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Chapter 1

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.

I lean back in my leather seat, watching the desert kingdom approach through the window while reflecting on the strange path that brought me here. Seven months ago, on my twenty-first birthday, I was nobody—just another trust fund kid with too much money and no purpose. Then came the monk, the ancient temple hidden in the Himalayan wilderness, and the gift that would change everything.

"The Kama Sutra Touch is not given lightly," the old man had told me, his weathered face solemn in the flickering light of butter lamps. "For centuries, it has waited for the right vessel—someone who would use its power not for personal pleasure alone, but to restore balance to a world where evil men believe their wealth makes them gods."

I hadn't believed him, of course. Not until he demonstrated on one of the temple attendants—a simple brush of his gnarled finger against her wrist transforming the serene young woman into a creature of pure lust within seconds. I watched in amazement as her eyes dilated, her breathing quickened, her body language shifting from modest deference to wanton invitation.

"The power is transferred only once in a generation," he explained as he performed the ritual. "Now it passes to you."

The memory sends a fresh surge of arousal through me, causing my cock to pulse between Rivka's lips, who has reclaimed her position from Irina. The former academic moans around my shaft, the vibrations adding to my pleasure.

"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. "The Kama Sutra Touch doesn't create desire that isn't there—it simply removes inhibition, breaks conditioning. Every woman I've touched has discovered her true nature, her real desires beneath the roles forced upon her by men like the Prince."

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."

They move with practiced efficiency, retrieving wet wipes from a nearby compartment to remove any remaining traces of our activities. Rivka buttons her blouse with elegant precision while Irina adjusts her top and smooths her tousled hair. Within minutes, they've transformed back into their public personas—Rivka the sophisticated intellectual assistant, Irina the aloof beauty—though the flush on their cheeks and the knowing look in their eyes would betray them to any careful observer.

I tuck myself away and straighten my clothing, moving to the window as the plane begins its descent. The sprawling desert metropolis of Zaraab comes into view—a surreal combination of ancient architecture and futuristic ambition. Traditional sand-colored buildings cluster in the old quarter, while gleaming skyscrapers and bizarre geometric structures reach toward the sky at the city's edges, monuments to oil wealth and unchecked ego.

"Our accommodations?" I ask, knowing Rivka has handled all arrangements.

"The Royal Crescent Hotel," she answers promptly, her voice steady and professional as if she hadn't been passing my cum into another woman's mouth minutes earlier. "The Prince's people insisted. All visiting dignitaries and potential investors are housed there. It's essentially an extension of the palace, which means—"

"—which means we'll be watched constantly," I finish for her. "Perfect. Let them watch. They'll see exactly what I want them to see."

Irina moves to stand beside me at the window, her shoulder brushing against mine. "The women here," she says quietly, her Russian accent more pronounced when she's serious. "They suffer in ways even I cannot imagine."

I nod, understanding her concern. Before I liberated her from the Russian oligarch who had essentially owned her, Irina had experienced her share of abuse and control. "We'll free those we can," I promise her. "But remember our primary objective."

The jet's landing gear deploys with a mechanical whine as we make our final approach. Below us, I can see the elaborate royal complex—a sprawling compound of palaces, gardens, and security installations that house the al-Zahrani dynasty, rulers of this kingdom for generations. Somewhere within that labyrinth of wealth and power waits Crown Prince Amir, the self-proclaimed visionary who builds his dreams on the broken backs of the invisible.

The wheels touch down with a gentle bounce, the desert kingdom now solid and real beneath us. As we taxi toward the private terminal, I can already see the welcoming committee—black SUVs with diplomatic flags, men in traditional thobes and Western suits waiting on the tarmac, the elaborate choreography of power preparing to receive a potential ally.

Little do they know they've just welcomed their destruction onto their soil. I close my notebook, sliding it into my inner jacket pocket as the plane comes to a complete stop.

I step forward into the heat, ready to conquer a kingdom with nothing but my touch and my will.


Chapter 2

The royal palace rises from the desert like a fever dream of wealth and power—a sprawling complex of gleaming white marble and gold accents that catches the merciless Arabian sun and transforms it into an aura of divine right. As my driver navigates the winding approach through immaculately manicured gardens where fountains defy the desert's thirst, I adjust my custom Brioni suit and mentally prepare for my performance. Tonight, I'll be Jack Hammond, tech visionary and potential investor, but my true purpose pulses beneath my skin like a second heartbeat. Somewhere within these walls waits Prince Amir bin Khalid al-Zahrani, the so-called Desert Visionary, whose kingdom of innovation is built on foundations of blood and suffering—and more importantly, his wife, who doesn't yet know she's about to become my most valuable weapon against her husband.

Security is elaborate but discreet—men in traditional dress with modern earpieces, cameras disguised as architectural elements, even falcons perched on strategic ledges with tiny cameras affixed to their hoods. The kingdom may project technological sophistication to the world, but it still relies on ancient methods where they prove effective. I note each security measure without appearing to notice any of them, my mind automatically mapping potential escape routes out of professional habit.

The grand reception hall overwhelms the senses with calculated excess. Crystal chandeliers larger than most suburban cars hang from coffered ceilings inlaid with gold leaf. The floors are marble so pristine it appears almost liquid, reflecting the wealth above like a still pond. Around me, the global elite circulate—tech entrepreneurs from Silicon Valley, oil magnates from Texas, financial predators from London and Hong Kong—all drawn by the promise of getting in on the ground floor of Neom City, the Prince's hundred-billion-dollar "city of the future" rising from the desert sands.

Servers circulate with trays of champagne in crystal flutes, though I notice several prominently bearing fruit juices as well—a nod to Islamic prohibitions against alcohol that the Prince himself doesn't seem to follow, judging by the whiskey I spot in his hand across the room. I accept a flute but don't drink, needing my senses perfectly sharp for what's to come.

"Mr. Hammond!" The voice carries across the crowded room with practiced authority. Prince Amir strides toward me with the confident gait of a man who has never been told "no" in his entire life. "I'm delighted you could join us."

I turn to face him, taking his measure in person for the first time. The files I studied captured his physical attributes—the tall, athletic build maintained by personal trainers, the precisely trimmed beard, the perfect white teeth that feature prominently in his TED Talk videos—but failed to convey the magnetic charisma that surrounds him like an aura. He's dressed in an impeccable Tom Ford suit rather than traditional garb, only a subtle pin on his lapel bearing the national crest hinting at his royal status.

"Your Highness," I offer my hand with the precise degree of respect my research suggests he prefers from Western businessmen—neither too deferential nor too familiar. "The honor is mine. Your Neom City proposal is visionary. I couldn't pass up the chance to see it firsthand."

He grips my hand firmly, his smile practiced but his eyes sharply assessing. "Please, 'Prince Amir' is fine among potential partners. I hope you'll find our vision exceeds even the ambitious plans we've made public." His English carries the polished accent of elite British boarding schools and Harvard Business School, with just enough of his native inflection remaining to sound exotic rather than foreign. "There are too many people here I must greet, but I wanted to welcome you personally. My wife will keep you company until I can return for a proper conversation."

He gestures elegantly to his left, and that's when I see her for the first time.

Princess Zara seems to materialize from the crowd like an apparition from ancient mythology—a goddess descended to walk among mortals who remain oblivious to the divine in their midst. Her beauty transcends the merely physical to become something almost spiritual in its perfection. Her face is a masterpiece of delicate features—high cheekbones that catch the light, full lips painted a subtle shade of burgundy, and eyes so dark and luminous they seem to contain entire universes. Her skin glows with the warm honey tones of her heritage, flawless and radiant against the deep emerald silk of her gown.

That gown—a miracle of modern design meeting traditional requirements—manages to be both modest and devastatingly sensual. It covers her completely from neck to floor, yet the fine silk clings to every curve of her body in a way that leaves little to the imagination. Her waist is impossibly narrow, flaring to generous hips that move with hypnotic grace as she approaches. But it's her breasts that draw my gaze despite my practiced control—full and high, straining against the confines of the expensive fabric, their perfect roundness suggesting natural abundance rather than surgical enhancement. The subtle sway of those magnificent globes with each step creates a almost hypnotic effect, a primal attraction that transcends culture and time.

"My wife, Princess Zara," the Prince introduces with practiced pride, his hand at the small of her back in a gesture that manages to be both affectionate and possessive.

"Mr. Hammond," she says, her voice a melodic contralto with the same educated international accent as her husband's. "Welcome to our home. I hope you find your stay with us comfortable."

"Your hospitality is already exceeding expectations, Your Highness," I reply, taking the hand she offers.

And this is the moment everything changes.

My fingers close around hers—skin against skin—and I release the Kama Sutra Touch, that ancient power flowing from me into her like an invisible current. The transformation is instantaneous and breathtaking to witness. Her pupils dilate dramatically, nearly swallowing the dark iris completely. A visible tremor runs through her delicate body, so pronounced that I feel it through our connected hands. Her perfectly composed expression cracks like fine porcelain under pressure, revealing something wild and primal beneath the cultivated surface.

Her lips part slightly, a small gasp escaping that's barely audible in the crowded reception but sounds like a thunderclap to my attuned senses. The flush that spreads across her cheeks and down her elegant neck has nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the sudden rush of blood to erogenous zones throughout her body. Her nipples harden visibly against the silk of her gown, the perfect peaks pressing against the fabric in a way that would be scandalous in this conservative setting if anyone but me were paying close enough attention.

"Are you alright, Princess?" I ask solicitously, maintaining my grip on her hand a moment longer than propriety would dictate, ensuring the Touch takes full effect.

"I—" she begins, then stops, clearly shocked by the huskiness of her own voice. She swallows hard, visibly struggling to maintain her composure as the first waves of uncontrollable desire wash through her system. "Yes, of course. The heat, perhaps."

But we both know it's not the heat of the desert that's causing the beads of perspiration to form at her hairline or the slight tremble in her normally steady hands. It's heat of an entirely different nature—an ancient, primal fire that no amount of royal training or cultural conditioning can extinguish now that I've ignited it.

I release her hand, but the damage is already done. The Kama Sutra Touch doesn't fade once contact is broken—it intensifies, burrowing deeper into the recipient's nervous system with each passing second. I watch with carefully concealed satisfaction as she presses her thighs together subtly beneath her flowing gown, seeking pressure against the ache that's undoubtedly building between them.

"Perhaps you'd like to show me the famous Eastern Gardens I've heard so much about," I suggest, giving her an excuse to leave the crowded reception. "I understand they're particularly beautiful at sunset."

"Yes," she agrees too quickly, desperate for escape from prying eyes as she feels her careful self-control disintegrating. "Please, follow me."

As she turns to lead me away, I catch the Prince watching us from across the room, his expression one of pleased satisfaction at seeing his beautiful wife entertaining an important potential investor. He has no idea that he's just handed me the key to his destruction, gift-wrapped in emerald silk and now burning with desires she never knew she possessed.

The hunt has begun.


Chapter 3

The palace at night transforms from ostentatious display into a labyrinth of shadows and secrets. I navigate the dimly lit corridors with practiced stealth, having memorized the building's layout from architectural plans Rivka procured days before our arrival. Security is predictable—guards positioned at key junctions, cameras covering main hallways, but with significant blind spots in the residential wings where privacy trumps surveillance. The royal family's paranoia works to my advantage; the same isolation meant to protect the princess from the outside world now makes her perfectly vulnerable to the predator already inside. As I approach the ornate double doors that mark the entrance to Princess Zara's private quarters, a sound freezes me in place—a soft, rhythmic moan punctuated by a name that makes my cock stiffen instantly against my tailored pants. My name.

"Jack... oh god, Jack..."

The Kama Sutra Touch has worked its magic more effectively than even I anticipated. Not six hours after our brief contact at the reception, the composed, regal Princess Zara is reduced to pleasuring herself while fantasizing about a man she just met. I press my ear against the ornately carved wood, listening to the symphony of her desperation—the quickening breath, the rustle of silk sheets, the occasional whimper that speaks of pleasure tinged with confusion at the intensity of her inexplicable desire.

I test the handle gently and find it unlocked—a shocking lapse in security that speaks volumes about how the Touch has compromised her normal caution. With a silent push, I ease the door open just enough to slip through, then close it behind me without a sound.

Her private chamber is a study in opulent femininity—gossamer curtains in jewel tones drape from the high ceiling, surrounding a massive bed that dominates the center of the room. Plush silk cushions in sapphire, emerald, and amethyst spill across intricately woven carpets that probably cost more than most people's homes. The air is heavy with exotic perfume and the unmistakable musk of arousal.

And there, in the center of it all, lies Princess Zara, a vision of erotic abandonment.

She has discarded the formal gown from the reception, now wearing only a sheer silk nightdress that conceals nothing of her magnificent body. Her dark hair spills across the pillows like spilled ink, her caramel skin glistening with a fine sheen of perspiration. One hand works frantically between her spread thighs, while the other kneads her full, perfect breast through the transparent fabric. Her eyes are closed tight, her full lips parted as she continues to moan my name like a prayer or a curse.

"You called for me, Princess?" I say softly, revealing my presence.

Her eyes fly open, wide with shock but not fear. For a moment, she freezes, her hand still buried between her thighs, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths that make her magnificent breasts strain against the thin silk. Recognition dawns in those dark, luminous eyes, followed immediately by a wave of relief so profound it's almost painful to witness.

"You came," she whispers, her voice hoarse with need. "I thought I was losing my mind."

Without waiting for my response, she springs from the bed with the grace of a hunting cat, crossing the distance between us in three fluid strides. Her hands grasp my face with surprising strength, pulling me down as she rises on her tiptoes. Our lips crash together with none of the restraint or decorum expected of a royal princess. Her mouth is hot and demanding against mine, her tongue immediately seeking entrance, tasting of exotic spices and desperation.

I allow her this momentary control, this illusion that she's the aggressor, before asserting my dominance. My hands grasp her narrow waist, lifting her effortlessly and carrying her backward toward the bed without breaking our kiss. I toss her onto the silken sheets with deliberate roughness, enjoying the small gasp that escapes her lips as she bounces against the mattress. Before she can recover, I'm on top of her, pinning her with my weight, my knee forcing her thighs apart.

"Is this what you were imagining, Princess?" I growl against her mouth, biting her lower lip hard enough to make her whimper. "Spreading your legs for a stranger while your husband entertains his guests?"

"Please," she begs, the single word containing a universe of need. "I can't explain it. Since you touched me, I've been burning. Nothing helps. I need—"

I silence her with another brutal kiss, my tongue invading her mouth, claiming her completely. Her arms wrap around my neck, pulling me closer, her body arching beneath mine as if trying to meld us together through sheer force of will. I can feel the heat of her through my clothes, the hard points of her nipples pressing against my chest, the frantic roll of her hips seeking friction against my thigh.

My hands explore her body with possessive roughness, mapping the terrain I intend to conquer. I grab her breast through the thin silk, feeling its substantial weight and perfect firmness. She moans into my mouth as I squeeze hard, my thumb finding her nipple and pinching it without mercy. Unlike the practiced submissions of Rivka or Irina, there's something raw and genuine in Zara's responses—perhaps because she's never experienced desire this intense, never had her carefully constructed royal composure shattered so completely.

I tear the flimsy nightdress down the middle, exposing her torso to my hungry gaze. Her breasts are even more magnificent than I imagined—large and high with dark, pebbled nipples that beg for my attention. The contrast between her royal status and her current state of wanton abandon sends a surge of power through me that's almost as intoxicating as the physical pleasure.

"Perfect," I murmur, lowering my head to take one nipple between my teeth, biting just hard enough to make her cry out before soothing the sting with my tongue. My hand slides up her inner thigh, finding her sex embarrassingly wet, her arousal coating my fingers instantly.

"Tell me what you want, Princess," I demand, circling her clit with my thumb while my teeth graze her sensitive neck. "I want to hear the royal mouth beg for it."

"Everything," she gasps, her accent thickening with arousal. "Anything. Just make this feeling stop—or never stop. I don't care. Please, Jack."

The sound of my name on her lips—my fake name, but still—sends another surge of triumph through me. I shift my weight, kneeling between her spread thighs as I unbuckle my belt and lower my zipper. Her eyes widen as I free my cock, already hard and throbbing with anticipation.

"Show me those royal manners," I command. "Touch it. Show me how badly you want it."

Without hesitation, she reaches for me, her delicate hand wrapping around my shaft with surprising confidence. Despite her sheltered upbringing, it seems the princess is not entirely inexperienced. Her grip is perfect—firm but not too tight—as she begins to stroke me with an agonizing slowness that suggests she's savoring the feel of me in her hand.

"Like this?" she asks, her voice a mixture of innocence and sudden calculation that sends a chill of appreciation down my spine. Even in the throes of magically induced lust, some part of her is learning, adapting, seeking leverage.

I answer by capturing her mouth again, kissing her deeply while her hand continues its expert manipulation. Our tongues battle for dominance as her pace increases, her thumb occasionally swiping over my sensitive head, spreading the pre-cum that's already leaking from the tip. The princess is a quick study, responding to my every subtle reaction, adjusting her technique to maximize my pleasure.

Without breaking our kiss, I reach down to cup her breast again, squeezing roughly as my other hand tangles in her silky hair. I pull her head back sharply, exposing her throat to my teeth and tongue. The whimper that escapes her is pure submission, the calculated seductress giving way to the woman consumed by desire.

"On your knees," I order, pulling away from her suddenly, leaving her breathless and confused by the loss of contact.

Understanding dawns in her eyes, followed by a flash of something—hesitation? excitement?—before she slides off the bed and onto the floor. She kneels before me on the ancient silk cushions, her naked breasts heaving with each breath, her hair wild around her shoulders, her eyes never leaving mine as she waits for further instruction.

"Show me what that royal mouth can do," I tell her, standing before her like a conquering emperor before a vanquished queen.

With surprising grace, she leans forward, her hands running up my thighs before one wraps around the base of my cock. Her full lips part, and she presses a single, delicate kiss to the sensitive head. The contrast between the gentleness of the gesture and the obscenity of the act itself—a princess on her knees, worshipping a stranger's cock—sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine.

She doesn't remain gentle for long. Her tongue darts out, licking a long, wet stripe from base to tip that makes my breath catch. She looks up at me through thick lashes, gauging my reaction before taking me into her mouth properly, her lips stretching around my girth as she takes me deeper than I expected her capable of.

"Fuck," I hiss, my hand moving to grip her hair, not controlling her movement yet, just maintaining connection. "That's it, Princess. Show me how badly you need this."

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me as she begins to bob her head with increasing confidence. Her tongue swirls around the sensitive underside as she pulls back, then flattens to accommodate more of me as she pushes forward. One hand continues to stroke what she can't fit into her mouth, while the other cups my balls with surprising boldness.

I watch her work, mesmerized by the sight of those regal lips stretched around my cock, the flush spreading across her chest, the occasional tear tracking down her cheek when she pushes too deep. There's a hunger in her movements that transcends the Kama Sutra Touch's influence—as if she's been waiting her entire life for permission to abandon the constraints of her position and simply feel.

"Look at me," I command, and her eyes immediately lift to meet mine, dark and glossy with desire. "The Princess of Zaraab, on her knees sucking cock like she was born for it. What would your subjects think if they could see you now?"

She moans again, deeper this time, her pace increasing as my crude words inflame her further. Her free hand moves between her own legs, seeking relief from the overwhelming arousal. I allow it, enjoying the way her pleasure feeds back into her enthusiasm, making her movements more desperate, more primal.

The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth working my shaft fill the opulent chamber, a soundtrack of debasement against the backdrop of royal luxury. And as she continues her worship, I can't help but smile at how perfectly my plan is unfolding. The Prince's most prized possession is already mine, and soon, everything else he values will follow.

Her technique is impressive for a sheltered royal, but I'm not here to receive pleasure—I'm here to claim, to conquer, to own. With a sudden growl, I tighten my grip in her silky dark hair, twisting it around my fist until she winces. Her eyes widen in surprise as I take control, yanking her head back slightly before driving my hips forward, forcing my cock deeper into her mouth than she's been taking it. Her throat constricts around my head, her gag reflex triggering instantly, but I don't allow her to pull back. Tears spring to her eyes as she struggles to accommodate my size, her hands flying up to brace against my thighs, not pushing me away but steadying herself for what's coming.

"No more gentle play, Princess," I snarl, holding her in place as I withdraw slightly, giving her just enough time to gasp a quick breath before plunging back in. "This is what you really need, isn't it? To be used like the expensive toy you are."

She makes a muffled sound around my shaft that might be agreement or protest—it doesn't matter which. The Kama Sutra Touch ensures that even rough treatment feeds the flames of her desire rather than diminishing them. I establish a brutal rhythm, using her mouth with no regard for her comfort, watching with dark satisfaction as mascara-tinged tears track down her perfect cheekbones. Each thrust pushes me against the back of her throat, forcing her to suppress her gag reflex or choke.

"Look at me," I command, using my grip on her hair to angle her face upward. Her eyes meet mine, watery but burning with an emotion too complex to name—humiliation mingled with excitement, fear tangled with overwhelming lust. "The future queen of this kingdom, choking on a stranger's cock. What would your precious husband think if he could see you now?"

The mention of her husband triggers something in her—a momentary flash of guilt quickly consumed by a deeper wave of rebellion. She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. I drive deeper in response, feeling the exact moment her throat opens to accept me completely, my cock sliding into that tight, constricted channel.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice dropping to a dangerous purr. "Take it all, Princess. Show me what you've been craving while your husband plays visionary to the world."

The symbolism of the moment isn't lost on me as I fuck her royal mouth with increasing force. This opulent chamber, designed to isolate and contain her like a priceless object, has become the site of her defilement. Every thrust of my hips is a direct challenge to the Prince's authority, every muffled gasp a crack in the foundation of his kingdom. The ancient silk cushions beneath her knees—probably worth more than what most people earn in a year—now witness her complete surrender to a man who intends to destroy everything her husband has built.

"You were made for this," I tell her, my pace becoming punishing, the wet, obscene sounds of her struggle filling the chamber. "Not for sitting beside a throne or cutting ribbons at charity events. Your real purpose is right here, on your knees, serving my cock like the high-class whore you are."

Her eyes should flash with anger at my words, but instead, they roll back slightly as a shudder runs through her body. The degradation excites her—perhaps because it's so far removed from the careful reverence she's accustomed to receiving. I feel her throat muscles working around my length, no longer fighting against the invasion but massaging it, drawing me deeper.

"That's right, swallow it," I growl, pushing until my balls press against her chin, holding her there as she struggles for air. "Every. Fucking. Inch."

When I finally allow her to pull back, she gasps desperately, saliva dripping from her swollen lips onto her naked breasts. Before she can fully recover, I thrust back in, establishing a merciless pace that has her eyes watering continuously. One of her hands disappears between her thighs again, her need for stimulation apparently overwhelming despite—or because of—the rough treatment.

"Playing with your pussy while I use your mouth? Filthy royal slut," I taunt, watching as her fingers work frantically against her clit. "You're getting off on being treated like garbage, aren't you? So different from how everyone else tiptoes around the precious princess."

She moans an affirmation around my cock, the sound desperate and primal. Her other hand grips my thigh hard enough to leave marks, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, encouraging the brutal face-fucking I'm delivering. The sight is intoxicating—this woman born to privilege and power, now finding her greatest pleasure in complete submission.

I change my angle slightly, the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat with each thrust, watching as she fights her body's natural instinct to reject the invasion. Tears stream freely down her face now, her makeup completely ruined, mascara leaving dark tracks on her flushed cheeks. The pristine princess transformed into a debauched mess by nothing more than my cock and my words.

"This mouth belongs to me now," I declare, punctuating each word with a deep thrust. "This throat is mine. Every hole in your royal body exists for my pleasure. Do you understand?"

She nods as best she can with my cock still pumping between her lips, her eyes never leaving mine despite the tears blurring her vision. The complete capitulation in her gaze sends another surge of power through me—a heady cocktail of dominance and triumph that's almost as intoxicating as the physical pleasure itself.

I can feel my climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine, but I'm not ready to finish yet. There's more territory to claim, more boundaries to violate in this sanctum of royal femininity. With effort, I control the rising tide of pleasure, focusing instead on the visual feast before me—the Princess of Zaraab on her knees, naked and debased, pleasuring herself while I use her mouth as roughly as I would a common prostitute.

"Your husband thinks he owns the future," I say between controlled breaths, maintaining the punishing rhythm that has her gagging with every thrust. "He builds cities in the desert and calls himself a visionary. But he can't even keep his own wife from becoming a cock-hungry whore the moment his back is turned."

Something like a sob vibrates around my shaft, but her fingers only move faster between her thighs, her arousal clearly intensified by the mention of her husband. There's power in that reaction—information I file away for later use. The path to destroying the Prince may run directly through whatever complicated feelings his wife harbors toward him.

I feel her body tensing, the hand between her legs moving with frantic urgency. She's close to climax, pushed to the edge by her own fingers and the brutal violation of her mouth. The realization that she's about to come while being face-fucked and degraded sends another surge of blood to my already-straining cock.

"Are you going to come, Princess?" I taunt, slowing my pace just enough to let her catch her breath and answer. "Going to orgasm with a stranger's cock down your royal throat?"

"Yes," she gasps the moment I give her space to speak, her voice wrecked, barely recognizable as the cultured tone that had greeted me at the reception. "Please don't stop. Please—"

I cut off her begging by thrusting back in, resuming the brutal pace that has her moaning and whimpering around my shaft. Her body goes rigid suddenly, her eyes squeezing shut as pleasure overwhelms her. The hand between her legs stills as she climaxes, her throat constricting rhythmically around my cock as waves of orgasm wash through her.

The sensation nearly pushes me over the edge, but I grit my teeth, maintaining control. I'm not finished with Princess Zara yet—not by a long shot. There's still more to take, more to defile in this chamber designed to house the Prince's most treasured possession.

I withdraw from her mouth abruptly, leaving her gasping and disoriented, her lips swollen and slick with saliva, her hair a wild tangle from my rough handling. She looks up at me with dazed eyes, her body still trembling with aftershocks of her climax.

"Get up," I order, my voice harsh with restrained desire. "We're just getting started."

I grab Zara's wrist and haul her to her feet in one fluid motion, her body still trembling from her recent orgasm. Her eyes are glazed, lips swollen and slick from the brutal face-fucking, dark hair a wild tangle around her shoulders. She looks nothing like the composed royal who greeted me hours earlier—this woman is primal, disheveled, marked by my hands and mouth. Without speaking, I spin her around and march her toward an ornate chaise lounge positioned beneath a massive oil painting of her husband's ancestors—some stern-faced patriarch in traditional robes glaring down at the debauchery unfolding beneath him. The symbolism couldn't be more perfect if I had staged it myself.

The chaise is a museum-quality antique, its curved wooden frame inlaid with mother-of-pearl and gold leaf, its cushions covered in hand-embroidered silk that probably took artisans months to complete. It's the kind of furniture meant to be admired, not used—certainly not for what I have in mind. I shove Zara roughly over the curved arm, forcing her to catch herself on the seat, her perfect ass now presented to me like an offering.

"Please," she whispers, the single word containing a universe of need. Her thighs part instinctively, revealing the glistening evidence of her arousal.

"Please what, Princess?" I demand, running my palm over the smooth curve of her ass before delivering a sharp slap that echoes in the chamber. The red imprint of my hand blooms immediately on her caramel skin.

She gasps at the unexpected pain, her back arching reflexively. "Please fuck me," she begs, her cultured accent making the crude words sound even more obscene. "I need you inside me. I've never felt anything like this. Please."

Her thin nightdress still clings to her body in tatters, the silk torn down the middle but still draped across her shoulders and back. I grab a handful of the expensive fabric and rip it completely away, the sound of tearing silk oddly satisfying in the quiet room. Now she's completely naked, displayed across the royal furniture like an exotic sacrifice.

I position myself behind her, running the head of my cock through her soaked folds, coating myself in her abundant wetness. She whimpers at the teasing contact, pushing her hips back in a desperate attempt to capture me. I hold her hip firmly with one hand, controlling her movements while I continue to torment her with near-penetration.

"Is this what you've been craving, Princess? A real man to fill you properly? To fuck you like the animal you really are beneath all that royal breeding?"

"Yes," she hisses, shameless in her need. "God, yes. Please, just—"

I cut off her begging by thrusting forward in one powerful stroke, burying myself to the hilt inside her tight heat. The sensation is exquisite—her pussy grips me like a velvet vise, hot and slick and pulsing with need. She screams, a primal sound of pleasure and shock that probably carries beyond the thick chamber walls, but neither of us cares anymore who might hear.

"Fuck," I grunt, momentarily stunned by how perfectly she fits around me. "So fucking tight."

Her inner walls clench around me as if in response to my words, her body greedily trying to pull me even deeper. I hold still for a moment, savoring the feeling and letting her adjust to my size. When I feel her beginning to squirm with impatience, I withdraw almost completely before slamming back in with enough force to slide the heavy chaise a few inches across the marble floor.

Her response is immediate and visceral—another scream tears from her throat, her fingers clutching desperately at the embroidered silk beneath her. I establish a merciless rhythm, each thrust driving her harder against the curved arm of the chaise, the ornate furniture creaking in protest beneath our combined weight and movement.

"Is this how he fucks you?" I taunt, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips hard enough to leave bruises. "Your visionary husband with his Western education and progressive ideas? Does he make you scream like this?"

"No," she gasps between brutal thrusts, her voice breaking. "Nothing like this. Never like this."

The admission spurs me on, my pace becoming punishing, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing off the high ceiling. I reach forward to grab a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back sharply, forcing her spine to arch at an almost painful angle. The new position drives me even deeper inside her, my cock hitting places that make her entire body shudder with each impact.

"You're mine now," I growl into her ear, my chest pressed against her back as I maintain the relentless pace. "Every inch of this royal pussy belongs to me. Understand?"

"Yes," she sobs, tears streaming down her face—not from pain but from the overwhelming intensity of the pleasure. "Yours. Only yours."

I release her hair to reach around her body, my hand finding her breast, squeezing roughly as my other hand maintains its bruising grip on her hip. The position allows me to pound into her with maximum force, each thrust lifting her slightly off her feet before gravity impales her on my cock again.

The wet, obscene sounds of our coupling fill the sacred space—a chamber meant to house the Prince's treasured wife in modest seclusion now witness to her complete debasement. I can feel her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic waves, her body approaching another climax already. The power of it—of reducing this sophisticated royal to nothing but primal need—feeds something dark and hungry in my soul.

"Tell me about your husband's satellite phone," I demand suddenly, never breaking rhythm, my fingers pinching her nipple cruelly to ensure her attention. "The untraceable one. Where does he keep it?"

The question penetrates the haze of her pleasure, confusion momentarily clearing her eyes. "What? I don't—"

I drive into her with brutal force, simultaneously twisting her nipple hard enough to make her yelp. "Don't lie to me, Princess. Every royal has a backup, a way to communicate that can't be monitored. Where is it?"

"I can't," she gasps, genuine fear mixing with her pleasure now. "He would—"

I pull out completely, leaving her empty and desperate, her body trying to follow mine as I step back. "Then I stop," I say coldly. "Is that what you want? To be left like this, burning up from the inside with no relief?"

"No!" The word is a desperate plea. She looks back over her shoulder at me, her face a mask of conflicted desire. "Please, don't stop. I need you to finish this."

"Then tell me what I want to know." I step forward again, letting just the head of my cock press against her entrance without pushing in, a torturous reminder of what she's being denied.

She breaks quickly, the Kama Sutra Touch ensuring that her physical need overrides all loyalty, all caution. "His prayer room," she confesses in a rush. "Behind the eastern wall panel. There's a hidden safe—the combination is his mother's birth date. 05-17-1962. Please, now will you—"

I thrust back into her with such force that the words die in her throat, replaced by a howl of pleasure. "Good girl," I praise her, resuming the brutal pace that had her on the edge before. "Now you get your reward."

My hand snakes around her hip to find her clit, rubbing the sensitive bundle of nerves in tight circles as I pound into her from behind. The dual stimulation pushes her immediately toward the precipice, her inner walls clenching around me with increasing urgency. I can feel my own climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine, but I hold back, determined to extract maximum pleasure from this conquest.

"Come for me," I command, my voice a dangerous growl in her ear. "Come around my cock while your husband's ancestors watch you betray him. Let them see what a whore their precious princess really is."

The crude words push her over the edge. She shatters beneath me, her entire body convulsing as orgasm tears through her with violent intensity. Her pussy clamps down on my cock like a vise, rippling and pulsing around me as she screams my name—not her husband's, not any past lover's, but mine. The sound of it—my fake name on her royal lips as she comes apart—triggers my own release.

I drive into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as I erupt, painting her inner walls with hot pulses of cum. The sensation of marking her this way—of leaving my seed deep inside the Prince's most treasured possession—sends aftershocks of pleasure through me that seem to go on and on. I continue to thrust shallowly through our shared climax, prolonging the pleasure for both of us until the last tremors subside.

When I finally still, we're both panting, covered in sweat, the scent of sex heavy in the air. The ornate chaise—probably centuries old and worth millions—bears the marks of our passion: torn silk, sweat stains, the evidence of our combined release beginning to drip onto priceless upholstery. I remain inside her for a moment longer, enjoying the occasional aftershock that makes her inner walls flutter around my softening cock.

"Why?" she whispers when she can finally speak, her voice raw from screaming. "Why did you want to know about the phone?"

I pull out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum begins to leak from her well-fucked pussy. The sight is primal, visceral—visible proof of my conquest. I turn her face toward me with surprising gentleness, brushing a strand of sweat-dampened hair from her cheek.

"Because knowledge is power, Princess," I tell her, my thumb tracing her swollen lower lip. "And I intend to have all the power in your husband's kingdom before I'm done."

She should look afraid, but instead, her eyes darken with renewed desire. The Kama Sutra Touch has done its work well—she's mine now, body and soul, a willing accomplice to her husband's destruction.

"Will you come back tomorrow?" she asks, vulnerability mixing with hope in her voice.

I smile, already calculating how best to use this new asset in my campaign against the Prince. "Of course," I promise, knowing it's a lie. "Our game has only just begun."


Chapter 4

Morning in the Neom City project headquarters brings with it the sterile efficiency of modern architecture—all glass and steel and clean lines designed to impress Western investors with their technological sophistication. I adjust my perfectly tailored Tom Ford suit as I'm ushered through security checkpoints manned by guards whose traditional garb can't disguise their military bearing. The Prince's vision may be futuristic, but his methods of protection remain firmly rooted in ancient paranoia. Today's meeting is ostensibly about potential tech investments in his desert utopia, but my true purpose vibrates beneath my skin like a second heartbeat. Another day, another strand in the web I'm weaving around Amir bin Khalid al-Zahrani's empire.

The conference room door swings open before my guide can reach for it, and I'm immediately struck by the woman who emerges to greet me. "Mr. Hammond," she says, extending her hand with confident grace. "I'm Dr. Layla Nazari, lead architect of the Neom Project. His Highness sends his regrets that he couldn't join us this morning."

I take her offered hand, my mind rapidly recalibrating. My research had mentioned the lead architect only in passing—another MIT graduate recruited by the Prince's billions—but had failed to capture the magnificent reality before me. Dr. Nazari is in her early forties, but age has only refined her beauty rather than diminishing it. Her face is a study in elegant geometry—high cheekbones, a strong jaw softened by full lips, and eyes the color of aged whiskey that assess me with intelligent directness. The hint of silver threading through her dark hair at the temples only enhances her aura of sophisticated authority.

"The pleasure is mine, Dr. Nazari," I respond, carefully not activating the Touch during this initial contact. I need to assess the situation first, understand her value to my mission.

Her professional attire—a minimalist charcoal dress with architectural lines and subtle draping—should conceal her figure, but instead, it only emphasizes what it attempts to hide. The expensive fabric skims over curves too perfect to be completely disguised, revealing a narrow waist that flares to generous hips and thighs toned by regular exercise. But it's her breasts that draw my gaze despite my practiced control—impossibly full and high for a woman her age, straining against the conservative neckline of her dress in a way that suggests natural abundance rather than surgical enhancement. The contrast between her professional demeanor and the lush sexuality of her body creates a tension that charges the air between us.

"Please, come in," she says, gesturing toward the conference room where holographic displays hover above a sleek table. "I've prepared an overview of our vision that I think will address your specific interests in neural integration technology."

I follow her into the room, enjoying the subtle sway of her hips as she walks ahead of me. The other attendees—junior architects and engineers—rise respectfully as we enter, but a simple gesture from Dr. Nazari dismisses them. "I'd like to speak with Mr. Hammond privately first," she explains. "We'll reconvene in one hour."

Once we're alone, she activates a holographic display that fills the center of the room with a shimmering three-dimensional model of the planned city. "Neom will redefine human habitation," she begins, her voice taking on the practiced cadence of someone who has given this presentation many times. "A zero-carbon metropolis spanning 170 kilometers, powered entirely by renewable energy, with artificial intelligence integrated into every system from waste management to healthcare."

I study the rotating model as she speaks, noting defensive weaknesses, strategic chokepoints, and vulnerabilities that aren't obvious in the public materials about the project. The Prince's city is designed to impress, but beneath the futuristic veneer, I can see the bones of something more sinister—a control system disguised as a utopia.

"Impressive," I comment when she pauses. "But I'm particularly interested in the neural interface components you mentioned in our earlier correspondence. That's where my company's expertise would be most valuable."

"Of course," she nods, tapping the air to zoom in on a specific section of the model. "That's actually housed in my private office. The schematics are... sensitive. If you'll follow me?"

I trail behind her down a corridor of polished concrete, watching her confident stride, the subtle shift of her body beneath the tailored dress. She leads me into a minimalist office space—all clean lines and muted colors, with one wall entirely of glass overlooking the vast desert beyond. On a large drafting table in the center lies a series of physical blueprints, old-school architectural drawings that contrast with the high-tech displays in the conference room.

"Sometimes the most sensitive information is safest in analog form," she explains, noticing my interest in the paper plans. "No network to hack, no data to intercept."

"Smart," I acknowledge, moving to stand beside her at the table. "May I?"

"Please," she gestures toward the blueprints. "This section here shows the neural integration hubs. Each residential block would have one, collecting and processing data to optimize everything from temperature preferences to emotional states."

I lean closer, deliberately bringing our bodies into proximity as we both examine the detailed drawings. The scent of her perfume—something expensive and subtle with notes of sandalwood and amber—fills my nostrils. This close, I can see the pulse beating steadily at her throat, the fine lines at the corners of her eyes that speak of years squinting over architectural plans.

"This connection point here," I say, reaching toward a specific junction on the blueprint. "How does it interface with the residential sensors?"

As planned, our hands collide over the schematic, 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 like an invisible current, ancient magic seeping through her skin and into her bloodstream.

The transformation is immediate but professional discipline makes her fight it harder than Zara did. Her breath catches audibly, her body going rigid as if she's been shocked. She pulls her hand back quickly, pressing it flat against the drafting table as if to steady herself.

"Dr. Nazari?" I ask with feigned concern. "Are you alright?"

"Yes," she answers too quickly, her voice suddenly husky in a way it wasn't moments before. "Just a... a momentary dizzy spell. Please, continue with your question."

But she can't maintain the facade for long. I watch with calculated interest as the flush spreads upward from her chest, creeping along her elegant neck toward her face. Her pupils dilate visibly, dark centers expanding to swallow the warm brown of her irises. She shifts her weight from one foot to the other, pressing her thighs together beneath her professional dress as the first waves of uncontrollable desire wash through her.

"Actually," she says, her accent thickening slightly as the Touch works deeper, "I'm finding it rather warm in here. Would you mind if I adjusted the temperature?"

Without waiting for my response, she moves to a control panel by the door. But instead of changing the climate settings, she presses her palm against the security scanner. A subtle click indicates the door locking.

"Privacy protocol engaged," announces a disembodied voice from hidden speakers. "Office secured."

When she turns back to me, the transformation is complete. Gone is the composed professional who greeted me minutes earlier. In her place stands a woman consumed by desire so powerful it overrides decades of conditioning and restraint. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, her breasts straining against the confines of her dress with each accelerated breath.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she whispers, her hands moving to the hidden zipper of her dress with a mind of their own. "I've never... this isn't me."

"I think it is you," I counter softly, not moving toward her yet, enjoying the struggle playing out across her beautiful features. "Just a version you've never allowed yourself to acknowledge."

The zipper makes a soft, surrendering sound as she draws it down, the professional armor falling away to reveal the woman beneath. She steps out of the dress with surprising grace, revealing a body that surpasses even my expectations. Beneath the conservative exterior hides a physique that could belong to a woman fifteen years her junior—flat stomach with the faintest definition of muscle, long legs toned from regular exercise, skin the color of burnished gold stretched taut over perfect curves.

Her lingerie is unexpectedly sensual for a professional setting—black lace that contrasts beautifully with her golden skin. The bra can barely contain the magnificence of her breasts, large and full with just enough natural sag to confirm their authenticity. When she reaches behind herself to unhook it, I feel my breath catch in anticipation.

The lace falls away, and her breasts spill free—heavy and perfect, capped with large, dark nipples already hard with arousal. The contrast between her professional standing—the brilliant architect behind a multi-billion dollar project—and her current state of undress and obvious arousal is intoxicating.

"Please," she whispers, taking a step toward me. "Touch me. I feel like I'll die if you don't."

I close the distance between us in two strides, capturing her mouth in a kiss that contains none of the restraint or calculation of our earlier interaction. Her lips part instantly, her tongue seeking mine with desperate hunger. I thread my fingers through her hair, disrupting its perfect styling as I angle her head to deepen the kiss. Her arms wrap around my neck, pulling me closer, her magnificent breasts pressing against my chest through the expensive fabric of my suit.

Our tongues tangle together in a passionate dance as my hands begin to explore the body she's offered up so willingly. I cup one heavy breast, feeling its perfect weight and softness, my thumb finding her nipple and circling it teasingly. She moans into my mouth, the sound carrying all the surprise and relief of a woman discovering pleasure she never knew she was capable of feeling.

"This is madness," she gasps when we break for air, her accent thicker now, colored by desire. "I've never done anything like this before."

"Then you've been missing out," I tell her, my hand sliding down her flat stomach to the waistband of her lace panties. "The brilliant Dr. Nazari, designing the city of the future while denying herself the most basic of human pleasures."

Her only response is another moan as my fingers slip beneath the lace to find her already wet and swollen with need. The Kama Sutra Touch has done its work well, transforming the composed professional into a creature of pure desire in the space of minutes. As my finger circles her clit with deliberate pressure, her head falls back, eyes closing in surrender to sensations that seem to overwhelm her carefully constructed defenses.

"That's it," I encourage her, my lips moving to her exposed throat, tasting the salt of her skin. "Let go of control for once. Let me show you what you've been missing while designing perfect worlds for others to inhabit."

Her answer is to reach for my belt with trembling hands, her brilliant mind now focused entirely on a much more primal goal.

I spin Layla around with deliberate roughness, enjoying the small gasp of surprise that escapes her lips. With one sweeping motion, I clear the drafting table of its precious blueprints and technical drawings, sending years of architectural genius fluttering to the floor like oversized confetti. She should protest the treatment of her work—these are, after all, the master plans for a multi-billion dollar project—but the Kama Sutra Touch has priorities far removed from professional concern. Instead, she watches with glazed eyes as I lift her onto the edge of the table, spreading her thighs with firm hands to stand between them.

"Turn around," I command, and she complies instantly, sliding off the table just long enough to bend over it, presenting her ass to me in a perfect display of submission. The position emphasizes the elegant curve of her spine, the narrow waist flaring to generous hips, the long legs that maintain their toned definition despite her age. She looks back at me over her shoulder, her perfectly styled hair now disheveled, falling across one eye in a way that transforms her from accomplished professional to wanton temptress.

"Please," she whispers, her voice unrecognizable from the confident lecturer who greeted me less than twenty minutes ago. "I need to feel you inside me."

I don't make her wait. My pants are already open, my cock freed from its confines and straining with anticipation. I position myself behind her, running the head through her slick folds to coat myself in her abundant wetness. She's incredibly aroused, her body more than ready despite the suddenness of this encounter. When I press against her entrance, she pushes back eagerly, trying to impale herself on me.

"Impatient," I observe with a chuckle, holding her hip firmly to control the pace. "I thought architects were supposed to appreciate the value of careful preparation."

"Fuck preparation," she growls, a phrase that would never cross Dr. Nazari's lips in a professional context. "Just fuck me already."

Her crude language sends a surge of arousal through me. I comply with her demand, thrusting forward in one powerful stroke that buries me to

I comply with her demand, thrusting forward in one powerful stroke that buries me to the hilt inside her tight heat. We both groan at the sensation—her pussy grips me like a velvet vise, hot and slick and surprisingly tight for a woman of her age. Her back arches sharply, her hands grasping the edges of the drafting table for support as I begin to move.

"Oh my god," she gasps, her professional composure completely shattered. "You feel so fucking big inside me."

I establish a hard, relentless rhythm, each thrust powerful enough to slide the heavy drafting table a few millimeters across the polished concrete floor. My hands move from her hips to her dangling breasts, grabbing those magnificent globes roughly, using them like handles to pull her back onto my cock with each forward drive. Their weight and softness in my palms is exquisite—heavy and natural, yet remarkably firm for breasts of their size.

"These tits are wasted under those conservative dresses," I tell her, squeezing them harder, pinching her nipples between my fingers until she cries out. "Perfect fucking handfuls."

"Yes," she hisses, arching her back to push them more firmly into my grip. "Play with them. Harder."

I oblige, kneading the soft flesh roughly while maintaining my punishing pace. The drafting table creaks beneath our combined weight and movement, the sound mixing with her increasingly vocal moans and the wet slap of skin against skin. Her body accepts each thrust greedily, her inner walls clenching around me as if trying to keep me inside when I withdraw.

The brilliant mind that conceived skyscrapers and sustainable infrastructure is now completely focused on the most primitive of pleasures. The transformation is intoxicating to witness—all that education, all that professional achievement, reduced to animal need by nothing more than my cock and the ancient magic flowing through her veins.

"Is this what you think about, Dr. Nazari?" I taunt, punctuating my words with particularly deep thrusts. "When you're presenting to billionaires and royalty? Do you imagine being bent over your own designs and fucked like a common whore?"

"No," she gasps, then immediately contradicts herself: "Yes. Sometimes. I don't know anymore. Just don't stop. Please don't stop."

Her incoherence is a trophy in itself. This woman who speaks five languages, who holds multiple advanced degrees from the world's most prestigious universities, can barely form a coherent sentence now. I've reduced her to pure sensation, her brilliant mind overwhelmed by signals from nerve endings that have likely been neglected for years.

I release one breast to grab a fistful of her hair instead, pulling her head back sharply to increase the arch in her spine. The new angle allows me to drive even deeper, hitting spots that make her entire body tremble with each impact. The sight of her bent over the table where she designs the Prince's futuristic vision—her naked body accepting my cock while blueprints for his dream city lie scattered and forgotten on the floor—sends a surge of triumphant pleasure through me.

Another of the Prince's prized possessions now belongs to me. First his wife, now his architect—systematically, I'm turning his most valuable assets into my willing accomplices.

"Harder," she demands, her voice taking on an edge of desperation. "Fuck me harder. Break me. Ruin me."

I comply with savage enthusiasm, pounding into her with enough force that she has to brace herself against the table to avoid being driven forward with each thrust. The wet sounds of our coupling echo through her minimalist office, obscenely loud against the backdrop of distant construction noises filtering through the windows. My balls slap against her with each drive forward, adding to the primal percussion of our mating.

"Touch yourself," I command, not slowing my pace. "Make yourself come on my cock."

One of her hands immediately moves between her legs, fingers finding her clit with practiced precision that suggests she's not as sexually inexperienced as her initial reaction implied. She rubs herself in tight circles, coordinating with my thrusts to maximize her pleasure. The dual stimulation quickly pushes her toward the edge, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft in the prelude to orgasm.

"Oh god," she moans, her accent thickening as she loses control. "I'm close. So close. Please don't stop."

"Look at me," I demand, yanking her hair to turn her face toward mine. "I want to see your eyes when you come."

She manages to twist her upper body enough to meet my gaze, her face transformed by pleasure—lips parted, cheeks flushed, eyes wild with an emotion that transcends mere lust. This isn't just physical release for her; it's a liberation from decades of self-imposed control.

"Come for me," I growl, maintaining eye contact as I drive into her with renewed vigor. "Now."

As if she's been waiting for permission, she shatters instantly. Her orgasm tears through her with visible intensity, her entire body convulsing beneath me as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over her. Her pussy clamps down on my cock in rhythmic pulses, trying to milk my release from me. The sight of her—the composed, brilliant Dr. Nazari completely undone by pleasure—nearly pushes me over the edge.

But I have other plans for my climax.

With effort, I pull out of her still-pulsing heat, flipping her around to face me with one quick motion. She's disoriented from her orgasm, legs trembling, eyes unfocused, but she understands what I want without being told. She slides off the table to her knees before me, looking up with an expression of such naked hunger that it takes my breath away.

I stroke myself rapidly, the sight of her upturned face—those intelligent eyes now dark with submission, those lips that have presented to world leaders now parted in anticipation—driving me quickly toward release.

"Open your mouth," I command, my voice tight with approaching climax. "Stick out your tongue."

She obeys instantly, her hands resting on my thighs to steady herself, her face tilted up in perfect presentation. It's the final surrender of her dignity, the complete abandonment of the careful image she's constructed over decades of professional achievement.

The first pulse hits her cheek, a thick rope of white against her golden skin. The second lands across her extended tongue and parted lips. I continue stroking, marking every inch of her beautiful face—her forehead, her other cheek, her chin—until she's thoroughly covered in my seed. Some of it drips down to her breasts, creating glistening trails across the smooth skin.

She remains motionless, accepting my marking without complaint or disgust. When the last drops have fallen, she closes her mouth, swallowing what landed on her tongue with obvious pleasure, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight is obscenely perfect—the brilliant architect of the future city kneeling naked on her office floor, face glazed with my cum, looking up at me with an expression of awed gratitude.

"Thank you," she whispers, and I'm not sure if she's thanking me for the release, for the awakening, or for something deeper that she doesn't yet have words to express.

I tuck myself away, fastening my pants as I look down at her debauched form. "Clean yourself up, Dr. Nazari," I tell her, my voice returning to its businesslike tone. "We still have a project to discuss."

She blinks, momentary confusion crossing her features as the professional world intrudes on our primal interlude. But the Kama Sutra Touch ensures she doesn't question what's happened, doesn't feel shame or regret. Instead, she rises with surprising dignity despite her nakedness and the cum still decorating her face, moving to a small private bathroom adjacent to her office.

"Of course, Mr. Hammond," she says, her voice almost back to its professional timbre despite the evidence of our encounter still visible on her skin. "I'll only be a moment."

As she disappears into the bathroom, I retrieve my phone and quickly photograph the scattered blueprints on the floor. The Prince's city holds secrets that will be useful in my campaign against him, and his trusted architect has just given me unfiltered access to all of them. By the time she returns, composed but with a new awareness in her eyes, I've stored away images of information worth millions.

"Now," I say as she settles behind her desk, once again the picture of professional poise except for the lingering flush on her cheeks and the slight swelling of her lips. "Tell me everything about the neural interface system. Spare no detail."

And she does, the Kama Sutra Touch ensuring her complete cooperation despite the classified nature of the information. Another piece falls into place in my plan to destroy the Prince's empire from within.


Chapter 5

Evening finds me in the palace's west wing, where the Prince hosts an exclusive roundtable with journalists from CNN, BBC, and other Western media outlets. I stand at the periphery, champagne flute in hand, playing my role as the interested tech investor while observing the master performance unfolding before me. Prince Amir sits at the center of attention, impeccably dressed in a Western suit with just the traditional ghutrah headdress as concession to his heritage. His smile is practiced perfection, his English carrying the precise combination of cosmopolitan polish and exotic accent that Western audiences find both accessible and authentically foreign. He leans forward, hands animated as he speaks about his vision with the practiced passion of a TED Talk speaker.

"The future we're building isn't just about technology," he says, making eye contact with each journalist in turn, his charisma almost tangible in the air. "It's about human potential. About creating a society where innovation and tradition can coexist in harmony."

The reporters nod appreciatively, pens moving across notebooks, digital recorders capturing every word. They're completely captivated by the performance—and it is a performance, carefully choreographed to present the Prince as the enlightened monarch dragging his kingdom into modernity while respecting its cultural roots.

"And what about women's rights?" asks a female reporter from the BBC, her tone respectful but direct. "Your country has historically restricted women's freedoms in ways that would make integration into a global technology hub challenging."

The question would be considered offensive or even dangerous if asked by a local, but the Prince merely smiles, clearly prepared for this line of inquiry. "An excellent question, and one I welcome," he replies, setting down his water glass. "Education is the foundation of any progressive society, and women's education is my personal priority. In the past three years alone, we've increased female university enrollment by seventy percent. Within Neom City, women will have equal access to all career paths and leadership positions."

He gestures toward where Layla stands across the room, composed and professional despite our encounter just hours earlier. "Dr. Nazari is the perfect example. As our lead architect, she shapes the very structure of our future city. Her brilliance and vision aren't just tolerated—they're essential to our success."

Layla inclines her head in acknowledgment, her face revealing nothing of the woman who begged for my cock on her knees this afternoon. The Prince continues, warming to his theme, painting a picture of progressive gender policies that would impress the most ardent Western feminist. The journalists scribble furiously, clearly pleased with the quotable material.

"The old stereotypes about our treatment of women are just that—old," the Prince concludes with a winning smile. "We respect our traditions, but we're not bound by outdated practices that limit human potential. In my kingdom, talent and dedication are what matter, regardless of gender."

I take a sip of champagne to hide my contempt. The Prince's words stand in stark contrast to the realities I've uncovered in my research—the domestic workers imported from Southeast Asia who have their passports confiscated upon arrival, the women who disappear after filing complaints against powerful men, the systematic discrimination codified in laws that haven't actually changed despite his cosmetic reforms.

Even more damning is what I personally witnessed in Princess Zara's private quarters—a gilded cage designed to keep the royal wife isolated and controlled, available only when the Prince desires her presence. The sophisticated security measures surrounding her weren't designed to protect her, but to contain her.

As the journalists move on to questions about environmental sustainability, I make a mental note of which ones seem genuinely convinced by the Prince's act and which maintain a healthy skepticism behind their professional demeanor. The latter might be useful conduits when the time comes to release certain damaging information.

The roundtable concludes after an hour, with the Prince inviting the journalists to a private dinner to continue the conversation in a more relaxed setting. I decline the dinner invitation with appropriate regret, citing a conference call with Silicon Valley that can't be rescheduled due to time differences. In reality, I have other plans—specifically, accessing the Prince's private communication system using the information extracted from Princess Zara.

As the group disperses, I linger, pretending to admire an ancient artifact displayed in a glass case while actually observing the Prince's interactions when he believes the cameras are no longer rolling. His body language shifts subtly—the warm smile cools, the animated gestures become more clipped and authoritative, the attentive head tilts disappear. It's like watching an actor step out of character between scenes, the transformation so complete that you wonder which version is the real person.

I follow at a discreet distance as he leads the journalists toward the dining hall, intending to slip away down a side corridor once they're out of sight. But the group pauses when a female servant approaches with a tray of drinks—aperitifs to enjoy during the short walk to dinner. The woman is young, perhaps twenty, wearing the simple black uniform of palace domestic staff, her head covered with a modest hijab. She keeps her eyes downcast as she offers the tray first to the Prince, as protocol demands.

"Your Highness," she murmurs in Arabic, her voice barely audible.

The Prince takes a glass without looking at her, continuing his conversation with the CNN correspondent about investment opportunities in Neom City. The servant moves to offer drinks to the guests, but freezes when the Prince suddenly stops mid-sentence, looking down at his glass with narrowed eyes.

"What is this?" he demands, switching to Arabic, his voice carrying a dangerous edge that wasn't present moments before.

The servant turns back to him, eyes widening with alarm. "It is the Château Lafite, Your Highness, as requested for the foreign guests."

"I specified the 1982 vintage," he says, his voice deceptively quiet. "This is the 1998."

The color drains from the young woman's face. "I... I apologize, Your Highness. There was confusion in the—"

The slap comes without warning—an open-handed strike across her face that echoes through the marble corridor like a gunshot. The force knocks her sideways, the tray clattering to the floor, crystal glasses shattering, red wine spreading across white marble like blood from a wound. She falls to her knees among the broken glass, one hand pressed to her cheek, eyes fixed on the floor.

The Western journalists freeze in collective shock, the comfortable narrative of the progressive monarch shattered as completely as the crystal on the floor. For a moment, no one speaks, the only sound the soft tinkling of glass shards settling and the muffled sob the young woman fights to suppress.

The Prince's face shows no emotion—no anger, no regret, nothing to suggest that striking a young woman for a minor error is anything but normal to him. He simply turns to his guests, his expression smoothly transitioning back to the charming host.

"My apologies for the interruption," he says in English, as if commenting on a minor inconvenience rather than his own violent outburst. "Please, continue to the dining room. I'll join you momentarily."

The journalists hesitate, exchanging uncomfortable glances, their notepads and recorders conspicuously inactive. After an awkward pause, they allow themselves to be guided away by palace staff, their earlier enthusiasm replaced by silent discomfort. None of them look back at the servant still kneeling among the broken glass and spilled wine.

Once they're out of sight, the Prince turns to a male staff member standing nearby. "Clean this up," he orders coldly, gesturing to both the mess and the woman as if they're equally inanimate problems to be solved. Then he straightens his perfectly tailored jacket and follows after his guests, not sparing a second glance for the woman still trembling on the floor.

I remain in place, watching as two female staff members hurry forward to help their colleague to her feet, murmuring reassurances too quiet for me to hear. The injured woman keeps her head down, tears falling silently as she's led away. No one meets my eyes or acknowledges my presence—witnesses to the Prince's cruelty learn quickly to become invisible.

The contrast couldn't be more stark—the man who spoke passionately about women's education and opportunity just minutes earlier sees no contradiction in striking a woman for a trivial mistake. The enlightened visionary and the entitled tyrant exist in the same body, separated only by the presence or absence of cameras.

My resolve hardens as I watch the remaining staff clean up the broken glass and wine stains, working with the efficient silence of people accustomed to erasing evidence of their master's true nature. The Kama Sutra Touch is a powerful weapon, but in this moment, I'm reminded that my mission isn't just about power or conquest. It's about justice for those who have no voice, no recourse against the casual cruelty of men like Prince Amir.

By the time I slip away toward the private wing housing the prayer room Zara told me about, my purpose burns within me with renewed clarity. The Prince's empire won't just fall—it will shatter like those crystal glasses, and I'll make sure the world sees the stain it leaves behind.


Chapter 6

The message arrives via an origami lotus flower, delivered by one of Zara's personal servants who passes it to me with downcast eyes that reveal nothing. I unfold the delicate paper creation to find coordinates and a time scrawled in elegant script—the garden house at the eastern edge of the palace grounds. My cock stiffens immediately at the thought of what awaits me there. The Princess is learning quickly, her royal conditioning no match for the Kama Sutra Touch that now flows through her veins like an addictive drug. I check my watch and smile. The afternoon stretches before me, hours before I need to implement the next phase of my plan against the Prince. I have time to remind his wife exactly who she belongs to now.

The path to the garden house winds through manicured hedges and imported flowering plants that have no business thriving in desert heat—testament to the Prince's disregard for environmental concerns despite his public rhetoric. Water, the region's most precious resource, wasted to create this artificial paradise. I follow stone steps around a tinkling fountain, past surveillance blind spots I've already mapped in my mental blueprint of the palace grounds.

The garden house appears deceptively modest from the outside—a simple sandstone structure with latticed windows that create dappled patterns of light and shadow. Inside, however, it rivals the luxury of the main palace. I push open the carved wooden door to find exactly what the Princess promised in her note.

Zara kneels in the center of the room on a plush Persian carpet, completely naked, her caramel skin glowing in the filtered afternoon light. Her eyes remain downcast in a gesture of submission that would shock the kingdom's conservative elite—their precious Princess displayed like a pleasure slave, waiting for a foreign master. Her dark hair falls loose around her shoulders, framing perfect breasts that rise and fall with each anticipatory breath. Between her slightly parted thighs, I can see the glistening evidence of her arousal already coating her inner lips.

"You came," she whispers, raising her eyes to meet mine. The relief in her voice is palpable, as if she feared I might deny her the fix she now craves more than oxygen.

"Did you doubt I would?" I ask, removing my jacket and draping it over an ornate chair. The leather pocket inside makes a soft crinkling sound, reminding me of the special item I've brought for today's encounter.

"No, but—" she begins, rising to her knees and reaching for my belt.

I step back, denying her the touch she so desperately seeks. "No," I command, my voice dropping to the register that makes her shiver visibly. "Not yet. Stay exactly as you are."

Confusion clouds her perfect features, but she complies instantly, settling back on her heels, hands resting palms-up on her thighs—the picture of obedient expectation. I circle her slowly, admiring the Princess from every angle. Her spine straightens under my gaze, instinctively displaying her body to best advantage—her royal posture training now serving a purpose her etiquette instructors never intended.

From my jacket, I withdraw the leather collar and matching leash I had custom-made in anticipation of this moment. The collar is exquisite craftsmanship—supple black leather lined with crimson silk, adorned with a small silver tag bearing a single engraved letter: J. Not for Jack, but for "Jism"—the cruder term for what she's becoming: a receptacle for my pleasure.

"Do you know what this is, Princess?" I ask, dangling the collar before her widening eyes.

"A... a collar," she whispers, her voice caught between shock and arousal. "Like for a..."

"For a pet," I finish for her. "For an animal. For a possession. Is that what you are, Zara? My royal pet?"

Her breathing quickens, pupils dilating so completely that her dark eyes appear almost black. The Princess—raised to believe herself above all others, conditioned to expect reverence and deference—now confronts the ultimate symbol of subjugation. I watch the war play out across her features: royal dignity battling against the primal need the Touch has awakened.

Need wins. Always does.

"Yes," she breathes, lifting her chin to expose the elegant column of her throat. "I am your pet."

I move behind her, gathering her silky hair to expose her neck fully. The collar feels cool against my fingers as I bring it around her throat. She trembles but holds perfectly still as I fasten the buckle, adjusting it until it's snug—tight enough to be a constant reminder of her status, loose enough to allow her to breathe when I choose to let her.

My fingers trace the leather band now encircling royal flesh, feeling her rapid pulse beneath my touch. "Perfect," I murmur against her ear. "Now everyone would know who owns you."

Her breath catches as I attach the leash to the D-ring at the front of the collar. The symbolism isn't subtle, but subtlety isn't the point. This is about power—raw, primal, absolute. The Princess of Zaraab, wife to one of the world's wealthiest monarchs, now wears my collar and leash like a common animal.

I move to stand before her, wrapping the leather lead around my fist until there's no slack. With deliberate slowness, I unzip my pants, freeing my already hard cock. Zara's tongue darts out to wet her lips, her eyes fixed on my erection with naked hunger.

"Open," I command, tugging the leash to pull her face closer to my groin.

Her lips part instantly, tongue extending slightly in eager anticipation. But instead of allowing her to take me at her pace, I grab a handful of her hair with my free hand and thrust forward, forcing my cock past her lips and directly into her throat in one brutal movement.

She gags immediately, unprepared for the sudden invasion, her hands flying up instinctively to my thighs. I tug sharply on the leash, tightening the collar around her throat.

"Hands behind your back," I growl. "Pets don't use hands."

Tears spring to her eyes, but she obeys, crossing her wrists at the small of her back as I maintain the pressure on both her hair and leash. The position forces her chest forward, her perfect breasts thrust out as if offering them for attention.

I withdraw just enough to let her gasp a quick breath before plunging back in, establishing a rhythm that serves my pleasure with no regard for her comfort. The leash provides perfect control—I can adjust the pressure on her throat with minimal effort, restricting her airflow when I want to feel her panic around my cock, loosening just before she truly struggles.

"Look at me," I demand, yanking the leash upward to force her gaze to mine. "I want to see those royal eyes while I use your mouth."

She complies, her tear-filled eyes locking onto mine with an expression that contains equal parts humiliation and arousal. Mascara tracks down her cheeks in dark rivulets, her carefully applied makeup ruined by tears and saliva. The perfect Princess, reduced to a mess by my cock in her throat and my leash around her neck.

I increase my pace, fucking her face with brutal efficiency. Her throat muscles contract around my shaft each time I push deep, fighting a losing battle against the invasion. Wet, obscene sounds fill the garden house—gagging, slurping, the leather of the leash creaking as I adjust my grip. Saliva drips from her chin onto her breasts, creating glistening trails between them.

"That's it," I encourage as she manages to suppress her gag reflex, taking me deeper than before. "Learning your purpose, aren't you? This royal mouth exists for my cock now."

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending pleasure shooting up my spine. I reward her by loosening the leash slightly, giving her a moment to breathe properly before tightening it again. The control is intoxicating—her very breath subject to my whim, her royal status meaningless in the face of this primal dynamic.

My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, the impact creating a rhythm that matches the pounding of my heart. I can feel my climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine, but I hold back. There's more degradation planned for the Princess today, more ways to mark her as mine rather than her husband's.

"You're nothing but a royal cocksleeve now," I tell her, punctuating the words with particularly deep thrusts that make fresh tears spring to her eyes. "The Princess of Zaraab, choking on a commoner's dick while her husband plays at politics."

Her eyes should flash with anger, but instead, they roll back slightly as a shudder runs through her body. The degradation excites her—perhaps because it's so far removed from the careful reverence she's accustomed to receiving. I feel her throat muscles working around my length, no longer fighting against the invasion but massaging it, drawing me deeper.

When I finally pull back, releasing her from my grip, she gasps desperately, saliva dripping from her swollen lips onto her naked breasts. Her chest heaves as she struggles to recover, but her eyes never leave mine—waiting for the next command, the next use.

"Good pet," I tell her, stroking her tear-stained cheek with mock tenderness. "But we're just getting started."

I maintain my grip on the leash as I guide Zara backward toward a plush divan in the corner of the garden house. Her legs tremble with each step, whether from fear or anticipation is irrelevant—the result is the same delicious submission. I push her down onto the silk cushions, enjoying how her naked body bounces slightly on impact, her perfect breasts jiggling with the movement. Her eyes remain fixed on mine, pupils dilated so completely they appear almost solid black against the whites—physical evidence of how thoroughly the Kama Sutra Touch has rewired her royal brain for my pleasure.

"Spread your legs," I command, tugging slightly on the leash still attached to her collar. "Show me what belongs to me now."

Without hesitation, she complies, knees falling open to reveal the glistening prize between her thighs. Her pussy is a work of art—perfectly symmetrical outer lips framing delicate inner folds already swollen and darkened with arousal. The small, neat triangle of trimmed pubic hair above her slit likely costs more to maintain than most women's entire beauty regimen. Everything about her screams wealth and privilege—except her current position, legs spread for a man who isn't her royal husband.

I kneel between her thighs, still fully clothed except for my exposed cock jutting proudly from my open pants. The contrast isn't accidental—her complete nakedness against my dressed state reinforces the power dynamic between us. I wrap the leash more tightly around my fist, using it to pull her face close to mine.

"Who owns this body?" I demand, my free hand moving to grip one perfect breast roughly.

"You do," she gasps, arching into my touch despite the discomfort.

"And what are you?"

"Your pet," she whispers, the words coming easier now, her royal conditioning crumbling with each submission.

Without warning, I thrust forward, burying my cock inside her in one brutal stroke. She cries out—a sharp, startled sound that echoes through the garden house. Her pussy grips me like a silk glove, impossibly tight and scorching hot. I remain motionless for a moment, savoring the sensation of royal muscles clenching around my shaft, adjusting to my invasion.

"Fuck," I growl, appreciating how perfectly she fits around me. "The Prince doesn't deserve this cunt."

Her inner walls flutter at the mention of her husband, a physical response to the forbidden thrill of betrayal. I begin to move then, establishing a ruthless rhythm that has the ornate divan creaking beneath us. Each thrust drives the air from her lungs in short, desperate gasps. The leash allows me to control her movements completely—when she tries to arch up to meet me, I yank downward, forcing her to remain passive, to accept whatever pace and depth I choose.

"Is this how your husband fucks you?" I taunt, punctuating the question with a particularly deep thrust that makes her whole body jolt. "Does he pound this royal pussy until you scream?"

"No," she moans, her accent thickening with arousal. "Nothing like this. Never like this."

The confession fuels my intensity. I grab her legs, pushing her knees toward her chest to gain even deeper access. The new angle allows me to hit spots that make her entire body tremble, her inner walls clenching around me in rhythmic pulses that signal her approaching climax. Her hands fist in the silk cushions, knuckles white with tension.

"You're going to come on my cock," I tell her, not a question but a statement of fact. "The Princess is going to come while being fucked like a common whore."

"Yes," she gasps, her body already tensing beneath me. "Oh god, yes, I'm—"

Her words dissolve into a primal scream as orgasm tears through her. Her back arches sharply, pushing her breasts upward in offering. Her pussy clamps down on my cock with surprising strength, rippling and pulsing around me in waves that would bring a lesser man to immediate climax. I maintain my punishing pace through her release, prolonging the pleasure until tears stream from the corners of her eyes.

Before she can fully recover, I shift my angle slightly, now driving directly against her g-spot with each thrust. Her eyes fly open in shock at the new sensation, her mouth forming a perfect O of surprise. The leash keeps her face tilted toward mine, forcing her to maintain eye contact as I pound her mercilessly toward a second climax.

"Again," I command, my voice rough with exertion. "You're going to come again for me."

"I can't," she protests weakly, her body contradicting her words as it responds to my skilled manipulation. "It's too much, I can't—"

I cut off her objection with a sharp tug on the leash, tightening the collar around her throat just enough to restrict her breathing slightly. "You'll come when I tell you to come," I growl. "Your body belongs to me now. Every orgasm is mine to give or deny."

The combination of physical stimulation and psychological domination pushes her quickly back to the edge. Her thighs begin to tremble against my sides, her breathing becoming shallow and rapid. I can feel her inner walls fluttering around me, preparing for another release.

"That's it," I encourage, driving into her with renewed vigor. "Be a good pet and come for your owner."

Her second orgasm hits even harder than the first, her entire body convulsing beneath me as if electrified. A series of high, keening moans escape her throat, sounds she's probably never made in her husband's royal bed. Her pussy contracts so powerfully around my cock that I have to grit my teeth against my own release, determined to wring a third climax from her before I'm done.

"Please," she begs when she can form words again, her voice raw and broken. "I can't take any more."

"You'll take what I give you," I respond, never breaking rhythm. My thumb finds her clit, circling the swollen nub with precise pressure that makes her jerk as if burned. "One more. Show me what a perfect fuck toy you are."

She's oversensitive now, hovering on the knife-edge between pleasure and pain. Every thrust, every touch of my thumb against her clit makes her whole body shudder. Sweat glistens on her caramel skin, collecting in the hollow between her perfect breasts. The Princess of Zaraab looks nothing like the composed royal consort now—she's transformed into a creature of pure sensation, her carefully constructed identity stripped away to reveal the animal beneath.

"Look at me," I command as I feel her approaching her third climax. "I want to see your eyes when you break completely."

She forces her heavy lids open, her gaze locking with mine. There's something new there now—a surrender beyond physical submission, the final shattering of whatever resistance remained. When this third orgasm hits, it's almost violent in its intensity. Her eyes roll back, her mouth open in a silent scream as her body arches so sharply I fear her spine might snap. The contractions around my cock are so powerful they nearly push me out of her entirely.

I allow her this moment of complete abandon before abruptly pulling out, leaving her empty and gasping. Her pussy clenches around nothing, her body confused by the sudden loss. Before she can question me, I'm standing at the edge of the divan, reaching into the bag I brought with me.

The silver dog bowl gleams in the filtered sunlight as I place it on the floor between us. It's expensive, of course—sterling silver with intricate engravings around the rim and a single word etched into the bottom: "Princess." The irony isn't subtle, but subtlety isn't the point.

"Kneel," I order, releasing the leash to let her move.

She complies automatically, her body responding to my commands with the unquestioning obedience the Touch has instilled. She slides from the divan to kneel before me on shaking legs, her eyes fixed on the bowl with dawning comprehension.

I take my cock in hand, stroking it with firm, efficient movements. The sight before me is enough to bring me quickly to the edge—the collared Princess kneeling naked on the floor, her body marked with my handprints, her face still tear-stained from her multiple orgasms.

"This is what pets eat from," I tell her, my hand moving faster as my climax approaches. "And you're going to lick it clean."

Her eyes widen, but she doesn't protest. Can't protest. The Touch ensures her compliance, transforms degradation into desire. I aim carefully at the bowl as my orgasm builds, feeling the pressure mounting at the base of my spine.

When it hits, it's with spectacular force. The first thick rope of cum splashes into the silver bowl with an audible sound. The second and third follow immediately, then more, until a substantial pool of white has collected in the bottom. It's an impressive load, the product of deliberate edging throughout the day in preparation for this moment.

I push the bowl toward her with my foot, watching it slide across the marble floor until it stops directly before her knees. "Lap it up," I command. "Like the animal you are."

Without hesitation—without even using her hands to steady the bowl—she lowers her face to the silver dish. Her pink tongue extends, delicately at first, to sample my offering. Then, as the taste triggers something primal within her, she becomes more enthusiastic, lapping in earnest at the thick fluid.

The sight is beyond obscene—the Princess of Zaraab, wife to one of the world's most powerful men, on all fours licking my cum from a dog bowl. Tears of humiliation stream down her face, mixing with the white fluid as she continues to lap obediently, not stopping until the silver is clean enough to reflect her degraded face back at her.

When she finally looks up at me, her chin and lips glistening with my seed, I see the completion of her transformation. Whatever she was before—royal, dignified, untouchable—is gone. In its place is something new, something I've created.

"Good pet," I tell her, reaching down to stroke her hair with mock affection. "You're learning your place beautifully."


Chapter 7

The night air hangs heavy with moisture around the palace's Olympic-sized pool, the surface of the water reflecting the strategic lighting that makes it glow an ethereal blue against the darkness. I lounge on a custom-designed daybed at the pool's edge, stripped to just my swim shorts, a crystal tumbler of aged whiskey resting in my hand. The desert heat has finally relented with the setting sun, replaced by a pleasant warmth that makes the thin sheen of sweat on my chest feel almost sensual. The pool area is deserted at this hour—I've made certain of that with a generous "tip" to the staff supervisor. Only security cameras monitor this space now, and I know precisely which ones have mysteriously malfunctioned for the next hour.

I press a button on my phone, sending a pre-arranged signal. Within minutes, I see Rivka approaching from the shadows of the colonnaded walkway that connects the guest quarters to the recreational facilities. Even in the dimmed lighting, her honey-blonde hair captures what little illumination there is, creating a halo effect that belies the depraved activities she now willingly participates in. The sophisticated philosopher I liberated from Goldstein's control has become something else entirely under my guidance—still brilliant, still cultured, but now unleashed from the constraints of conventional morality.

She's wearing a simple white sundress that flutters around her knees in the gentle evening breeze, the thin material revealing hints of her silhouette beneath. Her steps are measured, deliberate—the walk of a woman who knows exactly why she's been summoned and welcomes it despite the degradation involved. Or perhaps because of it.

"You called for me," she says, stopping at the edge of my daybed. Not a question but a statement of fact.

I take a slow sip of my whiskey, letting the silence stretch between us. Her breathing quickens slightly under my scrutiny, her nipples hardening visibly beneath the thin cotton of her dress. The power dynamic established weeks ago remains unshaken—she waits for my command with the patience of a former academic accustomed to delayed gratification.

"Strip," I finally order, setting my glass aside. "Everything off."

Without hesitation, she reaches for the thin straps of her dress, sliding them down her shoulders with a grace that speaks to her cultured background. The white fabric falls to her waist, revealing her perfect breasts—full and natural, with pale pink nipples that stand at attention in the humid night air. She pushes the dress past her hips, letting it pool at her feet before stepping out of it. She wears nothing underneath, as per my standing instructions.

Naked now, she stands before me in the glow of the pool lights, her body a study in elegant curves and subtle musculature. At forty-two, Rivka possesses the kind of beauty that only improves with age—confident in her skin, comfortable with her sexuality in a way younger women rarely achieve. The contrast between her sophisticated intellect—the mind that earned a PhD from the Sorbonne—and her current position as my sexual servant creates a tension that never fails to arouse me.

From beside the daybed, I retrieve the leather leash I brought specifically for tonight's entertainment. It's similar to the one I used on Zara earlier, but with subtle differences—this one has Hebrew characters burned into the leather, spelling out "property" along its length. A small touch, but psychological warfare often hinges on such details.

Rivka's eyes fix on the leash, recognition flickering across her features. "Again?" she asks, a slight tremor in her voice betraying her arousal at the prospect.

"You seem surprised," I reply, rising to stand before her. Despite her height—tall for a woman at five-nine—I still tower over her, using my physical presence to reinforce my dominance. "Did you think your Jewish mouth deserved better treatment than the Princess received?"

Her breath catches at the crude reference to her heritage, her pupils dilating slightly—not with offense but with a perverse excitement. The Kama Sutra Touch has twisted her relationship to her own identity, transforming cultural degradation into erotic stimulus. It's a powerful psychological lever, one I use without hesitation.

"No," she whispers, tilting her chin up to expose her throat in submission. "I deserve whatever you give me."

I fasten the collar around her neck, adjusting it until it sits snugly against her pale skin. The leather looks striking against her fair complexion, the contrast emphasizing her submission to me. I wrap the leash once around my fist, using it to pull her closer until our bodies nearly touch.

"On your knees," I command. "Where you belong."

She sinks gracefully to the tiled floor, her eyes never leaving mine as she settles into position. I use the leash to guide her face toward my swim shorts, where my erection is clearly visible beneath the thin fabric. Without being told, she reaches up to free me, pulling the waistband down to release my cock. It springs forth, already fully hard, the head brushing against her cheek in an obscene caress.

"Open," I order, using my free hand to grip the base of my shaft.

Her lips part immediately, her tongue extending slightly in eager anticipation. But instead of allowing her to set the pace, I thrust forward roughly, forcing my cock past her lips and deep into her mouth in one brutal movement. She gags slightly, unprepared for the sudden invasion, but quickly adjusts, her academic discipline now applied to the task of accommodating my size.

"That's it," I growl, using the leash to control her movements, pulling her head forward as I thrust. "Take it all in that educated throat."

Her eyes water as my cock hits the back of her mouth, but she doesn't pull away. Can't pull away. The leash ensures my complete control over her depth and pace. I establish a punishing rhythm that has her struggling for breath between thrusts, her hands instinctively coming up to rest on my thighs for balance.

"Hands behind your back," I snap, yanking the leash sharply. "You know better."

She complies instantly, crossing her wrists at the small of her back, leaving herself completely vulnerable to my use. The position forces her to rely entirely on the leash for stability, her balance at my mercy. It also thrusts her breasts forward, the perfect globes swaying with each movement as I fuck her face with increasing force.

"Look at you," I taunt, my fingers tangling in her honey-blonde hair for additional control. "The brilliant Dr. Goldstein, PhD from the Sorbonne, on her knees by a pool in Arabia with a cock down her throat. What would your academic colleagues think if they could see you now?"

A muffled moan vibrates around my shaft, the humiliation only intensifying her arousal. Pre-cum leaks from my tip directly onto her tongue, and she swallows eagerly, her scholarly discipline now channeled into extracting maximum pleasure from my cock.

I increase my pace, the leash wrapped tight around my fist as I pull her harder onto me with each thrust. Her throat opens for me, years of controlled breathing techniques during lectures now repurposed to suppress her gag reflex. Tears stream down her cheeks, mascara creating dark tracks that ruin her sophisticated appearance. The wet, obscene sounds of her struggle echo across the water, amplified by the pool's acoustics.

"Your mouth was made for this," I growl, deliberately invoking the degradation that the Touch has transformed into erotic stimulus for her. "Not for philosophy lectures or banking presentations. For servicing cock."

Her eyes roll back slightly as a shudder runs through her kneeling form. Without even touching herself, she's approaching orgasm simply from the psychological domination and the physical sensation of being used so roughly. It's a testament to how thoroughly the Touch has rewired her neural pathways, connecting degradation directly to pleasure centers in her brain.

I pull back just enough to let her gasp a desperate breath before plunging back in, setting a rhythm that has her choking and slobbering around my shaft. Saliva drips freely from her chin onto her breasts, creating glistening trails between them in the blue-tinged pool light. Her lips are stretched wide around my girth, swollen and reddened from the friction.

"That's right," I encourage as she takes me deeper than before, the head of my cock entering her throat properly now. "Your mouth is nothing but a cock hole for me to use. A warm, wet place for me to fuck."

I hold her in place with my cock buried completely in her throat, cutting off her air supply entirely for a calculated ten seconds. Her eyes widen in panic, hands twitching behind her back as she fights the instinct to push me away. Just before she truly begins to struggle, I release my grip, pulling back to let her gasp and cough, thick strings of saliva connecting her lips to my glistening shaft.

The contrast between her sophisticated vocabulary and her current position creates a delicious cognitive dissonance that sends fresh blood rushing to my already throbbing cock. I return to fucking her face with renewed vigor, the leash now wrapped so tightly around my fist that the leather creaks with each tug.

I feel my climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine, but I hold back. There's more I plan to take from Rivka tonight, more ways to use her willing body before I grant her the reward of my release. With effort, I pull out completely, leaving her gasping and disoriented, her lips swollen and slick with her own saliva.

"Stand up," I command, unwrapping the leash from my fist while maintaining my grip on its end. "We're just getting started."

I lead Rivka by the leash toward the edge of the Olympic-sized pool, the blue light from below casting otherworldly patterns across her naked skin. The humid night air clings to us both, creating a slick sheen on our bodies that glistens with each movement. Her breathing has steadied somewhat after the face-fucking, but her eyes remain wide and dilated, fixed on me with that peculiar mixture of fear and desperate need that the Touch creates in its recipients. She moves with the grace of a woman accustomed to being admired, her perfect breasts swaying gently with each step, her ass a masterpiece of curved perfection that tightens and releases as she walks ahead of me toward her next use.

"Here," I tell her, stopping at the pool's edge where the coping stone forms a smooth marble lip. "Bend over. Hands on the edge."

She complies without hesitation, bending at the waist to place her palms flat against the cool stone. The position forces her ass up and back, creating an irresistible presentation. Her legs are slightly parted, revealing the glistening evidence of her arousal already coating her inner thighs. The scholar in her might analyze this physical response as a betrayal of her intellectual self, but that woman is buried deep beneath the creature of pure sensation I've created with my Touch.

I take a moment to appreciate the view—the elegant curve of her spine leading down to narrow waist and flaring hips, the perfect globes of her ass framed by the thinner leather of the leash dangling between her shoulder blades. Her honey-blonde hair falls forward, obscuring her face but exposing the vulnerable nape of her neck. In this position, with the pool lights illuminating her from below and behind, she looks like a Renaissance painting of submission—all graceful lines and soft curves positioned for male pleasure.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, kicking her feet farther apart with my own. The movement causes her to lower her upper body slightly, her breasts now hanging beneath her, nipples just inches from the water's surface. The reflection creates a doubled image of her submission—reality and mirror image combining into a surreal tableau of dominance.

I position myself behind her, my cock still wet from her mouth, and run the head through her soaked folds from behind. She gasps at the contact, pushing back instinctively to capture me. I deny her that satisfaction, continuing to tease her entrance with shallow, glancing touches that never quite penetrate.

"Beg for it," I demand, one hand gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks. "Let me hear the philosopher plead."

"Please," she whispers, her cultured voice strained with need. "Please fuck me."

"Not good enough," I respond, delivering a sharp slap to her ass that echoes across the water. "Beg properly. Tell me exactly what you want and how you want it."

She swallows audibly, the conflict between her former dignity and her current need playing out in the momentary hesitation before she surrenders completely. "Please fuck my cunt," she says, the crude word sounding obscene in her refined accent. "Hard. Rough. Use me like I'm nothing. Like I'm just a hole for your pleasure."

Her eloquence, even in degradation, is uniquely Rivka—the academic mind finding precise language for depravity. It sends a fresh surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. Without further preamble, I thrust forward with brutal force, burying myself to the hilt inside her in a single movement that draws a strangled cry from her throat.

"Fuck," I growl, momentarily stunned by the perfect heat and tightness gripping my shaft. Even after weeks of use, her body still responds to me as if it's the first time—instantly wet, perfectly tight, greedily pulling me deeper.

I establish an immediate punishing rhythm, driving into her with enough force that the impact of my hips against her ass creates ripples across the pool's surface. Each thrust pushes her forward slightly, her breasts swinging beneath her, occasionally dipping to touch the water before my grip on her hips pulls her back onto my cock.

"Is this what you dreamed of in your ivory tower?" I taunt, knowing how the humiliation feeds her pleasure now. "Getting fucked like a cheap whore beside a pool while men with real power decide the world's fate?"

"Yes," she gasps, the admission torn from her by particularly deep thrust. "God, yes."

I reach forward to grab a fistful of her honey-blonde hair, wrapping it around my hand and yanking back sharply. The sudden movement forces her spine to arch at an almost painful angle, her face lifted toward the star-filled desert sky. The position exposes her throat perfectly, vulnerable and stretched tight by her strained posture.

My free hand slides around to encircle her neck, applying careful pressure to the sides rather than the center—restricting blood flow without cutting off air. The choking technique is precise, calculated for maximum psychological impact with minimal actual danger. I feel her pulse hammering against my palm, her life literally in my hands as I continue to pound into her from behind.

"This is all you're good for now," I tell her, my voice a dangerous whisper close to her ear. "Not philosophy. Not finance. Just being a set of holes for me to fill."

Her inner walls clench around me at the words, her body responding to degradation with increased arousal—a Pavlovian response I've carefully conditioned over our time together. The pressure of my hand on her throat intensifies the sensations for her, the restricted blood flow heightening every touch, every thrust.

I release her hair to reach beneath her, finding her breast and squeezing roughly. The soft flesh yields beneath my fingers as I pinch her nipple hard enough to make her cry out, the sound strangled by my grip on her throat. My pace increases, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing across the water's surface, creating an obscene counterpoint to the gentle lapping of waves against the pool's edge.

"Who owns you?" I demand, tightening my grip on her neck momentarily before relaxing it enough to let her respond.

"You do," she gasps when she can speak, her voice ragged from the pressure on her throat.

"And what are you?"

"Your property," she moans, the words sending another clench of pleasure through her core that I feel around my driving cock. "Your Jewish whore. Your fuck toy. Anything you want me to be."

Her complete surrender pushes me closer to the edge, the combination of physical sensation and psychological domination creating a perfect storm of arousal. I can feel my climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine with each thrust into her willing body.

The poolside marble has begun to leave marks on her palms and knees, the rough treatment already raising bruises on her hips where my fingers dig in for leverage. These marks are temporary trophies—visible reminders of her submission that she'll secretly cherish tomorrow as she moves through the palace in her sophisticated dresses, playing the role of my professional assistant while carrying the evidence of her true purpose beneath her clothes.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls that signals my approaching orgasm, the pleasure coiling tighter with each drive into her perfect body. With a growl of effort, I pull out completely, spinning her around by the shoulders to face me. She understands immediately what I want, dropping to her knees on the pool deck, her face upturned in perfect presentation, mouth open and waiting.

I stroke myself rapidly, the sight of her—the sophisticated intellectual on her knees, collar around her throat, face already marked with tears and saliva from the earlier face-fucking—pushing me quickly over the edge. Her hands rest submissively on her thighs, making no move to assist or direct my release. She knows her place is simply to receive.

"Take it all," I command as the first pulse tears through me, painting a thick white stripe across her left cheek and eye.

The second splash lands across her parted lips and chin, some of it landing directly on her extended tongue. I continue stroking through my climax, marking every inch of her beautiful face—her forehead, her nose, her right cheek—until she's thoroughly covered in my seed. The final few pulses I aim lower, decorating her perfect breasts with pearly strands that catch the blue light from the pool in obscene highlights.

She remains motionless, kneeling before me with cum dripping slowly down her face onto her chest. Some of it pools in the hollow of her throat, some slides down to gather in the valley between her breasts. Her eyes—still visible through the mess I've made of her face—look up at me with an expression of reverent gratitude that would shock anyone who knew her in her former life.

"Thank you," she whispers, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment of her throat, the refined accent making the words sound like a prayer.

I reach down to smear my cum across her face more thoroughly, blending it into her skin like an obscene moisturizer. "Clean yourself up," I tell her, gesturing toward the pool. "Then meet me in my suite in one hour. We have work to do."

She nods, understanding that the sexual interlude is over and our professional relationship—the complex web of intrigue we're weaving around the Prince—now takes precedence again. This is the true power of the Touch—it doesn't override personality or intelligence, just redirects it, making brilliant minds like Rivka's willing accomplices in their own debasement while leaving their abilities intact for my use.

I watch as she slides gracefully into the pool, the water closing around her naked form as she begins to wash away the visible evidence of our encounter. Beneath the surface, illuminated by the pool lights, she looks like some mythological creature—a nereid or water nymph temporarily assuming human form. The sight of her swimming naked in the royal pool, cleaning my cum from her face and breasts in water reserved for the kingdom's elite, adds a final note of conquest to the evening's entertainment.


Chapter 8

The security command center occupies the eastern wing of the palace complex, a modernized bunker nestled within the traditional architecture like a steel heart inside a golden body. I move through the administrative section with practiced confidence, my tailored suit and guest credentials granting me access to areas most visitors never see. The Touch has given me power over women's bodies, but real infiltration requires understanding systems—mapping patrol routes, identifying chain of command weaknesses, locating the pressure points where a single failure can cascade into total collapse. And for that, I need someone at the center of the palace's security apparatus. Intelligence from Princess Zara and architectural insights from Dr. Nazari have brought me this far—now I need military precision from someone who knows every vulnerable seam in the fortress.

My research has identified Captain Jamila Al-Fayeed as the perfect target—head of the royal family's personal security detail, trusted implicitly by the Prince, and possessing both the access codes and tactical knowledge I require. Finding her proves easier than expected. As I round a corner into a restricted hallway, I spot her conducting an inspection of the night patrol, her back to me as she addresses four stone-faced guards in tactical gear.

Even from behind, her authority is unmistakable. She stands ramrod straight in her tailored black uniform, legs slightly apart in a command stance that speaks of military training and absolute confidence. The uniform—a modernized version of traditional security attire designed to blend cultural expectations with tactical functionality—can't disguise the feminine perfection of her form beneath. Her waist is impossibly narrow, flaring to hips that move with hypnotic precision as she steps forward to adjust one guard's communications equipment. The fabric stretches across her ass with each movement, revealing muscular curves that suggest both strength and suppleness.

When she turns to face the group, I get my first clear view of what might be the most dangerous woman in the palace. Captain Jamila defies every Western stereotype about Arabian women—there is nothing hidden or subdued about her presence. She appears to be in her early thirties, her face a striking combination of sharp cheekbones, full lips painted a subtle red, and almond-shaped eyes that miss nothing. Her skin is the color of burnished copper, glowing with health and vitality against the black of her uniform. Her hair is pulled back in a severe bun that should diminish her femininity but somehow only emphasizes the perfect symmetry of her features.

Most surprising is how she wears her authority—not as a masculine affectation, but as a feminine power all its own. The uniform jacket, though professionally cut, strains slightly across her chest, suggesting breasts that are full and perky despite their restraint. She gestures as she speaks, her movements economical yet graceful, the hands of someone equally comfortable with a firearm or a touch-screen security system.

I wait until she dismisses the patrol before approaching, timing my movement to intercept her as she turns toward the command office. Her eyes narrow slightly as she notices me in a restricted area, her right hand moving subtly closer to the sidearm holstered at her hip.

"This section is off-limits to guests, Mr. Hammond," she states, her English perfect but accented with the melodic tones of her native Arabic. She doesn't ask how I got here or reach for her weapon—a sign of confidence rather than carelessness. "May I escort you back to the public areas?"

The fact that she knows my name without introduction confirms my intelligence about her thoroughness. She's memorized the faces and identities of every visitor in the palace—especially one spending so much time with the Prince.

"Captain Al-Fayeed," I respond with a respectful nod. "I was actually hoping to speak with you directly. There's a security concern in my suite I preferred not to mention to junior staff."

Her expression remains neutral, professional, but a slight tightening around her eyes betrays her interest. Security concerns that bypass normal channels would naturally intrigue someone in her position.

"What kind of concern?" she asks, gesturing for me to walk alongside her toward a more private alcove in the hallway. Perfect—she's isolating us herself.

"I believe I discovered a monitoring device in the ventilation system," I lie smoothly. "Given my conversations with His Highness about potential technology investments, I thought it prudent to report this directly to senior security."

She frowns slightly, processing this information against her knowledge of palace security protocols. "That would be highly unusual. All monitoring systems should be documented in our—"

"Perhaps I'm mistaken," I interrupt, moving closer under the pretense of lowering my voice. "But considering the sensitive nature of my discussions with the Prince, I thought it best to err on the side of caution."

Now we're standing barely a foot apart in the alcove, her scent—something subtle and spicy with undertones of sandalwood—filling my nostrils. Up close, her beauty is even more striking. Tiny laugh lines at the corners of her eyes suggest a woman who smiles more often in private than her professional demeanor would indicate. A small scar near her jawline hints at past danger survived. Her lips, when not pressed into their current serious line, would be naturally full and expressive.

"I should inspect this myself," she decides, her professional concern overriding any suspicion about my presence in restricted areas. "Can you describe exactly where you noticed this device?"

As she pulls out a secure tablet to make notes, I seize my opportunity. With practiced casualness, I reach out as if to point at something on her screen, ensuring my fingers brush against the exposed skin of her wrist where her sleeve has ridden up slightly. The contact lasts less than two seconds—barely noticeable to an observer—but it's all I need to deliver the Touch.

The transformation is immediate but subtle—a testament to her professional training. Her breath catches audibly, her pupils dilating so rapidly it's as if someone dimmed the lights in the hallway. A faint flush creeps up from her collar, spreading across her copper cheeks in a wave she cannot control. The tablet trembles almost imperceptibly in her suddenly unsteady hands.

"Captain?" I ask with feigned concern. "Are you alright?"

She blinks rapidly, her throat working as she swallows hard. The internal battle playing across her features is fascinating to witness—the Touch igniting primal desires that war against decades of discipline and loyalty. Unlike Zara's quick surrender or Rivka's intellectual rationalization of her new needs, Jamila fights it with everything she has, her training and sense of duty providing a resistance I rarely encounter.

"I'm fine," she manages, her voice huskier than before. "Just... a momentary dizziness. The schedule has been demanding with the Western journalists' visit."

But even as she makes excuses, her body betrays her. Her nipples have hardened visibly against her uniform jacket, the fabric suddenly seeming too constraining across her chest. She shifts her weight from one foot to the other, pressing her thighs together beneath her tactical pants as the first waves of uncontrollable arousal wash through her.

"Perhaps we should discuss this security matter somewhere more private," I suggest, my voice deliberately pitched lower. "We wouldn't want to alarm the staff unnecessarily."

Her eyes meet mine, and I see the exact moment when desire overcomes duty—the shift from professional assessment to primal recognition. Whatever loyalty algorithms ran in her brain have been rewritten by the Touch, her entire focus narrowing to the new, overwhelming need I've awakened.

"Yes," she agrees, her accent thickening slightly as control slips. "There's a... monitoring office nearby. Soundproofed. With independent security systems."

The strategic part of her mind is still functioning, calculating the safest place to surrender to these new urges without detection. It's what makes her so valuable—the Touch doesn't create mindless slaves, but willing accomplices who still possess all their skills and knowledge.

"Lead the way, Captain," I instruct, gesturing for her to precede me.

She moves with forced composure, her normally fluid gait now slightly stiff as she fights against the sensations building between her thighs. I follow, admiring how the tactical pants hug the curves of her ass with each step. Her hand trembles slightly as she presses it against a biometric scanner beside an unmarked door, the green light confirming her identity before the heavy panel slides open with a soft pneumatic hiss.

"After you, Mr. Hammond," she says, standing aside to let me enter first—a security professional's instinct to never allow someone else to enter a room ahead of them, battling against her new, overwhelming urge to please me.

I step past her into the darkened security office, close enough that our bodies brush together in the narrow doorway. The contact, though brief, draws a small gasp from her lips—a sound so unlike her controlled demeanor that it might as well be a scream of need.

The door slides shut behind us with the same soft hiss, sealing us into complete privacy. Inside this room, Captain Jamila's world is about to change forever—and with it, the Prince's last line of defense will become my most lethal weapon against him.

The security monitoring office is a testament to the strange marriage of ancient wealth and cutting-edge technology that defines the kingdom. One wall consists entirely of high-resolution displays showing feeds from throughout the palace complex—thermal imaging of the desert perimeter, facial recognition at all entrances, drone footage of the surrounding grounds. The opposite wall houses a weapons locker behind reinforced glass, containing everything from traditional curved daggers to state-of-the-art tactical gear. Between them stands a central command console with holographic projection capabilities, currently displaying a rotating 3D model of the palace with glowing dots representing active security personnel. The room hums with power and secrets—exactly what I came for.

Captain Jamila moves with military precision despite the primal need now coursing through her veins. Her fingers dance across a touchscreen panel by the door, activating a series of security protocols that make the displays briefly flicker.

"Privacy mode engaged," announces a computerized voice in Arabic, then English. "All recordings suspended. Command authorization: Al-Fayeed, Jamila, Captain, Royal Security Division."

"No one can see or hear us now," she explains, her voice huskier than in the hallway, the professional mask beginning to crack. "This room is completely isolated from surveillance networks."

"Convenient," I observe, leaning against the central console, studying her with predatory interest. "Do you often bring men to your secure command post, Captain?"

"Never," she answers honestly, her training still compelling truthfulness even as the Touch rewires her priorities. "This violates every protocol I've established."

That admission—the acknowledgment of her own breaking—seems to trigger something within her. With sudden decisive movement, she reaches for the fasteners of her uniform jacket, unclipping security devices and removing her sidearm to place them carefully on a nearby shelf. The calculated, methodical way she disarms herself is strangely erotic—each piece of equipment representing a layer of her defenses being voluntarily surrendered.

The jacket comes off first, revealing a fitted black tactical shirt underneath that does little to hide the surprisingly generous breasts straining against the material. She removes her communications earpiece next, placing it beside her weapons—symbolically cutting herself off from the security apparatus she commands.

"I should arrest you," she says, her fingers now working at the hem of her shirt, pulling it upward with agonizing slowness. "You've breached restricted areas. Used some kind of... drug or technique on me."

"But you won't," I reply confidently, making no move to help or hurry her. "Because you want what's coming next more than you want to uphold security protocols."

The shirt clears her head, revealing a utilitarian black sports bra that constrains what are clearly far larger breasts than her uniform suggested. Despite their confinement, the curves strain against the fabric, defying the military functionality of the garment with their feminine abundance.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she admits, her hands moving to the clasp of her tactical pants. "I've never... this isn't me."

"I think it is you," I counter softly. "Just a version you've never allowed yourself to acknowledge."

The pants slide down legs that combine feminine curves with athletic muscle—thighs powerful enough to snap a man's neck, yet shaped with a beauty that no amount of tactical training could diminish. She steps out of her boots and pants in one practiced movement, standing before me in just the sports bra and simple black briefs that speak more of function than seduction.

"Release your hair," I command, not moving from my position against the console.

Her hands move to the severe bun at the nape of her neck, pulling out pins until a cascade of midnight-black waves tumbles past her shoulders. The transformation is remarkable—with her hair freed and most of her uniform removed, she shifts from intimidating security commander to something far more primal. The dichotomy of her appearance—the hard-earned muscles of her abdomen and arms contrasting with the softness of her hips and the fullness of her constrained breasts—creates a visual tension that sends blood rushing to my already hardening cock.

"The bra," I direct, my voice deliberately casual. "Take it off."

Her hands move behind her back, unclasping the functional garment before letting it fall away. The breasts that spring free defy physics and expectations—large, full, and impossibly perky for their size, with dark nipples already hardened to tight peaks. They're the kind of breasts that would make men stare in disbelief if they knew what the severe uniform concealed—natural perfection that seems at odds with her otherwise athletic physique.

"My god," I breathe, genuine appreciation breaking through my calculated demeanor. "The Prince has no idea what his head of security is hiding under that uniform, does he?"

"No one does," she admits, a flash of vulnerability crossing her features before the Touch drowns it in renewed desire. "The briefs too?"

I nod, watching as she hooks her thumbs in the waistband and slides them down toned legs to stand completely naked before me. Her pubic area is trimmed to a neat triangle, maintained with the same precision she applies to every aspect of her life. Between her slightly (continued)

Between her slightly parted thighs, I can see the evidence of her arousal already glistening on her inner lips. The Touch has done its work thoroughly, overriding whatever discipline and control she normally maintains.

I push away from the console and approach her slowly, circling her as I did with Zara—a predator assessing prey. She remains at attention, military training holding her spine straight even in her nakedness. Only the rapid rise and fall of her magnificent breasts betrays her inner turmoil.

"You're magnificent," I tell her, stopping directly behind her, close enough that she can feel my breath on her neck but not quite touching. "A perfect weapon—deadly, precise, and beautiful."

"I am not a weapon," she responds automatically, her training asserting itself. "I am a protector."

"And who do you protect, Captain Jamila?" I ask, moving closer until my clothed body presses against her naked back. My hands come around to cup her breasts, feeling their surprising weight and softness. "A man who strikes servants for bringing the wrong vintage of wine?"

She stiffens slightly at my words, but doesn't pull away from my touch. "How did you—"

"I see everything," I interrupt, my thumbs brushing across her nipples, drawing a sharp intake of breath from her. "Including the things the Prince thinks no one notices."

My hands knead her breasts with increasing pressure, appreciating how they overflow my grip despite their firmness. Against her back, my erection presses insistently through my pants, a promise of what's coming. One hand slides down her taut stomach to the junction of her thighs, finding her sex embarrassingly wet with need.

"Turn around," I command, releasing her suddenly.

She complies with military quickness, turning to face me. Her eyes—dark and intelligent—search mine for some explanation of the internal revolution happening within her body. I don't give her time to think, grabbing her shoulders and spinning her to face the wall of security monitors, bending her forward until her hands brace against the screens displaying feeds from throughout the palace.

The image is perfect—the head of royal security naked and positioned for taking, her body silhouetted against the very systems she's sworn to maintain. On the screens, oblivious guards patrol distant corridors while their commander prepares to betray everything she's sworn to protect.

I free my cock from my pants, not bothering to undress further. The power dynamic is enhanced by my remaining clothed while she stands completely exposed. Positioning myself behind her, I run my shaft through her soaked folds, coating myself in her abundant wetness.

"Tell me about the patrol rotations," I say conversationally, as if requesting mundane information during a briefing.

"What?" she gasps, confusion momentarily breaking through her arousal.

I press just the head of my cock against her entrance, a promise without fulfillment. "The patrol rotations," I repeat calmly. "Tell me when the blind spots occur."

The internal conflict plays out across her face, reflected in the darkened screens before her—duty warring with desperate need. The Touch ensures which side will win, but her resistance is impressive nonetheless.

"Northern quadrant changes at 0200," she finally relents, the information spilling from her lips. "Fifteen-minute gap in coverage of the east wing during shift change. Western perimeter drone surveillance has a three-minute reboot cycle at midnight."

I reward each revelation by pushing slightly deeper, giving her a few more inches of what she now craves above all else. Her hands press harder against the monitors, fingers splayed across tactical displays of the very vulnerabilities she's exposing.

"The Prince's private exit route," I prompt, withdrawing slightly, using my cock as both incentive and punishment. "Where is it?"

"Underground tunnel," she gasps, pushing back against me to recapture what I've withdrawn. "From his study to the vehicle bay. Biometric locks. I can... I can give you the override codes."

That admission—her willingness to compromise the royal family's emergency escape—deserves special recognition. I thrust forward with sudden force, burying myself to the hilt inside her in one powerful movement. She cries out, a sound caught between shock and ecstasy, her inner walls clenching around me in greedy welcome.

"Good girl," I praise, establishing a hard, punishing rhythm that has the sturdy monitoring station shaking with each impact. "Now the automated defense systems. Tell me how to neutralize them."

She speaks between gasps, military precision somehow maintained despite the brutal pace of my thrusts. Technical details pour from her lips—access codes, system vulnerabilities, patrol blind spots—each revelation punctuated by increasingly desperate moans as her body responds to being taken so roughly.

"The system..." she pants, her professional composure crumbling as pleasure builds. "Central hub in the basement level. Deactivation code is Alpha-Tango-Seven-Nine-Echo-Delta."

My hands move from her hips to her swinging breasts, grabbing them roughly, using them like handles to pull her back onto my cock with each forward drive. Their weight and softness in my palms is exquisite—firm yet yielding, defying the athletic hardness of the rest of her body.

"And the Prince's personal security detail?" I demand, never slowing my pace, each word punctuated by the sound of skin slapping against skin. "How many? What training?"

"Six men," she gasps, head falling forward as the questioning and fucking intensify simultaneously. "Ex-special forces. Rotations of... oh god... three at all times. Weakest point during prayer times when..."

Her voice trails off as my hand slides around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with practiced precision. The dual stimulation pushes her quickly toward climax, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft in anticipation.

"When what, Captain?" I press, my fingers working faster against her clit even as I maintain the relentless pace of my thrusts. "Finish your report."

"During prayer times," she forces out through clenched teeth, fighting to complete her thought as pleasure threatens to overwhelm her. "When half the detail joins him in the prayer room. Only three remain outside. Best time to... oh fuck!"

Her body convulses around me as orgasm tears through her with military efficiency—powerful, intense, and precisely targeted. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock with shocking strength, rippling and pulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through her. I continue driving into her through her climax, extracting maximum information during this moment of complete vulnerability.

"And the communications blackout protocol?" I whisper directly into her ear as her body still trembles with aftershocks. "How would one initiate a total comms failure?"

"Server room," she gasps, her voice wrecked from screaming through her orgasm. "East corridor, sublevel two. Physical kill switch requires dual authentication but... the emergency override is my personal code. 93571-Jamila-Falcon."

With each confession, she betrays her sworn duty more completely, and with each betrayal, the Touch rewards her with pulses of renewed pleasure. It's a perfect feedback loop—the more she helps me destroy her Prince's security, the more intense her physical gratification.

I feel my own climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine with each thrust into her tight heat. The physical sensation is exquisite, but it's the strategic victory that truly excites me—each piece of intelligence she surrenders bringing me one step closer to the Prince's destruction.

With a growl of effort, I pull out completely, spinning her around to face me. She understands immediately what I want, dropping to her knees before me, her face upturned in perfect presentation. The head of royal security, the woman responsible for protecting the kingdom's most valuable assets, now kneels naked before the greatest threat those assets have ever faced.

I stroke myself rapidly, my free hand tangling in her loose black hair to hold her steady. "Open your mouth," I command. "Show me what that military discipline is good for."

She complies instantly, parting her lips and extending her tongue slightly. The expression in her eyes is complex—shame at her betrayal mingling with the overwhelming need the Touch has created, professional pride somehow still intact even in this most unprofessional position.

The first pulse hits her left cheek, a thick rope of white against her copper skin. The second lands across her parted lips and extended tongue. I continue stroking, marking every inch of her beautiful face—her forehead, her right cheek, her chin—until she's thoroughly covered in my seed. Some drips down to her breasts, creating stark white trails against her darker skin.

She remains motionless, accepting my marking without complaint or disgust. The sight is obscenely perfect—the fearsome head of royal security kneeling naked on the floor of her command center, face covered in cum, security monitors behind her displaying the palace she's just compromised.

When I've emptied myself completely, she swallows what landed in her mouth, her eyes never leaving mine. The military precision extends even to this—efficient, thorough, complete in her new mission of pleasing me.

"Good work, Captain," I tell her, tucking myself away and straightening my clothing while she remains naked and marked before me. "You've been most helpful."

Something like awareness begins to return to her eyes as the immediate surge of the Touch recedes slightly. Not regret—that won't come while the magic still flows in her veins—but recognition of the magnitude of what she's just done.

"What happens now?" she asks, her voice steadier than I expected from someone in her position.

I reach down to help her to her feet, an unexpected courtesy that momentarily confuses her. "Now you return to your duties as if nothing has changed," I explain, handing her the sports bra from the floor. "You'll maintain all security protocols exactly as before, except for the specific adjustments I'll require at certain times."

She nods, military training allowing her to process and accept new mission parameters even as her body still trembles with aftershocks of pleasure. The Touch ensures her loyalty to me now supersedes her duty to the Crown, but her professionalism remains intact—a perfect agent hiding in plain sight.

"And the Prince?" she asks, beginning to dress with the same efficiency with which she stripped, though her hands tremble slightly as she fastens her tactical pants.

I smile, moving toward the door but pausing to look back at the security feeds showing the oblivious royal family going about their evening routines. "The Prince will learn that true security can't be purchased or commanded—a lesson I suspect will come too late to be of any practical use to him."

As Captain Jamila finishes securing her uniform, wiping the last traces of my release from her face with a tactical cloth, I can see the transformation settling within her. The Touch has rewired her loyalty circuits permanently—she is now my asset within the very heart of the security apparatus designed to stop me. And judging by the information she's just provided, the Prince's defenses are far more vulnerable than he believes.

"I'll contact you when I need you," I tell her as she reactivates the room's normal security protocols. "Until then, no one can know about our arrangement."

"Understood," she responds with military crispness, though her eyes still hold the heated promise of future encounters. She hesitates, then adds: "I should warn you—there's another security system, one not in any of our official documents."

I raise an eyebrow, genuinely surprised at this additional offering.

"The Prince has a personal failsafe," she explains quietly. "A kill switch that would lock down the entire complex in case of betrayal from within. Only he and his most trusted advisor have access."

"And where is this kill switch located?" I ask, filing this critical intelligence away.

"Behind his personal prayer altar," she reveals. "Disguised as an ancient manuscript case. Biometric lock keyed to his fingerprint and retinal scan."

I nod appreciatively—this final piece of information might be the most valuable of all. "You've served me well, Captain. I won't forget it."

As I slip out of the security office, leaving Captain Jamila to resume her duties with my seed still drying on her breasts beneath her uniform, I mentally update my attack plan. With the Princess, the architect, and now the head of security all compromised, the Prince's defenses have been neutralized from within. All that remains is the final stroke—and for that, I already know exactly which royal throat will serve my purpose best.


Chapter 9

Night has settled over the kingdom like a velvet shroud studded with diamonds, the vast desert beyond the city limits swallowed by darkness while the metropolis itself glitters with artificial constellations. I stand on the royal suite's massive private balcony, my naked body bathed in the cool evening breeze that carries hints of desert spice and distant wealth. The balcony is larger than most apartments I've occupied—a sprawling marble platform suspended hundreds of feet above the city, with ornate railings of gold-plated steel and infinity pools that create the illusion of water merging with sky at the edges. This perch was designed for a god-king to survey his domain; tonight, it serves as the stage for his wife's continued debasement.

Princess Zara emerges from the suite's interior, naked as I commanded, her caramel skin gleaming in the subtle lighting designed to flatter royal bodies. Her dark hair falls loose around her shoulders, moving gently in the night breeze like living silk. Without her carefully selected designer clothes and royal jewels, she looks younger, more vulnerable—yet also more authentic. The Touch has stripped away more than her garments; it's peeled back the layers of conditioning and protocol that formed her royal armor.

"Come," I beckon, extending my hand toward her.

She glides across the marble with practiced grace, the deportment training of royal life now serving my purposes rather than the Crown's. When she reaches me, her hands move immediately to my chest, fingers exploring the contours of my muscles with reverent appreciation.

"My husband is meeting with his cabinet," she whispers, her voice carrying a thrill of forbidden excitement. "They're just three floors below us."

"Let them plan their little economic strategies," I reply, pulling her against me, feeling the softness of her breasts press against my chest. "While the real power in this kingdom kneels before me."

I capture her mouth with mine, kissing her deeply, possessively. Her lips part instantly, her tongue meeting mine with eager submission. She tastes expensive—like rare herbal tea and privilege—a flavor unique to women who have never known want or limitation. My hands roam her body with deliberate roughness, squeezing her ass, pulling her tighter against my already hardening cock.

Her arms wrap around my neck, body molding against mine as if trying to absorb me through her skin. The kissing intensifies, becomes hungrier, more desperate on her part. The Touch ensures she craves me with an addiction no rehabilitation could ever cure—a need that supersedes duty, dignity, and dynastic obligation.

I walk her backward toward the balcony's edge, our lips still locked together, until her back presses against the golden railing. Breaking the kiss, I spin her around to face the glittering cityscape spread below us like a jeweled carpet. My arms encircle her from behind, one hand cupping her breast possessively while the other slides between her thighs to find her already wet.

"Look at your kingdom," I murmur against her ear, my fingers stroking her slick folds with practiced skill. "All that wealth, all that power, and yet here you are—wet and desperate for a foreigner's touch."

She moans, pressing back against me, her head falling against my shoulder as my fingers circle her clit with deliberate pressure. "It was never really my kingdom," she confesses, voice thick with arousal. "Just another gilded cage."

"And now?" I prompt, biting her earlobe gently, my erection pressing against the small of her back.

"Now I'm yours," she whispers, the words carrying across the night air like a sacred vow.

I release her suddenly, stepping back. "Prove it."

She understands immediately, turning to face me before sinking gracefully to her knees on the cool marble. In this position, with the city lights behind her, she creates a silhouette of perfect submission—the royal princess kneeling before me, the kingdom she represents spread out below us as witness to her surrender.

The symbolism isn't lost on either of us. Her eyes meet mine as she settles on her knees, hands resting on her thighs in a posture that could almost be mistaken for prayer if not for the naked desire written across her features.

"May I?" she asks, formal palace etiquette incongruously applied to this most informal of acts.

I nod, watching as she reaches for my cock with elegant hands that bear the subtle marks of a lifetime of luxury—perfectly manicured nails, skin softened by exotic oils and treatments, fingers that have never known labor beyond the turning of book pages or the lifting of crystal glasses.

Those patrician hands wrap around my shaft with surprising skill, stroking me to full hardness before she leans forward to place a single, delicate kiss on the head. The contrast between the refined grace of the gesture and the obscenity of the act itself—a princess kissing a commoner's cock—sends a jolt of pleasure up my spine.

She begins slowly, reverently, her tongue tracing the underside of my shaft from base to tip in long, wet strokes. Her eyes remain fixed on mine, gauging my reactions, learning what brings me pleasure. When her lips finally close around the head, taking me into the wet heat of her mouth, I have to suppress a groan at the exquisite sensation.

"That's it," I encourage, threading my fingers through her silky hair. "Show me how a princess worships."

She takes me deeper, hollowing her cheeks to create perfect suction as she begins a slow, rhythmic bobbing of her head. Her technique is surprisingly accomplished for a woman raised in palace seclusion—perhaps the Prince's tastes run similar to mine, or perhaps the Touch has unlocked some innate talent previously constrained by royal propriety.

Beyond and below her kneeling form, the city continues its nighttime activities, oblivious to the royal debasement occurring high above. Traffic moves along illuminated arteries, late-working office lights punctuate glass towers, the distant sparkle of the financial district reminds me of the wealth this kingdom hoards while its migrant workers suffer in squalid conditions.

My conquest of the Princess is more than sexual—it's the first domino in the collapse of this hypocritical regime. As her lips slide expertly along my shaft, I mentally catalog the information gathered from my various compromised assets: Zara's intelligence about the Prince's private communications, Dr. Nazari's architectural insights into Neom City's vulnerabilities, and now Captain Jamila's security codes and patrol schedules. Each woman serving a purpose beyond mere pleasure, though the pleasure is considerable.

"Faster," I command, tightening my grip in her hair, guiding her movements now rather than allowing her to set the pace.

She complies instantly, increasing her speed, her hands moving to cup my balls with delicate pressure that belies the urgency of her mouth's movements. The wet, obscene sounds of her efforts fill the night air, mingling with the distant urban soundtrack of the city below.

I begin to thrust slightly, meeting her downward movements with upward drives of my hips, pushing deeper into her throat than she's been taking me. She gags slightly but adjusts quickly, relaxing her throat to accommodate my increasing aggression.

"Look at me," I demand, using my grip on her hair to angle her face upward.

Her eyes—dark and glistening with tears from the effort of taking me deeply—lock onto mine. The surrender in them is absolute, the Princess completely given over to her new purpose as my royal cocksleeve. Each thrust into her willing mouth is a direct assault on her husband's authority, every moan she makes around my shaft a renunciation of her dynastic obligations.

I increase the pace further, fucking her face now rather than being serviced by her. My free hand moves to her throat, feeling my own cock moving within it—a perverse external monitoring of my internal invasion. Her throat constricts around me with each thrust, the muscles working to accommodate my size while fighting against her body's natural rejection response.

"That's it," I growl, my fingers pressing against the sides of her neck, feeling the pulse of blood beneath royal skin. "Take it all like the good little pet you've become."

Tears stream freely down her face now, mascara creating dark tracks on her perfect cheekbones. Saliva drips from her stretched lips, pooling on her breasts and the marble floor beneath her. The pristine Princess transformed into a debauched mess by nothing more than my cock and my words.

My pace becomes punishing, each thrust forcing small, choked sounds from her throat that echo across the balcony. Her hands have moved to my thighs, not pushing me away but steadying herself against the onslaught. Even in submission, she maintains the innate grace that royal training has ingrained in her—somehow elegant despite the obscenity of her current position.

The city continues to twinkle below us, unaware that its Princess kneels in service to the man who will soon bring its ruling family to its knees. Each light represents citizens who believe in the Prince's progressive vision, unaware that their leader is a hypocrite whose wife now services another man in his own palace.

I feel my climax building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine with each thrust into her royal mouth. But I hold back, controlling the rising tide of pleasure. There's one more hole to claim before this night is complete—the final territory to conquer before the Princess belongs to me entirely.

With effort, I pull back, withdrawing from her mouth completely. She gasps for breath, looking up at me with confusion and disappointment, her lips swollen and slick with saliva, her chest heaving as she gulps air into her deprived lungs.

"Turn around," I command, my voice rough with restrained desire. "Face your kingdom. It's time to claim what your husband has kept as his exclusive territory."

With firm hands on her shoulders, I guide Zara to turn and face the sprawling cityscape. She moves with the fluid grace that royal training has ingrained in her, a lifetime of deportment lessons now serving my purposes rather than the monarchy's. I position her at the marble balustrade, pressing between her shoulder blades until she bends forward over the railing, her perfect breasts hanging suspended hundreds of feet above her husband's kingdom. The cool night breeze caresses our naked bodies, carrying the distant sounds of city life—car horns, music from rooftop clubs, the muezzin's recorded call to evening prayer floating from minarets. None of those people going about their lives below can see their Princess bent over like a common whore, but the symbolism sends electricity through my veins. This final conquest will happen in full view of the society she was raised to represent, the ultimate defiance of the Prince's authority in his own palace.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, kicking her feet farther apart with my own.

She complies instantly, adjusting her stance to create a more vulnerable, accessible position. In this posture—bent over the balcony railing, legs spread, back arched—she creates a silhouette of perfect submission against the glittering backdrop of the city. Her hands grip the gold-plated rail, knuckles whitening with tension born of anticipation rather than fear.

"Do you know what I'm going to take from you now?" I ask, my palm sliding down the elegant curve of her spine to rest at the small of her back.

"Yes," she whispers, her voice barely audible above the gentle night breeze. "The last part of me he considers exclusively his."

Her admission confirms what I suspected—the Prince, for all his progressive public rhetoric, maintains traditional attitudes in private, including the medieval notion that his wife's ass is his exclusive territory. The knowledge makes this final conquest even sweeter.

I trail my fingers between her ass cheeks, feeling her tense slightly as I circle her puckered entrance. Despite her obvious nervousness, she doesn't pull away or object. The Touch ensures her compliance, transforms apprehension into arousal, makes her crave even this invasion.

"Have you done this before?" I ask, pressing my thumb lightly against the tight ring of muscle.

"Only... only with him," she admits. "On our wedding night. And rarely since. He says it's... not proper for regular use."

I laugh softly, the sound carrying across the night air. "Nothing we've done together has been proper, Princess."

From my discarded pants, I retrieve a small vial of lubricant I brought specifically for this purpose. The click of the cap opening seems unnaturally loud in the night air. I pour a generous amount onto my fingers before returning to her exposed position.

"Relax," I instruct as I press one slick finger against her entrance. "This is happening whether you're ready or not, but it will be easier if you don't fight it."

She takes a deep breath, consciously relaxing her muscles as my finger breaches the tight ring. The sensation draws a soft gasp from her lips, her body initially resisting before yielding to the intrusion. I work my finger deeper, feeling the incredible tightness that confirms how rarely this passage has been used.

"Good girl," I praise, adding a second finger, stretching her carefully despite my dominant words. "Learning your true purpose."

Her breathing becomes shallow and rapid as I prepare her, scissoring my fingers to gradually loosen the resistant muscles. Despite the discomfort she must feel, her body responds with increasing arousal—a fresh gush of wetness coating her inner thighs from her untouched pussy, her nipples hardening further in the cool night air.

When I feel she's ready, I withdraw my fingers and coat my cock liberally with the remaining lubricant. Positioning myself behind her, I press the head against her prepared entrance, feeling the initial resistance of muscles still unaccustomed to invasion.

"Remember," I tell her, one hand gripping her hip while the other tangles in her hair, "this is how you serve me now. With every hole, every breath, every thought."

With that declaration, I push forward, breaching the tight ring with the head of my cock. She cries out—a sharp sound of pain mingled with forbidden pleasure that echoes across the balcony. I pause momentarily, allowing her body to adjust to the invasion, before pressing deeper in a slow, inexorable advance.

"Oh god," she gasps, her voice strained, her knuckles white against the golden railing. "It's too much. I can't—"

"You can," I interrupt, continuing my steady progress. "And you will."

Inch by inch, I claim this final territory, feeling her body gradually surrender to the invasion. The tightness is exquisite—a vice-like grip that sends waves of pleasure shooting up my spine. When I'm finally buried to the hilt, her ass pressed flush against my hips, we both remain still for a moment, adjusting to the intense sensation.

Below us, the city continues its nighttime activities, oblivious to the royal debasement occurring high above. From this height, I can see the palace's main entrance, where official vehicles occasionally arrive or depart, carrying dignitaries and officials who would be scandalized beyond words if they could see their Princess currently impaled on a foreign cock.

"I'm going to move now," I inform her, my hands gripping her hips firmly. "Every thrust is another piece of your husband's authority I'm taking away."

I withdraw slowly until just the head remains inside her before driving forward again with controlled force. The sensation draws simultaneous gasps from both of us—her body gripping me with incredible tightness, my cock stretching her in ways she's rarely experienced.

I establish a measured rhythm at first, allowing her body time to adapt to the invasion. Each thrust becomes slightly easier as her muscles relax, accepting my presence inside this most intimate passage. Her initial whimpers of discomfort gradually transform into moans of reluctant pleasure as I find angles that stimulate nerve endings she perhaps didn't know she possessed.

"That's it," I encourage as she begins to push back against me, meeting my thrusts with cautious movements of her own. "Show me how a Princess takes it in the ass."

My crude words draw a shudder from her that has nothing to do with physical discomfort. The degradation excites her now—another gift of the Touch that has rewired her responses to find pleasure in her own debasement. One hand moves from her hip to her hair, gathering the silky mass in my fist and pulling back sharply, forcing her to arch her spine at an almost painful angle.

"Look at your kingdom," I command, using my grip to direct her gaze downward toward the sprawling city. "Look at all those people who bow and scrape before you, who would give their lives to protect your honor. And here you are, taking a commoner's cock in your royal ass like a two-credit whore."

She moans, the crude description sending another flood of arousal through her body that I feel in the way she clenches around my invading shaft. My pace increases, the initial care giving way to more forceful thrusts that have her gasping with each impact. The sound of skin slapping against skin mingles with her increasingly vocal responses, creating an obscene soundtrack that carries across the night air.

My free hand reaches around her body to find her neglected pussy, fingers sliding through the abundant wetness to circle her clit. The dual stimulation pushes her quickly toward climax, her body trembling beneath my assault. The sensation of her anal passage clenching rhythmically around my cock as orgasm approaches sends me hurtling toward my own release.

"You're going to come like this," I tell her, my voice rough with exertion. "With my cock in your ass and your husband's kingdom watching. Show them what you really are."

The command, coupled with increasing pressure on her clit, triggers her climax with stunning intensity. Her entire body convulses beneath me, a cry torn from her throat that sounds like both surrender and liberation. Her ass clenches around me with surprising strength, rippling and pulsing as waves of pleasure crash through her.

The physical sensation of her orgasmic contractions around my shaft, combined with the psychological triumph of making the Princess come from anal penetration in full view of her husband's domain, pushes me over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself completely inside her and erupt, painting her inner walls with hot pulses of release.

The sensation of marking her this way—of leaving my seed deep inside the Prince's most exclusive territory—sends aftershocks of pleasure through me that seem to go on and on. I continue to thrust shallowly through our shared climax, prolonging the pleasure for both of us until the last tremors subside.

When I finally stop, we're both panting, covered in sweat despite the cool night breeze. I remain inside her for a moment longer, savoring the symbolic victory as much as the physical pleasure. My cum now fills all three of the Princess's holes—mouth, pussy, and ass—marking her as thoroughly claimed territory.

Slowly, I withdraw, watching with satisfaction as a trickle of my seed escapes her well-fucked ass, running down her inner thigh like a lewd declaration of conquest. She remains bent over the railing, legs trembling from the intensity of our encounter, waiting for further instruction like the well-trained pet she's become.

"Turn around," I command, releasing my grip on her hair. "Clean me."

She understands immediately, straightening on unsteady legs before sinking to her knees before me. Without hesitation or disgust, she takes my softening cock into her mouth, her tongue working diligently to clean every trace of our encounter from my shaft. The act—taking herself from her mouth after being in her ass—represents the final degradation, the complete surrender of whatever dignity remained.

When she finishes, she looks up at me with an expression of reverent satisfaction, her lips glistening with saliva, her body marked by my hands and cock, my seed leaking from her most intimate places. The Princess of Zaraab, reduced to a willing vessel for my pleasure.

"Go back to your husband now," I tell her, stroking her cheek with mock tenderness. "Carry my cum inside you while you sit beside him at dinner. Feel it dripping out of you during state functions. Remember who you truly belong to now."

She nods, rising gracefully to her feet despite the abuse her body has endured. As she turns to gather her discarded robe from a nearby chair, I admire the marks my fingers have left on her hips and ass—temporary brands that she'll secretly cherish as evidence of her true purpose.

"When will I see you again?" she asks, wrapping the silk robe around her naked form—a futile attempt to restore the dignity that has been permanently stripped away.

I smile, looking past her to the palace wing where her husband conducts his business, unaware that his most prized possession now belongs to another. "Soon," I promise. "The endgame approaches. Be ready when I call for you."

She leaves the balcony with one last lingering look, her eyes communicating both gratitude and anticipation. As the door closes behind her, I turn back to the balcony railing, surveying the kingdom spread before me like a feast waiting to be devoured. With the Princess, the architect, and now the head of security all serving my purposes, the Prince's defenses have been neutralized from within.

Tomorrow, his world begins to crumble. Tonight, I savor the taste of victory already within my grasp.


Chapter 10

The Prince's grand ballroom glitters with enough gold to make Fort Knox look modest by comparison. Chandeliers hang like frozen diamond waterfalls above a sea of dignitaries, business moguls, and Saudi royalty mingling in their finest attire. I adjust my custom Tom Ford tuxedo, playing the role of impressed Western investor while mentally calculating how many of the Prince's security personnel I've already compromised through the women under his command. Tonight marks the final phase of my plan, but first, a little entertainment—both for the assembled guests and for myself.

Prince Amir stands at the center of the room, effortlessly commanding attention in traditional royal garb accented with subtle Western touches—a custom Rolex peeking out from beneath his sleeve, Italian leather shoes visible under the hem of his thobe. He raises his hands for silence, and the crowd obediently falls quiet, conversations dying mid-sentence.

"Distinguished guests," he announces, his English carrying that precise combination of foreign accent and Oxford polish that Western audiences find so appealing. "I have arranged a special cultural performance tonight. Please welcome the incomparable Amira, whose dancing has been celebrated from Cairo to Paris."

The lights dim dramatically, leaving only a circular spotlight on the open area that has been cleared in the center of the ballroom. Anticipation ripples through the crowd, but none so keenly as what stirs within me. My sources have briefed me thoroughly on Amira—the Prince's favorite dancer, often summoned for private performances at the palace. Another potential asset to be acquired.

The first notes of music drift through hidden speakers—traditional Arabian instruments blended with subtle contemporary beats. The crowd parts as Amira makes her entrance, and I feel my breath catch despite my practiced control.

She moves like liquid gold poured into human form. Her costume, a masterpiece of strategic revealing and concealing, consists of a heavily beaded halter top in shimmering azure that struggles to contain breasts so perfect they seem almost unreal—full, high, and impossibly firm for their generous size. Each step sends subtle vibrations through those magnificent globes, promising the delights to come when she begins to dance in earnest. The matching hip belt sits low on her waist, exposing a taut stomach adorned with a delicate gold chain and tiny jeweled navel piercing that catches the light with each breath.

Between the abbreviated top and the hip belt lies an expanse of golden-brown skin, toned but soft, culminating in the most tantalizing hip bones I've ever seen—twin ridges that create valleys leading down to treasures concealed only by translucent harem pants that float around her legs like smoke. Her face is a work of art—full lips painted a deep burgundy, eyes enlarged and defined with kohl in the ancient Egyptian tradition, high cheekbones that catch the light as she moves. Her black hair falls in thick waves past her shoulders, adorned with tiny gold coins that create musical tinkling with each movement.

As she takes her position in the spotlight, she meets my eyes briefly—a professional assessment of an audience member, nothing more—but I feel the connection like a physical touch. She begins to dance, and the room collectively holds its breath.

Amira's body transforms music into visual poetry. Her hips circle with hypnotic precision, creating movements so controlled yet fluid they seem to defy the limitations of human anatomy. The beaded fringe on her costume becomes a percussion instrument, accentuating each thrust and rotation with a shimmering sound that blends perfectly with the music. Her stomach muscles ripple in undulations that begin at her ribs and travel downward in waves that make many of the men in the audience shift uncomfortably in their seats.

But it's her breasts that draw my gaze despite my practiced indifference to female charms. As she transitions into more energetic movements, those magnificent globes bounce and sway within their beaded confinement, threatening at any moment to escape their inadequate prison. The fabric strains with each movement, creating glimpses of shadow and depth that suggest the perfection beneath. When she executes a series of rapid hip drops, her entire upper body shimmies in response, setting those breasts in motion in ways that send blood rushing to my groin despite my iron self-control.

I sip my champagne, observing not just her but the room's reaction to her. The Prince watches with the proprietary pride of a man displaying a prized possession. The Western businessmen stare with undisguised lust barely masked as cultural appreciation. The women in attendance regard her with a complex mixture of admiration, envy, and disdain. And all the while, I calculate angles, openings, vulnerabilities—the dancer is a perfect final addition to my collection of the Prince's women, a symbolic taking of his entertainment as I prepare to take his kingdom.

When she spins, her hair whips around her in a black tornado, the gold coins catching the light like stars in motion. Her flexibility becomes increasingly apparent as she drops into a backbend so deep her hair brushes the floor, her breasts pointing skyward in defiance of gravity, her exposed throat creating a line of vulnerability that sends primal signals of submission directly to the male hindbrain. Then she rises in one fluid motion that should be impossible without using her hands, her abdominal control suggesting other, more intimate skills.

The music reaches its crescendo, and Amira concludes her performance with a series of spins that gradually slow until she freezes in a final pose of submission—kneeling, head bowed, arms extended toward the Prince in offering. The room erupts in applause, the sound breaking the spell she's cast over the audience. She rises gracefully, accepting the adulation with practiced humility before backing away from the spotlight.

I set down my champagne glass and begin moving through the crowd with casual purpose, tracking her exit through a side door. The security personnel stationed throughout the room pay me no special attention—Captain Jamila's new programming ensures I have free rein throughout the palace tonight. I slip through the same door moments after Amira, finding myself in a plush corridor clearly designed for the comfort and privacy of the entertainment.

Following the sound of soft movement, I locate her in a private antechamber furnished with comfortable seating, bottles of water, and a large mirror surrounded by theatrical lighting. She's dabbing her face with a towel when I enter, her back to me, giving me a perfect view of how the costume's open back dips nearly to the base of her spine, revealing a smooth expanse of skin glistening with the exertion of her performance.

"You're not supposed to be back here," she says without turning, catching my reflection in the mirror. Her voice carries the same musical quality as her movements, accented but precise.

"I wanted to personally express my appreciation for your performance," I reply, moving closer. "You dance as if the music lives inside your body."

Now she turns, professional smile in place—the polite, practiced expression of a performer accustomed to dealing with admirers without encouraging them. "Thank you, sir. That's very kind. But this area is reserved for—"

I extend my hand to her. "Jack Hammond. I'm working closely with the Prince on his Neom City project."

It's the perfect opening. Professional courtesy demands she accept the handshake despite her reluctance. Her fingers meet mine, warm and slightly damp from her exertion, and I activate the Kama Sutra Touch instantly.

The transformation is immediate and breathtaking. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating so rapidly they almost swallow the brown irises entirely. Her lips part on a silent gasp, color flooding her cheeks that has nothing to do with her recent performance. The professional smile melts away like ice under desert sun, replaced by an expression of such naked want that it transforms her from beautiful performer to creature of pure desire in the space of a heartbeat.

"I..." she begins, but loses the thread of her thought as the Touch works through her system. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, those magnificent breasts straining against their beaded confines with each accelerated breath. "What's happening to me?"

I smile, releasing her hand but maintaining eye contact. "Something you've needed for a very long time, Amira. Something real, beyond the performance."

She takes a step toward me, professional boundaries forgotten, cultural restrictions obliterated by ancient magic. Her hand reaches for me, trembling with need so powerful it overrides decades of conditioning and restraint. "Please," she whispers, the single word laden with desperate longing. "Touch me again."

Amira's trembling fingers reach for the clasps of her costume with desperate urgency. The professional dancer's practiced grace abandons her as she tears at the beaded material like a woman possessed. The halter top gives way first, beads scattering across the floor like expensive raindrops, revealing breasts that surpass my highest expectations. They spill free, massive yet defying gravity, capped with large, dark nipples already hardened into tight peaks.

"God help me," she gasps, her accent thickening with arousal as she claws at the hip belt. "I need... I need..."

"Let me," I offer, stepping closer to assist, but she's too far gone in her desperation to wait. With strength that surprises me, she rips the belt clean off, sending more beads cascading across the antechamber floor. The translucent harem pants follow, kicked away with a dancer's flourish that leaves her standing before me in nothing but a tiny jeweled G-string that does nothing to hide her arousal.

My god, her body is spectacular—the result of decades of rigorous dance training combined with genetic lottery-winning curves. Her stomach is a marvel of definition without masculinity, each muscle clearly visible yet wrapped in a layer of feminine softness that begs for touch. Her thighs, powerful from years of dance, taper to surprisingly delicate ankles adorned with gold bangles that jingle softly with her slightest movement. A thin sheen of perspiration from her performance makes her golden skin glisten under the theatrical lights, creating highlights and shadows that accentuate every perfect curve.

But those breasts—they command attention like twin moons pulling at oceanic tides. They're impossibly large for her athletic frame, yet natural in every movement and bounce. When she reaches up to run fingers through her hair in frustrated need, they shift and sway with hypnotic reality, the skin marked with barely visible blue veins that speak to their authenticity. The areolae are large and dark against her golden skin, pebbled with arousal, the nipples themselves standing proud and begging for attention.

"Please," she whimpers, her hands moving to cover herself in a moment of returned modesty before the Touch overrides the impulse, transforming it into a self-caress instead. Her fingers squeeze her own breasts roughly, pinching the nipples with enough force to make her gasp. "I don't understand what's happening to me."

I close the distance between us in two quick strides, my hand replacing hers on one perfect breast, feeling its weight and warmth against my palm. "Don't fight it," I murmur, my free hand tangling in her hair, pulling her head back to expose her throat. "Give in to what you're feeling."

Her response is immediate and electric—her body arching into my touch, a moan escaping those burgundy lips that now part in desperate invitation. I accept, claiming her mouth in a kiss that contains none of the hesitation or politeness of our earlier interaction. Her lips part instantly, her tongue seeking mine with desperate hunger. I squeeze her breast harder, rolling the nipple between thumb and forefinger, drawing a sharp gasp that I swallow with my kiss.

My free hand slides down her back to grab her ass, finding it as toned and perfect as the rest of her. I squeeze hard enough to leave marks, pulling her against me so she can feel my erection through my tuxedo pants. The contact makes her whimper into my mouth, her hips beginning an unconscious grinding motion—the dancer's body finding rhythm even in desperate need.

"Take me," she begs when we break for air, her accent thicker now, colored by desire. "Use me however you want. I've never felt this... this hunger before."

I spin her around with deliberate roughness, pushing her toward the makeup counter that runs along one wall. She bends forward instinctively, dancer's flexibility allowing her to fold nearly in half, her magnificent ass presented to me in perfect invitation. With one hand on her back to keep her in position, I tear away the jeweled G-string, revealing glistening folds already swollen and slick with need.

"Is this what you do for the Prince?" I taunt, freeing my cock from the confines of my pants. "Dance for him and then bend over?"

"No," she gasps, looking back at me over her shoulder, eyes wide with both arousal and honesty. "Never like this. This is... this is madness."

"This is what you need," I correct her, positioning myself at her entrance. Without further warning, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt inside her in a single powerful stroke. The sensation is exquisite—she's incredibly wet yet surprisingly tight, her inner walls gripping my cock like a silken vise.

"Fuck!" she cries out, the English profanity strange and exciting on her accented tongue. Her head falls forward, hair cascading around her face as her body absorbs the shock of my invasion. Before she can recover, I establish a punishing rhythm, driving into her with enough force that the heavy makeup counter shifts slightly with each impact.

Her dancer's training makes her astonishingly responsive—her body adjusts to my rhythm immediately, pushing back to meet each thrust with perfect timing. When I grab a fistful of her hair and pull, she arches her spine into an impossible curve that changes the angle of penetration, drawing matching groans from both of us.

"Your pussy feels amazing," I growl, my free hand reaching beneath her to find and squeeze one swinging breast. "So tight and wet for me."

Her response comes in Arabic, words I don't understand but whose meaning is crystal clear from the desperate tone and the way her inner walls clench around me. Her flexibility becomes my playground as I maneuver her body like a sexual instrument, folding and bending her into positions that maximize my pleasure while targeting her most sensitive spots.

When I pull out and spin her to face me, she moves with fluid grace, transitioning smoothly as I lift her onto the counter. Her legs wrap around my waist instantly, ankles locking behind my back as I drive back into her welcoming heat. The new position allows me to watch her face, to see those professional features—trained to display calculated emotion for audiences—now completely transformed by genuine pleasure.

"Look at me," I command when her eyes begin to close in ecstasy. "I want to see your face when you come."

She forces her heavy lids open, her gaze locking with mine as I pound into her with increasing force. The makeup counter bangs rhythmically against the wall, cosmetics and brushes scattering to the floor, forgotten in our primal coupling. Her magnificent breasts bounce with each impact, hypnotic in their perfect fluid motion.

I capture one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard while still maintaining the punishing pace of my thrusts. The dual stimulation pushes her quickly toward climax, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft in the prelude to orgasm.

"Jack!" she cries, then switches to Arabic, a stream of what must be either prayers or profanities pouring from her lips as she teeters on the edge. "Jack! Na'am! NA'AM!"

Her climax hits with spectacular force, her entire body convulsing as if electrified. Her legs tighten around me with dancer's strength, pulling me impossibly deeper as her pussy contracts around my cock in rhythmic pulses. The sight of her—the controlled, seductive performer now completely undone by pleasure—combined with the exquisite grip of her inner muscles pushes me rapidly toward my own release.

I grab her hips hard enough to bruise, driving into her with renewed vigor as my climax builds. "I'm going to fill you," I growl, feeling the pressure mounting at the base of my spine. "Going to mark you from the inside."

"Yes!" she gasps, her English returning through the haze of pleasure. "Inside me. I need to feel it!"

With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself completely in her welcoming heat and explode, painting her inner walls with hot pulses of release. The sensation of marking her this way—of leaving my seed deep inside the Prince's favorite dancer—sends aftershocks of pleasure through me that seem to go on and on. I continue to thrust shallowly through my climax, prolonging the pleasure for both of us until the last tremors subside.

When I finally still, we're both panting, covered in sweat. I remain inside her for a moment longer, enjoying the way her body continues to pulse gently around my shaft. When I withdraw, a trickle of my seed escapes her well-fucked pussy, running down her inner thigh—visual confirmation of my conquest.

She remains sprawled on the makeup counter, legs still splayed wide, chest heaving with exertion, hair a wild tangle around her flushed face. My cum continues to leak from her, pooling slightly on the expensive countertop beneath her—the Prince's prized dancer marked and claimed on the very furniture he provided for her comfort.

"I never knew," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming my name. "I never knew it could feel like that."

I tuck myself away, fastening my pants as I look down at her debauched form. "Clean yourself up," I tell her, my voice returning to its businesslike tone. "And be ready when I call for you tonight. This was just the beginning."


Chapter 11

I return to my suite with the taste of Amira still on my tongue and the scent of her perfume clinging to my skin. The transformation from pleasure to purpose happens in the space of closing my door—the mask of the hedonistic businessman sliding away to reveal the calculating operative beneath. My suite, ostensibly a guest accommodation for a potential Neom City investor, has become the nerve center of an operation months in the making. Behind the lavish Arabic decor and under the ornate furniture lies enough technology to make the CIA's field operations look like amateur hour. The Prince's hospitality has provided the perfect cover for his own destruction.

I tap a sequence on what appears to be an ordinary thermostat, and panels in the walls slide open silently, revealing screens and equipment that would be more at home in a Silicon Valley startup than a palace guest room. The suite transforms around me—Arabian Nights luxury giving way to cutting-edge digital warfare capabilities. I strip off my tuxedo jacket and remove my cufflinks, each of which contains enough computing power to hack most standard security systems.

The custom-designed command chair rises from beneath what had appeared to be a traditional coffee table, its ergonomic form a stark contrast to the ornate furniture surrounding it. I settle into it, fingers dancing across touch-sensitive surfaces that respond to my unique biometric signature. Screens flicker to life around me, displaying everything from palace security camera feeds (courtesy of Captain Jamila's access codes) to international news networks monitoring the kingdom's activities.

"Irina, are you there?" I speak to the apparently empty room.

The largest screen flickers, and Irina's face appears—sharp Slavic features framed by platinum blonde hair cut in a severe bob, eyes like Arctic ice behind frameless glasses. She sits in what appears to be an identical setup to mine, though her background suggests a location somewhere in Northern Europe.

"I'm here, Jack," she responds, her Russian accent barely detectable after years of international operation. "I see you've been busy with the Prince's entertainment staff." A hint of amusement crosses her otherwise businesslike expression.

"Intelligence gathering takes many forms," I reply with a slight smile. "But now it's time for the endgame. I have the satellite phone frequency."

Her eyes sharpen with interest. The Prince's personal satellite phone has been our white whale—the one piece of technology in the palace that operates on a completely separate network from all other communications. Designed for absolute security in case of coup attempts or terrorist actions, it connects directly to military command, state media, and emergency systems through proprietary frequencies that change according to algorithms known only to the royal security detail.

"How did you get it?" she asks, fingers already moving across keyboards outside the camera frame.

"The head of his security detail proved more cooperative than expected," I answer, remembering how Captain Jamila had surrendered the codes along with her body. "The Touch continues to be remarkably effective."

I connect one of my modified cufflinks to the system, uploading the frequency data to Irina's remote station. Numbers and symbols flash across a secondary screen as the information transfers—the digital keys to the kingdom.

"Perfect," Irina breathes, her usual cool professionalism momentarily breached by excitement. "With this, we can piggyback the AI directly onto his emergency broadcast system. No firewalls, no security protocols to bypass. We'll be riding his own secure channel."

She pulls up schematics and code that represent months of our combined work—the most sophisticated deepfake technology ever created, designed specifically to mimic Prince Amir bin Khalid al-Zahrani down to his smallest mannerism.

"The AI has processed every public appearance, every speech, every interview he's ever given," she explains, windows of video analysis opening on both our screens. "It can reproduce his voice with 99.8% accuracy, including stress patterns and emotional inflections. The visual rendering matches his facial movements down to micro-expressions that even trained observers wouldn't catch as artificial."

I watch as sample footage plays across my screen—the Prince discussing economic policy, the AI version finishing his sentences with perfect continuity. Even knowing it's synthetic, I can detect no flaw, no uncanny valley to betray its artificial nature.

"And the content?" I ask, though I already know the answer. We've been building this narrative for months, collecting evidence from a dozen different sources.

"All authenticated," Irina confirms. "The financial records from Swiss accounts, the transcripts of orders to eliminate journalists, the agreements with human trafficking networks for palace 'staff'—everything has digital signatures that will hold up to international scrutiny. Once released, not even his allies in Western governments will be able to dismiss it as fabrication."

I nod, satisfaction flowing through me at the thought of the Prince's carefully constructed international image crumbling to dust. "The timing is critical. His address to the nation tomorrow morning is mandatory viewing throughout Zaraab. Every television, every public screen, every mobile device with state media access will be tuned in."

"And we'll use the satellite frequency as a skeleton key," Irina says, displaying a diagram of the signal path. "The moment you give the signal, the AI will piggyback onto his broadcast, appearing to override the Prince himself. To viewers, it will seem as though the real Prince is making these confessions and revelations. By the time anyone realizes what's happening, the evidence will already be distributed to international authorities and media outlets worldwide."

I rise from my chair, walking to the window that overlooks the palace grounds. In the distance, I can see lights still blazing from the ballroom where the party continues without me. The Prince, oblivious to what awaits him, likely still entertaining his distinguished guests with tales of Zaraab's bright future under his enlightened leadership.

"The technical aspects are ready," Irina continues, her voice following me across the room. "The AI is primed with all the information. Once activated, it will execute the complete sequence—confession, evidence release, and fund transfers—without requiring further input. All I need is your confirmation to set it in final standby mode."

"Do it," I confirm, turning back to the screens. "Tomorrow morning, the Prince addresses his nation for the last time, though he doesn't know it yet."

Irina's fingers fly across her keyboard, and status indicators change from amber to green across our monitoring systems. "Trap is set," she announces with clinical precision. "AI is in standby mode, keyed to your signal trigger. The moment you activate it during his broadcast, the ghost takes over."

I return to the command chair, surveying the digital battlefield we've prepared. Months of planning, seduction, and information gathering culminating in this elegant coup de grâce. No bullets, no bombs, no bloodshed—just truth weaponized with perfect timing.

"Get some rest," Irina advises, her image already beginning to fade from the screen. "Tomorrow will be historic."

As her connection terminates, I sit back in my chair, fingers steepled before me. In less than twelve hours, Prince Amir's kingdom will be torn from his grasp, his reputation destroyed, his wealth redistributed. And I will be there to watch his fall, orchestrated through the very women he considered his possessions.


Chapter 12

Morning light streams through the stained glass windows of the palace throne room, casting jewel-toned patterns across marble floors polished to mirror sheen. I stand among the assembled dignitaries, foreign press, and high-ranking officials, just another Western businessman invited to witness the Prince's quarterly address to his nation. My Tom Ford suit helps me blend seamlessly with the other corporate figures hoping to cash in on Neom City contracts. Little do they know that today's address will be remembered not for economic announcements or technological promises, but as the moment when Prince Amir's carefully constructed façade crumbles before the eyes of the world.

The throne room itself is a study in calculated optics—traditional enough to satisfy conservative elements with its intricate Islamic geometric patterns and calligraphy, yet modernized with subtle technological integrations to project the image of a forward-thinking monarchy. Massive cameras on robotic tracks glide silently around the perimeter, broadcasting the event live to every television in Zaraab and to international news outlets worldwide. Behind the ornate golden throne, a massive digital screen displays the royal crest, ready to transition to presentation graphics as the Prince discusses his vision for the kingdom's future.

Security personnel line the walls—all under Captain Jamila's command, all now unwittingly serving my purposes rather than their sworn duty. Jamila herself stands at attention near the throne, her uniform immaculate, her expression professionally neutral. Only I can detect the subtle tension in her posture, the knowledge of what's about to unfold visible only to someone who has seen her in her most vulnerable state.

A hush falls over the assembled crowd as royal attendants enter in formation, their synchronized movements resembling a well-rehearsed ballet. They take positions on either side of the throne, spines straight, eyes forward, hands clasped behind their backs. The ceremonial herald strikes his staff against the floor three times, the sound echoing through the cavernous space like cannon fire.

"His Royal Highness, Prince Amir bin Khalid al-Zahrani," the herald announces, his voice carrying to every corner of the room without need for amplification.

The Prince enters with practiced regality, his traditional thobe and bisht complemented by subtle Western accessories that signal his international outlook—a custom Patek Philippe watch, Italian leather shoes visible beneath the hem of his robes. His beard is perfectly trimmed, his eyes bright and confident as he acknowledges the bowed heads of his subjects with measured nods. He takes his place before the throne but remains standing, a modern monarch who presents himself as a leader rather than a ruler.

"My fellow citizens," he begins once the cameras' red lights indicate they're live, his English impeccable with just enough accent to sound authentic without impeding understanding. "Today marks the beginning of a new chapter in our kingdom's journey toward prosperity and global leadership."

I observe him from my position among the Western business contingent, noting the practiced charisma that has charmed international media for years. My hand slides casually into my pocket, fingers closing around the custom-designed trigger device—no larger than a coin, yet containing enough technology to bring down a kingdom.

The Prince continues his address, speaking of economic diversification, technological innovation, and social progress. The foreign journalists scribble notes appreciatively, eating up the carefully crafted narrative of an enlightened monarchy embracing the future while honoring tradition. If only they knew how many journalists with less favorable perspectives had disappeared into the kingdom's prison system—or worse.

As he reaches the portion of his speech discussing the Neom City project—my cue—I press the trigger in my pocket. The device emits no sound, no light, nothing to betray that it has just activated a cascade of digital events that will rewrite Zaraab's future in the next few minutes.

For exactly three seconds, nothing happens. The Prince continues speaking about sustainable urban design and forward-thinking governance. Then, mid-sentence, he falters—not the real Prince, but the broadcast feed. On every screen in the kingdom, including the massive display behind the throne, the Prince's image flickers almost imperceptibly.

The real Prince doesn't notice immediately, continuing his rehearsed remarks about innovation hubs and technology corridors. But the journalists in the room are already looking confused, glancing between the actual man standing before them and his image on their phone screens and the room's monitors, which has subtly changed in posture and expression.

Then the AI speaks, using the Prince's voice with perfect fidelity but delivering words he never intended: "I must interrupt my planned address to make a confession to my people and to the world."

The real Prince freezes, confusion crossing his features as his own voice continues speaking from every device and screen. He turns toward the main display behind him, coming face to face with his digital doppelgänger—a mirror image that has suddenly developed a mind of its own.

"For too long, I have maintained a false image of progressiveness while engaging in corruption that has stolen billions from the Zaraabi people," the AI continues, its delivery flawless, indistinguishable from the Prince's natural speech patterns. "Today, I must take responsibility for my crimes."

Pandemonium begins to erupt in the throne room. Security personnel look to Captain Jamila for direction, but she remains deliberately immobile, her hand casually resting on her sidearm—not to draw it, but to prevent others from interfering. Technical staff rush to control panels, desperately trying to terminate the broadcast, but the satellite frequency we're using bypasses all their systems.

"I have personally ordered the assassination of twelve journalists who attempted to expose my corruption," the AI continues, its expression showing perfect simulations of regret and shame. "Their names and the evidence of my involvement are being transmitted to Interpol and major news organizations worldwide as I speak."

On screens throughout the room, documents begin to appear alongside the Prince's speaking image—bank records, transcripts of conversations, photographs of clandestine meetings with assassins. The real Prince's face drains of color as he recognizes material from his most secure servers—files he believed were accessible only to him.

"Furthermore," the AI continues relentlessly, "I have embezzled approximately forty-seven billion dollars from infrastructure and social welfare funds over the past decade, hiding this money in a network of shell companies and private accounts."

More documents flood the screens—financial records, property deeds, transfer authorizations bearing the royal seal. The Western businessmen around me begin backing toward the exits, suddenly eager to distance themselves from a toxic connection.

"To begin making amends for these crimes," the AI announces, its expression perfectly matching the grave tone, "I have instructed my financial controllers to transfer my personal fortune—not the state funds, but my private wealth of eighty-three billion dollars—to a transparent trust that will distribute these resources to humanitarian organizations globally."

On a side screen, real-time banking notifications begin to appear, showing massive transfers leaving royal accounts and flowing to internationally respected charities—Doctors Without Borders, the Red Cross, UNICEF, and dozens more. The Prince watches in horror as his wealth evaporates before his eyes, powerless to stop the transactions authenticated with his own digital signatures and biometric patterns.

"No!" the real Prince finally finds his voice, screaming at the technicians scrambling at control panels. "Shut it down! This is treason!"

But his protestations only make for compelling split-screen viewing for audiences worldwide—the AI continuing its measured confession while the real Prince deteriorates into rage beside it, inadvertently confirming the authenticity of the revelations through his panicked reaction.

"Finally," the AI concludes, "I wish to formally step down from power and submit myself to international justice for my crimes. I ask forgiveness from my people and from the families of those I have harmed."

As if on cue—and indeed, it is precisely on cue—the doors to the throne room burst open. The royal guard enters in formation, but instead of moving to protect the Prince, they surround him, their weapons not quite pointed at him but positioned to make their new allegiance clear.

"Prince Amir bin Khalid al-Zahrani," Captain Jamila announces formally, stepping forward from her position, "under the emergency powers granted by the Constitution of Zaraab in cases of high treason, you are relieved of authority and placed under house arrest pending investigation of the crimes to which you have confessed."

"I confessed to nothing!" he screams, spittle flying from his lips as the careful image of dignified leadership shatters completely. "This is a coup! A technological deception!"

But his protests fall on deaf ears as the guards move in, gently but firmly taking hold of his arms. The international press captures every moment—the self-proclaimed progressive monarch now revealed as a tyrant, being escorted from his own throne room while his digital confession continues to play on screens throughout the kingdom.

I remain in place, maintaining my expression of shocked concern matching the other businessmen, but inwardly savoring every second of the Prince's downfall. As he's led past me toward the exit, our eyes meet briefly. Recognition dawns in his gaze—not of my true purpose, but of my presence at every critical juncture of his recent life. With all the parties, all the meetings, all the interactions with his closest confidantes. I was there, watching, waiting, preparing.

I offer him the smallest of smiles as the guards take him away, Captain Jamila following with professional detachment masking her new loyalty to me rather than the crown. The throne, for the first time in generations, sits empty behind them.

***

I wait an hour after the Prince's removal before returning to the throne room. The chaos of his downfall has subsided into stunned silence throughout the palace, courtiers and staff alike vanished to whisper in corners about the shocking turn of events. My footsteps echo against marble as I push open the massive carved doors, entering the now-deserted chamber where Zaraab's history changed forever just sixty minutes ago. Dust motes dance in the colored light from stained glass windows, giving the empty space an almost supernatural quality—power vacated leaves a tangible absence in the air. The throne itself sits unoccupied on its raised dais, centuries of unquestioned authority now thrown into uncertainty by my machinations.

The cameras are gone, the technical equipment hastily abandoned as staff fled the unfolding disaster. Royal banners still hang from the vaulted ceiling, swaying gently in currents from hidden ventilation systems. The throne room feels like a stage after the final curtain—props still in place but drained of purpose and energy. On one of the massive display screens that hasn't been turned off, international news channels cycle through footage of the Prince's digital confession, his fortune disappearing in real time, and his humiliating removal from power.

Movement catches my eye—a figure emerging from behind a pillar near the throne. Zara steps into the colored light, her face transformed by an expression I've never seen on her before. Gone is the careful mask of royal subservience, replaced by something wild and triumphant that makes her even more beautiful. She wears her full ceremonial attire—layers of ornate silk and brocade encrusted with gems and gold thread, a fortune in fabric designed to present her as an untouchable symbol rather than a woman of flesh and blood. The formal hijab frames her face with gold embroidery, emphasizing cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass and lips curved in a smile of pure liberation.

"I watched it all from behind that screen," she says, gesturing to an ornate latticed partition I had assumed was purely decorative. "For years, that's been my assigned place during his addresses—visible enough to fulfill my role as royal consort, but separated like an object on display."

She moves toward me with measured steps, the heavy robes rustling with each movement. Despite the cumbersome attire, she carries herself differently now—shoulders back, chin high, eyes direct and challenging in a way they never were when her husband held power.

"Do you know what I felt when I watched him being taken away?" she asks, stopping several feet from me. Without waiting for my answer, she continues: "Nothing. Not satisfaction, not joy, not even relief. Just... nothing. As if a weight I'd carried for so long had become part of me, and its absence left me floating."

Her hands move to the elaborate clasps securing her outer robe—solid gold pieces shaped like falcons, encrusted with diamonds that catch the colored light. "These ceremonial robes weigh over twenty pounds," she explains, unfastening the first clasp with deliberate slowness. "They were designed to limit my movement, to keep me decorative and docile."

The outer robe falls open, revealing a second layer of embroidered silk beneath. Her fingers move to its fastenings next, releasing them one by one. "Every layer a prison," she says, her voice taking on a hypnotic rhythm. "Every jewel a shackle."

The second robe joins the first on the marble floor, pooling around her feet in a fortune of discarded fabric. Beneath it, a more fitted garment hugs her curves while still maintaining royal modesty—long-sleeved, high-necked, but hinting at the body beneath in a way the outer layers concealed.

"For years, I've been buried under the weight of tradition and expectation," she continues, her fingers finding hidden zippers and clasps in the third layer. "A ghost drifting through my own life, watching from behind screens, speaking only when permitted."

This layer falls away more dramatically, sliding down her body to reveal significantly less fabric beneath. Now she stands in what appears to be the final layer—a silk slip that clings to her curves like water, the material so fine it's nearly transparent where the colored light strikes it. Through it, I can see the shadow of her nipples, the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips.

"But no more," she declares, her hands moving to the gold pins securing her hijab. One by one, she removes them, each making a small metallic sound as she drops them deliberately onto the marble floor. The formal head covering falls away, releasing a cascade of midnight hair that spills down her back like liquid darkness.

"No more hiding," she whispers, reaching for the thin straps of her slip. With agonizing slowness, she slides them down her shoulders, allowing the silk to follow the contours of her body as it descends. "No more pretending."

The slip pools at her feet, leaving her standing before me completely naked—a goddess of flesh and blood liberated from her ceremonial prison. Her body is even more magnificent in the throne room's dramatic lighting than it was in the private settings of our previous encounters. Her caramel skin glows with inner light, catching the colors from the stained glass in patterns that seem to move with her breathing.

Her breasts—perfect handfuls capped with dark nipples already hardening in the room's cool air—rise and fall with each deep breath. Her waist narrows to an almost impossible degree before flaring to hips designed for a man's hands, for pleasure, for the grip of passion rather than the presentation of royal dignity. A small triangle of dark hair at the junction of her thighs does nothing to hide the glistening evidence of her arousal already gathering there.

Without a word, she turns and walks toward the throne—naked, unashamed, transformed. Each step is a declaration of newfound freedom, her ass swaying hypnotically, the muscles of her back and legs working beneath golden skin in ways her robes never permitted anyone to see. When she reaches the throne, she doesn't sit upon it. Instead, she kneels before it, thighs spread slightly, back straight, head held high despite the submissive position.

"For generations, only kings have sat upon this throne," she says, her voice carrying through the empty chamber with surprising strength. "Men who ruled through fear and tradition, who treated women as possessions to be displayed and used."

She extends her hand toward me in invitation, her eyes holding mine with an intensity that transcends even the Touch that binds her to me. "But you've broken their power. You've torn down their lies. Now there's only one man worthy of sitting here—the man who sets women free by making them his own."

The symbolic weight of the moment isn't lost on me. Beyond the sexual invitation, beyond the erotic tableau she creates with her naked body positioned before the ultimate symbol of the Prince's authority, this is the culmination of my campaign against him. To claim his throne, even temporarily, with his wife kneeling naked before me, is the final insult to his fallen pride.

I approach slowly, savoring each step toward this ultimate conquest. The colored light plays across Zara's naked form as I draw closer, highlighting the curve of her breast, the dip of her waist, the smooth expanse of her thigh. She remains perfectly still except for her eyes, which follow my movement with undisguised hunger.

When I reach the throne, I run my hand over its ornate arm—gold inlaid with precious stones, carved with symbols of power that date back centuries. The seat of authority that the Prince believed was his birthright, now offered to me by his own wife.

"Is this what freedom looks like to you, Princess?" I ask, standing over her kneeling form. "Trading one master for another?"

"No," she answers, her eyes never leaving mine. "Freedom is choosing my master rather than having him forced upon me by tradition. Freedom is wanting the chains I wear."

With those words, she reaches for my belt, her intention clear in every line of her body. The Princess of Zaraab, kneeling naked before her husband's usurped throne, ready to seal his downfall with an act of ultimate betrayal.

I lower myself onto the throne that has seated generations of Zaraab's rulers, feeling the cool metal of ancient gold beneath my hands as they grip the ornately carved arms. The seat of power feels different than I imagined—harder, less comfortable, designed to keep its occupant alert rather than relaxed. Before me, Zara remains kneeling, her naked body a stark contrast to the throne's opulent formality. Her hands move to my belt with practiced precision, unfastening it and releasing the button of my trousers beneath. The symbolism isn't subtle—the Prince's wife, on her knees before his usurped throne, freeing another man's cock with eager fingers while her husband sits in captivity somewhere in the palace depths.

My cock springs free, already hardening at the taboo scene unfolding before me. Zara's eyes widen slightly with appreciation, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. Without words, she rises from her kneeling position with fluid grace, straddling my lap on the ancient throne. The gold feels colder against my exposed skin, but Zara's body radiates heat as she positions herself above me, her knees finding purchase on the throne's wide seat on either side of my thighs.

"The kingdom is yours," she whispers, lowering herself until the tip of my cock brushes against her entrance. "Take it. Take me."

With one smooth motion, she impales herself on my length, drawing a hiss of pleasure from between clenched teeth as she takes me to the hilt. The sensation is exquisite—her body welcomes me with slick heat that suggests she's been aroused since the moment the Prince was led away in disgrace. Her inner walls clench around me, adjusting to my intrusion with rippling pulses that send electricity up my spine.

For a moment, she remains perfectly still, seated fully on my cock, her eyes closed as if memorizing the sensation. Then she begins to move, establishing a rhythm that starts slow and deliberate. Her hands rest on my shoulders for balance as she rises and falls, taking me deep with each downward drive. The throne, built to withstand centuries of history, creaks slightly beneath our combined weight and movement.

"Faster," I command, my hands moving to her hips to control her pace. "You're not performing some royal duty. Fuck me like you mean it."

Something flashes in her eyes—a spark of defiance quickly consumed by desperate need. She increases her pace, her movements becoming less controlled, more primal. Her breasts bounce enticingly with each rise and fall, hypnotic in their perfect rhythm. I reach up to grab them roughly, squeezing the soft flesh with enough force to make her gasp. My thumbs find her nipples, pinching and rolling the hardened peaks until she moans—a sound that echoes through the empty throne room like sacrilege.

"That's it," I growl, one hand maintaining its grip on her breast while the other tangles in her hair, pulling sharply to arch her neck backward. "Show me what the Prince never got to see—the animal hiding beneath all those royal robes."

Her response is immediate and visceral—her hips bucking faster, grinding down on me with increased urgency. My grip in her hair tightens, pulling hard enough that tears spring to her eyes, but she doesn't ask me to stop. Instead, she works herself on my cock with renewed vigor, her breathing becoming ragged, small whimpers escaping her throat with each downward drive.

I release her hair only to move my hand to her throat, fingers wrapping around the elegant column with deliberate pressure. I don't squeeze hard enough to cut off her breathing completely, but enough to restrict it, enough to remind her who controls even the air entering her lungs now. Her eyes widen, pupils dilating as the slight oxygen deprivation intensifies every sensation coursing through her body.

"Who owns you?" I demand, my voice rough with exertion and dominance.

"You do," she gasps, the words strained against the pressure of my fingers. "Only you."

I increase the pressure slightly, watching her expression carefully as she continues to ride me, her movements growing more desperate. The power of holding her life literally in my hand while seated on her husband's throne sends a surge of dark pleasure through me that translates into an increased hardness she can clearly feel—her eyes roll back slightly as I swell within her.

"And what are you?" I ask, easing the pressure just enough to let her respond.

"Your..." she struggles for breath, for words, for coherent thought as pleasure builds within her. "Your possession. Your slave. Whatever you want me to be."

I can feel her approaching climax in the way her inner walls flutter around my shaft, in the increasing desperation of her movements. My hand remains at her throat, controlling her pleasure through controlled breaths, while my other hand moves from her breast down between our bodies to find her clit. When my thumb makes contact with the swollen bud, circling it with precise pressure, she jerks as if electrocuted.

"Come for me," I command, applying dual pressure—fingers tightening on her throat while my thumb works her clit with merciless efficiency. "Show me what the Prince never saw—his wife coming on another man's cock."

Her orgasm hits with spectacular force, her entire body convulsing as if current runs through her veins instead of blood. A strangled cry tears from her throat despite my restricting grip, her inner walls clamping down on my shaft with rhythmic pulses strong enough to nearly push me over the edge. Her eyes roll back, tears streaming down her cheeks—not from pain but from the overwhelming intensity of pleasure amplified by restricted oxygen.

Before she can fully recover from the first climax, I lift her bodily from the throne, my cock slipping from her with an obscene wet sound. In one fluid movement, I throw her to the ground at the foot of the throne's dais, her body landing on the thick ceremonial carpet with a soft thud. She looks up at me with dazed confusion that quickly transforms into renewed arousal as I stand over her, cock glistening with her juices, my intent clear in my stance.

"On your back," I growl, already lowering myself over her. "Legs open. Now."

She complies instantly, spreading her thighs wide in perfect submission. I position myself between them, one hand pinning both of hers above her head while the other guides my cock back to her entrance. Without preamble or gentleness, I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in a single powerful stroke that tears a scream from her throat—a sound that would never have been permitted in the royal chambers.

The new position allows me complete control, and I use it to establish a punishing rhythm that has her entire body sliding slightly across the carpet with each thrust. My free hand moves to her throat again, reestablishing the dominance that drove her to such heights before. The pressure of my body on hers, the restriction of her movement with her hands pinned, the control of her breathing through my grip on her throat—all combine to create the perfect storm of submission that makes her eyes glaze with pleasure.

"This is all you're good for now," I tell her, punctuating each word with a particularly deep thrust. "Not a princess. Not a wife. Just my personal cum dump. My royal sex slave."

The crude degradation, so far removed from the careful respect she's been shown throughout her life, sends a visible shudder through her body. Her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my lower back to pull me deeper with each thrust. The wet sounds of our coupling echo through the throne room, bouncing off marble columns and gold inlay—sounds that have never before defiled this space of power and tradition.

"Yes," she gasps when I ease the pressure on her throat slightly, allowing her to speak. "Use me. Ruin me. Make me yours completely."

I increase my pace, driving into her with enough force that her breasts bounce wildly with each impact. The sight of her—the composed, elegant Princess now reduced to a writhing mess beneath me, her hair tangled, makeup smeared by tears of pleasure, body flushed and slick with sweat—sends me hurtling toward my own release. But I hold back, determined to wring another climax from her first.

My hand releases her throat to grab her breast roughly, pinching the nipple between thumb and forefinger with enough pressure to border on pain. "Come again," I demand, my voice a growl of command rather than request. "Let me feel that royal pussy squeeze my cock."

The combination of stimulation, domination, and crude language pushes her quickly to the edge again. Her inner walls begin to flutter around my shaft, her breathing becoming increasingly ragged as she approaches her second climax. Her eyes lock onto mine, wide with a mixture of wonder and submission that speaks to how thoroughly I've remade her sense of self.

"I can't," she whimpers, the intensity overwhelming her. "It's too much, I can't—"

"You will," I interrupt, increasing both the force of my thrusts and the pressure on her nipple. "Your body belongs to me now. You'll come when I tell you to come."

As if my words are the trigger she needs, her second orgasm crashes through her with even greater intensity than the first. Her back arches sharply off the carpet, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with surprising strength. A series of broken cries escape her throat—sounds no royal consort should make, animalistic and raw. Her entire body trembles beneath me as waves of pleasure wash through her, leaving her gasping and disoriented.

I continue driving into her through her climax, prolonging the sensation until fresh tears stream from the corners of her eyes. The Princess of Zaraab, reduced to a quivering mess of sensation on the floor of her husband's throne room, accepting my cock with desperate gratitude—the image is one I'll savor long after I've left this kingdom behind.

I maintain my relentless pace, not giving Zara a moment to recover from her second orgasm. Her body trembles beneath me, aftershocks still rippling through her core as I continue to pound into her with methodical force. The throne room—designed for the measured formality of royal addresses and state functions—now echoes with the obscene soundtrack of our coupling. Skin slapping against skin, the wet suction of her pussy gripping my cock, and above it all, Zara's increasingly vocal responses to each thrust. These sounds have never before defiled this sacred space of power, making the desecration all the more complete. The Prince's wife, splayed beneath me on the ceremonial carpet, her screams of pleasure bouncing off ancient walls that have only ever heard carefully measured royal proclamations.

"Louder," I command, shifting my angle to hit the spot inside her that I know will draw the response I want. "Let your voice fill the chamber where he silenced you for years."

As if unleashed by permission, Zara's cries increase in volume and abandon. Gone is any trace of royal dignity or restraint—her voice now carries the raw, animalistic quality of a woman completely lost to sensation. Each thrust draws a new sound from her throat, building a symphony of pleasure that seems to physically fill the vast space around us. The marble columns and gilded walls act as natural amplifiers, carrying her voice to every corner of the room in echoes that overlap and multiply until it sounds like a chorus of women being pleasured rather than just one.

"That's it," I growl, my hand moving back to her throat with deliberate pressure. "Show me how much you love being fucked by the man who destroyed your husband."

Her eyes widen at the crude reminder of her betrayal, pupils dilating even further with the twisted arousal the thought provides. My fingers tighten slightly around her elegant neck, restricting her airflow just enough to intensify every sensation coursing through her body without completely cutting off her breath

I maintain my relentless pace, not giving Zara a moment to recover from her second orgasm. Her body trembles beneath me, aftershocks still rippling through her core as I continue to pound into her with methodical force. The throne room—designed for the measured formality of royal addresses and state functions—now echoes with the obscene soundtrack of our coupling. Skin slapping against skin, the wet suction of her pussy gripping my cock, and above it all, Zara's increasingly vocal responses to each thrust. These sounds have never before defiled this sacred space of power, making the desecration all the more complete. The Prince's wife, splayed beneath me on the ceremonial carpet, her screams of pleasure bouncing off ancient walls that have only ever heard carefully measured royal proclamations.

"Louder," I command, shifting my angle to hit the spot inside her that I know will draw the response I want. "Let your voice fill the chamber where he silenced you for years."

As if unleashed by permission, Zara's cries increase in volume and abandon. Gone is any trace of royal dignity or restraint—her voice now carries the raw, animalistic quality of a woman completely lost to sensation. Each thrust draws a new sound from her throat, building a symphony of pleasure that seems to physically fill the vast space around us. The marble columns and gilded walls act as natural amplifiers, carrying her voice to every corner of the room in echoes that overlap and multiply until it sounds like a chorus of women being pleasured rather than just one.

"That's it," I growl, my hand moving back to her throat with deliberate pressure. "Show me how much you love being fucked by the man who destroyed your husband."

Her eyes widen at the crude reminder of her betrayal, pupils dilating even further with the twisted arousal the thought provides. My fingers tighten slightly around her elegant neck, restricting her airflow just enough to intensify every sensation coursing through her body without completely cutting off her breath. With my other hand, I brace myself above her, changing the angle of my thrusts to drive even deeper.

With her throat partially restricted, her moans take on a strangled quality that only adds to the eroticism of the moment. I lean down, my lips finding the sensitive spot just below her ear, tasting the salt of her skin mixed with the lingering scent of expensive perfume. My teeth graze against her earlobe, drawing another choked sound of pleasure from her constricted throat.

My mouth travels lower, kissing along her jawline while maintaining the steady rhythm of my hips and the careful pressure of my fingers. The juxtaposition of gentle kisses against her face while I fuck her roughly and control her breathing creates a contrast that has her eyes rolling back in her head. When my lips find hers, the kiss is surprisingly tender given the violence of our coupling—my tongue slipping into her mouth with the same rhythm as my cock drives into her body.

Her hands, previously pinned above her head by my weight, are free now as I've shifted position. They move immediately to my back, nails digging into my skin with enough force to leave marks—the Princess marking me just as I mark her. The slight pain only intensifies my pleasure, driving me to thrust harder, deeper, my balls slapping against her ass with each forward drive.

"Look at me," I demand, easing the pressure on her throat just enough to let her focus. "I want to see your eyes when you come again."

Her gaze locks with mine, her expression a mixture of vulnerability and hunger that speaks to how thoroughly the Touch has rewired her sense of self. In her eyes, I can see the transformation complete—from royal consort defined by her relationship to the Prince to a woman defined by her own desires, even if those desires have been shaped by my influence.

I increase both the pace and force of my thrusts, the hand not occupied with her throat now moving to her breast, squeezing roughly, pinching the nipple between thumb and forefinger. The combined stimulation—restricted breathing, the fullness of my cock driving relentlessly into her core, the pain-pleasure of my grip on her breast—quickly pushes her toward another climax.

"That's it," I encourage as I feel her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft. "Give me another one. Let me feel that royal pussy squeeze my cock."

Her third orgasm hits with spectacular force, her entire body convulsing beneath me as if electricity courses through her veins. The sound that tears from her constricted throat is barely human—a high, keening wail that seems to carry years of repressed sexuality within it. Her inner muscles clench around me with rhythmic pulses strong enough that I have to grit my teeth against my own release, determined to wring even more pleasure from her before I allow myself completion.

As she comes down from the peak of her third climax, her hand moves between our bodies with unexpected boldness. Her fingers find her clit, beginning to circle the swollen bud with practiced movements that suggest this is something she's done alone, in secret, when the Prince was away attending to affairs of state. The sight of the Princess pleasuring herself while I continue to thrust inside her is unexpectedly erotic—a final surrender of royal dignity in favor of raw pleasure.

"Yes," I encourage, my grip on her throat loosening to allow her full awareness of what she's doing. "Show me how the Princess makes herself come when no one's watching."

Her fingers move faster, matching the rhythm of my thrusts as if we've rehearsed this dance a thousand times. Her eyes never leave mine, the intimacy of sustained eye contact adding another layer of intensity to our coupling. Between her own practiced touch and my continuing thrusts, she builds quickly toward a fourth climax—something I suspect she's never experienced in a single encounter before.

"I'm close," I growl, feeling my own orgasm building at the base of my spine, pressure mounting with each drive into her willing body. "I'm going to come inside you, mark you as mine in the same room where he made you his wife."

The reminder of the sacred space we're defiling, the traditions we're desecrating with our bodies, seems to push her over the edge. Her fourth orgasm crashes through her with even greater force than the previous three, her entire body arching off the floor beneath me, her inner walls clamping down on my cock with vice-like contractions that finally break my control.

With a roar that rivals her screams in volume, I drive into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as my release tears through me. Hot pulses of cum flood her inner channel, marking her from the inside with irrefutable evidence of her surrender and my conquest. The sensation of emptying myself inside her—of claiming the Prince's wife in the most primal way possible, on the floor of his own throne room—extends my climax beyond what I thought possible, each pulse feeling stronger than the last.

We remain locked together as the final waves of pleasure wash through us both, my weight supported on trembling arms to avoid crushing her beneath me. Our breathing gradually slows, the echoes of our cries fading from the throne room, leaving behind a weighted silence that feels like its own presence.

When I finally withdraw from her body, my seed immediately begins to leak from her well-used pussy, forming a small pool on the ceremonial carpet beneath her—a stain that will remain as physical evidence of what transpired here, even after we're gone. The symbolism isn't lost on either of us; her eyes follow mine to the throne, where the first part of our coupling has left visible marks on the ancient gold.

"The Prince's throne, the Prince's wife," I murmur, running a possessive hand down her sweat-slicked body. "Both marked as mine now."

Zara looks up at me with an expression of sated exhaustion mixed with something that resembles worship. "And I would have it no other way," she whispers, her voice raw from screaming. "My king."


Chapter 13

My private jet gleams under the desert sun, its sleek white fuselage emblazoned with a subtle golden logo that suggests old money rather than new wealth. The ground crew scurries around with efficient precision, loading luggage and preparing for immediate departure. The Zaraabi officials who oversee the airstrip maintain a professional façade, but I can sense their uncertainty—the Prince's spectacular downfall has thrown the entire power structure of the kingdom into chaos, and no one is quite sure how to treat the wealthy foreigner who was last seen in the royal palace just before the catastrophe unfolded. They've settled for extreme deference, expediting my departure papers and waiving the usual customs procedures with anxious smiles that barely mask their fear of offending someone who might have had a hand in their ruler's disgrace.

Inside the aircraft, the cabin is a study in understated luxury—cream leather seating, polished walnut accents, and discrete technology that remains invisible until needed. The air smells of leather and expensive cologne, with a hint of the champagne already chilling in crystal flutes near my seat. I settle into the wide captain's chair that swivels and reclines with silent hydraulics, positioning myself to watch the last of the preparations through the panoramic window.

Zara emerges from the private sleeping quarters at the rear of the cabin, transformed from royal consort to international traveler with remarkable ease. Gone are the ceremonial robes and formal hijab, replaced by a simple but exquisitely tailored cream pantsuit that emphasizes the curves I've so thoroughly explored. Her hair falls loose around her shoulders, and her face—typically hidden behind a mask of royal composure—now radiates a freedom that makes her even more beautiful.

She crosses the cabin with the fluid grace that years of royal training instilled in her, but there's a new quality to her movement—a sensuality that was previously suppressed, a confidence born from liberation rather than status. Without a word, she slides onto my lap, her weight settling comfortably against me as her arms snake around my neck. The scent of her perfume—something new she selected from the jet's amenities, not the royal fragrance she was required to wear in the palace—fills my nostrils with notes of jasmine and amber.

"Is this real?" she murmurs, her lips finding the sensitive spot just below my ear, trailing kisses along my jawline. "Am I really leaving that gilded prison behind forever?"

Her fingers begin to unbutton my shirt with practiced ease, exploring the contours of my chest beneath the fine fabric. The Touch ensures her continued devotion, but there's something beyond magical compulsion in her actions now—a genuine gratitude for the freedom I've provided, even if that freedom means belonging to me instead of the Prince.

"It's real," I confirm, my hands settling on her hips, enjoying the warmth of her body through the thin material of her pants. "By the time we reach international airspace, the interim government will have formally announced your departure from the country for 'health reasons.' Your royal titles will be ceremonially preserved but practically meaningless."

She laughs softly against my neck, the sound carrying a lightness I've never heard from her before. "From Princess to refugee in a day," she muses, her hand slipping inside my partially opened shirt to caress my bare chest. "Though I suspect few refugees travel quite like this."

The pilot's voice comes through the cabin speakers, informing us of our imminent departure. Zara makes no move to return to her own seat, instead nestling more firmly against me, her fingers continuing their exploration of my body as if we have all the time in the world. The flight attendant appears briefly, takes in the scene with professional neutrality, and discreetly retreats to the crew area after securing the cabin door.

As the engines power up with a distant roar, I reflect on the mission now completed. The Prince—once among the most powerful men in the region, courted by Western governments and corporations alike—now sits in disgrace, his reputation destroyed, his wealth redistributed, his authority stripped away. International media is having a field day with the revelations, diplomatic channels are buzzing with crisis management, and the corporations that once competed for his favor are frantically distancing themselves from the tainted connection.

All accomplished without a single bullet fired, without physical violence of any kind. Just the strategic application of the Kama Sutra Touch and the careful manipulation of the women in his inner circle. The Princess, the architect, the security chief, the dancer—each one a strand in the web that ultimately brought down their master.

The aircraft begins to move, taxiing toward the runway with smooth precision. Zara's kisses become more insistent, her hand dropping to my thigh, inching upward with clear intent despite our imminent takeoff. The Touch has made her insatiable, eager to please in ways that would shock the conservative kingdom we're leaving behind.

"Not yet," I tell her, catching her wrist before she can reach her target. "I have work to do first."

With my free hand, I reach into the leather portfolio tucked beside my seat, extracting a slim notebook bound in black sharkskin. The pages whisper against each other as I open it to a carefully organized section marked with a gold tab. Inside, a list of names—each representing a target, a mission, a world to be dismantled from within.

Prince Amir bin Khalid al-Zahrani's name sits at the top of the current page, written in my precise hand. With a fountain pen extracted from my breast pocket, I draw a single line through his name, the finality of the gesture bringing a smile of satisfaction to my face.

Beneath it, the next name awaits: Julien Rousseau.

Zara peers at the page with curiosity, her finger tracing the elegant script. "The fashion designer? The one they call 'The Emperor of Paris'?"

"The very same," I confirm, studying the extensive notes I've compiled on my next target. "Creative genius, tastemaker to the global elite, and secret exploiter of underage models from Eastern Europe. His empire stretches from haute couture to fast fashion, his influence felt in every major market worldwide."

The aircraft accelerates down the runway, pressing us back against the leather upholstery with the force of imminent flight. Zara adjusts her position on my lap, watching my face with undisguised fascination.

"And he will fall like the Prince?" she asks, her voice betraying a hint of excitement at being part of whatever comes next.

"They all fall," I reply, turning the page to reveal detailed intelligence on Rousseau's organization—his weaknesses, his vulnerabilities, the women in his life who might be susceptible to the Touch. "Some through their wives, some through their associates, some through their own desires. But they all fall eventually."

The plane lifts off, the sensation of weightlessness momentarily suspending us between earth and sky. Through the window, the sprawling palace complex comes into view one last time, its white marble structures and golden domes gleaming in the desert sun like a mirage—beautiful from a distance, hiding its corruption beneath layers of opulence and tradition.

"Paris awaits," I murmur, closing the notebook as we bank away from Zaraab, leaving the desert kingdom and its fallen Prince behind. "The world of art and beauty harbors its own monsters, waiting to be exposed."

Zara shifts on my lap, her eyes alight with the promise of new adventures, new conquests. The Touch ensures her loyalty, but I sense something beyond magical compulsion in her eagerness—the thrill of using her royal training and insights for a purpose that brings the powerful to their knees.

"To Paris, then," she agrees, raising a crystal flute of champagne in a toast. "And to the fall of emperors."

As the aircraft climbs into the cloudless sky, leaving the desert landscape diminishing beneath us, I silently toast my own success. One kingdom conquered, one tyrant dethroned. And ahead, across continents and oceans, another empire awaits my touch—another powerful man unaware that his downfall approaches in the form of a simple handshake.
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SNEAK PEEK OF BOOK 10

The City of Lights sprawls beneath us like a constellation fallen to earth, the Eiffel Tower a golden spire piercing the night. I sip aged Macallan from a crystal tumbler, savoring the victory of Zaraab while luxuriating in the wet heat of two mouths competing for my cock. Zara's tongue traces the underside of my shaft while Rivka's full lips close around the head, their eyes meeting in playful competition above my lap. The hum of the jet engines forms a perfect backdrop to the wet, hungry sounds of their worship.

"Ladies, ladies," I murmur, threading my fingers through Zara's silky black hair. "There's plenty for both of you."

Rivka pulls back with an audible pop, her intelligent eyes—usually dissecting philosophical treatises—now glazed with lust as she watches Zara take her place. "We know that all too well, Jack," she purrs, her Israeli accent thicker with arousal. "But sharing has never been my strong suit."

I can't help but smile at the contrast between them—Zara, the fallen Arabian princess with caramel skin and regal bearing even on her knees, and Dr. Rivka Nazari, once the brilliant philosophical mind behind the Prince's Neom City architectural concepts. Both women, formidable in their own domains, now reduced to competing for the privilege of sucking my cock as Paris beckons below.

My eyes roll back into my head when Zara exhales a hot breath against my shaft, causing shivers down my spine. She grips me tightly, her fingers wrapping around the base with surprising strength as she strokes upward while taking me deep into her throat. Her technique has improved dramatically since our first encounter in the palace gardens—royal training now repurposed for a different kind of service.

Not to be outdone, Rivka moves to my side, her lips finding my neck, her hand sliding beneath Zara's to cup my balls with delicate pressure. At forty-two, the Israeli academic's body defies time—firm breasts straining against her silk blouse, legs that seem to go forever beneath her skirt, now hiked up to reveal a lack of underwear. The scent of her arousal mingles with her expensive perfume, creating an intoxicating cocktail that fills the private cabin.

"My turn," she whispers, gently nudging Zara aside to reclaim her position between my thighs.

Zara relinquishes my cock with visible reluctance, a strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the tip for a moment before breaking. At thirty-eight, the former Princess carries herself with the confident sexuality of a woman who knows her worth beyond royal titles. Her perfect breasts—unbound beneath the cashmere sweater I selected for her in the jet's wardrobe—rise and fall with her quickened breathing as she watches Rivka take me deep into her mouth.

The sight of these two accomplished MILFS on their knees before me—one a royal consort trained in palace protocol, the other a world-class intellectual with three PhDs—sends a surge of power through me that rivals even the rush of bringing down the Prince.

"Fight for it," I command, leaning back in my custom leather seat as Paris glitters closer below us.

They need no further instruction, their mouths converging on my shaft from opposite sides, tongues battling for territory along its length. Zara works the sensitive underside while Rivka focuses on the head, their saliva mingling as they worship me together. Occasionally their tongues meet, and they share a fleeting kiss before returning to their primary focus—pleasing me with every skill at their disposal.

Zara is straddling my thigh now, grinding against me while Rivka continues her oral ministrations. I reach for the black sharkskin notebook beside me. I flip past the Prince's name—now crossed out with a single definitive line—to my next target.

Julien Rousseau stares up at me from the page, his carefully cultivated image of creative genius pasted beside detailed notes on his predatory behavior. "The Emperor of Paris," as fashion insiders call him, has built an empire on stealing designs from unknowns and sexually harassing models with impunity. His signature is visible on nondisclosure agreements spanning decades—young women paid to keep silent about "creative sessions" that were nothing more than coerced sexual encounters.

"Tell us about him," Rivka asks, her academic curiosity momentarily overriding her lust as she notices my attention on the notebook.

"Julien Rousseau," I explain, closing the notebook and returning it to its place beside me. "Sixty-three years old, built a fashion empire worth billions, and believes his artistic genius entitles him to use women's bodies however he pleases. He's notorious for forcing himself on models and assistants, then buying their silence or destroying their careers if they resist."

Both women's eyes narrow at this—their own experiences with powerful men making this all too familiar.

"The plan is simple," I continue, running my fingers through Rivka's hair as she returns to pleasuring me. "I'll pose as an angel investor from Silicon Valley, looking to fund a 'disruptive' luxury brand that merges technology with high fashion. The concept will appeal to his ego and vanity—he sees himself as an innovator, always ahead of trends."

Zara nods, her royal training in diplomacy making her quick to grasp the strategy. "And once you're close enough to touch him?"

"Not him," I correct her, smiling as understanding dawns in her eyes. "His wife. Colette Rousseau is his primary muse, his creative partner, and the keeper of all his secrets. Through her, I'll access everything needed to bring down his empire—including the evidence of his predation that he believes is safely hidden."

Rivka makes an appreciative sound around my cock, the vibrations sending pleasure coursing through me. I grip her hair tighter, guiding her movements as Paris comes into clearer view below. The fashion capital of the world, where artistry meets exploitation, where beauty masks ugliness—and where my next conquest awaits, unaware that her world is about to change forever with a single touch.

Without warning, I grab Rivka's head with both hands, fingers tangling in her chestnut curls as I thrust upward, forcing my cock deep into her throat. Her academic theories and philosophical frameworks are rendered useless as her mouth becomes nothing more than a wet hole for my pleasure. Her eyes widen in shock, then submission, as I establish a brutal rhythm that transforms her from distinguished professor to face-fucked slut in seconds.

"That's it," I growl, controlling her movements entirely, watching tears form at the corners of her eyes as her throat constricts around my shaft. "Show the Princess how a proper intellectual services cock."

Rivka's hands instinctively move to my thighs, not to push away but to steady herself as I use her mouth with merciless precision. The wet, obscene sounds of her gagging fill the cabin, creating a primal soundtrack that seems to excite Zara, who moves to straddle my thigh, grinding herself against me as she watches her rival struggle.

"Kiss me," I command Zara, never slowing my assault on Rivka's throat.

The former Princess leans forward instantly, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that contains all the fire and passion her royal marriage lacked. Her tongue slides against mine as she moans into my mouth, the vibrations echoing through me. The contrast is intoxicating—the violent, brutal connection with Rivka's throat and the passionate, hungry kissing with Zara, all happening simultaneously.

Rivka makes a desperate choking sound as I drive deeper, her throat convulsing around me in involuntary resistance. Mascara-stained tears stream down her cheeks, dripping onto her silk blouse where they create dark stains against the fabric. The sight of this brilliant woman—who once lectured at Harvard and advised kings—reduced to a sloppy, gagging mess sends another surge of power through me.

"Look at me," I demand, pulling back just enough to allow her a partial breath. When her watery eyes meet mine, I thrust forward again, even deeper than before, holding her in place as she struggles to accommodate my length. "This is what all those degrees and accolades led to—being throat-fucked on my private jet while I discuss business."

Zara's hand slides between my chest and hers, finding her own clit through her skirt, working herself as she watches Rivka's degradation. Her breathing quickens against my lips as she grinds harder against my thigh, leaving a damp spot on my expensive trousers.

"She's turning purple, Jack," Zara whispers, not with concern but with aroused fascination.

Indeed, Rivka's face has darkened from the exertion and lack of oxygen, her eyes rolling back slightly as consciousness begins to waver. Strings of thick saliva connect her stretched lips to the base of my cock, her chin soaked with a mixture of tears and drool. Still, she doesn't try to pull away—the Touch ensuring that even this rough treatment registers as pleasure in her rewired brain.

Just as her eyelids begin to flutter, signaling impending unconsciousness, I pull out completely. Rivka collapses forward, gasping desperately for air, her whole body trembling as oxygen floods back into her system. Before she can fully recover, I turn my attention to Zara.

"Your turn," I tell the Princess, pushing her down to her knees beside the still-recovering Rivka. "Show me what royal training is good for."

Zara's eyes shine with eager anticipation as she moves into position, her tongue darting out to lick the mixture of saliva and pre-cum from my shaft. Unlike Rivka's academic approach, Zara brings royal precision to the task, her tongue working with deliberate skill along every sensitive spot she's learned drives me wild.

I grip my cock at the base, slapping it lightly against her cheeks, marking her royal face with Rivka's spit. "Open wide, Princess."

She complies instantly, extending her tongue and parting her lips in perfect presentation. Beside her, Rivka has recovered enough to kneel upright again, her makeup ruined but her eyes still glazed with desire. The two MILFS kneel side by side now, the former royal and the disheveled intellectual, both reduced to the same basic function—vessels for my pleasure.

"Both of you," I command, guiding their heads close together. "Show me those beautiful faces."

They understand immediately, pressing their cheeks together and looking up at me with expressions of anticipation. Rivka's glasses sit askew on her nose, her lipstick smeared beyond repair, while Zara maintains a shred of her royal composure despite the debased position. The contrast is visually stunning—olive and caramel skin side by side, dark eyes fixed on mine with identical hunger.

I stroke myself rapidly, aiming at their upturned faces, feeling the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine. "Don't you dare close your eyes," I warn them, my voice strained with approaching release.

The first pulse hits Zara's left cheek, a thick rope of white against her royal skin. The second lands across Rivka's lips and chin. I continue stroking, marking every inch of their beautiful faces—foreheads, cheeks, mouths—until both women are thoroughly covered, my release connecting them in the most primal way possible.

When I've emptied myself completely, the sight before me is one of perfect debasement—two accomplished, mature women kneeling in submission, faces painted white with my seed, eyes still locked on mine in reverent adoration.

"Clean each other," I instruct, tucking myself away as I reach for the forgotten tumbler of scotch.

Without hesitation, Zara turns to Rivka, her tongue extending to gather a drop of my release from the philosopher's chin. Rivka responds in kind, her academic restraint completely abandoned as she licks a streak of cum from Zara's cheek. Their tongues meet between their faces, sharing my load between them in a perverse kiss that grows increasingly passionate.

I watch with satisfied amusement as they continue, snowballing my release back and forth, occasionally swallowing portions while saving enough to continue their display. Their hands begin to wander—Zara's finding Rivka's breast through her ruined blouse, Rivka's sliding beneath Zara's skirt to discover the wetness there.

The captain's voice interrupts through the cabin speakers, announcing our imminent descent into Paris. The women break their kiss reluctantly, a final string of saliva and semen connecting their lips momentarily before breaking.

"Clean yourselves up," I instruct, gesturing toward the private bathroom. "We have work to do when we land."

As they rise on unsteady legs to comply, I look out at the approaching city below, the morning sun now illuminating its iconic landmarks. Paris—city of light, love, and fashion—unaware that I've arrived to dismantle one of its most celebrated empires from within. Julien Rousseau's reign is about to end, his wife the unwitting key to his downfall, just as the women who once belonged to the Prince have become instruments of my power rather than his.

Ready for the full story?




➡️Read Book 10 Now
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