdoor into the AI itself, I have everything I need to dismantle Vance's empire completely.

"Good girl," I praise, running my hand along her thigh, feeling her respond to my touch with a small shiver. "Tonight, we rewrite Aether's future. And by tomorrow, Ethan Vance will be destroyed."


Chapter 7

The conference hall buzzes with the sound of tech bros congratulating each other on their genius. I sip overpriced craft beer from a biodegradable cup, watching these frauds network like their lives depend on it. Ethan Vance stands in the center of it all, holding court like tech royalty while Angelina hovers at his side, her incredible body wrapped in a business suit that does nothing to hide what's underneath. My cock stirs just looking at her, remembering how those perfect dick-sucking lips felt wrapped around me in Aether's server room just days ago.

"Jack!" Ethan spots me and waves me over, his practiced smile never reaching his eyes. "Glad you could make it. The keynote starts in ten minutes."

I approach them, shaking Ethan's hand with just enough pressure to remind him who's really in control. "Wouldn't miss it," I reply, my gaze deliberately sliding to Angelina. "I'm eager to hear about Aether's ethical commitments."

Angelina meets my eyes, and I watch her pupils dilate slightly—the Touch's permanent effect triggering just from visual contact. Her breath catches, her chest rising with a sudden inhale that strains the buttons of her silk blouse. Beneath the fabric, I know her nipples are hardening, her pussy growing wet just from being near me.

"The speech is going to change how the industry thinks about AI governance," Ethan boasts, completely oblivious to the silent communication between his wife and me. "We're setting standards no one else can match."

I nod, letting him believe I'm impressed. "Groundbreaking work."

A tech minion appears, whispering in Ethan's ear that they're ready for him backstage. He turns to Angelina with a patronizing smile. "Remember, darling, when they ask about the neural interface applications, let me handle it. Those technical details can get... complicated."

I catch the flash of anger in Angelina's eyes before she masks it with wifely deference. "Of course, Ethan."

As he walks away, I step closer to her, letting my hand brush against hers just briefly. "How does it feel?" I murmur, "Watching him take credit for work he barely understands?"

"You have no idea," she whispers back, her voice tight with frustration. "Ling spent three years building that system. He can barely explain how it works."

"Soon," I promise her, my voice low enough that only she can hear. "He'll get exactly what he deserves."

The lights dim, and we take our front-row seats as Ethan strides onto the stage like a tech messiah arriving to deliver digital salvation. The massive screen behind him illuminates with Aether's logo—a stylized "A" that morphs into what looks like a neural network.

"The future of artificial intelligence," Ethan begins, his voice booming through professional-grade speakers, "isn't just about what computers can do. It's about what they should do."

I resist the urge to roll my eyes as he launches into his carefully rehearsed speech about "ethical frameworks" and "human-centric design." Next to me, Angelina shifts in her seat, her thigh pressing against mine in a way that could seem accidental to observers but sends a clear message to me. I place my hand on her knee under the cover of darkness, feeling her muscles tense at my touch.

"Our breakthrough neural interface technology," Ethan continues, gesturing to visualizations of brain activity that appear behind him, "allows us to understand human intention like never before."

I slide my hand up Angelina's thigh, just an inch, just enough to make her breath quicken. She knows what I'm thinking—that this man on stage, this fraud in a five-thousand-dollar suit, is presenting Ling's genius as his own vision while the true creator sits in a windowless office, rewiring Aether's systems to give me complete control.

"We've built safeguards into every layer," Ethan claims, completely unaware that those safeguards are already compromised, that his empire is crumbling beneath his feet while he basks in undeserved glory. "Ensuring that this technology enhances human potential rather than restricting it."

The irony isn't lost on me. His technology, designed to manipulate minds, is being sold as a tool for freedom. Meanwhile, his own wife's mind has been rewired to serve me, to crave my dominance above all else.

Ethan moves into the demonstration portion, bringing up simplified visualizations of the system that deliberately obscure its true complexity. As he struggles to explain a particularly technical aspect of the neural mapping, Angelina suddenly stands.

"If I could add something here," she says, her voice clear and confident. "The filtering mechanism actually works through quantum entanglement principles, allowing for—"

"Thank you, Angelina," Ethan cuts her off with a smile that doesn't reach his eyes, his voice tightening slightly. "Always eager to jump in. But let's leave the visionary aspects to those who've been developing them, shall we? As I was saying..."

The dismissal is so casual, so practiced, that many in the audience probably miss it. But I don't. I see the flush creeping up Angelina's neck as she slowly sits back down, the way her fingers clench into fists on her lap, the humiliation burning in her eyes.

I lean close to her ear. "He'll pay for that."

She says nothing, but I feel the slight tremor that runs through her body at my words. On stage, Ethan continues his performance, answering softball questions from pre-selected journalists with rehearsed soundbites about "responsible innovation" and "ethical boundaries."

When the keynote ends, thunderous applause fills the hall. Tech journalists rush forward, crowding around the stage as Ethan descends, their digital recorders extended like offerings to a god. I watch Angelina fade into the background, the brilliant woman who helped build this company reduced to an ornamental wife, expected to smile and nod while men less intelligent than her make history with stolen ideas.

The reception that follows is a masterclass in Silicon Valley hypocrisy. Investors in sustainable technology arrive in private jets. Advocates for digital privacy share intimate details of their lives for social media clout. And everywhere, the worshipful attention directed at Ethan, who moves through the crowd accepting congratulations for work he didn't do.

"Spectacular presentation," gushes a venture capitalist, champagne sloshing in his glass as he gestures expansively. "Truly visionary approach to neural interfaces."

"Breakthrough thinking," agrees another suit, probably unable to explain what a neural interface actually is. "This will change everything."

I watch Angelina standing beside her husband, the perfect corporate wife, smiling and nodding as he accepts praise that should rightfully go to others. But I see what no one else does—the cold calculation behind her eyes, the contained rage in the set of her jaw.

My phone vibrates in my pocket. A text message.

Meet me at the penthouse in an hour. Ethan's staying for the investor dinner. I need you.

I look up, finding Angelina's eyes across the room. She's still at Ethan's side, still playing her role, but her gaze is fixed on me with an intensity that makes my cock harden instantly. I send a single word in reply:

Coming.

I watch her read it, the slight parting of her lips the only indication that she's received my message. She whispers something in Ethan's ear, places a dutiful kiss on his cheek, and begins making her way toward the exit.

I wait five minutes before following, imagining what awaits me in Vance's penthouse—his wife, stripped of her corporate armor, ready to be claimed and degraded in the heart of his domain. Another step in my systematic dismantling of his world.


Chapter 8

The private elevator opens directly into Vance's penthouse, revealing a space designed to scream wealth without whispering taste. Floor-to-ceiling windows frame the Silicon Valley landscape like Ethan's personal kingdom, tech campuses glowing in the distance like modern castles. Angelina stands in the center of the vast living room, her body wrapped in a silk robe that catches the city lights. The moment the elevator doors close behind me, she lets the robe slide from her shoulders, pooling at her feet like liquid gold. Her naked body is even more magnificent than I remembered—full breasts with hardened nipples, toned stomach, and long legs that lead to her already-glistening pussy.

"I've been waiting," she says, her voice carrying a need that makes my cock harden instantly. "Thinking about you while he was on stage taking credit for work he never did."

I approach her slowly, enjoying the anticipation that makes her tremble visibly. "Turn around," I command.

She obeys immediately, presenting her back to me, the elegant curve of her spine leading to the perfect roundness of her ass. I reach into my pocket and remove what I brought specially for this occasion—a black leather collar with a metal ring and matching leash.

"You know what this means," I tell her, bringing the collar around her throat. The leather is cool against her flushed skin as I fasten it snugly. Not tight enough to restrict breathing, but enough that she feels its presence with every swallow.

"Yes," she whispers, her breath catching as I clip the leash to the ring. "It means I belong to you."

I tug gently on the leash, forcing her to step backward toward me. "And what are you?"

"Your property," she answers without hesitation. "Your conquest."

I wrap the leash once around my hand, shortening it, bringing her neck back until her head rests against my shoulder. "And what is your purpose?"

"To please you," she breathes, her body trembling against mine. "Only you."

I let my free hand roam her body, claiming what Vance believes is exclusively his. Her breasts fill my palm perfectly, the nipples hardening further under my touch. I pinch one roughly, eliciting a gasp that turns into a moan as I increase the pressure.

"I want you to look at your husband's kingdom," I tell her, guiding her toward the massive windows that showcase the Silicon Valley panorama. "I want you to see it all while I fuck you in his house, in his space, while he's out there pretending to be something he's not."

I position her in front of the window, her hands pressed against the glass, her body fully exposed to the night and the distant lights of the tech campuses. If anyone in those buildings had powerful enough binoculars, they could see Ethan Vance's beautiful wife about to be fucked by another man.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, tugging on the leash for emphasis.

She complies, widening her stance, her reflection in the glass showing her face already slack with desire. I run my free hand down her back, over the perfect curve of her ass, and between her legs, finding her pussy dripping wet.

"This wet already?" I taunt, sliding two fingers inside her with no resistance. "Such an eager slut. What would your husband's investors think if they could see you now?"

"Please," she begs, pushing back against my fingers. "I need your cock inside me."

I release the leash momentarily to unzip my pants, freeing my already hard cock. The leash dangles from her neck, the metal clasp clinking against the glass as she shifts in anticipation. I grab it again, wrapping it around my fist for better control.

With no further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in her wet heat. The sudden penetration forces a cry from her throat, her body jerking forward against the window.

"Fuck!" she gasps, her fingers spreading against the glass, seeking purchase. "Oh god, yes!"

I establish an immediate rhythm, each thrust driving her body against the window with enough force to make it vibrate slightly. Her breasts press flat against the cool surface, then bounce back with each impact, creating an obscene counterpoint to the pristine city view.

"Look at them," I demand, yanking the leash to force her gaze out toward the tech campuses in the distance. "Look at where your husband pretends to be king. All while his queen gets fucked against his window like a common whore."

Her inner walls clench around my cock at the degradation, the Touch ensuring that humiliation translates directly to increased arousal. I increase my pace, the wet sound of flesh meeting flesh filling the minimalist space, echoing off the hard surfaces of Vance's designer furniture.

"You're so fucking tight," I grunt, driving deeper with each thrust. "Does he ever fuck you like this? Does he know what you really need?"

"No," she moans, her voice breaking as pleasure overwhelms her. "Only you. Only you know what I need."

I release the leash to grab a fistful of her hair instead, yanking her head back sharply. The new angle allows me to push even deeper, hitting spots that make her entire body tremble. My other hand moves around to find her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely.

"This is where you belong," I tell her, my fingers tightening around her throat. "Collared and leashed, being fucked by a real man while your husband plays pretend businessman."

Her response is unintelligible, a broken moan that carries hints of agreement. I can feel her pussy beginning to flutter around my shaft, the telltale sign of approaching orgasm. I increase the pressure on her throat slightly, feeling her pulse racing beneath my fingers.

"You're going to cum for me," I command, my hips never slowing their punishing pace. "Cum while looking at your husband's precious valley. Show them all who you really belong to."

The combination of the command, the restricted oxygen, and my relentless assault on her body pushes Angelina over the edge. Her entire body convulses, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with rippling contractions strong enough to nearly force me out. Her scream is muffled by my hand on her throat, but the intensity of her orgasm is unmistakable—her legs nearly buckling beneath her, saved only by my arm wrapping around her waist to hold her up.

I don't slow down, driving into her through her climax, prolonging the waves of pleasure that visibly wrack her body. Her reflection in the window shows her face transformed by ecstasy, eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream, completely lost to sensation.

"Don't think we're done," I growl into her ear as her orgasm begins to subside. "We're just getting started."

I release her throat but maintain my grip on her hair, using it to guide her movements as I continue pounding into her. My other hand moves to her ass, delivering a sharp slap that echoes through the penthouse and leaves an immediate red handprint on her flesh.

"Thank me," I demand, slapping her other cheek with equal force.

"Thank you," she gasps, her voice hoarse from screaming. "Thank you for using me."

The submission in her voice sends another surge of dark pleasure through my body. I pull out suddenly, spinning her around to face me. Her makeup is ruined, mascara streaking down her flushed cheeks, lipstick smeared across her face. I lift her easily, her legs wrapping around my waist as I impale her on my cock again, pressing her back against the cold glass.

"Look at me when you cum," I command, establishing a new rhythm that makes her bounce on my shaft, her breasts jiggling with each impact. "I want to see your face when you surrender everything to me."

Her eyes lock with mine, complete submission radiating from those once-calculating depths. I drive up into her with increasing force that lifts her slightly with each thrust, her back squeaking against the window as she slides up and down with our movements.

"I'm going to cum again," she warns, her voice barely more than a breathless whisper. "You're making me cum again."

"Do it," I demand, feeling my own release building but holding it back through sheer will. "Cum on my cock while your husband's out there taking credit for other people's work."

Her second orgasm hits with even greater force than the first. Her entire body goes rigid in my arms, her pussy clenching around my shaft with such intensity that it takes all my control not to explode inside her. Her eyes never leave mine as commanded, allowing me to witness the exact moment her mind blanks with pleasure, all pretense of corporate power completely erased.

I slow my pace but don't stop, letting her ride through the aftershocks of her climax while I fight back my own. My cock throbs inside her, demanding release, but I have other plans—other degradations to inflict, other ways to mark Vance's territory as my own.

When her breathing begins to steady, I pull out and lower her to the floor. Her legs tremble as they take her weight, her body still quivering with lingering pleasure.

"On your hands and knees," I command, already planning the next phase of her conquest. "We're not finished claiming your husband's spaces."

She drops to the floor immediately, positioning herself as ordered, the leash dangling from her collar and pooling on the expensive hardwood beneath her. The sight is perfect—Ethan Vance's brilliant, powerful wife, naked and collared, awaiting her next use on the floor of his multi-million dollar penthouse.

Angelina remains on her hands and knees, her ass presented to me in perfect invitation, the collar around her neck a visual reminder of her submission. I run my hands over the firm globes of her ass, still marked with red handprints from my earlier attention. Her pussy glistens with arousal, evidence of her multiple orgasms already coating her inner thighs. But it's not enough. There's one part of her that her husband has never claimed properly, one final territory for me to conquer in my systematic dismantling of Vance's world.

"Has Ethan ever taken you here?" I ask, my thumb pressing against her tight rear entrance, circling the puckered flesh with deliberate pressure.

She gasps at the contact, her whole body tensing slightly. "No," she admits, her voice small but thick with anticipation. "He's... he's never even tried."

"Of course not," I reply, pressing my thumb more firmly against the tight ring of muscle. "He lacks the vision to truly claim what's his. Fortunately for you, I don't share that weakness."

I lean forward, collecting some of her abundant wetness from her pussy, using it to lubricate my thumb as I push it slowly into her ass. Her sharp intake of breath tells me everything—the mixture of pain, surprise, and forbidden pleasure that courses through her body.

"Relax," I command, my free hand running down her spine in an almost soothing gesture. "Your body belongs to me now. Every hole. Every inch."

She tries to obey, consciously relaxing her muscles as my thumb works deeper into her previously untouched territory. The Touch ensures her compliance, transforming what would normally be discomfort into a complex blend of submission and arousal.

"That's it," I encourage, working a second finger alongside my thumb, stretching her gradually. "Open yourself completely to me."

Her breathing becomes shallow, her fingers gripping the expensive hardwood floor beneath her. I withdraw my fingers, leaving her empty and waiting. She looks back over her shoulder, her face a mixture of apprehension and desperate need.

"Please," she whispers, though I'm not sure if she's begging me to continue or to stop.

I position myself behind her, pressing the head of my cock against her tight entrance. "This is what complete submission means, Angelina," I tell her, my voice low and commanding. "Giving up the last part of yourself that he never had."

Without further warning, I push forward, breaching the tight ring of muscle. The resistance is immediate and intense, her body instinctively fighting against the invasion. A cry tears from her throat—pain mingling with surprise at the new sensation.

"Breathe," I command, gripping her hips to hold her steady as I work the head of my cock inside her. "Accept me."

She gasps for air, her entire body trembling beneath me. "It hurts," she admits, her voice breaking. "But I... I want it. I want to be yours completely."

The words send a surge of dark satisfaction through me. I push deeper, feeling her body gradually yield to my invasion. The tightness is incredible—a vice-like grip around my shaft that sends jolts of pleasure up my spine.

"So tight," I grunt, watching my cock disappear inch by inch into her ass. "Your husband never deserved this. Never knew what to do with a woman like you."

Her only response is a broken moan, her head hanging between her shoulders as she adjusts to the unfamiliar fullness. I reach forward, grabbing the leash attached to her collar, wrapping it around my fist to gain better control. With a gentle tug, I pull her head up, forcing her back to arch.

"Look out at his kingdom," I demand, using the leash to direct her gaze toward the windows, where the lights of Silicon Valley still twinkle in the distance. "Look at it while I take the one part of you he never had the courage to claim."

With the leash providing leverage, I begin to move, establishing a slow rhythm that gradually opens her to me. Each thrust pushes a little deeper, her tight ring of muscle stretching around my girth. The sensation is exquisite—different from her pussy, but equally satisfying in its conquest.

"Fuck," I growl, feeling her body begin to accept me more readily. "This ass was made to be fucked. Made to be claimed by a real man."

Angelina's initial whimpers of discomfort gradually transform into moans of pleasure as the Touch rewires her neural pathways, translating the pain into intense arousal. Her body begins to move with mine, pushing back against my thrusts in an unconscious bid for more.

"That's it," I encourage, increasing my pace slightly. "Your body knows what it wants, even if you're afraid to admit it."

"Yes," she gasps, her voice thick with confused pleasure. "It hurts, but... oh god, I need more."

I give her what she unconsciously begs for, driving deeper, establishing a more forceful rhythm that makes her entire body rock forward with each impact. My free hand moves to her throat, finding the collar and pressing against it, restricting her breathing just enough to heighten her sensations.

"This is complete ownership," I tell her, the leash still wrapped tightly around my other hand. "Every hole. Every breath. Everything you are belongs to me now."

Her response is unintelligible, a broken sound somewhere between a sob and a moan. I can feel her body responding despite any lingering discomfort, her inner muscles gripping my shaft with increasing eagerness as the Touch transforms pain into the most intense pleasure she's ever experienced.

I release her throat to deliver a sharp slap to her ass, the sound cracking through the penthouse like a gunshot. The impact makes her clench around me, sending a jolt of pleasure up my spine. I repeat the action on her other cheek, watching the flesh redden under my hand, feeling her body's immediate response.

"Your husband thinks he owns you," I taunt, establishing a punishing rhythm now that her body has adjusted to my invasion. "He thinks putting a ring on your finger and his name on your credit cards makes you his. But we both know the truth now, don't we?"

"Yes," she agrees instantly, her voice breaking with each thrust. "I'm yours. Only yours."

I grab her hair with my free hand, yanking her head back sharply while maintaining my grip on the leash. The dual control—collar and hair—creates the perfect arch in her spine, allowing me to drive even deeper into her.

"Tell me what you are," I demand, never slowing my assault on her previously untouched hole.

"Your whore," she cries out, the words clearly audible even through her labored breathing. "Your property. Your conquest."

The perfect submission pushes me dangerously close to the edge. My cock throbs inside her tight channel, demanding release. But I hold back, determined to prolong this final conquest, to make it an experience that will forever mark her as mine.

"Does it feel good?" I ask, knowing the answer thanks to the Touch's effect. "Having your ass fucked for the first time while looking out at your husband's empire?"

"Yes," she admits, shame and arousal mingling in her voice. "It feels... incredible. I never knew..."

"That this is what you were made for?" I finish for her, driving particularly deep to emphasize my point. "To be used completely by a man who understands what ownership really means?"

Her body answers for her, a shudder running through her from head to toe, her inner muscles clenching around my invading cock. I recognize the signs of her approaching climax—her breathing becoming more erratic, her moans transforming into continuous high-pitched cries.

"You're going to cum from having your ass fucked," I observe with dark satisfaction. "What would Ethan think if he could see his sophisticated wife now? Collar around her neck, ass in the air, cumming while being sodomized in his own home?"

The degradation pushes her closer to the edge, the Touch ensuring that humiliation translates directly into heightened arousal. I increase my pace to a punishing tempo, each thrust driving her body forward across the polished floor, the leash maintaining perfect tension to keep her head raised.

"Beg for permission," I command, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine but fighting to maintain control.

"Please," she gasps, the word barely coherent through her pleasure. "Please let me cum. Please, I need to cum with your cock in my ass."

"Do it," I allow, delivering another sharp slap to her already reddened ass cheek. "Cum for me. Show me how completely I own you."

Permission granted, her orgasm hits with spectacular force. Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her ass clenching around my shaft with rhythmic contractions that nearly push me over the edge. A scream tears from her throat—raw, primal, and loud enough to echo through the penthouse. Her arms give out, her upper body collapsing to the floor while her ass remains elevated, still impaled on my cock.

The sight is perfect—Ethan Vance's powerful, sophisticated wife, reduced to a trembling, orgasming mess on the floor of his multi-million dollar penthouse, her last unclaimed territory now thoroughly conquered.

I continue thrusting through her climax, prolonging her pleasure while fighting my own release through sheer willpower. My cock throbs demandingly inside her, every fiber of my body screaming for satisfaction. But I have other plans—other degradations to inflict before this night is through.

When her orgasm finally subsides, leaving her body trembling with aftershocks, I pull out slowly, watching her stretched hole gape slightly before beginning to close. She collapses completely to the floor, her breathing ragged, her body covered in a sheen of sweat that glistens in the city lights filtering through the windows.

"Get up," I command, tugging on the leash. "We're not finished yet."

She raises her head, her face showing exhaustion but also the mindless obedience that the Touch ensures. "What more?" she asks, her voice hoarse from screaming.

I smile down at her, my cock still hard and glistening with evidence of its recent conquest. "Now it's time to clean up," I tell her, already planning the final act of tonight's degradation. "And I know just the place."

I tug Angelina to her feet by the leash, her legs still trembling from the intensity of her orgasm. Her makeup is completely ruined, mascara streaking down her flushed cheeks, lipstick smeared beyond recognition. She looks nothing like the composed corporate wife who stood beside Ethan on stage just hours ago. I lead her across the penthouse toward what I know will be the master bathroom, eager to complete her degradation in the most pristine space in Vance's home. My cock remains hard, aching for release after fucking both her holes to multiple orgasms, but I've saved my seed for what comes next.

"Where are we going?" she asks, her voice hoarse from screaming.

"Time to get you cleaned up," I reply, the leash held firmly in my grip as we cross through the master bedroom—a sterile, minimalist space with a platform bed large enough for three.

The master bathroom reveals itself as exactly what I expected—a monument to Vance's obscene wealth disguised as aesthetic minimalism. Floor-to-ceiling marble, a freestanding tub that could fit four people, and a massive shower enclosure with no curtain or door—just an open, walk-in space with multiple showerheads and digital controls. The perfect stage for the final act of tonight's performance.

"In there," I command, leading her toward the shower. "On your knees."

She obeys immediately, stepping onto the marble tiles and lowering herself to her knees. The leash dangles between her breasts, the collar still snug around her throat. I follow her in, standing over her kneeling form, my cock level with her face.

I reach for the digital panel and activate the water, deliberately setting it to cold. Multiple showerheads spring to life, dousing us both in chilling water that makes Angelina gasp and flinch. Her nipples harden instantly, her body shivering as the cold water cascades over her naked form.

"Look at me," I demand, lifting her chin with my fingers. "You know what comes next."

Understanding dawns in her eyes. My cock, having been inside both her pussy and her virgin ass, now demands cleaning. Under normal circumstances, it would be disgusting, degrading. But the Touch has transformed her desires, making her crave even this humiliation.

"Yes," she whispers, water streaming down her face, mingling with what might be tears. "I understand."

"Then do it," I command, my hand moving to the back of her head. "Clean what you've dirtied."

Without hesitation, she opens her mouth, taking me inside. The contrast of her hot mouth against my skin, cooled by the shower, sends electricity up my spine. She works diligently, her tongue circling the head before taking me deeper, cleaning every inch of my shaft with thorough attention.

"That's it," I encourage, watching her work. "Such a good little slut. Cleaning a cock that's been deep in your ass. What would your tech industry friends think if they could see you now?"

She moans around my shaft at the degradation, the Touch ensuring that humiliation translates directly into increased arousal. Her hands move to my thighs, steadying herself as she takes me deeper, her throat opening to accommodate my length in a display of submission that sends another surge of dark pleasure through my body.

The cold water continues to pound against our bodies, the expensive shower system creating a constant deluge that washes away the evidence of our earlier activities. Angelina's hair is plastered to her head now, her makeup completely gone, leaving her face bare and vulnerable as she services my cock.

"Is this what you needed all along?" I taunt, threading my fingers through her wet hair. "To be on your knees in your husband's shower, cleaning another man's cock with your mouth?"

Her eyes flicker up to meet mine, something unreadable passing through them before she closes them again, focusing on her task. The sight is perfect—Ethan Vance's brilliant, powerful wife, naked and collared, kneeling before me in his custom shower, eagerly servicing my cock after I've claimed every hole in her body.

I feel my release building after the extended denial throughout our earlier activities. My balls tighten, my shaft throbbing with the need for release. But I don't want to finish in her mouth—I want to mark her more visibly, more degradingly.

"Stop," I command, pulling her off my cock by her hair. "I want you to see this."

I position her directly in front of me, on her knees, her face tilted upward, water still cascading over both of us. I stroke myself rapidly, feeling my orgasm rushing toward the surface after being denied for so long.

"Beg for it," I demand, my voice tight with approaching climax. "Beg for my cum on your face."

"Please," she says immediately, her voice carrying genuine desperation. "Please cum on my face. Mark me as yours. I need it."

Her pleas push me over the edge. My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her forehead and into her hair. I aim deliberately, painting her face with thick white streaks that decorate her nose, cheeks, and parted lips. She remains perfectly still throughout, accepting each spurt as a blessing, her eyes never leaving mine as commanded.

The cold water immediately begins to wash some of my seed away, but not before it marks her completely. The sight is exquisite—Angelina Vance, Silicon Valley power broker, her face covered in another man's cum in her husband's shower.

"This is what complete ownership means," I tell her, directing the stream across her face, watching it mix with the remaining traces of my seed. "Being marked in the most primal way possible."

The contrast is perfect—the pristine, expensive shower, designed to cleanse and purify, now hosting the most degrading act imaginable. Ethan Vance's sacred space, defiled completely.

When I finish, Angelina remains kneeling before me, her body glistening with water and my markings. The cold shower continues to rain down, gradually washing away the physical evidence but never the psychological impact of what's just occurred.

"Thank me," I command, wanting to hear her complete submission verbalized.

She opens her eyes, looking up at me through the shower spray, her expression one of absolute surrender. "Thank you," she whispers, her voice carrying no resistance, only acceptance. "Thank you for marking me as yours. For using me completely."

I reach down, stroking her wet cheek with something almost like tenderness. "Now you understand what it means to be truly owned," I tell her. "Not the fake ownership of marriage certificates and joint bank accounts. But the ownership of body and mind."

"Yes," she agrees, leaning into my touch like a pet seeking approval. "I understand now."

I turn off the shower, water draining quickly through the concealed slots in the marble floor. Angelina remains kneeling, water dripping from her hair and body, the collar still around her neck—a permanent reminder of her new status.

"Get cleaned up properly," I instruct, unclipping the leash but leaving the collar in place. "Your husband will be home soon, and you'll need to play your part."

"And what is my part?" she asks, rising slowly from her knees, her body showing the marks of our encounter—reddened skin from my slaps, finger-shaped bruises beginning to form on her hips and throat.

"To be the perfect corporate wife," I tell her with a smile. "While secretly belonging to me. While helping me dismantle everything he's built."

She nods, understanding completely. The Touch ensures her loyalty has transferred entirely to me, making her the perfect weapon in Vance's destruction. I've claimed every part of her body tonight, but more importantly, I've claimed her will—turning Ethan's greatest asset into an instrument of his downfall.

Another powerful man's world, systematically dismantled from within. Another name soon to be crossed off my list.


Chapter 9

Champagne flows like water on Vance's sixty-foot yacht, investors and tech executives mingling under the starlit Bay waters as San Francisco's skyline glitters behind us. I stand at the center of attention, Ethan's arm around my shoulders as he introduces me to everyone who matters in his world.

"Jack is going to revolutionize how we deploy the neural interface," he boasts to a circle of nodding sycophants, completely unaware that his wife is still wearing my collar beneath her high-necked blouse, or that his empire is already crumbling.

My eyes scan the deck until they lock on a woman standing apart from the crowd, leaning against the rail with a champagne flute dangling from manicured fingers, her expression distinctly unimpressed by Ethan's performance.

She stands out immediately—not trying to blend in with the San Francisco tech crowd's studied casualness. Her business jacket and skirt scream old-money confidence, the fabric clearly custom-tailored to accommodate curves that Silicon Valley women usually try to downplay. But what captures my attention most is the strain of her silk blouse against what must be an incredible pair of breasts—the buttons fighting a losing battle to contain what nature has abundantly provided.

I extract myself from Ethan's grip with a practiced excuse about needing air and make my way across the deck. As I approach, I take in more details—olive skin with a golden undertone that speaks of Brazilian heritage, thick dark hair pulled back in a sophisticated twist, and a face that combines sharp intelligence with mature beauty. Mid-forties, but carrying it with the confidence of a woman who knows her value increases with time rather than diminishes.

"Not buying what our host is selling?" I ask, leaning against the rail beside her.

She turns, assessing me with eyes that miss nothing. "I've been in this industry long enough to recognize the difference between innovation and elaborate marketing." Her accent confirms my suspicion—Brazilian, but softened by years in international business. "The numbers don't support his projections."

"Isabella Monteiro," I say, extending my hand. "Global Partnerships Director at NeuroVerse. I've read your analysis of market adoption rates for neural interfaces."

Surprise flickers across her features, quickly replaced by professional interest. "You've done your homework, Mr. Hammer." She extends her hand to shake mine. "Most of Ethan's investors can't be bothered with actual data."

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 fascinating to watch in someone with such composed professionalism. Her pupils dilate dramatically, her grip on my hand tightening instead of releasing. A small gasp escapes those full lips as her body processes the sudden rewiring of her desires.

"Are you alright?" I ask innocently, maintaining contact for a moment longer than necessary.

"I..." she begins, then stops, visibly struggling to understand the flood of new sensations. Her free hand moves to her throat, as if trying to contain the heat suddenly spreading through her body. "It's just... suddenly quite warm out here."

I release her hand but step closer, invading her personal space with deliberate intent. "Maybe we should find somewhere cooler to continue our conversation. I'd love to hear more about your concerns with Aether's financial projections."

Her breath catches as I move nearer, her eyes now fixed on my mouth as I speak. The Touch has completely altered her perception of me—transforming business interest into raw, primal attraction that overrides her professional training.

"Yes," she agrees, her voice huskier than before. "Somewhere... private. There are aspects of the financial structure that aren't appropriate for public discussion."

"Lead the way," I suggest, knowing she'll choose the most intimate setting available.

Isabella navigates through the crowd with the confidence of a woman accustomed to commanding rooms, though I notice a new unsteadiness in her gait. Her hand occasionally brushes against mine as we walk, each contact sending visible shivers through her body. When we reach the stairs leading below deck, she glances back at me, her eyes now dark with undisguised desire.

"The owner's cabin should be empty," she says, the pretense of business discussion already fading. "Ethan gave me a tour earlier. It's... secure."

I follow her down the stairs and along a narrow corridor lined with polished wood. The yacht's gentle rocking creates a hypnotic rhythm, the engines a distant hum beneath our feet. She stops before a door at the end of the hall, hesitating only briefly before pushing it open.

The owner's cabin is a study in nautical luxury—a king-sized bed dominates the space, covered in silk sheets in Aether's signature blue. Vance's personal touches are everywhere—framed magazine covers featuring his face, a custom jacket with the company logo hanging in the open closet, photos of him with various tech luminaries displayed prominently on the walls.

Isabella closes the door behind us, leaning against it for a moment as if gathering strength. When she turns to face me, the sharp, analytical executive is completely gone, replaced by a woman consumed by need.

"I don't normally..." she begins, then stops, shaking her head slightly. "I can't explain what's happening to me. I've never felt anything like this."

"Don't fight it," I tell her, closing the distance between us. "Sometimes the body knows what it wants before the mind catches up."

My hands move to her jacket, pushing it off her shoulders to reveal the silk blouse beneath, stretched tight across her magnificent chest. The garment was clearly expensive, designed to contain and somewhat minimize her assets for professional settings. But nothing could truly hide what nature has so generously provided.

Isabella's breathing accelerates as my fingers move to the buttons of her blouse, each one releasing with a small pop that sounds unnaturally loud in the cabin's quiet. As the fabric parts, it reveals a lace bra struggling heroically against the weight and volume it contains—breasts that would be remarkable on a woman half her age, defying gravity with their fullness.

"Beautiful," I murmur, pushing the blouse completely off her shoulders.

Her hands move to the zipper of her skirt with sudden urgency, all pretense abandoned. "I need you to touch me," she says, her accent thickening with arousal. "I don't understand it, but I need it so badly."

The skirt falls to the floor, leaving her in just the lace bra, matching panties, and heels. Her body is a testament to mature feminine beauty—full hips, a surprisingly narrow waist, and those incredible breasts that capture and hold my attention. Unlike the manufactured perfection of women half her age, Isabella's body carries the confident sensuality that only comes with time—small imperfections that only enhance her appeal.

"These," I say, reaching for the clasp of her bra, "are spectacular."

The moment the bra falls away, her breasts spill forward, heavy and full, with large brown nipples that harden immediately in the cool air of the cabin. They're completely natural despite their size, with the subtle movement and weight that no surgeon can replicate. Perfect tear-drop shape, they hang gloriously on her chest, begging for attention.

"My biggest asset in negotiations," she admits with a small, knowing smile. "Men can rarely maintain eye contact long enough to drive a hard bargain."

I cup their weight in my hands, feeling the warm, soft flesh yield beneath my touch. "Their loss is my gain," I tell her, brushing my thumbs across her nipples, watching them tighten further in response.

She moans at the contact, her head falling back, exposing the elegant line of her throat. Her hands move to my chest, fingers working the buttons of my shirt with growing urgency. "I need to feel you against me," she says, her voice thick with need. "Need to feel your skin."

I allow her to undress me, her experienced hands making quick work of my clothing. When my chest is bare, she presses herself against me, those magnificent breasts flattening against my skin. The sensation sends blood rushing to my cock, already hardening at the prospect of conquering another of Vance's business connections.

My hands move to her ass, gripping the firm flesh through the thin fabric of her panties. For a woman her age, her body is remarkably toned—the result of disciplined exercise rather than surgical intervention. I squeeze roughly, pulling her tighter against me, letting her feel my growing hardness pressing against her stomach.

"This is madness," she whispers against my neck, even as her hips begin to move against mine instinctively. "We've just met. I'm here on business. But I can't... I can't stop wanting you."

"Then don't fight it," I tell her, my hands moving to the waistband of her panties, pushing them down over her hips. "Give in to what your body is demanding."

She steps out of the panties, now completely naked except for her heels. My hands roam freely over her body, exploring every curve and valley of her mature form. When my fingers find the junction between her thighs, she's already soaking wet—her body fully responsive to the Touch's influence.

"The bed," she gasps as I slide a finger inside her welcoming heat. "Take me to his bed."

The deliberate choice of location sends another surge of dark pleasure through me. Another conquest, another piece of Vance's world claimed in his own space. I guide her backward toward the king-sized bed with its silk sheets, positioning her beneath me on the surface where Ethan no doubt planned to sleep tonight.

"You're about to forget every other man who's ever touched you," I promise her, my hands spreading her thighs wide. "Including our mutual friend Ethan Vance."

The mention of his name seems to heighten her arousal, her body responding to the taboo with increased wetness. The Touch ensures her complete surrender, transforming her from sharp business executive to willing conquest in the heart of Vance's private domain.

Isabella's magnificent body spreads before me on Ethan's silk sheets, her olive skin glowing in the cabin's soft lighting. Her heavy breasts settle to either side of her chest, still impossibly full even as she lies on her back, large brown nipples pointing upward like an invitation. Her legs part for me, revealing the glistening evidence of her arousal, trimmed dark hair framing her sex with mature confidence. I position myself between her thighs, my cock throbbing with anticipation as it brushes against her wet entrance. The knowledge that I'm about to fuck one of Vance's key investors on his own bed makes the moment even sweeter.

"Don't tease me," she breathes, her Brazilian accent thickening with need. "I've never wanted anyone like this."

I push forward, entering her with one long, deliberate stroke that forces a gasp from her throat. Her pussy welcomes me with perfect heat and pressure, gripping my shaft as I sink fully into her. Unlike the tight resistance of younger women, Isabella's body accepts me with the knowing embrace of experience, her inner muscles working my cock with practiced skill that sends jolts of pleasure up my spine.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling her inner walls ripple around me. "You feel incredible."

Her hands move to my chest, fingers splaying across my muscles as I establish a steady rhythm. Each thrust draws a small moan from her lips, her head tilting back to expose the elegant line of her throat. Her breasts sway with our movements, the heavy globes shifting hypnotically on her chest.

"More," she demands, her hips rising to meet mine, taking me deeper with each stroke. "Harder!"

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to make the yacht's bed creak beneath us. The sound of flesh meeting flesh fills the cabin, mixing with our combined breathing and the distant hum of the engines. Isabella's responses are uninhibited, her moans growing louder as I pound into her.

Without warning, she places her hands against my chest and pushes, rolling us over so that she straddles me. The movement positions her above me, her magnificent breasts hanging down like ripe fruit, swaying with her smallest movement. She takes control of our rhythm, riding me with the confidence of a woman who knows exactly what she wants and how to get it.

"Let me show you what I can do," she purrs, rolling her hips in a circular motion that makes my cock hit every sensitive spot inside her. Her hands move to her own breasts, lifting their substantial weight, offering them to me like gifts. "You like these, yes? All natural. No Silicon Valley fakery here."

"Fucking perfect," I agree, my hands replacing hers, cupping the warm, heavy flesh. They overflow my grip, too abundant to be contained. I squeeze roughly, watching her face contort with pleasure-pain as I knead the soft tissue with demanding fingers.

She establishes a perfect rhythm, rising until just the head of my cock remains inside her, then dropping back down to engulf me completely. Her body moves with practiced grace, using her weight and the angle to maximize pleasure for us both. Each downward motion makes her breasts bounce magnificently, creating a hypnotic visual that drives my arousal higher.

"These tits," I growl, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her cry out. "Wasted on boardroom presentations and quarterly reports."

"Not wasted tonight," she gasps, arching into my touch despite the roughness. "Tonight they're all yours."

I sit up suddenly, wrapping one arm around her waist while my other hand continues to work her breast. The new position brings our bodies flush against each other, her nipples brushing my chest as she continues to ride me. I capture one in my mouth, sucking hard, using teeth just enough to make her whole body shudder with pleasure.

"God, yes," she moans, her fingers threading through my hair, holding my head against her chest. "No one's touched me like this in years."

"Tell me about the funding," I demand suddenly, releasing her nipple to look up at her face. "What's happening with Aether's financing?"

Confusion flickers across her features momentarily, but the Touch ensures the question only intensifies her arousal. Her inner walls clench around my shaft as she processes my demand for information during such an intimate moment.

"We're... we're planning to pull out," she admits, her rhythm never faltering. "The neural interface isn't performing as promised. The data... oh fuck right there... the data shows failure rates Ethan hasn't disclosed."

"Keep going," I encourage, thrusting up to meet her downward movements, rewarding her betrayal with increased pleasure. "Tell me everything."

She bounces harder on my cock, her breasts slapping lightly against her chest with each movement. "NeuroVerse was planning to invest another two hundred million," she gasps, her face flushing with exertion and forbidden pleasure at revealing confidential information. "But we've seen the real test results. The interface causes brain damage in a significant percentage of users."

I grab her hips, forcing her down harder onto my shaft, making her take me completely. "And what are you going to do about it?"

"Pull our funding," she moans, her inner muscles fluttering around me as the betrayal pushes her closer to climax. "Next board meeting. I'm recommending immediate and complete withdrawal."

The perfect final piece of my plan falls into place. With Isabella's firm pulling their investment, combined with the backdoor Ling has provided into the AI system and the PR disaster Chloe is preparing to unleash, Vance's empire will collapse completely.

"When?" I demand, increasing my pace, driving up into her with renewed vigor.

"Two days," she gasps, her body beginning to tremble with approaching orgasm. "Wednesday morning. It will... oh god... it will create a panic. Others will follow our lead."

I flip us again, putting her beneath me, taking control of our rhythm. Her legs wrap around my waist, her heels digging into my lower back as I pound into her with increasing force. Her breasts bounce wildly with each impact, drawing my hands back to them, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh with possessive hunger.

"You're going to cum for me," I command, feeling my own release building at the base of my spine. "Cum while telling me exactly how you're going to destroy Vance's company."

"I'm going to announce the withdrawal publicly," she cries out, her back arching beneath me. "Cite safety concerns... unethical testing practices... oh fuck, I'm so close!"

"Keep talking," I demand, pounding into her with punishing force now, the bed frame creaking in protest beneath us.

"The stock will plummet," she continues, her voice breaking as pleasure overwhelms her. "Other investors will panic. It will trigger a complete collapse of confidence. Ethan won't... oh god... won't recover!"

Her body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock with rhythmic contractions as her orgasm crashes through her. Her cry of pleasure echoes through the cabin, loud enough that anyone passing by the door would hear unmistakable evidence of our activities.

The combination of her inner muscles massaging my shaft and the knowledge that I've secured the final piece of Vance's destruction pushes me over the edge. I drive into her one last time, burying myself to the hilt as my release erupts. I flood her womb with pulse after pulse of hot seed, marking another of Vance's connections as thoroughly mine.

"Fuck," I grunt through clenched teeth, emptying myself completely inside her. "Take it all."

Isabella's body welcomes my release, her inner walls continuing to ripple around my shaft, milking every drop from me. When I finally collapse against her, our bodies slick with sweat, I can feel my seed already beginning to leak from where we're joined, staining Ethan's expensive silk sheets—another physical marker of my conquest in his territory.

"I don't understand what happened to me," she murmurs, her fingers tracing patterns on my back as we catch our breath. "I've never done anything like this before."

"But you'll keep your word?" I ask, rolling to lie beside her, watching her magnificent breasts settle into their natural position, still impressively full even as she lies on her back.

"Yes," she confirms without hesitation, the Touch ensuring her complete compliance despite any logical objections her mind might raise. "I'll sink his company. I'll make the announcement exactly as I said."

I run my hand over the curve of her hip, appreciating the mature perfection of her body one last time. "And you'll coordinate with me before you do it?"

"Of course," she agrees immediately, turning to face me, her hand reaching out to stroke my chest. "Whatever you need. I feel... connected to you somehow. Like I'd do anything you asked."

I smile, recognizing the familiar effect of the Touch—creating absolute loyalty disguised as intense attraction. Isabella will follow through, not understanding why she feels so compelled to obey my wishes, but unable to resist the programming now embedded in her neural pathways.

"Get dressed," I tell her, sitting up and reaching for my discarded clothing. "We should get back to the party before we're missed."

She nods, moving with the languid grace of a satisfied woman, her body still glowing from our encounter. As she begins to gather her scattered clothes, I catch sight of my seed trickling down her inner thigh—another woman claimed, another piece of Vance's world subverted.

When she bends to retrieve her panties, giving me a perfect view of her ass and the evidence of my conquest still leaking from her well-used pussy, I feel a surge of dark satisfaction. In just over a week, I've systematically dismantled Ethan Vance's carefully constructed empire—his wife now wears my collar beneath her professional attire, his PR director leaks damaging information at my command, his AI architect has given me backdoor access to his most valuable technology, and now his key investor is about to publicly withdraw support.

By this time tomorrow, Ethan Vance will join Sterling and Lian Wei in my notebook—another line drawn through another name, another powerful man destroyed through my Touch.


Chapter 10

I stride into Aether's headquarters like I already own the place, which is practically true. The sleek, modern reception area buzzes with activity—clueless employees rushing around, completely unaware that their company will be in ruins by this time tomorrow. My cock hardens slightly at the thought. There's something intensely arousing about being the only one who knows the end is coming, about watching Ethan Vance strut around his empire on the eve of its destruction. Today, I plant the final nail in his coffin with a smile on my face and a fake proposal in my hand.

Ethan's assistant—a petite brunette who I haven't bothered to Touch yet—greets me with practiced professionalism. "Mr. Hammer, Mr. Vance is expecting you. Please follow me." I catch her eyes dipping briefly to my crotch before she turns away. They all want it, even the ones who don't know it yet.

The conference room looks like every other tech CEO's masturbatory vision—glass walls, minimalist furniture, and a table large enough to compensate for whatever Ethan lacks elsewhere. He rises as I enter, his face lighting up with that fake enthusiasm that's become his signature.

"Jack! Right on time." He strides toward me, hand extended, designer suit perfectly tailored to hide the softness that comes from delegating actual work. "I've been thinking about your integration proposal all night."

I bet you have, you fucking parasite. "Glad to hear it." I shake his hand with just enough pressure to remind him who's really in charge here. "I think this human consciousness integration layer is exactly what Aether needs to break through to the next level."

We sit at the table, and I slide across my tablet with the proposal displayed—a masterpiece of technical bullshit written by Ling before I fucked her brains out on her desk. Terms like "neural mapping," "consciousness bridging," and "integrated experience mesh" jump out from the screen. None of it means anything, but it sounds revolutionary to idiots with money.

"This is..." Ethan scans the document, his eyes widening. "This is exactly the vision I've been trying to articulate to the board. The seamless integration of human consciousness with Aether's neural network."

"I thought you'd appreciate it." I lean back, watching him devour the bait. "The hardware requirements are substantial, though. I'd need to understand your current server infrastructure to estimate the expansion needed."

Ethan nods enthusiastically, completely missing the real purpose of my request. "Of course, of course. We've got the most advanced server farm in Silicon Valley. Quantum-ready nodes, liquid cooling, the works."

He continues prattling on about processing power and neural mapping capabilities, completely oblivious to the fact that I've already seen the entire system through Ling's access. The EMP device in my pocket feels heavy, a small cylinder the size of a pen that will bring his entire empire crashing down with one command.

"Could we take a look at the main server room?" I interrupt his monologue. "I'd like to get a feel for the physical space we're working with."

"Absolutely." He stands immediately, eager to impress. "Not many investors get to see our heart and brain, but for you—special access."

I follow him through the maze of open workspaces where programmers and designers slave away, creating technology they think will change the world, not realizing they're building tools for surveillance and control. Several women look up as I pass, their eyes lingering a moment too long—already touched by rumors of my prowess, no doubt. I spot Chloe across the floor, our eyes meeting briefly. She gives an imperceptible nod. Everything's in place.

We reach a secure door requiring both retinal scan and keycard. Ethan performs the dance of security theater, explaining how only seven people in the company have this level of access. I nod appreciatively while picturing Ling's naked body pressed against this very door last night, her moans echoing through the empty corridor as I fingered her to orgasm, her security access allowing us entry.

The server room hums with power—row after row of black racks filled with blinking lights and cooling fans creating a steady drone that would drive most people mad after five minutes. To Ethan, it's the sound of his godhood. To me, it's the death rattle of his future.

"This is it," he says with obvious pride. "Over fifty thousand computing cores working in parallel. The most advanced AI architecture ever created."

"Impressive," I lie, letting my eyes wander over the setup while identifying the optimal placement spot Ling described. "Tell me about your backup protocols."

As Ethan launches into another tedious explanation about redundancy and distributed systems, I casually move deeper into the server farm, pretending to examine the cooling system while actually counting rows to find the master control node. Third row, second rack, lower quadrant—exactly where Ling said it would be.

"The beauty of our system," Ethan continues, his voice echoing slightly in the cavernous room, "is that it's completely self-healing. Even if we lost half our capacity, the AI would continue functioning without interruption."

I nod, feigning interest while positioning myself in front of the target rack. "What about power surges? Silicon Valley's grid isn't exactly reliable."

"Multiple redundant power supplies, of course." He steps closer to point at the uninterruptible power systems lining the wall. "Plus diesel generators that kick in automatically. We could survive off the grid for weeks."

Perfect. While he's facing away, I drop my pen, cursing softly. "Damn, that's my lucky pen." I squat down to retrieve it, my hand smoothly extracting the EMP device from my pocket instead.

"As I was saying," Ethan continues, completely oblivious, "we've engineered for every contingency. That's why investors trust us with—"

"Fascinating system," I interrupt, standing back up, the device now magnetically attached to the underside of the server rack exactly where Ling indicated—directly beneath the primary network switch that connects all systems. "The scale is truly impressive."

Ethan beams, pride overwhelming any sense of caution. "Tomorrow's announcement will make this look small by comparison. The largest funding round in tech history, Jack. We're talking trillionaire territory."

"Can't wait to see it," I reply, genuine anticipation in my voice, though not for the reasons he thinks. "Speaking of which, is that event invitation-only?"

"For you? Front row seat." He claps my shoulder as we exit the server room, the door sealing behind us with a soft hiss. "Angelina specifically requested you be there. She says you two have really connected over investment strategy."

Connected is one way to put it. I picture his wife's mouth around my cock, the collar I placed around her throat, her body bent over their shower while I marked her as my property. "She's a remarkable woman. You're a lucky man."

"Don't I know it." He grins, completely unaware of his wife's newfound loyalty. "So, we'll see you tomorrow at ten? The press is already calling it the announcement of the decade."

"I wouldn't miss it for the world," I assure him, imagining the look on his face when his empire crumbles around him. My cock stirs at the thought. "It's going to be a day people remember for a very long time."

As we part ways in the lobby, I shake his hand one last time, savoring the knowledge that it's the last time he'll stand before me as a powerful man rather than a disgraced fraud. By this time tomorrow, Ethan Vance will join the growing list of conquered men in my notebook, his name crossed out, his empire in ruins, his women serving my pleasure instead of his ego.

And all it will take is a single word.


Chapter 11

I stretch out on the king-sized hotel bed, laptop balanced on my thighs, watching Ethan Vance's final moments as a tech titan with a glass of eighteen-year-old scotch in my hand. The livestream shows the Aether campus transformed into a media circus—journalists packed into rows of seats, cameras positioned for optimal coverage, the stage set with dramatic lighting and that signature blue Aether logo glowing behind the podium. My cock stiffens as I check the time. In exactly seventeen minutes, that logo will go dark forever, along with Vance's empire and reputation.

The camera pans to show Ethan backstage, surrounded by his executive team, making final adjustments to his designer suit. He looks confident, unaware that he's preparing for his own execution rather than his coronation. Beside him stands Angelina, resplendent in a form-fitting blue dress that matches Aether's branding. From this distance, no one can see the collar hidden beneath the high neckline—my collar, marking her as my property even as she plays the role of supportive wife.

As if sensing my gaze through the screen, she looks directly into the camera for a split second, her tongue darting out to wet her lower lip in a gesture too brief for anyone else to notice but unmistakable to me. My hand moves unconsciously to my crotch, adjusting myself as I remember how those lips felt wrapped around my cock in Vance's shower, how she knelt to receive my marking.

The event producer signals, and the lights dim slightly as dramatic music swells. The audience quiets in anticipation. Ethan strides onto the stage with Angelina just behind him, waving to the crowd with practiced humility that doesn't reach his eyes. The applause is thunderous—the tech world's pavlovian response to power and money.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Ethan begins once the applause dies down, his voice booming through the perfect acoustics of the auditorium. "Today marks not just a milestone for Aether, but for humanity itself."

I take another sip of scotch, savoring the burn as it slides down my throat. The taste of impending victory is even sweeter.

"What we're announcing today isn't just another funding round," he continues, gesturing grandly. "It's the single largest private investment in technological development in human history."

The camera cuts to show the audience's reactions—wide eyes, excited whispers, journalists frantically taking notes. They're all buying it, just like they've bought everything else this fraud has sold them over the years.

"We have secured commitments for thirty-two billion dollars to scale our neural interface technology globally."

Gasps ripple through the audience. I check my other monitor, where a news alert confirms Isabella's firm has scheduled a press release for exactly two minutes from now. Everything is proceeding perfectly.

"This investment will allow us to bring true mind-machine integration to every corner of the world," Ethan declares, growing more animated. "To transform how humans interact with technology forever."

I open a secure messaging app on my phone, sending a pre-arranged signal to Chloe: "The curtain rises." Her response is immediate: "Documents sending to all major outlets in 3...2...1..."

I return my attention to the livestream. Ethan has moved to the presentation portion, gesturing toward the massive screen behind him where a slick animation shows the Aether neural interface connecting human brains to a glowing network.

"Our patented technology creates a seamless bridge between human consciousness and digital systems," he boasts, completely unaware of the digital guillotine about to fall. "What you're seeing is the future—a future where thoughts become commands, where the limitations of physical interfaces disappear entirely."

Angelina stands slightly behind him, her smile fixed and professional. But I notice her hand rising to her throat, fingers briefly touching the spot where my collar rests against her skin—another silent message meant only for me.

It's time.

I open the command terminal Ling created for me, the cursor blinking expectantly. My finger hovers over the keyboard for just a moment as I savor the anticipation, the raw power of destruction about to flow from my fingertips. My cock is fully hard now, straining against my pants at the thought of what's coming.

I type the single command: "UNPLUG"

For two seconds, nothing happens. Then, on the livestream, the massive screen behind Ethan flickers once, twice—and goes completely black.

"As you can see, the neural mapping capability allows for—" Ethan stops mid-sentence, turning to look at the dead screen with confusion. "It seems we're having a technical—"

The lights in the auditorium flicker next. The livestream camera wobbles as the operator looks around in confusion. Ethan's microphone cuts out, then returns with a burst of feedback that makes the audience wince.

"Just a moment, folks," Ethan says, his confidence faltering slightly. "Our team will have this fixed in—"

His words die as every light in the building goes out simultaneously. The livestream switches to the backup camera running on battery power, showing the audience in confusion, some holding up phones as flashlights. Ethan stands frozen on stage, illuminated only by emergency exit signs, his face a mask of growing panic.

My other monitor pings with breaking news: "BREAKING: NeuroVerse Announces Immediate Withdrawal of All Funding from Aether, Cites 'Catastrophic Safety Concerns' and 'Fraudulent Testing Protocols'"

I refresh my news feed to see more alerts flooding in:

"Leaked Documents Reveal Aether Neural Interface Caused Brain Damage in 30% of Test Subjects"

"Aether Accused of Selling Neural Technology to Authoritarian Regimes"

"Tech Giant Aether Built on 'House of Cards,' Says Former PR Director"

On the livestream, someone approaches Ethan and whispers in his ear. I can't hear the words, but I can see the blood drain from his face. His eyes widen with comprehension and terror. He grabs the dead microphone anyway.

"Ladies and gentlemen, we're experiencing a temporary—"

A journalist stands in the audience, phone held high. "Mr. Vance! Can you comment on NeuroVerse's announcement that they're withdrawing all funding due to safety concerns with your neural interface?"

Another jumps up. "Is it true your technology caused permanent brain damage in test subjects?"

The camera catches Angelina's face as she steps back from her husband, the perfect picture of shocked innocence, though I can see the subtle curve of satisfaction at the corner of her mouth. She played her part perfectly.

Ethan turns to look at her, confusion and betrayal dawning on his face as he realizes she's stepping away rather than standing by him. The final piece of his collapsing world.

"We need to evacuate the building immediately," a security officer announces, his voice barely picked up by the livestream mic. "All systems are down. Please proceed to the exits in an orderly fashion."

The feed cuts to a news anchor looking appropriately grave. "We seem to be experiencing technical difficulties with our live coverage from Aether headquarters. We're getting reports of a complete systems failure across their campus. Meanwhile, serious allegations have emerged about the company's flagship technology..."

I close the laptop, draining the last of my scotch as I stand. The tightness in my pants reminds me of my arousal, heightened by watching a powerful man's destruction in real-time. I grab my jacket and head for the door. It's time to collect Angelina from the ruins of her husband's empire and claim my victory in the most primal way possible.

My phone buzzes with a text from her: "Server room. 30 minutes. It's dark. It's silent. I'm waiting."

I adjust my hard cock through my pants as I step into the elevator. The final act is about to begin.


Chapter 12

The Aether campus is a shadow of itself when I arrive—emergency lights casting eerie red glows down empty corridors, abandoned workstations with black screens like dead eyes staring into nothing. Security personnel rush past me, too focused on the chaos to question my presence. Perfect. The empire's fall creates exactly the disorder I need to slip through unnoticed, my cock already hardening at the thought of Angelina waiting in the darkness, ready to be claimed in the corpse of her husband's dream. Power has always been the ultimate aphrodisiac, and tonight, surrounded by Vance's ruined ambitions, my power is absolute.

I navigate through the maze of darkened hallways, stepping over discarded laptops and documents left behind in the panic. The building feels like a tomb—the constant electronic hum that typically fills tech headquarters completely silenced. Only distant shouts and the occasional flashlight beam breaking the darkness remind me that others are still here, desperately trying to resurrect what I've killed.

The secure door to the server room hangs partially open, the electronic lock defeated by my EMP. No retinal scan needed now. No keycard. The guardians of Vance's digital kingdom have been rendered as useless as the technology they protected. I slip inside, letting the heavy door close behind me with a satisfying thud.

The server room is transformed. Where yesterday rows of blinking lights and whirring fans created a symphony of artificial life, now there's only darkness and silence. The massive black racks stand like monoliths in a digital graveyard, their power stripped away by my command. The only illumination comes from a single emergency exit sign at the far end of the room, casting everything in a blood-red glow.

"I've been waiting for you."

Angelina's voice emerges from the shadows before I see her. Then she steps into the red light, and my cock strains painfully against my pants. She's still wearing the blue dress from the presentation, but her hair is down now, falling in waves around her shoulders. The collar—my collar—is fully visible around her throat, no longer hidden.

"It's so quiet," she whispers, moving closer to me. "I've never heard silence in this room before. The humming... it was always there, like a living thing. And now it's dead."

"I killed it," I tell her, closing the distance between us. "I killed his dream. His future. His control over you."

Her eyes shine with something like worship in the crimson light. "Yes. You did." Her hands move to her dress, gripping the neckline. "And I'm free."

With a single violent motion, she tears the garment down the middle, the sound of ripping fabric echoing through the silent room. The dress falls away, revealing her naked body beneath—she's been waiting without underwear, her skin gleaming with a light sheen of sweat in the emergency lighting.

"Take what's yours," she breathes, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "Mark the final territory."

I grab her with bruising force, one hand tangling in her hair, the other gripping her ass as I pull her against me. Our mouths crash together, teeth clashing, tongues fighting for dominance though we both know who will win. She tastes of victory and surrender, her body melting against mine as I remind her who she belongs to now.

My hand slides between her legs, finding her already soaking wet. "So eager," I growl against her mouth. "Were you this wet watching your husband's life collapse on stage?"

"Yes," she admits, gasping as I thrust two fingers inside her without warning. "Seeing him fall while wearing your collar under my dress... I nearly came just standing there."

I spin her around, bending her over the nearest server rack—the very one where I planted the device that ended Aether. The symbolism isn't lost on either of us. Her hands grasp the edges of the dead machine as I kick her legs wider apart, positioning her for my use.

"This is where it ended," I tell her, freeing my cock from my pants, the weight of it slapping against her ass. "The brain of his empire. And now I'm going to fuck his wife on its corpse."

"Please," she begs, looking back over her shoulder, her face half-illuminated in the red glow. "I need to feel you inside me. Need to be filled where there's only emptiness now."

I run the head of my cock through her wet folds, coating myself in her arousal, teasing her entrance without pushing in. Her body trembles with anticipation, her breathing shallow and quick. The power I hold over her in this moment—over her body, her pleasure, her very identity—sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

"Who do you belong to?" I demand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

"You," she gasps, pushing back against me, desperate for penetration. "Only you. Always you."

With a single powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her, her tight heat enveloping me completely. She cries out, the sound echoing through the cavernous room, bouncing off dead servers and silent machinery. I establish an immediate, punishing rhythm, each thrust driving her body forward against the metal rack.

"Yes!" she cries, her fingers gripping the edges of the server housing so tightly her knuckles turn white. "Fuck me like you fucked his company. Hard. Merciless. Complete."

I grab a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back sharply while my other hand grips her hip hard enough to bruise. The contrast is perfect—her warm, living body against the cold, dead technology that represented her husband's vision. Life and death. Creation and destruction. The primal claiming what the digital could never truly own.

"Look at you," I taunt, never slowing my assault on her willing body. "Silicon Valley royalty reduced to a moaning slut fucked on dead hardware. What would the board of directors think now?"

Her pussy clenches around me at the degradation, the Touch ensuring that humiliation translates directly to pleasure. I drive deeper, harder, the sound of skin slapping against skin creating a new rhythm in the silent room—the oldest rhythm, the one that existed long before computers and will continue long after they're gone.

"I can feel you getting closer," I observe, feeling her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. "Going to cum on my cock while surrounded by your husband's ruined dreams?"

"Yes," she sobs, her body beginning to tremble. "Please, don't stop. I'm so close."

I reach around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles while maintaining my relentless pace. Her moans grow louder, more desperate, her body tensing beneath me as she approaches the edge.

"Cum for me," I command, delivering a sharp slap to her ass. "Show me how grateful you are to be free of him."

Her orgasm hits with explosive force, her entire body convulsing beneath me, her inner muscles clamping down on my shaft with rhythmic contractions. She screams my name, the sound reverberating through the dead room, christening the space with her pleasure.

"That's it," I encourage, continuing to pound into her through her climax, prolonging the waves of pleasure that wrack her body. "Give everything to me. Every sound. Every sensation. Every part of yourself that he never truly had."

I feel my own release building at the base of my spine, a gathering storm ready to break. But not yet. Not here. I have more planned for Angelina's final submission, more ways to mark Vance's territory as permanently mine.

As her orgasm begins to subside, I pull out suddenly, leaving her empty and gasping. Before she can question it, I flip her around, lifting her onto the edge of the server rack. The metal must be cold against her heated skin, but she doesn't complain—her eyes dark with desire, her lips parted, waiting for whatever comes next.

"We're not finished," I tell her, positioning myself between her spread legs again. "This is just the beginning of your liberation."

I thrust back into her with renewed vigor, watching her face contort with pleasure in the red emergency light. Her legs wrap around my waist, her arms around my neck, pulling me closer as I claim her again and again on the altar of her husband's destruction.

The server room—once the thrumming heart of Aether's artificial intelligence—now pulses with something far more ancient and powerful. Our sweat-slicked bodies move together in the darkness, creating heat where there is only cold, bringing life to a place of digital death.

I grab the collar around Angelina's neck, using it as leverage to drive myself impossibly deeper into her quivering body. The metal server rack creaks beneath our combined weight, the dead machines witnessing their master's wife being thoroughly fucked by the man who destroyed them. Her eyes roll back, her mouth forming a perfect O of pleasure as I pound into her with savage intensity. This isn't just sex—it's the final conquest, the complete erasure of whatever claim Ethan Vance ever had on this woman. My cock throbs inside her at the thought, growing even harder as I prepare to mark her in the most primal way possible.

"Harder," she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders, drawing blood. "Make me forget him completely."

I tighten my grip on her collar, restricting her breathing just enough to intensify her sensations. "You already have," I growl into her ear. "You were never his. Just a trophy he displayed without understanding what he had."

Her pussy clenches around me at my words, the Touch ensuring that each degradation of her former life translates directly to pleasure. I pull almost completely out before slamming back in with enough force to make the entire rack shift against the floor.

"Tell me what you are," I demand, maintaining my punishing rhythm.

"Yours," she moans, her head falling back as far as the collar allows. "Your property. Your conquest. Your willing slut."

"And what is he?" I press, needing to hear her complete rejection of her husband.

"Nothing," she gasps as I hit a spot inside her that makes her whole body tremble. "A fraud. A shell. A man who never deserved me."

Perfect. I reward her with increased pace, my hips pistoning against hers, the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoing through the cavernous room. Her breasts bounce with each impact, hypnotic in the red emergency lighting that casts everything in blood-tinted shadows.

"When they lead him away in handcuffs," I tell her, punctuating my words with particularly deep thrusts, "I want you to remember this moment. Remember who truly owns you."

"Yes," she agrees instantly, her fingers clutching at my back, trying to pull me even deeper. "I'll watch him fall while still feeling you inside me."

The image sends another surge of dark pleasure through my body. I suddenly need more—need to claim her in a different way, to demonstrate my complete dominance over every aspect of her being.

I pull out abruptly, leaving her gasping at the sudden emptiness. Before she can protest, I flip her over roughly, positioning her face down on the server rack, her perfect ass presented to me. She understands immediately, spreading her legs wider, arching her back to offer herself more completely.

"This is what true power looks like," I tell her, guiding my cock back to her entrance. "Not artificial intelligence. Not stock options. Not venture capital. This." I thrust forward violently, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal motion that forces a scream from her throat.

The new angle allows me to penetrate her even deeper, my cock hitting spots that make her entire body jerk with each impact. I establish an immediate, merciless rhythm, grabbing her hair with one hand and her hip with the other for maximum leverage.

"Your husband built this company on lies," I grunt, never slowing my assault on her willing body. "Sold dreams he could never deliver. But there's no lie in this, is there? No fake promise. Just raw, animal truth."

"Truth," she echoes, her voice breaking as pleasure overwhelms her capacity for coherent thought. "This is... real... oh god... so real!"

I deliver a sharp slap to her ass, watching the flesh redden instantly under my hand. "Every thrust is another nail in his coffin," I tell her, slapping her other cheek with equal force. "Every moan from your throat is another investor pulling out."

Her response is unintelligible, a broken sound somewhere between a sob and a moan. I can feel her body responding despite any lingering emotional conflict, her inner walls gripping my shaft with increasing eagerness as another orgasm builds within her.

The knowledge that I'm fucking Ethan Vance's wife in the ruins of his company, surrounded by the dead technology that was supposed to make him immortal, drives me to even greater intensity. Each thrust is a conquest, each slap of skin against skin a victory march through the territory I've claimed.

"Touch yourself," I command, wanting to feel her cum around me again. "Make yourself come on the cock that destroyed your husband's world."

She reaches beneath herself obediently, her fingers finding her clit. The dual stimulation pushes her rapidly toward the edge, her breathing becoming more erratic, her moans transforming into continuous high-pitched cries that echo off the server racks.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her inner muscles beginning to flutter. "Cum for me. Show me who you really belong to."

Her second orgasm hits even harder than the first, her entire body convulsing beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock with rhythmic contractions that nearly push me over the edge. I grit my teeth, fighting back my release through sheer willpower. Not yet. I have one final act of dominance planned.

As her climax subsides, I pull out and step back, leaving her trembling and empty across the server rack. She looks back at me with confusion, her face flushed, her eyes glazed with pleasure and submission.

"On the floor," I command, pointing to the space in front of me. "On your knees."

Understanding dawns in her eyes. She slides off the rack on unsteady legs, dropping to her knees on the cold floor tiles. The position is perfect—Silicon Valley royalty kneeling before me in the darkened heart of her husband's failed empire, looking up with eager anticipation.

I stand over her, feet planted wide, my cock jutting out proudly before me. I begin stroking myself slowly, watching her eyes track every movement of my hand. The power dynamic is intoxicating—her complete submission, my absolute control.

"This is the final marker," I tell her, increasing the pace of my strokes. "The ultimate claiming."

"Yes," she whispers, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Mark me. Make me completely yours."

She tilts her face upward, eyes locked on mine, offering herself for my final conquest. The sight of her—naked except for my collar, kneeling on the cold floor of the dead server room, her body bearing the marks of my possession, her face upturned in complete surrender—pushes me rapidly toward the edge.

"Open your mouth," I command, my voice tight with approaching climax.

She complies immediately, parting her lips, extending her tongue slightly in perfect submission. I stroke myself faster, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine, the gathering storm ready to break.

"This is for every time he ignored your brilliance," I grunt, my release approaching rapidly. "Every time he used you as decoration rather than partner. Every time he took credit for your work."

Her eyes widen at my words, something like gratitude mixing with the lust and submission already there. She leans forward slightly, eager to receive what's coming.

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her forehead and into her hair. I aim deliberately, painting her face with thick white streaks that decorate her nose, cheeks, and waiting mouth. She remains perfectly still throughout, accepting each spurt as a blessing, her eyes never leaving mine as commanded.

"Fuck!" I grunt, delivering the final pulses onto her extended tongue, watching my seed pool there before she swallows it eagerly.

When I finish, her face is completely covered, thick ropes decorating her features in obscene contrast to the corporate perfection she projected just hours ago at the press conference. My release drips down her cheeks, some falling onto her breasts, marking her completely as mine.

"Thank you," she whispers, the words causing some of my seed to spill from her lips.

I reach down, using my thumb to spread my cum more evenly across her face, ensuring every inch is covered. "The queen of Silicon Valley," I observe with dark satisfaction, "now properly crowned."

She leans into my touch, her eyes closing briefly as she accepts this final transformation. When she opens them again, there's something new there—not just submission, but liberation. The collar around her neck no longer represents captivity but freedom from the gilded cage Ethan built around her.

"What happens now?" she asks, remaining on her knees, my release still decorating her face.

I tuck myself away, looking down at my conquest with satisfaction. "Now we watch him fall completely," I tell her. "And you rise from the ashes he never deserved to control."


Chapter 13

I watch Angelina wipe my cum from her face with what's left of her torn dress, the expensive fabric now reduced to a cleaning rag—a perfect metaphor for her husband's fallen empire. Even in the dim emergency lighting, I can see the marks I've left on her body—fingerprints on her hips, reddened skin where I slapped her ass, the collar still proudly displayed around her neck. My cock stirs again at the sight, but there's more to savor today than just her body. Outside this room, Ethan Vance's world is burning to the ground, and I want front-row seats to watch the flames consume everything he built.

"We should go see the main event," I tell her, zipping up my pants. "Your husband's final performance."

She nods, a slow smile spreading across her face. "What am I supposed to wear? You've completely destroyed my dress."

I shrug off my jacket and hand it to her. It covers her to mid-thigh—enough to maintain minimal decency while still making it obvious what she's been doing in the server room during her husband's downfall. Perfect.

"The jacket stays open," I command, watching as she slides her arms into it. Her breasts remain visible through the opening, the collar clearly displayed around her neck. "I want everyone to see exactly who you belong to now."

We exit the server room, stepping into hallways now filled with more activity—security personnel rushing in all directions, employees trying to salvage what data they can from dead systems, executives huddled in corners having panicked conversations. No one pays us much attention; they're all too consumed by their own impending unemployment to notice their CEO's wife walking half-naked beside the man who orchestrated their destruction.

The central atrium of Aether headquarters has transformed into a scene of corporate apocalypse. Emergency lights cast eerie shadows across the once-pristine space. Where sleek, minimalist furnishings once conveyed tech prosperity, now there's only chaos—papers strewn across floors, abandoned equipment, and a stream of dark-suited individuals who clearly aren't Aether employees.

"FBI," Angelina whispers, nodding toward a group of agents coordinating near the main entrance. "That was fast."

"Chloe's leak included evidence of fraud across state lines, unauthorized human testing, and selling surveillance technology to sanctioned regimes," I explain, guiding her toward a position with a better view of the main floor. "The feds have probably been waiting for an excuse to move on him for months."

We position ourselves on the mezzanine overlooking the atrium, hidden partially by a decorative installation that suddenly seems absurd in its uselessness—a twenty-foot sculpture meant to represent neural connections that now just looks like expensive garbage.

Below us, the drama unfolds perfectly. Ethan stands in the center of a group of FBI agents, his designer suit rumpled, his carefully styled hair in disarray. His face cycles through emotions—disbelief, anger, desperate bargaining—as an agent reads him his rights.

"This is absurd!" Ethan's voice carries clearly up to our hiding spot. "Do you have any idea who I am? The connections I have? One call to the Attorney General and—"

"Mr. Vance," the lead agent interrupts calmly, "we have documented evidence of securities fraud, wire fraud, criminal conspiracy, and violations of international sanctions. Your calls won't be going through to anyone except your lawyer."

Angelina's hand finds mine, squeezing tightly as she watches her husband's world collapse. I feel her tremble slightly beside me—not with fear or regret, but with the intoxicating rush of witnessing karmic justice.

"You can't do this!" Ethan shouts, his composure completely shattered. "I'm about to announce the largest funding round in tech history! Thirty-two billion dollars! I'm changing the fucking world!"

The agent pulls out handcuffs. "Sir, please place your hands behind your back."

"Don't you touch me!" Ethan tries to step back, but there's nowhere to go. Agents surround him on all sides. "This is a mistake! A misunderstanding! Call my PR director, Chloe will explain everything!"

"Sir, Chloe Watson provided many of the documents we're using as evidence against you," the agent replies with professional detachment. "Now, hands behind your back, or we will assist you."

The color drains from Ethan's face as comprehension dawns. His empire isn't just experiencing technical difficulties—it's being systematically dismantled by the very people he trusted. His eyes dart around wildly, as if searching for someone, anyone who might save him.

For a moment, I think he might spot us on the mezzanine, but his gaze passes over without recognition. Even if he saw Angelina standing there in my jacket, her body marked by my possession, I doubt he would process it. His mind can't accommodate that level of betrayal on top of everything else.

When the handcuffs click around his wrists, something in Ethan seems to break. His shoulders slump, his trademark confidence evaporating in an instant. The transformation from tech visionary to common criminal happens in seconds, and it's beautiful to witness.

"I want my lawyer," he says, his voice suddenly small. "And someone call my wife. Where's Angelina?"

Beside me, Angelina smiles coldly. "I'm exactly where I need to be," she whispers, too quietly for anyone below to hear.

I squeeze her ass possessively, feeling my cock stir again at the perfection of this moment. "Let's get what we came for," I tell her. "Before they seal off his office."

We slip away from our vantage point, taking a private executive elevator to the top floor where Ethan's office occupies the entire north wing. The space is exactly what you'd expect—obscenely large, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering panoramic views of Silicon Valley, furnished with the kind of minimalist luxury that screams insecurity masked as taste.

"What exactly are we looking for?" Angelina asks, running her fingers along Ethan's pristine desk.

"A souvenir," I reply, scanning the room. My eyes land on a glass display case containing what appears to be a prototype of the neural headset—Aether's flagship product, the device that was supposed to revolutionize human-machine interaction. The same device that, according to Ling's data, caused brain damage in thirty percent of test subjects.

I smash the glass case with a paperweight from Ethan's desk, the sound of shattering glass oddly satisfying in the quiet office. The headset is lighter than I expected, an elegant piece of technology despite its deadly flaws. I turn it over in my hands, appreciating the irony—the device that was supposed to make Ethan Vance immortal will now be nothing more than a curiosity in my collection of trophies.

"Should we go down to watch them take him away?" Angelina asks, picking up a framed photo of herself and Ethan at some charity gala. She studies it briefly before dropping it face-down on the desk.

"No need," I tell her, tucking the headset under my arm. "The show's over. He's finished. The next time you see him will be at his sentencing."

We walk out of his office without looking back, my hand resting possessively on the small of Angelina's back. As we pass his panicking executive team huddled in the conference room, no one stops us. No one even questions why the CEO's wife is leaving half-naked with a strange man while her husband is led away in handcuffs.

That's the thing about power—when it collapses, the vacuum it creates is so complete that all the old rules instantly cease to exist. Yesterday, Angelina was untouchable royalty. Today, she's just another asset being stripped from a fallen king.

We exit through the main lobby, passing FBI agents boxing up evidence and shell-shocked employees being interviewed by authorities. Outside, media vans have already arrived, reporters clamoring for information about Aether's sudden collapse. I guide Angelina toward my waiting car, keeping her partially hidden from the cameras.

"What happens now?" she asks as we slide into the backseat.

I place the neural headset between us like a trophy and give the driver instructions to take us to the airport. "Now we move on to the next name in my book," I tell her, my hand sliding up her thigh. "Your liberation is just the beginning."

***

My private jet purrs around me, the vibration of the engines a subtle reminder of the power at my command. I stretch out in the custom leather seat, loosening my tie as the Silicon Valley landscape shrinks beneath us. The cabin is all cream leather and polished wood, the kind of understated luxury that speaks to real wealth—not the desperate tech showmanship of Ethan Vance's world. My cock stiffens as I watch Angelina and Aishwarya exchange knowing glances across the cabin. Both collared. Both conquered. Both mine. There's something primal about having multiple women completely under your control, ready to fulfill your every desire without question or hesitation.

Aishwarya was waiting when we boarded, already prepared for my arrival. Her magnificent Indian beauty is enhanced by the simple silk dress I've instructed her to wear—deep red, cut low to display her incredible breasts, high enough at the hem to show the bronze perfection of her legs. The collar around her throat matches Angelina's exactly, marking them both as part of the same collection.

"I saw the news about Aether," Aishwarya purrs, her accent giving every word an exotic lilt that makes my cock twitch. "Another success to celebrate, yes?"

"Complete success," I confirm, gesturing for both women to come closer. "Ethan Vance is being processed at the FBI field office as we speak. His company is dead. His reputation destroyed. His wife..."

I trail off, looking at Angelina, who's shed my jacket and now stands naked except for her collar. Her body still bears the marks of our encounter in the server room—red handprints on her ass, light bruises forming on her hips, my dried seed still clinging to strands of her hair despite her attempts to clean herself.

"His wife belongs to me now," I finish, reaching out to grip both women by their collars, pulling them down until they kneel before my seat. "Just like his company. Just like his future."

They exchange another look—not jealousy, but a shared understanding of their position in my world. The Touch ensures complete loyalty, removing any possibility of competition between them. They exist to serve me, and serving me together only enhances their pleasure.

"Show Aishwarya what you learned today," I command Angelina, leaning back in my seat and unbuckling my belt. "Show her how thoroughly you've abandoned your former life."

Angelina moves forward eagerly, her fingers working my zipper with practiced efficiency. She frees my already hardening cock, wrapping her manicured fingers around the base with reverence.

"This is what destroyed my husband's world," she tells Aishwarya, her voice thick with arousal. "This cock did what the FBI, SEC, and tech journalists couldn't do for years."

Aishwarya licks her full lips, her green eyes darkening with desire. "Then it deserves proper worship, no?"

Without waiting for confirmation, Angelina takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching around my girth as she engulfs me in wet heat. The image is perfect—Silicon Valley royalty on her knees, sucking my cock with enthusiastic skill while another man's wife watches with hungry anticipation.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her hair. "Show me how grateful you are for your liberation."

Aishwarya moves closer, her hands finding her own impressive breasts through the silk of her dress. She watches Angelina's technique with the analytical eye of someone studying a new skill to master. Then, without instruction, she slides behind Angelina, her hands running up the other woman's thighs.

"May I taste her while she tastes you?" Aishwarya asks, her fingers already exploring Angelina's still-wet pussy.

I nod my approval, watching as Aishwarya positions herself behind Angelina, her face disappearing between the former tech queen's thighs. Angelina moans around my shaft at the first contact of Aishwarya's tongue, the vibration sending jolts of pleasure up my spine.

The cabin fills with the sounds of their combined efforts—the wet, slick noises of Angelina's mouth on my cock, the softer lapping of Aishwarya's tongue exploring newly conquered territory. I lean back, savoring both the physical sensation and the symbolic victory it represents.

Beneath us, the clouds part occasionally to reveal glimpses of the California landscape—including, briefly, the distinctive campus of Aether Technologies, now swarming with federal agents and news vans. The sight sends another surge of satisfaction through me, my cock hardening further in Angelina's eager mouth.

"Look at that," I tell her, guiding her head up briefly so she can see her husband's fallen kingdom through the window. "Everything he built. Everything he stole. All of it gone now."

Her eyes shine with a complex mixture of emotions—liberation, arousal, a hint of grief for what might have been if Ethan had been a different kind of man. Then she returns to her task with renewed enthusiasm, taking me deeper than before, her throat opening to accommodate my length.

I reach for my jacket draped across the adjacent seat, extracting the small leather notebook that contains my list. The pages are filled with names—powerful men who've built empires on exploitation, who believe themselves untouchable in their positions of privilege. Each completed conquest is marked with a precise line drawn through the name. Marcus Sterling. Wei Lian. And now, Ethan Vance.

I turn to the next unmarked page. Dmitri Volkov. Russian oligarch. Oil and gas magnate. Former KGB. Known for disappearing journalists and competitors with equal efficiency.

My cock throbs at the challenge ahead. Angelina feels it, redoubling her efforts, her hands joining her mouth to work my shaft with perfect pressure. Below her, Aishwarya's ministrations have her moaning continuously around my cock, the vibrations adding another dimension to the pleasure.

"Both of you," I command, setting the notebook aside. "Up here. Now."

They disengage immediately, rising to their feet. Aishwarya's face glistens with Angelina's arousal, her lips curved in a satisfied smile. I gesture for them to join me on the wide leather seat, specially designed to accommodate exactly this kind of activity.

"Angelina, sit on my cock," I direct, positioning her to straddle me. "Aishwarya, I want to taste what you've been enjoying."

They comply with perfect synchronization. Angelina sinks down onto my shaft with a grateful moan, while Aishwarya positions herself above my face, her magnificent pussy—perfectly waxed in the traditional Indian style—hovering just above my mouth. I grip her hips, pulling her down firmly onto my waiting tongue.

The jet levels off at cruising altitude as I feast on Aishwarya's exotic sweetness while Angelina rides my cock with increasingly desperate movements. The sound of skin slapping against skin mingles with their moans and the subtle hum of the engines carrying us toward the next phase of my mission.

"He's watching the news right now," I say during a brief pause, my lips shining with Aishwarya's juices. "Ethan. In his holding cell. Watching everything crumble."

The thought pushes Angelina closer to the edge, her inner walls clenching around my shaft as her pace increases. "Good," she gasps, her head falling back. "Let him see what happens to men who think they're gods."

I return my attention to Aishwarya's pussy, my tongue finding her clit with practiced precision that makes her cry out in her native tongue—Hindi prayers and profanities mixing together in a beautiful symphony of submission. Above me, I hear the wet sounds of the women kissing, their bodies moving in perfect harmony as they serve me.

My mind drifts briefly to Moscow, to the towering glass headquarters of Volkov Industries, to the arrogant man who sits at its pinnacle, believing himself untouchable. I imagine the look on his face when his empire crumbles, when his women kneel before me, when his name joins the others with a precise line drawn through it.

The Touch has never failed me yet. Another powerful man's carefully constructed world, about to collapse. Another name soon to be crossed off my list.

As both women shudder through simultaneous orgasms, their bodies tensing and releasing in perfect unison, I feel a satisfaction deeper than mere physical pleasure. This is power in its purest form—the systematic dismantling of corrupt empires, the liberation of those kept under the thumb of oppressive men, the rebalancing of power through the most ancient form of conquest.

I grip both women tightly as my own release builds, pulling Aishwarya down hard onto my tongue while driving up into Angelina with enough force to lift her slightly with each thrust. They cling to each other for support, their breasts pressed together, their mouths locked in a passionate kiss that muffles their continuous moans.

My orgasm hits with explosive force, flooding Angelina's womb with pulse after pulse of hot seed—another marking, another claiming of territory that once belonged to Ethan Vance. She collapses against me, her body trembling with aftershocks, while Aishwarya continues grinding against my face, chasing one final climax that hits her moments later with a series of Hindi exclamations that echo through the cabin.

As they disentangle themselves and settle on either side of me, their heads resting on my shoulders, their hands idly caressing my chest, I gaze out the window at the clouds surrounding us. Somewhere ahead lies Moscow, and Dmitri Volkov's empire of corruption. Somewhere behind us, Ethan Vance sits in a holding cell, watching his life's work disintegrate in real-time.

I reach for my notebook again, running my finger along the name of my next target. The Touch thrums in my fingertips, ancient power waiting to be unleashed again. Old-world wealth and new-world technology—different facades hiding the same rot. Different empires waiting to fall.

The stewardess announces our flight path to Moscow as the jet banks slightly eastward. Beside me, my conquered women doze contentedly, their bodies marked with evidence of my ownership, their minds permanently rewired to serve my purpose. Below us, the landscape of America fades away, another conquered territory in my growing collection.

The game continues. And I never lose.
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Russia unfolds beneath me, a frozen wasteland that matches the cold calculation in my heart. The endless white expanse outside my jet window holds nothing but opportunity—another empire to topple, another powerful man to destroy. I shift in my leather seat, spreading my legs wider to accommodate the two perfect women kneeling between them, their tongues battling for dominance over my cock. Angelina's technical precision versus Ming-Na's exotic sensuality—it's like watching two master artists competing to create the ultimate masterpiece using my body as their canvas.

"Deeper," I command, my hand finding the back of Ming-Na's head, pushing her down until my cock disappears completely into her throat. Her eyes water slightly, mascara threatening to run, but she takes it without complaint. The Chinese widow's submission is total, her transformation from deadly Dragon's wife to my personal cocksucker complete.

I release her, allowing Angelina to reclaim her position. The brilliant programmer attacks my shaft with the same focused determination she once applied to code, her tongue swirling around the head before taking me deep. The collar around her throat—identical to Ming-Na's—shifts slightly as she swallows around my length.

"Look at me," I order, and both women raise their eyes without interrupting their worship. The sight is fucking perfection.

Ming-Na's exotic beauty has an edge that speaks to her dangerous past—high cheekbones, almond-shaped eyes lined with perfect winged eyeliner, and full lips currently stretched around the base of my cock. Her jet-black hair falls in a silky curtain down her back, occasionally brushing against my thighs as she works. The tight red cheongsam I've instructed her to wear hugs every dangerous curve of her body, the high slit exposing a tantalizing glimpse of thigh when she moves.

Angelina offers a different kind of beauty—the polished perfection of Silicon Valley royalty gone rogue. Her blond hair catches the cabin light, and her blue eyes hold the same calculating intelligence that once made her Vance's greatest asset. Now she's mine, her mind and body rewired to serve my pleasure above all else. The tight business skirt and half-unbuttoned blouse—her former corporate armor—now serve only to enhance her sexual appeal as she kneels before me.

Ming-Na nudges Angelina aside, taking control. Her technique is different—where Angelina is methodical and precise, Ming-Na is all passion and aggression. She takes me deep, her throat constricting around my shaft, before releasing with a gasp that sends vibrations through my entire body.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. "Work together."

They immediately comply, their lips meeting around my cock in what resembles a kiss, their tongues working in tandem along my length. The visual alone nearly pushes me over the edge—two powerful women, once the partners of influential men, now reduced to sharing my cock like the last meal on earth.

Angelina's moan as she deep-throats me fully, her nose pressing against my lower abdomen. Ming-Na waits her turn, her fingers toying with my balls, massaging them with expert precision that speaks to her experience. When Angelina resurfaces, gasping for air, Ming-Na immediately takes her place, maintaining the perfect rhythm that keeps me teetering on the edge without pushing me over.

Ming-Na releases my cock with an obscene pop, a string of saliva still connecting her lips to the tip. "Who's next?" she asks, her accent more pronounced when she's aroused. Her hand continues stroking me, maintaining the pleasure while we speak.

I reach for the leather notebook on the side table, the pages filled with names of powerful men who've built empires on exploitation. Each completed conquest is marked with a precise line drawn through the name. Marcus Sterling. Wei Lian. Ethan Vance. Names that once commanded respect and fear, now reduced to crossed-out footnotes in my personal ledger of destruction.

I open to the next unmarked page. "Dmitri Volkov," I say, the name rolling off my tongue with anticipation. "Russian oligarch. Oil and gas magnate. Former KGB. Known for disappearing journalists and competitors with equal efficiency."

"And his wife?" Angelina asks, her tongue darting out to lick my shaft from base to tip.

"Irina Volkov," I reply, my cock twitching at the thought of my next conquest. "Former supermodel. Trophy wife. Rumored to be kept like a beautiful doll in a gilded cage."

Ming-Na smiles against my thigh. "Another bird to free from her cage?"

"To transfer to mine," I correct, gripping both women by their collars and guiding them back to their task. "Now, back to work. I want to arrive in Moscow with a clear head."

They return to their worship with renewed enthusiasm, their tongues tangling around my shaft, taking turns engulfing me completely. I lean back, watching the frozen Russian landscape slide beneath us through the window, anticipation building in my chest along with my approaching climax.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine, each expert flick of their tongues pushing me closer to the edge. I grip both women by their hair, holding them in place as my climax approaches. "Open," I command, my voice tight with the effort of control. They immediately comply, tilting their faces upward, mouths open, tongues extended in perfect submission. The image of these two powerful women—a tech genius and a crime lord's widow—eagerly awaiting my seed is what finally sends me over the edge.

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across Angelina's forehead and into her hair. I aim deliberately, painting Ming-Na's cheek next, then returning to target Angelina's waiting tongue. Back and forth I direct my release, marking them both equally, claiming them as thoroughly mine. Their faces remain perfectly still throughout, accepting each spurt as a blessing, their eyes never leaving mine as commanded.

"Fuck," I grunt, delivering the final pulses onto Ming-Na's extended tongue, watching my seed pool there before she swallows it eagerly.

When I finish, both their faces are completely covered, thick white ropes decorating their features in obscene contrast to their sophisticated beauty. My release drips down Angelina's chin, some falling onto her exposed cleavage, marking her completely as mine.

"Clean each other," I order, my cock still semi-hard at the thought of what's to come.

They turn to face one another, their eyes meeting briefly before Ming-Na leans forward, her tongue extending to lick a streak of my cum from Angelina's cheek. Angelina shivers at the contact, her eyes closing briefly before she returns the favor, her pink tongue collecting a thick drop from Ming-Na's chin.

The erotic display intensifies as they move closer, their bodies pressing together, breasts against breasts as they take turns lapping my seed from each other's skin. Ming-Na's hands find Angelina's waist, pulling her closer as she traces her tongue along the former executive's jawline, collecting every drop with reverent attention.

"Kiss," I command, wanting to see the ultimate submission.

Their lips meet without hesitation, mouths opening to share my remaining seed between them. I watch, entranced, as my cum passes from Angelina's mouth to Ming-Na's, their tongues visibly playing with it before Ming-Na swallows half and passes the rest back. They continue this erotic exchange until every drop is consumed, their kiss deepening even after the task is complete.

The jet dips slightly, beginning its descent toward Moscow. Outside the window, the scattered lights of Russia's capital emerge through the darkness, a sprawling web of power and corruption waiting to be exploited. I adjust myself in my seat, tucking away my cock as the women finish their display.

"Enough," I say, and they separate immediately, their lips swollen from kissing, their faces now clean but still glistening with saliva. "Time to prepare for arrival."

Ready for the full story?
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