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Chapter 1 – The Interview 

Emma Sinclair’s pulse thundered in her ears as she followed the corrections officer down the endless gray corridor of the supermax facility. Her palms were damp despite the cool air, and she kept adjusting the strap of her leather portfolio like it was a shield. At thirty-two, she had built an empire on true-crime books that peeled back the darkest layers of killers, con artists, and monsters. But Adrian Vale wasn’t just another subject. He was the subject-the Ghost Thief, the man who had stolen hundreds of millions in jewels and walked out of prisons that were supposed to be impossible to escape.

Stay in control. You’ve prepped for this for months. He’s behind bars. You’re the one asking the questions. The reinforced steel door buzzed and slid open with a heavy clang. Emma stepped inside and the atmosphere shifted instantly, thickening with something electric and dangerous. Adrian Vale sat at the bolted metal table as if it were a throne. The orange jumpsuit clung to his powerful frame-broad shoulders, corded forearms, and long fingers that looked far too elegant for a man labeled “extremely dangerous.” His black hair was tousled just enough to look effortlessly sexy, and those whiskey-gold eyes lifted slowly, drinking her in like fine wine. 

“Emma Sinclair,” he murmured, voice low and velvet-rough, sending a shiver straight down her spine. “You’re even more breathtaking in person. That pencil skirt hugs your ass like it was painted on. And those heels... I’ve imagined them digging into my back more times than I can count.” Heat flooded her cheeks. She forced her voice into cool professionalism and placed her digital recorder on the table between them. “Flattery won’t earn you a flattering chapter, Mr. Vale. Let’s keep this strictly professional.” “Adrian,” he corrected with a lazy smile that made her stomach flip. “And I’ve never been interested in professional. I want raw. I want real. Sit down, Emma.”

She lowered herself into the chair opposite him, crossing her legs tightly. The interview began the way she had scripted it in her head. She asked about the infamous 2022 Paris heist, the Dubai vault breach that defied every security protocol, and the chilling way he had simply disappeared from a German supermax three years ago. Adrian answered with smooth, teasing charm-giving her just enough glittering details to hook any reader, but never enough to actually reveal anything useful. But his gaze never wavered. It traced the delicate line of her throat, lingered on the way her silk blouse stretched across her full breasts, and dropped lower to where her thighs pressed together under the table. Then he leaned forward, cuffs rattling softly. “You had black coffee with one sugar this morning,” he said conversationally, as if commenting on the weather. “Because it’s a high-focus writing day. Tomorrow you’ll switch back to that oat milk latte, extra hot, around ten-thirty, when the first caffeine dip hits. You ran the East River path at 6:12 a.m. yesterday even though it was raining hard enough to soak through your sports bra. You always bite your lower lip when you’re trying to hide how turned on you are... just like you’re doing right now.”

Emma’s breath caught sharply. What the actual fuck? Her mind raced. I’ve never shared those routines with anyone. Not my editor, not my assistant, not even in passing conversation. How-“You’re wearing the black lace bra and thong today,” Adrian continued, voice dropping into a filthy whisper. “The set with the tiny satin bow right above that pretty clit. You stood in front of your mirror this morning, slid them on, and thought about me while you did it. Didn’t you, Emma?” Oh God. Her nipples tightened painfully against the lace. A rush of slick heat soaked her thong instantly. Shame burned through her, hot and humiliating, but it only made her wetter. This can’t be happening. I’m the interviewer. I’m supposed to be in charge. Adrian’s smile turned darker, hungrier. “Two years, baby. I’ve been watching you for two long years. Every late-night session when you researched me, fingers slipping under your panties while you whispered my name... every time you came so hard you had to bite your pillow so the neighbors wouldn’t hear... I knew. I saw it all.”

He’s lying. He has to be lying. But the way he looked at her-like he owned every filthy secret she’d ever hidden-made her thighs tremble. Her clit throbbed in time with her heartbeat. “Stand up,” he commanded quietly. Say no. Call the guard. End this now. Instead, Emma rose on shaky legs, heart slamming against her ribs. “Unbutton your blouse. One button at a time. Let me see those gorgeous tits.” Her fingers felt clumsy as she obeyed, revealing inch after inch of flushed skin and delicate black lace. The cool prison air kissed her overheated flesh. When the blouse hung open, Adrian let out a low groan. “Fuck, look at you. Bra down. Show me those hard little nipples.” 

Emma pulled the cups under her breasts, letting them spill free. Her nipples were dark pink, stiff, begging for attention. She fought the urge to cover herself, but the dark hunger in his eyes kept her hands at her sides.“ Now the skirt. Slowly.” She unzipped it and let the fabric slide down her hips, stepping out until she stood in nothing but heels, open blouse, and a soaked thong. A thick strand of her arousal had already dripped down her inner thigh. This is insane. I’m in a maximum-security prison stripping for a convicted felon... and I’ve never been this turned on in my entire life. “Spread your legs wider,” Adrian growled. “Pull that useless thong aside and show me how sloppy that cunt is for me.” Emma widened her stance. The wet fabric made an obscene sound as she hooked it to the side. Her swollen pussy lips parted, glistening, pink, and dripping. Another heavy drop of cream slid free and landed on the concrete with a tiny, audible splat. Adrian’s cock strained visibly against the front of his jumpsuit, thick and hard. “Jesus Christ. Look at that pretty, messy hole. You’re making a puddle on the floor like a desperate little whore. Touch yourself, Emma. Play with that dripping cunt while I watch.” A broken whimper escaped her. She slid two fingers down her slit, coating them in her slick before circling her swollen clit. Pleasure sparked through her so sharply her knees almost buckled. This is wrong. So fucking wrong. But I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. “Inside,” he ordered. “Fuck yourself deep. Let me hear how wet you are.” 

She pushed two fingers into her aching pussy with a loud, filthy schlick. Then three. Her hips rocked forward as she fucked herself harder, the wet squelching sounds filling the small room. Her free hand moved to her breast, pinching and tugging her nipple roughly while she stared into his eyes. Adrian’s breathing had grown ragged. “That’s my good girl. Look at you-finger-fucking yourself like a slut in front of a prisoner. Does it feel good, baby? Knowing I’ve been hard for you for years?” “Yes,” she gasped, voice cracking. “God, Adrian... I’m so close already.” “Not yet. Slow down. Edge that greedy cunt for me. I want you dripping down your thighs before you come.”

She slowed her thrusts, whimpering with frustration, but obeyed. Her fingers moved in and out with deliberate, torturous strokes. More slick ran down her wrist and thighs. Her clit was swollen and throbbing, begging for friction. He’s going to ruin me. And I’m going to let him. Adrian leaned as far forward as the cuffs allowed. “Now. Fuck yourself hard. Come all over those pretty fingers and make a mess for me.” Emma slammed her fingers deep, thumb grinding her clit in tight circles. Her orgasm exploded through her like lightning. She cried out sharply, thighs shaking violently as her pussy clenched and gushed around her fingers. Clear, hot squirt sprayed out in messy pulses, splattering the floor between her spread legs. She kept fucking herself through every wave, moaning shamelessly, head thrown back in ecstasy.

When the tremors finally faded, she pulled her glistening fingers free with a wet pop. They were coated thickly in her cream, strings of it stretching between her digits. Adrian’s eyes were black with lust. “Come here.” Emma stepped forward on trembling legs and offered her soaked fingers. He sucked them into his mouth greedily, tongue swirling, groaning deep in his throat at the taste of her. The vibration traveled straight to her still-throbbing clit. The guards suddenly pounded on the door. “Time’s up!” Emma scrambled back into her clothes with frantic, clumsy movements. Her thong was completely ruined, her thighs sticky, and the scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air. She could barely walk straight. As she reached the door she looked back one last time. Adrian sat there with her juices still shining on his lips, wearing the most satisfied, predatory smile she had ever seen. “See you soon, Emma,” he said softly, almost tenderly. “Very, very soon.” She stepped out into the hallway, flushed, trembling, and soaked to the core. For the first time in her career, the hunter had become the prey. And deep down, in the darkest, wettest part of her mind... she couldn’t wait to be caught.

Chapter 2 – The Escape 

Three days later the entire world lost its mind. Emma Sinclair stared at the glowing television in her sleek Manhattan apartment, a glass of untouched red wine shaking in her hand. Every channel screamed the same headline in bold red letters: “GHOST THIEF STRIKES AGAIN - ADRIAN VALE ESCAPES MAXIMUM SECURITY” Footage rolled on loop: empty cell, cut cameras, baffled guards. Experts were losing their shit on every network. “How does a man just disappear from a supermax?” one anchor shouted. Social media had already dubbed it “The Miracle Escape.” Emma’s stomach twisted with equal parts terror and something far darker - throbbing, shameful excitement. Her pussy had been aching non-stop since the interview. Every time she closed her eyes she saw Adrian’s whiskey-gold stare and tasted his tongue sucking her cum off her fingers.

She hadn’t slept. She hadn’t changed out of the oversized t-shirt and tiny black panties she’d thrown on after her shower. Her nipples were stiff against the thin cotton. She kept squeezing her thighs together, trying to ignore how soaked she already was. A soft click came from behind her. Emma spun around so fast the wine sloshed over her fingers. Adrian Vale leaned against her kitchen island like he owned the place, sipping from her favorite mug - the one that said “Queen of Crime.” Black hoodie, dark jeans, and that same devastating smile. He looked relaxed. Amused. Like he’d just come back from a casual stroll instead of breaking out of the most secure prison in the Northeast. “Evening, Emma,” he drawled, voice low and velvet-rough. “Miss me?”

She backed up until her ass hit the couch. “How... how the fuck did you get in here?” Adrian set the mug down and stalked toward her slowly, eyes devouring every inch of her barely-dressed body. “You already know the answer to that. I go wherever I want. And right now...” He stopped inches away, towering over her. “I want you.” Emma’s breath hitched. Fear and raw lust slammed together inside her chest. He’s a wanted man. Dangerous. I should scream. I should run. I should call the police right now. Instead her clit pulsed so hard she whimpered.

Adrian’s hand came up, fingers brushing her jaw. “Look at you. Already shaking for me. Already wet, aren’t you, baby?” She couldn’t lie. Not to him. “Yes...” “Good girl.” He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “Now strip. Everything off. I want to see that sloppy little cunt again.” Emma’s hands moved before her brain could catch up. She yanked the t-shirt over her head, full tits bouncing free, nipples tight and aching. Then she shoved her soaked panties down her thighs. They stuck for a second to her dripping pussy before falling to her ankles. Adrian hummed in approval. “Fuck, look at that pretty mess. You’ve been dripping for three days thinking about me, haven’t you?” “Yes,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I couldn’t stop.” He reached down and cupped her soaked pussy possessively, two thick fingers sliding through her creamy folds with a loud, wet sound. “Such a desperate little slut for a criminal. My perfect whore.”

Emma moaned loudly as he pushed those fingers deep inside her without warning. Her knees buckled. He caught her easily, fucking her with slow, filthy strokes while his thumb circled her swollen clit. “Adrian... please...”“Please what?” He added a third finger, stretching her. “Use your words like a big girl.” “Fuck me,” she begged, hips rolling shamelessly on his hand. “Please fuck me. I need your cock.” He pulled his fingers out with a wet pop and shoved them into her mouth. “Clean them. Taste how pathetic you are for me.”

Emma sucked greedily, moaning around his fingers, tongue swirling
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