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Chapter 1

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.

My mind drifts to the source of my power as their ministrations intensify. The Kama Sutra Touch—an ancient gift bestowed upon me just months ago, on my twenty-first birthday. One brush of my skin against any woman, and she becomes an insatiable slave to her own desires—desires that center exclusively on pleasing me. The power rewires their neural pathways, creating an addiction more powerful than any drug, a need that can only be satisfied by complete submission to my will.

I remember the ancient temple hidden in the mountains, where destiny led me on that fateful day. The monk's weathered face as he recognized the mark on my palm—a birthmark I'd carried all my life without understanding its significance.

"You bear the sign of Kama," he'd said, his English perfect despite his isolation. "Once in a generation, the power seeks a vessel."

I hadn't believed him then. Thought it was superstitious bullshit designed to extract donations from wealthy Western tourists. But then he'd touched my forehead, and knowledge had flooded my mind—ancient techniques, forgotten positions, the map of every pleasure point on the female body. Knowledge accumulated over centuries, passed from chosen one to chosen one.

"With great power comes great responsibility," the monk had warned, the cliché somehow ominous in his ancient voice.

I'd nodded, feigning humility while already planning how to use this gift. Responsibility to whom? The power was mine to use as I pleased. And what pleased me was watching the mighty fall, taking their women as spoils of war.

Angelina's moan brings me back to the present 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.

"Your powers have grown," Angelina observes during her brief respite, her voice husky from the throat-fucking. "Ethan's fall was your most complex victory yet."

I run my fingers through her hair, a reward for her observation. "Practice makes perfect," I reply, watching as Ming-Na takes me impossibly deep. "Each conquest teaches me more about how to dismantle a man's world."

And it's true. What began as simple seduction has evolved into something more strategic—identifying the pillars that support a powerful man's empire, then systematically destroying each one until the entire structure collapses. The women are both means and ends—tools to gain access, rewards for my success, and living trophies to commemorate my victories.

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."

They move with practiced efficiency, retrieving wet towels from the cabin's bathroom to clean themselves more thoroughly. I watch as they help each other fix makeup and hair, erasing all evidence of their submission except for the matching collars around their throats—those remain, though Angelina will hide hers beneath a high-necked blouse for our arrival.

I stand, stretching my limbs, feeling the familiar surge of anticipation that precedes each new conquest. My tailor-made suit hangs in the jet's small closet—Italian wool in charcoal gray, the perfect blend of wealth and subtle threat. As I dress, I outline the plan that's been forming in my mind since I first added Volkov's name to my list.

"Dmitri Volkov built his empire on brute force and stolen Soviet assets," I explain, buttoning my shirt as Ming-Na kneels to help me with my cufflinks. "He doesn't understand technology—he understands violence, oil, and old-world power. That's our entry point."

Angelina listens intently, her mind still sharp despite her new role as my sexual property. "What about his wife?" Angelina asks, securing her tablet in her briefcase. "Irina. You mentioned her before."

My cock stirs again at the thought of my next conquest. "She's our true target. Volkov keeps her like a beautiful doll—isolated, controlled, displayed but never heard. Every man has a weakness, and she's his."

"You'll use the Touch on her?" Ming-Na asks, already knowing the answer.

I nod, feeling the ancient power humming beneath my skin, eager for fresh prey. "One handshake is all it takes. Then she'll be mine, giving us access to everything—his schedule, his security, his most private spaces."

The jet touches down smoothly on Russian soil, the wheels meeting tarmac with a gentle bump. Through the window, I see the private terminal where Volkov's representatives will be waiting to escort me to his compound. Everything has been arranged through shell companies and third parties—a careful dance of deception that will gain me access to one of the most paranoid men in Russia.

"Remember," I tell both women as the jet taxies toward the terminal, "Volkov survived the fall of the Soviet Union by being more brutal than his enemies. He won't hesitate to kill all of us if he suspects anything."

Ming-Na checks her knife once more, while Angelina secures an encrypted satellite phone in her purse. Both women have been thoroughly prepared for this mission—their bodies, minds, and skills completely aligned with my purpose.

"But he won't suspect anything," I continue, straightening my tie one final time. "Because men like him can't imagine being outplayed. Their egos blind them to their vulnerabilities."

The jet comes to a complete stop. Outside, black SUVs with tinted windows wait on the tarmac.

"And his biggest vulnerability," I say as the cabin door begins to open, "is about to become mine."


Chapter 2

Volkov's palace rises from the Moscow suburbs like a nouveau riche fever dream—a grotesque monument to terrible taste and limitless money. Gold-plated gates swing open to admit our convoy of black SUVs, revealing gardens dotted with marble statues that would make any self-respecting art historian vomit. I suppress a smirk as we approach the main entrance, where twin lions crafted from actual gold guard steps made from imported Italian marble. It's exactly what I expected from a man who clawed his way from Soviet obscurity to oligarch status—all the subtlety of a sledgehammer to the face.

The car door opens, and a stern-faced security guard motions for me to exit. The frigid Russian air hits my face, a shocking contrast to the heated interior of the vehicle. I button my suit jacket, surveying the grotesque display of wealth around me. The palace itself is a monstrous hybrid of classical Russian architecture and Las Vegas casino—columns flanking the entrance are wrapped in gold leaf, windows tinted with a golden hue, and even the fucking doorknobs appear to be solid gold.

The front doors—massive things carved with scenes of Russian folklore—swing open before I reach them. A butler in formal attire bows slightly, ushering me into an entrance hall that makes the exterior look restrained by comparison. Crystal chandeliers the size of small cars hang from vaulted ceilings. The floor is a checkerboard of white and black marble, polished to a mirror shine. Priceless artworks—many likely stolen during the chaos of the Soviet collapse—line walls covered in silk damask.

"Mr. Hammer," the butler intones with practiced neutrality, "Mr. Volkov awaits you in the main salon."

I follow his stiff back through a maze of opulence, each room trying to outdo the last in sheer excess. My footsteps echo against marble and hardwood, announcing my arrival like a drumbeat. Finally, we reach a set of double doors inlaid with mother-of-pearl. The butler announces my name and steps aside.

Dmitri Volkov stands before a fireplace large enough to roast an ox, a tumbler of amber liquid in his meaty hand. He's a mountain of a man—six-foot-five at least, with shoulders like a bull and hands that look capable of crushing a man's windpipe without effort. His suit—custom-made to accommodate his massive frame—probably cost more than most cars, but nothing can disguise the brutality in his posture, in the way he occupies space like he's ready to fight for it at any moment.

"Mr. Hammer," he rumbles, his voice deep and heavily accented. "Welcome to my home."

I cross the room with confident strides, meeting his gaze directly. Men like Volkov respect only strength and fear. I extend my hand, and he grasps it in a grip clearly intended to intimidate. I match his pressure exactly, refusing to wince despite the grinding of my knuckles.

"Mr. Volkov. Thank you for the invitation. Your home is... impressive." I allow just enough sincerity in my voice to flatter without seeming sycophantic.

He releases my hand with a grunt that might be satisfaction. "Americans always so surprised by Russian hospitality. We know how to live well here." He gestures toward a nearby sofa. "Please, sit. My wife will join us shortly."

I take the offered seat, noting the tactical positions of the two security men stationed discreetly in the corners of the room. Professional. Alert. Armed beneath their suit jackets. Volkov pours me a drink from a crystal decanter—vodka, not the colored piss Americans call vodka, but the real thing, clear as water and twice as dangerous.

"Your proposal intrigues me, Mr. Hammer," Volkov continues, settling his bulk into an armchair across from me. "AI-targeting systems beyond what Pentagon currently deploys? Very interesting, if true."

"I don't deal in fiction, Mr. Volkov," I reply, sipping the vodka with appropriate appreciation. "My technology exists. It works. And it's not available through... conventional channels."

His eyes—pale blue, almost colorless—assess me with cold calculation. There's intelligence there, beneath the brute exterior. This man didn't survive the fall of empires by being stupid. "And your backers? Pentagon knows you sell to private market?"

Before I can answer, the door opens again. The temperature in the room seems to drop, then rise, as all eyes turn toward the woman who enters.

Irina Volkov glides into the room like a vision from a luxury magazine spread, her beauty so startling it momentarily silences every man present. At thirty-eight, she carries herself with the practiced grace of a former supermodel, yet there's something eerily doll-like in her perfection—as if she's been preserved in amber at the height of her beauty.

My cock immediately hardens at the sight of her. Her face is a masterpiece—high cheekbones, full lips painted a subtle red, and sad green eyes that seem to hold secrets behind their vacant expression. Her dark hair falls in perfect waves past her shoulders, framing a face that could launch fucking ships.

But it's her body that truly captures my attention. Her blue silk dress clings to curves that defy both age and gravity—a tiny waist flaring out to hips made for gripping, and breasts that strain against the expensive fabric. Those tits are spectacular—full, high, and natural—the kind men fantasize about burying their faces between. Each movement sends a subtle ripple through them, drawing the eye like a magnet.

She moves toward us with small, measured steps—a woman used to being watched, to being displayed rather than participating. Her legs seem endless, the dress's slit offering tantalizing glimpses of toned thigh with each step. Everything about her screams expensive, controlled perfection—a trophy polished to a high shine and kept carefully behind glass.

"My wife, Irina," Volkov announces with proprietary pride. "Irina, this is Mr. Hammer, the American businessman I mentioned."

She extends a delicate hand, her eyes never quite meeting mine. "Welcome to our home, Mr. Hammer," she says, her voice soft and lightly accented.

I take her hand in mine, feeling its cool smoothness. This is the moment I've been waiting for. As our skin connects, I activate the Touch, feeling the ancient power flow from my palm into hers like an electric current seeking ground.

The transformation is immediate and fascinating to watch in someone so controlled. Her pupils dilate dramatically, black eclipsing green as her body processes the sudden rewiring of her neural pathways. A deep, gut-wrenching tremor runs through her perfect body, subtle but unmistakable to my trained eye. Her breathing hitches, her perfect breasts rising sharply beneath silk as her lungs suddenly demand more oxygen.

"It's a pleasure to meet you," I say, maintaining contact for a moment longer than necessary, watching the Touch complete its work.

Something flickers behind those vacant eyes—a spark of life, of hunger, igniting where there was only emptiness before. Her fingers tighten around mine imperceptibly, the first unconscious response to her body's new programming. A slight flush creeps up her neck, coloring her cheeks with the first genuine emotion I've seen on her perfect face.

Volkov, oblivious to the transformation occurring before him, gestures to the sofa. "Join us, my dear. Mr. Hammer was about to discuss his technology."

Irina releases my hand with visible reluctance, her eyes now fixed on mine with an intensity that would alarm her husband if he were paying proper attention. She settles onto the sofa—not beside her husband as expected, but next to me, close enough that I can smell her expensive perfume and feel the heat now radiating from her body.

"As I was saying," I continue smoothly, while noting the subtle changes in Irina's posture—how she leans slightly toward me, how her breathing has quickened, how her tongue darts out to moisten her lips every few seconds. "My technology represents a significant advancement over existing systems."

Volkov nods, his attention focused on the business at hand, completely missing his wife's transformation. "You will show demonstration tomorrow. Tonight, you rest from journey. We have prepared guest suite in east wing."

"That's very generous," I reply, feeling Irina's thigh press against mine beneath the coffee table, the contact hidden from her husband's view.

"I will show Mr. Hammer to his room," Irina offers, her voice huskier than before, charged with new purpose.

Volkov frowns slightly. "Mikhail can—"

"No, Dmitri," she interrupts, something she clearly rarely does based on his surprised expression. "It would be rude not to personally ensure our guest's comfort."

He studies her for a moment, then shrugs his massive shoulders. "As you wish. I will join you shortly to discuss dinner arrangements."

We rise, Irina leading the way toward the door. I follow, admiring the perfect curve of her ass beneath the silk dress, the sway of her hips now seeming more deliberate, more inviting. Volkov follows behind us, his heavy footsteps echoing on marble.

We've barely entered the corridor when a security man approaches hurriedly, holding out a secure phone to Volkov. "Urgent call, sir. System breach at the Siberian facility."

Volkov's face darkens. "Now? Impossible." He takes the phone, listening for a moment before cursing in Russian. "Mr. Hammer, forgive me. Emergency requires my attention. Irina will see to your needs until I return."

I nod with appropriate concern. "Of course. Business first. I understand completely."

He strides away, barking orders into the phone—completely unaware that the "emergency" is a sophisticated false alarm triggered by Angelina's hacking skills, designed specifically to leave me alone with his prized possession.

As his footsteps fade, Irina turns to me, the doll-like mask completely shattered. Raw hunger transforms her face, making her even more beautiful in its authenticity. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, the need created by the Touch now free to express itself without her husband's watching eyes.

"Your room," she whispers, her voice trembling with barely contained desire, "is this way."

I follow her down the corridor, watching her perfect ass sway with each step, knowing that Volkov's most precious possession is now completely, irrevocably mine.

***

We barely make it around the corner before Irina breaks. The Touch has rewritten her priorities completely—her husband, her position, her carefully maintained image all evaporating in the face of her new overwhelming need. She spins toward me, her eyes wild with hunger, and throws herself against my chest. Her mouth finds mine with desperate urgency, her body pressing against me like she's trying to climb inside my skin. I let her kiss me for exactly three seconds—just long enough for her to think she has some control—before I take over.

I grab her by the throat, pushing her roughly against the wall of the corridor. Her eyes widen, not with fear but with excitement, as I tighten my grip just enough to restrict her breathing without cutting it off. My other hand finds her hair, tangling in the perfect waves, yanking her head back to expose her elegant neck.

"Fucking desperate for it, aren't you?" I growl against her ear, feeling her shiver at my words. "Your husband just left and already you're begging for another man's cock."

"Yes," she gasps, the single word carrying years of pent-up need. "Please. I can't—I don't understand what's happening to me."

I laugh, low and cruel. "What's happening is you're finally showing your true self, you fucking whore."

The degradation sends a visible tremor through her body, her nipples hardening beneath the silk dress, pressing against my chest. The Touch ensures that humiliation translates directly to arousal, rewiring her neural pathways to find pleasure in submission.

My mouth crashes down on hers again, my tongue invading without permission, claiming her completely. She responds with desperate enthusiasm, her lips parting, welcoming my dominance. Her hands clutch at my shoulders, my back, anywhere she can reach, like a drowning woman seeking anchor.

I release her throat to grab one perfect breast, squeezing roughly through the silk. The full, heavy weight of it fills my palm completely, the firm flesh yielding just enough to my grip. She moans into my mouth as I pinch her nipple, rolling it between my fingers with enough pressure to mix pain with pleasure.

"These fucking tits," I mutter, breaking the kiss to look down at my hand mauling her chest. "Wasted on that brute."

"Yes," she agrees instantly, arching her back to press herself more firmly into my grip. "Touch them. Please."

My hand moves to her other breast, giving it the same rough treatment while my free hand slides down to grab her ass. I squeeze the firm globe, feeling the muscles tense beneath the thin silk, pulling her hips against mine so she can feel my hardening cock through our clothes.

"You feel that?" I demand, grinding against her. "That's what you're going to take. Every fucking inch of it."

Her hands move between us, fumbling for my belt with desperate intensity. I slap them away, maintaining control of the pace. Instead, I spin her around, slamming her face-first against the wall. She gasps, her cheek pressed against the expensive wallpaper, her ass pushed back toward me in instinctive invitation.

I grab the neckline of her dress and tear downward with a single violent motion. The sound of ripping silk echoes through the corridor as the expensive garment gives way, exposing her back and the sides of her breasts. She whimpers—not in protest but in excitement at the destruction of her carefully maintained facade.

"Your husband dresses you up like a doll," I tell her, my hands roaming over her newly exposed skin. "But you're just a slut waiting to happen, aren't you?"

"Yes," she moans, pushing back against me. "Please, I need—"

"Shut up," I command, spinning her back around to face me. Her dress hangs in tatters from her waist, her magnificent breasts fully exposed now. They're even more impressive without fabric constraining them—large, full, and impossibly perky for a woman her age, with large pink nipples puckered tight with arousal.

I lean down to take one nipple in my mouth, biting down just hard enough to make her cry out. Her hands find my hair, holding me against her chest as I suck and bite the sensitive peak. My other hand continues its exploration, sliding beneath the torn remnants of her dress to find her pussy already soaking through her silk panties.

"Fucking drenched," I observe, rubbing her roughly through the damp fabric. "Did your husband ever make you this wet?"

"No," she admits, her Russian accent thickening with arousal. "Never like this."

I straighten up, grabbing her by the shoulders and forcing her down. "On your knees," I command. "Show me what that pretty mouth can do."

She drops to her knees immediately, her hands already reaching for my belt, unfastening it with trembling fingers. I help her, unzipping my pants and freeing my cock. Her eyes widen at the sight, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation.

"Open," I order, gripping her by her hair again, positioning her face in front of my hardened shaft.

She complies instantly, her red-painted lips parting. I waste no time with gentleness, shoving forward and burying myself in her mouth in one brutal thrust. The sudden invasion makes her gag, her eyes watering, but the Touch translates even this discomfort into pleasure. I hold her head firmly, giving her no choice but to take what I give her.

"That's it," I grunt as I begin to move, fucking her face with deliberate strokes. "Take it all, you fucking whore."

Tears stream down her face, ruining her perfect makeup as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly. Her hands grip my thighs for balance, her nails digging into the fabric of my pants. I establish a punishing rhythm, watching my cock disappear between those perfect lips, feeling the tight constriction of her throat as she struggles to accommodate my size.

"Look at me," I demand, yanking her hair to tilt her face upward. "I want to see your eyes while I fuck your throat."

Her gaze meets mine, her eyes glassy with tears but burning with unnatural hunger—the Touch's influence transforming what should be a humiliating act into her deepest desire. Mascara runs in black rivers down her cheeks, her carefully applied makeup destroyed by my assault on her mouth.

"Your husband is out there trying to save his empire," I taunt, never slowing my brutal pace. "And here you are, on your knees, choking on another man's cock. What does that make you?"

She tries to answer but can't form words with her mouth so thoroughly filled. Instead, she moans around my shaft, the vibrations sending pleasure up my spine. I pull out just enough to let her speak.

"A slut," she gasps, her voice raspy from the throat-fucking. "Your slut."

"That's right," I agree, plunging back in before she can take another breath. "My fucking cum dump now."

I increase the pace, holding her head immobile with both hands now, using her mouth like it's nothing but a receptacle for my pleasure. The sounds are obscene—wet, gagging noises mixed with her desperate attempts to breathe through her nose. Saliva runs from the corners of her mouth, down her chin, dripping onto her exposed breasts.

I feel my release building but hold back through sheer willpower. There's more to be done with Irina Volkov—more ways to mark her as mine, more information to extract from her thoroughly conquered body. I pull out suddenly, leaving her gasping for air, her lips swollen and slick with saliva.

"Please," she begs, her voice barely above a whisper, her throat raw from my use. "Don't stop. I need more."

I grab her chin roughly, forcing her to look up at me. "Oh, we're just getting started, Irina. By the time I'm done with you, you won't remember your husband's name."

The promise sends another visible shudder through her body, her nipples tightening further, her thighs pressing together as if seeking friction. The Touch has transformed this sophisticated, controlled woman into a creature of pure need—and I'm the only one who can satisfy it.

I tuck myself back into my pants, not wanting to finish too soon. "Get up," I command, pulling her to her feet by her hair. "Take me to the bedroom. It's time to properly claim what your husband thinks is his."

She stands on shaky legs, her dress hanging in ruins around her waist, her perfect breasts exposed, her face a mess of tears and saliva. The contrast between this debauched creature and the poised trophy wife who greeted me minutes ago sends another surge of dark pleasure through my body.

I grab Irina by her arm, dragging her down the corridor toward the guest room she was supposed to be showing me. Her legs struggle to keep pace, stumbling on heels never designed for urgency. The ruins of her silk dress hang from her waist like surrender flags, her magnificent breasts bouncing freely with each hurried step. She doesn't try to cover herself—the Touch has stripped away modesty along with her other inhibitions. We pass priceless artwork and antique vases, their combined value probably exceeding the GDP of small nations, but they're nothing compared to the treasure I'm about to plunder.

The guest room door is already open. I shove her inside, kicking it closed behind us. The space is predictably ostentatious—gold-trimmed furniture, silk draperies, a bed large enough for an orgy. It's the kind of room designed to impress visiting dignitaries and business associates, to showcase Volkov's wealth and power. Now it will be the stage for his greatest humiliation.

"Please," Irina gasps, her voice rough from the throat-fucking I've already given her. "I need you inside me."

"You'll get what I decide to give you," I reply, grabbing the remains of her dress and tearing it completely from her body with a single violent motion. The expensive silk shreds easily, leaving her in nothing but lace panties and high heels. Her body is even more spectacular fully revealed—toned stomach, flaring hips, and those magnificent breasts that defy both age and gravity.

I spin her around, pushing her face-down onto the bed. She goes willingly, her ass raised in perfect presentation, her face turned to the side against the silk duvet. I run my hands over the curve of her ass, feeling the firm flesh yield slightly beneath my touch. Without warning, I deliver a sharp slap that echoes through the room, leaving an immediate red handprint on her pale skin.

She cries out—not in pain but in pleasure, the Touch transforming even this into pure arousal. I slap her other cheek with equal force, watching the flesh ripple and redden under my hand. Then I hook my fingers into her panties, ripping them off in one rough motion that leaves red marks on her hips.

"Look at you," I taunt, spreading her ass cheeks to expose her glistening pussy. "The wife of one of Russia's most powerful men, bent over and begging to be fucked like a cheap whore."

"Yes," she moans, pushing back against my hands. "Please, I need it."

I unzip my pants, freeing my cock again. I rub the head through her wet folds, coating myself in her abundant arousal, teasing her entrance without pushing in. Her body trembles with anticipation, her hips trying to move back to capture me inside her.

"Beg," I demand, slapping her ass again.

"Please fuck me," she pleads, her accent thickening with desperation. "I need your cock inside me. Please!"

With no further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal motion. She screams, her back arching as her body stretches to accommodate my invasion. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and impossibly tight—a stark contrast to her supermodel exterior.

"Fuck," I grunt, holding still for a moment to savor the sensation. "For a trophy wife, you've got one tight cunt."

I establish an immediate, punishing rhythm, each thrust driving her body forward across the silk duvet. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, punctuated by her continuous moans. I grab her hair, yanking her head back sharply, creating a perfect arch in her spine that allows me to drive even deeper.

"Your husband thinks he owns you," I tell her, never slowing my assault on her willing body. "But we both know who you really belong to now, don't we?"

"You," she gasps, her voice breaking with each thrust. "I belong to you."

My free hand moves between her shoulder blades, pressing her upper body flat against the bed while her ass remains elevated. The new angle lets me hit spots inside her that make her entire body quiver with each impact.

"Now," I say, maintaining my relentless pace, "you're going to tell me something useful."

Confusion flickers across her face momentarily, but the Touch ensures that my demand only intensifies her arousal. Her inner walls clench around my shaft as she processes my words through her pleasure-addled mind.

"What?" she manages, her fingers clutching the duvet for stability as I continue pounding into her.

"Dmitri's records," I demand, delivering another sharp slap to her already reddened ass. "Where does he keep his most personal documents? The blackmail. The payoffs. The things no one else sees."

"I can't—" she begins, but her protest dissolves into a moan as I angle my hips to hit her g-spot directly.

"You can and you will," I growl, leaning forward to grip her throat from behind, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. "Tell me where the safe is."

The combination of the Touch's influence, the physical pleasure of my cock hitting all the right places, and the light asphyxiation creates the perfect conditions for extraction. Her resistance crumbles almost immediately.

"His study," she gasps, her body trembling beneath me. "Behind the painting of Stalin. Biometric lock... fingerprint and retinal scan."

"Good girl," I praise, rewarding her with a momentary gentling of my thrusts before resuming my punishing pace. "And what's inside?"

"Everything," she moans, her inner muscles fluttering around my shaft as she approaches climax. "Ledgers. Names. Accounts. Politicians he owns. Judges. Everyone he's paid."

I drive into her harder, feeling my own release building but holding it back through sheer willpower. "Is there anyone else who can open it?"

"Just him," she gasps, her body beginning to tense beneath me. "Even I can't... oh god, I'm going to cum!"

Her cries grow louder, threatening to alert the household staff or security. I reach forward, grabbing her discarded panties from where I tossed them on the bed. In one smooth motion, I stuff them into her mouth, muffling her screams as her orgasm crashes through her.

"That's it," I encourage, feeling her pussy clamping down on my cock with rhythmic contractions. "Cum on the cock that's destroying your husband's world."

Her entire body convulses beneath me, her inner muscles milking my shaft with an intensity that nearly pushes me over the edge. I maintain my brutal pace throughout her climax, prolonging the waves of pleasure that visibly wrack her body. Her screams, though muffled by the panties, would still be audible to anyone passing the door—the sound of complete surrender.

As her orgasm begins to subside, I allow my own release to approach. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself completely inside her, my cock pulsing as I flood her womb with rope after rope of hot seed. The primal act of marking Volkov's most prized possession from the inside sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

"Take it all," I grunt through clenched teeth, emptying myself completely inside her. "Every last fucking drop."

Her body welcomes my release, her inner walls continuing to ripple around my shaft, milking every ounce from me. When I finally pull out, my seed immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, trailing down her inner thighs and staining the expensive silk duvet—physical evidence of another successful conquest.

I remove the makeshift gag from her mouth, allowing her to gasp for air. Her body collapses fully onto the bed, trembling with aftershocks, her face flushed with exertion and satisfaction. I tuck myself away, zipping my pants as I admire my handiwork—the oligarch's beautiful wife, thoroughly fucked and leaking my cum onto his imported Italian sheets.

"Get cleaned up," I tell her, my voice returning to business-like efficiency. "Your husband will be back soon. We don't want to make this too obvious... yet."

She rolls over slowly, her magnificent breasts rising and falling with her rapid breathing, her eyes still glazed with pleasure. "What happens now?" she asks, her voice hoarse.

I smile down at my conquest. "Now you're going to help me destroy your husband completely."

She nods without hesitation, the Touch ensuring her complete loyalty despite the insanity of betraying one of Russia's most dangerous men. "Whatever you need," she promises. "I'm yours now."

"Yes," I agree, reaching down to run my thumb across her swollen lower lip. "You are."

Another powerful man's carefully constructed world, about to collapse. Another name soon to be crossed off my list.


Chapter 3

Morning brings a new set of opportunities in Volkov's gaudy palace. After a breakfast served by silent staff—eggs, caviar, and dark bread that costs more than most people make in a week—I begin my reconnaissance of the grounds. My cock stirs with satisfied memory every time I pass a staff member who pointedly avoids eye contact. They know. The walls in this place aren't nearly thick enough to have contained Irina's muffled screams last night. News travels fast among servants, and now they all understand exactly what kind of "guest" is staying in their master's home. But there's one person I need to assess up close—the only real threat to my plans in this goldplated prison: Katya Petrova, Volkov's Head of Security.

I find her in the surveillance room, a stark modern bunker that stands in sharp contrast to the oligarch ostentation of the rest of the house. Where everything else screams "new money," this space whispers "former KGB." Banks of monitors display feeds from dozens of cameras positioned throughout the property. Three men in tactical gear monitor the screens with professional detachment, but it's the woman standing behind them who catches my attention.

Katya is exactly what I expected—military precision in female form. Her blond hair is cut in a severe bob that frames a face that would be beautiful if it ever bothered to express emotion. She's tall—at least five-ten—with the lean, hard body of someone who views physical training as religion rather than routine. Her black tactical pants and fitted turtleneck do nothing to hide her athletic build, though I note the slight bulge at her waist where a sidearm is undoubtedly holstered.

When she turns to face me, her eyes hit first—pale blue like Arctic ice, and just as warm. This is a woman who has killed before and will do so again without hesitation if given reason. The perfect guard dog for a man like Volkov.

"Mr. Hammer," she greets me in accented but perfect English. "This area is restricted."

I smile, projecting easy confidence. "Is it? No one mentioned that. I was just exploring before my meeting with Mr. Volkov."

"Then allow me to mention it now." Her tone is flat, professional. "Please return to the main house."

Instead of complying, I step further into the room, approaching one of the monitors. "Impressive setup. Military-grade surveillance. But I notice you're using the standard RF frequency for your wireless cameras. Leaves you vulnerable to signal hijacking."

Her eyes narrow slightly—the first real expression I've seen on her face. "Our systems are secure."

"Not from anyone with a basic RF demodulator and fifty bucks worth of equipment from RadioShack," I counter, deliberately provoking her.

She dismisses her subordinates with a sharp gesture, waiting until they file out of the room before responding. "You claim to know something about security, Mr. Hammer?"

"I know that if I were targeting this place, I'd start by looping your camera feeds. Child's play with your current setup."

She steps closer, invading my personal space in a clear attempt at intimidation. It's a mistake. Now she's exactly where I want her.

"You should be careful making such statements in my security center," she says, her voice lowered to a dangerous pitch. "Some might interpret it as threatening."

I hold my ground, meeting her icy gaze directly. "Not a threat. Professional observation. I sell weapons systems, remember? Security is part of the package."

We're standing inches apart now, her face close enough that I can see the nearly invisible scar running along her left jawline. Old knife wound, professionally treated. This woman has seen real combat, not just played security theater for a rich man.

"Mr. Volkov is satisfied with our protocols," she states, her breath warm against my face despite the coldness in her voice.

This is the moment. I reach out, placing my hand on her forearm as if for emphasis. "Is he satisfied with how easily I could access your armory?"

The Touch activates instantly, ancient power flowing from my palm into her skin like an electric current seeking ground. The transformation is fascinating to watch in someone so controlled. Her pupils dilate dramatically, black eclipsing blue as her body processes the sudden rewiring. Her breathing hitches, her chest rising sharply beneath her tactical turtleneck as her lungs suddenly demand more oxygen.

"The armory is..." she begins, then stops, confusion flickering across her features as new priorities war with old programming.

I maintain contact, my thumb stroking lightly along her arm, reinforcing the connection. "Show me, Katya. I need to see it."

She blinks rapidly, her mind reorganizing itself around new imperatives. I watch the calculations running behind those cold eyes—not fighting the Touch, but assessing how it aligns with her existing motivations. Katya isn't like the others. She's not driven by love or loyalty to Volkov. She's driven by money, by the power it represents. And the Touch has just rewired her to recognize me as the greater power.

"Why should I?" she asks, but there's no real resistance in her voice—just a professional mercenary negotiating terms.

"Because I'm offering a better deal than your current employer," I reply, understanding exactly what motivates her. "Show me the armory now, and I'll make it worth your while later."

A slight smile curves her lips—the first genuine expression I've seen from her. "Follow me," she says, stepping back and adjusting her tactical belt. "But not directly. Wait thirty seconds, then take the east corridor to the basement level. I'll leave the security door unlocked."

I nod, watching as she exits the surveillance room. Thirty seconds later, I follow her directions, navigating the maze of corridors toward the basement level. The Touch works differently on different women, adapting to their core motivations. Angelina's brilliance, Ming-Na's killer instinct, Irina's suppressed sexuality—all redirected to serve my purposes. With Katya, it's latched onto her mercenary nature, her loyalty to whoever offers the greatest advantage.

At the basement level, I find a heavy metal door slightly ajar. Beyond it lies a sterile hallway with concrete walls—a stark departure from the opulence above. This part of the compound was clearly designed by professionals with actual security concerns, not decorators catering to Volkov's garish tastes.

Katya waits at the end of the hallway, her posture still professional but her eyes now holding a heat that wasn't there before. She enters a code on a keypad, then presses her palm against a biometric scanner. The final door slides open with a pneumatic hiss, revealing what can only be described as a private military arsenal.

Racks of automatic weapons line the walls—AK variants, Western assault rifles, submachine guns, and sniper systems. Glass cases display handguns arranged by country of origin. One section holds military explosives in secure containers, while another contains tactical gear that would make most special forces units envious.

"Impressive collection," I observe as Katya secures the door behind us.

"Mr. Volkov believes in being prepared," she replies, her voice carrying a new undertone of anticipation. "No one will disturb us here. The security feed loops automatically when I enter alone—my private arrangement with the system designer."

She moves closer, her body language transformed from the cold professional of minutes ago. The Touch has awakened something primal behind that tactical exterior, something that recognizes me as the apex predator in her world now.

"Now," she says, reaching for the zipper of her tactical turtleneck, "about making it worth my while..."

Katya unzips her tactical turtleneck with military efficiency, revealing a black compression layer beneath. She peels that off too, her movements precise despite the lust now clouding her eyes. What's revealed isn't what I expected. Her torso is a roadmap of violence—a puckered bullet wound below her left collarbone, a long knife scar across her ribs, burn marks scattered across her abdomen like territorial markings. But dominating this battlefield of flesh are two perfectly round, unnaturally firm breasts that stand at attention despite their size. They're completely fake—high-end military-grade silicone that could probably stop a bullet—and they look absurdly perfect on her otherwise war-torn frame.

"Interesting choice," I comment, reaching out to cup one of the artificial mounds. It barely yields to pressure, firm and unyielding like the woman herself.

"Men see what they want to see," she replies, her Russian accent thickening with arousal. "They focus on these, miss the knife until it's too late."

I squeeze the fake breast roughly, watching her face for reaction. Despite their artificial nature, the flesh around the implants is real enough, and her nipples harden under my touch. "And what do you want me to see?"

"That I am useful," she says simply, her hands moving to her tactical belt, unfastening it and letting her holstered sidearm drop carefully to the floor. "More useful than you know."

She sheds her pants with the same efficiency she showed with her top, revealing muscular legs marked with more scars—some surgical, some decidedly not. Her black tactical underwear is the only thing remotely feminine about her gear, and even that seems designed for function over seduction.

I don't give her time to remove it. I grab her by the throat, pushing her backward until she slams against the rack of AK-47s, the weapons rattling in their mounts. Her eyes widen slightly—not with fear but with excitement, the Touch ensuring that my aggression translates directly to arousal.

"You think you're in control of this situation," I tell her, my voice low and threatening. "You're not."

"No one controls me," she replies, defiance flashing through the Touch-induced desire. "I choose who I serve based on advantage."

I laugh, tightening my grip on her throat just enough to make her pulse quicken under my fingers. "And you've calculated that I offer more advantage than Volkov?"

"You are the bigger predator," she acknowledges, her hands moving to my belt, unfastening it with practiced skill despite her restricted position. "I recognize the signs."

I release her throat to grab one of her fake tits again, squeezing hard enough to make her wince despite her training. The contrast between the unyielding implant and the soft flesh surrounding it is strangely arousing—artificial perfection grafted onto lethal capability, all now bending to my will.

"Turn around," I command, spinning her to face the weapons rack before she can comply on her own.

She braces herself against the metal structure, her hands gripping the frame that holds dozens of automatic weapons. I yank down her tactical underwear, revealing an ass that's surprisingly full and round given her otherwise athletic build. It's marked with its own scars—what looks like a graze from a bullet across one cheek, a burn mark on the other.

I unfasten my pants, freeing my already hard cock. No preliminaries, no gentle preparation—that's not what this encounter is about. This is about dominance, about establishing control over the most dangerous person in Volkov's inner circle. I position myself at her entrance, finding her already wet despite the roughness of our interaction.

"The Touch works even on killers," I observe, pushing forward and entering her with one brutal thrust that makes the entire weapons rack shake.

She grunts, her body tensing then accepting the invasion. "Not a killer," she corrects, pushing back against me to take me deeper. "A survivor."

I establish an immediate, punishing rhythm, each thrust driving her body forward against the metal rack. The AK-47s rattle with our movements, creating a metallic percussion to accompany the sound of flesh meeting flesh. Her fake tits barely move despite the force of my thrusts—defying gravity in a way that emphasizes their artificiality.

I reach around to grab one, using it as a handle to pull her back onto my cock with each thrust. "Tell me about the guard rotations," I demand, maintaining my relentless pace.

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

"Four shifts," she gasps, bracing herself more firmly against the weapons rack as I pound into her. "Six hours each. Handover at midnight, six AM, noon, six PM."

"Blind spots?" I press, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that echoes through the armory.

"East wing," she moans, her body responding to the combination of pleasure and pain. "Between camera three and four. Ten-second delay in feed. And the old service corridor... connects the main house to the garage."

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to make her grunt with each impact. My hands move to her hips, fingers digging into the flesh hard enough to leave bruises—more marks on her already marked body.

"When does Volkov meet with his private banker?" I demand, remembering the information Irina provided about the safe.

"Thursday mornings," she gasps, her accent thickening as pleasure begins to overwhelm her professional composure. "Nine AM. In the study. Always alone first, then... oh fuck... then the banker arrives at ten."

Perfect. Tomorrow is Thursday—the ideal time to access his records when he's distracted but before the banker arrives. Another piece of the puzzle falling into place, extracted during the most primal form of interrogation.

"Your husband's schedule," I continue, reaching around to roughly pinch one of her nipples. "When is he most vulnerable?"

"Not my husband," she corrects through gritted teeth, her body beginning to tremble with approaching climax. "Employer only. Vulnerable after dinner... takes pills for heart. Makes him sleep heavy until... until morning injections from doctor."

I feel my own release building but hold back, needing one final piece of information. "And the house network? The security system?"

"Server room," she pants, her internal muscles beginning to flutter around my shaft. "Basement level. Second door past armory. My access... my access code is 4472... biometric lock."

The final piece I need. With that, I can give Angelina remote access to disable the entire security system when the time comes. I reward Katya's betrayal with increased pleasure, shifting my angle to hit the spot inside her that makes her entire body jerk with each thrust.

"You're going to cum for me," I command, feeling her body responding to my words. "Cum while betraying the man who pays you."

"Yes," she agrees instantly, her professional façade completely shattered. "Close... I'm so close!"

I drive into her with renewed vigor, the weapons rack now shaking violently with our movements. Her climax hits with unexpected intensity—her body going rigid beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock with spasming contractions. Unlike Irina's muffled cries, Katya makes no attempt to quiet herself. Her scream echoes through the armory—raw, primal, and loud enough to reach the surveillance room if anyone was monitoring the audio.

The sound of her surrender pushes me toward my own edge, but I'm not finished marking her yet. I pull out suddenly, spinning her around to face me. Without instruction, she drops to her knees, understanding exactly what comes next. Her face tilts upward, those cold blue eyes now burning with submission as she awaits my final claim.

I stroke myself rapidly, feeling my release building to the breaking point. With a grunt of satisfaction, I erupt across her features—thick ropes of cum landing on her forehead, cheeks, and parted lips. I aim deliberately, making sure to mark every part of her face, transforming the lethal security chief into another conquered territory.

She remains kneeling before me, making no move to wipe away my seed as it drips down her face. Some falls onto her fake tits, creating obscene trails across the perfect artificial spheres.

"Good girl," I say, tucking myself away and zipping my pants. "Now you belong to me."

"I belong to whoever offers the greatest advantage," she corrects, but there's no conviction behind the words. The Touch ensures her loyalty has transferred completely to me, regardless of the mercenary justification her mind constructs.

She rises with the same military precision she showed when undressing, seemingly unbothered by her nakedness or the cum decorating her face. "The camera loop in this room will end in three minutes," she informs me, reaching for her tactical gear. "You should return to the main house before then."

I watch as she efficiently cleans herself with a cloth from her pocket, then begins dressing. Even this intimate act is performed with professional detachment—another task to be completed with maximum efficiency. Yet I notice her hands tremble slightly as she zips her tactical turtleneck, her body still processing the intensity of what just occurred.

"Tomorrow night," I tell her as she reattaches her holster. "I'll need twenty minutes in Volkov's study. No interruptions, no surveillance."

She nods once, her face already returning to its expressionless default. Only the slight flush on her cheeks and the dampness of her hair at the temples betrays what just happened between us.

"It will be arranged," she confirms, checking her appearance one last time for any evidence of our encounter. Finding none except the slight bruising beginning to form on her neck, she moves to the armory door. "Follow in two minutes. Return to the main level via the east stairwell. No cameras there."

As she slips out, I can’t help but smile. Everything is falling into place.


Chapter 4

The grand ballroom of Volkov's palace drowns in a sea of wealth and corruption that would make the old Soviet apparatchiks weep with envy. Crystal chandeliers hang from gilded ceilings like frozen waterfalls of light, illuminating the parade of Russian elite as they flaunt their ill-gotten fortunes. Women dripping in diamonds worth more than most people's lifetime earnings hang from the arms of men who acquired their wealth through methods that would make even hardened criminals pause. I sip my vodka slowly, letting the expensive liquid burn a path down my throat while my eyes catalog every exit, every security position, every potential obstacle to my ultimate goal.

Katya stands at attention near the main entrance, her eyes constantly scanning the room despite the party atmosphere. She catches my gaze momentarily, the slight flush on her neck the only evidence of our encounter in the armory. When she looks away, it's with calculated precision—a security professional maintaining her cover while secretly serving a new master. Her betrayal of Volkov is complete, though he doesn't know it yet.

Across the room, Irina moves through the crowd like a ghost in an expensive dress—present but somehow separate from the debauchery around her. The blue silk gown she wears tonight hugs every curve of her supermodel body, drawing appreciative glances that she pretends not to notice. The collar of the dress rises high enough to hide any marks I might have left on her neck, but I know what lies beneath the fabric. I know who she truly belongs to now.

My hand tightens around my glass as I think about tomorrow's objective—Volkov's personal ledgers, locked away in his private study. With the information Katya and Irina have provided, I can access everything I need to destroy him completely. One more night of patience, and his empire crumbles.

Dmitri's booming laugh draws my attention to the far side of the ballroom. He sits like a king holding court, surrounded by his inner circle of oligarchs and criminal associates. His massive frame fills an ornate chair that might as well be a throne, his designer suit stretched taut across his bull-like shoulders. A half-empty bottle of premium vodka stands on the table before him—his third of the night, by my count.

As I watch, his eyes take on a predatory gleam, focusing on something beyond his immediate circle. A young waitress—early twenties, delicate features, blonde hair pulled back in a simple ponytail—approaches with a tray of caviar-topped crackers. Her uniform is modest by design, but nothing can completely disguise the full curves of her body.

"You!" Dmitri bellows, gesturing imperiously. "Come here, malyshka."

The girl freezes, clearly recognizing the dangerous tone beneath the seemingly playful summons. Her eyes dart to the side, seeking guidance from the head server who simply turns away—abandoning her to whatever Dmitri has in mind. With visible reluctance, she approaches his table, holding her tray like a shield.

"Sir?" Her voice is barely audible over the orchestra in the corner.

What happens next unfolds with the horrible inevitability of a car crash. Dmitri's meaty hand shoots out, grabbing her wrist with enough force to make her gasp. The tray clatters to the marble floor, spattering expensive caviar across imported tiles. With a single yank, he pulls her onto his lap, his other hand immediately finding her breast and squeezing roughly.

"Much better entertainment than food, yes?" he roars to his assembled cronies, who respond with sycophantic laughter.

The girl's face drains of color, her body going rigid with fear and humiliation. Dmitri's fingers dig into the soft flesh of her breast, kneading it like dough through the thin fabric of her uniform. Her perfect tits—the same ones that had likely helped her secure this waitressing job in the first place—are now being used against her, reduced to playthings for a drunk oligarch's amusement.

"Please, sir," she whispers, attempting to pull away. "I need to clean up the—"

Dmitri silences her with a brutal kiss, forcing his tongue into her mouth while his hand continues its assault on her chest. His other arm wraps around her waist, trapping her against his massive body. When he finally releases her mouth, she gasps for air, tears forming in the corners of her eyes.

"Look how she blushes!" one of his associates calls out, his thin face twisted in a cruel smile. "She loves the attention of a real man!"

"Turn her around, Dmitri!" another suggests, his voice slurred with alcohol. "Let us see if her ass is as nice as her tits!"

The girl's eyes dart around the room, silently pleading for help that won't come. The security guards look away. The other waitstaff find sudden interest in distant corners of the ballroom. Even the wealthy wives and girlfriends of the oligarchs merely watch with detached curiosity, perhaps secretly relieved that they aren't the targets of tonight's humiliation.

My jaw clenches as Dmitri's hand moves from her breast to slide beneath her uniform shirt, his fingers disappearing under the fabric while she squeezes her eyes shut. Every instinct screams at me to intervene, to put a bullet between his eyes and end his reign of terror. But I can't. Not yet. Not when I'm so close to bringing down his entire network.

"Beautiful Russian girls," Dmitri announces to the room, his voice carrying over the music. "The best export we never send abroad! Why share such treasures?"

His friends howl with laughter as he forces another kiss on the waitress, who has gone completely still in his grasp—her body's defensive shutdown in response to trauma. When he finally releases her mouth, a single tear slides down her cheek, cutting through her makeup like a knife through ice.

I catch Irina's eye across the room. There's a flash of something there—recognition of a shared purpose, perhaps. She's seen this behavior countless times, has perhaps been on the receiving end of it herself before I freed her from his control. The slight nod she gives me is nearly imperceptible, but it confirms that she understands the plan.

Dmitri finally allows the waitress to stand, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a mark as she scrambles away. Her legs tremble visibly as she bends to pick up the scattered caviar, careful to keep her face down so no one can see her tears.

"Soon," I promise silently, watching as Dmitri turns his attention back to his drinking.


Chapter 5

The note arrives folded inside my napkin during dinner—a simple hand-drawn map showing the path to Volkov's private spa and sauna, with a time scrawled in Irina's elegant handwriting. Midnight. I pocket it smoothly while Dmitri drones on about his oil holdings in Siberia, too engrossed in his own voice to notice the silent communication between his wife and the man who now owns her body and loyalty. Two hours later, I navigate the darkened corridors of the palace's east wing, following the map with the confidence of someone who already knows his prey awaits, desperate and willing.

The spa complex is a testament to Volkov's obsession with displaying his wealth—marble imported from Italy, gold fixtures that gleam even in the dim night lighting, mosaics depicting ancient Roman bath scenes that probably cost more than most people's homes. I pass a series of treatment rooms with names etched in Cyrillic on glass doors: massage, mud baths, hydrotherapy. The corridor ends at a heavy cedar door marked "Private" in both Russian and English.

Katya's handiwork is evident in the security camera above the door—its blinking red light is dark, the feed undoubtedly looped to show empty corridors rather than my midnight visit. I push the door open, immediately enveloped by a wave of heat and the rich, earthy scent of cedar and eucalyptus. The anteroom contains plush robes hanging on hooks and stacks of folded towels on shelves. Beyond that, through another cedar door, the soft orange glow of the sauna beckons.

I shed my clothes methodically, hanging my suit with care—I'll need to look perfectly composed when I return to my guest room later. The weight of my mission settles on my shoulders as I consider tomorrow's objective: Volkov's ledgers, the documentation of decades of crime, corruption, and murder. The final pieces I need to bring his empire crashing down around him.

Naked now, I push open the inner door to the sauna proper. The wall of heat hits me like a physical force, along with clouds of steam that momentarily obscure my vision. As the mist parts, I see her—Irina, the oligarch's prized possession, waiting for me just as instructed.

She sits on the lowest cedar bench, her supermodel body on full display. Sweat glistens on her skin, making her entire form shine in the soft light from the heated stones. Her dark hair is piled loosely atop her head, exposing the elegant column of her neck. Her breasts—those perfect, natural marvels—rise and fall with each breath, droplets of moisture trailing between them in rivulets I instantly want to trace with my tongue.

Her eyes find mine, heavy-lidded with desire created by the Touch. "I was afraid you wouldn't come," she says, starting to rise.

"Did I tell you to get up?" My voice cuts through the steamy air like a knife.

She freezes, then slowly settles back onto the bench. "No."

"No what?"

"No... sir."

I move further into the sauna, the cedar floor warm beneath my bare feet. Her eyes drop to my cock, already hardening at the sight of her naked submission. The Touch has rewritten her priorities completely—her husband, her position, her carefully maintained image all evaporated in the face of her overwhelming need for me.

"On your knees," I command, pointing to the middle bench that stands at perfect height for what I have planned.

She complies immediately, moving with the grace that once graced fashion runways around the world. The bench must be burning hot against her knees, but she doesn't flinch as she positions herself, her face now level with my growing erection.

"Open your mouth."

Her lips part instantly, her eyes looking up at me with desperate eagerness. I grasp my cock, guiding the head to her waiting mouth but not pushing in yet. The sight of Volkov's beautiful wife kneeling before me, mouth open like a vessel waiting to be filled, sends a surge of dark satisfaction through my body.

"Your husband thinks he owns you," I tell her, rubbing the head of my cock against her lips. "But we both know the truth, don't we?"

"Yes," she whispers, her breath hot against my sensitive flesh. "I belong to you now."

I thrust forward without warning, burying myself halfway into her mouth. She accepts me eagerly, her lips stretching around my girth, her tongue immediately working the underside of my shaft. I give her no time to adjust, establishing an immediate rhythm that pushes deeper with each stroke.

The steam swirls around us, adding another layer of intensity to the encounter. The air is thick, making breathing difficult even for me standing upright. For Irina, kneeling with her throat repeatedly filled with my cock, each breath becomes a desperate struggle. Her chest heaves between thrusts, her perfect breasts bouncing with the effort to draw oxygen from the superheated air.

"Look at me," I demand, gripping her hair tightly at the base of her skull.

Her eyes lock onto mine, tears forming at the corners from the combination of her gag reflex and the intense heat. I push deeper, feeling the resistance as I hit the back of her throat. Instead of backing off, I push through it, watching her eyes widen as I enter her throat properly.

"Take it all," I growl, holding her head firmly in place as her throat constricts around my invasion.

She gags but doesn't pull away—the Touch making her crave even this discomfort. Her nails dig into my thighs, not in resistance but in desperate need to anchor herself as I use her mouth with increasing intensity. The sweat pours down both our bodies now, the cedar bench beneath her knees surely scorching her skin, adding another layer of sweet suffering to her submission.

I establish a brutal pace, thrusting into her mouth and throat with deliberate force. Each time I pull back, she gasps desperately for air in the steam-filled room, her chest heaving, breasts slick with sweat. Then I plunge back in before she can fully catch her breath, creating a cycle of oxygen deprivation that heightens her sensations. Her mascara begins to run, black tears tracking down her flushed cheeks.

"This is what you were made for," I tell her, never slowing my assault on her willing mouth. "Not decorating that animal's arm at parties. Not playing the perfect trophy wife. This. On your knees. Serving a real man."

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hands move to her own breasts, squeezing and kneading the full flesh as if seeking relief from the overwhelming arousal coursing through her body. I slap her hands away.

"Did I say you could touch yourself?"

She shakes her head as much as possible with my cock still in her mouth. I pull out completely, letting her gasp for air in the steamy environment. Her lips are swollen, glistening with saliva, her chest heaving with desperate breaths.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking. "I need—"

"You need nothing except what I decide to give you," I cut her off, slapping my wet cock against her cheek, leaving a trail of her own saliva across her flushed skin.

I push back into her mouth, harder this time, one hand gripping her hair while the other moves to her throat, feeling it bulge as my cock forces its way inside. The dual sensation—feeling my own invasion from both inside and outside her throat—brings me dangerously close to the edge. I feel my release building, the pressure mounting at the base of my spine.

But not yet. Tonight is about control, about establishing complete dominance before tomorrow's final act in Volkov's downfall. I pull out again, watching as she gasps and coughs, her body trembling from both arousal and the intense heat.

"Stand up," I command, stepping back to give her room.

She rises on shaky legs, her skin flushed pink from the sauna heat, her eyes questioning but obedient. Sweat pours down her perfect body, between her breasts, along her taut stomach, glistening on her thighs.

"On your back," I command, pointing to the lowest cedar bench that runs along the sauna wall. "Lie down with your head at the edge." Irina complies immediately, her movements still graceful despite the trembling in her limbs. Her supermodel body stretches out before me, glistening with sweat in the dim orange glow of the heated stones. She positions herself exactly as instructed, her head hanging slightly off the edge of the bench, those perfect breasts pointing upward like twin mountains crowned with pink peaks. Even in submission, her beauty is breathtaking—the long, elegant neck, the flat stomach, the flare of her hips, all displayed for my pleasure alone.

The cedar bench must be scorching against her back, but she doesn't flinch. Her eyes follow me as I move toward the corner of the sauna where a small cooling station is built into the wall—a luxury feature in Volkov's custom-built palace of excess. A marble basin holds water chilled by hidden pipes, with a silver ladle hanging beside it. Condensation beads on the outside of the basin, a stark contrast to the sweltering heat that fills the rest of the room.

I dip the ladle into the water, feeling its icy bite against my fingers. Steam rises from the surface where the cold water meets the superheated air. I turn back to Irina, ladle held carefully to prevent spillage, and move to stand beside her prone form. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, anticipation making her breathing shallow and quick. Beads of sweat roll down the sides of her breasts, gathering in the valley between them.

"Your husband has never appreciated what he has," I tell her, holding the ladle high above her chest. "He treats you like furniture—expensive, beautiful furniture to be displayed but never truly valued."

"Yes," she whispers, her eyes fixed on the ladle hovering above her. "Please..."

I tilt the ladle slowly, letting the first drop of ice water fall directly onto her left nipple. She gasps, her entire body tensing at the shocking contrast between the frigid water and her overheated skin. The pink bud instantly hardens, puckering into a tight peak that begs for attention. I continue the torturous drip, watching as each drop lands on a different part of her breast, creating trails of goosebumps across her flushed skin.

When half the ladle is empty, I suddenly pour the remaining water in a steady stream across both breasts. Irina cries out, her back arching involuntarily off the burning cedar bench. The cold water cascades over her magnificent tits, running in rivulets down her sides to sizzle against the hot wood beneath her. Her nipples stand at full attention now, so hard they must be painful, the areolas contracted into tight pebbled circles.

I set the ladle aside and return to the cooling station for more. This time when I return, I don't hesitate—I pour the entire ladle directly onto her right breast, watching as she bites her lip to stifle her scream. Her body writhes on the bench, caught between the extreme cold of the water and the burning heat of the sauna. Before she can recover, I retrieve a third ladle and empty it across her left breast, ensuring both are thoroughly drenched and chilled.

"Look at these tits," I growl, setting the ladle aside and moving to straddle the bench beside her torso. "Wasted on that Russian pig."

My hands find her breasts, cupping their substantial weight. Despite their size, they maintain perfect shape—the legacy of her modeling career and whatever exclusive treatments money can buy. The cold water has made the skin tighten, creating an exquisite contrast to the burning heat of my palms. I squeeze roughly, watching her face contort with the mixture of pain and pleasure, her nipples pressing hard against my palms.

"Please," she gasps, not even sure what she's begging for anymore.

I shift position, moving to straddle her ribs, my knees pressing into the hot cedar on either side of her torso. My cock stands fully erect, throbbing with anticipation as I lower myself until the shaft rests in the valley between her perfect breasts. The cold water creates an initial shock against my heated flesh, making me hiss through clenched teeth.

"Push them together," I command, and she immediately complies, her hands moving to the sides of her breasts, pressing the soft flesh around my shaft to create a tight channel.

The sensation is exquisite—the cool, slick skin of her tits forming a perfect tunnel for my cock. I begin to move, sliding between those magnificent mounds, the head of my shaft emerging from her cleavage with each forward thrust to brush against her chin. Her nipples protrude on either side of my cock, hard little peaks that I deliberately target with my fingers, pinching and twisting them as I establish a steady rhythm.

"This is all you're good for," I tell her, increasing my pace, watching her face for the humiliation that the Touch transforms directly into pleasure. "Being a set of holes for real men to fuck. Your tits, your mouth, your cunt—just vessels for men like me to empty themselves into."

She moans at my words, her eyes glazing with arousal as her hands press her breasts more tightly around my shaft. The combination of the cold water and her body heat creates an extraordinary sensation—not quite like a mouth or pussy, but uniquely pleasurable in its own right. Each thrust makes her breasts jiggle slightly despite her firm grip, the soft flesh yielding to my hard intrusion.

I grab her nipples directly now, using them like handles to manipulate her breasts, twisting and pulling with enough force to make her gasp. "You like having your tits abused, don't you? Your husband treats them like precious artifacts, but you want them used roughly."

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible over the hiss of water hitting the hot stones in the corner. "I love it. Please don't stop."

I slap the side of her left breast sharply, watching the flesh ripple from the impact, a red handprint immediately forming on her pale skin. She cries out, but pushes her breast more firmly around my cock in response. I slap the other one, equally hard, drawing another cry that echoes off the cedar walls. Each impact makes her press her tits together more firmly, creating a tighter channel for my thrusting shaft.

"Fucking perfect tits," I grunt, establishing a punishing rhythm now, my cock sliding frantically between the abused mounds. "Made for taking cock."

My fingers dig into the soft flesh, leaving marks that will undoubtedly bruise—physical evidence of my possession that she'll have to hide from her husband tomorrow. The thought of Volkov unknowingly looking at my handiwork on his wife's body drives me to even greater intensity, my hips pumping frantically as I fuck her tits with abandoned force.

"These belong to me now," I growl, squeezing her breasts together so tightly that she winces. "Everything your husband thinks he owns is actually mine."

"Yours," she agrees immediately, her eyes locked on mine with complete submission. "I'm yours. Use me however you want."

I feel my release building, the familiar pressure gathering at the base of my spine. The sight of this beautiful woman—once the darling of fashion magazines worldwide, now the trophy wife of a Russian criminal—being used as nothing more than a receptacle for my pleasure pushes me closer to the edge. The perfect contrast of her elegant features and the degrading act we're engaged in creates an intoxicating power dynamic that makes my cock throb between her compressed breasts.

"I'm going to cum all over these perfect tits," I announce, my voice tight with approaching climax. "Mark what's mine."

"Yes," she encourages, pushing her breasts together even more firmly. "Cover me. Please."

With a final, powerful thrust, I pull back just as my orgasm hits. The first rope of cum shoots across her left breast, a thick white streak against her flushed skin. I aim the second at her right breast, painting it with equal coverage. As my release continues, I direct it higher, spattering her neck, chin, and finally her face with thick strands that stand out starkly against her perfect features. Some lands in her hair, more pools in the hollow of her throat. By the time I'm finished, her upper body is thoroughly marked with my seed.

I sit back to admire my handiwork—the supermodel wife of one of Russia's most dangerous men, stretched out on a sauna bench, her magnificent breasts and beautiful face covered in another man's cum. Her chest rises and falls with rapid breaths, making my seed shift and slide across her glistening skin. In the intense heat of the sauna, it begins to thin slightly, running in obscene rivulets down the sides of her breasts.

"Don't clean it off," I command, standing up and stepping away from the bench. "Stay exactly like this for ten minutes after I leave. Let it bake into your skin."

She nods, making no move to wipe away the mess decorating her body.

I dress quickly, leaving her lying there in the sweltering heat, my seed slowly drying on her perfect skin. As I close the cedar door behind me, I catch a final glimpse of her—the oligarch's prized possession, transformed into my willing accomplice in his destruction. Another powerful man's world, about to collapse. Another name soon to be crossed off my list.


Chapter 6

Morning brings opportunity in the form of Volkov's routine—a pattern as predictable as the rising sun. Every Thursday at nine, he reviews his accounts in the study before meeting his private banker at ten. The perfect window for my final move. I navigate the east wing's corridor, the weight of my mission settled firmly on my shoulders. Everything is in place—Irina thoroughly owned, Katya's security systems compromised, and the electronic trigger for the EMP device already programmed into my phone. All I need now are the ledgers—the physical evidence of Volkov's crimes that will complete his destruction.

The problem remains access. Despite Katya's cooperation, Volkov's paranoia means his study requires both biometric authentication and a physical key. A key I still don't possess. I turn down a less-traveled service corridor, taking the long route around the residential wing to avoid Volkov's security detail. The hallway is lined with display cases holding silver artifacts—Fabergé pieces, imperial tableware, and other treasures looted during the collapse of the Soviet Union.

Movement ahead catches my eye—a maid working diligently at a small table set up in an alcove. Her back is to me, her attention focused on polishing what appears to be an ornate silver samovar. She hasn't noticed me yet, giving me a moment to assess. Medium height, curvy figure evident even in the shapeless black uniform with white apron. Dark blonde hair pulled back in a practical bun. Something about her posture speaks of tension—the wariness of prey in predator territory.

As I approach, she turns slightly, revealing her profile. She's older than I initially thought—mid-forties perhaps, though still attractive in a wholesome, maternal way. Her features have a distinctly Ukrainian cast rather than Russian—softer, with high cheekbones and a gently sloping nose. The name tag pinned to her uniform reads "Anastasia" in Cyrillic letters.

When she notices me, her eyes widen with immediate alarm. She quickly looks down, focusing intently on her polishing work, her shoulders hunching slightly as if trying to make herself invisible. It's the instinctive reaction of someone who has learned that attention from men in this house rarely leads to anything good.

"Dobroe utro," I greet her, using the little Russian I've bothered to learn.

She hesitates, then responds with a nervous nod. "Good morning, sir," she replies in heavily accented English, clearly having recognized me as Volkov's American guest.

I notice she's struggling with an unwieldy silver tray that needs polishing, the heavy piece awkward in her small hands. Perfect opening.

"Let me help you with that," I offer, stepping closer and reaching for the tray.

"No, sir, please," she protests weakly. "I should not trouble you."

I ignore her objection, taking hold of the tray's edge, deliberately ensuring my fingers brush against hers as I do. The Touch activates instantly, that ancient power flowing from my skin into hers like an electric current seeking ground. The transformation is immediate and fascinating to watch.

Her pupils dilate dramatically, the warm brown almost entirely eclipsed by expanding black. A deep, gut-wrenching tremor runs through her body, subtle but unmistakable to my trained eye. Her breathing hitches, her chest suddenly rising and falling more rapidly as her lungs demand additional oxygen to process the neurological rewiring taking place.

The silver tray clatters to the table as her hands go slack, nearly sliding off the edge before she catches it with fumbling fingers. A flush creeps up her neck, coloring her cheeks with the first physical manifestation of her body's new programming.

"I—I'm sorry," she stammers, clearly confused by the sudden heat flooding her system. "I don't know what's happening to me."

My eyes drop to her chest, where the most remarkable feature of her body is now demanding attention. What had initially been hidden by the unflattering uniform and her hunched posture is now impossible to ignore. Anastasia possesses an enormous, perfect pair of breasts that strain against the fabric of her simple maid's dress. As her breathing accelerates under the influence of the Touch, these magnificent globes rise and fall hypnotically, the buttons of her uniform threatening to pop from the pressure.

"Are you feeling alright?" I ask with mock concern, stepping closer into her personal space.

"I feel... strange," she admits, one hand rising to her throat, then drifting unconsciously lower to rest on her upper chest. "Hot."

I place my hand over hers, ostensibly checking for fever but really reinforcing the Touch connection. "You do feel warm," I observe, letting my fingers trail down to the top button of her uniform.

Her eyes meet mine, fear now replaced by confusion and rapidly growing arousal. The shy, fearful demeanor that characterized her moments ago has vanished, replaced by an overwhelming, desperate need that she doesn't understand but can't resist.

"Sir," she whispers, but makes no move to step away as I pop open the first button of her uniform.

"Call me Jack," I tell her, opening a second button to reveal the beginning swell of her cleavage.

"Jack," she repeats, the name sounding exotic in her Ukrainian accent.

I back her against the wall of the alcove, out of sight from the main corridor. Her breathing accelerates further as my body presses against hers, my hardening cock evident against her soft stomach. My hand moves to cup her face, tilting it upward as I lean down to claim her mouth.

The kiss starts gently—a deliberate contrast to the rough treatment I gave Irina in the sauna. Anastasia responds with initial hesitance that quickly transforms into eager participation. Her lips part beneath mine, inviting deeper exploration. I oblige, my tongue entering her mouth to find hers waiting. The taste of her is different from Irina's expensive lipstick and elite diet—earthier, more real somehow.

My hands find her waist, then slide upward to cup her magnificent breasts through the uniform. Even through the fabric, I can feel their substantial weight and impressive size. She moans into my mouth as my thumbs find her nipples, already hard and pressing against the confining material.

"Please," she gasps between kisses, not even knowing exactly what she's begging for.

I continue unfastening buttons until her uniform gapes open, revealing a simple white cotton bra struggling to contain her immense breasts. The practical underwear somehow makes the moment more erotic—this isn't a woman who dresses to seduce, which makes her sudden desperate arousal all the more powerful.

My hand slides inside her bra, finding a nipple and pinching it between my fingers. Her back arches off the wall at the contact, pushing her breast more firmly into my grasp. The flesh overflows my hand, soft and yielding yet firm with arousal.

"Such perfect tits," I murmur against her mouth. "Hidden under this uniform."

"I try not to... to draw attention," she admits breathlessly. "The master, he notices women with big... with..." She trails off as I expose both breasts fully, pushing her bra up to reveal their pale, magnificent glory.

"Volkov won't touch you again," I promise, lowering my head to take one nipple into my mouth. The areola is large and pink, the nipple itself standing proudly erect as I suck it between my lips.

Her hands find my hair, holding me against her chest as little whimpers escape her throat. I lavish attention on first one breast then the other, alternating between gentle sucking and light grazing with my teeth. Meanwhile, my hand slides down her body, finding the hem of her uniform skirt and pushing beneath it.

Her thighs part instinctively as my fingers trace the inside seam of her plain cotton panties. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, the fabric already damp with her arousal. I press my palm against her mound, applying steady pressure that makes her hips buck forward against my hand.

"Oh God," she moans, the words slipping out in Ukrainian rather than English or Russian.

I push her panties aside, my fingers finding her slick folds directly. She's soaking wet—the Touch ensuring her body responds with overwhelming intensity to my slightest touch. I locate her clit, swollen and desperate for attention, and circle it with my middle finger. Her entire body jerks at the contact, her head falling back against the wall with a soft thump.

"You're going to cum for me," I tell her, my voice low but commanding. "Right here, against this wall."

"Someone might see," she protests weakly, even as her hips move against my hand, seeking more friction.

"No one will interrupt us," I assure her, knowing Katya has ensured this wing is temporarily free of other staff.

I slip two fingers inside her, finding her impossibly tight despite her age and the wetness coating my hand. Her inner muscles clamp down immediately, sucking my fingers deeper as if starved for penetration. Using my thumb to maintain pressure on her clit, I begin pumping my fingers in and out, establishing a steady rhythm that has her panting against my neck.

"I shouldn't—we shouldn't—" she tries to object, but her body betrays her as she grinds down on my invading fingers.

"You need this," I tell her, curling my fingers to find that rough spot inside her that makes her whole body tremble. "You need me."

"Yes," she finally admits, surrendering completely. "I need you. Please don't stop."

I increase the pace, my fingers pistoning into her while my thumb works her clit with merciless precision. My other hand continues kneading her exposed breast, occasionally pinching the nipple to send jolts of pleasure-pain through her system. Her breathing becomes erratic, her inner walls fluttering around my fingers as she approaches the edge.

"Let go," I command, pressing my body more firmly against hers, pinning her to the wall. "Cum for me, Anastasia."

Her orgasm crashes through her with unexpected force. Her body goes rigid against mine, her pussy clamping down on my fingers with rhythmic contractions. A keening sound escapes her throat—not quite a scream but more than a moan, quickly muffled as she buries her face against my shoulder. I continue working her through it, prolonging the waves of pleasure until she's shaking uncontrollably.

As she begins to come down, I withdraw my fingers slowly, bringing them to my mouth to taste her essence while maintaining eye contact. Her eyes widen at the intimate gesture, her chest still heaving with exertion, her magnificent breasts exposed and reddened from my attention.

"I need..." she begins, struggling to form coherent thoughts through the Touch-induced haze.

"What do you need?" I prompt, already knowing the answer.

"More," she admits, her hands reaching for my belt. "I need all of you."

I catch her wrists, not ready to be exposed in such a public space despite the temporary privacy. "Not here."

She nods, understanding immediately. "Follow me," she whispers urgently, beginning to button her uniform with trembling fingers. "There's a linen closet at the end of this hall. No one will find us there."

Perfect. Exactly where I need to be. As she leads me down the corridor, her hips swaying with newfound purpose, I allow myself a moment of satisfaction. Another conquest, another piece of Volkov's household subverted. And if my suspicions are correct, this particular maid might have exactly what I need to complete my mission.

***

The linen closet is a far cry from Volkov's opulent sauna—narrow, utilitarian, and smelling of laundry starch and dust. Shelves stacked with precisely folded sheets and towels line both walls, barely leaving enough space for two people to stand facing each other. Anastasia pulls me inside with surprising strength, closing the door behind us with a soft click that sounds unnaturally loud in the confined space. A single bare bulb activated by a pull-string casts harsh light across her features, transforming her from invisible servant to a woman consumed by desperate need. In the unforgiving illumination, I can see every line of age around her eyes, every mark of hard work on her hands—and the absolute worship now radiating from her expression as she looks up at me.

"We must be quiet," she whispers, her Ukrainian accent thicker with arousal. "Other maids sometimes come for linens."

The danger of discovery only heightens the tension between us. Somewhere in this palace, Dmitri Volkov reviews his criminal empire's finances, completely unaware that his Ukrainian maid is about to service the man who will destroy everything he's built. The irony isn't lost on me.

"Lock the door," I command softly.

She turns to engage a simple latch—nothing that would stop a determined intruder, but enough to prevent accidental interruption. The movement pulls her uniform tight across her magnificent ass, the black fabric straining across curves that her daily labor has kept firm despite her years.

When she turns back to me, there's no hesitation in her movements. She drops to her knees in the narrow space between my feet and the shelving units, her hands immediately reaching for my belt. The position forces her to look up at me, her large brown eyes filled with an adoration that wasn't there fifteen minutes ago. The Touch has rewritten her priorities completely—fear replaced by desperate need, caution transformed into reckless hunger.

"I've never done this," she confesses, her fingers fumbling slightly with my belt buckle. "Not like this... not wanting it so badly."

I place my hand on her cheek, stroking it gently—a calculated tenderness that reinforces the Touch's effect. "You'll do perfectly," I assure her.

Her hands steady as she unfastens my pants, sliding down the zipper with deliberate care. The sound seems obscenely loud in the small closet. She hooks her fingers into my waistband, pulling down both pants and underwear in a single eager motion that frees my already hardening cock.

The gasp that escapes her lips is genuine, her eyes widening as my shaft springs forward, nearly touching her face. There's wonder in her expression, mixed with an almost religious reverence that the Touch creates in its subjects. Her hand reaches out tentatively, wrapping around the base with gentle exploration.

"It's beautiful," she whispers, her breath warm against my sensitive skin. "So big."

I thread my fingers through her hair, loosening the practical bun until dark blonde waves fall around her shoulders. The transformation is remarkable—from invisible servant to a woman fully present in her sexuality. "Show me how much you want it," I tell her, my voice low but commanding.

She doesn't need further invitation. Her tongue extends to take a tentative lick along the underside of my shaft, from base to tip, her eyes never leaving mine as she gauges my reaction. The sight of this middle-aged maid—a woman who likely hasn't experienced genuine desire in years, if ever—worshipping my cock with such earnest enthusiasm sends a surge of power through me that's almost as arousing as the physical sensation itself.

Gaining confidence from my response, she takes the head between her lips, her mouth forming a perfect O as she accepts the first few inches. Her technique is unsophisticated compared to Irina's practiced skill, but what she lacks in experience she makes up for in sheer enthusiasm. Her mouth is hot and wet, her lips stretched wide around my girth.

I maintain eye contact, watching as her huge, innocent eyes—magnified slightly by the simple glasses she wears—gaze up at me with complete adoration. Tears form at the corners as she pushes herself to take me deeper, not from distress but from the physical challenge and her desperate desire to please.

"That's it," I encourage, my hand guiding her head gently. "Take more."

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure up my spine. Her hands find purchase on my thighs, steadying herself as she establishes a rhythm—pulling back until just the head remains between her lips, then pushing forward to accept more of my length. With each repetition, she manages to take a bit more, her throat gradually relaxing to accommodate the intrusion.

The contrast between our positions couldn't be more stark—me standing in an expensive suit worth more than she likely earns in months, her on her knees in a simple maid's uniform, servicing me in a dusty closet where she normally collects sheets. The power imbalance alone would be intoxicating, but the Touch ensures her complete submission transforms the act from exploitation into mutual obsession.

My thoughts briefly turn to my ultimate goal—Volkov's ledgers, the physical evidence of decades of crime that will complete his destruction. This woman, this unlikely conquest, might be the key. As staff, she would know the movements of the household, might even have access to areas forbidden to others. But that information will come later. For now, I focus on the exquisite sensation of her mouth working my cock with increasingly confident strokes.

Her hands join the effort, one wrapping around the base of my shaft to stroke whatever length she can't fit into her mouth, the other gently cradling my balls with surprising tenderness. The dual stimulation intensifies the pleasure, drawing a low groan from my throat that I quickly stifle. Being discovered in this compromising position would complicate my plans significantly.

The confined space forces an intimacy that adds another layer to the encounter. Her massive breasts press against my thighs as she works, their weight evident even through her uniform. The top buttons have come undone again—whether deliberately or through the vigorous movement of her upper body—revealing tantalizing glimpses of pale flesh and the simple white bra beneath.

I reach down to push the fabric aside, exposing one magnificent breast completely. Even in this position, on her knees with gravity working against her, the size and fullness of her breast is remarkable. I pinch her nipple, rolling it between my fingers as she continues sucking my cock, and feel her moan vibrate around my shaft.

"Look at me," I command softly when her eyes begin to close in pleasure.

They snap open immediately, meeting my gaze with that same worshipful expression. There's something uniquely arousing about maintaining eye contact during such an intimate act—the connection adding a psychological dimension to the physical pleasure. Her eyes, slightly watery from the effort of taking my cock, convey a depth of submission that makes my shaft throb between her stretched lips.

The woman who less than twenty minutes ago cowered at my approach is now eagerly deep-throating me in a closet, her only concern being how to take more of me inside her. The transformation is complete, her loyalty now irrevocably mine. When I finally pull out information about Volkov's study, she'll provide it without hesitation, without even questioning why I want it.

She increases her pace, her head bobbing faster as saliva drips from the corners of her mouth, creating obscene wet sounds that echo in the small space. Her technique improves with each stroke, her body learning what brings me pleasure, adapting to maximize my response. I feel my release building at the base of my spine but hold it back through sheer willpower. I'm not done with Anastasia yet—there's more pleasure to extract, more information to gain.

I grip her hair more firmly, taking control of the pace. "Slower," I instruct, guiding her movements to extend the pleasure. "We're not finishing yet."

She whimpers around my cock, clearly disappointed but immediately compliant. Her pace slows to a torturous crawl, her tongue swirling around the head with each withdrawal, her eyes never leaving mine. The absolute control I have over her—not just her body but her very desires—sends another surge of dark satisfaction through me.

"I have plans for you," I tell her, my voice thick with restrained pleasure. "This is just the beginning."

Her eyes light up at the promise of more, her enthusiasm visibly renewed as she continues her worship of my cock. Her hands squeeze my thighs, feeling the muscles tense beneath her fingers as I fight against my building orgasm. The physical pleasure is extraordinary, but it's the power—the conquest of yet another piece of Volkov's world—that truly excites me.

As she continues her devoted ministrations, my mind moves forward to the next phase. I need her completely under my control, desperate enough to risk her position, her safety, perhaps even her life. Only then will she give me what I truly need—access to Volkov's most closely guarded secrets.

I pull back suddenly, leaving her mouth empty, a string of saliva still connecting her swollen lips to the head of my cock. She looks up at me with confusion and desperation, her lips parted, ready to beg for my return.

"Stand up," I command, my voice steady despite the throbbing need coursing through my body. "I'm not finished with you yet."

In one fluid motion, I lift Anastasia and deposit her onto a stack of folded sheets on the lower shelf. She's lighter than I expected, her petite frame belying the substantial curves that fill out her uniform. The shelf creaks slightly under her weight as I push her thighs apart, creating space for myself between them. Her uniform skirt bunches around her waist, revealing plain cotton panties already soaked through with her arousal. I hook my fingers into the waistband and yank them down without ceremony, exposing her pussy—surprisingly neat and trimmed for a woman of her station, with just a thin strip of dark blonde hair above her glistening folds.

"Please," she whispers, her voice thick with need. "I've been thinking about this since I first saw you arrive."

A lie created by the Touch, rewriting her memories to match her new programming. Twenty minutes ago, she could barely look at me. Now she spreads her thighs wider, offering herself completely, her eyes glazed with desperate hunger behind her simple glasses.

I free my cock from my pants again, stroking it a few times as she watches with rapt attention. The head glistens with her saliva from the blowjob, providing some lubrication, though she's so wet I doubt I'll need it. I position myself at her entrance, rubbing the tip through her folds to gather more of her moisture.

"Is this what you want?" I ask, teasing her with just the head pressing against her opening.

"Yes," she gasps, her hips tilting upward, seeking more contact. "Please fuck me. I need you inside me."

Such vulgar words from a woman who minutes ago seemed the picture of modest propriety. I push forward slowly, watching her face as I enter her. Her pussy is surprisingly tight despite her age, gripping my shaft with velvet heat as I sink into her. Her eyes widen, her mouth forming a perfect O as she takes my full length.

"Oh my God," she moans, the words slipping out in Ukrainian. "So big... so full..."

Once fully seated inside her, I pause to savor the moment—another of Volkov's household staff conquered, another piece of his world subverted to serve my purposes. Her inner walls pulse around me, adjusting to the invasion, her body trembling slightly with the intensity of the sensation.

I begin to move, establishing a steady rhythm that makes the shelf beneath her creak with each thrust. Her legs wrap around my waist, her practical black shoes still on her feet, the absurdity of the image—a uniformed maid being fucked on a stack of folded linens—adding another layer of conquest to the encounter.

My hands find the buttons of her uniform, unfastening them quickly to expose her chest fully. The simple white bra is practical rather than seductive, designed to support her enormous breasts rather than display them. I push the cups up without bothering to unclasp it, letting her breasts spill free. They're magnificent—far larger than they appeared even under the uniform, with large pink areolas and nipples that stand erect with arousal.

"Fucking perfect tits," I growl, grabbing them roughly with both hands. The soft flesh overflows my grip, yielding to my fingers as I squeeze and knead them with increasing force.

She arches into my touch despite the roughness, or perhaps because of it, her body responding to the combination of pleasure and pain. I pinch her nipples, twisting them between my fingers, watching her face contort with the mixture of sensations. The Touch ensures that what might normally cause distress now only heightens her arousal.

"Harder," she begs, surprising me with her hunger for roughness. "Please, hurt them a little. I need it."

I comply, squeezing her massive breasts with bruising force, watching as the pale flesh reddens beneath my fingers. Her pussy clenches around my cock at each new assault on her sensitive chest, creating a perfect feedback loop of pleasure. I lean down to bite one nipple, not gently, and feel her entire body jerk beneath me.

"Yes!" she cries out, then immediately covers her mouth, remembering the need for discretion.

The small space fills with the scent of our coupling—sweat, arousal, and the faint lavender smell of the freshly laundered sheets beneath her. The single bulb casts harsh shadows across her body, highlighting the contrast between her maid's uniform and her thoroughly debauched state. Her glasses have slipped down her nose slightly, giving her a disheveled librarian look that somehow makes the scene even more erotic.

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to make the entire shelving unit shake. The risk of discovery only adds urgency to our movements—each thrust harder and faster than the last, each moan and gasp quickly stifled. Her hands clutch at the sheets beneath her, twisting the pristine fabric as her pleasure builds.

"Touch your clit," I command.

In one fluid motion, I lift Anastasia and deposit her onto a stack of folded sheets on the lower shelf. She's lighter than I expected, her petite frame belying the substantial curves that fill out her uniform. The shelf creaks slightly under her weight as I push her thighs apart, creating space for myself between them. Her uniform skirt bunches around her waist, revealing plain cotton panties already soaked through with her arousal. I hook my fingers into the waistband and yank them down without ceremony, exposing her pussy—surprisingly neat and trimmed for a woman of her station, with just a thin strip of dark blonde hair above her glistening folds.

"Please," she whispers, her voice thick with need. "I've been thinking about this since I first saw you arrive."

A lie created by the Touch, rewriting her memories to match her new programming. Twenty minutes ago, she could barely look at me. Now she spreads her thighs wider, offering herself completely, her eyes glazed with desperate hunger behind her simple glasses.

I free my cock from my pants again, stroking it a few times as she watches with rapt attention. The head glistens with her saliva from the blowjob, providing some lubrication, though she's so wet I doubt I'll need it. I position myself at her entrance, rubbing the tip through her folds to gather more of her moisture.

"Is this what you want?" I ask, teasing her with just the head pressing against her opening.

"Yes," she gasps, her hips tilting upward, seeking more contact. "Please fuck me. I need you inside me."

Such vulgar words from a woman who minutes ago seemed the picture of modest propriety. I push forward slowly, watching her face as I enter her. Her pussy is surprisingly tight despite her age, gripping my shaft with velvet heat as I sink into her. Her eyes widen, her mouth forming a perfect O as she takes my full length.

"Oh my God," she moans, the words slipping out in Ukrainian. "So big... so full..."

Once fully seated inside her, I pause to savor the moment—another of Volkov's household staff conquered, another piece of his world subverted to serve my purposes. Her inner walls pulse around me, adjusting to the invasion, her body trembling slightly with the intensity of the sensation.

I begin to move, establishing a steady rhythm that makes the shelf beneath her creak with each thrust. Her legs wrap around my waist, her practical black shoes still on her feet, the absurdity of the image—a uniformed maid being fucked on a stack of folded linens—adding another layer of conquest to the encounter.

My hands find the buttons of her uniform, unfastening them quickly to expose her chest fully. The simple white bra is practical rather than seductive, designed to support her enormous breasts rather than display them. I push the cups up without bothering to unclasp it, letting her breasts spill free. They're magnificent—far larger than they appeared even under the uniform, with large pink areolas and nipples that stand erect with arousal.

"Fucking perfect tits," I growl, grabbing them roughly with both hands. The soft flesh overflows my grip, yielding to my fingers as I squeeze and knead them with increasing force.

She arches into my touch despite the roughness, or perhaps because of it, her body responding to the combination of pleasure and pain. I pinch her nipples, twisting them between my fingers, watching her face contort with the mixture of sensations. The Touch ensures that what might normally cause distress now only heightens her arousal.

"Harder," she begs, surprising me with her hunger for roughness. "Please, hurt them a little. I need it."

I comply, squeezing her massive breasts with bruising force, watching as the pale flesh reddens beneath my fingers. Her pussy clenches around my cock at each new assault on her sensitive chest, creating a perfect feedback loop of pleasure. I lean down to bite one nipple, not gently, and feel her entire body jerk beneath me.

"Yes!" she cries out, then immediately covers her mouth, remembering the need for discretion.

The small space fills with the scent of our coupling—sweat, arousal, and the faint lavender smell of the freshly laundered sheets beneath her. The single bulb casts harsh shadows across her body, highlighting the contrast between her maid's uniform and her thoroughly debauched state. Her glasses have slipped down her nose slightly, giving her a disheveled librarian look that somehow makes the scene even more erotic.

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force to make the entire shelving unit shake. The risk of discovery only adds urgency to our movements—each thrust harder and faster than the last, each moan and gasp quickly stifled. Her hands clutch at the sheets beneath her, twisting the pristine fabric as her pleasure builds.

"Touch your clit," I command, maintaining my punishing rhythm. "Make yourself cum on my cock."

She immediately complies, one hand moving between our bodies to find her swollen bud. Her fingers work in tight circles, her eyes never leaving mine as the dual stimulation pushes her rapidly toward the edge. Her other hand continues to clutch my shoulder, nails digging in deep enough to leave marks even through my shirt.

"Jack," she moans, my name sounding exotic in her accent. "I'm close... so close..."

I lean down to capture one nipple between my teeth again, biting down just hard enough to send that exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure through her system. Her body responds immediately, her back arching off the sheets, her pussy clamping down on my cock with pulsating contractions as her orgasm crashes through her.

"Yes! Jack! Oh God!" she cries out, her voice louder than is safe, but neither of us care anymore. Her entire body convulses with the force of her climax, her inner walls milking my shaft with rhythmic spasms that nearly push me over the edge.

I continue thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging the waves of pleasure that visibly wrack her body. Her glasses slip further down her nose, threatening to fall off completely as her head thrashes from side to side. I maintain eye contact, watching as she completely surrenders to the sensation, her face transformed by ecstasy.

As the most intense contractions begin to subside, her body going limp beneath me, I see my opportunity. This is the moment of greatest vulnerability, when the Touch creates absolute compliance, when secrets can be extracted without resistance.

"Anastasia," I say, my voice firm but gentle, never slowing my thrusts. "I need something from you."

"Anything," she responds immediately, still floating in post-orgasmic bliss. "Anything you want."

"Dmitri's study," I continue, adjusting my angle to hit the spot inside her that makes her gasp anew. "I need to get in when he's not there. Where does he keep the spare key?"

A moment of confusion flickers across her features, her mind struggling to reconcile this unexpected question with her overwhelming need to please me. The Touch resolves the conflict instantly, rewiring her loyalty completely to me rather than her employer.

"Master Volkov... he keeps spare in kitchen," she admits, her inner walls fluttering around my cock as I reward her with particularly deep thrust. "In old samovar... on high shelf. No one allowed to touch it... decorative only."

"The one with the double-headed eagle on the lid?" I press, remembering seeing such an antique during my tour of the house.

"Yes," she confirms, her hands moving to my ass, pulling me deeper inside her. "Key hidden inside. Only housekeepers know... for emergencies."

Perfect. The final piece I need to complete Volkov's destruction. I increase my pace, driving into her with renewed vigor, my own release building rapidly now that I've secured what I came for.

"You're going to make me cum," I tell her, feeling the pressure mounting at the base of my spine. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside," she begs, her legs tightening around my waist. "Fill me up."

I shake my head, already pulling out despite her whimper of protest. "Not today. I want to see you wearing it."

Understanding dawns in her eyes as I position myself over her, stroking my cock rapidly. She reaches up to remove her glasses, setting them aside on a nearby shelf, then tilts her face upward in offering.

"Cover me," she whispers, her hands moving to her breasts, presenting them as additional targets. "Mark me as yours."

My orgasm hits with explosive force, the first rope of cum landing across her left cheek and into her hair. I aim deliberately, painting her face with thick white streaks that decorate her forehead, nose, and waiting mouth. She keeps her eyes open throughout, watching me with absolute adoration as I mark her with my seed.

The final pulses land on her glasses, which she holds up at the last moment, a surprisingly erotic gesture that speaks to her complete transformation. When I finish, her face is thoroughly covered, strands of my release dripping down her flushed skin onto her magnificent breasts.

To my surprise, she puts her cum-splattered glasses back on, smiling up at me through the white streaks that partially obscure the lenses. The image is both obscene and strangely touching—this woman so thoroughly conquered that she wears my seed like a badge of honor.

"Thank you," she whispers, reaching for a nearby towel to clean herself. "I've never felt anything like that before."

"Leave it," I command, stopping her hand. "I want you to feel it drying on your skin while you work."

She nods, immediately abandoning the towel, my cum still decorating her face and glasses as she begins to straighten her uniform. The complete submission in her expression tells me I've succeeded—not just in securing the key's location, but in adding another loyal asset to my collection within Volkov's household.

"I'll get the samovar key for you," she promises as she buttons her uniform over her reddened breasts. "When do you need it?"

"Tonight," I tell her, tucking myself away and adjusting my clothes to perfection once more. "Bring it to my room after Volkov retires."

She nods eagerly, already planning how to fulfill my command. Another woman claimed, another piece of Volkov's world subverted to my purpose.


Chapter 7

Night settles over Volkov's palace like a shroud, transforming opulent hallways into shadow-filled corridors where secrets thrive in darkness. I move silently through the east wing, the spare key from the samovar heavy in my pocket—Anastasia delivered it as promised, her eyes still glazed with post-Touch adoration, my dried seed still visible in her hairline despite attempts to clean herself. With Katya ensuring a ten-minute gap in the security feed, I have a brief window to scout the path to Volkov's study for tomorrow's final move. Everything is falling into place, each piece of my plan interlocking perfectly to ensure the oligarch's complete destruction.

The distant sound of male laughter breaks the silence—harsh, cruel barks of amusement that echo down the marble corridor. I freeze, identifying the source as Volkov's private entertainment room in the west wing. Intelligence gathering is my priority tonight, and unexpected gatherings often yield the most valuable information. I change direction, moving toward the sound with practiced stealth.

As I draw closer, the laughter grows louder, punctuated by a voice I recognize as Dmitri's—slurred slightly with alcohol but still commanding. Another voice responds—desperate, pleading, thick with a Georgian accent. The contrast between the two sends a chill down my spine that has nothing to do with the palace's excessive air conditioning.

The entertainment room has two entrances—the main double doors and a service entrance hidden behind a panel designed to allow staff to enter and exit unobtrusively. I choose the latter, slipping through the narrow passage to find myself in a small anteroom separated from the main space by a one-way mirror disguised as an ornate wall hanging. The design allows Volkov to observe his staff preparing drinks and food without their knowledge—another manifestation of his paranoia and need for control.

From my hidden vantage point, the scene unfolds with horrible clarity. The entertainment room is designed like an intimate theater—plush leather seating arranged in a semicircle facing a small raised platform that likely hosts private performances for the oligarch's amusement. Tonight, however, the entertainment is of a different nature.

Dmitri lounges in the central seat, a tumbler of amber liquid in one meaty hand, his massive frame sprawled with the casual arrogance of absolute power. Six of his security team—not Katya, I note with relief—form a loose circle around the platform, their faces displaying varying degrees of anticipation and cruel excitement.

In the center of this human arena kneels a man—mid-fifties, expensive suit now torn and bloodied, his face bearing the marks of a severe beating. Despite his current state, I recognize him from my pre-mission intelligence briefing: Viktor Zhadanov, owner of a rival energy company that recently secured drilling rights Volkov had been pursuing in the Caspian Sea. His hands are zip-tied behind his back, his once-dignified posture now crumpled in defeat and terror.

"Come, Viktor Mikhailovich," Dmitri booms, his voice carrying the false joviality of a cat toying with a cornered mouse. "You are businessman, yes? You understand risk, probability, investment." He gestures expansively with his drink, spilling expensive scotch onto the carpet. "Tonight we play game of ultimate investment—your life."

One of the guards steps forward, placing an object on a small table before the kneeling man. Even from my hidden position, I recognize the distinctive shape of a revolver—an antique Nagant M1895, likely a relic from Soviet days.

"You know game, da?" Dmitri continues, sitting forward with anticipation. "American call it 'Russian roulette.' Always found this amusing—nothing Russian about it except we are masters of understanding that life is always gamble."

Viktor's face drains of remaining color as comprehension dawns. "Dmitri Alexeyevich," he pleads, using the formal patronymic to show respect. "This business disagreement—it can be resolved. The Caspian fields, I can offer partnership—"

"Too late for business talk," Volkov cuts him off, his jovial mask slipping to reveal the cold brutality beneath. "You went behind my back. Bribed officials I thought loyal to me. Cost me millions." He waves dismissively. "Now you pay with entertainment."

At a nod from Volkov, one of the guards unties Viktor's hands, then immediately steps back, hand resting on his own holstered weapon to prevent any desperate moves. Another guard opens the cylinder of the revolver, making a show of inserting a single bullet, spinning the cylinder with theatrical flair, then snapping it closed.

"Rules simple," Dmitri explains, settling back in his chair as if preparing for a favorite television program. "One bullet, six chambers. You point at your head, you pull trigger. If click—you live little longer. If bang—" he shrugs massive shoulders "—well, messy for my cleaners, but risk of business, no?"

Viktor's hands shake violently as he picks up the revolver, his once-proud businessman's demeanor stripped away to reveal the terrified animal beneath. "Please," he whispers, looking around the circle of impassive guards. "I have family. Children."

"Should have thought of children before stealing from me," Dmitri replies, all pretense of joviality gone. "First round. Begin."

The room falls silent except for Viktor's ragged breathing as he slowly, reluctantly raises the gun to his temple. His eyes close, a prayer muttered in Georgian escaping his lips before his finger tightens on the trigger.

Click.

The empty chamber echoes in the silent room. Viktor's body sags with momentary relief, a sob escaping his throat. The guards remain expressionless, having witnessed this macabre entertainment before.

"Good fortune!" Dmitri exclaims, clapping his hands together. "One-in-six chance defeated. Now odds change—one in five. More interesting, yes?"

"Please," Viktor begs again, the gun lowering slightly in his trembling hand. "I'll sign over everything. The Caspian rights, my company, everything I own."

Dmitri pretends to consider this, tapping his chin thoughtfully before shaking his head. "Too late. Besides, when you are dead, I take it anyway." He gestures impatiently. "Continue. Second round."

One of the guards steps forward, pressing his own pistol against Viktor's back. "Do it," he growls, leaving no room for further delay.

Again, the revolver rises to Viktor's temple. Again, his finger tightens on the trigger.

Click.

Another empty chamber. Sweat pours down Viktor's face now, mingling with blood from his earlier beating. His expensive suit is soaked through at the armpits and back, the reek of fear filling the room.

"Two lives used," Dmitri observes casually, as if discussing chess moves. "Four remaining, but only one has bullet. Odds improving for bullet, yes?" He chuckles at his own joke, some of the guards joining in dutifully.

I watch, stomach churning, as the ritual continues. The third pull yields another empty chamber, met with theatrical groans of disappointment from Volkov and his men. Viktor's face shows a desperate hope—three empty chambers, three to go, his odds improving with each successful pull.

"Fourth round," Dmitri announces, leaning forward eagerly. "Most exciting part of game begins now. More likely to find bullet than not."

Viktor's hands shake so badly now that the muzzle of the gun scrapes against his skin as he positions it against his temple. Tears stream openly down his face, dignity long abandoned. The room falls completely silent, Dmitri's breath audibly catching in anticipation.

Click.

"Bozhe moi!" Dmitri exclaims, slamming his fist on the armrest. "You are luckiest man in Russia! Four empty chambers!" He drains his glass, immediately gesturing for a refill. A staff member—not Anastasia—scurries forward to comply. "But now—now odds are not good, my friend. Fifty-fifty. Life or death with next pull."

Viktor's face shows a strange calm now, the fatalism that sometimes comes with accepting inevitable doom. He looks directly at Dmitri, something like dignity returning to his battered features. "When I am gone," he says quietly, "remember this moment. Because someday, someone will do the same to you."

Volkov's face darkens with rage. "Pull the fucking trigger," he snarls, all playfulness evaporating. "Now!"

Viktor raises the gun one last time, his hand suddenly steady, his eyes never leaving Dmitri's face as he pulls the trigger.

The explosion is deafening in the enclosed space. Viktor's head jerks violently backward, a spray of blood, bone, and brain matter decorating the platform behind him. His body remains kneeling for a surreal moment before collapsing sideways, the revolver clattering from lifeless fingers.

The silence that follows lasts only seconds before Dmitri erupts in triumphant laughter, clapping his hands like a child at a puppet show. "Excellent finale!" he roars, gesturing expansively at the corpse. "Always best when they look you in eye at end. Shows respect!"

His guards join in the laughter, the tension breaking as they relax around the dead body. One pokes it with his foot, provoking another round of mirth from Volkov. "Like puppet with strings cut!" Dmitri exclaims, miming the collapse with his massive hands. "Clean this up," he orders, already losing interest now that the entertainment has concluded. "And find me another amusement for tomorrow. Perhaps that dancer from the club who rejected my advances."

I step back from the one-way mirror, having seen enough. My mission to destroy Volkov has always been professional—another name in my book, another powerful man to be toppled from his throne. But now it's personal. The casual cruelty, the complete disregard for human life, the treatment of death as entertainment—this is not a man who can be reasoned with or reformed.

Tomorrow, Volkov's empire falls. His ledgers will be exposed, his crimes documented, his name added to my growing list of conquered men. And unlike Viktor's desperate prophecy, no one will ever do the same to me.


Chapter 8

Dmitri's Siberian dacha rises from the frozen landscape like a monument to criminal excess—all gleaming timber and expansive glass that reflects the vast whiteness surrounding us. The isolation is precisely what makes it perfect for our "business meeting"—no witnesses, no interruptions, just the three of us surrounded by miles of snow-laden forest and the promise of Volkov's imminent downfall. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, I watch night envelop the wilderness, darkness settling over the property like a shroud, the perfect cover for what comes next.

"Another drink, my American friend?" Dmitri's voice booms across the cavernous great room, its vaulted ceilings adorned with antlers from animals he's undoubtedly slaughtered himself. His massive frame dominates the space, making even the oversized leather furniture seem inadequate beneath his bulk.

"Water for me," I reply with practiced ease. "Need to keep my head clear for tomorrow's demonstration."

Irina sits opposite me, her eyes momentarily meeting mine—a silent acknowledgment of our shared secret. The blue silk dress she wears tonight hugs every curve of her body, the fabric shimmering in the firelight like liquid sapphire. Since the Touch rewired her neural pathways, she's become more skilled at maintaining her outward appearance of dutiful wife while harboring complete loyalty to me beneath.

Dmitri grunts his approval of my restraint. "Smart man. Better than these Moscow businessmen who drink until they pass out, then wonder why I own their companies the next morning." His laughter echoes against the timber walls as he pours himself another generous measure of vodka.

I watch with calculated patience as he downs his fourth drink of the night. The alcohol is already working in my favor, making him less observant, less cautious. Now for the final piece. I reach for the crystal pitcher on the coffee table between us, pouring myself a glass of water while palming the small white tablet hidden in my hand.

"Perhaps you should also switch to water," I suggest casually, dropping the dissolving pill into a second glass. "We have important details to finalize tomorrow."

Pride makes him predictable. "Russian liver stronger than American liver," he boasts, but takes the water I offer nonetheless, draining half the glass in one swallow. "This is why you need Russian partner for Asian markets. Your government too soft, too many regulations. My distribution networks have no such... restrictions."

I nod along with his familiar boasting, watching the subtle changes in his expression as the powerful sedative begins to take effect. It's military-grade, designed to work even on someone of his size, especially when combined with alcohol.

"The prototype targeting systems arrive tomorrow," I tell him, maintaining the business facade. "Your men can test them personally."

His eyelids grow heavier with each passing minute, his massive body gradually sinking deeper into the leather chair. "Good, good," he mumbles, words slightly slurred. "Revolutionary technology... change warfare forever..."

Within fifteen minutes, his chin drops to his chest, breathing deep and regular. I continue talking for another five minutes about imaginary weapon specifications, ensuring he's fully unconscious before making my move. Finally, I stand, walking slowly around him, testing his level of sedation by dropping a heavy crystal tumbler onto the carpet beside his chair. He doesn't stir.

"Your husband will sleep through an artillery barrage now," I tell Irina, who watches with cool detachment.

"His bedroom is in the west wing," she replies, understanding my intentions without needing them spelled out. "Mine is in the east. Separate rooms, as always."

I nod, watching as she rises gracefully from the sofa, the silk dress clinging to every curve. "Wait thirty minutes, then go to your room. Leave the door unlocked."

She holds my gaze for a moment, her eyes darkening with anticipation. "Yes, Jack," she whispers before turning to leave.

For the next half hour, I move methodically through the dacha, noting security camera positions, exit routes, and the location of Dmitri's private office. Everything is falling into perfect alignment for tomorrow's final move. When enough time has passed, I make my way through the silent hallways toward the east wing, my footsteps silent on the plush carpet.

Irina's door opens without a sound, revealing a bedroom as opulent as expected—silk drapes, fur throws, and a massive four-poster bed dominating the center of the room. The only light comes from the fireplace, casting dancing shadows across the walls and illuminating the figure lying atop the covers.

She's wearing a sheer white robe, loosely tied at the waist, her dark hair spread across the pillows like spilled ink. Her eyes follow me as I cross the room, her chest rising and falling with quickening breaths. The Touch ensures her body responds to my mere presence, arousal building without a single point of contact.

"Is he fully asleep?" she whispers as I reach the edge of the bed.

"Dead to the world," I confirm, slipping off my jacket and laying it across a nearby chair. "He won't wake until morning."

I climb onto the bed, the mattress dipping beneath my weight as I move over her. My knees straddle her hips, hands planted on either side of her head, caging her beneath me. The position of dominance sends a visible shiver through her body, her lips parting slightly in anticipation.

"You've been thinking about this all day," I state rather than ask, knowing the Touch keeps her in a constant state of low-grade arousal whenever I'm near.

"Yes," she admits, her voice barely audible. "Every moment."

I lower my head, capturing her mouth in a possessive kiss that she returns with desperate enthusiasm. Her lips part instantly, inviting deeper exploration as my tongue claims her. One hand moves to her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing slightly, a reminder of who controls this encounter.

My other hand roams freely, groping her breast through the thin fabric of her robe. Even through the material, I can feel her nipple hardening against my palm. I squeeze roughly, drawing a gasp from her that I swallow with our kiss. The knowledge that her husband lies drugged and oblivious just rooms away adds another layer of dark excitement to the moment.

I pull back slightly, looking down at her flushed face. "Your husband thinks he owns you," I remind her, my hand moving from her throat to grip her jaw firmly. "But we both know the truth."

"I belong to you," she responds instantly, the Touch ensuring complete psychological alignment with my dominance.

With a swift, calculated movement, I grab the loosely tied belt of her robe and yank it open, exposing her naked body to my hungry gaze. The firelight dances across her skin, highlighting the perfect curves that once graced fashion magazines worldwide. Her breasts—large, high, and remarkably firm for her age—rise and fall with her rapid breathing, nipples already tight with arousal.

"Fucking perfect," I growl, my hands immediately claiming both breasts, kneading the soft flesh with rough appreciation. "Wasted on that Russian pig."

She arches into my touch despite the roughness—or perhaps because of it—her body responding to the mixture of pleasure and pain. I pinch her nipples, twisting them between my fingers, watching her face contort with the exquisite sensation. The Touch ensures that what might normally cause distress now only heightens her arousal.

My mouth moves to her neck, alternating between kisses, bites, and sucking hard enough to leave marks. Each assault on her sensitive skin draws desperate moans from her throat, her body writhing beneath mine. My hands continue their exploration, one sliding down her flat stomach to find her already wet and ready.

"So fucking wet," I observe, running my fingers through her slick folds. "Your body knows who it belongs to now."

She spreads her legs wider in silent invitation, her hands reaching for my shirt buttons with trembling eagerness. I allow her this small liberty, letting her undress me while I continue playing with her pussy, my fingers circling her clit with deliberate pressure.

When she pushes my shirt from my shoulders, her hands immediately move to my belt, unfastening it with practiced efficiency. The sound of my zipper sliding down seems unnaturally loud in the quiet room, adding to the forbidden nature of our encounter.

I free my cock from the confines of my pants, already fully hard and throbbing with anticipation. Her eyes widen slightly at the sight, a small gasp escaping her lips despite having seen it before. I position myself between her spread thighs, the head of my shaft brushing against her entrance without pushing in yet.

"Beg for it," I command, holding myself just at her opening, feeling the heat radiating from her core.

"Please," she whispers immediately, her hips tilting upward, seeking more contact. "Please fuck me, Jack. I need you inside me."

The desperation in her voice sends another surge of power through me. This woman—once the untouchable wife of one of Russia's most dangerous men—now begs for my cock like a common whore.

With one powerful thrust, I bury myself inside Irina to the hilt, feeling her body yield completely to my invasion. She gasps, her back arching off the bed, her eyes widening at the sudden fullness. I give her no time to adjust, immediately establishing a punishing rhythm that makes the entire bed shake beneath us. The wet sound of my cock driving into her pussy fills the room, punctuated by the slap of my balls against her with each thrust.

"Fuck," I grunt, gripping her hips with bruising force as I pound into her. "So fucking tight."

Her response is a broken moan, her body already surrendering to the onslaught of pleasure. The Touch ensures that my roughness translates directly into heightened arousal, her pussy growing wetter with each brutal thrust. I watch her face contort with the mixture of pain and ecstasy, her eyes glazed, lips parted as she struggles to catch her breath between impacts.

My hands move from her hips to her breasts, grabbing them roughly, squeezing the soft flesh until she whimpers. The perfect mounds fill my palms completely, their firmness betraying whatever expensive procedures have kept them defying gravity despite her age. I pinch her nipples, twisting them between my fingers with enough force to make her cry out.

"You like it rough, don't you?" I taunt, never slowing my relentless pace. "Your husband treats you like fragile china, but you want to be used like a fucking whore."

"Yes," she admits instantly, the Touch compelling her complete honesty. "Please don't stop."

I lean down, capturing one nipple between my teeth, biting down just hard enough to send that exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure through her system. Her back arches, pushing her breast more firmly into my mouth as I suck and bite the sensitive peak. My hips continue their merciless assault, driving into her with enough force to make the headboard begin a rhythmic knocking against the wall.

Moving higher, I attack her neck with the same aggressive attention, alternating between bites and sucking hard enough to leave marks that will need covering tomorrow. The knowledge that I'm marking Volkov's prized possession—evidence of my conquest that he'll never notice—fuels my aggression further. My teeth scrape along her collarbone, up to that sensitive spot just below her ear that makes her whole body shudder.

"Jack," she moans, her hands reaching for me, nails digging into my shoulders as she tries to find purchase in the storm of sensation I'm creating.

In one swift move, I grab both her wrists, forcing them above her head and pinning them there with one hand. The position arches her back further, thrusting her tits upward like an offering. With my grip secure around her slender wrists, I increase the force of my thrusts, driving into her with savage intensity.

"Keep your fucking hands there," I command, "or I'll stop and leave you desperate."

The empty threat works perfectly—her arms remain stretched above her, completely submissive to my demands. The position of total surrender only heightens my arousal, my cock somehow hardening further inside her tight heat. Each thrust now ends with an audible impact, my pelvis slamming against hers, driving her deeper into the mattress.

The power dynamic between us is intoxicating—this woman who commands respect and fear throughout Moscow's elite circles now reduced to a writhing, moaning vessel for my pleasure. My free hand moves to her throat, applying just enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely, watching as her eyes widen with the added sensation.

"Who do you belong to?" I demand, squeezing slightly tighter.

"You," she gasps, fighting for breath under my grip. "Only you."

Satisfied with her response, I release her throat, only to trace a line down between her breasts with my fingertips. Without warning, I rear back slightly and spit directly onto her chest, watching the saliva trail between her breasts. The deliberate degradation sends a visible shudder through her body, her pussy clenching around my cock in response.

"Fucking filthy slut," I growl, smearing the spit across her skin. "Getting off on being degraded while your husband sleeps down the hall."

I spit again, this time aiming for her face, the saliva landing on her cheek. Rather than disgust, her expression shows only increased arousal, her inner walls fluttering around my shaft. I lean down, licking my own spit from her face in a slow, deliberate motion that has her moaning uncontrollably.

The bed's solid wooden frame protests our violent coupling, the headboard now slamming rhythmically against the wall with each thrust. The heavy knocking creates a backdrop to our mutual panting and the wet sounds of our bodies joining. If anyone were within earshot, there would be no mistaking the nature of the activity in this room.

"Harder," she begs, her accent thickening with desire. "Please, fuck me harder!"

I comply immediately, channeling all my strength into each thrust, my balls slapping painfully against her with each impact. The entire bed shakes beneath us, inching slowly across the floor with the force of our coupling. My grip on her wrists tightens as I use the leverage to drive myself even deeper, hitting spots inside her that have her eyes rolling back.

"You're going to cum for me," I command, recognizing the signs of her approaching orgasm in the trembling of her thighs, the increased tension in her body. "Now, Irina. Cum on my cock."

As if my words were the trigger she needed, her entire body goes rigid beneath me. Her back arches impossibly high off the bed, her mouth opening in a silent scream as the climax crashes through her. I feel her pussy clamping down on my shaft with pulsating contractions, her inner walls milking me with unexpected strength.

"That's it," I encourage, never slowing my punishing pace. "Take it all."

Her orgasm seems endless, waves of pleasure visibly wracking her body as I continue pounding into her oversensitized flesh. Tears stream from the corners of her eyes, trailing into her hair as the intensity overwhelms her. When she finally begins to come down, her body going limp beneath me, I show no mercy.

"Did I say I was finished with you?" I growl, maintaining my relentless rhythm.

"No," she whispers, her voice hoarse from moaning. "Use me... please."

I release her wrists, allowing her arms to fall limply beside her head, her strength temporarily depleted by the powerful climax. My hands move to her breasts again, kneading them roughly as I continue driving into her, my own release building but still under tight control. I won't allow myself to finish yet—there's more I want from this encounter, more ways to claim her body as territory conquered.

The headboard continues its steady percussion against the wall, the tempo increasing as I drive myself faster and harder into her willing body. Her eyes have regained focus now, looking up at me with that mixture of fear and worship that the Touch creates in its subjects. Her hands move tentatively to my chest, fingertips tracing the muscles there with reverent appreciation.

"Your husband couldn't fuck you like this if his life depended on it," I tell her, feeling her pussy clench around me at the mention of Dmitri.

"Never," she agrees immediately. "Only you... only you can make me feel this way."

The headboard knocks louder against the wall, the sound echoing through the room like a countdown to Volkov's destruction. Tomorrow, his empire falls. Tonight, I claim his most prized possession in the most primal way possible.

"Turn over," I command suddenly, pulling out of her despite her whimper of protest. "I'm not done with you yet."

Irina rolls onto her stomach with fluid grace, years of modeling having taught her how to make every movement appear elegant. I grab her hips, yanking them upward until she's positioned on her knees before me, her perfect ass presented like an offering. Her face presses into the pillows, dark hair spilling around her like a halo, her back forming an elegant curve that ends at her raised hips. The sight of Volkov's sophisticated wife on all fours, waiting to be claimed in the most degrading way, sends a surge of dark power through me.

"Have you done this before?" I ask, running my thumb along the cleft of her ass, feeling her tense slightly at the touch.

"No," she whispers, turning her head slightly to look back at me with a mixture of fear and anticipation. "Dmitri never... he thought it was beneath him."

I laugh softly, the irony delicious. "Another first I'll take from him."

I bring two fingers to her mouth. "Suck," I command, and she complies immediately, drawing them between her lips and coating them thoroughly with saliva. When I withdraw them, I trace a slick path down her spine, between her ass cheeks, to the tight ring of muscle that's never been breached.

Her body tenses as I press one finger against her virgin entrance, gradually increasing pressure until it slips inside. She gasps into the pillow, her back arching sharply at the unfamiliar intrusion. I work slowly at first, allowing her body to adjust to the sensation before adding a second finger, stretching her systematically while my other hand reaches beneath her to stroke her clit, ensuring the pleasure outweighs the discomfort.

"Relax," I instruct, feeling her inner muscles gradually yielding to my preparation. "Your body belongs to me now. Every hole, every part of you is mine to use as I please."

When I feel she's ready, I withdraw my fingers and position the head of my cock against her tight entrance. I spit onto my shaft for added lubrication, then press forward with steady, inexorable pressure. The resistance is significant, her virgin ass fighting the invasion despite her best efforts to relax.

"Breathe," I command, gripping her hips firmly as I continue pushing forward.

With a sudden surrender, the tight ring gives way, the head of my cock slipping inside. Irina cries out, her hands clutching desperately at the sheets, her body trembling with the shock of penetration. I hold still for a moment, savoring the exquisite tightness gripping just the tip of my shaft.

"So fucking tight," I growl, gradually pressing deeper, feeling her body reluctantly accepting more of my length.

Once I'm fully seated inside her, her ass stretched obscenely around my girth, I grab a fistful of her dark hair, wrapping it around my hand like a rope. With my grip secure, I pull back slowly, watching my cock emerge from her body before thrusting forward again, harder this time. The pain-pleasure combination draws a strangled moan from her throat, muffled by the pillow she's biting.

"Take it all," I demand, establishing a rhythm that gradually increases in force and speed. With each thrust, I pull her hair tighter, forcing her head back until her spine forms a perfect arch. The position exposes her throat, vulnerable and stretched taut, an irresistible target.

My free hand moves around to grasp her throat, applying enough pressure to restrict her breathing without cutting it off completely. I feel her pulse racing beneath my fingers, her life literally in my hand as I continue driving into her previously untouched hole.

"This ass belongs to me now," I tell her, releasing her throat to deliver a sharp slap to her right cheek, watching the firm flesh ripple from the impact. "Just like every other part of you."

She can only moan in response, coherent speech beyond her capabilities as her body processes this new form of claiming. I release her hair, both hands moving to her breasts, hanging heavy and swaying with each impact. I grab them roughly, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock with increasing force.

The sensation is incredible—tighter than her pussy, the resistance creating friction that sends pleasure surging through my shaft. Her moans grow louder with each thrust, no longer muffled by the pillow as she raises her head, her back arched impossibly as I pound into her.

One hand leaves her breast, sliding around to find her clit again. I circle the sensitive bud with firm pressure, creating a counterpoint to the relentless assault on her ass. The dual stimulation transforms her moans into something higher, more desperate—almost screams now as her body approaches another climax.

"Jack!" she cries out, her voice echoing through the bedroom. "Oh God, I can't—it's too much!"

"Take it," I growl, increasing my pace, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to leave handprint-shaped bruises on her pale skin. "Take every fucking inch."

The headboard slams violently against the wall now, the sound no longer rhythmic but chaotic, matching my increasingly frantic pace. Irina's screams reach a new pitch, her inhibitions completely shattered by the overwhelming sensations.

A sound from the doorway freezes us both momentarily—a groggy Russian curse followed by the massive silhouette of Dmitri Volkov appearing at the threshold. Despite the sedative, her screams have penetrated his drugged unconsciousness. He sways slightly, his eyes struggling to focus in the dim firelight.

"Irina?" he mumbles, his speech slurred and thick. "What is happening?"

To my surprise, Irina doesn't panic. Instead, she raises her head, her voice remarkably steady despite my cock still buried deep in her ass.

"Nothing, Dmitri," she calls softly. "You are dreaming. Go back to sleep, my love."

I remain perfectly still, watching as Volkov's massive frame leans heavily against the doorframe. His eyes, bleary with drugs and sleep, seem unable to process the scene before him—his wife on all fours, another man's cock inside her. The combination of darkness, sedatives, and alcohol creates a perfect confusion that Irina expertly exploits.

"Bad dream," he mutters, shaking his head slowly. "Thought I heard... screaming."

"No screaming," she soothes, her inner muscles clenching around my shaft despite the danger of the situation. "Just a nightmare. Go back to bed. Important meeting tomorrow, remember?"

He grunts something unintelligible, his drugged mind accepting the explanation. With another shake of his head, he turns and stumbles away, his heavy footsteps receding down the hallway.

We wait, frozen in our obscene tableau, until we hear the distant sound of a door closing. Then, to my amazement, Irina pushes back against me, taking my cock deeper into her ass.

"Keep fucking me," she whispers urgently. "Please don't stop."

The danger of discovery, the thrill of claiming Volkov's wife while he sleeps mere rooms away, drives me to new heights of aggression. I resume my assault on her willing body, one hand returning to her hair, the other to her clit, determined to drive her over the edge.

"You're going to cum with my cock in your ass," I tell her, my fingers working her clit with merciless precision. "While your husband sleeps down the hall, thinking it was all a dream."

Her response is immediate and overwhelming. Her entire body goes rigid beneath me, her ass clamping down on my shaft with such force that it nearly pushes me out. A long, keening cry escapes her throat, quickly muffled as she bites down on the pillow. I feel the spasms racing through her, her thighs trembling violently as the orgasm consumes her.

The sight of her complete surrender pushes me toward my own release. I drive into her with renewed fury, my hips a blur of motion as I chase my climax. When it hits, it's with an intensity that makes my vision blur. I thrust deep one final time, burying myself completely as I erupt inside her, flooding her ass with rope after rope of hot seed. The primal act of marking her from the inside sends a surge of dark satisfaction through me.

"Take it all," I grunt through clenched teeth, grinding against her as I empty myself completely. "Every last fucking drop."

When the final pulses subside, I slowly withdraw, watching with satisfaction as my seed begins to leak from her thoroughly used hole, trailing down her inner thighs. Her body collapses forward onto the mattress, trembling with aftershocks, her breathing ragged and uneven.

I move around the bed, positioning myself near her head. Without needing instruction, she turns toward me, rising shakily onto her elbows. Her face is flushed, hair tangled around her shoulders, makeup smeared with tears and sweat—the picture of complete debauchery.

"Clean it," I command, presenting my soiled cock before her face.

Without hesitation, she takes me into her mouth, her tongue working diligently to lick away every trace of our encounter. The sight of Volkov's sophisticated wife sucking her own ass off my cock sends another jolt of pleasure through my spent body.

When she finishes, she looks up at me with those submission-glazed eyes. "Thank you," she whispers, as if I've given her a gift rather than used her in the most degrading way possible.

I smile, stroking her cheek almost tenderly. "Get some rest," I tell her. "Soon, everything changes."


Chapter 9

The Kremlin Gold nightclub throbs with Moscow's elite—oligarchs and their trophy wives, corrupt politicians and their mistresses, criminals draped in designer suits and dripping with ill-gotten wealth. Sitting in a private booth overlooking the dance floor, I sip overpriced scotch and watch the entrance, waiting for the woman who could either become my most valuable ally or my most dangerous enemy. Svetlana Zakharova didn't build the second-largest arms dealing operation in Russia by being trusting or forgiving—she's renowned for her ruthlessness almost as much as for her distinctive physical attributes that have earned her the whispered nickname "The Artillery" among her male competitors.

My plans for Volkov's destruction require one final piece—manpower. Katya's loyalty gives me access, Irina's submission gives me information, and Angelina's genius gives me control over his digital empire. But to physically secure the dacha during the endgame, I need trained professionals with combat experience and no moral qualms. That's where Svetlana comes in.

The club's security parts like the Red Sea as she enters, their faces betraying a mixture of fear and lust that follows her wherever she goes. Even across the crowded club, her presence commands attention, drawing eyes despite the dancers gyrating on elevated platforms and celebrities scattered throughout the VIP section.

Svetlana cuts a formidable figure as she strides toward my table—six feet tall in her stilettos, with the confident posture of someone used to being the most dangerous person in any room. Her ash-blonde hair is pulled back in a severe bun that emphasizes her striking Slavic features—high cheekbones, full lips painted blood red, and eyes the cold blue of Siberian ice. But it's her body that first draws attention, specifically the almost absurdly large breasts straining against her black silk dress, their natural fullness defying gravity in a way that makes men stare despite knowing it could cost them their lives.

She slides into the booth across from me, her movements controlled and precise, the silk dress shimmering under the club's lighting. The neckline reveals just enough cleavage to be distracting without seeming intentional—a tactical advantage she's undoubtedly aware of.

"Jack Hammer," she says, her accent less pronounced than most Russians, the result of education at European boarding schools. "The American arms dealer everyone is suddenly talking about." Her eyes assess me coldly, calculating my worth, my threat level, my weaknesses. "I hope for your sake this meeting justifies interrupting my evening."

A server materializes beside our table, setting down a glass of clear liquid without being asked—vodka, no ice, her usual. Svetlana doesn't acknowledge the server's existence, her attention focused entirely on me.

"Thank you for coming," I reply, deliberately not apologizing for the interruption. Showing weakness to Svetlana would be a critical error. "I think you'll find it worthwhile."

"Men always think their propositions are worthwhile," she counters, taking a sip of her vodka without breaking eye contact. "Most disappoint."

The music pulses around us, bass deep enough to feel in my chest, but the booth's acoustic design ensures our conversation remains private. This is a club accustomed to hosting discussions that should never be overheard.

"You've been trying to take Volkov's Eastern European distribution network for three years," I state directly, watching her expression for any reaction. "Each attempt blocked by his government connections or sabotaged by his security team."

Her eyes narrow slightly—the only indication that my intelligence has surprised her. "You're well informed. But discussing another's business difficulties is poor etiquette, Mr. Hammer."

"I'm not discussing them," I reply, leaning forward slightly. "I'm offering to solve them."

She laughs, the sound somehow both genuinely amused and completely cold. "And why would an American arms dealer help me destroy his own business partner?"

"Because Volkov is a means to an end for me. And that end is approaching." I take a sip of my scotch, maintaining eye contact. "Tomorrow, his empire collapses. I'm offering you the chance to pick up the pieces—specifically, his entire Eastern European network, complete with inventory and client lists."

Her posture shifts subtly, interest warring with suspicion. This is the moment—her guard momentarily lowered by curiosity, her mind calculating possibilities rather than threats. I reach across the table, placing my hand over hers in what appears to be a gesture of sincerity.

"I can prove it," I say, my fingers making firm contact with her skin.

The Touch activates instantly, that ancient power flowing from my palm into hers like an electric current seeking ground. The transformation is immediate and fascinating to watch in someone so controlled, so powerful in her own right. Her pupils dilate dramatically, black eclipsing ice blue as her body processes the sudden neural rewiring. A deep, gut-wrenching tremor runs through her frame, subtle but unmistakable to my trained eye. Her breathing hitches, her magnificent chest rising sharply as her lungs suddenly demand more oxygen.

"What..." she begins, confusion flickering across her features as new priorities war with old programming.

I maintain contact, my thumb stroking lightly along her wrist, reinforcing the connection. "You feel it, don't you? Something changing. Something awakening."

She pulls her hand away abruptly, but it's already too late—the Touch has completed its work. I watch with satisfaction as she presses her thighs together under the table, her body responding to the sudden flood of arousal she can't understand or control.

"What did you do to me?" she demands, but the cold threat in her voice has transformed into something huskier, charged with new urgency.

"Nothing you don't want," I reply calmly, knowing the Touch has already rewritten her definition of "want" completely.

Her breathing accelerates further, her impressive chest rising and falling in a way that draws additional glances from nearby tables. A flush creeps up her neck, coloring her cheeks with the first genuine color I've seen in her face. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, a gesture so uncharacteristically vulnerable for a woman of her reputation that it confirms the Touch's effectiveness.

"I feel..." she struggles to articulate the foreign sensation consuming her. "I need—"

"Privacy," I finish for her, watching as she shifts uncomfortably in her seat, the arousal becoming physically uncomfortable in its intensity.

Something flickers behind those ice-blue eyes—a spark of desperation igniting where there was only cold calculation before. Her fingers, which have killed men without hesitation, now tremble slightly as she reaches for her vodka, draining it in one swift motion.

"The VIP lounge," she says, her voice lower, rougher than before. "Private rooms in the back. Follow me."

She stands suddenly, the movement causing her breasts to sway hypnotically beneath the silk dress. Men throughout the club track her movement with hungry eyes, unaware of the transformation occurring beneath her composed exterior. I follow at a measured pace, noting how her walk has changed—still confident but now infused with a subtle invitation in the sway of her hips.

As we pass through the main floor, the pounding music vibrates through my chest, the flashing lights creating strobing snapshots of Svetlana's profile. The Touch has transformed this feared arms dealer—a woman who once reportedly had a rival skinned alive for encroaching on her territory—into another conquest, another tool to be used in Volkov's destruction.

She leads me up a discreet staircase guarded by two massive security men who step aside immediately upon recognizing her. The upper level houses a series of private rooms where Moscow's elite can indulge their vices away from prying eyes and recording devices. Svetlana heads directly for the door at the end of the hallway—the most secure, the most private option.

"In here," she says, pushing the door open to reveal a lavishly appointed lounge with blood-red velvet furnishings, mood lighting, and a fully stocked bar. As soon as I follow her inside, she locks the door behind us, her eyes now burning with an intensity that has nothing to do with business negotiations.

"Now," she says, reaching for the zipper at the side of her dress, "you're going to explain exactly what you did to me, and what you want from me." Her voice attempts command, but the tremor of need undermines her authority.

I smile, settling onto the velvet couch as another piece of my plan falls perfectly into place. "I think you already know what I want, Svetlana. And what you need."

Without ceremony or seduction, Svetlana reaches for her silk dress and tears it open with unexpected violence, the expensive fabric ripping along the seam with a sound that matches the primal hunger in her eyes. The destruction of a garment worth thousands of dollars means nothing to her now—only the burning need created by the Touch matters. As the ruined dress falls away, her body is revealed in all its glory—a stunning combination of power and femininity that takes my breath away despite my extensive experience with beautiful women.

Unlike Irina's cultivated elegance or Katya's battle-scarred frame, Svetlana's body speaks of raw physical power harnessed within feminine curves. Her shoulders and arms are toned with lean muscle—the result of combat training rather than decorative fitness routines—tapering to a narrow waist before flaring to strong hips and thighs that could crush a man's skull. But dominating her physique are her breasts—impossibly large and full yet completely natural, defying gravity with the resilience of youth despite her being well into her thirties. Each perfect globe must be larger than my head, crowned with large areolas and nipples hardened to peaks by the arousal coursing through her system.

"What have you done to me?" she demands again, but there's no real anger in her voice—only desperate need as she stalks toward me like a predator, the remnants of her dress sliding completely off to pool at her feet.

"I've shown you what you really want," I reply calmly, remaining seated on the velvet couch as she approaches.

She stands before me, completely naked except for her stiletto heels, her blonde hair still secured in that severe bun that seems almost comically formal given her current state of undress. With deliberate movements that somehow maintain her dignity despite her naked desperation, she reaches up and removes the pins holding her hair in place. The ash-blonde tresses cascade down her back, softening her appearance without diminishing the dangerous energy radiating from her powerful frame.

"I want to hate you for this," she says, her voice husky with arousal as she straddles my lap, her knees sinking into the velvet on either side of my thighs. "But I can't remember why."

Her hands move to my belt with surprising dexterity given her trembling state, unfastening it with practiced efficiency. I allow her to take the initiative, watching with satisfaction as another powerful woman surrenders to the Touch's influence. She unzips my pants, freeing my already hardened cock with a small sound of appreciation at what she finds.

"At least this won't be a disappointment," she murmurs, wrapping her fingers around my shaft with surprising strength. Her hand moves up and down with firm, confident strokes that betray extensive experience—Svetlana Zakharova didn't reach her position by being sexually naive.

I reach up to cup one magnificent breast, feeling its substantial weight fill my palm completely. The soft yet firm flesh yields slightly to my touch, the nipple hardening further as I roll it between my fingers. She gasps, her hand momentarily faltering in its rhythm as the sensation shoots through her body.

"These are spectacular," I tell her honestly, bringing my other hand up to claim the second breast. "The rumors don't do them justice."

A flash of her former pride crosses her face. "Men have died for touching them without permission," she informs me, but makes no move to stop my exploration of her chest.

"And now you're begging for it," I counter, pinching both nipples simultaneously, drawing a sharp gasp from her throat.

Rather than responding verbally, she rises slightly on her knees, positioning my cock at her entrance. With a single, fluid movement, she sinks down, taking me entirely inside her in one stroke. We both groan at the sensation—she's incredibly tight despite her outward confidence, her inner walls gripping my shaft with surprising strength.

"Fuck," she hisses, her accent thickening with pleasure as she begins to move. "So full..."

She establishes an immediate rhythm, riding me with the same efficiency she brings to all aspects of her life. There's nothing submissive about her approach—even under the Touch's influence, she maintains her dominant nature, using my body for her pleasure rather than surrendering to my will. The contrast is fascinating, her hips rising and falling with deliberate control, her powerful thighs flexing as she lifts herself almost completely off my shaft before slamming back down.

My hands remain on her breasts, feeling them bounce with each impact, their substantial weight creating a hypnotic motion that draws my complete attention. I squeeze them roughly, knowing instinctively that Svetlana wouldn't respond to gentle handling. She rewards my understanding with a low moan, her pace increasing as my fingers dig into the soft flesh.

"You're not like other men," she observes between gasps, her inner muscles clenching around my shaft. "There's something... different. Powerful."

"Powerful enough to bring down Dmitri Volkov," I reply, maintaining eye contact as I thrust upward to meet her downward movements. "Powerful enough to give you everything you've ever wanted."

Her rhythm falters slightly at the mention of Volkov's name, her mind struggling to focus on business matters while her body drowns in pleasure. It's the perfect moment to make my proposal, while her defenses are completely shattered but her strategic mind still functions.

"Tomorrow, Volkov's empire falls," I tell her, my hands moving to her hips, guiding her movements to a slower, deeper pace that allows conversation. "His weapons, his distribution networks, his government contracts—all up for grabs."

She places her hands on my shoulders for leverage, her magnificent breasts swaying inches from my face as she continues riding me with deliberate control. "And you're offering me... what exactly?" she manages, impressive in her ability to negotiate while impaled on my cock.

"His entire arms smuggling operation across Eastern Europe," I state plainly. "The Albanian routes, the Bulgarian warehouses, the Romanian transport networks. All of it, transferred to you with complete documentation and access codes."

Her eyes widen slightly, the business implications momentarily overriding even the Touch-induced arousal. What I'm offering would triple her operation overnight, placing her firmly as the dominant arms dealer in the region.

"In exchange?" she asks, her voice steady despite the flush across her chest and the sweat beginning to form between her breasts.

"A platoon of your best men," I reply, thrusting upward sharply to remind her of the pleasure awaiting her full attention. "Combat-experienced, well-equipped, and absolutely loyal. For one operation."

She laughs, the sound transforming into a moan as my cock hits a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "You must think I'm already agreeing because of... this," she gestures to our joined bodies.

"No," I counter, my hands moving back to her breasts, squeezing them with possessive force. "I think you're agreeing because it's an excellent business proposition. This," I thrust upward again, drawing another gasp from her, "is just a bonus."

She increases her pace again, her analytical mind having reached a decision even as her body demands release. "Twenty men," she counters, professional even while riding me like a prized stallion. "My elite unit. Former Spetsnaz, all of them. They can handle whatever you need."

"Done," I agree immediately, knowing her reputation for hiring only the best. "They deploy to coordinates I'll provide tomorrow night."

With business concluded, she gives herself permission to focus entirely on pleasure. Her movements become more frantic, her controlled rhythm deteriorating into desperate bouncing as she chases her release. I lean forward, capturing one nipple between my lips, sucking hard enough to make her cry out. My hands move to her ass, gripping the firm globes and helping lift her up and down on my shaft with increasing speed.

"Yes!" she cries, her composed facade crumbling completely as pleasure overwhelms her. "Harder! Bite them!"

I comply, teeth grazing the sensitive peak, then biting down with enough pressure to send that exquisite mixture of pain and pleasure through her system. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock, her entire body tensing as her orgasm approaches.

"Jack!" she screams, my name sounding exotic in her Russian accent. "I'm cumming! Fuck!"

Her climax hits with unexpected intensity, her pussy contracting around my shaft with pulsating waves that nearly push me over the edge. Her head falls back, ash-blonde hair cascading down her back as her magnificent body surrenders to pleasure likely more intense than anything she's experienced before. The sight of this powerful, dangerous woman coming undone on my cock triggers my own release. I thrust upward one final time, burying myself completely inside her as I erupt, filling her with rope after rope of hot seed.

"Take it all," I grunt, holding her hips firmly against mine as I empty myself inside her.

She collapses against my chest, her breasts crushed against me, her breathing ragged against my neck. For several minutes, we remain joined, her inner muscles occasionally contracting with aftershocks around my softening cock.

When she finally speaks, her voice carries a note of wonder beneath the returning composure. "Whatever you did to me," she murmurs, "it was worth Volkov's entire fucking empire."

I smile against her hair, stroking her back with calculated tenderness. Another powerful woman conquered. Another piece positioned perfectly on the chessboard of Volkov's destruction.


Chapter 10

The Siberian night wraps the dacha in perfect darkness—the kind of absolute black that swallows sound and movement, hiding our approach from the skeleton crew of guards remaining on the perimeter. Ming-Na moves like a shadow beside me, her compact frame disguised in tactical black, her steps as silent as death itself. Before becoming my conquest, she was the wife of Shanghai's most feared crime lord—a position that required learning how to move through dangerous spaces undetected. Now she applies those skills in service to my purposes, her touch on my arm guiding me around a motion sensor that would have triggered floodlights across the compound.

"Two guards at the south entrance," she whispers, her voice barely audible even inches from my ear. "Changing rotation in three minutes, creating a thirty-second window."

I nod, checking my watch as we press ourselves against the exterior wall of the east wing. Katya's detailed knowledge of the security protocols has given us the perfect timing—the brief overlap between shifts when attention wavers and blind spots emerge. The countdown in my head reaches zero just as the guards begin their changeover routine, creating the window we need to slip through the service entrance.

Once inside, we navigate the maze of corridors using the mental map Katya provided. The dacha's interior is eerily quiet, most of Volkov's security detail having departed with him on his fool's errand. The few remaining staff are confined to specific areas, their movements predictable and easily avoided.

At the entrance to Dmitri's private study, Ming-Na takes up position as lookout while I retrieve Anastasia's key from my pocket. The small brass key—stolen from an antique samovar by a Ukrainian maid whose body now serves my purposes—slides into the lock with perfect precision. The mechanism yields with a soft click that seems unnaturally loud in the silent hallway.

"Clear," Ming-Na confirms, her almond eyes scanning both directions with predatory awareness.

I push the door open, feeling the weight of bulletproof materials in its construction. Dmitri's paranoia manifests in every aspect of his security—a trait that usually serves him well but now works to my advantage. The same isolation that protects his secrets now ensures our intrusion goes unnoticed.

The study reveals itself in shades of darkness—heavy curtains blocking even the faint moonlight that might betray our presence to outside observers. Ming-Na slips in behind me, closing the door with practiced care before producing a small penlight that casts just enough illumination for our work without risking detection from outside.

The room speaks of Volkov's particular brand of ostentation—leather-bound books he's never read line mahogany shelves, hunting trophies from endangered species stare down with glass eyes, and the desk dominating the center is clearly carved from a single massive tree, probably harvested illegally from protected Siberian forest. Behind the desk hangs the painting Irina described—a surprisingly tasteful portrait of Stalin in military dress, his eyes following us across the room with painted suspicion.

"Time?" I whisper, crossing to the painting.

"Four minutes elapsed," Ming-Na replies precisely. "Seventeen remaining in our window."

I lift the heavy frame carefully, revealing the wall safe exactly where Irina promised it would be. The biometric lock presents an obstacle that would be insurmountable for most infiltrators—a combination retinal scanner and fingerprint reader requiring Volkov's personal biology to unlock.

But most infiltrators don't have what I have.

From my pocket, I produce two seemingly ordinary objects—a contact lens case and a thin strip of what appears to be clear tape. The products of Angelina's genius, these simple-looking items contain technologies that would make intelligence agencies worldwide salivate with envy.

The "contact lens" is actually a perfect replica of Volkov's retinal pattern, constructed from high-resolution photographs and medical records hacked from his private physician's database. The "tape" carries an exact reproduction of his fingerprint, lifted from a vodka glass and enhanced with conductive materials that fool the scanner's heat and pressure sensors.

I carefully apply the lens to the scanner while pressing the fingerprint to the appropriate pad. For three agonizing seconds, nothing happens—then a soft hiss signals the vacuum seal releasing as the safe door swings open.

"Seven minutes elapsed," Ming-Na notes, her attention divided between monitoring the corridor through a crack in the door and tracking our timetable.

Inside the safe, organized with military precision, lies the physical evidence of decades of criminal enterprise—ledgers bound in red leather, each meticulously labeled by year and region. These books contain what digital records never would—the true accounting of Volkov's empire. Names of bribed officials, amounts paid to assassins, profit margins on human trafficking operations—all recorded in his own hand with the arrogance of a man who believes his security makes him untouchable.

I remove the ledgers covering the past five years—the period most relevant to current operations—and place them in the specialized pouch Ming-Na holds open. The lightweight case is lined with materials that will defeat x-ray and other scanning technologies, ensuring our prize remains hidden during extraction.

"Twelve minutes," Ming-Na announces as I carefully close the safe and replace the painting.

"Perfect timing," I reply, joining her at the door. "Volkov should be reaching the false location right about now."

As we pause at the threshold, listening for any movement in the hallway, I explain the final piece of my strategy to Ming-Na.

"Irina staged her own kidnapping exactly as instructed," I tell her as we wait for the guard patrol to pass. "Left her phone behind but took the tracking bracelet Volkov insists she wear. The locator signal leads directly to a warehouse owned by Mikhailov."

Ming-Na's eyes narrow with appreciation for the strategy. Pavel Mikhailov—a rival oligarch who has repeatedly challenged Volkov's authority in the energy sector—makes the perfect scapegoat.

"She left enough evidence to be convincing without being obvious," I continue. "A partial fingerprint matching Mikhailov's security chief. A cigarette butt with DNA from one of his known associates. Just enough to confirm Dmitri's suspicions without seeming planted."

"And now Volkov attacks a rival while we dismantle his empire," Ming-Na summarizes with cold efficiency. "Elegant."

The corridor clears, and we slip out of the study, locking it behind us. As we navigate back through the labyrinthine hallways of the dacha, I detail the final elements of Irina's performance.

"She even recorded a convincing distress call," I explain as we move silently toward the extraction point. "Tearful, frightened, exactly what you'd expect from a kidnapped trophy wife. Just enough detail about her captors to point directly at Mikhailov without stating it outright."

Ming-Na's lips curve in a rare smile. "And Volkov's reaction?"

"Exactly as predicted," I confirm, recalling Katya's report delivered through our secure channel. "Total rage. Completely irrational. Gathered his best men—forty of his elite security team—and tore out of here in a convoy of SUVs headed for Mikhailov's compound outside the city."

"He left his most valuable assets unprotected," she observes with the cool assessment of someone who has witnessed similar fatal errors by powerful men. "His pride overriding his strategic thinking."

"Pride is always their downfall," I agree as we reach a service exit covered by one of Katya's security camera blind spots.

The night air hits us with shocking cold as we emerge from the dacha, but the extraction point is only two hundred meters through the tree line. As we move across open ground, Ming-Na's curiosity gets the better of her professional silence.

"What happens when Volkov reaches Mikhailov's compound and doesn't find his wife?" she asks.

"Chaos," I reply simply. "Mikhailov has no idea what's coming. His security will respond to an unexpected assault by Volkov's men. The resulting firefight will draw police attention, regardless of how many officials both men have bribed. By morning, they'll be too busy dealing with the fallout of their private war to notice what's happening here."

"And Irina?"

"Safely hidden at the predetermined location with Katya," I confirm. "She'll emerge tomorrow with a convincing story about escaping her captors during the confusion."

We reach the tree line, disappearing into the dense Siberian forest that surrounds the property. The weight of the ledgers against my back reminds me of what we've accomplished—physical proof of Volkov's crimes that will complete his destruction when combined with the digital evidence Angelina is extracting from his systems.

"And now?" Ming-Na asks as we approach the waiting vehicle hidden beneath camouflage netting.

"Now we wait for Angelina and Svetlana's men to arrive," I tell her, checking my watch. "Two hours until the final phase begins."

***

Dawn breaks over the Siberian landscape with razor-sharp clarity, the rising sun illuminating Volkov's dacha in hues of gold and amber that belie the corruption housed within its walls. I stand at the edge of the tree line with Angelina beside me, her laptop already open and connected to a portable satellite uplink, her fingers dancing across the keyboard with practiced precision. Once NASA's most brilliant programmer, now she applies her genius exclusively to my purposes, her eyes reflecting the code scrolling across her screen rather than the spectacular sunrise before us.

"Preliminary scan shows skeleton crew only," she reports, her voice carrying the same focused efficiency that makes her such a valuable asset. "Eight security personnel remaining, distributed primarily around the perimeter. Internal surveillance operating at reduced capacity—Katya's access codes have already disabled the northeast quadrant cameras."

I nod, scanning the property through high-powered binoculars. Volkov's hasty departure has created exactly the vulnerability we need—a fortress suddenly undermanned, its defenses compromised by its master's emotional reaction. Through the lenses, I can see two guards at the main entrance, their posture relaxed, unaware

Dawn breaks over the Siberian landscape with razor-sharp clarity, the rising sun illuminating Volkov's dacha in hues of gold and amber that belie the corruption housed within its walls. I stand at the edge of the tree line with Angelina beside me, her laptop already open and connected to a portable satellite uplink, her fingers dancing across the keyboard with practiced precision. Once NASA's most brilliant programmer, now she applies her genius exclusively to my purposes, her eyes reflecting the code scrolling across her screen rather than the spectacular sunrise before us.

"Preliminary scan shows skeleton crew only," she reports, her voice carrying the same focused efficiency that makes her such a valuable asset. "Eight security personnel remaining, distributed primarily around the perimeter. Internal surveillance operating at reduced capacity—Katya's access codes have already disabled the northeast quadrant cameras."

I nod, scanning the property through high-powered binoculars. Volkov's hasty departure has created exactly the vulnerability we need—a fortress suddenly undermanned, its defenses compromised by its master's emotional reaction. Through the lenses, I can see two guards at the main entrance, their posture relaxed, unaware that they're about to become casualties in a war they never saw coming.

"Svetlana's men?" I ask, though I already know the answer. Professionals of their caliber don't miss rendezvous points.

"In position," Angelina confirms, a small tactical map on her screen showing twenty red dots surrounding the property. "Awaiting Katya's signal to commence."

Right on cue, my secure phone vibrates with an incoming message. Katya's text is characteristically concise: "Southeast entrance clear. 30-second window."

"Move," I tell Angelina, who closes her laptop and slides it into a specialized backpack that shields it from electromagnetic interference. We cross the open ground using the blind spots in the security camera coverage that Katya mapped for us, moving with purpose but without haste—rushed movements attract attention, controlled ones blend into background expectations.

Katya meets us at the service entrance, her tactical gear making her nearly invisible against the shadows of the early morning. Her eyes, cold and professional, show no emotion as she leads us inside, though I notice the slight flush on her neck when our gazes meet—the Touch ensuring her continued loyalty despite her mercenary nature.

"Six minutes until the guard rotation reaches the west wing," she informs us, leading us through service corridors designed to keep staff invisible to the dacha's important occupants. "The server room is on the lower level, directly beneath Volkov's office. Temperature controlled, separate power supply, triple-redundant security."

"Which you've already compromised," I observe, not a question but a statement of confidence in her abilities.

A ghost of a smile crosses her severe features. "Of course."

The server room reveals itself behind a heavy security door that Katya opens with a combination of keycard, code, and her palm print. Inside, banks of blinking hardware fill the space with a low electronic hum and the chill of aggressive air conditioning. This is the digital heart of Volkov's empire—where transactions are recorded, blackmail is stored, and the evidence of decades of criminal enterprise resides in electronic form.

"Fifteen minutes," Katya states before slipping back out the door to coordinate the external team. "Then we go loud."

Angelina immediately connects to the main terminal, her fingers resuming their dance across her keyboard. The screens before her light up with scrolling code, authentication challenges, and security protocols that would be impenetrable to anyone with lesser skills. But Angelina isn't just anyone—she's perhaps the most gifted programmer of her generation, her abilities now entirely focused on my goals.

"The firewalls are sophisticated," she notes without looking up, her tone suggesting professional appreciation rather than concern. "But there's an architectural weakness in how they've integrated the legacy systems from the Soviet era networks. Creating a backdoor now."

I watch as she breaches Volkov's digital defenses with surgical precision, her mind operating at speeds that make her explanations largely unnecessary. Lines of code reflect in her glasses as she penetrates deeper into the system, bypassing security measures that Volkov paid millions to implement.

"I'm in," she announces after seven minutes of concentrated work. "Beginning phase one."

Phase one is the most delicate part of our operation—the systematic transfer of Volkov's liquid assets to a cascade of shell accounts that will eventually consolidate in holdings controlled by me. Billions of dollars moving through digital space, converted to cryptocurrencies and back to fiat, bouncing across jurisdictions and financial systems in patterns designed to be untraceable.

"The Swiss accounts are emptying now," she reports, her voice betraying a hint of satisfaction as numbers with many zeros flash across her screen. "Cayman Islands next. Then Singapore."

While Angelina dismantles Volkov's financial empire byte by byte, I activate the secure communication link to monitor Katya's external operation. Through my earpiece, I hear the precise, controlled reports of Svetlana's men taking up positions throughout the compound.

"North perimeter secured."

"East guard tower neutralized."

"Main entrance clear. Two tangos down."

The operation proceeds with military efficiency—these aren't common thugs but highly trained operatives from Svetlana's elite unit, former Spetsnaz soldiers who understand the value of silence and precision. The remaining guards are systematically eliminated without raising alarms, their bodies hidden to maintain the illusion of normal operations for as long as possible.

"Phase one complete," Angelina announces. "Eighty-seven percent of liquid assets transferred. Beginning phase two."

Phase two targets the digital evidence—systematically downloading and then wiping clean the records of Volkov's criminal activities. Not to protect him, but to ensure I possess the only copies—leverage that can be deployed against his associates and partners in the future.

"Blackmail archives downloading," she continues, a progress bar on her screen slowly filling. "Correspondence with government officials, kompromat on judges, documentation of assassinations ordered—it's all here."

Outside, Katya's operation continues to unfold with methodical precision. Through the security cameras Angelina has now commandeered, I watch as Svetlana's men secure each entrance to the dacha, establishing a perimeter that would make any military commander proud. Their movements are economical, their coordination flawless—worth every penny of what I've promised Svetlana in return.

"The alarm system is next," Angelina states, opening a new terminal window. "Once I disable it, we'll have complete control of the compound."

I watch as she navigates through the security protocols, systematically shutting down each subsystem. One by one, the alarm zones across the property blink from red to green on her display—motion sensors, window contacts, panic buttons, all rendered inert by her expertise.

"All internal alarms disabled," she confirms. "External communications jammed. The dacha is now completely isolated."

Through my earpiece, I hear Katya's voice: "Perimeter secure. All hostiles neutralized. Proceeding to interior sweep."

The sounds of boots on marble floors filter through the connection as Svetlana's men enter the main building, securing room after room with practiced efficiency. They encounter minimal resistance—a sleepy staff member here, a confused security guard there—all quickly subdued and contained without fatal force, per my instructions. Dead bodies create investigations; living witnesses who can be controlled are far more useful.

"Phase two complete," Angelina announces, disconnecting her equipment from Volkov's servers. "All digital assets secured. Systems wiped and corrupted beyond recovery."

I check my watch—twenty-three minutes from entry to complete control of the compound. Slightly ahead of schedule. By now, Volkov will be discovering that Mikhailov had nothing to do with Irina's disappearance, but the resulting confusion and inevitable confrontation between the rival security forces will keep him occupied far longer than necessary for our purposes.

"Final phase?" Angelina asks, packing her equipment with practiced efficiency.

I nod, allowing myself the first smile of the operation. "Prepare the video call. It's time Dmitri learned who truly owns his world now."


Chapter 11

I stand on the wide cedar porch of Volkov's dacha, the morning air crisp with triumph as I wait for the man whose world I've systematically dismantled. Behind me, the massive timber and glass structure that once represented his power now serves as the stage for his final humiliation. The weight of his ledgers—physical evidence of decades of crime—sits comfortably in my secured briefcase while his digital empire has been wiped clean, every byte now under my control. The game is over. Dmitri just doesn't know it yet.

Katya stands to my right, her military posture perfect, her eyes constantly scanning the perimeter with professional precision. The Touch has transformed her from mercenary to loyal servant, but her skills remain intact—perhaps even enhanced by her singular focus on serving my interests. To my left, four of Svetlana's former Spetsnaz operatives maintain positions of strategic advantage, their weapons visible enough to make a statement without appearing overtly threatening. The remaining sixteen are positioned throughout the property, ensuring complete control of every entrance, exit, and potential firing position.

The sun catches on the polished wood of the railing as I casually check my watch. Volkov should be arriving any minute now, his convoy racing back from Mikhailov's compound once he discovered the elaborate deception. I imagine his rage—the realization that his wife wasn't kidnapped by his rival, that he's been manipulated into abandoning his fortress at the precise moment of greatest vulnerability. That mental image brings a small smile to my face, one that Katya notices with a knowing glance.

"He's coming," she says simply, nodding toward the long private road that leads to the dacha.

In the distance, a cloud of dust rises above the tree line as multiple vehicles approach at dangerous speed. I straighten my tie, buttoning my suit jacket with unhurried precision. First impressions matter, especially when they're the last ones a man will remember before his world collapses.

The convoy bursts into view—three black SUVs with diplomatic plates, the middle one containing my target. They skid to a halt in the circular driveway, spraying gravel in all directions. The doors fly open before the vehicles have fully stopped, security personnel pouring out with weapons drawn, their movements chaotic compared to the disciplined stillness of Svetlana's men.

Dmitri emerges from the center vehicle like a bear leaving its cave—massive, furious, dangerous. His expensive suit is rumpled, his face flushed dark with rage and confusion. He takes in the scene before him, his eyes narrowing as they lock onto me standing calmly on his porch.

"What is this?" he roars, storming toward the steps. "Where is my wife? What are you doing in my house?"

I don't answer immediately, letting the tension build as he climbs the stairs, his security team spreading out behind him. I count twelve men—not the forty he left with. The others must still be dealing with the mess at Mikhailov's compound.

"Good morning, Dmitri," I finally reply, my voice calm and measured. "I've been expecting you."

He reaches the top of the stairs, stopping just short of arm's length from me. I can smell the vodka on his breath, see the blood vessels burst in his eyes from stress and rage. His massive hands clench and unclench at his sides, wrestling with the desire to wrap around my throat.

"You," he snarls, realization dawning in his bloodshot eyes. "You did this. Where is Irina?"

"She's here," I tell him with a small smile. "Safe. Waiting for you, actually."

His face contorts with fury as the pieces finally click into place. "Kill him!" he bellows to his security team, pointing at me with a thick finger. "Kill this American pig now!"

The moment crystallizes in perfect silence. Dmitri's command hangs in the air, but no one moves. No weapons raise. No safeties click off. Nothing happens except the slow, dawning horror on Volkov's face as he realizes the fundamental shift in power that has occurred in his absence.

"They work for me now, Dmitri," I explain softly, savoring each word. "Everyone works for me now."

"Impossible," he whispers, turning to look at his men with desperate confusion. "Alexei! Pyotr! What is this?"

Katya steps forward, holding a sleek tablet in her hands. She turns it toward Volkov, displaying a series of bank transfers—enormous sums flowing into accounts belonging to each of his security personnel. Life-changing amounts that exceed what most of them would earn in a decade under his employment.

"Your men have received their first payment," I explain as Dmitri's eyes dart across the screen, comprehension and betrayal washing across his features in waves. "Double their current salary, with bonuses for loyalty. Medical care for their families. Education funds for their children." I pause, letting the full weight of the situation sink in. "I'm simply a better employer."

One of Dmitri's oldest guards—a grizzled veteran who's been with him since the early days in St. Petersburg—steps forward, his weapon now pointed at his former boss. "Nothing personal, Mr. Volkov," he says with a slight shrug. "Business only."

The transformation is remarkable to witness—Volkov seems to physically shrink before my eyes, his massive frame somehow diminished as the pillars of his power crumble around him. The realization that money—the very currency of power he understood best—has been turned against him hits harder than any physical blow could.

"You can't do this," he manages, his voice suddenly hoarse. "My connections... the government officials I own..."

"Already contacted," I interrupt smoothly. "They've received copies of selected pages from your ledgers—just enough to implicate you without compromising their own positions. They're distancing themselves as we speak, ensuring their own survival by facilitating your fall."

His eyes dart around wildly now, looking for any ally, any escape route. Finding none, his gaze returns to me, hatred burning through the shock. "What do you want?"

I step closer, close enough that only he can hear my next words. "I want you to watch as I take everything you've built. Everything you thought was yours. Your empire. Your wealth." I pause, letting my next words land with precision. "Your wife."

The color drains from his face completely. "No," he whispers. "Not Irina."

I smile, then nod to Katya. She signals to two of Svetlana's men, who move forward to flank Volkov, their weapons pressed against his sides with professional detachment.

"Take him to the master bedroom," I command. "His wife is waiting to show him exactly who she belongs to now."

As they escort him through the door of his own home, his shoulders slumped in defeat, I feel the familiar satisfaction of a game perfectly played. Another powerful man reduced to nothing. Another name about to be crossed off my list.

I follow at a measured pace, already anticipating the next scene in Dmitri Volkov's destruction.

***

I follow Volkov into the master bedroom, enjoying the way his shoulders slump in defeat as he takes in the scene before him. Irina kneels in the center of their enormous bed, completely naked, her supermodel body glowing in the morning light streaming through the windows. Her dark hair cascades down her back, framing perfect breasts that rise and fall with each anticipatory breath. Her eyes—once cold and calculating—now burn with an unnatural hunger as they lock onto me. Dmitri has been secured to a heavy chair at the foot of the bed, arms and legs bound with professional precision, a black gag silencing his protests. The mighty oligarch reduced to a spectator in his own bedroom.

"Your wife has been waiting eagerly for this moment," I tell him as Svetlana's men secure him more tightly to the chair. "Haven't you, Irina?"

"Yes, Jack," she responds immediately, her Russian accent thickening with desire. "I've been thinking of nothing else."

The look of betrayal on Dmitri's face is exquisite—confusion warring with rage as he processes the familiarity in her tone, the obvious anticipation in her posture. This isn't their first encounter, and some part of him knows it, though he can't possibly comprehend how completely I've remapped her desires with the Touch.

I shrug off my jacket, handing it to Katya who stands by the door. "Make sure we're not disturbed," I tell her. She nods, closing the door behind her as she leaves, though I know she'll remain just outside—another woman transformed by my touch into a willing servant.

Irina's eyes track my every movement as I approach the bed, her tongue unconsciously wetting her lips. Her body is a masterpiece—long limbs, flat stomach, flaring hips, and breasts that defy the laws of gravity despite their impressive size. No wonder she once graced the covers of fashion magazines worldwide before Volkov claimed her as his ultimate trophy.

"Come here," I command, standing at the edge of the bed.

She crawls toward me with feline grace, her movements deliberate and sensual, breasts swaying hypnotically with each advance. When she reaches me, she rises to her knees, her face level with my belt, her hands resting submissively on her thighs. The perfect picture of willing subjugation.

Dmitri grunts behind his gag, struggling uselessly against the professional restraints. I turn slightly, ensuring he has an unobstructed view of what's about to happen. This is as much about his psychological destruction as it is about physical pleasure.

I thread my fingers through Irina's dark hair, gathering it into my fist at the base of her skull. Her breath catches, her pupils dilating with arousal at the slight pain. With my other hand, I trace her jawline, thumb brushing across her full lips. They part instantly, eager and inviting.

"You know what I want," I tell her, tightening my grip on her hair.

"Yes," she whispers, her voice husky with need. "Please let me serve you."

With my free hand, I unhook my belt and unbutton my pants, taking my time, letting Dmitri absorb every agonizing detail. When I finally free my cock, already hard with anticipation, Irina's eyes widen appreciatively. The sound of Dmitri's muffled scream echoes through the room—rage and disbelief concentrated into a single, impotent noise.

I pull Irina's head back sharply, forcing her to look up at me. "Open wide," I command.

Her mouth opens obediently, tongue extended slightly in invitation. Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself deep in her throat in one brutal stroke. Her eyes water instantly, her throat convulsing around my invasion, but she doesn't resist. The Touch ensures her gag reflex is suppressed, her body reprogrammed to derive pleasure from even this rough treatment.

I hold her there for a long moment, her nose pressed against my pelvis, her airways completely blocked by my cock. Only when her face begins to redden do I pull back, allowing her a single desperate gasp before driving forward again. The wet, choking sounds of her struggle fill the room, a counterpoint to Dmitri's muffled rage.

"Look at your husband," I tell her, angling her head so she maintains eye contact with Dmitri as I use her mouth. "Show him how much you love serving your new master."

Her eyes—watering but filled with impossible arousal—lock onto Dmitri's as I establish a punishing rhythm, my hips pistoning back and forth, treating her throat as nothing more than a warm, wet hole for my pleasure. Saliva pools at the corners of her mouth, overflowing to drip down her chin and onto her heaving breasts.

"Your wife's mouth was wasted on you," I tell Dmitri, never breaking my rhythm. "She has talents you never bothered to explore."

I release her hair momentarily, allowing my hand to travel down to her throat, feeling the obscene bulge as my cock forces its way inside her again and again. The dual sensation—feeling my invasion from both outside and inside—sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine that nearly pushes me over the edge.

Dmitri's struggles intensify, the chair creaking under his efforts. His face has turned an alarming shade of red, veins bulging at his temples, eyes wild with a fury so intense it borders on madness. The psychological torture of watching another man use his wife's mouth while she responds with enthusiasm is breaking him piece by piece.

"This is just the beginning," I inform him calmly, returning my grip to Irina's hair, forcing her to take me impossibly deeper. "By the time I'm finished, she'll never think of you again without remembering how thoroughly she was claimed by a real man."

Irina moans around my cock, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through my shaft. Her hands, previously resting on her thighs, now move to grip my legs for support, her nails digging into the fabric of my pants as she struggles to accommodate my brutal pace. Pre-cum and saliva mix together, dripping from her chin in thick strands, landing on her perfect tits and creating shining trails between them.

I maintain eye contact with Dmitri as I fuck his wife's face, wanting him to see the absolute control I wield over both of them. His empire, his fortune, his security, his wife—everything he valued now belongs to me. The realization dawns in his eyes gradually, the full horror of his situation settling into his consciousness like poison.

When I feel my orgasm building too quickly, I pull out abruptly, leaving Irina gasping for air, her lips swollen and red, her chin slick with saliva. She looks up at me with desperate need, silently begging for me to continue.

"Not yet," I tell her, running my thumb across her bottom lip. "We're just getting started."

She nods, understanding immediately that her pleasure—or rather, the privilege of providing me pleasure—will come when I decide. The Touch ensures complete acceptance of my dominance, transforming what should be humiliation into eager anticipation.

I turn to face Dmitri directly, my still-hard cock glistening with his wife's saliva. "You always believed you were untouchable," I tell him conversationally. "That your money and power made you invincible. But you never understood the true nature of power."

I run my fingers through Irina's hair almost tenderly, watching as she leans into my touch like a cat seeking affection. "True power isn't measured in rubles or political connections," I continue. "It's measured in absolute loyalty—the kind that can't be bought, only commanded."

Dmitri's eyes, once filled with rage, now show the first glimmers of something else—the dawning realization that his destruction is complete, irreversible, and only beginning.

I grab Irina's arm and yank her off the bed, savoring the small gasp of surprise that escapes her swollen lips. Her naked body stumbles forward as I drag her toward the metal examination table positioned deliberately in front of her husband's chair. Another trophy of Volkov's excesses—a medical-grade steel surface where his personal physician would conduct his regular check-ups without him having to leave the comfort of his bedroom suite. Now it will serve a very different purpose. The cold, unforgiving metal gleams under the morning light, a stark contrast to the luxury surrounding it, much like the brutal act about to unfold in this opulent space.

"Perfect positioning, don't you think?" I ask Dmitri conversationally, as if discussing furniture arrangement rather than the staged humiliation of his wife. His eyes bulge above his gag, fresh veins appearing at his temples as he strains uselessly against his bonds.

The table stands at precisely the right height for what I have planned. I position Irina in front of it, her back to me, then press my palm between her shoulder blades, bending her forward until her torso is flat against the cold metal. She gasps at the contact, her nipples immediately hardening against the chilled surface. Her perfect ass is presented to me now, her legs slightly apart, the position itself a submission more profound than words could express.

"Wider," I command, kicking her feet farther apart with my shoe, exposing her completely.

She complies instantly, spreading her legs until she's fully open and vulnerable. From this angle, Dmitri has an unobstructed view of his wife's face pressed against the steel, her expression visible in profile—eyes half-closed with anticipation, lips parted with desire. He can see everything, every detail of her willing submission to another man.

I run my hand down the curve of her spine, feeling goosebumps rise in the wake of my touch. When I reach the perfect globes of her ass, I grab one cheek roughly, kneading the firm flesh with possessive force. My other hand finds her pussy, already slick with arousal—the Touch ensuring her body responds to my mere presence with overwhelming need.

"So wet already," I observe loudly enough for Dmitri to hear. "Your wife's body knows who it belongs to now."

I slide two fingers inside her, feeling her inner walls clench around the invasion. She moans, pushing back against my hand, silently begging for more. I work my fingers in and out a few times, coating them in her abundant wetness before withdrawing completely. I hold my glistening fingers up for Dmitri to see clearly—irrefutable evidence of his wife's betrayal.

"See how eager she is? How desperate for my cock?" I taunt him. "This isn't coercion, Dmitri. This is her choice."

A blatant lie, of course—the Touch leaves no room for genuine choice—but the psychological torture of suggesting his wife's willing participation is too delicious to resist. I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance without pushing in yet. I grab her hips with both hands, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks.

"Beg for it," I demand, maintaining eye contact with Dmitri over her prone form. "Let your husband hear how much you want me."

"Please," Irina whimpers immediately, her accent thickening with desperation. "Please fuck me, Jack. I need your cock inside me. Please..."

Without warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in a single savage stroke. The force of it slides her body forward on the slick metal surface, drawing a cry that's equal parts pain and pleasure from her throat. The sensation is extraordinary—her pussy grips me like a vice, hot and wet and perfectly tight.

"Fuck," I grunt, savoring the moment of complete possession before establishing a rhythm.

I withdraw almost completely before slamming back in, setting a punishing pace from the very beginning. Each thrust drives her body forward, the table scraping against the hardwood floor with a harsh metallic sound that fills the room alongside our combined gasps and moans. The legs of the table squeak against the polished surface, marking the floor with scratches that will remain long after this encounter—permanent reminders of Dmitri's humiliation.

"Yes! Oh god, yes!" Irina cries out, her face contorting with a mixture of sensations as I pound into her relentlessly. Her breasts flatten against the cold metal with each impact, her nipples dragging painfully across the surface in a way that only intensifies her Touch-induced pleasure.

Her eyes lock onto Dmitri's, maintaining that connection even as her body is jolted repeatedly by my thrusts. The psychological dominance is absolute—her husband forced to watch as she not only endures but actively enjoys being taken by another man. The Touch ensures her responses are genuine, her pleasure real, making the betrayal all the more complete.

I shift my angle slightly, driving upward to hit the spot inside her that makes her entire body tremble. The response is immediate—a keening cry escapes her throat, her inner walls clenching around me with increasing desperation. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding another layer to the obscene symphony filling the once-dignified bedroom.

"Your wife has a perfect pussy," I tell Dmitri, never slowing my pace. "Tight and wet and hungry. Did you ever really appreciate what you had? Or was she just another possession to you—like your cars, your art, your companies?"

Dmitri's response is an inarticulate roar behind his gag, his face now purple with rage and humiliation. The veins in his neck stand out like ropes, his muscles straining so hard against his bonds that I briefly wonder if he might give himself a heart attack. The thought is oddly satisfying—Volkov dying while watching another man claim his wife would be a poetic end.

The table continues its rhythmic scraping against the floor, the metal legs protesting under the force of my thrusts. I grab a fistful of Irina's hair, yanking her head back sharply, arching her spine into an even more submissive position. The new angle allows me to drive even deeper, touching places inside her that make her scream with pleasure.

"Who do you belong to now?" I demand, loud enough for Dmitri to hear clearly over the wet slapping sounds of our bodies meeting.

"You!" she cries out without hesitation. "Only you, Jack! Always you!"

I maintain my relentless pace, watching Dmitri's eyes as his wife's declarations of loyalty to me cut deeper than any physical wound could. With each thrust, with each scream of pleasure torn from Irina's throat, another piece of his identity crumbles away. The powerful oligarch, the feared crime lord, the man who once controlled vast criminal enterprises—all of it dissolving in the acid bath of absolute humiliation.

My hand finds her breast, reaching beneath her to grab the soft flesh with bruising force. I pinch her nipple between my fingers, twisting slightly, drawing another cry from her lips. Her pussy clenches around me in response, her body interpreting even pain as pleasure under the Touch's influence.

"Does your husband know how rough you like it?" I ask her, slapping her ass hard enough to leave an immediate red handprint. "How you beg for more when I hurt you?"

"No," she gasps between thrusts. "Only you know me... only you understand what I need..."

I feel my release building at the base of my spine, the familiar pressure warning of approaching climax. But I'm not ready to finish—not yet. There's more humiliation to inflict, more of Dmitri's world to destroy before I grant myself that relief.

I slow my pace deliberately, maintaining enough motion to keep Irina on the edge without pushing either of us over. Her frustrated whimper as I deny her approaching orgasm is music to my ears, another demonstration of my complete control over her body and pleasure.

"Not yet," I tell her, my voice steady despite my racing heart. "We're just getting started."

I pull out completely, my cock slick with her arousal, standing proudly erect between us. Irina remains bent over the table, her body trembling with unfulfilled need, her pussy visibly clenching around emptiness, desperate to be filled again. The sight alone nearly makes me reconsider my restraint.

But the best is yet to come. I look directly into Dmitri's eyes, seeing the dawning horror as he realizes this systematic destruction of everything he values is nowhere near complete.

Without warning, I press my thumb against Irina's tight rear entrance, testing the resistance. Her body tenses immediately, a small gasp escaping her lips as she realizes what's coming next. I've taken her this way before, in the sauna while Dmitri lay drugged in his bedroom, but she remains deliciously tight—her body never fully adapting to this most intimate invasion. I lean forward, letting her feel my breath against her ear as I whisper words meant only for her. "This is going to hurt. And you're going to thank me for it." She nods, trembling not with desperate anticipation, the Touch transforming even this ultimate violation into something her body now craves.

I straighten up, making sure Dmitri has an unobstructed view as I gather saliva in my mouth and then spit deliberately onto Irina's exposed hole. The crude gesture draws a muffled roar from him—this final degradation of his prize wife perhaps the most unbearable yet. I use my thumb to work the moisture around and into her tight ring, feeling it clench and relax under my touch.

"Has your husband ever taken you like this?" I ask loudly enough for Dmitri to hear, though I already know the answer.

"No," Irina responds, her voice muffled against the metal surface. "Never. Only you, Jack."

I position myself behind her again, the head of my cock pressing against her tight entrance. Despite our previous encounters, the resistance is significant—her body fighting against an intrusion it was never designed to accommodate. I grab her hips firmly, holding her in place as I increase the pressure steadily.

"Relax," I command, feeling her trying to obey despite her body's natural defense.

With a final push, her tight ring gives way, the head of my cock slipping inside with sudden progress that draws a raw, animal sound from deep in her throat. Not quite a scream, not quite a moan—something primal that exists in the space between pain and pleasure. I hold still for a moment, savoring both the exquisite tightness gripping just the tip of my shaft and the look of absolute horror on Dmitri's face.

"Breathe through it," I tell her, maintaining my grip on her hips to prevent her from pulling away. "Your body belongs to me now. Every hole, every part of you is mine to use as I please."

She nods frantically, her breath coming in short gasps as she adjusts to the invasion. Slowly, deliberately, I push forward, feeling her body reluctantly yielding to my advance. Each inch claimed is a victory over both her physical resistance and Dmitri's crumbling sense of ownership. When I'm finally buried to the hilt, her ass stretched obscenely around my girth, I pause to let the moment sink in for all of us.

"Perfect," I grunt, feeling her internal muscles fluttering around me as they struggle to accommodate my size.

I begin to move, establishing a rhythm that starts slow but gradually increases in force and speed. Each thrust draws a strangled cry from Irina, her body jerking forward on the metal table, her fingernails scraping uselessly against the smooth surface as she tries to find purchase. The Touch transforms what should be unbearable pain into a complex mixture of sensations that her mind processes as pleasure.

"Take it all," I command, driving deeper with each thrust, watching as her tight ring stretches around my shaft, gripping me with incredible pressure as I withdraw only to push back in again.

The sound she makes is unlike anything I've heard from her before—a raw, primal scream that seems torn from the very center of her being. It echoes off the bedroom walls, a sound that would normally signal distress but now carries undercurrents of desperate pleasure. Her entire body trembles beneath me, caught in the grip of sensations so intense they border on overwhelming.

"Yes!" she cries out, her accent thickened to near incomprehensibility. "Oh god, yes! Take me, claim me!"

I increase my pace, my hips slamming against her ass with enough force to leave bruises, the impact creating sharp clapping sounds that punctuate her cries. The table continues its protest beneath us, metal legs scraping across the hardwood floor with each thrust, adding a mechanical counterpoint to our primal symphony.

My attention shifts to Dmitri. His struggles have ceased, his body slumped in the chair as if all strength has left him. Only his eyes remain animated—wide, bloodshot, and filled with an emotion beyond rage or humiliation. I'm watching his sanity fracture in real time, his mind unable to process the complete destruction of everything he valued. His wife—his prized possession, his trophy, his symbol of success—not just taken by another man but reveling in it, begging for more of the most degrading act possible.

I maintain eye contact with him as I continue pounding into Irina, establishing a connection that turns the physical act into psychological warfare. Each thrust is a message: You are nothing. Everything you built is mine. Everyone you thought loyal has betrayed you. Your wife belongs to me completely.

"Look at your husband," I tell Irina, grabbing her hair and yanking her head up so she's forced to make eye contact with Dmitri. "Show him how much you love taking my cock in your ass."

She moans loudly, her eyes glazed with pleasure but focused on Dmitri's shattered expression. "Thank you," she gasps between thrusts. "Thank you for letting me serve you this way..."

The ultimate humiliation—gratitude for her own debasement, delivered while looking directly at the man who once thought he owned her. Something in Dmitri's eyes shifts at that moment, a fundamental change that suggests something inside him has broken beyond repair.

I continue my relentless assault on Irina's body for several more minutes, driving us both toward a peak that I deliberately deny. When I feel my control beginning to slip, I pull out completely, my cock slick and glistening in the morning light.

"On your knees," I command, moving to stand beside the table.

Without hesitation, she slides off the metal surface, her legs shaky but determined as she drops to her knees before me. Her face is flushed, hair disheveled, makeup smeared by tears of exertion—the once-immaculate supermodel transformed into a creature of pure sexual submission.

"Clean it," I order, my cock mere inches from her face. "Every inch."

The request is deliberately degrading—forcing her to taste the evidence of her own most intimate violation. Under normal circumstances, most women would recoil in disgust. But Irina, her mind and desires completely rewritten by the Touch, doesn't hesitate. Her eyes remain locked with mine as she leans forward, tongue extending to lick the length of my shaft from base to tip.

"That's it," I encourage, watching as she takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching around my girth as she sucks me clean with genuine enthusiasm. "Show your husband how much you love the taste."

She moans around my cock, the vibrations sending pleasure up my spine as she works diligently, her tongue swirling around the head before taking me deeper. Her hands rest on my thighs, steadying herself as she worships my shaft with single-minded devotion.

After allowing her to continue for a minute, I pull back, taking my cock in my hand and beginning to stroke it rapidly. She remains on her knees, looking up at me with eager anticipation, understanding what comes next without needing to be told.

"Open your mouth," I instruct, my breath coming faster as I feel my release building. "And keep your eyes on your husband."

She complies immediately, tilting her face upward, mouth open, tongue slightly extended, eyes turning to lock with Dmitri's as I position myself inches from her beautiful face. The sight of her willing submission pushes me over the edge—my orgasm hits with explosive force, the first thick rope of cum shooting across her cheek and nose.

I aim deliberately with each pulse, painting her face with my seed—a stripe across her forehead, another coating her lips and tongue, more landing on her chin and neck. I continue stroking as the final pulses erupt, directing them lower to decorate her perfect breasts with white streaks that stand out starkly against her tanned skin.

When I finish, she remains motionless, covered in my release, her face and chest thoroughly marked. She makes no move to clean herself, understanding instinctively that this visible claiming is part of the performance—physical evidence of her complete surrender and my total ownership.

"Beautiful," I murmur, admiring my handiwork before turning to look at Dmitri.

Our eyes meet across the room—mine filled with cold triumph, his vacant and distant. The man who once commanded fear throughout Moscow's criminal underworld has retreated somewhere deep inside himself. His eyes roll back slightly, his body slumping further in the chair. Not unconscious, but somewhere beyond conscious thought—a psychological defense mechanism kicking in to protect what remains of his shattered psyche.

I smile, knowing the destruction is complete. Dmitri Volkov—the man, the myth, the criminal empire—all of it broken beyond repair in the space of a single morning.

Another name ready to be crossed off my list.


Chapter 12

The Gulfstream G650's engines hum at cruising altitude, a subtle vibration that blends with the soft moans emanating from the women attending to my needs. Russian airspace disappears behind us at six hundred miles per hour, the physical distance growing between me and the smoking ruins of Volkov's empire. Not literal ruins—I'm far too precise for such messy destruction—but the systematic dismantling I engineered will prove more devastating than any explosion. His assets stripped, his digital empire wiped clean, his allies turned, his wife claimed, and his mind shattered—Dmitri Volkov exists now only as a hollow shell being processed through the Russian psychiatric system, diagnosed with sudden-onset catatonic schizophrenia after his "breakdown" during a business meeting.

The jet's main cabin exemplifies tasteful luxury—cream leather seating, polished wood panels, and gold accents that would be gauche in less exclusive settings. The space has been configured for comfort rather than capacity, with wide seats that convert to beds and enough room to move freely despite our cruising altitude. The lighting is soft, creating an atmosphere of intimate relaxation after the intensity of the past few days.

Ming-Na kneels between my legs, her almond eyes looking up at me with worshipful attention as she takes my cock between her lips. Once the wife of Shanghai's most feared crime lord, now she serves me with the same dedication she brings to everything—methodical, precise, and thorough. Her technique is exquisite, tongue working with surgical precision to identify and exploit every sensitive spot along my shaft.

Angelina sits to my right, her genius mind temporarily focused on more carnal matters as her hands massage my shoulders, working out knots of tension I barely registered during the operation. Her fingers—the same ones that hacked through Volkov's security systems with effortless brilliance—now apply pressure with scientific accuracy to each pressure point, sending waves of relaxation through my body.

On my left, Irina—my newest acquisition—traces patterns across my chest with her fingertips. The former supermodel and trophy wife has transitioned seamlessly into her new role, her beauty now deployed exclusively for my pleasure. The Touch has erased any conflict or hesitation, replacing it with single-minded devotion. Occasional bruises are still visible on her perfect skin—evidence of our final encounter in Dmitri's bedroom—but she wears them like badges of honor, trophies of her new allegiance.

"Dmitri is behind bars now. You were magnificent," she murmurs, her Russian accent adding exotic texture to the praise. "The way you destroyed him so completely..."

I stroke her hair absently, accepting the adulation as my due. "Volkov made it easy. Men like him always do. Their arrogance blinds them to vulnerability."

Ming-Na takes me deeper into her throat, her technique flawless as always. I allow myself a moment of pure physical pleasure, letting the satisfaction of a perfectly executed plan blend with the sensations her mouth creates. Angelina's fingers find a particularly tense spot at the base of my neck, working it loose with gentle but insistent pressure.

"His assets are completely liquidated," Angelina reports, her professional tone creating an arousing contrast with the intimate setting. "The transfers have been laundered through seventeen jurisdictions. Untraceable, even to me."

I nod, appreciating both her technical expertise and the thoroughness of her report. The operation against Volkov yielded over six billion dollars in liquid assets, not counting the properties, businesses, and other holdings now under my control through a labyrinth of shell companies and digital fronts.

"And Svetlana?" I ask, though I already know the answer.

"Delighted with her new territory," Ming-Na responds, pausing in her oral attentions. "She's already eliminated two rival distributors and absorbed their operations. Eastern Europe is hers now, just as promised."

I smile, satisfied with the complete execution of my plan. Keeping promises builds loyalty more effectively than fear ever could—a lesson Volkov never understood. Svetlana will remember that I delivered exactly what I offered, making her a valuable ally for future operations if needed.

Ming-Na resumes her ministrations, her lips sliding along my shaft with practiced ease. Irina watches with fascination, still learning the dynamics of my expanding harem. The Touch creates devotion but doesn't erase personality—each woman retains her unique skills and character, simply redirected to serve my purposes instead of their own.

I reach into the side compartment of my seat, retrieving a slim black notebook bound in expensive leather. The movement disturbs Ming-Na's rhythm momentarily, but she adjusts without complaint, continuing her attentions as I open the book to a specific page.

Inside, written in my precise handwriting, is a list of names. Some have already been crossed out—powerful men across various industries and countries who once thought themselves untouchable. Men who discovered too late the fatal flaw in their empire's foundation. Men who learned that true power isn't measured in money or connections but in loyalty that can't be bought.

With a Mont Blanc pen produced from my shirt pocket, I draw a single line through Dmitri Volkov's name. The action is simple, almost anticlimactic given the complexity of the operation required to reach this moment. But there's satisfaction in the finality of it—another target eliminated, another name consigned to history.

My eyes move to the next name on the list: Marcus "The Maestro" Goldstein.

"Tell me about Goldstein," I instruct, directing the question to Angelina while Ming-Na continues her oral attentions.

Angelina's hands never pause in their massage as she accesses her encyclopedic memory. "Marcus Goldstein, sixty-two. Principal owner of Goldstein Global Investments, headquartered in Tel Aviv. Controls approximately twenty-seven percent of Israel's banking assets through various holdings and partnerships. Known associates include three prime ministers, numerous military officials, and key figures in global intelligence communities."

"His crimes?" I prompt, though I'm already well-versed in Goldstein's extensive catalog of sins.

"Money laundering for terrorist organizations across ideological lines—he doesn't discriminate as long as the percentage is right. Financing of human trafficking operations throughout the Mediterranean and Middle East. Manipulation of commodities markets resulting in artificial famines in three African nations. Direct involvement in the assassinations of fourteen journalists who investigated his operations."

I nod, feeling Ming-Na's throat constrict around my cock as she takes me deeper. The combination of physical pleasure and strategic planning creates a unique satisfaction—body and mind engaged simultaneously in pursuits of dominance.

Goldstein will require a different strategy than Volkov—more subtle, less direct confrontation. The Israeli's security will be more sophisticated, his paranoia more justified given his dealings. But every man has pressure points, vulnerabilities that can be exploited by someone with the right tools and patience.

Ming-Na's rhythm increases, her mouth working with greater urgency as she senses my attention returning to the physical pleasures at hand. Irina leans closer, her lips finding my neck, teeth grazing the sensitive skin just below my ear. Angelina's hands move lower, working the muscles of my upper back with scientific precision.

I close the notebook, returning it to the side compartment. Goldstein can wait a few hours—this moment of celebration deserves my full attention. I thread my fingers through Ming-Na's hair, guiding her movements to match my preferred pace.

"We land in Geneva in four hours," I note, leaning back into the combined attentions of my harem. "Plenty of time to enjoy our success before planning begins."

The women respond with increased enthusiasm, understanding the implicit command to focus entirely on my pleasure. As the jet cuts through the clouds toward Switzerland, I allow myself this brief interlude of physical indulgence—a reward for perfect execution, a respite before the next campaign begins.

The game continues. And I never lose.
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The soft hum of jet engines provides a perfect backdrop to the wet, slurping sounds coming from between my legs. I recline in the plush leather seat of my private jet as we soar over the jagged peaks of the Alps, sunlight glinting off snowy summits far below. But my attention isn't on the breathtaking view outside the window—it's focused entirely on the two stunning women kneeling at my feet, their warm mouths taking turns engulfing my throbbing cock. Irina, the former supermodel who now exists solely to please me, and Elizabeth, once the proud Lady Sterling of British high society, both reduced to what they were always meant to be: my eager, willing slaves.

"That's it," I murmur, sliding my fingers through Irina's silky black hair. "Take it deeper."

She moans around my shaft, her piercing blue eyes—once the centerpiece of countless magazine covers—gazing up at me with pure adoration. At twenty-seven, her body remains a masterpiece of feminine perfection: high, firm breasts topped with perpetually hard nipples; a tiny waist flaring to round, grabbable hips; long, toned legs that seem to go on forever. The Belarusian beauty wears nothing but a diamond choker around her elegant neck—my collar of ownership.

Not to be outdone, Elizabeth nudges her aside, her aristocratic features transformed by lust. At thirty-five, the former Lady Sterling possesses a different kind of beauty—refined, mature, yet equally intoxicating. Her auburn hair tumbles in waves past her shoulders, framing pale, flawless skin. Her full breasts sway gently as she leans forward, wrapping her soft lips around my cock. The wedding ring from her estranged husband still glitters on her finger—my little joke, a constant reminder of how far she's fallen, and how little she cares.

"Fuck," I hiss as Elizabeth takes me deep into her throat, her nose pressing against my abdomen. Three months ago, she wouldn't have deigned to acknowledge someone of my social standing. Now she gags herself on my cock with religious devotion.

A sudden flick of Irina's tongue along the sensitive underside of my cock pulls me back to the present moment. Both women are now working in tandem, their tongues sliding along my shaft, occasionally meeting in open-mouthed kisses around the head of my cock.

"You're both so fucking beautiful," I groan, gripping the armrests as Elizabeth sucks one of my balls into her mouth while Irina focuses on the tip, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head.

"Thank you, Master," Irina purrs, her Eastern European accent thicker when she's aroused. "We live to please you."

Elizabeth releases my testicle with a wet pop. "Please, let me taste you again," she begs, her British accent—once used to intimidate servants and social inferiors—now dripping with submission.

I grin, guiding my cock back into her eager mouth. "Remember when you snubbed me at that charity gala in London, Lady Sterling? Called me 'new money' behind my back?" I thrust deeper, watching her eyes water as she takes me into her throat. "Look at you now."

She only moans in response, her fingers frantically working between her legs as she services me. That's the beauty of my power—they remember who they were, making their submission all the sweeter.

Their tongues battle for dominance over my cock, licking, sucking, and kissing each other around my shaft. Saliva drips down onto my balls, the wet sounds of their worship filling the cabin. Irina cups and massages my testicles while Elizabeth deep-throats me, then they switch, establishing a rhythm that has me gripping their hair tightly.

Without breaking their stride, I reach for the leather-bound notebook on the side table and flip it open. Inside is a meticulously researched list of targets—men who deserve to be brought low. Many names already have neat red lines through them. My eyes focus on the next unmarked entry: Marcus "The Maestro" Goldstein.

Goldstein—Swiss banker extraordinaire, financial advisor to dictators and drug lords, the man who hides the world's darkest money. His clients kill journalists, topple governments, and traffic children, all while he grows fat on their blood money. Untouchable by conventional means, protected by Swiss banking laws and an army of lawyers.

"Time to put these pretty mouths to better use," I growl, my cock throbbing with renewed urgency as I grip the back of Irina's head.

The shift in my tone is immediate—from calculated strategist to primal dominant—and both women respond with visible shudders of anticipation. Their eyes glaze over with that perfect mixture of fear and desire that only true submission can create.

I rise slightly from my seat, taking a more commanding position as I guide Irina's face toward my crotch with firm pressure. "Open wide, supermodel. Let's see how deep that gorgeous throat really goes."

Irina's plush lips part obediently, her tongue extending in eager anticipation. Without gentleness, I thrust forward, burying my cock past her soft lips and into the tight, wet heat of her throat in one fluid motion. Her eyes widen, tears instantly forming at the corners as she struggles to accommodate my size, but she doesn't pull away. She can't. Not just because of my grip in her hair, but because my touch has rewired her brain, made this violation her greatest desire.

"That's it," I hiss, watching her mascara begin to run as I establish a punishing rhythm. "Take every fucking inch."

Her throat convulses around me, producing obscene wet gagging sounds that echo through the cabin. Saliva pools and then spills from the corners of her mouth, trailing down her chin in thick rivulets, eventually dripping onto her perfect breasts. The sight of this former fashion icon—whose face once graced billboards in Times Square and the Champs-Élysées—reduced to a drooling, gagging mess on my cock sends a surge of power through me that's almost as intoxicating as the physical sensation.

"Look at me," I command, and her watery blue eyes meet mine, mascara streaking down her cheeks. "This is what you were made for. Not runways. Not magazine covers. This."

I hold her in place for several more brutal thrusts, watching her nostrils flare desperately for air, before I finally release her. She falls back, gasping and coughing, strings of thick saliva still connecting her lips to my glistening cock. But even as she struggles to catch her breath, her hand moves between her legs, fingers frantically working her clit. My touch has made her cum-hungry body associate even this rough treatment with pleasure.

"My turn," Elizabeth says eagerly, not waiting for permission as she crawls forward on her hands and knees.

I smile coldly. "The great Lady Sterling, begging for a cock down her throat." I grasp her chin roughly. "What would your husband say?"

A flush spreads across her pale, aristocratic features, but her eyes never waver. "Please, Master," she whispers. "Use my mouth."

I don't make her ask twice. Gripping a handful of her auburn hair, I yank her forward and slam my cock between her lips. If anything, I'm rougher with Elizabeth than with Irina. The former noblewoman had further to fall, her pride more deeply entrenched. Breaking her has been one of my greatest pleasures.

"How does it taste?" I taunt, forcing myself deeper into her throat. "Can you taste Irina's spit? Or maybe some of that expensive champagne you used to serve at your charity galas?"

Elizabeth only responds with muffled gurgles as I use her mouth relentlessly. Her hands grip my thighs for support, fingernails digging into my skin. Every rough thrust elicits a choked moan from her, vibrations that travel through my cock and up my spine. Tears stream freely down her face, ruining her perfect makeup, drool coating her chin and neck.

When I finally release her, she falls back beside Irina, gasping for breath. Both women look utterly debauched—hair disheveled, mascara running, lipstick smeared—yet they stare up at me with nothing but worship in their eyes.

"Please," Irina begs, her voice raspy from the abuse her throat just endured. "More."

"So greedy," I chuckle, stroking my slick cock. "Both of you, faces together. Now."

They immediately comply, pressing their cheeks together and opening their mouths, tongues extended. The sight is pornographic perfection—a former supermodel and a British aristocrat, side by side, begging for my cum like the cheapest whores.

"That's it," I encourage them. "Fight for it."

Their tongues begin to battle for position around the head of my cock as I stroke myself rapidly. They lick and suck at the tip when I allow it, their hands reaching up to massage my balls or stroke what their mouths can't reach. When I pull back slightly, they kiss each other hungrily, putting on a show for my pleasure, before returning their attention to my throbbing shaft.

"Fuck," I grunt, feeling my climax building. "Get ready."

Both women moan in anticipation, pressing their faces closer together, eyes locked on mine with desperate need. I grip my cock firmly, aiming the head at their waiting faces.

The first thick rope of cum lands across Irina's left eye and cheekbone before splattering onto Elizabeth's parted lips. The second shot hits Elizabeth's nose and forehead. I continue pumping, ensuring both women receive equal coverage—across their eyelids, cheeks, lips, and chins—marking them thoroughly as mine. They moan and whimper with each warm splash, tongues darting out to catch what they can.

When I finish, they remain perfectly still, faces glazed with my seed, waiting for permission to move.

"Clean each other," I command, sitting back to enjoy the show. "Don't waste a drop."

Without hesitation, Irina turns to Elizabeth and begins licking my cum from her aristocratic features. She starts with broad strokes of her tongue across Elizabeth's cheek, gathering the white fluid before meeting the older woman's mouth in a deep, open kiss. I watch, entranced, as my semen passes between their tongues, visible when they part their lips slightly during their passionate exchange.

Elizabeth returns the favor, her tongue tracing delicate patterns across Irina's perfect face, collecting every pearly drop before sharing it in another sloppy kiss. They continue this erotic cleanup, alternating between licking my seed from each other's skin and exchanging it in increasingly passionate kisses.

"Show me," I order when they've finished.

Both women turn to me and open their mouths, showing me the pool of mixed saliva and cum they've collected between them. At my nod, they swallow in unison, then open again to prove they've consumed everything.

"Good girls," I say, tucking my spent cock back into my pants as the jet begins its noticeable descent. The captain's voice comes over the intercom, announcing our approach to Geneva International Airport.

I glance out the window at the sparkling blue waters of Lake Geneva coming into view, the city sprawling along its crescent shore. Somewhere down there, Marcus Goldstein sits in his fortress of wealth and corruption, believing himself untouchable, unaware that his downfall is currently adjusting its course for final approach.

"Clean yourselves up," I instruct my companions as I straighten my own clothing. "We have work to do."

As the jet taxis to a stop, I gather my notebook and prepare to disembark. The hunt for The Maestro has begun.

Ready for the full story?
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