
        
            
                
            
        

    
My MILF Corruption

Book 8

Bryan Wolf


My MILF Corruption: Book 8

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

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

Copyright © 2026 by Bryan Wolf

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


Chapter 1

The 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.

I smile, running my thumb across her flushed cheek. It never gets old—this power I possess. The ancient gift bestowed upon me, known as the "Kama Sutra Touch." One brush of my skin against theirs, and any woman becomes an insatiable, mindless vessel for my pleasure, their previous personalities subsumed by overwhelming desire to serve me.

My mind drifts back to that life-changing day three months ago, on my twenty-first birthday. I'd been backpacking through northern India—a rich kid's gap year adventure—when I encountered the ancient monk in that remote temple. How strange he'd looked with his weathered face and knowing eyes, singling me out from the tour group.

"You," he'd said in perfect English, his gnarled finger pointing directly at me. "You have been chosen."

I thought it was some tourist scam at first, but something in his eyes kept me from walking away. That night, in a ceremony I still don't fully understand—involving sacred oils, ancient chants, and what I suspect might have been some hallucinogenic substances—he transferred the power to me. The Kama Sutra Touch, a blessing bestowed once every generation to a worthy vessel.

"With great power comes great responsibility," he'd said, not ironically. "You must use this gift to right wrongs that ordinary justice cannot touch."

I didn't believe it until the next day, when the pretty hotel receptionist who'd been coldly professional suddenly became a writhing, begging mess after I "accidentally" brushed her arm while checking out. Three hours and several orgasms later, I walked away convinced.

Since then, I've dedicated myself to a mission of personal justice. The world is full of men who consider themselves untouchable—billionaires, crime lords, corrupt politicians—men who destroy lives with impunity because their money and power place them beyond the reach of conventional law. But they all have wives, daughters, mistresses, female associates. And through them, I can bring these men to their knees.

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.

"Ladies," I say, pulling their faces up from my crotch momentarily. Their lips are swollen, eyes glazed with lust, chins slick with saliva. "We're approaching Geneva. Time to discuss our new friend, The Maestro."

They listen attentively while continuing to stroke me, their hands working in perfect unison.

"For this operation, I'll be Jack Hammer, eccentric young tech billionaire, looking to hide my fortune from prying government eyes." I run my fingers through Elizabeth's auburn locks. "You, my dear Lady Sterling, will be my financial advisor—your aristocratic connections still have value."

She moans at being useful to me, pressing her face against my thigh.

"And you, Irina," I continue, caressing her perfect cheekbone, "will be exactly what you appear to be—my gorgeous trophy girlfriend. The perfect distraction while Elizabeth and I do the real work."

"Yes, Master," they chorus in unison.

"Goldstein won't be able to resist our proposition—too much money, too easy a mark." I close the notebook with a snap. "And once I get close enough to his wife and daughter..."

Irina's eyes flash with jealousy, but she knows better than to object. Instead, she doubles her efforts, taking my cock deep into her throat while Elizabeth licks and sucks at the base.

"Back to work now," I command, leaning back and enjoying the view—of both the Alps below and the two beautiful women servicing me above. "Show me how eager you are to please your master."

Their tongues meet again at the head of my cock, and I settle in for the remainder of our journey, my mind filled with the sweet anticipation of justice to come.

# Scene 2 - from Jack Hammer's point of view

"Enough talking," I growl, my cock throbbing with renewed urgency as I grip the back of Irina's head. "Time to put these pretty mouths to better use." 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."

They move quickly to obey, wiping their faces and fixing their makeup with practiced efficiency. By the time our wheels touch Swiss soil, no one would guess what transpired during our flight—except perhaps from the satisfied glint in my eye and the adoring way these two beautiful women hang on my every word.

As the jet taxis to a stop, I gather my notebook and prepare to disembark. The hunt for The Maestro has begun.


Chapter 2

The fortress of Swiss banking rises before me—twenty stories of steel, glass, and stone that might as well be middle fingers extended toward the world's financial regulators. Goldstein Private Banking Group. Not just a bank, but a monument to the notion that with enough money, anything can be hidden, anything can be bought, and anyone can be owned. As my chauffeur-driven Mercedes pulls up to the private entrance, I adjust my bespoke Italian suit and allow myself a small, predatory smile. The Maestro thinks he's about to land another wealthy client. Instead, he's about to lose everything he holds dear.

The car door opens and a blast of crisp Alpine air fills my lungs. Elizabeth steps out first, every inch the financial advisor in her tailored charcoal pantsuit, auburn hair pulled back in a severe bun. She's left just enough buttons undone on her blouse to be distracting without being unprofessional. Behind her, Irina glides out in a skin-tight dress that costs more than most people make in a month, playing her role as my gorgeous arm candy to perfection.

"Ready, darlings?" I murmur, watching security cameras track our movements.

Two armed guards flank the entrance—not the typical bank greeters, but men with military bearing and concealed weapons bulging beneath tailored suits. Their eyes scan us professionally as we approach, looking for threats rather than admiring my companions' beauty. A rarity.

The entrance requires three separate security checkpoints: biometric scans, metal detectors disguised as elegant doorframes, and a final verification from an impassive woman behind bulletproof glass. Only after all these hurdles are cleared does the final door slide open with a barely audible hiss, revealing the sanctum of wealth beyond.

The lobby isn't like any normal bank. No tellers, no waiting areas with uncomfortable chairs, no brochures advertising home loans. Instead, it's a gallery of tasteful opulence—marble floors polished to mirror sheen, original artwork by masters adorning the walls, and not a soul in sight except for a single impeccably dressed man waiting to greet us.

"Mr. Hammer," he says with practiced deference, "Mr. Goldstein is expecting you. Please, follow me."

We're led through corridors that speak of money in hushed tones—the kind of wealth that doesn't need to shout. Each office we pass is occupied by men and women who look like they decide the fate of small nations over breakfast. Perhaps they do.

Finally, we arrive at a massive door of dark wood. Our guide knocks once, then pushes it open to reveal a corner office with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Lake Geneva. And there, rising from behind a desk that could double as a small yacht, is Marcus "The Maestro" Goldstein himself.

He's taller than I expected, easily six-foot-four, with broad shoulders that strain slightly against his custom suit. His face is all hard angles—prominent nose, sharp cheekbones, and a jaw that looks carved from granite. Silver hair is cropped short against his skull in a style that's more military than financial. But it's his eyes that truly justify his nickname—cold, calculating, and utterly devoid of mercy. They assess me with the clinical precision of a butcher deciding where to make the first cut.

"Jack Hammer," he says, his voice a deep rumble with a hint of Eastern European accent. "The boy wonder of quantum encryption." He extends a hand across the desk. "Welcome to my humble institution."

I grasp his hand firmly, meeting his gaze. "Hardly humble, Mr. Goldstein. But then, false modesty is the most tiresome kind."

A smile cracks his stony facade, not reaching those predatory eyes. "Indeed. Please, call me Marcus. And these lovely ladies are...?"

Before I can answer, the office door opens again, and she walks in.

Rivka Goldstein enters the room with the quiet confidence of a woman who knows her value down to the last decimal point. Early forties but ageless in that way only the very wealthy achieve, she has the kind of beauty that's been cultivated rather than merely preserved. Her honey-blonde hair falls in perfect waves to her shoulders, framing a face with high cheekbones and full lips painted a subtle rose. Dark, intelligent eyes peer through designer glasses that somehow enhance rather than diminish her allure.

She wears a dove-gray dress that hugs every curve of her body like a lover—tight enough to display the perfect proportion of her breasts, the narrowness of her waist, and the flare of her hips, but cut conservatively enough to maintain the dignity of her position. Long, toned legs end in heels that bring her nearly to her husband's height, and a single strand of flawless pearls adorns her elegant neck.

"Darling," Goldstein says, his tone softening almost imperceptibly. "This is Jack Hammer, the tech entrepreneur I mentioned."

"Dr. Rivka Goldstein," she says, extending her hand. Her voice carries the crisp precision of an academic, with just a hint of an Israeli accent. "My husband speaks very highly of your innovations."

I take her hand in mine, noting the perfect manicure, the simple but massive diamond on her ring finger. "The pleasure is entirely mine, Dr. Goldstein."

And then I do it. The slightest adjustment of my thumb against her wrist, applying pressure to the exact point where blood pulses beneath her skin. The ancient power flows from me into her, invisible but more potent than any drug ever synthesized.

The change is subtle at first—a slight dilation of her pupils, a catch in her breath so small only I would notice it. But then her eyes widen, and I watch the transformation with practiced fascination. Her lips part slightly as a flush creeps up her neck to her cheeks. The hand in mine trembles almost imperceptibly, and her other hand moves unconsciously to her throat, fingers brushing against her pearls.

"Are you alright, Mrs. Goldstein?" I ask innocently, still holding her hand.

She blinks rapidly, her brilliant mind clearly struggling to process the sudden flood of primal desire coursing through her system. "I—yes. Please, call me Rivka." Her voice has dropped half an octave, taking on a husky quality that wasn't there before. She withdraws her hand reluctantly, fingers dragging against my palm as if unable to break contact completely.

"Rivka has a doctorate in financial mathematics from MIT," Goldstein explains proudly, completely oblivious to the change in his wife. "She heads our risk assessment division."

"Impressive," I say, maintaining eye contact with her. "Beauty and brains in equal measure."

"You're too kind," she murmurs, her eyes now fixed on my mouth. She shifts her weight from one foot to another, thighs pressing together in a subtle movement I recognize immediately—the unconscious attempt to alleviate the sudden, overwhelming ache between her legs.

Goldstein gestures toward the seating area. "Please, sit. Would you like coffee? Something stronger perhaps?"

As we settle onto the leather couches, I position myself so that Rivka has a clear view of me. Her eyes never leave my form, and when I cross my legs, her gaze drops to my crotch with such naked hunger that I'm surprised Goldstein doesn't notice. But the Maestro is too busy outlining his bank's services, explaining the layers of security and anonymity they provide to clients with "complex financial needs."

Twenty minutes into our discussion, Goldstein's phone buzzes. He checks it with a frown. "I apologize, but there's an urgent matter requiring my attention. A situation with one of our Middle Eastern clients." He stands abruptly. "Rivka can answer any technical questions you might have, and perhaps give you a tour of our facilities while I handle this. Our vault is particularly impressive—state of the art and completely impenetrable."

I smile at the irony of his choice of words as my eyes drift to his wife. "That sounds perfect. I'd love to see everything Dr. Goldstein has to offer."

"Wonderful," Goldstein says, already moving toward the door. "I shouldn't be more than an hour. Rivka, show Mr. Hammer whatever he wants to see."

As the door closes behind him, Rivka's eyes meet mine with an intensity that could melt steel. "Whatever you want," she echoes, her voice barely above a whisper. "Shall we begin with the vault?"

***

The descent to the vault feels eternal, the private elevator carrying us deeper beneath the streets of Geneva. Rivka stands beside me, her breathing shallow, her perfectly manicured fingernails digging into her palms as she fights the urge to touch me. The confined space amplifies her designer perfume—something exclusive and French that probably costs a thousand dollars an ounce—but beneath it, I can smell her arousal. The brilliant financial mathematician is already wet for me, her body betraying her sophisticated mind. I don't speak. I don't need to. The Kama Sutra Touch has done its work, and now I simply wait for her to break.

"Th-the vault system," she begins, her academic voice struggling for composure, "was designed by the same security firm that protects the Swiss National Bank." She swallows hard, her throat working visibly against the collar of her expensive dress. "We have a dual biometric authentication protocol that requires..."

I tune out her technical explanation, my eyes fixed on the rapid pulse visible at the base of her throat. Each floor we descend, her professional veneer cracks a little more. By the time the elevator doors slide open with a soft pneumatic hiss, she's trembling visibly.

We step out into an antechamber lined with brushed steel. Two armed guards nod respectfully to Rivka as she approaches a series of scanners. The security is impressive—retinal scans, handprint recognition, voice authentication, and finally a physical key that Rivka produces from around her neck, hidden beneath her pearls.

"Mrs. Goldstein, shall we prepare the private viewing room for your guest?" one guard asks.

"That won't be necessary," she replies, her voice higher than normal. "Mr. Hammer wishes to see the main vault floor. We won't require assistance."

The guard's expression doesn't change, but I catch the slight raise of his eyebrow. Clearly, civilian tours of the vault floor are rare. Nevertheless, he steps aside as the final massive door swings open.

"After you," I say, gesturing for Rivka to lead.

The main vault is an underground cathedral to wealth—a vast circular chamber with a thirty-foot ceiling, illuminated by recessed lighting that gives everything a cool, blue-white glow. The walls are lined with thousands of safe deposit boxes of varying sizes, each secured with electronic locks. In the center of the room, behind additional barriers of bulletproof glass, stands a massive circular vault door reminiscent of old American banks but modernized with cutting-edge technology. Beyond that final door, I assume, lies the bank's own holdings—gold, bearer bonds, and other physical assets too valuable to entrust to electronic systems.

Metal carts for transporting bullion are positioned strategically around the room, their wheels locked in place. The floor is polished white marble, immaculately maintained and reflecting our figures as we walk.

"Impressive," I say simply.

"We house over sixteen billion in physical assets," Rivka responds automatically, like a tour guide reciting memorized facts. "Some of our clients prefer tangible wealth over digital."

The heavy door closes behind us with a resonant thud. We're alone in the vault. No cameras—client privacy being paramount in Swiss banking—and the guards monitoring remotely, but not visually. Perfect isolation.

When Rivka turns to face me, her professional mask has vanished completely. Her eyes are dark with naked hunger, her chest rising and falling rapidly with each breath. She reaches up and removes her glasses, placing them carefully on a nearby ledge. Without them, her face looks younger, more vulnerable.

"Please," she whispers, the single word containing volumes of need.

I say nothing, simply holding her gaze as I unbutton my suit jacket and loosen my tie. The predatory smile that spreads across my face is all the permission she needs.

Rivka Goldstein—brilliant mathematician, banking executive, wife of one of the world's most dangerous financiers—drops to her knees on the cold marble floor without another word. Her hands shake as they reach for my belt, fumbling in her eagerness to free my cock.

I grab her wrists, stopping her. "No. I'll do it."

Deliberately, I unbuckle my belt and unzip my pants, reaching in to pull out my already hardening cock. Rivka's eyes widen at the sight, her tongue unconsciously wetting her lips.

"Open," I command.

She obeys instantly, her mouth forming a perfect O, lipstick still flawlessly applied. That won't last.

Instead of allowing her to take me in her mouth, I grab a fistful of her honey-blonde hair, twisting it around my hand for better control. She gasps at the sudden pain, but her eyes show only gratitude for the rough treatment.

"You've been thinking about this since I touched you upstairs, haven't you?" I ask, rubbing the head of my cock against her lips, smearing her perfect makeup. "The great Dr. Rivka Goldstein, desperate to choke on a stranger's cock."

"Yes," she admits, her voice small and breathless. "I can't... I can't explain it. I just need—"

I cut off her words by thrusting forward, forcing my cock past her lips and deep into her mouth in one brutal motion. Her eyes widen in shock as I hit the back of her throat, gagging her immediately. I don't give her time to adjust, pulling back only to thrust forward again, establishing a merciless rhythm.

"Look at me," I growl, tightening my grip on her hair. "I want to see those brilliant eyes while I fuck your throat."

Tears spring to her eyes as she struggles to breathe around my intrusion, but she obediently looks up, maintaining eye contact even as mascara begins to streak down her cheeks. Her hands move to my thighs for support, fingers digging into the expensive fabric of my suit pants.

The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging fill the vault, echoing off the marble floors and steel walls. With each thrust, her perfect facade crumbles further—her lipstick smeared across her face and my cock, saliva dripping from her chin onto her expensive dress, her carefully styled hair disheveled in my grip.

"That's it," I hiss, watching her struggle. "Show me what that MIT education is really good for."

I press deeper, feeling her throat constrict around the head of my cock as she fights her gag reflex. Her body trembles, caught between the need for oxygen and the compulsion to please me that the Kama Sutra Touch has woven into her nervous system.

When I finally allow her to pull back for air, she gasps desperately, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock. But even as she gulps down oxygen, her hands reach for me, trying to guide me back into her mouth.

"Please," she begs, voice raspy from the abuse, "more."

"Such a greedy little slut," I laugh coldly. "What would your husband think? What would your colleagues say if they could see the bank's risk assessment director on her knees, begging for cock in the very vault she's sworn to protect?"

The humiliation in her eyes only intensifies her arousal. She moans at my words, one hand slipping beneath her dress to touch herself through her expensive silk underwear.

I slap her hand away. "Did I say you could do that? Hands behind your back."

She complies immediately, clasping her hands behind her like a prisoner, presenting her face for further use. The posture thrusts her breasts forward, straining against the fabric of her dress.

I grab her hair with both hands now, using it like reins to control the angle and depth of my thrusts. With cruel precision, I force myself deeper than before, holding her in place as she chokes and struggles, her throat convulsing around me. Just when her eyes begin to roll back, I release her, allowing her a moment of recovery before starting again.

"That's what you are now," I tell her as she gasps for breath. "A throat for me to fuck. A vessel for my pleasure."

"Yes," she agrees hoarsely, "anything you want."

All around us, billions in wealth sit secured in their vaults—the life's work of the world's elite, protected by layers of steel and electronics and armed men. And here, in the heart of this temple of capitalism, kneels one of its high priestesses, desecrating her sacred space for the chance to service me.

I establish a brutal rhythm, one hand gripping her hair while the other traces the line of her jaw, feeling my cock moving inside her throat from the outside. Her neck is slender, elegant—it would be so easy to squeeze, to restrict her oxygen even further. But that's not what I need from her. Not yet.

"Your husband is upstairs threatening nations," I say conversationally, even as I continue to use her mouth ruthlessly. "And you're down here, gagging on my cock like a common whore."

A muffled moan vibrates around my shaft, her eyes rolling back in pleasure at the degradation. Her hands remain obediently behind her back, though her hips rock unconsciously, seeking friction she can't attain.

I feel my climax approaching but deliberately hold back. This is just the beginning of Rivka Goldstein's debasement, and I have much more planned for the Maestro's brilliant wife.

Abruptly, I pull out entirely, leaving her gasping and disoriented on her knees. Saliva and pre-cum drip from her chin onto the pristine marble floor, creating a small puddle between her knees. Her eyes are unfocused, her makeup destroyed, her perfect hairdo ruined by my rough handling.

"Stand up," I command, tucking my still-hard cock back into my pants temporarily. "We're not done yet."

Shaking, she rises to her feet, steadying herself against one of the metal carts. Her legs are unsteady, her breathing ragged. But her eyes—those brilliant, educated eyes—look at me with nothing but desperate need for whatever comes next.

I stare at Rivka's trembling form, her perfectly composed appearance now a disheveled mess—lipstick smeared, mascara running, hair wild from my grip. The sight of this powerful woman reduced to a quivering, desperate state sends a surge of primal satisfaction through me. I move toward her with deliberate slowness, savoring the way her breath catches with each step I take. Without speaking, I grab her shoulders and spin her around, pushing her forward until she's bent over the steel cart used for transporting millions in gold bullion. The symbolism isn't lost on me—I'm about to fuck the bank's brilliant risk assessment director over the very instruments of her husband's power.

"Please," she whimpers, her voice barely audible as she grips the edges of the cart. Her knuckles turn white with anticipation.

I run my hands down her back, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. Her dove-gray dress—likely some designer label that costs more than most people's monthly rent—hugs her curves like a second skin. Too bad it's about to be ruined.

"Your husband buys you such pretty things," I murmur, gathering the fabric in my fists. With a sharp, violent motion, I tear the dress straight down the middle of her back. The sound of expensive fabric ripping echoes through the vault like a gunshot. Rivka gasps, her back arching at the sudden exposure.

The torn dress falls away to reveal matching silk lingerie in a deep burgundy—the secret indulgence of a woman whose public persona is all business. I trace my finger along the lace edge of her bra, then down her spine to the thin strip of her thong disappearing between perfectly shaped ass cheeks.

"Did you wear these for your husband this morning?" I ask, hooking my fingers under the delicate fabric. "Or did you somehow know you'd end up bent over like a whore in your own vault today?"

"I—I don't—" she stammers, but her words dissolve into a moan as I rip the thong aside with the same violence I showed her dress. The thin fabric cuts into her skin before snapping, leaving angry red marks across one hip.

I spread her ass cheeks with my hands, exposing her completely. Despite her sophisticated exterior, Rivka Goldstein is soaking wet, her arousal glistening on her inner thighs. I run one finger through her slick folds, collecting her wetness before bringing it to my mouth for a taste.

"The brilliant Dr. Goldstein," I taunt, "dripping down her legs like a bitch in heat."

She whimpers in response, pushing her hips back toward me in a wordless plea. I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance but not yet penetrating. I lean forward, my chest against her back, my lips at her ear.

"Tell me, Rivka... how many men have fucked you in this vault? Is this where you bring all your special clients?"

"N-no one," she gasps. "Never here. This is—it's sacred—"

"Not anymore," I growl, and with one brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her.

Rivka screams, the sound bouncing off the vault walls and returning to us in haunting echoes. Her body convulses around me, so tight I wonder briefly if her husband has been neglecting his duties. I give her no time to adjust, withdrawing almost completely before slamming back in with enough force to push the heavy cart forward a few inches across the marble floor.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her voice stripped of its academic precision, now raw and primal. "Oh god, fuck me!"

I establish a punishing rhythm, each thrust driving her harder against the unyielding metal of the cart. The sound of skin slapping against skin reverberates through the vault, creating an obscene symphony that would horrify the bank's elite clientele. My hands grip her hips hard enough to leave bruises, pulling her back to meet each forward drive of my cock.

"You like this, don't you?" I pant, increasing my pace. "Being treated like nothing but a hole to fuck? All your degrees, all your accomplishments, and look how quickly you surrender to this."

"Yes," she moans, beyond shame now. "God, yes!"

Her confession sends a surge of power through me. I reach forward and grab a fistful of her hair again, yanking her head back until her spine arches painfully. With my other hand, I reach around to roughly maul her breast through her bra, feeling the hardened nipple pressing against the silk.

"Your cunt feels fucking amazing," I growl against her ear. "Tight and wet, gripping my cock like it was made for it."

Her inner walls clench around me at my crude words, her body responding instinctively to the degradation. Each thrust now produces a wet, squelching sound that echoes off the marble floors and reinforced walls. The sterile, sacred temple of finance is being desecrated with every slap of my balls against her soaked flesh.

I release her hair to reach down and rub her clit, causing her to buck wildly against me. Her moans turn to sobs of pleasure, her composed facade completely shattered.

"Now," I say, my voice dropping to a dangerous whisper even as I maintain my relentless pace, "tell me about the authentication keys to the syndicate's central server."

For a moment, through the haze of pleasure, a flash of resistance crosses her face. Even under the influence of the Kama Sutra Touch, some part of her brain recognizes the request for what it is—a security breach of the highest order.

I slam into her harder, angling my hips to hit the spot that makes her eyes roll back. At the same time, I pinch her clit between my fingers, applying just the right amount of pressure to send her teetering on the edge of orgasm.

"The keys," I repeat, holding her at that precipice. "Now, Rivka."

"I—I can't," she gasps, torn between loyalty and lust. "Marcus would—"

I pull out completely, leaving her empty and whimpering. Before she can protest further, I flip her over, lifting her onto the cart so she's lying on her back. I tear open her bra, exposing her perfect breasts to the cool air of the vault. Her nipples harden instantly, and I take one between my fingers, twisting just enough to make her arch off the metal surface.

"You think I'm asking?" I position myself at her entrance again but don't push in. "Your body belongs to me now. Every hole, every pleasure, every orgasm—mine to give or deny."

"Please," she begs, trying to push herself onto my cock.

I allow just the tip to enter her, then hold still. "The keys, Rivka. Or I walk away and leave you like this."

The threat of abandonment—of being left unfulfilled in her desperate state—breaks her completely. As I thrust back into her with renewed vigor, the words tumble from her lips between moans and gasps.

"Alpha—oh god—Alpha-Tango-7-9-2-Echo-Delta," she cries out as I pound into her mercilessly. "Secondary—fuck!—Secondary authentication is biometric, retinal scan plus—oh fuck me harder!—plus voice print saying 'Geneva Protocol Activated'."

I reward her betrayal by increasing my pace, my hips slamming against her inner thighs hard enough to make the cart creak beneath us. The final security key spills from her lips as I feel her pussy begin to contract around me, her orgasm building.

"Tertiary failsafe is—oh god I'm coming!—is sequential pressure points on the main terminal: bottom left, center right, top center, in that exact order!"

Her body convulses beneath me as her orgasm crashes through her, walls clamping down on my cock with surprising strength. I continue thrusting through her climax, prolonging it until she's a sobbing, incoherent mess beneath me, completely undone.

As she lies there, gasping and shuddering through aftershocks, I silently commit the authentication sequence to memory. The syndicate's central server—containing records of every illegal transaction, every client with blood on their hands, every politician and judge in their pocket—will soon be mine to access. And with it, the means to destroy Goldstein and his entire network.

But first, I have unfinished business with his wife.

I lean down and capture her lips in a savage kiss, tasting the mixture of desire and fear on her tongue. My hips continue to move rhythmically inside her, my heart racing with anticipation. The vault is suddenly filled with our primal sounds of lust as I claim what is rightfully mine. Reaching my limit, I shoot my load deep into her pussy and feel it vibrate beneath me as she moans and arches her back.

As the aftershocks subside, I pull out of her slowly, leaving a trail of wetness on the cold marble floor beneath us. She whimpers, reluctant to let go of this newfound pleasure.

"Get up," I command, adjusting myself back into my pants. "Clean yourself up. Your husband will be wondering where we are."

The mention of her husband brings a flash of horror to her eyes as reality begins to seep back into her pleasure-addled brain. She just betrayed everything—her husband, her bank, her professional oath—all for a few moments of ecstasy.

And the best part? She'd do it again in a heartbeat if I asked.


Chapter 3

I sip my espresso at a sidewalk café on Geneva's Rue du Rhône, pretending to scroll through my phone while actually watching her reflection in the shop window beside me. She's good—I'll give her that. Most people wouldn't notice the nondescript woman at the bus stop who's been there through three buses without boarding any of them. Or how she conveniently moved to the newspaper stand when I entered the café, suddenly fascinated by Swiss current events.

But I'm not most people, and she's not a casual observer. The slight bulge under her light jacket at the small of her back reveals a holstered weapon. The way she continuously scans without seeming to. The perfect stillness of her posture. Mossad. Has to be. Goldstein's not taking any chances with his new American client.

I ordered Elizabeth and Irina to spend the day shopping on the bank's dime—a move calculated to appear frivolous while giving me space to operate alone. After yesterday's success with Rivka in the vault, I need to consolidate my position. And neutralizing Goldstein's surveillance is the next logical step.

The woman—mid-thirties, olive skin, dark hair cut in a practical bob—flips another page of her newspaper. She's attractive in that dangerous way that comes from capability rather than conventional beauty. Her body is toned and compact beneath casual clothes that have been carefully selected to blend in while allowing freedom of movement. Nothing about her draws attention, which is precisely what makes her stand out to trained eyes like mine.

I take my time finishing my espresso, letting her think her cover remains intact. Then I signal for the check, pay with a generous tip, and stand. Instead of continuing down the street as expected, I walk directly to her position at the newspaper stand. The momentary widening of her eyes confirms she wasn't expecting this approach.

"The fashion section is on the back," I say casually in English, stopping beside her. "Though you strike me as more of a current affairs reader."

She recovers quickly, her expression smoothing into polite confusion. "Excuse me?" Her accent is flawlessly neutral—neither American nor Israeli nor anything easily identifiable.

"The three buses you didn't take," I continue, maintaining a pleasant smile. "The Glock 26 at the small of your back. The way you've been watching me for the past hour while pretending not to. Did Goldstein hire you directly, or are you on loan from Tel Aviv?"

Her face doesn't change, but I notice the slight shift in her posture—weight moving to the balls of her feet, right hand drifting casually toward her concealed weapon.

"I think you've mistaken me for someone else," she says, folding her newspaper.

"I don't think I have, Naomi."

That gets her. The use of her name—a shot in the dark based on typical Mossad field assignments—causes a flicker of genuine surprise before her training reasserts control. She's reassessing me now, upgrading me from wealthy mark to potential threat.

"Walk with me," I suggest, not phrasing it as a question. "Unless you'd prefer I call out your cover in the middle of this very public street?"

After a brief hesitation that speaks volumes, she falls into step beside me. We walk in silence for half a block before she speaks.

"How did you make me?" Her voice is different now—crisper, more businesslike.

I smile. "You're very good. But I've been watched by experts. The real question is: what does Goldstein think I'm going to do that requires Mossad surveillance?"

"Standard procedure for new clients with your level of assets," she responds smoothly. "Nothing personal."

"Bullshit," I counter cheerfully. "Goldstein doesn't waste Israeli intelligence resources on standard procedures. He thinks I'm a threat. He's right, of course, but I'm curious why he's already suspicious."

We reach a small park, less crowded than the main shopping street. Naomi guides us toward an isolated bench, her training evident in how she selects a location with clear sightlines and multiple exit routes.

"Mr. Hammer," she says as we sit, maintaining a professional distance between us, "I'm not at liberty to discuss my employer's security protocols."

"Of course not," I agree. "Just like you're not at liberty to discuss how Mossad allows its agents to work as private security for people like Goldstein who finance operations that have killed Israeli citizens."

Her eyes narrow slightly—the first genuine emotional reaction she's allowed herself. "You don't know what you're talking about."

"Don't I?" I turn to face her fully. "The Beirut bombing last year. The 'terrorist' attack that conveniently eliminated three Lebanese bankers who were threatening to expose Goldstein's money-laundering operation. Seventeen civilians died as collateral damage. Two were Israeli tourists. Your agency buried the connection."

Now I have her complete attention. Her right hand has moved closer to her weapon, but she's too disciplined to make a scene in public without clear provocation.

"Who are you really?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

I laugh softly. "Exactly who I appear to be: Jack Hammer, tech billionaire looking for discrete financial services." I lean closer to her. "But like you, I have layers."

As I speak, I casually reach out as if to emphasize a point, my hand landing on hers where it rests on the bench between us. The contact is brief, seemingly innocent—but it's all I need. My thumb presses against the pulse point at her wrist, channeling the ancient power through my skin into hers.

The effect is immediate but subtle. Her pupils dilate sharply, her breath catching in her throat. A flush spreads from her neck up to her cheeks, and the hand beneath mine trembles slightly. I watch with fascination as conflict plays across her features—her rigorous training battling against the sudden, overwhelming desire flooding her system.

"What—" she starts, then stops, swallowing hard. She tries to pull her hand away, but I hold it firmly, maintaining the connection as the Kama Sutra Touch works its way deeper into her nervous system.

"You feel it, don't you?" I murmur, keeping my voice low and intimate. "That warmth spreading through you. The sudden tightness in your chest. The throbbing between your legs."

"Stop," she whispers, but there's no conviction in it. Her eyes are fixed on my mouth now, her breathing becoming shallow and rapid. "This isn't... I can't..."

"Your mind is fighting it," I acknowledge, my thumb caressing slow circles on her wrist. "That's the training. But your body knows what it wants. What it needs."

A small, involuntary moan escapes her lips, and she looks around in horror, suddenly aware we're in public. Despite her professionalism, despite years of Mossad training in resisting various forms of manipulation, her body is betraying her with every passing second.

"I have a—a surveillance vehicle," she says haltingly, her accent slipping as her control fractures. "Nearby. Private."

I smile, releasing her hand but not the hold I now have over her. "Lead the way."

Naomi stands on unsteady legs, her composure hanging by a thread. To casual observers, we might look like any couple leaving the park together, but the tension between us is palpable. She walks slightly ahead of me, her movements stiff as she fights the urge to press herself against me right there on the street.

We turn down a side street where a nondescript white van is parked in the shadow of an old church. Commercial signage for a fictional plumbing company adorns its sides—the perfect cover for surveillance equipment.

Naomi unlocks the van with shaking hands, glancing around to ensure no one is watching before sliding open the side door. Inside, the back of the vehicle is a compact command center—monitors, communications equipment, weapons locker, and a small bench seat.

"After you," I gesture.

She climbs in, and I follow, sliding the door closed behind us. The moment we're enclosed in the privacy of the van, something in Naomi snaps. Gone is the controlled intelligence agent, replaced by a woman consumed with desperate need. She lunges at me, hands grabbing my face as she crushes her lips against mine.

The kiss is violent, almost angry—her last resistance manifesting as aggression. Her tongue forces its way into my mouth as her body presses against mine, grinding her hips against my rapidly hardening cock. I allow her this momentary illusion of control, letting her back me against the wall of the van as she devours my mouth with frantic hunger.

Her hands are everywhere—tearing at my shirt buttons, sliding down to palm my erection through my pants, gripping my hair to angle my head for deeper access to my mouth. She tastes of coffee and mint, her breath coming in desperate pants against my lips.

I grab her wrists, stopping her frenzied movements. Slowly, deliberately, I reverse our positions, pushing her back against the monitoring equipment that was, moments ago, being used to spy on me. Her eyes are wild, her professional mask completely shattered.

"Please," she gasps, the proud Mossad agent reduced to begging. "I need—I don't understand what's happening to me, but I need—"

"I know exactly what you need," I tell her, my hand moving to her throat in a gentle but firm grip. "And you're going to get it. But first, we're going to have a little chat about your employer."

Naomi nods frantically, willing to agree to anything as long as it brings her closer to satisfaction. As my free hand begins to unbutton her sensible blouse, I can't help but smile. Goldstein sent his watchdog to keep an eye on me, never imagining she'd become my most valuable asset.

Naomi tears at her clothes with urgency, years of covert discipline shattered by the ancient magic coursing through her veins. Her tactical jacket hits the floor of the van, followed by the shoulder holster and weapon she normally guards with her life. I watch with predatory satisfaction as she pulls her plain black t-shirt over her head, revealing what has to be the most incongruous sight in espionage—a lean, athletic torso topped with a pair of massive, perfectly round breasts that could only have come from a plastic surgeon's office. The contrast is jarring and somehow obscene—the practical, deadly Mossad agent with porn star tits straining against a utilitarian black sports bra.

"Interesting career choice for enhancement like that," I remark, leaning back against the van wall as she continues to strip.

A flash of self-consciousness crosses her face. "Cover work," she mutters, hands moving to the clasp of her bra. "Sometimes I need to distract targets."

"And now look at you," I say softly. "The hunter becoming the prey."

The sports bra joins her growing pile of discarded clothing, releasing those improbable breasts. They stand at attention on her otherwise lean frame, too perfectly round and high to be natural, topped with small, dark nipples that harden instantly in the cool air of the van. As she bends to remove her tactical pants, I get a better look at her body—a roadmap of her dangerous profession. A puckered bullet wound scar on her right shoulder. A long, thin knife scar curving around her left ribcage. Smaller marks scattered across her torso like a constellation telling stories of near-death experiences.

She stands before me in nothing but simple black cotton panties, her body a contradiction of femininity and lethality. When she hooks her thumbs into the waistband of those final garments, I stop her with a raised hand.

"Not yet." I move toward her, fully clothed against her nakedness, another layer of power imbalance between us. "Turn around. Hands on the monitoring equipment."

Naomi obeys instantly, turning to face the bank of surveillance screens and placing her palms flat against the console. Her back is toned and lean, narrowing to a tight waist before flaring out to athletic hips. More scars decorate her skin—testament to a life lived on the edge of danger.

I step behind her, close enough that she can feel my presence but not touching her yet. Her breathing quickens in anticipation, her artificial breasts rising and falling rapidly. I reach around and cup one heavy globe in each hand, squeezing roughly. The flesh has an unnatural firmness, the implants beneath her skin unyielding compared to natural tissue.

"Tell me about your mission," I say conversationally, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her gasp.

"Surveillance only," she pants, pushing her chest further into my hands. "Monitor your meetings with Goldstein. Report your movements."

I press myself against her back, letting her feel my hardness through my pants as I continue to knead her breasts. "And what did he tell you about me?"

"Potential high-value client," she gasps as I twist her nipples cruelly. "But—ah!—possibly American intelligence. He's paranoid about FBI or CIA infiltration."

I chuckle against her ear, one hand sliding down her flat stomach to the waistband of her panties. "Not even close."

My fingers slip beneath the cotton, finding her already soaking wet. She moans shamelessly as I slide two fingers through her folds, circling her clit with practiced precision. Her hips buck against my hand, seeking more pressure, more friction.

"Please," she begs, professionalism completely abandoned. "Fuck me. I need it now."

"Patience," I murmur, withdrawing my hand. I spin her around to face me, then push her down onto her knees. "First, you're going to show me how those Mossad interrogation skills translate to other oral activities."

With trembling hands, she reaches for my belt, unfastening it and lowering my zipper with desperate eagerness. When my cock springs free, her eyes widen slightly at the size, but she doesn't hesitate. She takes me into her mouth with the same determination she likely brings to her missions, her training evident in how quickly she finds a rhythm that has me gripping her short dark hair for support.

"Christ," I hiss as she takes me deep into her throat without gagging, her nose pressing against my abdomen. "They teach this at Israeli spy school?"

She doesn't answer, too busy demonstrating skills that definitely weren't part of standard intelligence training. Her hands grip my thighs for leverage as she works my shaft with her mouth, alternating between long, slow strokes and rapid, shallow ones that focus on the sensitive head.

After a few minutes of this exquisite torture, I pull her off my cock by her hair. Strings of saliva connect her swollen lips to my glistening shaft as she looks up at me with glazed eyes.

"Stand up," I command.

When she does, I spin her back around to face the monitoring equipment. With a rough shove between her shoulder blades, I bend her over the console, her fake tits pressing against the cold metal surface. I tear her panties down in one violent motion, leaving them around her ankles. The sight of the deadly Mossad agent bent over her own surveillance equipment, ass raised and pussy exposed, sends a surge of power through me.

"Beg for it," I demand, positioning myself at her entrance but not pushing in.

"Please," she whimpers, trying to push back against me. "I need your cock inside me."

"Not good enough," I say, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. "Tell me Goldstein's threat assessment. What are his vulnerabilities?"

The conflict plays across her face briefly—years of training versus the overwhelming need I've created in her. But there's no real contest.

"His wife," she gasps. "Rivka is his blind spot. And his daughter in London—Sarah. He'd do anything to protect them."

I reward this betrayal by pushing just the head of my cock into her, then holding still. "What else?"

"The—the syndicate," she moans, trying desperately to take more of me. "There's internal tension. The Russian faction doesn't trust him after the Belarus incident."

I slide in another inch, watching her fingers scrabble for purchase on the smooth metal of the console. "Go on."

"His health," she pants. "Heart condition. Secret from everyone but his inner circle. Could—oh god—could collapse under enough stress."

With each revelation, I push deeper into her, until finally I'm buried to the hilt. Her tight pussy grips me like a vise, her inner walls pulsing around my length. I pause, fully seated inside her, and reach around to roughly grab her fake tits, using them like handles.

"Good girl," I murmur against her ear. "Now you get your reward."

I pull back and slam into her with enough force to send the equipment rattling. Naomi cries out, a sound somewhere between pain and ecstasy. I establish a brutal pace, pounding into her without mercy or gentleness. The van rocks slightly with the force of our coupling, the surveillance screens flickering with each impact.

"Tell me about his security," I demand, never slowing my punishing rhythm.

"Six—six man team," she gasps between thrusts. "Two former Mossad, the rest ex-military. Rotating shifts. Blind spot—oh fuck!—blind spot in the eastern perimeter. Service entrance."

I grab her hair, yanking her head back sharply as I drive into her even harder. "Electronic security?"

"Bio—biometric," she stutters, her words breaking apart as I feel her pussy beginning to contract around me. "But—but there's a manual override. In his office. Behind the Kandinsky painting. Emergency shutdown protocol."

Her body begins to tremble beneath mine as an orgasm approaches. I reach around and find her clit, rubbing it roughly in time with my thrusts.

"Oh god," she moans, her professional demeanor completely obliterated. "I'm coming. Fuck, I'm coming!"

Her pussy clamps down on my cock as she screams through her climax, her entire body shaking violently. The sight of this lethal operative coming apart beneath me, spilling state secrets as readily as moans of pleasure, pushes me closer to the edge.

With a few final, punishing thrusts, I pull out of her completely. I spin her around and push her to her knees just in time. She looks up at me, face flushed and eyes unfocused, as I grip my cock and aim at her face.

"Open," I command, and she obediently parts her lips.

I erupt with a groan, the first thick rope of cum landing across her left cheek and eye. The second splashes against her parted lips and chin. I continue stroking myself, marking every inch of the Mossad agent's face with my seed. She moans through it all, her tongue darting out to catch what lands near her mouth, one hand moving between her legs to prolong her own pleasure.

When I finish, I tuck myself back into my pants and look down at her—the deadly operative now kneeling in her own surveillance van, naked except for panties around her ankles, face covered in cum, massive fake tits heaving with each breath. It's an image of complete subjugation.

"Clean yourself up," I say, reaching for a box of tissues on the console and tossing them toward her. "Then you're going to tell me everything else you know about Goldstein's operation. Every detail, every weakness."

She nods eagerly, cum dripping from her chin onto one perfect breast. "Yes, anything you want."

As she begins to wipe her face, her eyes never leaving mine, I allow myself a moment of satisfaction. Goldstein's watchdog has become my most valuable asset, and the Maestro doesn't even know it yet. His downfall is now inevitable—just a matter of time and the right pressure points.

"Good girl," I say again, watching as she scrambles to please me. "We're just getting started."


Chapter 4

Goldstein's office feels different today—the same luxurious space with its panoramic views of Lake Geneva, but now charged with a different kind of tension. Two days into my infiltration of his operation, I sit in one of his butter-soft leather chairs, pretending to review the prospectus for a "special investment opportunity" while covertly studying the Maestro himself. He's been distracted all morning, checking his phone with increasing frequency, his legendary focus fractured by something brewing beneath the surface. When his secure line rings with a distinctive tone, his expression shifts subtly—a predator hearing the distant cry of wounded prey.

"Excuse me, Jack," he says with practiced politeness. "I need to take this. It won't take long."

I nod agreeably. "Of course."

Rather than asking me to leave, he simply activates a privacy screen—a transparent barrier that descends silently from the ceiling, creating a soundproof bubble around his desk. I can see him but shouldn't be able to hear him. What Goldstein doesn't know is that the day before, while he was in another meeting, Rivka had eagerly revealed all his security measures to me between passionate kisses. Including the override frequency for his privacy screen.

I discreetly activate the small device in my pocket—courtesy of some friends in the tech industry who owe me favors. The barrier remains visually intact, but the audio isolation fails. I keep my expression neutral, pretending to be engrossed in the financial documents before me while every word from Goldstein's conversation reaches my ears with perfect clarity.

He presses a button on his desk, activating the conference system. The massive wall screen behind him flickers to life, revealing a middle-aged man in an expensive suit, sitting in what appears to be a government office. The man looks nervous, his complexion ashen beneath his Mediterranean tan.

"Minister Vasiliev," Goldstein greets him with a warm smile that doesn't reach his eyes. "Thank you for making time in your busy schedule."

"Mr. Goldstein," the minister replies, his English accented but precise. "I received your message. Perhaps there has been some misunderstanding regarding the proposed legislation—"

"There's no misunderstanding," Goldstein interrupts, his tone remaining pleasant despite the steel beneath his words. "Your parliament is considering financial regulations that would impact certain investment structures my clients utilize. This is unacceptable."

The minister—apparently representing some small European nation dependent on foreign investment—shifts uncomfortably. "The regulations are designed to increase transparency and prevent money laundering. They align with EU recommendations and—"

"I'm not interested in EU recommendations," Goldstein cuts in, leaning forward slightly. His posture remains relaxed, as if discussing nothing more significant than the weather. "My clients value their privacy. Your country benefits substantially from this arrangement."

"Yes, but the international pressure—"

"Let me be perfectly clear," Goldstein says, his smile broadening as his voice drops slightly. "If these regulations pass, I will be forced to protect my clients' interests. Do you understand what that means for your economy, Minister?"

The threat hangs in the air, delivered with such casual charm that it takes a moment to register the sheer malevolence behind it. The minister pales further.

"Please, Mr. Goldstein," he begins, his composure cracking. "We are a small nation. Our reserves cannot withstand—"

"Your nation holds approximately eight billion euros in sovereign debt," Goldstein interrupts, not bothering to consult any notes. The figures are clearly committed to memory. "Forty percent of which is held by investment groups I represent. Additionally, your three largest banks have significant positions in derivatives tied to instruments my syndicate controls."

I keep my eyes on the document before me, but my mind races to comprehend the scale of what I'm witnessing. This isn't mere financial pressure—it's economic warfare, the financial equivalent of holding a gun to an entire country's head.

"Within seventy-two hours of these regulations passing," Goldstein continues cheerfully, "my clients would be forced to divest their positions. Simultaneously, of course. The rating agencies would respond accordingly." He makes a dismissive gesture with one hand. "Your borrowing costs would triple overnight. Your currency would collapse by... I estimate thirty percent in the first week. Unemployment would reach twenty percent by quarter's end."

The minister looks physically ill now, sweat beading on his forehead. "That would destroy us."

"Economic adjustments can be painful," Goldstein agrees with a sympathetic nod that makes my skin crawl. "Fortunately, they're entirely avoidable."

"What do you want?" the minister asks, defeat evident in his slumped shoulders.

"Nothing complicated." Goldstein leans back in his chair, the picture of reasonable negotiation. "The draft legislation will be withdrawn by end of business tomorrow. In its place, your ministry will introduce an alternative bill—one my associates have already prepared for your

"Nothing complicated." Goldstein leans back in his chair, the picture of reasonable negotiation. "The draft legislation will be withdrawn by end of business tomorrow. In its place, your ministry will introduce an alternative bill—one my associates have already prepared for your convenience. It strengthens certain consumer protections—which plays well with the public—while creating specific exemptions for the financial structures my clients utilize."

"And if I refuse?" The question is barely audible, a token resistance from a man who already knows he's beaten.

Goldstein's smile turns glacial. "Then I will have my morning coffee on Friday while watching your economy burn. Your political career would end, of course. Your personal finances would suffer tremendously as well." He pauses, examining his manicured nails. "I understand your daughter has just been accepted to Oxford. Prestigious institution. Expensive, too. Shame if those tuition payments became... problematic."

The threat to the minister's family—so casually inserted into the conversation—makes my blood boil. I maintain my neutral expression with effort, turning a page in the document I haven't been reading.

"You'll have the draft legislation within the hour," the minister says, his voice hollow with defeat.

"Excellent." Goldstein's tone brightens instantly. "I knew we could reach a reasonable accommodation. And Minister? Let's not have this conversation again. Next time, consult with me before proposing regulations that affect my clients."

"Of course, Mr. Goldstein."

"Give my regards to your wife. The treatment program in Switzerland is working well for her, I hope?"

The minister flinches visibly at this reminder that Goldstein knows everything about his personal life. "Yes. Thank you."

"Good day, Minister."

The screen goes dark, and Goldstein taps another button to retract the privacy screen. The entire exchange—in which he effectively hijacked a sovereign nation's legislative process and threatened to destroy its economy—took less than five minutes. And now he turns back to me with the same pleasant smile he offered the minister.

"Apologies for the interruption," he says, as if he'd merely taken a routine phone call rather than engaged in financial terrorism. "Some of my European clients require occasional attention. You understand how it is."

"Completely," I reply, matching his casual tone while inwardly cataloging yet another reason why he deserves everything I'm about to do to him. "Important clients always come first."

"Indeed." He gestures to the documents in my hands. "I hope you find our exclusive fund interesting. The returns are exceptional, though the methods can be... technically complex."

Translation: illegal as hell, designed to hide money from tax authorities and law enforcement agencies investigating everything from human trafficking to arms dealing.

"The structure is brilliant," I say with genuine admiration, because it is—evil, but undeniably brilliant. "I particularly like how the Cayman layer interfaces with the Singapore trust. Very elegant."

Goldstein's eyes light up with pleasure at the compliment. Like many sociopaths, he craves recognition of his intelligence. "Most clients don't appreciate the finer points of the architecture. It's refreshing to work with someone who understands the artistry involved."

"I've always believed that banking at this level is an art form," I respond, closing the prospectus. "Speaking of art, Rivka mentioned something about a gallery opening tonight?"

"Ah, yes. My wife is hosting a private viewing at Galerie Laurent. A new acquisition—a rare Giacometti sculpture. The event is quite exclusive, but she specifically requested that I extend an invitation to you." His expression reveals nothing, but I wonder if he's noticed anything different about his wife over the past two days. If he's sensed her new obsession with me.

"I'd be honored to attend," I say. "I'm a great admirer of Giacometti's work."

"Excellent. Eight o'clock, then. Formal attire." He glances at his watch. "And now, I'm afraid I must prepare for another call. My assistant will see you out."

As I rise to leave, I catch a glimpse of the Kandinsky painting hanging on the wall behind his desk—the one Naomi told me conceals the manual override for the bank's security systems. Another piece falling into place.

"Until tonight," I say, shaking his hand firmly.

Walking out through the bank's ornate lobby, nodding to the security guards who have no idea what I've done to their employer's wife and his personal Mossad agent, I allow myself a small smile. Goldstein just showed me exactly who he is and what he's capable of—a man who would destroy thousands of lives to protect his criminal enterprise, all while sipping his morning coffee and smiling pleasantly.

His downfall will be my masterpiece.


Chapter 5

The Galerie Laurent glows like a pristine ice cube in the heart of Geneva's arts district, its modernist façade illuminated against the night sky. As I step from my chauffeured car, I adjust my tuxedo cuffs, surveying the small crowd of Europe's wealthiest being admitted to the exclusive viewing. Tonight's guest list reads like a who's who of old money and new criminals—banking executives, hedge fund managers, a smattering of minor royalty, and at least two men I recognize as cartel financiers. The perfect gathering of predators and parasites, all here to admire a fifteen-million-dollar sculpture while sipping champagne that costs more than what most people make in a month. And at the center of it all, waiting for me with barely concealed desperation, is Rivka Goldstein.

She stands just inside the entrance, playing hostess in a black gown that probably cost as much as a decent car. The dress hugs her curves before flaring slightly at the knees, conservative yet undeniably sensual. Her honey-blonde hair is swept up in an elegant chignon, exposing the graceful line of her neck where a diamond choker glitters like ice against her skin. More diamonds drip from her earlobes, and her wedding ring—the symbol of her bond with the Maestro—catches the light with every gesture of her perfectly manicured hands.

Our eyes meet across the crowded foyer, and I watch her composure falter momentarily. A slight tremble in her champagne glass. A hitch in her breath. Then her hostess mask slides back into place, though her eyes remain locked on mine with naked hunger.

I make my way slowly toward her, accepting a flute of champagne from a passing server. Let her wait. Let her anticipation build. The Kama Sutra Touch has had two days to work its way deeper into her system, two days of her thinking about our encounter in the vault, two days of her body craving the degradation only I can provide.

"Mr. Hammer," she greets me when I finally reach her, her voice impressively steady despite the flush spreading across her cheekbones. "I'm so pleased you could join us."

"I wouldn't miss it," I reply, taking her offered hand and bringing it to my lips. Instead of the chaste social kiss expected at such gatherings, I turn her hand and press my mouth to the sensitive inside of her wrist, where her pulse races beneath the skin. I feel her shudder at the contact.

"Where's your husband tonight?" I ask, still holding her hand, my thumb tracing small circles against her palm.

"Working late," she replies, her pupils dilating at my touch. "He sends his regrets."

"But not his supervision," I note, glancing around at the security personnel positioned discreetly throughout the gallery. "I count five of his men."

"Six, actually," she corrects automatically, then looks startled at having revealed this information. "Marcus is... protective of his investments."

"And you're quite an investment," I murmur, releasing her hand reluctantly. "Perhaps you'd give me a private tour of the collection? I'm particularly interested in the new Giacometti."

Relief washes across her face at the seemingly innocent request—a legitimate excuse to be alone with me. "Of course. It's in the east gallery. We've placed it in its own viewing room for proper appreciation."

I follow her through the main exhibition space, a cavernous room of white walls and polished concrete floors where the elite of Europe cluster in small conversational groups. The air is thick with expensive perfume, pretension, and the distinctive scent of old money. Masterpieces worth millions hang on every wall—Picassos, Monets, a small Matisse—status symbols as much as art.

Rivka leads me through a doorway into a smaller, more intimate gallery space. As promised, the Giacometti sculpture stands alone on a minimalist pedestal in the center of the room—a bronze figure, elongated and existential, reaching toward some unattainable goal. The lighting is designed to cast dramatic shadows across the polished concrete floor, creating the impression that the sculpture exists in multiple dimensions simultaneously.

"Beautiful," I comment, circling the pedestal slowly.

"Yes," Rivka agrees. "There are only seven in this series. This one came from a private collection in Monaco." She launches into a practiced speech about the sculpture's provenance and significance, an art history lecture delivered with academic precision.

I let her talk, watching her hands gesture enthusiastically as she discusses the piece. Her love of art appears genuine—perhaps the one authentic passion allowed in her carefully constructed life as the Maestro's wife. When she finishes her explanation, I nod toward the entrance.

"Close the door," I command softly.

She freezes, her eyes darting to the opening where gallery guests can be seen mingling just beyond. "I—we can't—someone might—"

"Close. The. Door." Each word falls like a stone into still water.

With trembling hands, she obeys, pushing the heavy door closed. It clicks shut with a sound of expensive precision.

"Now lock it."

Again, she hesitates, but only briefly. The Kama Sutra Touch has already won this battle. She turns a small, discreet key in the lock, sealing us inside the sterile white cube with nothing but the Giacometti and fifteen million dollars worth of sexual tension.

"Take off your dress," I say, leaning casually against the wall.

Her eyes widen. "Here? Now? But the security cameras—"

"Aren't recording in this room," I finish for her. "Your husband's paranoia about industrial espionage. No electronic devices allowed near the most valuable pieces. You told me that yourself yesterday, between begging for my cock."

The reminder of her previous surrender makes her cheeks flush deeper. She looks down, her internal struggle visible in the way she bites her lower lip.

"Now," I repeat, not raising my voice but infusing it with unmistakable command.

With shaking fingers, she reaches behind her neck, unfastening the halter top of her gown. The fabric slides down, exposing her breasts—smaller than Naomi's artificial ones, but perfectly formed and natural, tipped with pale pink nipples that harden instantly in the cool gallery air. The dress pools at her waist as she hesitates again.

"All of it," I insist. "Everything except the heels and jewelry."

Rivka pushes the dress past her hips, letting it fall to the floor in a puddle of expensive fabric. She steps out of it carefully, standing before me in nothing but a tiny black thong, diamond jewelry, and four-inch Louboutin heels that make her legs look endless. The contrast of her near-nakedness with the formal jewelry creates an erotic tableau—the sophisticated art patron reduced to primal elements of flesh and desire.

"The thong too," I say.

She hooks her thumbs into the thin straps and slides the last barrier down her legs, stepping out of the scrap of fabric with one foot, then the other. Now she stands completely naked except for diamonds and heels, her body a work of art far more compelling than the bronze sculpture beside her.

I push off from the wall and walk to the center of the room, positioning myself next to the Giacometti. "On your knees."

She sinks down gracefully, her trained poise evident even in this act of submission. The polished concrete floor must be cold and hard against her bare knees, but she doesn't complain. Her eyes remain fixed on the bulge visible in my tuxedo pants.

"You know what I want," I say simply.

Rivka reaches up with trembling hands, unfastening my belt and lowering my zipper with delicate precision. When she frees my cock, already hard from the power of commanding her, a small gasp escapes her lips—the sound of anticipation finally being fulfilled.

"Open," I command.

She parts her lips obediently, and I waste no time with gentleness. Gripping the back of her head, I thrust forward, forcing my cock deep into her waiting mouth. Her eyes widen at the sudden invasion, but she doesn't pull away—she can't. The Kama Sutra Touch has rewired her brain, making this violation her greatest desire.

"That's it," I growl, establishing a brutal pace, watching my shaft disappear between her perfectly painted lips again and again. "Show me what that PhD mouth is good for."

Rivka moans around my cock, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hands come up to grip my thighs for balance as I fuck her face with increasing force. Tears spring to her eyes as I hit the back of her throat, mascara beginning to run in black rivulets down her cheeks. Her carefully applied lipstick smears across my shaft and her chin, leaving crimson evidence of her debasement.

"Look at me," I demand, yanking her hair sharply. "I want to see those intelligent eyes while I use your throat like a fucking fleshlight."

She obeys, looking up with watery eyes while I continue my assault on her mouth. The contrast is intoxicating—this brilliant, sophisticated woman on her knees, naked in her own gallery, choking on my cock while priceless art surrounds us. Her throat constricts around me as she gags, producing wet, sloppy sounds that echo in the minimalist space.

"That's what you are now," I tell her, my voice low and cruel. "Not Dr. Goldstein. Not the banker's brilliant wife. Just a set of holes for my pleasure. A cum dump with a PhD."

She moans again, louder this time, her free hand moving between her legs. I can see how wet she is, her arousal glistening on her inner thighs. The degradation only excites her more, her body responding to my cruel words as eagerly as to my physical domination.

I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her in place as I thrust deeper, watching her struggle for breath. Saliva drips freely from her chin now, pooling on the concrete between her knees. When I pull back slightly to allow her a quick breath, strings of thick drool connect her swollen lips to my glistening cock.

"Please," she gasps, her voice hoarse from the abuse. "Use me. Ruin me."

"I intend to," I promise, pushing back into her willing mouth. "But we're just getting started."

I continue fucking her face with merciless intensity, feeling my climax building but deliberately holding back. As her eyes roll back and her makeup runs in black streaks down her face, I know the refined Dr. Rivka Goldstein has been thoroughly broken—the cultural sophisticate transformed into a drooling, gagging vessel for my pleasure.

And with her husband's prized Giacometti bearing silent witness, I'm nowhere near done with her yet.

I pull out of Rivka's mouth with a wet pop, watching her gasp for breath, her once-perfect makeup now a ruined mess streaking down her flushed face. Saliva and pre-cum drip from her swollen lips onto her naked breasts. The sight of her—the refined, brilliant Dr. Goldstein reduced to a panting, drooling mess on her knees—sends a fresh surge of power through me. But I'm not done with her yet. Not by a long shot. I reach down and grab her arm, yanking her roughly to her feet. Her legs are unsteady in the towering Louboutins, forcing her to clutch at me for support.

"Walk," I command, steering her toward the far corner of the gallery where a marble sculpture sits on a low pedestal—a reclining female figure in the classical style, all smooth curves and idealized beauty.

Rivka stumbles alongside me, naked except for her diamonds and heels, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and anticipation. In the harsh gallery lighting, every inch of her is exposed—the slight softening of her stomach that even her rigorous fitness regimen can't completely eliminate, the faint stretch marks on her hips that speak of a pregnancy in her past, the trimmed patch of blonde hair between her legs now glistening with arousal. These small imperfections only enhance her beauty, making her real rather than an idealized art object like the sculptures surrounding us.

"Please," she whispers as we reach the marble piece. "Someone might come—"

"Then they'll see exactly what you are," I cut her off, positioning her in front of the sculpture. "Bend over. Hands on the statue."

Her eyes widen at the command. "I can't touch the—it's a Brancusi—it's worth—"

I silence her with a sharp slap to her ass that echoes in the sterile gallery space. "I don't give a fuck what it's worth. Put your hands on it. Now."

The conflict plays across her face for only a moment before she obeys, bending forward and placing her palms carefully on the smooth marble surface of the reclining figure. The position thrusts her ass out invitingly, her legs slightly spread in her high heels, her back arched in a perfect submissive presentation.

I take a moment to admire the tableau—the naked wife of one of Europe's most dangerous men, bent over a priceless artwork, waiting to be fucked like a common whore. The juxtaposition of high culture and raw animalistic lust is intoxicating. The Brancusi, the Giacometti, the Picassos on the walls—millions upon millions in artistic expression surrounding the most primal art of all: domination.

"Such a pretty picture," I murmur, running my hands over the globes of her ass, squeezing roughly. "The banker's wife, displayed like merchandise."

She whimpers but pushes back against my hands, her need overwhelming any remaining dignity. I spread her ass cheeks with my thumbs, exposing her completely to my gaze. Her pussy is swollen and dripping, her arousal having soaked her inner thighs.

"Look how wet you are," I taunt her, sliding two fingers through her slick folds. "Getting face-fucked in your own gallery made you soak yourself, didn't it?"

"Yes," she admits, her voice small but thick with need. "Please, I need—"

I cut off her begging by positioning my cock at her entrance and thrusting forward with enough force to push her against the statue. She cries out as I fill her completely in one brutal stroke, her inner walls clenching around me in a vise-like grip.

"Fuck," I hiss through gritted teeth. "Still so tight."

I withdraw almost completely before slamming back into her, establishing a merciless rhythm that has her gasping with each thrust. The obscene sound of wet flesh slapping against flesh echoes off the gallery's hard surfaces, creating an acoustic backdrop to our coupling that would horrify the cultural elite who'd been sipping champagne just beyond the locked door.

"Is this what you think about during board meetings?" I ask, increasing my pace. "Getting bent over and fucked like an animal while your husband discusses interest rates?"

"Yes," she moans, pushing back to meet each thrust. "God, yes."

Her admission spurs me on. I grab a handful of her hair, pulling her head back sharply while my other hand grips her hip hard enough to bruise. Each thrust drives her forward against the marble sculpture, her breasts bouncing with the impact. The diamonds around her neck catch the light with every movement, twinkling obscenely as I pound into her.

"Your cunt feels amazing," I growl into her ear, my chest pressed against her back. "So this is how banking royalty gets fucked."

She can only respond with broken moans and gasps, words having abandoned her as pleasure overwhelms her brilliant mind. Her fingers scrabble for purchase on the smooth marble, leaving smudges on the pristine surface—physical evidence of her defilement that will require careful cleaning later.

I reach around with my free hand to find her clit, rubbing it roughly in time with my thrusts. Her reaction is immediate—a sharp cry followed by violent trembling as her first orgasm crashes through her. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with surprising strength, milking me as she comes.

"That's it," I encourage her. "Let everyone hear you. Let them all know what you really are."

Her cries grow louder as I continue to pound into her through her climax, giving her no time to recover before pushing her toward another peak. The symbolic power of the moment isn't lost on me—here, surrounded by art valued for its transcendent removal from base human urges, I'm reducing a sophisticated intellectual to nothing but nerve endings and animal sounds.

The marble sculpture rocks slightly on its pedestal with the force of our coupling. I briefly imagine it toppling over—millions in damage from our forbidden fuck—but the base holds firm despite our best efforts to destroy it.

"Tell me what you are," I demand, twisting her hair tighter, forcing her to arch her back at an almost painful angle.

"A whore," she gasps between thrusts. "Your whore."

"And what does my whore want?"

"Your cum," she begs shamelessly. "Please, I need it. Inside me, on me, anywhere."

The raw desperation in her voice pushes me closer to the edge. I increase my pace, driving into her with savage intensity, my balls slapping against her with each thrust. The gallery fills with the sounds of our rutting—wet slaps, grunts, moans, and the occasional scrape of the sculpture's base against the floor.

"Your husband's money," I pant, feeling my climax building, "his power, his respect in the financial world... and his wife is nothing but a set of holes for me to fuck."

She comes again at my words, her body convulsing beneath me, a stream of incoherent pleas falling from her lips. The contractions of her pussy around my cock nearly push me over the edge, but I hold back, determined to finish this exactly as planned.

With a growl, I pull out completely, spinning her around to face me. She looks wrecked—hair tangled from my grip, makeup completely destroyed, lips swollen, body covered in a sheen of sweat that makes her diamonds glitter even more intensely. I push her back against the sculpture, forcing her to half-sit on its base.

"On display," I mutter, stroking myself rapidly. "Like the piece of art you are."

Her eyes fix on my cock as I pump it in my fist, her tongue unconsciously wetting her lips in anticipation. She spreads her legs wider, offering herself completely, holding her breasts up like an offering.

"Please," she whimpers. "Cover me."

With a final grunt, I explode, the first thick rope of cum landing across her left breast and collarbone. I aim the second shot higher, striping her neck and chin. Each subsequent pulse decorates another part of her—her stomach, her breasts, her thighs—until she's covered in my seed, glistening under the gallery lights like some obscene exhibit.

But I'm not quite finished. I step closer, pointing my cock downward for the final few drops, which fall directly onto the base of the priceless marble sculpture. My cum drips slowly down the polished stone, a deliberate desecration of both the art and everything it represents.

Rivka watches, transfixed, as my semen slides down the sculpture and pools on the immaculate gallery floor. More of it drips from her body—from her breasts, her chin, her thighs—adding to the puddle forming beneath her. The symbolic claiming of this space is complete.

"Don't clean it up," I order, tucking myself back into my tuxedo pants. "Not yet. I want you to sit here for five minutes after I leave, thinking about what you've become."

She nods, still dazed from her multiple orgasms, cum cooling on her skin and the priceless art beneath her. I adjust my clothing, making myself presentable again while she remains a portrait of debauchery—the ultimate contrast between civilization and primal urges.

"Your husband will be expecting a report on tonight's event," I say conversationally as I fix my tie. "What will you tell him?"

A small, secret smile plays across her cum-splattered lips. "That it was an unqualified success. That you were... thoroughly impressed with our collection."

I laugh, genuinely amused by her answer. "Not exactly a lie."

I move toward the door, pausing with my hand on the lock. "Tomorrow, I'll need access to your husband's private server room. The one beneath the west wing of the bank."

Without hesitation, she nods. "I'll arrange it."

As I unlock the door and step back into the main gallery space, rejoining the crowd of wealthy art lovers with their champagne and pretensions, I allow myself a small smile of satisfaction. The Maestro's days are numbered, and he doesn't even know it yet.

Behind me, his naked wife sits covered in another man's cum, on a sculpture worth millions, planning how best to betray him tomorrow.

Art indeed.


Chapter 6

The quantitative analysis floor of Goldstein Private Banking Group hums with a sterile efficiency that feels more like a NASA control room than a financial institution. Banks of monitors glow with incomprehensible equations, multi-colored charts, and scrolling data feeds that would make most MBAs break into a cold sweat. But I'm not here for the average banker's understanding of markets. I'm here for her—Dr. Anya Sharma, the prodigy whose algorithms have helped Goldstein predict market movements with uncanny accuracy, the woman whose brilliant mind holds the keys to the digital architecture I need to bring the whole system crashing down.

Rivka's security badge grants me access to areas most clients—even wealthy ones—would never see. The heart of Goldstein's empire isn't the marble-floored lobby or the wood-paneled executive offices. It's here, in this climate-controlled sanctuary of pure mathematics where real fortunes are made and, occasionally, nations are brought to their knees.

I spot Dr. Sharma immediately, hunched over three monitors in a glass-walled office at the end of the floor. Even from a distance, I can see why she's different from the other quants. While they work in collaborative clusters, she sits alone, isolated by both physical space and the invisible barrier of exceptional intelligence. According to my research, Anya Sharma completed her doctorate in applied mathematics at MIT at twenty-two, declined positions at every major tech company and hedge fund in favor of Goldstein's operation. Rumor has it her algorithms alone generate nearly thirty percent of the bank's annual profits.

As I approach her office, I get my first clear look at her. She's smaller than I expected, barely five-foot-two, with warm brown skin and glossy black hair pulled back in a practical ponytail. Large, wire-rimmed glasses dominate her heart-shaped face, magnifying dark eyes that track data across her screens with laser focus. Her simple navy dress—expensive but understated—does its best to conceal rather than emphasize her figure, but even the conservative cut can't completely hide the surprising fullness of her chest, incongruously large on her otherwise petite frame.

I knock on her glass door, and those intense eyes flick toward me with mild annoyance before recognition dawns. Rivka must have told her to expect me.

"Mr. Hammer," she says as I enter, her voice carrying the musical lilt of an Indian accent softened by years in American academia. "Dr. Goldstein said you might stop by. I understand you have an interest in our algorithmic trading systems?"

"Call me Jack," I say, extending my hand. "And yes, I'm particularly interested in how your systems identify arbitrage opportunities across multiple markets simultaneously."

Her handshake is firm and brief—professional, detached. No hint that she sees me as anything other than another wealthy client to be tolerated. I don't activate the Touch just yet.

"Most clients are content with the results without understanding the methodology," she says, studying me with new curiosity. "You have a background in quantitative analysis?"

"Encryption primarily," I reply, which isn't entirely a lie. "But I find that understanding the systems I entrust my money to gives me better sleep at night."

A ghost of a smile crosses her face. "A rare perspective. Most men with your net worth sleep quite soundly regardless."

"I'm not most men, Dr. Sharma."

"Anya," she corrects, gesturing to a chair beside her desk. "If you're genuinely interested, I can show you a sanitized version of one of our basic models. Client confidentiality prevents me from showing anything proprietary, of course."

"Of course," I agree, taking the offered seat.

She turns back to her monitors, slim fingers flying across the keyboard as she pulls up a complex set of equations and visualizations. I position my chair slightly closer to hers than necessary, entering her personal space under the guise of better seeing the screens.

"This is a simplified version of our cross-market correlation model," she explains, her voice taking on the animated quality of someone deeply passionate about their work. "It identifies temporary pricing discrepancies between related financial instruments across different exchanges."

As she speaks, I lean closer, my shoulder nearly touching hers. She doesn't seem to notice the proximity, too engrossed in her explanation. Her hands move gracefully as she points to different parts of the screen, her professional demeanor never wavering.

"The interesting aspect is how we weight these variables," she continues, reaching for the mouse to highlight a particular section of code.

I make my move, reaching for the mouse at the same moment. Our hands collide, my fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner wrist. The contact lasts less than two seconds, but it's all I need. The Kama Sutra Touch flows from me into her, invisible but irresistible.

She freezes mid-sentence, her breath catching in her throat. I watch her pupils dilate beneath the magnification of her glasses, black overwhelming brown until only a thin ring of color remains. A flush spreads across her cheeks, down her neck, disappearing beneath the conservative neckline of her dress.

"Are you alright?" I ask innocently, my hand still resting near hers on the desk.

"I—" she starts, then swallows hard. "Yes, I just... lost my train of thought."

But it's already happening. The brilliant mind that can process complex mathematical equations in seconds is suddenly flooded with primal desires it has no algorithms to process. She shifts in her chair, pressing her thighs together beneath her desk. Her breathing becomes shallow, her chest rising and falling more rapidly with each passing second.

And what a chest it is. Now that my attention is drawn there, I can fully appreciate what her modest dress tried and failed to conceal—breasts that are almost comically large for her small frame, like some cosmic joke played on the serious mathematician. They strain against the fabric with each accelerated breath, the outline of her bra visible through the material. These aren't the artificially enhanced globes of Naomi the Mossad agent—they're natural, heavy, and utterly incongruous on her slight body.

"The model," she attempts to continue, her voice now husky and unfamiliar to her own ears. "It identifies... patterns that..." She loses focus again, her eyes drifting to my mouth, then lower, to my chest, my hands, my crotch. She catches herself and looks back at the screen, but can't seem to remember what she was explaining.

I can almost see the internal struggle—her brilliant mind trying to maintain professional composure while her body burns with sudden, inexplicable desire. Her hands tremble slightly as she adjusts her glasses, a nervous gesture that only draws attention to her flushed face.

"Dr. Sharma," I say, deliberately using her title to emphasize the contrast between her professional status and her current state, "perhaps we should continue this another time if you're not feeling well."

"No!" The response is too quick, too desperate. She modulates her tone with visible effort. "No, I'm fine. Please, let me show you... something else."

But as she reaches for the keyboard again, I notice the slight tremble in her fingers, the way she bites her lower lip, the thin sheen of perspiration forming at her hairline. Her thighs press together more firmly under her desk, seeking pressure to alleviate the growing ache between them.

The brilliant Dr. Anya Sharma—MIT graduate, mathematical genius, architect of financial empires—is unraveling before my eyes, her formidable intellect helpless against the ancient magic now coursing through her veins, transforming her from respected quant to desperate vessel of desire in the space of a single heartbeat.

And judging by the way her eyes keep darting to the office door, checking if anyone can see us through the glass walls, she knows exactly what's about to happen next.

The transformation is something I never tire of witnessing—the moment when the Kama Sutra Touch fully takes hold and all pretense of resistance crumbles. I see it happen in Anya's eyes, those brilliant analytical orbs that can parse complex market movements suddenly unable to process anything beyond primal need. She glances at the glass walls of her office, then to the door, her breath coming in shallow pants as she makes quick calculations of an entirely different sort than those displayed on her monitors.

"Someone might see us," she whispers, but the concern in her voice is outweighed by the desperate hope in her eyes that I'll insist anyway.

I say nothing, just hold her gaze steadily. This part is always crucial—letting them make the choice, watching them surrender to desire so completely that they actively participate in their own corruption.

Anya rises from her chair on shaky legs, smoothing her dress with trembling hands. She takes a deep breath, as if trying to center herself, but the flush spreading across her cheeks and down her neck betrays her internal struggle. With a quick glance outside to ensure no one is watching, she walks to her office door with forced casualness. Her fingers fumble with the lock, and the soft click as it engages seems to echo through the room like a gunshot.

Then she presses a button on a small panel beside the door, and the glass walls of her office instantly frost over, becoming opaque. Privacy glass—a luxury afforded to only the most valuable employees, those whose work requires absolute confidentiality. How convenient.

When she turns back to me, she's a different woman. The professional mathematician has disappeared, replaced by something raw and primal. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, straining against the confines of her conservative dress. Without her conscious direction, her hands move to her hair, pulling the elastic band free and allowing her glossy black waves to cascade around her shoulders.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she says, her voice barely above a whisper as she takes a step toward me. "I've never felt this way before."

"I think you know exactly what's happening," I reply, leaning back in my chair, making no move toward her. "The question is, what are you going to do about it?"

She moves closer, her eyes never leaving mine. When she reaches me, she doesn't hesitate—she sinks to her knees before me, her large, intelligent eyes looking up at me with a mixture of confusion and desperate need.

"Please," she whispers, hands moving hesitantly to my knees. "I need—I need to taste you. I can't explain it, but I feel like I'll die if I don't."

The brilliant Dr. Anya Sharma, with her MIT doctorate and algorithms that generate millions, reduced to begging on her knees. The power of it surges through me, more intoxicating than any drug.

"Then what are you waiting for?" I ask, spreading my legs slightly.

Her hands tremble as they move to my belt, her fingers—so dexterous when flying across a keyboard—suddenly clumsy with anticipation. She fumbles with the buckle, muttering a soft apology before finally managing to unfasten it. The sound of my zipper being lowered seems obscenely loud in the quiet office.

When she frees my cock from my underwear, a small gasp escapes her lips. She stares at it with undisguised awe, as if confronted with a particularly elegant mathematical proof.

"It's beautiful," she breathes, and I can't help but smile at the earnest admiration in her voice.

She wraps her slim fingers around the base, her touch tentative at first, then more confident as she feels me harden further in her grip. Pre-cum beads at the tip, and she leans forward, her tongue darting out to taste it with scientific curiosity. The first contact of her warm tongue against my sensitive head sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine.

"Oh god," she moans, as if she's the one receiving pleasure rather than giving it. "You taste incredible."

Her initial hesitation vanishes as she takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching around my girth. What she may lack in technique, she makes up for in enthusiasm, her head bobbing eagerly as she takes me deeper with each stroke. Her hands aren't idle—one continues to stroke the base of my shaft where her mouth can't reach, while the other cups and gently massages my balls.

I thread my fingers through her silky black hair, guiding her movements without forcing her. The sight of her kneeling between my legs—this respected mathematical genius with my cock disappearing between her lips—sends a surge of power through me that's almost as pleasurable as the physical sensation itself.

"Look at me," I command, and her eyes immediately lift to meet mine, wide and worshipful behind her glasses, which have slipped slightly down her nose.

The contrast is exquisite—the intellectual signifier of her glasses, combined with the primal act she's performing. I reach down and remove them, setting them on her desk. Without their magnification, her eyes look somehow more vulnerable, more human.

"That's it," I encourage as she takes me deeper, the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat. She gags slightly but doesn't pull back, tears springing to her eyes as she pushes herself to accommodate more of me. "Show me what that brilliant mouth can really do."

Her response is to redouble her efforts, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks harder, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside of my shaft. Wet, slurping sounds fill the office, obscenely loud against the background hum of computers. Saliva drips from her chin, landing on her heaving chest.

And what a chest it is. From this angle, looking down at her as she services me, the size of her breasts becomes even more apparent. They strain against her conservative dress with each movement, jiggling slightly as she bobs her head. Without conscious thought, her free hand moves to her chest, kneading one heavy globe through the fabric, a soft moan vibrating around my cock.

"Does sucking cock make your tits ache?" I ask, my voice low and taunting. "Does servicing me turn you on that much?"

She moans again, louder this time, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting up my spine. Her hand moves more frantically against her breast, squeezing and kneading as if trying to alleviate an unbearable pressure.

I grab a fistful of her hair, holding her in place as I thrust upward, taking control of the rhythm. Her eyes widen but remain locked on mine, tears streaming down her cheeks as I use her mouth more forcefully. Far from being distressed, she seems to welcome the rougher treatment, her hands gripping my thighs as if to pull me deeper.

"This is what you're good for," I tell her, watching her eyes glaze over with pleasure at the degradation. "All those degrees, all that brilliant analysis, and what you really want is to be on your knees, choking on cock."

She whimpers around my shaft, her body trembling at my words. One of her hands disappears beneath her dress, and I can tell by the movement of her arm that she's touching herself, seeking relief from the overwhelming arousal.

I can feel my climax building, the tight, wet heat of her mouth and the visual of her desperate self-pleasure bringing me dangerously close to the edge. But this is just the beginning—I have more plans for Dr. Sharma and her remarkable brain.

With effort, I pull back, extracting myself from her eager mouth. She lets out a cry of dismay, chasing my cock with parted lips, desperate to continue.

"Please," she begs, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment of her throat, "let me finish you. I need to taste it."

I smile down at the disheveled mathematician, her lips swollen and slick with saliva, her hair wild from my grip, her eyes unfocused with lust. "Oh, we're not finished yet, Dr. Sharma. Not by a long shot."

I grab Anya by her upper arms and haul her to her feet, her body light and pliant in my grip. Her lips are swollen and slick from servicing me, her eyes still glazed with desperate need. Without warning, I sweep my arm across her desk, sending financial printouts, pens, and a framed diploma flying to the floor with a satisfying crash. Her monitors remain untouched—I want her to see herself reflected in those dark screens, want her to witness her own debasement as I take her apart on the very desk where her brilliant mind usually works.

"Please," she whimpers as I lift her onto the desk, her legs dangling over the edge. "I need you inside me."

I push her back until she's half-lying across the desk, her dark hair fanning out against the polished surface. With deliberate slowness, I reach for the hem of her navy dress, sliding it up her thighs to reveal plain cotton underwear—practical, unsexual, completely at odds with what I'm about to do to her. I hook my fingers under the elastic and pull them down her legs in one smooth motion, tossing them somewhere behind me.

"Spread your legs," I command, and she obeys instantly, opening herself to me with shameless eagerness.

Her pussy is perfect—neatly trimmed dark hair, swollen lips glistening with arousal, everything about her so wet and ready it's almost obscene. I run one finger through her folds, collecting her wetness, and she bucks against my hand, desperate for more contact.

"So responsive," I murmur, bringing my finger to my lips to taste her. "And so fucking wet."

"Please," she begs again, her hands reaching for me. "I'm dying."

I grab the neckline of her dress and yank it down roughly, along with her bra. The fabric tears with a satisfying rip, revealing her breasts in all their glory. They spill free—enormous, natural globes with large, dark nipples already hard with arousal. They're almost comically disproportionate on her small frame, as if some cosmic joke was played on the serious mathematician, gifting her with a pair of tits that belong on a porn star rather than a PhD.

"Jesus," I breathe, genuinely impressed despite myself. "No wonder you hide these beneath those baggy clothes."

She blushes deeply but arches her back, offering her breasts to me with desperate need. I grasp them roughly, feeling their heavy weight in my hands, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh until she moans. Her nipples press against my palms, hard as pebbles, and when I pinch one experimentally, she cries out, her hips bucking off the desk.

"You like that?" I ask, twisting both nipples now, watching her writhe beneath me. "You like having these big tits played with?"

"Yes," she gasps, all pretense of professional dignity long gone. "God, yes. Please fuck me. Please, I need you inside me."

I position myself between her spread thighs, the head of my cock teasing her entrance. I rub it against her slick folds, coating myself in her wetness, watching her face contort with frustrated desire.

"Beg for it," I demand, pressing just the tip inside her then withdrawing. "Tell me what you want, Dr. Sharma. Be specific."

"Please fuck me," she whimpers, her hips chasing my retreating cock. "I need your cock inside me, stretching me, filling me. I need it so badly I can't think straight. Please, please, please."

Satisfied with her desperation, I thrust forward in one powerful stroke, burying myself to the hilt inside her tight heat. She screams, her back arching off the desk, her inner walls clamping down around me with surprising strength. I have to pause for a moment, gritting my teeth against the intense pleasure of her tight pussy gripping my cock like a vise.

"Fuck," I hiss, looking down at where our bodies join. "You're so fucking tight."

"It's been... a while," she gasps, her eyes squeezed shut as she adjusts to my size. "I don't usually... oh god, you feel amazing."

I pull back slowly, watching her face as I withdraw almost completely before slamming back in. Her eyes fly open, a choked cry escaping her lips. I establish a ruthless rhythm, each thrust driving her further across the desk, her large breasts bouncing wildly with the impact.

I grab them again, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock as I thrust forward. The skin is impossibly soft beneath my rough grip, and I know I'll leave bruises—evidence of this encounter that she'll find tomorrow when she dresses for work, physical reminders that will make her pussy clench with remembered pleasure.

"Your tits are fucking incredible," I growl, leaning down to take one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard before biting down just hard enough to make her yelp. "Has anyone ever fucked these perfect tits? Ever slid their cock between them and covered them in cum?"

"N-no," she stutters, her voice breaking as I continue to pound into her. "Never."

"Criminal waste," I mutter, straightening up to watch her face as I increase my pace. Her features are transformed by pleasure, all academic seriousness gone, replaced by raw, animal need.

The wet sounds of our coupling fill the office, obscenely loud against the backdrop of humming computers. Her monitors catch our reflection—the brilliant quant spread across her desk, tits bouncing, being fucked senseless by the man she thought was just another client. The sight spurs me on, and I drive into her harder, deeper, feeling her pussy flutter around me as she approaches her climax.

"Tell me about Project Chimera," I demand suddenly, not slowing my thrusts.

Her eyes widen in shock, momentary clarity breaking through the haze of lust. "How do you—"

I cut her off by grabbing both her nipples, pinching and twisting them sharply while grinding my cock deep inside her. "Tell me what it really does. Now."

"It's—oh god, don't stop—it's an algorithm," she gasps, her body betraying her as pleasure overwhelms her resistance. "Designed to... ah!... predict market vulnerabilities."

"And?" I prompt, releasing one breast to slide my hand between our bodies, finding her clit with my thumb and rubbing it in tight circles. "What else does it do?"

Her back arches, her eyes rolling back as the dual stimulation pushes her closer to the edge. "It can—fuck—it can also trigger crashes. Artificial ones. By coordinating massive sell orders across... across multiple markets simultaneously."

"Market manipulation," I growl, increasing the pressure on her clit while maintaining my relentless pace. "On a global scale."

"Yes!" she cries out, her confession and her orgasm cresting simultaneously. "We can make markets crash whenever we want! Oh god, I'm coming!"

Her body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down so hard around my cock that I have to fight not to come immediately. I continue thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, watching with satisfaction as the brilliant mathematician dissolves into incoherent moans and pleas.

"Who has access?" I demand, not letting up even as aftershocks ripple through her. "Who controls it?"

"Only Goldstein," she gasps, her body still trembling. "And me. I designed it. I maintain it."

"Can you give me access?"

"Yes," she agrees without hesitation, the Kama Sutra Touch making her eager to please me however she can. "I can embed a backdoor. No one would know but us."

That's all I need to hear. I allow myself to finally let go, driving into her with a few final, powerful thrusts before exploding deep inside her, filling her with pulse after pulse of hot cum. My fingers dig into her soft breasts hard enough to bruise as I empty myself completely, marking her inside and out as mine.

"Fuck," I groan, the pleasure crashing through me in waves as her pussy milks every last drop from me.

When I finally still, we're both panting, covered in sweat, her desk a complete disaster beneath us. I look down at her flushed face, her glazed eyes, her swollen lips, and feel a surge of triumph. Another piece of Goldstein's empire now under my control.

I pull out slowly, watching my cum immediately begin to leak from her well-fucked pussy onto the desk where, hours from now, she'll be analyzing financial data with that brilliant brain of hers. The symbolism isn't lost on me.

"When can you implement the backdoor?" I ask, tucking myself back into my pants as she lies there, still dazed from her orgasm.

"Tonight," she promises, her hand moving to her breast to gently touch the marks my fingers left behind, a small smile playing on her lips. "After hours. No one will know."

As I straighten my clothing, I catch our reflection in her monitors one more time—me standing tall and composed, her sprawled across the desk, dress torn, breasts exposed, legs splayed, my cum leaking from her. The visual metaphor for what I'm doing to Goldstein's entire operation couldn't be more perfect.


Chapter 7

Back in my suite at the Beau-Rivage, I arrange the surveillance equipment on the antique writing desk, angling the tablet screen for optimal viewing. The bug I planted in Goldstein's office two days ago—disguised as an ordinary cufflink dropped during my first meeting—has been feeding me everything. Audio crisp, video crystal clear through the microscopic lens. The Maestro may be paranoid enough to sweep for electronic devices daily, but he never thought to check the decorative molding where my little spy has been nestled, capturing every one of his precious secrets.

I pour myself a glass of Macallan 25, settling into the plush chair as Goldstein's office materializes on my screen. Evening has fallen over Geneva, the windows behind his desk now reflecting the city's glittering lights rather than the daytime view of Lake Geneva. The Maestro sits in his throne-like chair, reviewing documents with that machine-like focus that's made him so dangerous. His silver hair catches the light from his desk lamp, creating a halo effect that would seem almost angelic if I didn't know the demon beneath.

The intercom on his desk buzzes, and his secretary's voice filters through. "Mr. Volkov has arrived, sir."

A flicker of something—anticipation? Satisfaction?—crosses Goldstein's face before settling back into its usual mask of professional courtesy. "Send him in."

The door opens to admit a bear of a man—tall and broad-shouldered with the physique of someone who was once powerfully built but has softened with age and prosperity. His expensive suit does little to disguise the street fighter that still lurks beneath the veneer of wealth. Silver hair cropped close to his skull, face marked with the subtle scars of a violent past, eyes that have seen everything and forgiven nothing. Dimitri Volkov, according to my research, has been with Goldstein for nearly twenty years—from the early days when the bank was just beginning to build its network of questionable clients.

"Marcus," Volkov says, his voice carrying the gravel and smoke of his native Russia despite decades abroad. "You summoned me like a dog. This better be important."

Goldstein smiles, rising to embrace the larger man. "Dimitri, old friend. Thank you for coming on such short notice. Please, sit. Drink?"

"Da," Volkov nods, dropping his bulky frame into the chair opposite Goldstein's desk. "The usual."

Goldstein moves to a sideboard where crystal decanters catch the light. He pours a generous measure of what appears to be vodka, hands it to Volkov, then returns to his seat without pouring anything for himself. Interesting.

"Twenty years," Volkov says after taking a substantial swallow. "Twenty years we work together, Marcus. Through everything. The Ukrainian mess. The Saudi problem. That business in Singapore." He sets his glass down with a heavy thud. "So why am I hearing rumors that the Americans are looking at my accounts? Accounts YOU manage?"

Goldstein's expression remains neutral, but I catch the subtle tightening around his eyes. "There have been some... regulatory complications, Dimitri. Nothing to concern yourself with."

"Bullshit." Volkov's meaty hand slams down on the desk. "Three of my shell companies frozen. Two million in transfers blocked. This is more than 'complications.'"

The Maestro sighs, leaning back in his chair. "The political climate has changed. The Americans have become more aggressive in their financial surveillance. Unfortunately, some of your older structures weren't designed with the current regulatory environment in mind."

"Then fix it," Volkov growls. "That's what I pay you for. To make problems disappear."

A cold smile spreads across Goldstein's face—the expression of a predator who has been patiently waiting for its moment. "I'm afraid it's not that simple this time, old friend."

Something in his tone makes Volkov pause, the glass halfway to his lips. He sets it down slowly, eyes narrowing. "What have you done, Marcus?"

"What's necessary," Goldstein replies smoothly. "The Americans aren't just looking at your accounts, Dimitri. They're looking at mine. At all of us. The syndicate is under scrutiny like never before."

"So?"

"So sacrifices must be made." Goldstein leans forward, hands clasped on the desk. "Someone needs to take the fall. Someone with a colorful past, extensive criminal connections, and financial irregularities that will keep investigators busy for years. Someone whose prosecution will satisfy the Americans that they've struck a blow against international financial crime."

Understanding dawns on Volkov's face, followed by disbelief, then rage. "You set me up."

"I did what was necessary to protect the larger operation," Goldstein corrects him calmly. "Your accounts were already the most vulnerable. Your background the most problematic. It was the logical choice."

"Logical?" Volkov's voice rises, his accent thickening with anger. "I helped BUILD this bank! When you were nothing, I brought you clients. I handled problems that needed... special solutions."

"And I'm grateful for your service," Goldstein says, his tone suggesting anything but gratitude. "Your contribution will be remembered."

The Russian pushes to his feet, his large frame trembling with barely contained fury. "You think I will go quietly? That I will let you feed me to the Americans like sacrificial lamb?"

Goldstein doesn't even blink at the implied threat. He simply reaches into his desk drawer and removes a thin file folder, which he slides across the polished surface. "Inside you'll find evidence of your involvement in certain activities the syndicate has never officially acknowledged. The Belarus incident. The Jakarta situation. The disappearance of that troublesome journalist in Malta."

Volkov stares at the folder but doesn't touch it.

"Copies have been secured in multiple locations," Goldstein continues. "If anything happens to me—anything at all—they automatically release to Interpol, the FBI, and several news organizations."

"You would blackmail me? After all we've been through?"

"I would ensure your cooperation," Goldstein corrects him. "There's a difference." He gestures to the folder. "The documents also include details of an account in your name. Five million euros. Adequate compensation for your... retirement."

"Blood money," Volkov spits.

"Consider it a golden parachute," Goldstein replies. "The alternative is significantly less comfortable. Federal prison in America, I'm told, is quite unpleasant."

Volkov's massive hands clench into fists, and for a moment, I think he might lunge across the desk at Goldstein. Instead, he seems to deflate, decades of ruthless survival instinct telling him when a battle is lost.

"Twenty years," he says quietly, the words heavy with betrayal. "I trusted you. I killed for you."

"And now you'll fall for me," Goldstein responds without a hint of remorse. "The indictment will come within the week. I suggest you use that time to get your affairs in order."

Volkov stares at him for a long moment, searching for some sign of the friend and partner he thought he had. Finding none, he turns and walks heavily toward the door. At the threshold, he pauses, looking back over his shoulder.

"When I first met you, Marcus, you were nothing. A clever banker, yes, but soft. I taught you to be hard." His eyes narrow. "Perhaps I taught you too well."

Goldstein doesn't respond, already turning his attention back to the papers on his desk as if the man he just destroyed is already forgotten. The door closes with a soft click, and the Maestro continues working without pause, without reflection, without the slightest hint of remorse for the decades-long relationship he's just severed.

I lean back in my chair, swirling the scotch in my glass as I contemplate what I've witnessed. Goldstein's betrayal of Volkov is cold, calculated, and complete—a perfect example of the man's utter lack of loyalty to anyone but himself. He'll sacrifice a twenty-year partnership without hesitation if it serves his purposes.

It only reinforces what I already knew: Marcus Goldstein deserves everything that's coming to him. And when I'm done, he'll have nothing left—no bank, no reputation, no wife, no allies.


Chapter 8

Night falls over Geneva, the lake a dark mirror reflecting the city's lights as I send the text from the back of my chauffeured car: "Penthouse. Ten minutes. Be naked."

Simple. Direct. No room for misinterpretation. I know Rivka will obey without question—the Kama Sutra Touch ensures that—but even without it, the power dynamic between us is now so firmly established that her compliance is guaranteed. Below, at the lakefront Grand Hotel, the annual Geneva Banking Association gala is in full swing, with the Maestro himself scheduled to receive this year's "Humanitarian Excellence in Finance" award—perhaps the most obscene contradiction in terms I've ever heard.

I have Rivka's access codes to the private elevator—another gift freely given during one of our encounters—and I rise swiftly to the penthouse level, feeling the pleasant tension of anticipation building in my core. The elevator doors slide open silently, revealing the Goldsteins' primary residence—a monument to sterility disguised as modern luxury.

Everything is white, black, or steel. The furniture—what little there is—consists of angular pieces that look designed to punish rather than comfort the human form. Massive abstract canvases hang on walls like frozen screams of emptiness. The floors are polished concrete so reflective I can see myself in them, and floor-to-ceiling windows form the entire southern wall, offering a panoramic view of Lake Geneva and, directly below, the illuminated courtyard where hundreds of the world's wealthiest criminals in bespoke evening wear mingle under the guise of philanthropy.

Rivka stands in the center of the vast living area, her body the only source of warmth and color in the sterile environment. As instructed, she's completely naked, her honey-blonde hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders, her skin glowing golden in the subtle recessed lighting. Unlike our previous encounters, where I caught her fully dressed and stripped her as part of the game, seeing her already naked—prepared and waiting for whatever degradation I have planned—sends a different kind of thrill through me.

"You're punctual," I observe, circling her slowly, drinking in every inch of her exposed flesh. Her body bears faint marks from our previous encounters—a slight bruise on her hip where my fingers dug in too hard, a barely visible bite mark on the swell of her left breast. She shivers under my gaze but remains still, eyes downcast in perfect submission.

"Marcus left thirty minutes ago," she says softly. "He's receiving the humanitarian award at nine."

I check my watch. "Which gives us just over an hour before he might return. Perfect."

I continue my predatory circle around her, not touching, just looking. At forty-one, Rivka Goldstein has the body of a woman a decade younger—firm breasts that still defy gravity, a flat stomach marked only by the faintest silver lines from a pregnancy years ago, long legs that remain toned and shapely. The Maestro pays for the best trainers, the best nutritionists, the best cosmetic treatments money can buy, and the investment shows in every inch of his wife's preserved beauty.

"Go to the window," I command. "Face the glass. Hands against it, legs spread."

She moves without hesitation to the floor-to-ceiling window, pressing her palms against the cold glass and spreading her stance as instructed. The position thrusts her ass out invitingly, her back arched in a perfect presentation. From this height, no one below can see her—the angle and the distance make it impossible—but the psychological effect of being displayed so openly above hundreds of people, including her husband, clearly affects her. Her breathing quickens, her skin flushing with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal.

I approach her slowly, my hands sliding up her back, feeling the slight tremor in her muscles. Leaning in close, I whisper against her ear, "Can you see him down there? Your devoted husband, about to be honored for his generosity while his wife gets fucked in their home?"

She moans softly, pressing back against me. I can feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the expensive perfume on her skin mingling with the distinct scent of her arousal.

"Please," she whispers, the word fogging the glass in front of her lips.

"Please what?" I demand, my hands moving around to cup her breasts, squeezing them roughly as I press my clothed body against her naked back.

"Please use me," she breathes. "Any way you want."

I smile against her neck, one hand sliding down her stomach to find her already wet. "I intend to take something your husband has never had," I tell her, my fingers teasing her slick entrance. "Has he ever fucked this perfect ass of yours, Rivka?"

She shakes her head quickly. "No. Never. He's... traditional."

"Traditional," I repeat with a soft laugh. "The man who crashes economies for profit draws the line at fucking his wife's ass. How quaint."

I step back, undoing my belt and lowering my zipper, watching her reflection in the glass as she waits, trembling with anticipation. Her eyes are fixed on the gala below, perhaps trying to spot Marcus among the tuxedoed figures.

From my pocket, I withdraw a small vial of lubricant—I came prepared for this specific violation. Popping the cap, I drizzle the cool liquid directly onto her exposed asshole, watching as it glistens in the low light, dripping slowly down toward her pussy. She flinches at the sensation but doesn't move from her position.

"Reach back and spread yourself open for me," I instruct.

With shaking hands, she reaches behind herself, grasping each cheek and pulling them apart, exposing her tight hole completely. The sight of this proud, sophisticated woman debasing herself so willingly sends a surge of power through me that's almost as intoxicating as the physical pleasure to come.

I press the head of my cock against her tight entrance, feeling the initial resistance. "Push back against me," I command. "Take it."

She moans, a sound somewhere between pain and desperate need, as she slowly presses backward. The tight ring of muscle gradually yields to the pressure, stretching around the head of my cock until finally it pops past the barrier. Rivka gasps, her forehead pressing against the cold glass as her body adjusts to the intrusion.

"That's it," I encourage her, holding still to let her adapt. "Relax into it."

Gradually, I feel her body yield, the initial tension dissolving into acceptance. I push forward slowly, inch by inch, watching my shaft disappear into her most forbidden hole. The tightness is exquisite—a different kind of grip than her pussy, more resistant, more taboo.

"Oh god," she whimpers as I sink deeper. "It's so... full."

When I'm fully seated inside her, I pause, savoring the moment. Below us, I can see movement in the courtyard—a small figure approaching a podium set up on a temporary stage. Even from this distance, the silver hair is recognizable.

"Look," I murmur against her ear. "Your husband is about to give his acceptance speech. What perfect timing."

As Marcus Goldstein begins to address the crowd below, I begin to move, withdrawing almost completely before pushing back in with deliberate slowness. The dual violation—physical and psychological—of being sodomized while watching her husband receive accolades for his false philanthropy breaks something in Rivka. She moans loudly, no longer concerned with discretion, her body pushing back to meet each of my thrusts.

"You're such a perfect whore," I growl, increasing my pace, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave fresh marks. "The banker's elegant wife, taking it up the ass while he basks in applause."

"Yes," she hisses, her voice taking on a desperation I haven't heard before. "Ruin me. Make me yours completely."

The encouragement spurs me on, and I abandon all pretense of gentleness. I pound into her tight hole with increasing force, each thrust driving her against the glass. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the minimalist space, echoing off the hard surfaces and high ceilings.

Far below, polite applause filters up as the Maestro concludes his speech, accepting the crystal trophy that symbolizes a lie—that men like him contribute anything positive to the world. Meanwhile, I claim the one thing he's never had, violating his wife in the home he paid for, marking my territory in the most primal way possible.

"Touch yourself," I command, maintaining my relentless rhythm. "Make yourself come while I fuck your ass."

Rivka balances on one hand against the glass, the other moving between her legs to frantically rub her clit. Her body tenses around me as her pleasure builds, making the already tight passage grip me even more fiercely.

"Tell me you're mine," I demand, feeling my own climax approaching but determined to hold it back. "Tell me who you belong to."

"You," she gasps, her fingers working faster between her legs. "I'm yours. Only yours. Oh god, I'm coming!"

Her body convulses, her ass clenching around my cock in spasms of pleasure as she comes hard, her cries echoing through the penthouse. The contractions nearly push me over the edge, but I grit my teeth, maintaining control. I'm not finished with Rivka Goldstein yet—there's one more claim to stake tonight.

I pull out of Rivka's stretched hole, watching with satisfaction as it gapes slightly before slowly contracting. She remains against the window, trembling and breathing hard, her forehead pressed against the glass that separates her from the world below where her husband continues to receive congratulations from his peers. Without giving her time to recover, I grab her arm and pull her away from the window, her legs unsteady beneath her as I lead her across the vast living space toward the master bathroom.

"We're not finished," I tell her, guiding her stumbling form down the stark hallway. "Not even close."

The master bathroom, like the rest of the penthouse, is a monument to cold, soulless luxury. Expansive white marble covers every surface, reflecting the harsh LED lighting that gives the space a clinical feel. There are no separate stalls or curtains—the shower area is completely open, a massive rainfall showerhead suspended from the ceiling above a slightly recessed portion of the floor. The fixtures are all brushed steel, angular and modern, devoid of warmth or character. Like everything else the Maestro surrounds himself with, it's designed to impress rather than comfort.

I release Rivka's arm and move to the shower controls—a sleek digital panel embedded in the wall. With a few taps, I activate the rainfall shower, deliberately setting the temperature to cold. Water begins to cascade from the ceiling in a perfect square pattern, hitting the marble floor with a sound like persistent rain.

"In," I command, pointing to the shower.

Rivka hesitates, her eyes widening at the sight of the cold water. "It's freezing," she whispers.

I raise an eyebrow, not bothering to repeat myself. After a moment's pause, she obeys, stepping under the chilling deluge with a sharp intake of breath. The cold water plasters her honey-blonde hair to her scalp and shoulders, running in rivulets down her naked body. Her nipples instantly harden into tight peaks, her skin erupting in goosebumps as she wraps her arms around herself in a futile attempt to preserve warmth.

"On your knees," I say, removing my clothes methodically, laying them over the edge of the freestanding bathtub nearby.

She sinks to her knees on the hard marble, water cascading over her head and down her trembling body. Like this—kneeling, shivering, makeup washed away—Rivka Goldstein looks stripped of more than just her clothes. The sophisticated banker's wife, the elegant hostess, the cultured art collector—all those carefully constructed personas dissolve under the relentless flow of cold water, leaving nothing but the raw, vulnerable woman beneath.

I step into the shower area, my cock still hard and slick from her ass. The cold water hits my skin with a shock, but I don't flinch, maintaining my dominant posture as I approach her kneeling form.

"Clean it," I order, my voice echoing off the hard surfaces of the bathroom. "With your mouth."

Understanding floods her eyes, followed immediately by submission. She leans forward, water streaming down her face, and takes me into her mouth without hesitation. The contrast between the cold water and her warm mouth sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine. Her tongue works diligently, licking away the evidence of her own defilement, her eyes closed as she focuses on the task.

I thread my fingers through her wet hair, gripping it tightly to control her movements. "Look at me," I demand.

Her eyes open, looking up at me through the curtain of falling water. Mascara that survived our window encounter now runs in dark streaks down her cheeks, giving her a haunted, debauched appearance. I guide her head back and forth on my cock, setting a pace that serves my pleasure rather than hers.

"This is the cleanest room in your pristine house," I say, watching her struggle to maintain eye contact as water runs into her eyes. "The place where you and your husband wash away the day. And now it's being defiled just like everything else in your life."

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure coursing through me. Her hands rest on my thighs, not to control but to steady herself against my thrusts. The sounds of her sucking mingle with the constant patter of water hitting marble, creating an obscene symphony in the austere space.

"Your husband thinks he owns you," I continue, increasing the force of my thrusts until I feel the back of her throat. "He thinks he owns everything—banks, businesses, people. But he doesn't own you anymore, does he?"

She attempts to shake her head without breaking her rhythm, water spraying from her hair with the movement.

"Who owns you now, Rivka?" I demand, pulling out of her mouth completely, holding her hair tightly to keep her face tilted up toward mine.

"You do," she gasps, water running over her swollen lips. "Only you."

"And what would your husband say if he could see you now? His elegant wife on her knees in their shower, begging to suck a stranger's cock?"

"I don't care," she whispers, her eyes never leaving mine. "Please, let me continue."

The complete surrender in her voice pushes me closer to the edge. I guide my cock back to her eager mouth, watching as she takes me in again with renewed enthusiasm. Her tongue swirls around the head before she sucks me deeper, her cheeks hollowing with the effort to please me.

The cold water continues to rain down on both of us, but neither of us feels it anymore—too consumed by the heat building between us. I thrust deeper, feeling her throat constrict around me as she struggles not to gag. Tears mix with the shower water streaming down her face, but she never pulls away, never tries to ease the assault on her throat.

I feel my climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine. With my free hand, I trace her cheekbone, a gesture almost tender if not for the context.

"I'm going to mark you," I tell her, my voice tight with approaching release. "Here, in the place meant for cleansing. And you're going to thank me for it."

Her eyes widen slightly, but she nods as best she can with my cock still filling her mouth.

When I can't hold back any longer, I pull out completely, still gripping her hair to hold her face upturned. With my other hand, I stroke myself rapidly, aiming at her water-streaked face.

"Open your mouth," I command. "Stick out your tongue."

She obeys instantly, her mouth open, tongue extended, eyes never leaving mine. The sight of her complete submission pushes me over the edge. I erupt with a groan, the first thick rope of cum landing across her left cheek and eye. The second splashes onto her extended tongue and open lips. I continue stroking, marking every part of her upturned face—her forehead, her nose, her right cheek, her chin—until she's thoroughly covered in my seed.

The water immediately begins to wash some of it away, but not before it leaves its mark—physical and psychological—on the Maestro's wife. She remains kneeling, face upturned, cum and water mingling on her skin, the perfect picture of debasement.

"Thank me," I remind her, releasing her hair and stepping back slightly.

"Thank you," she whispers, then louder, "Thank you for marking me. For claiming me."

The words echo off the marble walls, bouncing back at us like a twisted prayer in this temple of sterility. I run my thumb through a streak of cum on her cheek, then press it against her lips. Without hesitation, she sucks it clean, her eyes closing briefly in something approaching reverence.

I step back, allowing the cold water to wash over both of us for a moment longer before reaching over to shut it off. The sudden silence is profound, broken only by our breathing and the soft dripping of water from Rivka's hair onto the marble floor.

"Your husband will be home soon," I say casually, as if we've just concluded a business meeting rather than her complete degradation. "You should clean up."


Chapter 9

The top floor of Goldstein Private Banking Group houses the most exclusive offices, reserved for those who handle the richest of the rich. Chantal Dubois—the bank's Head of Private Client Relations—sits behind her immaculate glass desk like a queen on a throne, her posture impossibly perfect, her steel-gray suit as precisely tailored as a surgeon's incision. I watch her manicured fingers tap against the leather portfolio containing my fabricated financial history, her eyes scanning the numbers with the cold efficiency of someone who has spent decades separating the merely wealthy from the truly powerful. She doesn't know it yet, but she's the final piece in my elaborate puzzle—the gatekeeper to the physical key cards that will complete my access to Goldstein's inner sanctum.

"Your portfolio is... impressive, Mr. Hammer," she says, her French accent subtle but unmistakable, adding an aristocratic edge to each syllable. "Though I must say, your investment patterns are rather... unorthodox."

I offer my most disarming smile, the one that's opened doors—and legs—across six continents. "Orthodoxy rarely builds fortunes, Madame Dubois."

Her eyes—gray and sharp as the Swiss mountains visible through her panoramic windows—flick up to study me. Unlike Rivka with her intellectual sensuality or Anya with her hidden curves, Chantal wears her power like armor. Her blonde hair is pulled back into a severe chignon that emphasizes the elegant architecture of her cheekbones. Not a single strand dares to rebel against its assigned position. Her makeup is minimal but impeccable, highlighting rather than concealing the fine lines that mark her as a woman in her late forties who has earned every ounce of her authority.

"Perhaps," she concedes, closing the portfolio with a decisive snap. "But it does build trust. And trust, Mr. Hammer, is the currency we trade in above all else."

I lean forward, intentionally entering her carefully maintained bubble of personal space. "Is that what you're looking for from me, Madame Dubois? Trust?"

A flicker of something—irritation? Amusement? Interest?—crosses her face before disappearing behind her professional mask. "What I'm looking for is clarity regarding your intentions with our institution. Marcus speaks highly of you, but I prefer to make my own assessments."

"As any good gatekeeper should," I reply, reaching for my water glass, ensuring that my movement will force her to adjust the portfolio on her desk.

As calculated, she reaches forward at the same moment, and our hands brush—a seemingly accidental contact that lasts less than two seconds. But that's all I need. The Kama Sutra Touch flows from me into her like an invisible current, ancient magic seeping through her skin and into her bloodstream.

The transformation is immediate but subtle—a slight widening of her pupils, a barely perceptible hitch in her breathing. She withdraws her hand as if burned, pressing it flat against the glass surface of her desk.

"As I was saying," she continues, her voice now carrying the faintest tremor, "your investment strategy suggests someone who values... flexibility over stability."

"I value results," I reply, watching as the flush begins to spread upward from her chest, creeping toward her neck like a rising tide of desire. "And discretion."

She shifts in her leather chair, crossing and then uncrossing her legs beneath her desk. The movement draws my eyes, and I notice for the first time how her severe suit skirt clings to the curve of her thighs—more generous than her tailored jacket would suggest.

"Discretion is our specialty," she manages, her accent thickening slightly as the Touch works deeper into her system. She reaches up to adjust the silk scarf at her throat, loosening it slightly. "Though there are... limits to what even we can accommodate."

"I've rarely encountered a limit I couldn't overcome," I say, holding her increasingly desperate gaze. "With the right... persuasion."

Chantal rises abruptly, moving to the tall windows overlooking Geneva. I can see her reflection in the glass—eyes closed, nostrils flared, fighting for control as her body betrays her one nerve ending at a time.

"Perhaps we should continue this discussion more... privately," she says, her back still to me. Without waiting for my response, she moves to the office door with the forced steadiness of someone walking a high wire, turns the lock with a decisive click, and draws down the privacy blind.

When she turns back to face me, the battle is already lost. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, the buttons of her blouse straining against breasts far more substantial than her tailored jacket had revealed. The flush has reached her cheeks now, turning her pale complexion into a canvas of desire.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she whispers, her controlled exterior cracking like thin ice under summer sun.

I rise slowly, approaching her with deliberate steps. "I think you understand perfectly, Chantal. You just never expected to feel it in your own office, with a client."

Her hands move to the buttons of her jacket, fingers trembling. "This is completely unprofessional," she says, but the words lack conviction as she begins unfastening them one by one.

"Then stop," I challenge softly, now standing directly before her.

Instead of answering, she tears at the remaining buttons with sudden violence, sending one skittering across the polished floor. The expensive Chanel jacket falls open, revealing a crisp white blouse beneath that does nothing to conceal the surprisingly generous curves it contains.

With the same desperate urgency, she rips open the blouse, buttons flying in all directions. The conservative exterior falls away to reveal a body at odds with her severe professional persona—full, heavy breasts barely contained in a utilitarian black bra, a narrow waist flaring to womanly hips, and skin that's remarkably soft-looking for a woman of her position and age.

"Touch me," she demands, her imperious tone now transformed into a plea. "Please, I'm burning."

I don't move, forcing her to come to me. The powerful Head of Private Client Relations takes an unsteady step forward, then another, until she's pressed against me, her breasts heaving against my chest. I cup her face in my hands, studying the desperation in her eyes for a moment before claiming her mouth in a bruising kiss.

She responds with animal hunger, her tongue invading my mouth, her hands clutching at my shoulders, my back, my hair—anywhere she can reach. The controlled, pristine banker is gone, replaced by a creature of pure need. I slide my hands inside her open jacket and blouse, finding the heavy weight of her breasts. Even through the bra, I can feel her nipples straining against the fabric, hard as pebbles as I roll them between my fingers.

"Oh god," she gasps against my mouth, arching into my touch. "What are you doing to me?"

I squeeze her tits roughly, feeling their natural weight and softness. They're surprisingly large for her frame, as if her body had been designed for pleasure but then hidden away beneath layers of professional armor. I yank down the cups of her bra, freeing them completely, watching her face as shame and arousal battle across her features.

"Look at you," I murmur, kneading the soft flesh with appreciative hands. "The stern Madame Dubois, coming apart at the seams for a client she just met."

"This isn't me," she protests weakly, even as she pushes her chest more firmly into my grasp. "I never—"

I silence her with another kiss, walking her backward until she bumps against her desk. Papers scatter to the floor as I lift her onto the glass surface, pushing between her thighs as my mouth moves to her neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there.

"The key cards," I whisper against her throat, my hands still working her magnificent breasts. "Goldstein's physical authentication keys. Where are they kept?"

Even through the haze of arousal, I see confusion flash across her face—a moment of clarity in the storm. But it's quickly washed away as I lower my mouth to one straining nipple, sucking it between my lips and flicking my tongue across the sensitive peak.

"The vault," she moans, her head falling back, eyes closed in surrender. "The central security hub behind the main vault. But we need—oh god, don't stop—we need triple authentication to access it."

I smile against her warm skin, already knowing exactly how I'll get that authentication. Chantal Dubois is merely the first domino in today's carefully orchestrated sequence of falls.

I drag Chantal from her desk toward the leather chaise longue nestled in the corner of her expansive office—an elegant piece clearly meant for private client conversations rather than what I have in mind. Her legs are unsteady beneath her, the powerful banking executive reduced to trembling need by my touch. The remnants of her designer suit hang from her body like a discarded skin—the expensive Chanel jacket and torn blouse dangling from her shoulders, her skirt hiked up around her waist. Those massive tits that she's kept hidden beneath conservative attire bounce with each step, hypnotic in their perfect natural fullness.

"This is madness," she whispers, even as she helps me remove what remains of her clothing. "I've never done anything like this before."

"I find that hard to believe," I reply, roughly turning her around and unzipping her skirt, letting it pool around her ankles. "Not with a body built for fucking."

She shivers at my crude language, but doesn't protest. Beneath her professional exterior, Chantal Dubois has been hiding a body that could launch a thousand fantasies—full, heavy breasts with pale pink nipples that stand at attention; a narrow waist that flares to generous hips; long, toned legs that speak of regular exercise; and an ass that fills my hands perfectly as I squeeze it.

I push her down onto the chaise, the buttery leather creaking beneath her weight. She lies back, her blonde hair finally coming loose from its severe style, fanning around her flushed face like a halo. The contrast between her current state and her earlier imperious demeanor sends a surge of power through me.

"Your panties," I command. "Take them off."

With surprisingly little hesitation, she hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her black silk underwear and slides them down her legs, revealing a neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair between her thighs. Her legs fall open almost involuntarily, exposing her glistening pussy to my gaze.

"Please," she begs, her French accent thicker now, colored by desire. "I need you inside me."

I take my time unbuckling my belt, enjoying the sight of one of Switzerland's most respected bankers splayed open and desperate before me. Her hands move to her breasts, kneading the soft flesh, pinching her own nipples as she watches me free my cock with hungry eyes.

"Oh mon dieu," she breathes when she sees me fully erect. "Hurry, please."

Instead of complying, I kneel between her spread legs, positioning myself at her entrance without pushing in. "The key cards," I remind her, rubbing the head of my cock through her slick folds. "Tell me more about the authentication protocol."

She whimpers in frustration as I continue to tease her, never giving her what she craves. "Three-factor," she gasps, arching her hips to try to capture me. "Biometric, digital, and physical."

I push in just enough for her to feel the stretch, then withdraw again. "And the physical keys? Where exactly?"

"Central security hub," she moans, her hands clutching at my shoulders, trying to pull me closer. "Behind the main vault. In a titanium case with a... oh god, please!"

I thrust into her suddenly, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. Her back arches off the chaise, a strangled cry escaping her throat as I fill her completely. Her pussy grips me like a vise, hot and slick and surprisingly tight for a woman of her age.

"With a what?" I demand, remaining motionless inside her, denying her the friction she desperately needs.

"With a biometric lock," she gasps, trying to move her hips against me. "Goldstein's handprint plus retinal scan. Please, move!"

I withdraw almost completely before slamming back into her, setting a punishing rhythm that has the elegant chaise scraping against the floor. My hands find her breasts again, squeezing the generous flesh, using them as handles to pull her onto my cock with each thrust. The sight of those perfect tits bouncing and jiggling with each impact is hypnotic—soft and feminine in a way that belies the stern professional persona she presents to the world.

"You've been hiding these magnificent tits from the world," I growl, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her yelp. "Keeping all this luscious fucking body locked away behind those conservative suits."

"Yes," she admits, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. "It's easier to be taken... seriously... oh god, right there!"

I angle my hips to hit the spot that makes her inner walls flutter around me, maintaining the relentless pace that has her gasping for breath. "And who else has access to these key cards? Besides Goldstein?"

"Only... the security director," she pants between thrusts. "And me. I have... administrator clearance."

Perfect. Exactly what I needed to hear.

I grab her thighs, pushing them back toward her chest to change the angle, driving deeper into her with each thrust. The new position exposes her completely to me, allowing me to watch my cock disappear inside her again and again. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the office, obscenely loud in the space usually reserved for discreet financial discussions.

"Harder," she begs, abandoning all pretense of the controlled executive. "Fuck me harder. Use me!"

I comply, pounding into her with enough force to make the solid chaise groan beneath us. My hands grip her massive tits roughly, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh as I drive into her again and again. Her pussy clenches around me, her inner walls rippling with the beginnings of an orgasm.

"Tell me when you can get me access," I demand, feeling my own climax approaching but determined to hold it back.

"Tonight," she gasps, her body beginning to tremble beneath me. "After closing. I can... disable the secondary alarms. Give you a... fifteen-minute window."

"And the guards?"

"Rotation at... eleven-fifteen," she manages between increasingly desperate moans. "Three-minute gap in... surveillance. Oh god, I'm coming!"

Her body convulses beneath me, her pussy clamping down on my cock with surprising strength as she comes apart. Her back arches, pushing those magnificent tits higher, her face contorting in an expression of pure ecstasy. The sight of this powerful woman completely undone by pleasure pushes me dangerously close to the edge.

I pull out suddenly, causing her to cry out in protest. With one fluid motion, I move up her body, straddling her chest. Her eyes widen in understanding as I position my cock between those perfect breasts, pushing them together around my shaft with both hands.

"Hold them," I command, and she immediately complies, her own hands replacing mine to squeeze her tits together, creating a warm, soft channel for me to fuck.

I thrust between those magnificent globes, watching her face as she stares down at the head of my cock appearing and disappearing between her compressed breasts. The position is debasing, reducing one of Geneva's most respected financial gatekeepers to nothing but a pair of tits for my pleasure.

"You're going to take my cum on your face," I tell her, increasing my pace as I feel my climax building. "And then you're going to remember exactly who owns you now."

"Yes," she whispers, her eyes never leaving mine. "Cover me. Mark me."

With a final grunt, I pull back and take myself in hand, aiming at her upturned face. The first rope of cum lands across her left cheek and eye. The second splashes against her parted lips and chin. I continue stroking myself through the intense orgasm, marking every inch of her face—her forehead, her nose, her right cheek—until she's thoroughly covered in my seed.

She remains perfectly still, eyes closed, cum dripping slowly down her flushed face. The image is obscene and perfect—the bank's Head of Private Client Relations, naked and used on her own office furniture, face covered in a client's semen, breasts marked with angry red handprints.

"Tonight at eleven-fifteen," I say calmly, tucking myself back into my pants as she lies there in a daze. "You'll disable the secondary alarms and create the access window. You'll have the titanium case open and waiting. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she whispers, not moving to clean herself, as if understanding instinctively that I want her to remain in this defiled state as long as possible.

"Good girl," I say, adjusting my tie and smoothing down my suit jacket. "And Chantal? Don't bother trying to warn anyone. By the time you've come back to your senses enough to consider it, it will be too late. The Kama Sutra Touch lingers for days."

I leave her there—naked, marked, and irrevocably compromised—and walk out of her office as if we've just concluded a perfectly normal banking consultation. The final piece is now in place. By this time tomorrow, Marcus Goldstein will be nothing but a cautionary tale in the world of international finance.


Chapter 10

Goldstein's corner office bathes in the warm glow of afternoon sunlight streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows, casting his silver hair in an almost angelic light—a cosmic joke given the darkness hiding behind his practiced smile. Today, he's pulled out all the stops for what he believes is our final meeting before I commit my fictional billions to his criminal enterprise. A vintage Bordeaux breathes on the sideboard, two crystal glasses waiting beside it. A silver tray of petit fours from Geneva's most exclusive patisserie sits untouched on his desk. The Maestro thinks he's closing the deal of a lifetime. What he doesn't realize is that I'm closing him.

"Jack," he greets me, rising from behind his massive desk with the fluid grace of a man half his age. "I've been looking forward to our meeting all morning."

I'm sure he has. The portfolio I've asked him to review is a masterpiece of financial fiction—a carefully constructed labyrinth of shell companies, offshore accounts, and phantom assets that would take his team weeks to fully unravel, if they were actually inclined to look too closely at a potential whale. But of course, they aren't. Greed makes even the most cautious men careless.

"Marcus," I respond, accepting his firm handshake. "I trust you've had time to review the numbers?"

He gestures for me to take a seat in one of the leather chairs positioned before his desk. "Indeed. And I must say, I'm impressed. Your asset allocation strategy is... unorthodox, but the results speak for themselves."

I settle into the chair, feeling the weight of Anya's device in my inner jacket pocket. It's smaller than a credit card, thinner than a dime, and contains enough computing power to bypass every security system in the building. Once planted, it will give me complete remote access to Goldstein's entire digital kingdom.

"I've never been one to follow conventional wisdom," I say, watching as he pours two glasses of wine that probably costs more than what most people earn in a month. "The herd gets slaughtered. I prefer to be the wolf."

Goldstein's eyes crinkle with genuine amusement as he hands me a glass. "A philosophy after my own heart. Too many so-called wealth managers are merely shepherds, guiding their flocks to mediocre returns while skimming their fees off the top." He raises his glass in a toast. "To the wolves."

I clink my glass against his but don't drink. Not yet. I need perfect clarity for what's about to unfold.

The Maestro settles back into his chair, taking a appreciative sip before setting his glass aside. "Now, about your portfolio. The diversification across emerging markets is particularly interesting. Most of our clients tend to be more... conservative in their geographic allocations."

"Conservative allocations yield conservative returns," I reply, setting my own glass down untouched. "I've found opportunity in places others fear to tread."

This launches him into a lengthy discourse on market inefficiencies and the arbitrage opportunities they create—a lecture I could have given in my sleep. I let him talk, nodding at appropriate intervals, asking the occasional question that prompts him to delve deeper into his own brilliance. The man loves the sound of his own voice almost as much as he loves the movement of other people's money into his accounts.

As he speaks, I casually rest my hand on the edge of his desk, fingers drumming lightly as if considering his words. In reality, I'm gauging the distance to his computer terminal—a custom-built machine that serves as his personal access point to the syndicate's most secure systems.

"The real secret," Goldstein continues, leaning forward conspiratorially, "is understanding that markets aren't rational because people aren't rational. Fear, greed, herd mentality—these are the true forces that drive prices. My team has developed proprietary algorithms that can not only predict these emotional responses but, in certain circumstances, trigger them."

"Market manipulation," I suggest, watching his face carefully.

He doesn't flinch. "Market guidance," he corrects with a thin smile. "We simply help the invisible hand along from time to time."

I laugh as if he's made a particularly clever joke, using the moment to reach for my glass again. As I do, I deliberately knock over a folder of papers on his desk, sending documents scattering across the polished surface.

"My apologies," I say quickly, already moving to help gather them. "How clumsy of me."

"No harm done," Goldstein assures me, rising to assist.

In the momentary confusion of papers being collected and reorganized, I slip Anya's device from my pocket and, with the practiced sleight of hand that once served me in less sophisticated cons, attach it to the underside of his keyboard tray. The adhesive makes no sound as it bonds instantly to the metal surface—invisible unless someone specifically looks for it, which no one will.

Mission accomplished.

"These projections," I say, deliberately changing the subject as we settle back into our seats, "they're remarkably aggressive. You're suggesting a thirty percent annual return, net of fees?"

Goldstein's expression shifts to one of absolute confidence. "For clients at your level, with your risk tolerance? Absolutely. In fact, I consider that a conservative estimate."

He launches into an explanation of their proprietary trading strategies, complete with references to quantum computing and advanced predictive modeling—technical jargon designed to sound impressive while revealing nothing of substance. What he doesn't realize is that thanks to Anya, I already know more about his systems than he's telling me.

"What impresses me most," I interject when he pauses for breath, "is the security architecture. In today's world, data protection is as important as profit generation."

His chest puffs slightly at the compliment. "We spare no expense. Multiple redundant systems, air-gapped networks for our most sensitive operations, biometric authentication at every critical access point. Short of a state-level actor, no one could breach our defenses."

I nod appreciatively while suppressing a smile. The irony is exquisite—his security has already been compromised at every level, not by some faceless government agency, but by the man sitting across from him, sipping his obscenely expensive wine.

"That's precisely the assurance I needed," I say, finally taking a small sip from my glass. "I believe we have an understanding, then."

Goldstein smiles broadly, already mentally calculating his commission on the billions he thinks I'm about to entrust to him. "Excellent. My team will prepare the necessary documentation immediately. We could complete the initial transfers as early as tomorrow."

"Perfect timing," I agree, rising to shake his hand. "I look forward to a long and profitable relationship."

The handshake we exchange is firm and friendly—two wolves recognizing each other across the negotiating table. What Goldstein doesn't realize is that one of us is a sheep in wolf's clothing, and the other is about to be devoured.

As I walk out of his office for what will be the final time, I resist the urge to look back. By this time tomorrow, the Maestro's symphony will have reached its final, discordant note, and I'll be conducting the crescendo of his destruction from a safe distance. All the pieces are now in play—Rivka, Naomi, Anya, Chantal, and now this final digital key. The trap is set. The predator has become the prey.


Chapter 11

Morning light filters through the curtains of my suite at the Beau-Rivage, casting long shadows across the antique writing desk where I've arranged my equipment with surgical precision. Three laptops form a command center—one displaying the feed from my surveillance device in Goldstein's boardroom, another connected to Anya's backdoor into Project Chimera, and the third monitoring global market feeds in real-time. A glass of single malt sits untouched beside my right hand. I won't drink until the job is done, but I want it there for the toast I'll make to the Maestro's downfall. On the wall-mounted television, financial news streams silently, anchors gesturing animatedly as they discuss market volatility in regions that have no idea what's about to hit them. It's 8:58 AM in Geneva. Goldstein's weekly secure call with his global syndicate began three minutes ago. By 9:30, his empire will be ashes.

On my center screen, I watch Goldstein seated at the head of his conference table, bathed in the cold light of morning streaming through his floor-to-ceiling windows. The bank's boardroom is a shrine to understated power—walls paneled in rare African hardwood, a table carved from a single massive slab of marble, chairs upholstered in leather from a breed of cattle so exclusive they're practically mythological. The Maestro himself wears a fresh suit, charcoal gray with the faintest blue pinstripe, a silk tie the color of aged burgundy. His silver hair catches the light, creating that false halo effect that has no doubt lulled countless victims into a false sense of security.

The wall behind him displays a grid of twelve faces—the inner circle of his global criminal syndicate. I recognize most of them from my research: the Saudi prince whose family officially denounces vice while privately financing it; the Chinese industrial magnate whose factories produce both consumer electronics and instruments of torture; the American hedge fund manager who bankrupted a pharmaceutical company just to drive up the price of life-saving medications. These are the elite predators of the financial world, gathered for their weekly feeding.

"Gentlemen," Goldstein begins, his voice crisp through my speakers, "today we execute Operation Trident. The algorithms indicate optimal conditions across all three target markets."

The faces on the screen nod in solemn agreement. They've been planning this for months—the simultaneous destabilization of three emerging economies whose natural resources have caught the syndicate's interest. Create a crisis, buy assets at pennies on the dollar, install friendly politicians, extract wealth. It's a playbook they've run dozens of times before.

"Current positions?" Goldstein asks, turning slightly to his right where Dr. Anya Sharma sits, her eyes downcast, fingers moving rapidly over her tablet. She doesn't look up as she responds.

"All short positions are in place across the designated indices," she reports mechanically. "Derivative exposures are at optimal levels. Secondary and tertiary market hedges are activated."

I smile, knowing what she's not telling him—that every one of those positions has been subtly modified according to my instructions, turning their attack vectors into vulnerabilities.

"Excellent," Goldstein replies, completely unaware that his trusted quant has already betrayed him. He taps a key on his laptop, bringing up a series of charts on the boardroom's main screen. "As you can see, gentlemen, currency pressure points have been identified. When we execute, the algorithmic trading systems will recognize the pattern and amplify it. Market psychology will do the rest."

"Timeline?" asks the Saudi prince, his voice carrying the bored arrogance of someone who's never faced consequences for anything in his life.

"We begin the sequence in exactly two minutes," Goldstein answers, checking his watch—a Patek Philippe that probably cost more than most people's homes. "The Asian markets close in thirty minutes. European markets are at mid-session. American pre-market trading is active. The perfect storm."

On my laptop, I open the secure connection to Anya's backdoor. A simple command prompt appears, waiting for the activation code that will trigger Project Chimera. But not yet. I want to give the Maestro his moment in the spotlight before I pull the curtain down on his final performance.

"Project Chimera is standing by," Anya confirms, still not meeting Goldstein's eyes. "Awaiting your command sequence."

Goldstein straightens in his chair, savoring the moment. This is what he lives for—playing god with entire economies, the rush of power as markets bend to his will. "Gentlemen, on my mark, we will create buying opportunities unlike anything we've seen since the Asian financial crisis. Our projected returns over the next twenty-four months exceed forty percent."

Murmurs of appreciation ripple through the syndicate members. For men who already have billions, the prospect of more wealth isn't about money—it's about keeping score in a game where human suffering is merely a side effect.

"Three," Goldstein begins his countdown, finger hovering over the enter key. "Two. One. Execute."

He presses the key with a theatrical flourish, then leans back in his chair, a satisfied smile spreading across his face. On my third monitor, I can see the initial algorithms beginning to work—sell orders flooding into the target markets, prices starting to wobble.

It's time.

I type a simple command into my laptop: EXECUTE PROTOCOL NEMESIS.

The effect is instantaneous but invisible to Goldstein—for now. Project Chimera activates, but instead of following the Maestro's orchestrated plan, it executes the alternative instructions Anya embedded at my request. Rather than attacking the target economies, it turns inward, initiating a massive liquidation of the syndicate's own positions.

On my market monitor, I watch as sell orders for the syndicate's holdings flood trading systems worldwide. Billions of dollars in assets being dumped simultaneously, without regard for price impact. But that's just the first act.

The second act is more elegant—the liquidated funds aren't being returned to the syndicate members. Instead, they're being wired to accounts belonging to the syndicate's worst enemies: drug cartels they've betrayed, terrorist groups they've infiltrated, and—most beautifully ironic—neo-Nazi organizations that would happily see several syndicate members dead based solely on their ethnicity or religion.

In Goldstein's boardroom, confusion replaces confidence as alerts begin popping up on their screens.

"What's happening?" demands the Chinese industrialist, leaning forward with sudden intensity. "My positions are being closed!"

Goldstein frowns, tapping rapidly on his keyboard. "There must be some mistake—" He stops mid-sentence, his face draining of color as he processes what he's seeing. "This is impossible. The system is liquidating our hedge positions."

"Not just liquidating," the American hedge fund manager shouts, his typical cool demeanor shattered. "The funds are being transferred! My God, Marcus, they're going to a rival-affiliated account! Do you know what that will do to me if this is traced?"

Goldstein's fingers fly across his keyboard, trying desperately to halt the process. "System override!" he barks at Anya. "Shut it down! Now!"

Anya's hands move across her tablet, her face a mask of professional concern that almost conceals her complicity. "The system isn't responding to commands. It appears we're locked out."

On the screens behind Goldstein, the syndicate members have gone from confusion to rage.

"What the fuck have you done, Marcus?" the Saudi prince snarls, his carefully cultivated Western poise evaporating. "Three hundred million just went to a random charity! Do you have any idea what happens if my family discovers this?"

"Fix this!" the Russian oligarch demands, pounding his fist on whatever desk he's sitting behind. "Every kopek better be returned or I will personally ensure you never see another sunrise!"

Goldstein's face has gone from pale to ashen, beads of sweat forming on his forehead despite the climate-controlled environment. "This isn't possible," he mutters, more to himself than the others. "The security protocols... the firewalls..."

"Marcus," the German banker cuts in, his voice ice-cold, "my foundation's entire endowment was just transferred to a Holocaust remembrance fund. While I might personally find this a worthy cause, I can assure you that my partners will not. You have exactly thirty seconds to explain before I make a call that ends your existence."

I watch with profound satisfaction as the Maestro's world collapses around him in real-time. On my market monitor, I can see the digital trail being created—every transaction pointing back to Goldstein's personal terminal, the authentication codes all bearing his digital signature, courtesy of Anya's meticulous programming.

"I didn't do this!" Goldstein shouts, desperation cracking his polished veneer. "We've been hacked! Someone has compromised the system!"

But it's too late for explanations. One by one, the syndicate members disconnect from the call, their final expressions promising retribution swift and terrible. The last to remain is the German banker, who simply says, "The consortium will convene in one hour to discuss your replacement. I suggest you use that time to put your affairs in order," before his screen goes dark.

Goldstein sits alone in his boardroom, surrounded by screens flashing red as his financial empire implodes. He looks older suddenly, the confident Maestro replaced by a frightened old man who realizes he's conducted his final performance.

I pick up my untouched glass of single malt, raising it in a silent toast to the surveillance feed. "The thing about playing god, Marcus," I murmur to the empty hotel room, "is that eventually, someone comes along to remind you that you're just a man after all."

I drain the glass in a single swallow, the burn of the alcohol nothing compared to the warmth of satisfaction spreading through my chest. Phase one is complete. Now for the endgame.

***

The Goldstein Private Banking Group headquarters has transformed from a temple of financial power to a crime scene in less than an hour. I stride through the marble lobby, observing the chaos with detached satisfaction—security personnel rushing in all directions, clients demanding answers from shell-shocked employees, and Swiss police officers establishing perimeters with their characteristic efficiency. No one stops me or even seems to notice my presence. In times of crisis, a man walking with purpose and confidence becomes practically invisible. And I have very specific purpose as I make my way toward the bank's central vault, where I know she's waiting for me—the final act in the Maestro's destruction.

Emergency protocols have overridden the bank's normal operations, leaving doors unlocked that would typically require triple authentication. The building's power has switched to backup generators, casting everything in the dim amber glow of emergency lighting. Alarms wail in distant parts of the complex, creating an apocalyptic soundtrack to Goldstein's downfall.

I pass a conference room where bank executives huddle in panic, their faces drained of color as they stare at screens displaying the catastrophic collapse of their institution's reputation and liquidity. In another office, I glimpse Chantal being questioned by serious-looking men in dark suits—financial crimes investigators who will soon discover her complicity but won't understand why the immaculate Head of Private Client Relations suddenly decided to grant unauthorized access to secure areas.

The elevator to the vault level requires no special clearance today—Chantal's arrangements were ultimately unnecessary given the chaos I've orchestrated. I descend alone, watching the floor numbers tick downward, feeling the weight of the building above me like the accumulated wealth that Goldstein hoarded for decades.

When the doors slide open, the vault anteroom is deserted. The security guards who would normally stand vigil have abandoned their posts—called upstairs to deal with the more visible crisis or perhaps fleeing before they can be implicated. The massive circular vault door stands partially open, something I suspect hasn't happened in the bank's history outside of planned access events.

I step through the heavy door into the vault itself, my footsteps echoing on the marble floor. The cavernous space looks different in emergency lighting—the rows of safety deposit boxes casting long shadows, the central bullion cage glowing dully. And there, in the center of it all, stands Rivka Goldstein.

She's wearing a simple black dress, elegant yet somber, as if dressed for her husband's funeral rather than his professional execution. Her honey-blonde hair falls loose around her shoulders, and her face—stripped of its usual perfect makeup—looks younger, unburdened. When she sees me, her lips curve into a smile that contains no sadness, only liberation.

"It's done," she says simply, her voice echoing slightly in the vast space.

"It's done," I confirm, moving toward her with measured steps. "By now, your husband is either being arrested or fleeing. Either way, he's finished."

"And the money?"

"Redirected. Some to accounts that will ensure he never rebuilds his power base, some to organizations he despises, and some..." I smile, stopping just before her, "to more deserving recipients."

She doesn't need to ask if she's among those recipients. We both know the answer.

"The hum is gone," she whispers, her eyes bright with something between tears and triumph.

"What hum?"

"The constant background noise of being Marcus Goldstein's wife. The pressure. The performance. The endless calculation of every word, every gesture." She takes a deep breath, her chest rising and falling beneath her dress. "For the first time in fifteen years, I can hear myself think."

I reach out, tracing the line of her jaw with my fingertips. "And what are you thinking, Dr. Goldstein?"

Without breaking eye contact, she reaches behind her neck and unzips her dress in one fluid motion. The black fabric slithers down her body like a shadow retreating from light, pooling at her feet to reveal she wears absolutely nothing underneath. The amber emergency lights cast half her body in warm glow, the other half in shadow, creating a chiaroscuro effect that emphasizes every curve and valley of her naked form.

"I'm thinking," she says, stepping out of the dress and her heels simultaneously, "that I want you to fuck me on the ruins of his empire."

The words—so crude coming from her refined mouth—send a surge of desire through me. This is more than sex; it's the final desecration of everything Goldstein built, the ultimate claiming of what he valued most. I grab her roughly, spinning her around and pushing her toward the steel counting table in the center of the vault. She goes willingly, eagerly, bending over the cold metal surface without being told, her ass raised in perfect presentation, her hands gripping the edges as if preparing for impact.

"Here," I growl, pressing myself against her back, my clothed body a stark contrast to her nakedness. "Where he counted his precious gold. Where he measured his worth in metal and paper."

"Yes," she hisses, pushing back against me. "Take me here. Make me forget I was ever his."

I step back just enough to unbuckle my belt and free my already hard cock. The sound of my zipper echoes in the vault like a starting pistol. I run my hands over the soft globes of her ass, squeezing roughly before spreading her cheeks to expose her completely. She's already wet, her arousal glistening in the dim amber light, her body as ready for this final act as her mind.

With one hand gripping her hip and the other guiding myself, I thrust into her with a single powerful stroke that drives her forward against the steel table. She cries out—a sound of pain mingled with pleasure that reverberates through the vault like a primal echo. I establish an immediate, punishing rhythm, each thrust forcing small gasps from her throat as her body absorbs the impact.

"Is this what you wanted?" I demand, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. "To be fucked like an animal in your husband's sacred space?"

"Yes," she moans, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Harder. Make me feel it. Make me feel something real."

I comply, increasing both pace and force until the heavy steel table begins to scrape slightly against the marble floor with each impact. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes through the vault, creating an obscene counterpoint to the distant wail of alarms from above. In the amber glow of emergency lights, sweat glistens on her back, creating patterns that shift and reform with each thrust.

I reach forward, gathering her hair in my fist and pulling back, forcing her to arch her spine at an almost painful angle. With my other hand, I reach around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles that make her inner walls clench around my cock.

"Oh god," she gasps, her voice strained from the position. "I'm close. So close."

I can feel my own climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine, but I deliberately hold back. This isn't the final act—not yet. There's one more tableau I want to create in this tomb of wealth before I mark the end of the Maestro's reign completely.

Instead, I focus on her pleasure, angling my hips to hit the spot that makes her thighs tremble, maintaining the relentless pace that has her gasping with each thrust. Her inner walls begin to pulse around me, her body tensing as she approaches the edge.

"Come for me," I command, tightening my grip on her hair. "Come on the altar of his greed."

Her orgasm tears through her with violent intensity, her pussy clamping down on me with enough force that I have to grit my teeth against my own release. She screams—a raw, primal sound that contains fifteen years of repressed emotion finally finding release. Her body convulses beneath me, shuddering with waves of pleasure that seem to go on and on as I continue to thrust through her climax.

When the last tremors subside, I pull out, still hard, still unsatisfied. But that's by design. The final act requires a different stage, a different position—one that will bring the Maestro's destruction to its proper conclusion.

I grab Rivka's arm and yank her up from the steel table, her body still trembling from her orgasm, legs unsteady beneath her. With deliberate roughness, I spin her around and push her backward until she loses her balance, falling onto the cold marble floor of the vault with a soft gasp. The sound echoes against the steel and concrete surfaces, bouncing back at us like the remnant of something broken and beautiful. I stand over her, watching as she arranges herself on the hard surface—not trying to rise, not trying to cover herself, but spreading her limbs in deliberate surrender, her eyes never leaving mine.

The emergency lighting casts dramatic shadows across her naked body, painting half of her in warm amber glow, the other half in cool darkness. Her honey-blonde hair fans out around her head like a halo against the white marble, creating a striking contrast that feels almost staged in its perfection. Her chest rises and falls with each rapid breath, her skin flushed and glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. Between her slightly parted thighs, I can see the evidence of her arousal gleaming in the dim light.

"Look at you," I murmur, slowly unbuttoning my shirt, my still-hard cock jutting from my open pants. "The brilliant Dr. Rivka Goldstein, PhD in philosophy from the Sorbonne, respected banking executive, Geneva's cultural ambassador... spread naked on a bank vault floor while her husband's empire burns above us."

She doesn't flinch at my words. Instead, a small, satisfied smile plays across her lips. "His empire. Never mine. I was just another acquisition—the intellectual trophy wife to complete his collection."

I shrug off my shirt, letting it fall beside her discarded dress. The emergency lighting plays across my chest and shoulders, emphasizing the muscles honed through years of discipline. I begin to stroke myself slowly, looking down at her with the calm assurance of a predator who knows his prey won't run.

"And now?" I ask, my hand moving in a steady rhythm along my shaft.

"Now I'm free," she whispers, her eyes tracking the movement of my hand. "And I choose this. I choose you."

I step closer until I'm standing directly over her, my feet on either side of her hips. From this angle, she looks smaller, more vulnerable—the powerful banking executive reduced to a canvas for my final statement. The symbolism isn't lost on either of us. Just as I've systematically dismantled her husband's financial empire, I'm about to complete my claiming of what he valued most—his brilliant, beautiful wife.

"Touch yourself," I command, continuing to stroke my cock above her. "Show me how grateful you are for your liberation."

Without hesitation, her hands move to her body—one to her breast, kneading the soft flesh and pinching the nipple until it stands at attention; the other sliding down her stomach to the wetness between her thighs. Her fingers find her clit, still sensitive from her recent orgasm, and begin to circle it with practiced precision.

"I used to imagine this," she admits, her voice breathy with renewed arousal. "In those endless charity galas and board meetings, watching Marcus orchestrate his financial terrorism... I'd imagine someone like you coming to tear it all down."

Her confession sends a surge of pleasure through me, tightening my grip as I pump myself faster. The thought of her secretly yearning for her husband's destruction even as she played the perfect wife adds another layer of satisfaction to my victory.

"And now it's happening," I say, watching her fingers work faster between her legs as her excitement builds. "His clients have abandoned him. His syndicate wants him dead. His reputation is destroyed. His money is gone." I lean down slightly, my voice dropping to a growl. "And his wife is masturbating on the floor of his empty vault, begging for another man's cum on her face."

"Yes," she moans, her back arching slightly off the cold marble. "Please. Mark me. Erase him completely."

The raw need in her voice pushes me closer to the edge. I widen my stance above her, my hand moving faster now, the head of my cock glistening with pre-cum. Rivka's eyes are locked on mine, her fingers matching my rhythm as she pleasures herself beneath me. In this moment, she's more beautiful than I've ever seen her—not the polished socialite or the intellectual academic, but a woman stripped bare of pretense, reveling in her own desires.

"You never belonged to him," I tell her, feeling my climax approaching rapidly. "From the moment I touched you, you were mine."

"Yours," she agrees, her free hand reaching up to caress my calf, establishing one more point of connection between us. "Only yours. Always yours."

Her words trigger something primal in me, a surge of possessive pleasure that pushes me over the edge. With a guttural groan, I erupt, the first thick rope of cum landing across her left cheek and eye. The second splashes onto her parted lips and chin. I continue stroking myself through the intense orgasm, marking every inch of her upturned face—her forehead, her nose, her right cheek—until she's thoroughly covered in my seed.

She moans at the warm splashes on her skin, her fingers working frantically between her legs as her own orgasm crests simultaneously. Her body convulses on the hard marble, back arching, thighs trembling, a cry of release echoing through the cavernous space. The sight of her coming undone beneath me, face covered in my cum, body shaking with pleasure, is the perfect visual metaphor for my complete victory.

When the last pulses of pleasure subside, she remains still on the floor, cum slowly dripping down her flushed face onto the pristine marble. Some of it pools in the hollow of her throat, some slides down her cheek toward her ear. She makes no move to wipe it away, wearing it like an anointing, a baptism into her new life.

I tuck myself back into my pants, looking down at my handiwork with profound satisfaction. In the distance, the alarms have finally stopped wailing, replaced by an almost reverent silence. The emergency lights flicker once, twice, then stabilize, casting our shadows in sharp relief against the steel and marble.

My cum still adorns her face, glistening in the amber light like war paint. Without being told, she leaves it there, understanding instinctively that this marking is meant to remain until we're safely away from this place.

"What happens now?" she asks, not bothering to reach for her discarded dress.

I retrieve my shirt from the floor, draping it over her shoulders. It hangs like a dress on her smaller frame, covering her nakedness while leaving her marked face exposed.

"Now we disappear," I tell her, guiding her toward the vault door. "By the time anyone thinks to look for you, we'll be ghosts."

She nods, following me without question as we leave the empty vault behind. The Maestro's symphony has played its final note. The only music left is the sound of our footsteps echoing on marble as we walk away from the ruins of an empire built on suffering and deception.


Chapter 12

The sleek Gulfstream G650 sits on the private airstrip outside Geneva, its engines humming with restrained power, ready for immediate departure. Inside, the cabin glows with subtle lighting, the leather and mahogany interior exuding the same wealth and privilege that Goldstein once commanded, but with a crucial difference—this luxury serves my purposes, not his.

Through the windows, I can see the Swiss police vehicles still gathered at the main terminal, their lights flashing uselessly as they secure exits we never intended to use. Rivka sits across from me, transformed from the banker's elegant wife into something wilder, more authentic—her hair loose around her shoulders, wearing clothes we acquired from a discreet boutique during our escape: simple jeans and cashmere sweater that make her look years younger, unburdened by the weight of her former life.

"Final preparations are complete, sir," the pilot informs me through the cabin intercom. "We're cleared for immediate takeoff. ETA to our primary destination is approximately six hours."

"Proceed," I reply, not taking my eyes off Rivka, who sips champagne with a newfound ease, her body language relaxed in a way I've never seen before.

The engines increase their pitch as the plane begins to taxi, the subtle vibrations running through the cabin floor. Rivka sets down her glass and unclasps her seatbelt, rising with fluid grace despite the aircraft's movement.

"Shouldn't you be seated for takeoff?" I ask, though I already know her intentions from the look in her eyes.

"I've spent fifteen years following rules," she replies, moving toward me with deliberate slowness. "I think I'm done with them."

She stops before me, standing between my spread legs. The transformation in her is remarkable—gone is the careful poise of the banker's wife, the measured speech of the academic. This woman moves with unleashed sensuality, her eyes direct and unashamed as she pulls her sweater over her head in one smooth motion, revealing she wears nothing underneath.

Her breasts—those perfect, natural globes I've enjoyed so thoroughly during our time together—catch the cabin's soft lighting, her nipples already hard with anticipation. Without breaking eye contact, she unbuttons her jeans and shimmies them down her legs, revealing that she's gone without underwear here as well. As the plane accelerates down the runway, she stands before me completely naked, the forces of momentum causing her to brace herself against my shoulders.

"I want to feel free," she says, her voice low and urgent as the aircraft's nose lifts from the ground. "I want to feel you inside me as we leave this place behind forever."

I don't need to respond verbally. My body answers for me, my cock hardening visibly beneath my pants. As the plane banks steeply into its climbing turn, Rivka straddles me with practiced ease, her knees pressing into the leather seat on either side of my hips. Her fingers make quick work of my belt and zipper, freeing my erection into her waiting hand.

"No more hiding," she whispers, positioning herself above me as the G-forces of takeoff push her down onto my lap. "No more pretending."

She sinks down onto my cock with agonizing slowness, her tight heat enveloping me inch by inch until she's taken me completely. We both groan at the sensation—her walls gripping me like a glove, my thickness stretching her perfectly. The plane levels off at its initial cruising altitude, but we're already soaring higher than its engines could ever take us.

Rivka begins to move, rising up until just the head of my cock remains inside her before sliding back down with deliberate control. Her hands rest on my shoulders for balance, her breasts swaying hypnotically with each movement. I grab her hips, guiding her rhythm as the distant lights of Geneva disappear beneath us, the city that witnessed Goldstein's downfall shrinking to insignificance.

"You're incredible," I tell her, watching her face transform with pleasure. Free from her husband's shadow, she's become even more beautiful—unrestrained in her movements, uninhibited in her expressions. Her head falls back as she increases her pace, her honey-blonde hair cascading down her back, catching the cabin lights like spun gold.

"I never knew it could be like this," she gasps, grinding herself against me at the bottom of each stroke. "So complete. So real."

I thrust upward to meet her movements, the sound of skin against skin mingling with the white noise of the jet engines. My hands move to her breasts, squeezing roughly, pinching her nipples in the way I've learned drives her wild. Her inner walls clench around me in response, her breathing becoming more erratic as pleasure builds within her.

As she rides me with increasing abandon, I reach sideways to the small leather notebook I placed in the seat pocket earlier. Without interrupting our rhythm, I flip it open to a marked page, revealing a list of names written in precise handwriting. Most are crossed out already—financial predators, arms dealers, human traffickers who thought their wealth made them untouchable.

Near the bottom of the page, one name stands out, still unmarked: Marcus Goldstein.

"What is that?" Rivka asks between gasps, her eyes focusing momentarily on the notebook despite her pleasure-clouded state.

"A reckoning," I answer simply, retrieving a pen from my shirt pocket.

As she watches, still riding me with undiminished enthusiasm, I draw a precise line through her husband's name. The symbolic finality of the gesture sends a visible shiver through her body, her pussy clenching around me as if in celebration of the marked ending.

"You've done this before," she observes, not a question but a realization. "Goldstein wasn't the first."

"No," I confirm, turning the page to reveal a new list—names not yet crossed out. "And he won't be the last."

At the top of the fresh page, highlighted and annotated with extensive notes, sits a name: Sheikh Abdullah al-Zahrani. The Arabian King—not his official title, but the nickname he's earned in financial circles for his control over vast oil wealth and the brutal efficiency with which he eliminates competitors.

Rivka's rhythm falters momentarily as she processes this new information, but then resumes with even greater intensity, her hips moving in tight circles that press her clit against me with each rotation. "So this is more than revenge," she whispers, her eyes bright with understanding. "This is your mission."

"A mission that just gained a valuable new asset," I reply, grabbing her hips again and thrusting upward more forcefully. "If you want to be part of it."

"Yes," she moans, her movements becoming more frantic as she approaches her peak. "God, yes. Wherever you go. Whatever you need."

The pure devotion in her voice pushes me closer to the edge. I thrust harder, driving up into her as she grinds down onto me. Her breasts bounce with each impact, her skin flushed and gleaming with a fine sheen of sweat in the cabin's soft lighting. The plane continues its ascent into the night sky, leaving Switzerland—and Goldstein's ruined empire—far behind.

"Come with me," I growl, feeling my own release building rapidly. "Come now."

Her body responds instantly to my command, her back arching, head thrown back as her orgasm tears through her. Her inner walls pulse and clench around my cock in rhythmic waves, drawing my own climax from me with unstoppable force. I erupt inside her, filling her with hot pulses as she collapses against my chest, our bodies locked together in mutual pleasure.

For several minutes, we remain joined, our breathing gradually slowing as the plane reaches its cruising altitude. The faint ding of the seatbelt sign turning off seems almost comical given our current position. Rivka shifts slightly in my lap, my softening cock still inside her, and looks down at the notebook still open beside us.

"The Arabian Prince," she murmurs thoughtfully. "He makes Goldstein look like a amateur. His security is legendary."

I smile, stroking her back as she continues to move subtly against me, keeping me semi-hard inside her. "Every fortress has its weakness. Every powerful man has his blind spot." I kiss her gently, tasting the salt of exertion on her lips. "And now I have you—a weapon they'll never see coming."

She smiles against my mouth, a predatory expression that would have looked foreign on the face of the banker's wife but fits this new Rivka perfectly. "When do we begin?"

"We already have," I reply, nodding toward the windows where the last lights of European civilization are fading behind us, the darkness of the Mediterranean spreading out below. Ahead lies the Middle East—and the next name on my list.

I close the notebook but keep one hand on it, a tactile reminder of my purpose. With my other hand, I guide Rivka's hips in slow, lazy circles, already feeling myself hardening again inside her. We have six hours before landing—plenty of time to enjoy the spoils of our first victory together while planning the next battle in a war that powerful men don't even realize is being waged against them.

The jet engines hum steadily as we soar through the night, leaving the ruins of one empire behind us, already plotting the fall of the next.
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The endless golden dunes of the Arabian desert roll beneath us like waves on a celestial ocean, their contours shifting in the late afternoon sun as my private Gulfstream cuts through the sky. I sip my whiskey—a thirty-year-old Macallan that tastes like victory—while enjoying the warm, wet sensation of two expert tongues working in tandem on my cock. Rivka and Irina kneel before me on the plush cabin carpet, their beautiful heads bobbing in a hypnotic rhythm as they take turns swallowing my length and lapping at my balls. The contrast between them is exquisite—Rivka with her honey-blonde sophistication, and Irina with her raven-haired Slavic intensity—both reduced to worship at my feet by a power older than civilization itself.

"Deeper," I command, placing my hand on the back of Rivka's head, guiding her down until I feel the tight constriction of her throat around my cock. She gags slightly but takes me all the way, her eyes watering as she looks up at me with that mixture of devotion and desire that never fails to harden me further. When I release her, she gasps for breath, strings of thick saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening shaft.

Irina immediately moves in, jealous of the attention, her full red lips parting to engulf me. Unlike Rivka's methodical technique, Irina sucks with wild abandon, her cheeks hollowing with the force of her suction. The Russian supermodel—once the haughty face of luxury brands worldwide—now lives for nothing but my pleasure.

"That's it," I groan, threading my fingers through her silky black hair. "Show the philosopher how it's done."

Rivka narrows her eyes at the challenge, her competitive nature flaring even in submission. She moves in to lick my balls while Irina continues sucking, the dual sensation sending shivers up my spine. Their tongues occasionally meet at the base of my cock, leading to brief, sloppy kisses before returning to their worship.

"Let me see you two fight for it," I order, pulling myself free of Rivka's mouth.

They understand immediately, positioning their faces close together as I stroke myself, tapping my cock against first one pair of lips, then the other. Their tongues extend, lapping at my head like cats sharing cream, their eyes locked in silent competition. When I press forward, they open their mouths simultaneously, trying to capture me, their tongues tangling around my shaft.

"Fuck, that feels good," I hiss, watching their perfect faces press together around my cock, four lips and two tongues working in chaotic harmony.

Irina grabs Rivka's hair, pulling her head back slightly to gain advantage, but the philosopher retaliates by slipping her hand between the model's legs, making her gasp and lose focus. I enjoy their rivalry—the way they compete for my approval even as they collaborate for my pleasure.

"Enough," I say, separating them with gentle pressure on their foreheads. "Rivka, show me those perfect tits."

She complies immediately, unbuttoning her silk blouse to reveal the heavy natural breasts that have hypnotized men in boardrooms across Europe. Irina, not to be outdone, pulls down her top as well, freeing her surgically enhanced perfection—the ideal counterpoint to Rivka's organic beauty.

"Hold them together," I command, and they press against each other, creating a channel of warm flesh for me to thrust into. The visual is magnificent—my cock disappearing between four perfect breasts, two sets of hungry eyes watching my reaction, gauging my pleasure.

As I fuck their pressed tits with slow, measured strokes, I reach for the leather notebook on the seat beside me. Opening it reveals my meticulously researched list of targets—men whose wealth and power have placed them beyond the reach of conventional justice. Marcus Goldstein's name bears a fresh line through it, the ink barely dry from our escapade six days ago. Below it, circled and annotated with extensive notes, is my next target: Crown Prince Amir bin Khalid al-Zahrani.

"Our next mark," I tell them, tapping the name with my free hand while continuing to thrust between their breasts. "The Desert Visionary, they call him. Thirty-eight years old. Harvard and Oxford educated. The Western media portrays him as a reformer, a technological pioneer building the city of the future in the desert."

"But?" Rivka asks, her philosopher's mind still sharp despite her subjugation.

"But his smart city is built by slaves. His family's progressive image masks generations of brutality. The women who displease him disappear. The journalists who question him die in 'accidents.'" I pull back from their breasts, guiding their mouths back to my cock as I continue. "And he believes himself untouchable because his family controls one-fifth of the world's oil reserves."

Irina takes me deep, her throat muscles working around my head as Rivka licks along my shaft. The pleasure is intense but I maintain my focus, outlining my plan between controlled breaths.

"I'll approach him as Jack Hammond, reclusive American tech mogul, interested in investing in his Neom City project. He's desperate for Western tech partnerships to legitimize his vision." I grip the armrests as Rivka's clever tongue finds a particularly sensitive spot. "Once I'm inside his inner circle, I'll identify his weaknesses, his pressure points. Then I'll systematically dismantle everything he values."

"And if we encounter women in his circle?" Rivka asks, her hand continuing to stroke me as she speaks.

"Then we'll free them, just as I freed you." I tap my fingers against her lips.

They return to their worship with renewed enthusiasm, their tongues battling for dominance as I lean back, watching the desert kingdom grow closer through the window. My cock throbs with pleasure and anticipation, but I hold back my release. This is merely the prelude—the opening notes of a symphony of destruction I've been composing since I received my gift.

The Prince believes he's inviting a potential investor to his kingdom. He doesn't realize he's welcoming his nemesis—the one man whose touch can turn his carefully controlled world into chaos with a single brush of skin against skin.

The pressure builds at the base of my spine as Rivka and Irina work in perfect tandem, their beautiful faces pressed together around my cock, their tongues dancing against my sensitive flesh. I grip the armrests of my seat, knuckles whitening as I fight to maintain control for just a few moments longer, savoring the sight of these two powerful women reduced to eager worship. Rivka's academic brilliance and Irina's world-famous beauty—both now focused entirely on bringing me pleasure, their former lives nothing but distant memories compared to the ecstasy of service.

"Fuck, I'm getting close," I growl, threading my fingers through their hair—honey blonde and midnight black intertwined in my grip as I guide their movements. "Who wants it more? Show me."

The question ignites their competitive spirits. Irina moans around my shaft, taking me deeper than seems physically possible, her throat constricting around my head as tears form in her eyes. Not to be outdone, Rivka focuses on my sensitive tip, her tongue swirling with precise, devastating technique while her hand works my shaft with firm, rhythmic pressure.

"That's it," I encourage them, my breath coming in shorter bursts now. "Earn your reward."

Rivka pulls back slightly, her lips glistening. "Please, give it to us," she begs, her refined academic accent making the crude words even more arousing. "Cover our faces. Mark us as yours."

Irina nods eagerly, her perfect model features flushed with desire. "Yes, please. We need it."

Their desperation pushes me over the edge. I stand, towering over their kneeling forms as they press their faces together, tongues out, eyes looking up at me with naked hunger. I stroke myself rapidly, aiming at their upturned faces.

"Here it comes," I grunt, feeling the first pulse of release tear through me. "Take it all."

The first thick rope of cum lands across Rivka's left cheek and eye. The second splashes onto Irina's parted lips and chin. I continue stroking, marking every inch of their beautiful faces—foreheads, noses, cheeks—until they're both thoroughly covered in my seed. The sight is obscenely perfect—the philosopher and the supermodel, faces glazed with the physical evidence of my dominance.

They remain still, kneeling before me, cum slowly dripping down their flushed skin. Neither moves to wipe it away, understanding instinctively that their defilement is part of my pleasure.

"Clean each other," I command, sinking back into my seat to enjoy the show.

Without hesitation, Rivka leans forward, her pink tongue extending to lick a streak of cum from Irina's cheek. The model shivers at the contact, her eyes closing briefly in pleasure. Rivka collects my seed in her mouth without swallowing, then moves closer to Irina's face. Their lips meet in an open-mouthed kiss, my cum passing between them in a lewd display.

"Fuck," I breathe, watching as they exchange my essence, their tongues visibly tangling, white fluid coating their lips as they kiss with increasing passion.

Irina breaks the kiss to lick a path up Rivka's jawline, gathering more of my release on her tongue before returning to share it in another deep kiss. The erotic spectacle continues as they take turns cleaning each other's faces, their hands beginning to wander across each other's bodies. Rivka cups Irina's perfect breasts through her silk top while the Russian beauty's fingers tangle in the philosopher's blonde hair, pulling her deeper into their increasingly messy kisses.

"Show me how much you love the taste," I instruct, my cock already beginning to harden again at the display.

They moan in unison, their kisses becoming more aggressive, more primal. Rivka sucks Irina's lower lip between her teeth, tugging gently while her fingers pinch the model's nipple through her clothing. Irina retaliates by grabbing a fistful of Rivka's hair, controlling her movements as they continue to pass my cum back and forth between their mouths.

The intercom crackles to life, the pilot's voice cutting through our private erotic bubble. "Mr. Hammond, we're beginning our descent into Zaraab International. Please prepare for landing."

I smile at the use of my cover identity. Even my flight crew knows only what I allow them to know.

"Clean up," I tell the women, who reluctantly separate, their faces now mostly clean but their lips swollen from their passionate kissing. "We have work to do."

Ready for the full story?
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