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Angela crawled through the dark, damp streets, her red hair cascading over her shoulders as the night enveloped her.

Tonight was special. Tonight she was after something truly priceless. Something that promised not only to make her an enormous amount of money, but also piqued her curiosity. She didn't know why her employers wanted it stolen, but she couldn't wait to get her hands on the artifact herself.

As she slid up to the glass doors of the Museum of Ancient History, she peered inside and saw an overweight, middle-aged balding man in a security uniform. He sat lazily behind the reception desk, his eyes glazed as they flicked between the row of monitors displaying feeds from various security cameras. Angela smirked, knowing that the pin tumbler lock on the door would be no match for her skills. The real challenge, however, was getting past the guard.

"Looks like it's my lucky day," she thought, her eyes narrowing as she assessed the situation. She knew all too well that every other entrance to the building was protected by an alarm system, except for this front door. But every alarm and camera in the place wouldn't make a difference if the guard is a loser that prefers to spend time watching porn instead of doing his job.

As if he could read her mind, the guard glanced around nervously before grabbing his phone and turning away from the door and the monitors. The fat, balding bastard was sweating as he fumbled with his phone, no doubt streaming some cheap porn. Angela clenched her fist, silently urging him to indulge himself so she could slip past undetected. She prepared her auto bumping tool, ready to make her move.

"Go on, you pathetic fuck... just let go," she whispered to herself, her pulse quickening with anticipation. 

She licked her lips as the guard started really going at it, his shoulder jerking as he plunged his fist up and down his shaft. "That's it, you dirty fuck," she whispered. "Stroke that cock. I'm going to rob you blind."

Angela knew it was her time to strike and went to work on the front door. The familiar clicks and clacks of the tumblers sliding into place were like music to her ears. In seconds, the door was open. 

She glanced at the guard again. He was panting now, eyes glazed over, lost in his own depraved fantasy.

“Michael!” a sultry female voice called out, causing the guard to jump in surprise. His phone slipped from his grasp, clattering to the ground. Michael's eyes widened as he watched a stunning petite brunette sauntering up to the guard in skin-tight navy pants that accentuated her curvy hips and a crisp white button-down shirt, straining to contain her ample bosom. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her face with an alluring confidence that set Angela on edge.

"Everything okay?" she asked, her tone laced with concern. The guard stammered, distracted by the woman's smoldering gaze. "Y-yes, everything's fine."

The woman cocked an eyebrow, her full lips curling into a knowing smile. "Good. Try to stay focused, Michael. I'll go another round, but I'll be back around soon to check on you again." She turned and strode away, giving Angela a generous view of her heart-shaped ass.

The young woman acted like a professional and Angela realized she'll have to be extra careful to avoid her.

The guard fumbled to pick up his fallen phone, eyes glued to the screen again as his hand began moving rhythmically over his crotch. His shoulder jerked wildly, eyes half-closed, mouth hanging open as he panted heavily.

Angela slid through the doorway, the guard too engrossed in his masturbation to notice the shadow flitting by. 

She knew the security cameras would catch her, but by the time anyone reviewed the footage, she'd be long gone.

Angela carefully crawled through the first exhibition hall, dedicated to Ancient Assyrian culture. The dimly lit room showcased ancient stone tablets engraved with intricate cuneiform script, their edges worn from centuries of existence. Glass cases displayed a variety of ancient gems – sapphires, rubies, and emeralds sparkled seductively under the low light. Each item was priceless, but they paled in comparison to what Angela had come for.

Normally such treasures would captivate Angela for hours, fueling her passion for history, culture and money she could make by selling them on the black market. But tonight, she had a singular goal. These artifacts were merely obstacles standing between her and her prize. 

She crept past the exhibits, her gaze sliding over carvings of fertility goddesses with full breasts and rounded hips.

The next exhibit transported her to the world of Ancient Mycenaean civilization, set before the Greek Dark Ages. Rows of ancient vases decorated with erotic reliefs lined the walls, depicting men and women engaged in passionate embraces, their bodies tangled together in lustful abandon.

"Kinky bastards," Angela mused, briefly admiring the artistry.

Reconstructions of Mycenaean dresses hung on mannequins, designed to leave the breasts exposed – an unapologetic celebration of sexuality. Normally, Angela would have been intrigued by this glimpse into ancient carnal practices, but her mind was focused solely on her ultimate prize.

Angela made her way through the dark corridor to the final exhibit, her prize waiting inside. Just before entering, a flashlight flickered into view up ahead, tracing a path along the walls. Angela darted behind an emergency exit, peeking through the crack in the door. 

The guard from earlier prowled the corridor, inspecting every inch of the space. Angela's breath caught in her throat, equal parts apprehension and arousal. If the woman discovered her, there would be hell to pay.

"Shit, she's good," Angela thought, watching the woman pass by. She couldn't help but admire the curve of the guard's ass encased in tight pants as she moved further along the corridor. "If all guards were like her, I'd be out of work."

When the danger passed, Angela emerged from her hiding place and stepped into the final exhibit, dedicated to Ancient China during the Han Period. The dim light reflected off priceless jewelry, golden cutlery, and intricate artifacts that were once symbols of wealth and power. But none of these treasures compared to the one object she sought.

As Angela approached a lit-up display in the center of the room, her breath caught in her throat at the sight of a magnificent, priceless artifact: a royal dildo crafted from emerald jade rock. 

The ancient sex toy was a masterpiece, intricately carved with delicate patterns that swirled along its girthy shaft, ending in a smooth, rounded head designed for maximum pleasure. She could see every curve and ridge of the jade phallus, worn smooth from centuries of use. Its lustrous surface seemed to beckon her touch, promising untold ecstasy.

Who knew how many royal cunts it had penetrated, how many concubines and wives had shuddered in ecstasy around its girth?

Her mind raced with vivid images of royal concubines moaning as they impaled themselves on the jade cock, their tight cunts gripping it as they rode wave after wave of orgasmic bliss. She imagined it secreted away in a cupboard of some high-ranking official's wife, a silent witness to scandals and intrigue. And perhaps even an ancient general or two had dared to slide it into their own quivering asses just to experience its potent allure.

The thought made Angela's own cunt clench with need. She had to have it inside her, feel that cool stone stretching her wide. She couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like to grip the ancient dildo, to push its cool length into her own needy cunt and join the ranks of those who had experienced its pleasures before her.

"Enough fantasizing," Angela scolded herself. "Time to get down to business."

She examined the glass cube encasing the precious jade dildo, looking closely for any security measures that might stand in her way. 

Angela circled the case, inspecting it for any weaknesses. Her heart leapt when she noticed a single glass break sensor, the only security measure protecting her prize. It was an expensive one though, designed to detect sudden changes in vibration frequencies.

"Guess it's my lucky day," she mused, her fingers reaching into her bag to retrieve the perfect tool for the job – a programmable vibration pad. Carefully, she attached it next to the sensor and pressed the start button. The pad began to emit vibrations, gradually increasing in frequency and effectively changing the baseline detection for the sensor.

If she was careful, now she could drill through the case without triggering an alarm. 

Angela pulled a small drill from her bag, the pad already humming. She placed it against the glass and squeezed the trigger, the whir of the drill blending with the vibrations from the pad. Thanks to the vibrating pad already matching the frequency of the drilling, the sensor remained blissfully unaware of her intrusion. 

The glass gave way beneath the bit, a perfect circle forming. 

"Almost there, baby," Angela muttered, feeling her arousal build at the prospect of finally holding the ancient artifact in her hands. With a final twist of the drill, she removed a round piece of glass and reached inside the display case.

Her fingers brushed against the smooth, polished surface of the jade dildo, sending shivers of lust down her spine. "Oh, fuck," she gasped quietly, marveling at how the dim light danced across its intricate carvings.

"Thousands of pussies... all fucked by this beautiful thing," she thought, her own cunt clenching involuntarily at the idea. Wrapping the precious artifact in a special cloth, she placed it carefully into her bag. Then, shutting down the vibration pad and removing it from the glass, she placed it into her bag along with the drill.

Angela crept through the darkened halls, sticking to the shadows. Her heart pounded with excitement and arousal, her mind consumed by thoughts of the ancient dildo. Its history and the pleasure it had brought to countless women before her stirred a deep longing within her. As she passed the janitor's pantry, she could no longer resist the urge to get closer to the artifact.

"Fuck it," she whispered, slipping into the closet among mops and buckets. Once inside, she pulled the precious jade dildo from her bag and unwrapped it, its smooth surface beckoning her.

"I have to bring this to my employers," Angela thought, "but what difference would one more pussy make?" Her
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