
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Sissification Conspiracy

(A Forced Feminization, Femdom Cuckold Tech Thriller)

By

Julia G. Slater


Copyright © 2026 Julia G. Slater

All Rights Reserved

Note, all names, persons, and companies are fictitious and any similarity to real life is purely coincidental, except where otherwise agreed in writing between the author and the subject. This work is a dramatized true story, but all members consented fully to what took place. Nothing illegal ever took place.

The right of Julia G. Slater to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

Cover Photo AI


Contents

Author’s Note

Prologue

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

Nine

Ten

Eleven

Twelve

Thirteen

Fourteen

Fifteen

Sixteen

Seventeen

Eighteen

Nineteen

Twenty

Twenty-One

Twenty-Two

Twenty-Three

Twenty-Four

Twenty-Five

Twenty-Six

Twenty-Seven

Twenty-Eight

Twenty-Nine

Thirty

Thirty-One

Thirty-Two

Thirty-Three

Thirty-Four

Thirty-Five

Epilogue

Post-Script


Author’s Note

Savvy readers will see this book as a nod to one of my favourite novels and authors of all time. Won’t give the name away, but I’ll let you work it out. Obviously, this goes in a completely different direction.

I began writing this book with the idea that I’d do what I usually do, start it, put it aside and go back to one of my other ones. But the more I wrote this book, the more I felt invested into it. I really like this one, I’m proud of it. I think it’s a healthy mix of BDSM femdom fetish porn and non-erotic story to boot. So I hope you enjoy this book as much as I enjoyed writing it.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks. HOWEVER: Remember I am British. Don’t write to me to say I have an error when what you mean is that I haven’t written in American English.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater) and have been posting there, and I have a FANVUE account (@Juliagslater). If you subscribe to me there, you can get access to an audiobook of a very dark story which will never be published here.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


SUNDAY


Prologue

Jerry Evans stood at the window of his cramped home office, staring out at the merciless Czech sunlight. The spring heat pressed against the glass like a living thing. Below, on the sunbed beside the small pool, his wife Katerina lay stretched out in a black bikini, a paperback novel forgotten across her stomach. Her skin glistened with oil, every muscle defined and gleaming. Even after two years the sight still hit him low in the gut.

He remembered when March in Prague meant grey slush and frozen breath. Not anymore. The climate had shifted, the way everything else was shifting. Faster than anyone admitted.

Later he would fire up the grill, throw on burgers, let the neighbours drift over with beer and gossip. For now, the Dell laptop glowed in front of him, columns of budget figures marching across the screen. Project Titan. Tomorrow the CEO would name the new Chief Technology Officer to replace Don Marcus, and everyone (including Jerry) knew the job was his. It had to be. Titan was ahead of schedule, under budget, and already doing things no other system on earth could do.

He should have been outside with Katerina. God knows he wanted to be. But the numbers wouldn’t let him go. Not yet.

Meridian Dynamics’ new artificial-intelligence platform had leaked into the market the way a virus leaks into the bloodstream; quietly, then everywhere at once. Analysts called it an “AI modeller.” The phrase was laughably inadequate. What they had built wasn’t a chatbot or a clever pattern-matcher. It was a supreme intelligence engine, ruthless and elegant, capable of redesigning drug-discovery pipelines, rewiring global supply chains, and rewriting the economics of entire industries overnight. Internal testing had already proved it. The markets sensed it. Meridian’s share price had been creeping upward for weeks, a slow, hungry climb.

The company needed this win. Needed it badly.

Meridian Dynamics had its fair share of wins and losses under the previous head of advanced products, Mark Levallin, a role Jerry had inherited after Levallin was quietly pushed out of the company, for having an affair with Jerry’s first wife, Sheri, a scandal that could have been a lot worse for Jerry but in the end, the company decided Mark was the one who needed to go, that Jerry was more important.

There was a bigger reason for Levallin being booted though. At the time, Sheri Evans was working for a rival software company, one Jerry had once interned for before jumping ship. It turned out that Levallin had shared company information with Sheri as part of his affair and that just wouldn’t do. It made sense to promote Jerry, saved a huge lawsuit, and a scandal. But that turned out to be the best thing the company could do, because it freed Jerry up to work on his pet project, one which would one day turn the fortunes of the beleaguered software corporation.

Jerry’s eyes flicked to the framed magazine covers on the opposite wall. His own face stared back from three of them; Wired, MIT Technology Review, Forbes. The man who had turned Dynatrak from a sleepy CCTV-analytics side project into the hottest retail-intelligence platform on the planet. One system. Anonymous, real-time, surgical. Retailers who installed it watched their conversion rates jump within days. Shelf space reconfigured itself while customers were still in the store. Advertising mutated in real time. Upsell became inevitable.

Suddenly, Meridian Dynamics was the hottest company on the market, the share price shot up and Jerry was on the cover of every online tech magazine.

Jerry had checked the numbers ten times, every single time he reached the same result. Somehow, the project was far cheaper than his original projections, and still the testing showed they were far below the minimum number of bugs KPI. It was completely unusual for a project to go so well, which was why he firmly believed he had missed something.

Ten times was enough, he reasoned, shutting the lid of the Dell laptop. He was overthinking things, had to be. Tomorrow, he would present the numbers, then they would announce his name as CTO.

Now he had a choice. Have a quick wank and go relax with his sexy wife, or go out and suggest they make love. He had full view of her, relaxing there, she would not be able to see him, and yet, guilt riddled his body at the thought of indulging himself when the sexy Katerina lay there outside, her tight muscular body glistening from sunscreen in the hot sun.

After divorcing Sheri and being promoted to the Head of Advanced Products, Jerry decided it would be best to move closer to the team responsible for the products, at least, that was what he told his boss at the time. Really though, he wanted a fresh start, away from Atlanta where the company had its North America HQ.

When he arrived in Prague, Jerry found himself missing three things; football (American), ice hockey, and women, probably in that order. Women in Prague were abundant, but not only was he shy, he was picky. Football was the European kind, and that left hockey. Thankfully, the Czech Republic was known for its hockey, and soon Jerry found himself a frequent visitor to the O2 Arena, and it was during a Play Off match that he found himself upgraded to VIP seating, and invited rink side where he was introduced to the social media manager of the club, Katerina.

He was smitten the moment he saw her. Long dark brown hair, almost black, huge eyes, sharp Slavic cheekbones, dainty b-cup breasts, tight sculpted body, Katerina was the picture of beauty and exactly his type, more beautiful than Sheri ever was, and a fantastic personality to boot, playful, kind, loving.

With a sigh, Jerry stood and walked out, knowing that to masturbate rather than indulge in his gorgeous wife would be an afront to everything he stood for.

“You done?” She asked once he stepped outside.

“Yeah, I think so.” He replied, crouching down beside her and kissing her lips. “I really hope I didn’t miss anything.”

“I’m sure you’re overthinking things.” She smiled. Normally she would be busy preparing for a hockey game, but the team was on international duty which meant the local team wasn’t playing. Three weeks off for her, nice if you can get it, he had thought at the time. “I’m getting hungry.”

“I was going to fire up the grill.”

She smirked a little then wrapped her arms around him. “How about you fire up me first?”

“Mmm, my pleasure my lady.” He purred, kissing her again.

Before he could get her too fired up though, his phone began buzzing, breaking the moment of intimacy. He pulled out the phone and frowned as he read the name, and Katerina just rolled her eyes whilst he held up a finger, pressing the green answer button.

“Mary, to what do I owe the pleasure?” He said.

Mary Goodwin was Meridian Dynamics’ Chief People Officer; read human resources boss. She was a kindly lady in her late fifties who was born and raised in London itself. She was the type of HR chief who liked to be a bit cheeky, but always knew where to draw the line. Jerry and Mary didn’t speak often, but she did like to drop him the occasional joke over private message. Her calling on a Sunday though, was unusual.

“Jerry, sorry to bother you, but I wanted to give you the heads-up before you go in tomorrow.” She took a deep intake of breath. “Max is going to pass you over for the CTO position. He’s going outside the company.”

For a moment, Jerry’s world seemed to stop. The birds stopped singing; the sun stopped shining. The day that had been so warm suddenly felt cold and his body began to tremble. “Oh, I see.”

“Yeah, erm, I was not involved in the decision. In fact, Max felt that my relationship with you was too close for me to make an informed decision. He used Dirk Kenly for the hiring process.” She said, which should have given me an inkling of what to expect.

“Shit. Did he say why?”

“Not to me, but my understanding is that he feels you’re better suited to running Project Titan and leaving what he feels is more of an admin role to someone else.”

“I mean, when you put it like that…” He was trying to be positive when in reality he knew it was a bullshit argument. The CTO role was not administrative in any way shape or form. What it meant was that any incoming CTO was going to scrutinise his work and probably want to put their fingerprints on the final product. As CTO, he would be able to make sure Titan was finished to spec, but a project this size, no incoming CTO would want to just leave the department head to it.

“It’s a stupid decision. We both know it.” She said reassuringly. “Look, Jerry, you have every right to be pissed. It was your job. We’re where we are right now because of you. My understanding is that Max is thinking about spinning off the AI group and needs someone who knows how to talk to the market.”

“So, two companies?” Jerry asked, musing it. “Makes sense. The AI will be strong enough to stand up on its own, and from an investor prospective, he could involve groups he couldn’t before.”

“Exactly.” Replied Mary, then sighed again. “And it’s that you fully get that that I feel he dropped a ball not selecting you.”

Jerry nodded, not that she could see it, but then he frowned once more. “So, who is he going with?”

“I don’t know. Dirk won’t tell me, neither will Max, and strangely I’m blocked from the systems right now. I’m not sure what’s going on, but I have a feeling Max is planning a reshuffle. It might be that I’ll end up losing my job before the week’s out.”

“No!” Gasped Jerry. “What the hell is going on with Max lately?”

“I don’t know. He’s been strange a few months now. I don’t know if something happened at home, but Debbie’s been in all the gossip rags lately. There’s a rumour she’s having an affair with her personal trainer.” Debbie Walton, Max’s wife; second wife and prized bimbo, younger than Max’s daughter by a year, it was obvious that she was with Max for his money, not that anyone would say that to his face.

“Okay, well, I’ll try to put a brave face on it in the office tomorrow. Guess I should be glad I’m based here in Prague and not the UK or Atlanta.”

“Yeah, but I know the locals there won’t be happy. They were routing for you.”

Jerry looked down at his sexy wife, a concerned look on her face. She’d been listening and had caught on immediately. “It is what it is. Thanks for letting me know Mary.”

“No worries. I’ll try to keep you informed of what’s going on as I know it.”

“Sure. Thanks.”

Jerry ended the call and looked down with an apologetic look. Katerina stood without a word and wrapped her arms around her husband, pulling him tight. Nothing needed to be said, they just held each other, and suddenly, the budget projections didn’t seem important anymore. Heck, even Titan no longer felt as important as it did just minutes ago. Jerry just felt dejected and lost.

To cheer himself up, Jerry slid a hand down to Katerina’s firm backside and grabbed it. In the leopard-skin print thong bikini, her skin looked almost Mediterranean. As he grabbed her, she pushed her body closer to his and moved her lips across, planting them on his and feeding him her tongue.

They fell back on the sunbed, glad they had the high conifer wall around them for privacy as she reached behind her to take off the little bikini top, presenting her perky breasts to his lips. She let out a small gasp as he sucked and bit a little, then she pushed on his head, knowing that he liked to taste her, liked to use his mouth.

Jerry wasn’t great in bed, he knew that, he knew that he didn’t have the biggest cock, nor did he last long. In fact, when he first slept with Katerina, he kind of prepared her for the worst, something she found sweet. When he went down on her without prompting, not even wanting her to reciprocate, she knew she was on to a winner. For Katerina, sex with most men was not exactly a great experience. It was fun to be fucked, but rarely did a man get her there. The ones that did were not exactly husband material, so she was glad when Jerry showed her that there was another way.

Getting Katerina off was easy for Jerry. He knew where to lick, when to insert fingers, how deep and how many. Her orgasms were sudden, violent and loud and this time was no different. She didn’t care about the neighbours, didn’t care they heard, she just proudly lost herself in the moment, coming down after with a hugely satisfied grin.

“Your turn.” She said, pushing down his shorts to reveal his slim five-inch dick.

He pushed inside her warm folds. She was a woman who believed that the best way to keep her pussy was fully waxed, and given that she was six years Jerry’s junior and childless, her pussy was a perfect slit which parted neatly when he pushed into her. If there was ever such a thing as a pussy model, she would be perfect for it.

In Jerry’s head, he tried to fight away the negative thoughts about work, tried to prevent stress from taking over. For the past four years he’d been together with Katerina, two of them married, she was the focus of his thoughts, he never pictured anything kinky, just her, and that was all that was needed; she was too perfect for anything else. But realistically, Jerry knew that it was only a matter of time until his fetishes returned, the desires which had transformed his first marriage, had destroyed everything that was once normal for him.

Today would not be that day. Today, he opened his eyes and looked right at Katerina and saw her smile, saw that sweet face, those huge eyes that just swallowed him up, and said, “I love you.”

“I love you too baby.” She replied softly, feeling him climax inside her, filling her with the warmth that she loved.

They had talked about children over the years, but Katerina felt too young and she loved her job too much to think about kids, and Jerry never really felt the draw. In the end, they decided to circle back when one of them felt ready.

That afternoon, Jerry fired up the grill whilst Katerina made a drinks run. They decided to put work out of their mind and invite some friends and neighbours around and enjoy a nice warm sunny day instead. Whilst Jerry was easily able to think up some nightmare scenarios in his head, he also knew it was entirely possible that everything would work out okay, that Max would hire someone who knew what they were doing and would propel Jerry’s career, rather than hinder it. Heck, if a spin-off was to happen, maybe Max’s plan was to make Jerry CEO of the new company.

There were plenty of positives and plenty of negatives, but none of the negatives came close to the reality of what awaited Jerry on Monday morning.


MONDAY


One

The sunny weather didn’t last. By Monday morning the Prague sky had turned the colour of wet concrete, low clouds pressing down like a threat. The mood inside the Meridian building matched it perfectly, grey, heavy, electric with unease.

Jerry stepped onto the fifth floor and felt the shift immediately. Normally the open-plan space greeted him with nods, quick smiles, the low hum of keyboards and morning chatter. Today the air felt thick. People glanced up, then quickly away. Sadness. Disappointment. Nervous glances that asked the same silent question: How? Why?

The rumour mill wasn’t just spinning, it was screaming.

He decided to skip his own office and headed straight for his number two, Head of Architecture, David Pavlicek. When he reached David’s desk the monitor was on and locked, but the chair was empty.

“Any idea where David is?” Jerry asked Marta Sykorova, a senior developer hunched over her screen, eyebrow piercing glinting under the harsh lights.

“Nope. Smoking or coffee. Maybe both.” She didn’t look up.

“What’s with the doom and gloom around here?” Jerry asked.

Marta finally turned; one pierced eyebrow arched in disbelief. “You don’t know?”

“The CTO role?”

“Yeah. Figured you’d be the most pissed of all.”

“I’m not ecstatic,” Jerry said evenly, “but Max made his call. I have to live with it.”

Marta snorted and shook her head, already turning back to her code. “You need to grow some balls, boss, and tell Max he’s making a stupid mistake.”

“There are bigger plans afoot,” Jerry replied, keeping his tone professional. “We should trust that Max knows what’s best for the company.”

“You say so.” The conversation was clearly over.

Jerry started to walk away, then stopped. “Tell David I want to sit in on the daily stand-up today. The new boss will want details, might as well get ahead of it.”

It wasn’t unusual for David to be holding court in the kitchen, debating some technical point with a couple of developers, so Jerry poked his head in on the way to his office. Two junior devs waved and muttered something about Max being an asshole. Jerry gave a tight smile and kept moving.

“Morning, boss,” Maggie Golding chirped as he reached his desk. His personal assistant was already sorting papers, her silver hair perfectly coiffed. “Your day’s pretty packed. Eric Irvine in Singapore wants a slot at ten.”

“Can’t do it. I’m sitting in on the stand-ups today, and Eric only wants to whine about early Titan access. Bump him and block the hour.”

“Thought so. There’s also a company all-hands at three that Alice put in.”

Jerry frowned. Alice Parker, Max’s assistant, had scheduled it for a time that worked for both US and European teams. “He’s announcing the CTO.”

Maggie beamed, clearly oblivious to the gossip flooding the floor. “Oh, exciting times!”

“Yeah, Maggie… I thought you knew. I’m not getting it. Max is going outside the company.”

Her face fell. “No! Why do you think that?”

“I know it for a fact. Can’t get into the details, but I’ve been passed over.”

The older woman stood and pulled him into an unwanted hug. “Such a shame, darlin’. I’m sure something better will come along.”

Jerry gently extricated himself. “Make sure I’m not tied up in anything else. I want to be early for that all-hands.”

“Of course. Oh, and you’ve got a five o’clock block marked ‘CTO – TBD.’ Annie Feldman put it in.”

Don Marcus’s old assistant had already blocked time with the new CTO? That couldn’t be good. It meant Jerry was near the top of the new boss’s hit list.

“Thanks, Maggie. Anything else?”

She cocked her head with maternal sympathy, the look of a woman watching a child who just learned there would be no Christmas presents. “No, darlin’. Would you like me to get you a coffee?”

“I can get my own coffee,” Jerry said, trying once more to remind her she wasn’t supposed to be a glorified secretary. She never seemed to hear it.

“Nonsense! Busy man like you, I’ll go right now.”

There was no point arguing. Jerry walked into his office, unpacked his laptop bag, and docked the Dell. The moment the big monitor lit up he frowned at the inbox counter: 500+ unread emails glowing blue. The downside of an assistant who didn’t quite understand her actual job.

“Here you go, boss.” Maggie appeared and set a steaming mug on his desk with a proud little flourish.

“Thanks. Hey, could you go through my inbox? Answer the simple stuff, at least filter and prioritise?”

“Oh, I don’t think I’m qualified for the tough ones…”

Jerry let out a quiet sigh of exasperation. “Maggie, it’s literally part of being my right hand. Just triage them, okay?”

“Sure can!” She gave him a sweet, unchanging smile and turned to leave. “Door open or closed?”

“Open,” he mumbled, then changed his mind. “Actually, closed.”

“Which is it?”

“Closed, Maggie. Thanks.”

He waited until the door clicked shut, then opened his email client and began the grim scroll through five hundred unread messages.

Rather than wait for Maggie, Jerry opened his inbox and started scrolling. He didn’t make it past the second message before he was staring at a forwarded support ticket from Singapore. It shouldn’t have been a complaint at all.


FROM: TERI FONG (TFONG@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.SG)

TO: L4 GLOBAL SUPPORT DYNATRAK

CC: DYNATRAK LEADERSHIP, DANNY TRAN

SUBJECT: Dynatrak: New features needed for China

Dear L4 Support Team,

I’ve been trying to get an answer for three weeks now about an opportunity with a big client in China to use DynaTrak in their locations for fraud management. They aren’t happy with how we blur the people in the CCTV footage and are asking us to remove that from our code. I need an estimate to do that.

Can someone respond soon? This is a huge opportunity!

T.

Clearly Teri didn’t understand that sales requests and code changes didn’t go to Level 4 Support. Someone should have corrected her, but her boss, Danny Tran, should have known better. No doubt this was why Eric Irvine had been hounding him, the Singapore head was probably sweating over the risk of losing a major deal.

Just as Jerry thought that, a new message popped in, a reply to Maggie’s polite rejection of the ten o’clock slot. The subject line was pure Eric:

“???? Dude! Need to speak now!!!”

Jerry didn’t give a damn about Dynatrak anymore. The product was mature, deployed worldwide, and long since handed off to Professional Services. He had moved on two years ago. Yet people still dragged him back into it.

He opened the internal messenger and caught Eric online. Better to kill this quickly.

EVANS, JERRY (08:22): Hey Eric, crazy busy with Titan, and today is insane as I’m sure you’ve heard. If this is about the Dynatrak China opportunity, you’ll need to raise it with Atlanta, that’s not me anymore. Sorry. Teri really shouldn’t be sending feature requests to Global Support. Thanks, Jerry.

IRVINE, ERIC (08:23): Dude! Not sure what you’re talking about re: Dynatrak. Just got back from vacation Friday and found out Levallin was here! Two full days, Tuesday and Wednesday. I didn’t invite the fucker, and nobody seems to know shit, but his name is all over the logbook.

Jerry’s eyes widened. He pushed his chair back from the desk as a cold wave of horror washed over him. Mark Levallin, his ex-wife’s lover, the man who had systematically destroyed his first marriage, the man who had turned Sheri into the dominant nightmare who had tormented him for months.

The cursor blinked. Jerry couldn’t move.

He tried to remember the last he’d heard of Levallin. After being quietly pushed out of Meridian, Mark had bounced through consulting gigs, never settling. Last Jerry knew, he was VP of Operations at a major point-of-sale systems manufacturer back in Atlanta.

Ignoring Eric for the moment, Jerry rolled his chair forward, opened LinkedIn in an incognito window, and searched for Mark Levallin. There he was, still listed as VP of Operations at the same company.

A fresh knot of dread tightened in his stomach. Max and Mark had always been close. Max had once been grooming Levallin for the CTO role. Mark’s exit had been a net win for the company, but what if Max saw it differently? What if enough time had passed that he now considered bringing his old protégé back?

IRVINE, ERIC (08:30): You still there?

EVANS, JERRY (08:31): Yeah, just looking into what Levallin’s been up to. I don’t see any obvious reason for him to be there unless we share a client and he was running a workshop. Have you asked the sales team?

IRVINE, ERIC (08:32): Some, but half the office is OOO, some damn flu going around. Tried calling Tran but he’s not picking up. I should fire his ass!

EVANS, JERRY (08:32): Can’t fire him if he’s sick. I’m sure it’s nothing, but dig around and let me know what you find.

IRVINE, ERIC (08:33): Sure. Hey, any news on the CTO job? You getting it or what?

EVANS, JERRY (08:33): Passed over. Going external.

IRVINE, ERIC (08:34): Well that’s a crock of shit! I’ve been telling you, Max has lost it. Ever since he married that fucking bimbo, his head’s been up his ass. So are you sticking around or moving on?

It was the question Jerry had been asking himself since Mary’s call the day before. Part of him still wanted to believe this was all part of some larger plan that would ultimately benefit him. But the colder part of his mind knew better. Max had never truly liked him; he had only ever tolerated him.

EVANS, JERRY (08:34): Just focused on getting Titan off the ground.

What else could he say? He couldn’t walk away from Titan now. The system was still a myth to the outside world, unreleased, unproven to anyone except him. He had already seen what it could do. If he left and they launched it a month later, the new CTO would claim all the credit.

The more he thought about Levallin’s presence in Singapore, the more he tried to convince himself it was coincidence, a big client using their POS system who wanted to integrate Dynatrak. If the deal was large enough, bringing in someone of Levallin’s seniority would make sense.

What didn’t make sense was how Levallin could spend two full days in the Singapore office without Eric knowing. Eric liked to know everything about major visits.

Jerry had known Eric Irvine for well over a decade. They had started at Meridian together straight out of college, Jerry in R&D in Atlanta, Eric in sales in Seattle. Jerry had helped Eric close his first big deal, and they had stayed close ever since. Eric had even stood beside him at his wedding to Sheri.

Levallin knew all of that. He knew Eric hated him. Most of all, he knew that if Eric learned he had been in Singapore, Eric would immediately tell Jerry.

Which meant Levallin hadn’t wanted Jerry to know.

And the only reason for that was if Levallin had already been hired as the new CTO, and Singapore was the first stop on his victory tour.

Jerry picked up the phone and dialled Mary. She answered on the first ring, then immediately hung up and texted back.

Can’t talk.

It’s Levallin, isn’t it? Max rehired Mark! You promised me he would never step foot in this company again!

The typing dots appeared. Jerry waited, pulse hammering.

Mark Levallin not CTO…

He exhaled, relief flooding through him. He had been right, it was probably just an unrelated visit. The nightmare scenario had been avoided.

Then the dots reappeared.

Jerry stared at the screen, jaw slack, face rigid with shock. Before he could even process the words, he hurled the phone against the wall with all his strength. It cracked on impact but stayed lit, lying on the floor like evidence.

Maggie yelped and rushed in, eyes wide. She stared at Jerry, then at the shattered phone.

The final line glowed on the shattered screen:

…Sheri Levallin. Max hired Sheri as CTO.


Two

The cubicle door slammed shut behind Jerry. He barely made it to the toilet before he doubled over and vomited, stomach heaving until there was nothing left.

To anyone else, learning your ex-wife was about to become your boss might have triggered anger or disgust. For Jerry it triggered pure, physical revulsion, and with good reason.

Their divorce had been nuclear. Sheri blamed him for every failure in her life, and especially for the very public way Mark Levallin had been forced out of the company. The last thing she had said to him as they left the courtroom was burned into his memory:

“One day I’ll find my way back into your life, and I will destroy you. I will bring you to your knees and ruin everything you love.”

Max knew all of that. Hiring Sheri as CTO wasn’t just reckless, it was potentially suicidal for Project Titan and possibly the entire company. She was brilliant, yes, but dangerously sales-oriented. In a role that demanded deep technical leadership, her instincts ran toward flash and headlines, not careful engineering. Worse, she was unstable. And she hated Jerry with a purity that time had only sharpened.

When he finally stepped out of the bathroom, the entire development floor was staring. Word of the smashed phone had already spread.

“We thought you knew,” Pavel said quietly. “We saw her this morning.”

“She’s… here?”

“Yeah. Upstairs with Max. They’re both here. The announcement’s happening in the event hall.”

Jerry let out a short, bitter laugh and shook his head. Then his eyes flicked to David’s still-empty chair.

“Where the fuck is David?”

The developers exchanged uneasy glances. No one had seen him since early morning. That alone sent a fresh spike of alarm through Jerry’s chest.

He didn’t wait for answers. He stormed back to his office, dropped into his chair, and immediately opened LinkedIn, scrolling job listings with mechanical fury. He could land somewhere else. He didn’t need Meridian. He didn’t need Max.

And he sure as hell didn’t need fucking Sheri.

“FUCK!” He slammed his palm on the desk so hard the monitor shook. His head throbbed in time with his heartbeat.

Eyes closed, he pressed both hands to his temples and let the memories flood in.

He had met Sheri while interning at Cyrellia Systems during university, part-time coding work that paid the bills. She was five years older, already climbing the corporate ladder with ruthless ambition. She believed women deserved more from the tech world, and she intended to take it.

The attraction had been instant on his side. Tall, hourglass figure, D-cup breasts, long black hair, dark smoky eyes, and high cheekbones that gave her a permanent expression of cool disdain. She radiated “tough bitch” energy, and Jerry had loved it. In private, though, she could be surprisingly warm, affectionate, playful, genuinely loving. They had been good together. Really good.

There was only one problem.

Jerry had a quiet but intense porn addiction focused on female domination, humiliation, and cuckolding. He masturbated constantly, which left him a quick trigger in bed. Sheri didn’t discover it until a few weeks before the wedding. For a moment she had seriously considered calling everything off. But they talked. She watched some of the videos with him. And instead of recoiling, she dove in headfirst.

She took to domination like she had been born for it. While Jerry was still tentatively exploring the fantasy, Sheri was already racing ahead, turning online stories into real-life scripts.

At a company party she got drunk and started flirting with Mark Levallin. One thing led to another and they ended up discussing Jerry’s fantasies, the desire to watch another man take his wife-to-be.

They didn’t fuck that night. Sheri only blew Mark in a bathroom stall. Why stop there? Because they wanted the real surprise to land on the wedding night: Sheri locking Jerry in chastity and then spending the entire night riding Mark while her new husband watched from the corner.

The problem was Jerry had never asked for reality. He had only wanted the fantasy. But once it started, he lacked the strength, or the courage, to say it had gone too far. Worse, he discovered he was enjoying the humiliation. It began to consume his thoughts. His work suffered.

For six long months, once or twice a week, Jerry knelt caged and helpless while Mark fucked his wife. He listened as Sheri called him a pathetic loser, a worthless bitch. She whipped him, spanked him, pegged him. He couldn’t deny the twisted thrill, but he still craved boundaries. Sheri and Mark only craved escalation.

Soon Jerry was wearing bras and panties while she mocked him as her little sissy. Then she made him clean her used pussy with his tongue. From there it was only a short step to cleaning Mark’s cock, and then fluffing it hard again before the next round.

Within a year Jerry had become Mark’s on-demand cocksucker, summoned under the desk in his office whenever the mood struck.

At first Sheri would occasionally unlock Jerry’s cage so they could be intimate. After a year she almost never did. Sissy slaves, she told him, don’t get to fuck their Mistresses.

When Mark essentially moved in, things got worse. He started demanding Jerry wear lingerie to work. Sheri began replacing his underwear drawer with feminine substitutes.

The panic attacks started soon after. Colleagues noticed. Jerry finally drew a hard line and asked for a divorce.

That was when everything truly went to hell.

His first thought, the moment he told Sheri he wanted a divorce, was that she would soften, admit she had gone too far, and try to save the marriage. Instead she doubled down.

She started making threats. She had photos, she said. Videos. She would out him to his friends, his family, his colleagues. What terrified him most was that the threats themselves aroused him when he should have been disgusted.

In the end she followed through. She sent the photos and videos to his entire contact list. Some friends and family cut him off immediately. Others stayed silent. At work she was smarter, she never leaked anything publicly. That would have been career suicide for her too.

Communication between them collapsed into icy legal warfare. What had begun as playful dominance and the thrill of making him feel he might miss an intense sexual experience had become a brutal, scorched-earth divorce fought through lawyers. It ended exactly as she had promised in the courtroom: with the vow that one day she would destroy him.

After the papers were signed she still sent occasional messages, teasing photos of herself in various states of undress, little reminders of the sexy wife he had lost. But the damage to his reputation was already done. Mark was gone, yet the Atlanta office rumour mill churned relentlessly. It became semi-public knowledge that Jerry had been part of the lifestyle, that he had been submissive, that he had attended BDSM parties. In conservative Atlanta, that left a bitter taste in most mouths.

When he asked Mary Goodwin about transferring to the small Prague development centre, she made the arrangements quickly. At the time the office was tiny, barely forty people. Jerry had bigger plans. He intended to turn it into a true R&D powerhouse. Dynatrak came first. Titan would follow.

Once he was in Prague the messages from Sheri finally stopped. She focused on Mark. Around the same time Jerry married Katerina, Sheri married Mark. For Jerry it felt like closure, a dark chapter finally sealed. From what he read online, Mark struggled to find stable work for a while, but Sheri thrived. She was even named Woman of the Year by the Atlanta Business Review. Jerry wasn’t bitter or jealous. He was glad she was doing well.

Now she was back in his life, in Prague, no less. What did it mean for his job? Was his position even safe? Was his marriage?

The laptop pinged. Fifteen minutes until the stand-up.

Another worry surfaced. When Jerry had met Katerina everything had clicked instantly for both of them. The relationship moved at whirlwind speed and they were soon living together. Katerina’s world revolved around social media, for the hockey team and for herself. She had thousands of Instagram followers hungry for every detail of her life. Jerry had asked only one thing: block Sheri and anyone who followed her. Katerina had agreed without hesitation.

She knew the divorce had been messy. She knew Sheri had dragged Jerry into hardcore kink and that when it started invading his daily life he had finally drawn the line. But she didn’t know the details. She didn’t know Jerry had sucked cock. She didn’t know he had worn women’s lingerie. She didn’t know that, under stress, cuckold fantasies still hijacked his mind so completely he sometimes couldn’t climax without them.

What if Sheri spoke to her? What if Katerina started wondering what kind of man she had really married?

There had once been a private cuckold forum where Sheri posted pictures of Jerry’s descent. He hadn’t visited the site in years and wasn’t even sure his login still worked, but he found himself opening a private browser window anyway.

The login worked. Dozens of unread messages from Sheri waited for him, the usual mix of threats, old photos, and invitations to come back. Nothing recent. He clicked on the images anyway.

There he was in their old Atlanta bedroom: dressed in pink satin, mouth open around Mark’s cock; on his knees licking Sheri’s used pussy. His own cock swelled at the sight. The memories flooded back unbidden. In the moment it had been intoxicating, sexy, thrilling, addictive. He had loved serving, loved being their sissy. But in the cold light of day it had consumed him like a drug he desperately needed to quit.

The calendar reminder pinged again. Ten minutes until the stand-up.

Jerry glanced at his cracked phone, wondering whether he should text Katerina the news. Not yet. He didn’t want to panic her. Right now he just needed to find out if he still had a job.

He forced himself back to work and refreshed his inbox. The unread count had dropped, Maggie was finally doing something useful. But one new message stood out. It was from Justin Ho, the Australian field engineer Jerry had personally hired after the man’s dramatic escape from Hong Kong.

FROM: JUSTIN HO [DT/CAMOPS FIELD AUS-WEST] (JHO@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.AU)

TO: JERRY EVANS (JEVANS2899@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

SUBJECT: Sunwing Security Management Shanghai

Hey Jerry,

There’s a rumour flying around that we’re trying to sell Dynatrak to Sunwing in China??? Those fuckers are a government agency connected to the Chinese secret police. If Sunwing gets hold of Dynatrak, it could literally remove any chance of freedom in China. Please tell me it isn’t true!

Justin

Selling Dynatrak to a Chinese state-linked entity would be corporate suicide. Max wasn’t stupid enough to let that happen, the backlash would crater the stock and kill Titan’s credibility before it even launched.

Jerry typed a quick reply.


FROM: JERRY EVANS (JEVANS2899@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

TO: JUSTIN HO [DT/CAMOPS FIELD AUS-WEST] (JHO@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.AU)

SUBJECT: Re: Sunwing Security Management Shanghai

Hey Justin,

Great to hear from you, thanks for reaching out.

I can assure you that selling to Sunwing would destroy the company. It isn’t going to happen. Max isn’t stupid and neither is the leadership. Selling to the Chinese would invalidate most of our US contracts anyway, so it can’t be done.

Rest easy, my friend. We’re not supporting tyrannical regimes.

Feel free to reach out if you hear more.

Jerry

It was almost eight in the evening in Geelong; Justin probably wouldn’t see it until morning. Still, Jerry hoped the reply would calm him.

Even after hitting send, something about the email nagged at him. It wasn’t the general warning about China. It was the specific mention of Sunwing. The Chinese government operated through hundreds of front companies. How had Justin known the exact name?

There was an easy way to check. Jerry logged into the internal CRM system and navigated to the sales contacts. He filtered for Sunwing.

ACCESS DENIED – SALES ORG PRIVILEGES REQUIRED

That was new. As a senior leader he had always had full access. He was certain it had worked a couple of weeks ago.

He fired off a quick note to IT.

FROM: JERRY EVANS (JEVANS2899@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

TO: MD IT SUPPORT

SUBJECT: SalesTrust Privileges Error

Hi IT Team,

I’m having trouble accessing the Sales Contacts section of SalesTrust. It was working recently. Can you check what’s going on?

Thanks,

Jerry Evans SVP Research and Development – IPD

The calendar reminder pinged again. Ten o’clock. Time for the stand-up.


Three

David Pavlicek swung his chair around in surprise as the meeting-room door opened. He clearly hadn’t expected his boss to join the stand-up. Jerry rarely sat in on these anymore, there were younger, sharper coders who handled the day-to-day technical details.

“David,” Jerry said, nodding toward the empty chair beside him. “Thought we’d lost you somewhere.”

“I had a doctor’s appointment,” David mumbled, eyes fixed somewhere over Jerry’s shoulder. “I told Marta.”

“Never said anything to me,” Marta replied without looking up from her laptop.

“Thought I did.”

Jerry could smell the lie the instant it left David’s mouth, but he let it slide. “Hope it’s nothing serious.”

“Just a check-up.”

“Good.” Jerry clapped his hands once and rubbed them together. “We’re nearing the end of the sprint and closing in on beta, so I’m going to take a more active interest in these meetings. Carry on as if I’m not here.”

For a split-second Jerry felt David’s glare burning into his back. The older Czech was hot-headed, self-taught at the tail end of the communist era, and had never warmed to the idea of a younger American boss. Jerry knew how to manage the temper; he also knew the fallout when it finally exploded.

“Well… you heard the man,” David growled. “Sprint’s almost over, so why the fuck are we still wrestling with the data-cleansing problem? Three fucking months and we still don’t have a finished tool to deal with bullshit data. It’s AI 101, garbage in, garbage out. Where are we on the cleansing tool?”

Martin Flek leaned forward. “The tool itself is fine. The problem is the public inputs. Nothing is standardised. Nobody sticks to a single data dictionary.”

“The fucking tool is supposed to compensate for that.”

“Easier said than done,” Martin scoffed. “Take weather data alone. Sure, we can handle Celsius versus Fahrenheit, but in the US every state output pressure differently. The field should just be called ‘Pressure,’ right? No, the fucking yanks,” he shot a quick glance at Jerry, “no offence, have a different naming convention for every state service, sometimes even local ones. kPa, hPa, SAP, which is ridiculous for obvious reasons, suppress, which no one even understands.”

“Surface pressure,” Marta mumbled, earning a sharp look from Martin.

“The point is,” Martin continued, “the cleansing tool works, but we don’t have the data-dictionary translator fully ready. The core tool is done.”

The room fell quiet. Jerry seized the opening. “If the tool is done, why isn’t it published?”

David answered for him. “Without the translator it collapses on the first anomalous data point. Documenting and fixing every variation will take months.”

Silence settled again while every mind in the room wrestled with the same problem: how to feed clean, high-quality data into an AI that was supposed to deliver perfect technical decisions from the messy chaos of the public internet.

Titan wasn’t a chatbot. It was designed to ingest and analyse every scrap of publicly available data on earth and turn it into flawless, actionable intelligence. Messy inputs produced messy outputs, and right now the inputs were a disaster.

Marta suddenly looked up. “Is it true our new CTO is your ex-wife?”

“Apparently,” Jerry muttered.

David’s head snapped up. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me! Levallin’s wife?”

“Yes.” Jerry kept his tone even, caught between steering the conversation back to work and craving some support from his team. David’s reaction surprised him; he had half-expected the man to already know.

Jerry stood and began pacing, a habit when he needed to think. “What if we coded a skip sequence? Hit an anomalous data point and the AI simply ignores it.”

“Wouldn’t work,” Martin said. “The dictionary might be ninety percent accurate, then choke on the last ten. Skip those fields and the rest of the data stops making sense.”

“Ah.”

Marta leaned back. “My understanding is the divorce was a complete mess. How the hell are you supposed to work under her?”

“The divorce was messy,” Jerry admitted, “but this is a workplace. I’m sure Max has his reasons for bringing her on board.”

Tom, another developer, snorted. “Apparently ditsy Debbie has been seen around town with other men. Maybe Max is doing your ex.”

“Fuck, Tom!” David snapped. “Uncalled for.”

“We’re all thinking it.”

“Fucking asshole,” Marta muttered, then looked straight at Jerry. “Seriously though, boss, what does this mean for us? For Titan? It’s your project.”

“It’s the company’s project,” Jerry said, though even he didn’t believe the words. He had started coding Titan in his spare time. He had built the proof of concept. He had sold the vision internally. Titan was the worst-kept secret in the building, logos drawn, investor calls buzzing with excitement.

It was time to kill the rumours. They helped no one, least of all Jerry.

“We need to focus, guys,” he said firmly. “For now, nothing changes. It makes no sense to swim in shit when we don’t even know if it’s really shit.”

Tom scoffed again. “Yeah, but Fiona Llewellyn in Atlanta says Sheri literally tore you a new one. Is it true she had you wearing women’s clothes?”

Jerry sighed, then frowned. “We fucked around, okay? She was into some kink and I indulged. The Atlanta office went mental because they’re a bunch of bible-bashing tight-asses.”

Marta hurled her notepad at Tom. “Fuck, dude, what the hell is wrong with you? Are you seriously kink-shaming your own boss? I live with a man and a woman because I’m poly, you gonna shame me too? Fuck!”

“I wasn’t kink-shaming,” Tom shot back. “I don’t give a shit what people do in private. But if this shit gets out when Titan launches, the product will be in the news for all the wrong reasons.”

Much as Jerry hated to admit it, Tom was right. Nothing about Sheri and her kinks had ever gone fully public, but she had orchestrated controlled leaks before that painted Jerry as the deviant.

“All I’m saying,” Tom continued, “is that those kinks probably factored into the decision not to give him the public-facing CTO role. Sure, Jerry was the best man for the job, but when they couldn’t pick the best man…”

The room stayed silent. Everyone knew he had a point.

Finally Marta spoke. “I mean, it’s cool that it’s a woman in the role, but why your ex?”

Jerry let out a long breath. “Because she’s good.”

“If she’s good, the history shouldn’t matter,” David admitted.

“Precisely,” Tom replied.

But Marta was already shaking her head. “I disagree.”

“Why?” Tom asked. “You’re the one who’s always complaining management is a sausage fest. Female CTO should be a wake-up call. I think it’s a smart move.”

“I’m not saying the CTO shouldn’t be a woman,” Marta shot back. “I’m saying it shouldn’t be Sheri, no matter how good she is. There’s such a thing as loyalty. Max knows what she did to Jerry. He should have had the common decency to at least talk to him first. It’s disrespectful. Jerry built Dynatrak, the product that saved all our jobs, and now Titan, which is going to put us on the map. He deserves some fucking respect.”

The room thickened with tension, none of it heavier than what pressed on Jerry. The conversation was feeding straight into his deepest neuroses, making him question everything when he wasn’t even sure there was anything left to question.

“Okay, let’s drop it,” he said, voice firm. “Loyalty is great, but at the end of the day every single person in this company is just a number, a financial cost that has to be recovered. Even Max. Dynatrak was great, but it’s now a maintenance asset. Titan is an awesome vision that might still turn out to be a pile of shit.”

“Ouch,” David muttered.

“It might,” Jerry shrugged. “So far the alpha is performing beyond expectations, but the world moves fast. Plenty of companies are working on similar tech. We’re launching a serious AI in the age of ChatGPT and Copilot. What if ours ends up no better? To the shareholders, that’s an enormous risk, and right now we’ve got nothing in the back pocket except extensions to Dynatrak.”

The atmosphere in the room didn’t lighten. If anything, Jerry had just murdered whatever was left of the morning’s mood.

“Let’s just solve the dictionary translator,” he said. “Everyone put your minds to it. We cannot delay release by months because of shitty inputs, it will kill the project.”

“Fine,” David nodded. “Jerry’s right. Let’s get something together fast. That’s our focus before tomorrow’s stand-up. I want a fix.”

The room grumbled. Chairs scraped as everyone stood. As David moved toward the door, Jerry called him back.

Once the door was shut, Jerry looked him straight in the eye. “Where were you this morning?”

“I told you, the doc.”

“Bullshit. I’ve known you for years. I know when you’re taking a leak. Where were you?”

David frowned and looked away. “I had an interview. The German Stock Exchange wanted to poach me. I went to hear what they had to say, but I told them I’m not interested.”

The words sounded honest, the tone balanced. Jerry believed him. “You know I’d give you a raise if I could, out of cycle.”

“I know. We need Titan to ship. When it does, the money will roll in.” David met his gaze, dead serious. “Boss, I’m not going anywhere. I’m invested in this thing. We need it to work.”

Jerry slapped David’s arm with a relieved smile. “I knew I could trust you.” He turned toward the door.

“Wait!” David snapped. “Wait, wait, wait. You weren’t worried about me interviewing. You were worried I was talking to someone else, maybe gunning for your spot with the new boss. That means she’s here, right? She’s in the building somewhere?”

“Yes. I believe so. With Max.”

“Fuck! She’s here and she hasn’t even come to see you yet?”

“Maybe it’s not that simple. She probably has paperwork to get through.”

“Bullshit. You called my bullshit, so I’ll call yours.” David’s voice dropped. “Listen, Jerry, I know I’m an asshole ninety-nine percent of the time, but I have your back. I wouldn’t be here without you. Something isn’t right. In Czech we have a saying: the fish stinks from the head. And right now, something is seriously wrong with Max.”

The older man had a point, Jerry mused, but like it or not David wasn’t an executive and wasn’t privy to everything. And frankly, Tom’s earlier comment still resonated. If Jerry became the public face of Titan, all his dirty secrets would be dredged up again, and it wouldn’t just be the company that suffered.

“Have you told Katka?” David asked.

“No.”

“You should. If she finds out your ex-wife is in town and is now your boss, and you didn’t tell her, she’ll kill you. Don’t fuck around with Czech women, they’re nice and quiet until they’re not.”

Jerry gave a sideways grin. He had seen Katerina’s temper flare before, vicious when provoked, and so far he had never been on the receiving end. “I’ll call her after this.”

“Do it.”

As they left the meeting room, David turned right toward his cubicle while Jerry turned left. He rounded the corner and walked straight into Tanya Portland, the newly hired head of legal.

Jerry had only ever met her online, she was based in New York, but here she was in the flesh. And the flesh was striking. Shoulder-length blonde hair, multiple piercings in her ears, a tiny diamond stud in her nose that was almost invisible. But it was her face that held the power: smooth, youthful features that could be mistaken for inexperience, yet Jerry recognised the quiet, dangerous authority behind the smile. This woman was trouble.

“Oh, Jerry! Hey, I didn’t know you worked on this floor!” She greeted him with a warm smile and pulled him into a tight, unexpected hug, her hands drifting lightly across his upper back.

“Yeah, this is our little research and development team,” Jerry replied, forcing a smile.

“Titan, huh?” She nodded, still smiling. “The future of the company in the hands of its best minds. It’s like watching the birth of the future.”

“Something like that,” he admitted.

Her expression softened into gentle concern. “How are you holding up? I suppose you’ve heard the news?”

“Yeah. It is what it is.” He shrugged.

“Yeah, I know. Listen, I don’t know all the details, obviously, but I think Max was under real pressure from the shareholders to bring in a woman. I know you had hopes for the role, but we really needed a female CTO.”

“Absolutely. Makes sense. I’m all for equality.”

“Oh, I know you are.” She rested a hand on his bicep and gently steered him back toward the meeting room. Jerry followed slowly. “I keep hearing such good things about you, Jerry. I just wanted to make sure you’re okay. As a friend.”

A friend? Jerry thought. They had spoken a handful of times since she joined a few months ago, mostly about Titan’s legal risks, the nightmare scenarios of an AI gone rogue, but never once about personal lives.

The meeting-room door clicked shut behind them.

“Thanks, Tanya. I appreciate the concern. I’m fine, really.”

“Listen, some things have come to light about your past with Sheri, and I wanted to make sure those issues are closed. Bygones be bygones. I’d hate for your personal life to become office gossip. We’ve all grown since then, and Sheri really wants this to work. It’s in everyone’s interest, especially yours, that it does.”

“Me especially?” The words didn’t sound like friendly concern. They sounded like a warning.

“Yeah, obviously. Titan is your baby, Jerry, we all know that. Hell, my future is riding on its success.” She laughed lightly. “And my dream of getting stinking rich. New York property prices are insane, am I right?”

“Uh-huh.”

“So I just wanted to make sure we’re on the same page. No dirty laundry getting aired. Pictures, videos of you and Mark, those should stay dead and buried, right?”

Jerry’s brow furrowed. “Are you suggesting they’re not?”

“Oh, they are,” she said sweetly. “We made sure nothing leaked years ago.”

He studied her. She hadn’t even finished high school when all of that happened. She couldn’t possibly have “made sure” of anything. Which meant the files hadn’t been deleted after all.

“Have the photos and videos not been deleted?”

“Oh, well, we retained copies for legal purposes. Just in case.” Her smile was angelic.

“And… you’ve seen them?”

The smile darkened, turning knowing and cold. “All of them. In detail.” She let the words hang for a beat. “I think we understand each other, right?”

Jerry nodded, but his body had gone cold. The room suddenly felt smaller, the air thinner. “We do.”

“Great!” Tanya snapped back to her perky, professional self and moved toward the door. “Happy coincidence running into you.”

Jerry didn’t reply. He simply watched her leave, then sank into a chair.

The Chief Legal Counsel had just blackmailed him, elegantly, deniably, and with zero room for legal recourse. If he stepped out of line, they would ruin him. And there wasn’t a damn thing he could do about it.


Four

The phone rang and rang before clicking over to voicemail.

For a fleeting moment a dark thought slithered through Jerry’s mind: Katerina couldn’t answer because she was too busy fucking someone else. Why wouldn’t she? She was a stunning woman surrounded by professional athletes every day. Testosterone followed her like a shadow. She walked into locker rooms, saw the players naked, heard their crude banter.

It wasn’t the first time the fantasy had surfaced during their marriage, but until now Jerry had kept it leashed, using it for private pleasure rather than letting it poison him. Today the old phobia returned with vicious clarity. For the first time he allowed himself to wallow in self-pity and imagine his beautiful wife betraying him.

The truth was far simpler. Even though the hockey season was on break, her work never stopped. She still went into the office, still used the gym at the training centre. She had never given him any real reason to suspect infidelity.

Rather than spiral, Jerry forced himself back to work. The day was already packed. With beta approaching, he was coordinating with half a dozen teams: sales needed help selecting pilot customers, global product marketing wanted input on the go-to-market strategy, and strategic marketing needed visuals for trade shows and press releases.

First, though, came the budget call with Bill Shanks and Marlon Butler from the CFO’s office. They wouldn’t be happy, but for an entirely benign reason: Jerry wasn’t spending enough.

“You can’t just throw a number like this at us when we’ve already told the shareholders it would be far higher!” Bill whined. “They’ll say we don’t know how to forecast.”

Jerry sighed. It was the most bullshit corporate excuse in the book. If the numbers came in low, shareholders would expect smaller budgets next time.

“What do you want me to do, Bill?” he asked wearily.

“I don’t know, spend more!” Bill shrieked.

“I could buy the team new laptops.”

“Do they need new laptops, Jerry?”

“No.”

“Then don’t fucking buy them laptops!”

“I don’t know what you want from me!” Jerry snapped.

Marlon Butler unmuted, his deep voice calm and measured as always. “Jerry, if you buy laptops you have to route it through procurement on the ERP. That means leasing, annual write-offs, extra burden. Better to do soft stuff, team-building, dinners, a movie night. Nothing tangible.”

“Just don’t spend on alcohol,” Bill warned. “Against policy.”

Jerry sighed again. Maybe not getting the CTO role was a blessing. At least he’d be spared more of this nonsense.

The rest of the day dragged in the same vein. The only break came when Maggie brought him a sandwich at lunch.

Around two, Katerina tried calling. He was stuck in a marketing meeting and texted that he’d call her back later. She replied that she was also tied up preparing for the play-offs. “Need to get the team ready,” she wrote. Jerry wondered if they would even qualify this year, they had been playing poorly.

At ten to three Maggie poked her head in. “Time to head to the hall for the all-hands.”

Jerry thanked her. For a moment he considered joining remotely, but as official head of the Prague location his presence was probably mandatory.

Head of location, he thought bitterly. Head of a site where the CEO and the new CTO, his ex-wife, were sitting one floor above him with the head of legal, and he hadn’t even been invited to the inner circle. The title meant less than he had ever admitted.

As he stepped out of his office he nearly collided with Mary Goodall. She was still wearing her beige Burberry raincoat, long silver hair cascading over broad shoulders. Mary had seen and survived everything, a tough, sporty woman who had climbed K2, Everest, and Kilimanjaro and took shit from no one.

“Mary, what are you doing here?” Jerry asked, relief flooding him at the sight of an ally.

“Turns out making a major announcement without the head of HR looks bad to shareholders.” She smirked. “I’m supposed to stand beside him while he introduces Sheri.”

“Fucking farce.”

“It is.” She dropped her laptop bag and coat in his office, keeping only her handbag. “Listen, let’s catch up later or tomorrow morning. My flight back isn’t until tomorrow afternoon.” She set off toward the hall at a brisk pace; Jerry had to jog to keep up. “I think it would be smart for us to talk about what’s next for you.”

“You think I’m going to lose my job?”

“No, I don’t think Max has the balls to fire you,” Mary said, “but I can’t imagine you want to work for Sheri.”

“I don’t know, Mary. I kind of just want to see Titan through.”

“And that might be exactly what we talk about. But I have connections. It might be smart to at least entertain the idea of moving on now.”

“If I move on now, I’m worth a fraction of what I’ll be worth after Titan deploys. I can’t drop everything.” Jerry paused. “Besides, I had a little run-in with Tanya Portland today.” He saw the flicker of distaste cross Mary’s face. “She gave me the clear impression that if I did anything stupid, anything that could damage the company’s reputation, they would release all the pictures and videos from my time with Sheri… when I was…”

“A sissy?” Mary asked without blinking. “I can’t see how she can do that. I made sure everything was deleted.”

“Except they weren’t deleted. She’s seen all of it.”

Mary froze mid-step, then turned to face him. “Jerry, everything was deleted. Even the option to undelete was wiped. I promise you, I swear, it’s gone from every corporate device.”

“Then how does she have it?”

A look of recognition crossed her face, followed by a deep frown and a heavy sigh. “How do you think?”

It hit Jerry like a slap. The company didn’t have the originals, Sheri had provided fresh copies. Of course she had. They needed leverage in case he didn’t fall in line. “But legally, you could say you deleted them all. They obtained blackmail material illegally.”

“They’ll just claim I clearly didn’t delete them, or that I’m not an IT expert. It’s my word against theirs.”

“I’m fucked.”

Mary didn’t bother denying it. Instead she stomped forward, her footsteps hard and angry, the only outlet she had for the rage she couldn’t direct anywhere useful. Jerry simply felt his shoulders slump in resigned defeat. He had no choice but to behave and hope Sheri played by whatever rules she had invented.

He slouched on. Colleagues were gathering in the corridor now, heading toward the announcement. His Prague team gave him brief, sympathetic looks, they all knew he hadn’t been chosen. They saw a man whose world had just been flipped upside down and offered only sad smiles. In their heads, Jerry was certain they were thinking the same thing he was:

What a loser.

Annoyingly, the humiliation didn’t crush him. It did the opposite. It stirred the old submissive current, sending unwanted blood rushing south. His cock twitched against his trousers.

What a loser, he thought again, the self-mockery only making it worse.


Five

Max stood on the podium like a man about to deliver the news of the century. His long white hair and thick white beard gave him the avuncular look of a friendly grandfather, but Jerry knew better. Beneath the folksy exterior beat a heart that had grown cold and black.

The suit poured over his frame probably cost more than Jerry made in a month. A faint red flash on the soles of his shoes confirmed it, Louboutin, a couple of thousand dollars a pair. Max no longer cared about the price of anything.

Debbie Walton stood beside him, of course, blonde, sculpted, wearing a leather pencil skirt and an expensive white shoulderless halter-neck blouse. No matter what Jerry thought of her, there was no denying she was stunning.

But it wasn’t Max or Debbie who held Jerry’s attention as he entered the hall.

Standing to Max’s right, shaking hands with Mary, was Sheri Levallin, his ex-wife. And she looked better than ever. Her breasts were noticeably larger, clearly enhanced. Her face seemed younger too, the work of a skilled surgeon. Long black hair cascaded over one shoulder, pinned to show her best side, the one she always claimed photographed perfectly.

She wore a dark blue blazer over an ivory silk blouse cinched like a corset at the waist. Even through the bra, Jerry could see two small, distinct lumps beside each nipple as he drew closer.

Nipple piercings?

The joke was on her. Katerina had gotten her nipples, navel, and clit pierced on her eighteenth birthday. Sheri had obviously seen the photos and copied the look.

Jerry considered slipping into a seat near the back, but Emma Doherty, the Prague HR head, waved him urgently toward the front. With reluctance he moved forward. The closer he got, the more his gaze locked with Sheri’s. She was chatting with Mary, smiling. Mary, by contrast, looked bored and tense.

At the edge of the podium Sheri broke off the conversation and looked down at her former husband. Max, still talking to Tanya, shot them both a sideways glance, checking Jerry’s reaction.

“Hello, Jerry. Been a while.” Her voice was calm, measured, almost warm. “I really hope there are no hard feelings. Regardless of how I behaved in the past, I think in business you and I could make a great team. From what I’ve heard about your achievements, we can do great things together.”

A thousand vicious replies spun through Jerry’s head. But Max’s eyes were on him, and Mary’s warning look pinned him in place. Professionalism won.

“Sheri, I’m so happy to see you,” he said, forcing a smile. “And yeah, I’m super proud of what you’ve achieved. Of course I think Titan is going to change the industry. Happy to share in the rewards with such a close friend.”

She jumped down from the podium and pulled him into a long hug. “I’m so glad to hear you say that. Honestly, I was nervous. I almost turned down the offer when Max called, but he told me you’re far too professional to let a stupid mistake from the past ruin things. We’re going to do great things, you and I.”

“I hope so.” He smiled as Max tapped his Rolex pointedly. “I think you’re being called. Enjoy your moment.”

“Thanks, Jer. You’re a good guy. I missed you, you know, as a friend.”

“Sure. Me too.” The lie tasted like ash.

“Hey, we have a slot later. I’m looking forward to hearing all about Titan.”

“Good luck,” he said, feeling her lips brush his cheek.

As Jerry took his seat, Max stepped to the microphone and smiled at the room, raising his hands for quiet. The murmur died down, but Max still took his time, surveying the three hundred-plus people packed into the hall, a far cry from the handful of souls Jerry had found when he first arrived in Prague.

“I don’t get to Prague as often as I’d like,” Max began, his voice warm and expansive. “Which is a shame, because it is by far the most beautiful city in the world. And that isn’t just the beer goggles talking.” He laughed, drawing an easy chuckle from the crowd. “Although they do help. I couldn’t live here, though, not when the beer is so cheap!” Another laugh. Jerry wondered when Max had last cared about the price of anything. He had more money than everyone in the room combined. “But I love this city, and I love this office. I still remember when it was a little cupboard in the old town with just five people. Now look at you all.”

Jerry waited, hoping Max would acknowledge the work he had done to build the office from near-closure into a vital R&D hub. Everyone knew there had once been talk of shutting Prague and moving everyone to India. Jerry had stopped that and turned the site into something indispensable.

“Three-hundred and twenty-six headcount, I’m told,” Max continued. “A testament to how talented the Czech people are. Golden Czech hands, I believe is the term, and rightly so!”

The room applauded politely.

“This office is single-handedly responsible for the most successful product in the company’s history. Dynatrak has transformed us into a four-point-eight-billion-dollar software house with an eight-hundred-million-dollar bottom line. You achieved that. And with Dynatrak 2.0 on the way, customers are already lining up with new change requests.”

Max raised his hands again as the applause swelled.

“Now, you’re all saying to yourselves that you’re an R&D hub, you don’t do change requests, that’s for Professional Services in India. Well, not anymore! We plan to invest in brand-new offices that will allow us to double headcount here over the next three years!”

The room erupted in genuine applause. Any investment in the Prague site meant job security. Jerry allowed himself a small, bitter smile. At least that part was true.

Again, Max raised his arms a little. “Okay, okay, great news. But the world is changing. OpenAI, Gemini, everyone is talking about one thing: artificial intelligence. Those, though, are toys compared to what we’re cooking up. If we want Titan to compete on a global scale, we need to take it to the next level. I want us to stop thinking small-time.”

Jerry clenched his teeth. Not once had he thought small-time about Titan. The applications were enormous. The projects he had already modelled would catapult Meridian Dynamics into Oracle territory.

“For that,” Max continued, “we need a technology leader who knows how to take a moment of genius and turn it into perfection. So, ladies and gentlemen, allow me to introduce your new Chief Technical Officer, the person who will lead Titan into the world, Sheri Levallin!”

The room erupted in applause. Jerry felt eyes burning into the back of his neck. He turned to see David and Marta glaring at him, both silently mouthing the same words: What the fuck? Truthfully, Jerry was asking himself the exact same thing. Why no mention of his contribution? Why did the speech make it sound as if he had somehow failed with the project?

Sheri stepped forward to rapturous applause, but behind her Jerry caught the deep frown on Mary’s face. Clearly she hadn’t expected such a pointedly negative framing, no matter how positive it sounded to outsiders.

Still, maybe there was room for redemption. Maybe Max would let Sheri handle the acknowledgments.

“Thank you, thank you,” Sheri said, her smooth Connecticut voice effortlessly commanding the room. “It’s such a pleasure to be here in Prague with you. It’s actually my first time, and no, I haven’t had a chance to try the beer yet, but I promise, I will tonight.”

Polite laughter rippled through the hall.

“I’ve been in this industry far longer than I like to admit, mostly at a competitor. I used to look at Meridian Dynamics and think: what a great company, so much potential, such great people. But there was always something missing, something to push it over the edge into true greatness. Don’t get me wrong, Don Marcus was a fantastic guy and someone I will always look up to. But Don was the right person for the right time, and times have changed.”

Jerry’s stomach tightened.

“I want us to create products that will make our competitors look at us in awe. I’m happy to be in Prague for this announcement, because it is in this building that we will achieve greatness. That’s why, when Max offered me the role, I told him I wanted to do it from Prague. I wanted to be where it all happens, the birth of greatness.”

Oh fuck… Jerry thought. She wasn’t just visiting. She was moving here. She would be here night and day.

“Dynatrak took the industry by storm and made headlines our rivals could only dream of. Dynatrak 2.0 is only just beginning, but it will take automated CCTV management to a whole new level. Titan, though, Titan will change everything. It could impact every single industry: the way cars are manufactured, medicines discovered, planes flown. And I know that by embedding Titan into Dynatrak 2.0, we will transform the world.”

No, no, no. Jerry frowned, feeling the heat on the back of his neck again. There had been an explicit promise to the team that Titan and Dynatrak would never be combined. The ethical nightmare alone, every human suddenly trackable, managed, controlled, was horrific.

“We wouldn’t be here, though, without the team responsible for our products, led by Jerry Evans.” There it was, his name, finally spoken. “As many of you know, Jerry and I go way back, for reasons I won’t get into here. But regardless of our history, I always remembered one thing.” She paused, scanning the crowd with a playful smile, then looked straight down at him. “Great head!” She said brightly, then added softly, “On those shoulders.”

The implication hit like a slap. Max shifted uncomfortably in his seat and frowned. The risky joke landed exactly as Sheri intended.

The speech moved on to the new Dynatrak 2.0 team. Jerry was the ultimate manager, but he had delegated day-to-day leadership to Pavla Kovarova. With that project still in early design, he had stepped back to focus entirely on Titan.

Eventually the speech ended. Another round of applause filled the hall. Max and Tanya led Sheri away. Mary started toward Jerry, but Max beckoned her instead. She called over her shoulder, “I’ll come by for my stuff later.”

“Sure,” Jerry replied.

Of course, David and Marta made a beeline for him. David was shaking his head; Marta was grinning.

“Did our new boss just suggest you’re good at oral?” Marta asked.

“Heard that, did you?” Jerry replied dryly.

“That was stupid of her,” Marta said. “Why would she make such a risky joke in a public speech?”

David had the answer. “She’s proving that she can. Which means there’s a reason she’s here.”

“I think she was just trying to make a joke,” Jerry said, already walking back toward their office area. “She always made those jokes.”

“Are you, though?” Marta asked with a grin.

“Are you what?”

“Good at oral?”

“Marta, are you really asking your boss if he gives good head?” Jerry laughed despite himself.

“What? Just asking.”

“No comment.”

“It’s not an insult. You should be proud.”

Jerry smiled knowingly. “No comment.” He said it again, then winked. Marta blushed.

“Please tell me you’ve made progress on the dictionary.”

“If by progress you mean eliminating more ideas, then yes,” David muttered.

“Yeah, no, not what I meant.”

“Then no. Maybe there isn’t an elegant outcome to this. Maybe we just need an army of low-cost labour to manually type in every possible input.”

“It would need to be a fucking army,” David agreed, following Jerry into the kitchen for coffee. “Think Sheri will let you keep the team in India if we’re not going to need them?”

“We’re still going to need the team in India, David,” Jerry said, pressing the button on the coffee machine. “And even if we didn’t in the future, we do now.”

Marta grabbed an apple from the fruit basket, one of the small perks unique to the Prague office, fresh fruit delivered daily. She sliced it neatly in half and removed the core. “What did she say to you?”

“Nothing. Just that she was happy to see me.”

“Do you trust her?”

The Czech colleagues loved to gossip, sharing thoughts and information regardless of rank. Jerry, raised in the American corporate school, preferred to keep things close and maintain a professional front. Right now, though, he wasn’t sure what he was feeling. There wasn’t a single bone in his body that trusted Sheri. She had been crystal clear in the courtroom: one day she would come back and destroy him.

For the first time, Jerry broke his own rule. He turned to Marta. “When Sheri and I divorced, I was leaving the courthouse. Everything in that room had been amicable on paper. We owned nothing to divide, and although she asked for alimony, the judge denied it. She called it a line in the sand, a chance for both of us to start fresh.

“As I was walking out, Sheri ran after me. She looked me dead in the eye and said, ‘There will come a day when I find my way back into your life, and I will do everything in my power to destroy you. I will bring you to your knees and ruin everything in your life, everyone you know and love.’”

“Fuck!” David gasped.

“Yep.” Jerry nodded.

“Does Max know?”

“He does. So does Mary. In fact, Mary was standing right next to me in that courtroom for moral support. She heard every word. That’s why she hates Sheri.”

The group stood in heavy silence, broken only by the crisp sound of Marta biting into her apple as she processed what Jerry had said. After a moment she nodded once, turned, and started to leave.

“Back to work?” Jerry asked.

“Going to update my CV,” she replied.

Six

It was gone four when Mary came by for her things, but Jerry was stuck on a conference call. He could only wave and nod when she signalled “see you tomorrow.”

At four-thirty a message popped up on his screen.

LEVALLIN, SHERI (16:32): I’m free now if you are?

Jerry wondered if it wouldn’t be easier to just pack up and leave. But he knew the best thing, the only thing, was to get it over with. He typed back that he was almost done with a marketing call and would be right up.

Five minutes later he was on the upper floor, walking down the administrative corridor to reception.

“Hey Sandra. Where’s Sheri’s office?”

“Chris’s old office,” she replied with a smile, referring to the former head of location.

“Thanks.”

Each step down the short corridor felt heavier. Nerves clawed at him. Nothing felt right about being alone with her, knowing what she had once felt, what she still felt. He wanted to believe she had changed, that enough time had passed, but he knew her too well. She had always loved the lifestyle. She had always believed she owned him.

He knocked on the door and waited.

“Yeah.”

He stepped inside. Sheri sat behind a large white desk, PC boxes scattered on the floor nearby. She looked up and smiled warmly. “Hey you. So… how weird is this, huh?”

“Pretty weird,” he admitted.

“Try not to overthink it. I’m here, and you know I’m good at what I do.”

“I know.” Jerry remained standing in front of the desk.

“You gonna sit?”

“Yeah, sure.” He lowered himself into the metal-framed white chair. Nothing about it felt comfortable. “I forwarded you the latest project projections for Titan.”

“I’ve already seen them.” She glanced at her screen. “Under budget, ahead of schedule, great. Not surprising. You know your stuff. But I hear you have a problem with the data. Is that right?”

Considering the issue had only surfaced in the morning stand-up, Jerry wondered how she already knew. She had clearly been talking to someone on his team. The question was who.

“Not with the data itself,” he said. “With the input translator for third-party data dictionaries. There’s no standard to follow, and given Titan’s scale there are literally thousands of input points with tens of fields each. We need to translate every API to our own format. That could take a lot of time.”

“How much time?”

He didn’t want to give her a number he didn’t believe, but he couldn’t lie. “Six months if we do it manually.”

“Six months?” She screeched. “That’s not going to work. We need to announce next month.”

“I know.” Jerry projected calm confidence. “We’ll find a better way to automate it.”

“Yeah, but Jerry, if Max hears six months…”

“Sheri, we’ll sort it. Don’t worry.”

“I’m kind of worried now, Jerry. But fine, you say you can solve it. How?”

He shrugged. “Don’t know yet. But we will.”

Silence fell while she made a note in her pad. Then she nodded and looked up. “Fine. I want regular updates. We can’t delay by six months.”

“We won’t.”

She raised her hands, topic closed. “Tell me about Dynatrak 2.”

This was territory Jerry could only cover at a high level, so he stuck to the basics. “Right now we’re in the requirements phase. My BA team is working on the first design specifications, and a group is in the UK this week sitting with the EMEA sales team.”

“How long is this phase?”

“We expect the first estimates in six weeks. In the meantime, Pavla Kovarova from my team is scoping the planned architecture and evaluating the tech stack.”

“Okay, so it’s still really green?” she asked, meaning almost nothing had been built.

“We only got budget approval last month.” Jerry shrugged, wondering if she would be annoyed that Dynatrak 2 was further behind than she expected. “And Dynatrak 1 is still live. It was only moved to Professional Services last year. I don’t want us to get too carried away with version 2.”

She made another note, then looked up. “No, I get it. I just need to understand how much budget I should allocate for investment in version 1.”

“Not that much,” he explained. “Professional Services is covering most of it with funded development. Some presales budget, maybe a little go-to-market spend for new regions, but nothing huge.”

Another note. Then: “I’ll speak to Julie in PS. I heard there are some customer requests. Might need to move some R&D budget to make the solution more market-ready.”

“Moving R&D budget for market readiness sets a bad precedent,” Jerry warned. “Every other team will want the same.”

She smiled condescendingly. “Remember what I used to say? Leave the thinking to people with brains.”

“Ha-ha.” Jerry didn’t smile. “By the way, your little joke earlier didn’t go unnoticed.”

An eye-roll. “Fucking prudes if they have a problem with it. Besides, it’s not a joke if it’s true.” She purred, standing and walking slowly around the desk. The blue blazer stayed draped over the chair. Her skirt hugged her thighs as she perched on the edge of the desk directly in front of him. “Still know how to do it?”

The room suddenly felt very small. A bead of sweat formed on Jerry’s brow even though he felt cold. “I don’t think it’s appropriate to talk about. We’re both married to other people.”

“Oh, you know Mark isn’t jealous like that. Is Katerina?” She said softly, her grin knowing and dangerous. Using his wife’s name was deliberate, a calculated move to put him off balance.

“Is there anything else you wanted to talk about?”

“Oh come on, Jer. Don’t be like that. I’m just playing.”

“I don’t want to play, Sheri. You’re my boss now.”

“I was always your boss. Always will be.” She reached to the side of her skirt, pulled it up, revealing the lace trim of her self-holding nude stockings and the gentle shine of black silk panties. She spread her legs wide, hooked a finger into the fabric, and pulled it aside, showing how wet she already was. “Slave… eat.”

Jerry gulped, lips trembling. The word came out weak, almost inaudible. “I can’t.”

She reached across the desk, pressing gently but firmly against the back of his head. As if his body had turned to ice, Jerry dropped to his knees on autopilot. His lips found her smooth labia; his tongue extended without conscious thought.

The guilt screamed inside him, locked in a cage, desperate to break free. But his body refused to listen. Sheri was in charge. She had always been in charge. One look, one voice, two words, and she owned him completely. She rode his face, pulling him closer, freeing her breasts and pinching her nipples until, with a deep groan he remembered all too well, she began to squirt into his mouth, a talent he had somehow forgotten.

When her legs finally parted, she released him. She took his hand, pulled him to his feet, and drew him into a deep kiss, her tongue pushing possessively into his mouth. “You’re the best,” she breathed.

“I should go,” he whispered, the guilt now flooding back, cold fear rolling through him as he pulled away.

“Of course.” She smiled, sliding off the desk and walking to a small cardboard box. “I brought you a few things. Just some of your old belongings you left at home. More is being shipped over, you can have it all once it arrives.” She picked up the box and handed it to him.

“What is it?” he asked, already knowing he didn’t want the answer.

“Some of your old things.” She grinned. “Things I think you should wear to work tomorrow.” She began buttoning her blouse again. “Oh, and Mark says hi. He’s looking forward to seeing you again. We’re both looking forward to meeting Katerina.”

The haze in Jerry’s mind began to clear, replaced by hot anger. “I don’t know what you think is going to happen, Sheri, but we’re not going back to the way things were. I’m not your slave.”

Sheri stomped over and slapped him hard across the face. “Look at me! Look at me!” She snarled, slapping him again. “Knees. Now! Now!”

Autopilot took over once more. Jerry dropped to his knees. “Shoes. Worship.”

He lowered himself to the floor and began kissing her feet, lips brushing over the expensive leather.

“I own you. I always owned you. You’re not doing this because I drugged you or hypnotised you. You’re doing it because you need it. I am your Mistress. I always was. Yes, things will go back to how they were. Work is going to be fun. We’re going to have fun. We’re going to enjoy our time together. And eventually, sooner rather than later, you will move back in with us and we will continue exactly where we left off.

“I warned you. I told you I would come back for you and I would destroy you. Well… maybe I won’t destroy you. You might be more useful to me in the office. But I will get you back. Mark my words.” Her voice dropped to a dangerous whisper. “So tell me, slut, who owns you?”

“Y-you, Mistress,” he mumbled, tears welling in his eyes.

“Pathetic bitch!” She snarled, pressing a sharp heel into his chest, forcing him painfully onto his back. “Get up and fuck off to that whore.”

Jerry scrambled to his feet and fled the office, the small box clutched in his hands. His floor was empty, it was past five and most people had already left, giving him the privacy he desperately needed.

He placed the box on his desk as if it were a live bomb. He knew exactly what was inside; he didn’t need to open it. Yet even as he told himself to throw it away, his hands were already peeling back the tape.

Of course he recognised the contents: the panties, the garter belt, the stockings… and the flat metal chastity cage. None of it could go home with him. None of it could ever be seen by Katerina.

“Fuck,” he gasped, realising what he had already done. He could have said no. He should have walked away the moment she spread her legs. But his body had betrayed him again.

As he held the soft satin panties in his hand, he found himself unzipping his trousers, freeing his erection, then wrapping the delicate fabric around himself and beginning to stroke. “Yes, Mistress Sheri… yes, I’m your gay sissy slut… yes, I’ll serve you… yes, I’m your whore. Ruin me, Mistress. Turn me into your pain slave. Destroy me.”

He repeated the old phrases she had once demanded, remembering how she would fuck Mark in front of him. As he closed his eyes, Sheri’s body began to morph in his mind, until it was no longer Sheri riding Mark, but Katerina.

He came instantly, hard and shameful, filling the panties with his seed.

When he opened his eyes, horror crashed over him.

Marta stood in the doorway, staring at him in open disappointment.

“Oh, boss… no…”


Seven

The second beer arrived far faster than he would have liked, but the first one had gone down too easily. The small cardboard box sat on the bench beside him like a live grenade. Marta sat opposite, running her fingers through her blue-black hair, the dyed streaks catching the dim pub light and reflecting her heavy-metal aesthetic.

Jerry had always found Marta oddly endearing. She wore a permanent resting-bitch face common to many Slavic women, but behind her thick glasses it looked even more formidable. Like most Czech women she was attractive in her own way, though as a developer she dressed for herself rather than anyone else, shaved right side of her head, long hair on the left and back, bold blue streaks running through it.

For the past half-hour Jerry had told her everything: the shame, the lost relationships, the way he still couldn’t say no to Sheri. The divorce had been the hardest decision of his life, and he had made it while drunk.

“You know there’s nothing wrong with what you did, right?” Marta said. “Your relationship with Sheri, there was nothing wrong with it. You were kinky. So what?”

“In the US, especially the South, it’s a little harder.”

“Fuck ’em. I know people in the BDSM scene, it’s fine. What’s not okay is lying to your wife. I’ve met Katerina, remember? She’s a cool chick. She doesn’t deserve that. And what’s definitely not okay is Sheri manipulating you, using your weakness against you at work.”

“I know,” Jerry replied. “I need to tell Katerina the truth.”

Marta sat bolt upright. “Hell no! Do not unload your burden on her. Tell her Sheri is back. Tell her Sheri might use this against you. Definitely tell her about your past. But do not tell her you went down on her today, and for the love of God, do not tell her you jerked off in the office.”

“Sorry again about that.”

“I don’t care about that! Masturbate all you want, you think you’re the only one? I’ve rubbed one out in the bathrooms more times than I can count. But Jesus, man, lock the fucking door!”

“You masturbate at the office?”

“Sure, sometimes.” She shrugged. “Girl gets horny. I can’t focus if all I’m thinking about is cock or pussy.”

Jerry laughed. It wasn’t the first time he’d heard about bisexual women in Prague. Katerina had once told him she believed all women were bisexual, most just weren’t brave enough to act on it.

“I should throw this away,” he said, looking at the box.

“Why?”

“What do you mean, why?”

“Why?” Marta shrugged again. “Did you enjoy wearing it?”

He struggled to remember. He knew he hadn’t wanted to wear it, knew he looked ridiculous, but he also remembered how good it had felt, especially when Sheri or Mark had seen him in it and called him a pathetic slut. “I think…” He stared at the box, then took a resolute breath. He had survived these past years without it. His life wasn’t as full, but it was his. “I don’t need it. I had some fun times, but times change.”

Marta frowned. She clearly didn’t like the answer, but she could see the war inside him, reason fighting against something deeper. She had watched submissive men do this before: enter relationships with dominant women, then fight every step because of what other people might think.

Maybe Sheri coming back was exactly what Jerry needed, she thought.

“Are we any closer to solving the translator?” he asked, remembering the promise he had made to Sheri.

“No.”

He grimaced but nodded. He knew it wasn’t for lack of trying.

Jerry left the pub a little after nine and headed home. Several times along the route he considered tossing the box into a bin, but something, a quiet, insistent voice, made him keep it. He might need it soon.

When he arrived home, Katerina was already in bed, reading. He slipped the box into the utility cupboard where he kept tools, then headed upstairs.

“Hey,” she said with a warm smile. “Our timings didn’t align today. When you were free, I wasn’t.”

“I know.” Jerry changed out of his suit, grateful he could go back to jeans and a T-shirt tomorrow. He hated dressing up, but today had demanded it. As he caught his reflection in the mirror, he noticed the angry red mark on his chest, the clear imprint of a stiletto heel, already bruising.

“What’s that?” Katerina asked, looking up. “Did you hurt yourself?”

“Yeah, but I’m trying to remember where,” he lied. “Oh, right. Filing cabinet someone left out.”

“Oh-oh, workplace injury,” she sang with a giggle. She loved mocking the overly cautious rules of international corporations, especially compared to the toothless chaos of hockey. “Come to bed, baby.”

“Sure. Just let me clean up.” He stepped into the bathroom, heart racing as he pressed the bruise and winced. The dull throb was a vivid reminder of what Sheri had done.

“Have you eaten?” Katerina called.

“Yeah, I grabbed something at the pub with the team.” He could have said he was with Marta, Katerina wouldn’t have cared, and on any other day he would have told her, but tonight something made him hold back. A need to hide that he had been with another woman.

After a quick shower and a brush of teeth, Jerry slid into bed beside his sexy wife. Katerina immediately pulled off her T-shirt, revealing her pierced breasts, the silver bars glinting in the low light. She wrapped her arms around him and drew him into a deep kiss. Work could wait. Right now she was horny and she needed him.

“Go down on me,” she whispered.

Eat, slave!

“Y-yes…” The old command flashed through his mind, the day Sheri had declared herself his Mistress instead of his wife. “Mistress.”

Katerina’s eyes lit up with playful delight. “Mmm… you want me in charge tonight?” She purred, pressing down on his scalp. “Then lick Mistress’ cunt, baby. Get me off with that perfect tongue.”

“Yes, Mistress!” he gasped, diving between her legs while she giggled at the silliness of their game.

As he licked her, memories assaulted him, flashes of Sheri that afternoon, but also darker ones from years ago: kneeling in pink lingerie, makeup smeared on his face, licking Sheri’s used pussy while Mark rubbed his back encouragingly, a constant reminder that Jerry was their toy, theirs to use and abuse.

When he finally rose and slid inside her, Katerina was still trembling from a powerful orgasm. Jerry’s cock was harder than it had been in over a decade, steel-hard, almost painful. It didn’t go unnoticed.

Katerina’s eyes flew open, a grin spreading across her face. “What’s got you this horny? Was it the Mistress thing? Do you want me to be more dominant?”

“Yes… Mistress,” he breathed, thrusting deeper.

“Wow, I didn’t know you were kinky. I like it!” She laughed softly. “Then fuck Mistress, bitch, and do a good job or I’ll give you a thorough spanking!”

A billion voices collided in his head. Then they coalesced into one vivid image: the entire hockey team lining up, taking Katerina two by two, one in her pussy, one in her mouth. Over it all, Sheri’s voice whispered in his mind: You should tell her you’re imagining her with other men. Raise the fantasy. See how she reacts. He knew it wasn’t really Sheri. It was his own subconscious wearing her face.

“M… maybe…” he started, then faltered.

“Maybe what?” she whispered, clearly enjoying this new, lost version of her husband.

“Maybe if I don’t do a good job…”

“Mmm-hmm… tell me.”

“Maybe you’ll find someone who will. Maybe you’ll find a lover.”

“Is that what you want, baby? A big strong man to show you how it’s done?”

He came instantly. The moment the words left her mouth, everything aligned, a perfect, shattering release. He roared, long and loud, emptying himself deep inside her. Katerina gasped at the force of it, then chuckled softly, rubbing his back as he shuddered.

“Wow! That was new!” she laughed, quickly shuffling to the bathroom to keep any drop from hitting the carpet. “What brought that on?”

There was no hiding it now. He would have to tell her Sheri was back, and that she was his boss. She would put two and two together. The truth would come out: he was a submissive cuckold sissy.

When she returned to bed, he began recounting his day. He told her his ex-wife was now in Prague and would be his boss from now on. Katerina frowned, clearly wanting to tell him to quit, but she knew he couldn’t walk away until Titan was finished. He had poured his heart and soul into it.

As she listened to the project challenges, her mind drifted back to their lovemaking. Then she said quietly, “She used to dominate you. It wasn’t just that she cheated on you, she cheated in front of you.”

“Yes.” He sighed, eyes dropping to the sheets.

“And now you’re sexualising it to protect yourself.” She nodded.

“Huh?”

She pulled him into a hug. “Basically, she abused you. Treated you badly. Now she’s back in your life, and your brain is trying to defend itself by turning the trauma into something sexual. There’s nothing wrong with that, as long as you don’t let it consume you.”

“I…” Jerry hesitated. He thought back to the beginning with Sheri. It hadn’t been rushed. They had talked about it, experimented together, and both had enjoyed it. Mark hadn’t even been the first bull, there had been one-night stands.

The honest thing was to tell Katerina the full truth: this wasn’t just a psychological defence mechanism. It was a genuine, deep-seated need for submission.

But how would she react? How would she see him afterward?

“Katka, honey…” he began. “It wasn’t like that. I haven’t been completely honest. She didn’t cheat on me.”

The sexy Czech pulled back, confused. “Go on.”

“I used to read and watch a lot of cuckold porn. She got into it too and decided she wanted to try it for real. I wasn’t sure I wanted it outside fantasy, but she insisted. We tried it… and we both liked it. She got very… invested. Domination, BDSM, cuckolding, and so did I. It was fun. I won’t pretend it wasn’t. But when she brought Mark in, my former boss, it became too much. I forced myself to stop before it destroyed me completely, and we divorced. As you know, she married Mark.”

The brief flash of hurt on Katerina’s face faded quickly as she processed his words. “Why didn’t you just tell me from the beginning?” Then she answered her own question. “Because you were embarrassed.” She looked up at him, eyes soft. “You never need to be embarrassed about anything with me. I’m not a prude. I’m game for anything, you just have to talk to me.”

“I know that. But after the mess it became, I just… I wanted to be normal.”

She grinned and stroked his face. “Babe, your cock was the biggest and hardest it’s ever been with me tonight. I’m not saying it was bad before, but this clearly turns you on, and I liked it. No, I don’t need to fuck other men… but we can play with the fantasy, right?”

“Yeah.” Jerry felt an enormous weight lift from his chest. “Definitely.”

They kissed again, then simply held each other. This was what Jerry had needed, a wife who could give him the middle ground he craved, a safe space to explore without being consumed.

“I still don’t understand why she didn’t back down when you asked for the divorce,” Katerina said softly. “Didn’t she even say, ‘Oh, I’ve gone too far’?”

“Because she told me she knew me too well. That there was no way I’d really want to stop, and it would only come back worse. She said that even if we divorced, I’d eventually come crawling back to her.”

Katerina rolled her eyes. “She’s dumb, then.” She laughed, but there was steel beneath it. “Just… no more secrets, okay?”

“Okay.” He agreed, knowing he still couldn’t tell her he had licked Sheri’s pussy that afternoon. But he could tell her about the box. “There’s one more thing. She brought a box of old things from our past. It’s downstairs.”

A confused look crossed Katerina’s face, and Jerry immediately regretted raising it. “Go get it.”

The familiar weight returned as he went downstairs for the box. This would force another truth into the open, that he had cross-dressed, that he had been a sissy, and maybe that would be one step too far for his gorgeous wife, a woman constantly surrounded by raw testosterone.

He placed the box on the bed. Katerina opened it and immediately pulled out the small metal chastity cage, examining it with a frown. “Is this what I think it is?”

“Yeah… it is.”

“It’s small.”

“I’m… not big.”

She didn’t argue. She simply set the cage aside and began lifting out the lingerie, delicate satin briefs, cami-knickers and French knickers in soft pink trimmed with white or black lace, matching bras. She held each piece up, then laid them neatly on the bed. “And you used to wear these for her?”

“Yes.”

She nodded, running her fingers over the thin mesh of a lacy bralette. “I read about this once online. It’s a fetish thing, right? Sissy?”

Was she calling him that, or simply asking for the term?

“Yes, that’s right.”

“And she wanted this… of you?”

“Yes, she did…”

Another nod. But now her eyes had darkened, anger simmering. “Did you enjoy wearing it?”

“I… yes. When I was forced to.”

“I suppose, as part of the game, it’s a tool, right?” Her voice was flat.

“Right.”

She stared at the lingerie and the cage for a long moment, silent, her dark eyes flickering with conflicting thoughts. Finally she looked up, frowning. “You realise you need to quit, right?”

“Quit?”

“Yeah. She gave you this box as a message, basically saying the game continues and now she’s here to stay. I’m not saying quit tomorrow, but my advice is you start looking for another job. And I’m going to trust you to keep her in line.” She paused, then continued more softly. “As for this, the lingerie, the games, the cage, I think it can be fun. We can add some spice to our lives. But unlike her, I’m willing to talk about limits, and I expect you to respect mine too. If we play, it stays in the bedroom. It cannot take over our lives. Fun only. That’s it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he smiled.

“Not…” She sighed and waved a hand, looking away. “Not now. I’m really not in the mood. I’m not angry at you, I’m angry at her. She knows you’re married, and on top of that she’s your boss. This may not mean much to other people, but I know what it must mean to you… and what it means to her. So she can go fuck herself. Cunt.”

They hugged tightly. Once again Jerry felt himself relax. With Katerina taking charge, maybe everything really would be all right. She was right, he couldn’t keep working for Sheri. Tomorrow he would start putting out feelers for a new job. Even if he had to begin at the bottom, he knew he had the talent to climb back up.

“Now,” Katerina said, her voice shifting. “Show me what you look like in the lingerie.”

Jerry began to blush. “I guess we don’t need to do it right now…”

Katerina folded her arms and gave him a stern look. “Now, bitch.”

“Yes, Mistress!” he snapped to attention while she smirked, clearly savouring a new kind of power she hadn’t expected to enjoy.


TUESDAY


Eight

He hadn’t worn the panties to the office, much as a treacherous part of him had wished Katerina would have forced him to. But she refused to give Sheri any leeway, nothing that would let her think she had already won. And rightly so, Jerry told himself.

Yet when he arrived at his desk, a small paper-wrapped package waited for him, accompanied by a handwritten note.

“I assume you haven’t put on anything from the box, so I got you a little present. We have a one-to-one today at eleven, so make sure you are wearing it. I will be checking., Sheri.”

Gulping, Jerry stood, walked to his office door, and quietly locked it to avoid a repeat of yesterday’s embarrassment. He unwrapped the package and found a white satin bodysuit with a zip running from front to back along the crotch, edged in thick baby-pink lace. The heavy lace and patterned front made it impossible to wear under a normal shirt without it showing, so he carefully tucked it into a drawer, silently reminding himself he would need to change before going upstairs.

Except… he didn’t need to change. He didn’t need to wear it at all. Katerina was in charge now, not Sheri. Yet it pained him to admit how desperately he wanted to obey.

He forced himself to focus on work and opened his emails. Two replies he had been waiting for were waiting.

The first was from IT support regarding his CRM access. It was not what he had hoped for.

FROM: EXT SALESTRUST SUPPORT 93

TO: JERRY EVANS (JEVANS2899@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

CC: MD IT SUPPORT

SUBJECT: Re: (Case #BX29283) SalesTrust Privileges Error

Hi Mr. Jerry,

I am so sorry you are having these problems. I’ve checked your user rights and unfortunately you are now part of a different organisation from the sales group. I have confirmed with my administrator and he explained that a decision was made to restrict access to client-sensitive information.

Again, I’m so sorry this was not communicated to you. I suggest you raise this topic with your line manager. As this is not a service issue, I will go ahead and close this case within twenty-four hours if I don’t hear back from you. If there is anything else I can do, please do not hesitate to reach out.

Most sincerely,

Rajesh Kapoor

Jerry frowned. Someone had deliberately cut R&D off from client requests. That was insane, the whole point of SalesTrust was to facilitate discussion about customer needs. But Rajesh was right; this was now a conversation for Sheri.

The second email was from Justin Ho, and he still wasn’t happy.

FROM: JUSTIN HO [DT/CAMOPS FIELD AUS-WEST] (JHO@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.AU)

TO: JERRY EVANS (JEVANS2899@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

SUBJECT: Re: Re: Sunwing Security Management Shanghai

Hey Jerry,

Not sure if you’re getting the message, buddy, but something is going on here that I think you’re not privy to.

Damon Tan was recently dispatched to give a demo to Sunwing. Then apparently they flew over to Singapore and had a meeting with leadership(?) and had a shit-ton of requests, one being to remove the anonymity safeguard. Tan told them it can’t be done, that it goes against the fundamentals of the solution. They didn’t like that and when leadership found out, he was overruled and told that anything was possible.

Don’t like where this is going, but if I were you, I’d want to know who was fucking with my system. Last I checked, Dynatrak was your baby, and honestly, if they can fuck with this, what are they gonna do with Titan?

Check in with Damon Tan, he’ll give you the rundown.

J.

This sounded like typical over-enthusiastic sales behaviour, an Account Manager promising the moon and hoping the client would back down on a few demands. But from what Justin described, it pointed straight at Teri Fong and her angry emails to support. There was one man who could rein Teri in: Eric Irvine.

Instead of emailing, Jerry opened Teams, saw Eric’s status was green, and started a video call. The screen buzzed, then stabilised on Eric’s chubby face.

“Wow, I’m suddenly popular,” Eric grinned. “Hey, hey, what’s with Sheri’s speech yesterday? Did she think the ‘great head’ quip would go unnoticed?”

“I don’t know, man. It was stupid, but she’s still here, so…”

“Yeah, yeah. Well, how’s it feel? You sticking around or making a move?”

Jerry didn’t want to get into his plans with Eric, so he fell back on his stock answer. “My focus is on getting Titan launched. Not thinking about anything else for now.”

“Yeah, I hear ya. So what do I owe the pleasure this time?”

“Teri Fong and Sunwing. What’s the deal there?”

“Who the fuck is Sunwing?” Eric frowned.

“Well, I was hoping you could tell me. I got an angry email from Justin Ho saying we’re selling Dynatrak to Sunwing, a Chinese security company that’s really just another government front. They want us to remove the anonymity safeguards.”

Eric snorted. “They can want whatever they want, but they ain’t getting it.”

“Right, except Teri Fong has been hammering L4 support for a code change, and Damon Tan has been sent to give demos. We shouldn’t even be talking to these people. It violates our US contracts. Now Ho thinks leadership has green-lit the change. I personally think Teri got overzealous in the sales process.”

“Sounds like it,” Eric said, but now he was looking off-screen, thinking. After a moment he turned back to the camera. “About a month ago, HR came into my office and said I hadn’t taken vacation in two years and I was in breach of local regulations. Basically read me the riot act, said I had a week to plan it and then fuck off for at least fourteen days. Fine, they want me on vacation, I’ll take a vacation. Took the wife and kids back to the States, saw family, that sort of thing.”

“Okay…”

“But I don’t ever remember anyone forcing me to take vacation before. And I find it really odd that during my absence, Levallin showed up here.”

“That is odd.”

“Listen, let me look into this. Damon Tan is in our Hong Kong office, so I’ll call him and see what’s going on. Teri Fong is still off sick and legally I can’t bother her, but I’ll drop her an email and see what comes back.”

“Cheers, man. Appreciate it. I’m sure it’s all just some massive coincidence, but I want to give Justin a reason to relax.”

“Sure, I get it. Leave it with me.”

The call ended and the screen returned to the desktop. For a moment Jerry simply stared at it, wondering what the hell was really going on. He didn’t want to believe some grand conspiracy was unfolding, but with Sheri’s sudden arrival and Max’s increasingly strange behaviour, anything seemed possible.

He took a deep breath and forced himself to calm down. This wasn’t his problem to solve alone. Instead he grabbed his phone and mug, unlocked his office door, and stepped out to greet Maggie, who was rushing to hang up her coat and apologising for being five minutes late.

In the kitchen, while waiting for the coffee machine, Jerry scrolled through his phone, first the news, then his personal email. Amid the usual spam for gym clothes and holiday deals, one message stood out from an unknown sender. The subject line read:

Jerry, this isn’t spam. You need to see this… critical.

The body contained only a link to a New York gossip rag. Normally Jerry would never click a link from an unknown address, but something about this one felt different, the site itself was reputable.

He clicked.

The page loaded with crudely taken paparazzi photos: a pretty blonde woman in a bikini by a pool, lounging on a bed, passionately making out with a muscular black man. Standard tabloid fare, long-lens shots, poor quality, clearly taken without permission, but perfect for fuelling a scandal.

TROUBLE IN PARADISE? WIFE OF BILLIONAIRE BRITISH BUSINESSMAN IN SECRET LOVE AFFAIR WITH PERSONAL TRAINER!!!!! MAX WALTON SAID TO BE FUMING!

The woman was Debbie Walton, Max’s wife. Rumours of her affair had circulated for months; this was hardly shocking. Jerry wasn’t sure why the anonymous sender thought he needed to see it.

He clicked the “+7” to expand the gallery and scrolled through more images, Debbie at dinner, shopping, leaving the gym with her lover, until one photo stopped him cold.

Debbie was laughing, her arm around the ripped black man, his hand blatantly grabbing her ass. On his other side, holding his hand, stood Tanya Portland, Meridian Dynamics’ new Chief Legal Counsel.

It didn’t have to mean anything. Maybe they were just friends. But the memory of Tanya’s veiled blackmail the day before came rushing back, the polite but unmistakable threat: behave, or face the consequences.

Max Walton had always been a little eccentric, a little strange. He had been firmly against firing Mark Levallin at first, making it clear to Mary that he wanted to keep personal issues separate from business. When that proved legally impossible, he had been backed into a corner. Jerry had always sensed that Max blamed him for the whole mess. It had taken the runaway success of Dynatrak to thaw their relationship.

But had it truly thawed?

When Jerry first joined Meridian, Max still lived in London with his first wife, Elizabeth, Beth. She had been a gorgeous auburn-haired Scottish beauty who got along with everyone. Even in her forties she turned heads: big caboose, huge breasts, tiny waist. She used to visit the office in long 1950s-style dresses with voluminous petticoats that made the skirts swish dramatically, cinched at the waist with corsets that gave her a Marilyn Monroe silhouette.

Then came the rumours that Max was seeing a bimbo in New York. He started spending more time in the US than in the UK. One day it was announced he was moving to New York, and Beth wasn’t coming. The divorce followed three months later. It wasn’t particularly messy, but Beth received half of Max’s shares, making her a fifteen-percent stakeholder. She still held them to this day.

The bimbo married Max barely a week after the divorce was finalised, a quick, flashy ceremony in Hawaii. Out with the old, in with Debbie, a twenty-six-year-old at the time.

Grabbing his mug, Jerry returned to his desk and searched for Debbie Walton. He found plenty of superficial coverage, where she went, what she wore, but almost nothing about her background. So he tried her maiden name: Debbie Grafton.

There it was, her Yale Law alumni photo. Debbie Walton was no bimbo. She was a very clever, very calculating woman.

One thing still didn’t make sense. Debbie wasn’t even trying to hide the affair with her trainer. She had been at the announcement yesterday with Max, which meant he knew she was cheating, and apparently didn’t care.

Max was no pushover. He spent serious time in the gym and pushed others to do the same. This wasn’t a weak man. Maybe he had simply given Debbie a hall pass. Still, something felt deeply off. Jerry just couldn’t put his finger on exactly why.

Not yet.


Nine

The mood in the stand-up was the worst it had been in years. In the past twenty-four hours no one had come up with a viable solution to the data-dictionary problem, and tensions were boiling over.

Tom suggested taking the issue to Sheri and asking for more resources. David kindly suggested Tom should take his head out of his ass and then jump off a roof.

Only Marta remained calm and quiet throughout the argument. Instead she kept glancing at Jerry with a curious, almost mischievous expression, clearly trying to communicate without words. It took him a moment to realise what she was silently asking. He gave a tiny shake of his head. No, I’m not wearing the panties.

She frowned and rolled her eyes.

The door opened mid-argument and Sheri stepped into the room.

The entire team fell silent.

She was wearing a workplace-inappropriate outfit: tight black latex shorts, a black lace crop-top that left her muscular, pierced belly fully exposed, and thigh-high spike-heeled boots. Mouths dropped open.

“Hey guys,” she said with a bright smile. “I heard this is where you hold your daily stand-ups, so I thought I’d sit in, if that’s okay?”

David gulped. “Sh…sure. Feel free.” He started to pull out a chair for her, but Sheri simply leaned against the wall and watched, arms crossed.

“Be careful of the white paint,” Jerry said, trying to cut the sudden sexual tension. “Prague walls are notorious for leaving marks on black clothes.”

“I’ve been told,” she replied, smiling. She knew the walls were fine.

Jerry turned back to the group and tried to regain some order, asking for more suggestions. Tamara proposed they focus only on standard APIs for now and ignore the non-standard ones until a customer specifically requested them.

Sexy boss in the room or not, that suggestion triggered another explosive argument.

“Brilliant work, Tamara,” Tom clapped sarcastically. “Let’s go tell our clients they can have a solution that won’t actually work because it’s missing ninety percent of the prerequisite data sources. Bravo!”

“Fuck you, Tom! At least it’s a step toward market!”

“A step toward market is a fucking PowerPoint presentation. Why the hell did we code anything if we can just put up slides?”

“Go fuck yourself, Tom!”

The meeting was spiralling. Someone was going to throw a punch soon. Jerry slammed his hand on the table. “Guys, if you can’t discuss this like adults, get the hell out and calm down. Otherwise, any idea is better than none right now.”

Quiet fell again, not because of his call for calm, but because no one actually had any ideas.

A small cough drew everyone’s attention back to Sheri.

Jerry looked up. “Got something to add?”

“Well, maybe a stupid question,” she said, “but if the AI is already working, can’t we use it to automate its own data input points?”

David rolled his eyes but answered calmly. “No, because it’s not a chatbot. It’s not that sort of AI.”

“Oh, okay. Never mind then.”

Unfortunately for David, while Sheri’s question wasn’t technically correct, it wasn’t entirely wrong either. They had missed something obvious.

“Remember when we were prototyping, we built that self-learning applied engine for Dynatrak to see what it would do?” Jerry asked.

Marta nodded, smiling. “Popeye.”

They had nicknamed it Popeye because offline it was dumb as bricks and could only handle basic tasks. Connect it to the internet, however, and it became frighteningly intelligent, though often for all the wrong reasons. It was a chatbot useless for corporate work but perfect for generating and refining recipes. Give Popeye its spinach, the worldwide web, and it became powerful.

“Why can’t Popeye do this?” Jerry asked.

The others looked up, recognition dawning. David began chewing his lip, brain racing at a million miles per hour. He leaned forward and started hammering on his laptop. “If we still even have Popeye. That code was on the old junk server that was archived last year. Central IT might have binned it.”

“Then find it,” Jerry said, jumping up with sudden excitement.

“Wait, wait.” Sheri smiled. “So my idea was good?”

David, now deep in his zone and no longer caring who the boss was, answered bluntly. “No, your idea was bullshit, but it was clearly the bullshit Jerry needed to spark a potential solution.”

As Sheri frowned, Jerry shook his head at her, don’t worry about David. “I’ll take the win,” she said. “So what now? Is that it?”

“No. First we need to see if Popeye still exists,” Jerry replied. “If it does, we reactivate it, connect it to the public internet, and force-feed it every API and data dictionary we can find.”

“That creates another problem,” David warned. “The processing demand will be huge. We’ll need to build a new fuck-off big server for Popeye to handle this one task, otherwise it might actually be faster to hire a thousand Indians.”

“Okay, but then build your fuck-off big server,” Sheri shrugged.

David shot Jerry a warning look, get her out of here before I explode. Jerry stood. “Why don’t we continue this conversation in my office? We were supposed to meet soon anyway.”

“Sure.” Sheri nodded and walked out.

As Jerry followed her, his eyes met Marta’s. She gave him a little smirk and a wink. He knew exactly what she was thinking, and it seemed that overnight the idea no longer seemed so bad to her. For Jerry, though, he knew he couldn’t allow himself to be alone with Sheri. He had to keep this meeting public.

He led her into his office, nodding at Maggie, who frowned at the new boss’s revealing outfit, and deliberately left the connecting door open as he stepped behind his desk. He hoped the open door would deter Sheri from anything untoward.

Unfortunately, she circled back and pushed the door closed, loudly flicking the lock.

“So why was your guy so pissed about the server?” she asked, sitting down in one of the chairs.

“Because it’s not just a PC. It’ll need to be a serious machine, which means we have to go through the full corporate procurement process. I fill out a requisition, log it in the ERP, you approve it, then it goes to the CFO’s office. They’ll want to know why we need it, then they’ll check with IT to see if we really need it, then IT will check if they have something cheaper in storage somewhere in the world, then they’ll come back and say we don’t need it and offer a cheaper alternative, to which we’ll say it won’t work, but by then they’ve already closed the order as unnecessary.”

Sheri listened and nodded. “Got it, corporate red tape. I have a corporate Amex. Go buy what you need and I’ll deal with the fallout later.”

“Succeed first, ask for forgiveness later,” Jerry nodded. It could work, but he knew the headaches wouldn’t stop with her. He would still get battered. Still, it was better than the alternative.

“Exactly.”

“Let’s wait to see if we still have the code. It might all be academic.”

“Okay, but I’m happy it’s progressing.”

“Me too.”

They sat in silence for a moment. She stared at him.

“Are you wearing it?” she asked softly.

“No.”

“Put it on.”

Jerry chewed his lower lip. “I told Katerina everything last night.”

Sheri raised an eyebrow and smirked. “Everything?”

“Nearly everything.”

“Hmm. Okay… and?”

“And… she’s open to playing on equal terms, the way we should have done it from the start.”

“Playing on equal terms defeated the point. You didn’t want that any more than I did, and you still don’t. Otherwise you’d tell me to fuck off.”

“Then fuck off,” he said, though even he didn’t believe his own words.

She scoffed. “Please. You don’t mean that.” She leaned forward. “Listen to me, Jerry. I’m ordering you, take off your clothes, put the lingerie on, then kneel before me… or there will be consequences.”

He didn’t move. A fierce argument raged inside his head, he was determined not to let her take over his life again, not to let her inject herself back in. It was a losing battle, especially when she was dressed like that.

With shaking hands he pulled open the drawer, took out the satin bodysuit, and stripped down to his smooth skin. He stepped into the lingerie. It fit perfectly, of course, she had always known his exact size.

“I’m so glad we got you electrolysis,” she said, eyes roaming over his hairless body. “How did you explain that to Katerina?”

“I told her I didn’t like body hair,” he shrugged.

She didn’t reply, just watched as he rounded the desk and dropped to his knees. As she lifted her hips from the chair, he reached up, undid the tight latex shorts, and pulled them down. Then he latched his mouth onto her with a moan of helpless delight.

“Such a good sissy,” she sighed, running her fingers through his hair. “I missed you so much. God, I love you, Jerry. I never stopped loving you. You were such a perfect little slut, I missed this.”

The words tore through him like electricity. Waves of shameful pleasure crashed over the guilt. In the moment, he had to admit it: he had desperately missed her too.

“I brought my strap-on with me,” she whispered. “I wanted to meet in the office because I wanted to peg you.”

He moaned against her, the thought alone sending fresh heat through his body. It had been so long since he’d been pegged, a deep, forbidden pleasure that nothing else could replicate.

As he licked her, his hand drifted down to his crotch, rubbing himself through the satin. She was lost in her own pleasure and didn’t notice. Clearly she had forgotten he was no longer caged.

He came hard, spilling into the delicate fabric. The moment the orgasm hit, reality slammed back in.

What am I doing?

He pulled away abruptly.

Sheri’s eyes flew open. “Jerry…”

“We can’t do this,” he said, backing up. “I’m married. I love Katerina.” He scrambled to peel off the bodysuit.

“Jerry…” Her voice was dangerously calm. “Come back here and finish me off. Don’t leave me hanging, that isn’t fair.”

“I’m sorry, Sheri. I can’t. No means no.”

She sighed and looked away for a moment, then stood. “Okay, Jerry. That’s how you want to play it? Fine. We’ll be professional. Colleagues. Is that what you want?”

“Yes.”

“Fine.” She watched coldly as the cum-soaked lingerie hit the floor and Jerry frantically pulled on his normal clothes. “I want a plan for this Popeye thing on my desk by the end of the day or you’re fired and I’ll move David into your position. Titan is clearly off track and your project updates look fraudulent. Get it all sorted, or else.”

“You can’t fire me like that,” he seethed. “You’re in the Czech Republic now, Sheri, and I have a Czech contract. I could sue your ass.”

She grinned. “Yeah, that would be fun. Sue me and the world gets to see every single video and photo. It will ruin your life completely, you probably won’t even get a job as a street cleaner. Fucking get it together. Now, you can come back here and finish me off, you don’t need to change again, or we can see how this plays out. But you know me well enough. I am a bitch. I told you yesterday I won’t destroy you… if you play ball.”

Jerry’s whole body shook. He felt like he might vomit. He had no real choice. She could ruin not only his current job but his entire career, his reputation, his future. As he approached her, she sat back down with a smirk and spread her legs again.

“I knew you’d understand,” she cooed. “I think if you just give up control and accept that we could have a lot of fun together, you’ll soon see how happy we can all be.”

“Y-yes… M-mistress.”

“Good.” She smiled, running her fingers through his hair again. “Good sissy.”

He continued licking, his libido traitorously returning, fetishising the pain and humiliation he was feeling. But deep down, the cold voice of reason remained: he was well and truly fucked.


Ten

The cum-stained lingerie lay at his feet like a filthy confession. Sheri had left moments ago wearing that self-satisfied smirk, knowing she had won, that he had no real escape.

Jerry sat shell-shocked, unable to process how his life had spiralled to this point. He knew this wouldn’t stop at occasional pussy-licking. There would be more. Worse. A complete descent until she achieved her original goal: to sissify him completely.

Tears began to fall. He had nothing left. She would destroy his marriage, his job, his entire identity, even if she didn’t see it as destruction.

A knock on the door pulled him out of his stupor. He was about to tell whoever it was to go away when the door opened and Maggie stepped in, closing it quietly behind her.

“Not now, please, Maggie,” he sniffed.

“Boss, I know I’m not the best assistant,” she began, sounding nervous but determined. “I get muddled when you ask me to do too many things at once, and I know I’m an old lady close to retirement, but I need my full pension, you see?”

Jerry shook his head, confused. “I’m sorry, what?”

“Well, you ask for a lot of things over the intercom,” she said, meaning the interoffice IP phones. “And I get confused, so I asked the nice folks in IT to record our conversations so I can listen back. All the recordings are saved on my computer.”

“Okay… that’s nice, I guess,” he shrugged, still wondering why she was telling him this now, when he was clearly in no state to talk.

“Well, just before, when you came in with Ms Sheri, I wanted to ask if you needed any drinks. But when I dialled, you must have hit a button.” She began to smile. “I’m sorry, but I recorded the whole interaction.”

Jerry blinked, trying to process her words. Finally it clicked. “Everything?” he asked, leaning forward.

She gave him a wide, conspiratorial grin. “Everything.”

It took a moment for the full ramifications to sink in, but this was leverage, something in his pocket, even if they had their own copies. Mutually assured destruction might be possible after all.

“Maggie, I could kiss you.”

She blushed. “Ten years younger and I might ask for what you gave Ms Sheri, but I’ll settle for a thank you.”

He laughed despite everything. “Thank you, Maggie. Please send me the file.”

“I might need your help with that. It’s big.”

Ten minutes later he had copied the recording not only to his PC but also to his phone and his private cloud. The question now was what to do next. The only answer that made sense was to come clean to his wife.

He texted her: “Can I come see you? Urgent.”

“At the office. Come by,” she replied.

On the way out he told Maggie to block his calendar for a couple of hours and, if anyone asked, say he was out for lunch. He avoided the elevators, taking the stairs and slipping out the side entrance to avoid running into anyone from the team.

The hockey club’s offices were next to the arena. From his office in Karlin it was only a few metro stops. He reached reception in under fifteen minutes. Katerina was already waiting, still wearing the same red dress he had seen her in that morning.

They kissed hello, but she took one look at his face and knew something was wrong. She led him upstairs to a small conference room for privacy.

“Go on,” she said, arms folded.

He took a deep breath. “I’m going to play you a recording of something that happened with Sheri today. If at the end you want to divorce me, I’ll understand. But right now I need your help, your advice. I fucked up, big time, and I need you.”

She didn’t smile. She simply sat there, arms still crossed. “Play it.”

He placed the phone on the desk between them and tapped the screen. She listened in silence to the entire interaction, Sheri ordering him to dress in the lingerie, to drop to his knees, to lick her. She heard the casual lie about the electrolysis, his weak protest, Sheri’s cold threat. Then she replayed the threat again.

“What videos and photos?” she asked.

“Of the time we were together,” Jerry replied.

“I get that. I mean, what’s on them?” she asked firmly.

Jerry blushed and shrank in his chair. Katerina rolled her eyes. “Goddamn it, Jerry, do you want my help or not? Stop being scared of me and just tell me the truth.”

Nodding, he forced the words out. “Pictures of me in maid dresses, in sissy clothes, on my knees sucking Mark’s dick, sniffing poppers while watching sissy hypnosis, making out with other sissies, crawling on a leash at parties, getting pegged and punished in dungeons. It’s damaging stuff. She sent it all to Meridian before, but Mary had it deleted. Yesterday our new head of legal told me they still have the files. If I cause trouble, they’ll cause trouble for me.”

“So Mary lied?” Katerina asked. She knew Mary well, she had been at their wedding. It seemed unlikely she would lie.

“No. It looks like Sheri gave them fresh copies.”

“Jesus, Jerry, why didn’t you tell me this last night?” she sighed, running her hands over her face.

“What difference would it have made?”

“I don’t know, maybe we could have spoken to a lawyer!” Katerina’s voice rose, then softened. “I’m not an HR expert, but she’s your superior and you have her on record threatening you.”

“Right.”

“Which is good…”

“But?”

“But it won’t make a difference. You might get her fired, but the company could retaliate. Or she will.”

“Yeah. I’m thinking mutually assured destruction.”

She nodded, but then frowned. “So long as you play by her rules, it goes both ways. You need to find a way to delete those files from the company servers, and I assume this time they’ve got them locked down tight.” She let out a frustrated breath. “Fuck, Jerry. Argh! You idiot.”

Tears began to fall again. “I know. I’m sorry. I understand if you hate me.”

After a brief eye-roll and headshake, she stood, walked over, pulled his head to her chest and kissed his hair. “I don’t hate you, idiot. I love you. We’ll figure this out together. But no more talk of divorce. I married you, you came to me. Just answer me one thing.”

He looked up into her dark eyes. “Anything.”

“Did you fuck her?”

This time he actually snorted a laugh. “Ha, no! Definitely not.”

“Why not?” she asked, genuinely confused.

“Because she hates my cock. After having Mark, mine made no sense. It’s small and fast.”

Katerina let out a little snort, trying not to laugh. “It’s not that bad.”

“It is.”

“Stop. It’s not that bad. It’s a myth that women only want huge cocks. Anyway… fine. You licked her pussy. I’m not over the moon about it, but it’s not the end of the world.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously. But the lies need to stop. I know you didn’t lie to hurt me, it was fear, not a trust thing, but I hope you understand you don’t need to be scared of me. We can work this out.”

Once more the tears flowed, but this time they came from a different place, pure, overwhelming gratitude. Most women would have kicked his sorry ass to the curb, yet here was Katerina, seeing the mess he had made and choosing to stand beside him anyway.

“You realise this problem won’t just go away, right?” she said suddenly, her voice steady. “You’re going to have to play her game until we’re ready to fight back.”

The room seemed to tilt. “Honey… she’s going to want more than just oral. She wanted to peg me.”

“So you have a choice,” Katerina replied calmly. “Quit and call her bluff, or stay and take it until we can solve this. I’m not happy about it either, but right now I don’t see another way. Last time you called her bluff, it cost you badly, didn’t it?”

She was right. Sheri had been deadly serious about outing him, and she had the legal ammunition to do it. Jerry had signed a document years ago claiming all the photos and videos were modelling shots for adult entertainment, for which he had received a token payment. It gave her carte blanche, and they both knew it.

“Babe, I’ll support you,” Katerina said softly. “I’m not going to leave you. But for now, you’re going to have to suck it up. Let her know you have the recording, tell her I know, see what leverage you can get. But remember, this is about keeping things calm until we can break free. That means keeping her occupied and happy.”

The fact that his wife was willing to let him submit to his ex-wife, even temporarily, spoke volumes about how strong their relationship truly was. Still, he could hardly believe the words coming out of her mouth.

As he sighed and broke down again, she pulled him close, sat on his lap, and kissed his hair. “Come on, it won’t be that bad,” she whispered. “She’s not ugly, right?”

“No, but…”

“And you’re not going to leave me for her?”

“Never!”

“So it won’t be the end of the world. You lick her pussy… I’ll survive. Pegging? I’m happy to do that at home if you like. It’s fun for the woman too.” She grinned. “Did you like it when she used to do it?”

He didn’t just like it, he had fucking loved it. But the embarrassment still choked him. Then he remembered her words from earlier: no more lies, no matter how humiliating.

“I loved it so much,” he admitted quietly.

Katerina chuckled. “You’re a lucky man. I’ve just given you a hall pass, go enjoy it and save yourself. Just remember: you are not allowed to fuck her.”

Of course he wouldn’t. Sheri wouldn’t let him anyway. But there was one way he could prove his loyalty to the incredible woman in his arms.

“You know… you could lock me in the cage, if you want,” he suggested.

The grin that spread across her face was both playful and predatory. “You know, this might end up being fun for all of us.” She kissed him passionately, feeling his cock swell against her. “Come on, before someone comes looking. Fuck me.”

They stood quickly. Katerina bent over the desk, hiked up her skirt, and slid her panties down, looking back at him with a cheeky grin as he freed himself and pushed inside her.

“Is it in?” she giggled. “I can’t feel it, it’s so small.” She was being playful, teasing him about his earlier comment, but she hadn’t realised how deeply her humiliation would turn him on. “Oh, you like that, don’t you, little dick? Mmm… but what will I do when it’s all locked up?”

“You’ll need to fuck another man.”

“I might, right? Is that what you want, pussyboy? You want me to cheat on you?”

His cock throbbed harder. He gasped. “God, yes! Mistress, please!”

Another giggle as she pushed back against him. “Please, please!” she mocked. “I don’t think your little heart could take it if I really found someone.”

“I would! God, please, Mistress! Cuckold me!”

Her face froze mid-thrust. “Are you serious? Is that what you really want?”

“Yes! Oh God, yes!”

“Tell me again after you cum,” she smirked.

It didn’t take long, mere seconds. Then he did something she hadn’t expected, something he had never done for her before: he dropped to his knees and licked her clean.

“Oh, you’re dirty!” she cried, pulling his head tighter by the hair. “You really do want to be my cuckold.”

“Yes!” he gasped between licks.

“Maybe. One day.” She smirked, guiding him. “Just lick now, baby. Lick me clean.”

The clock on the wall ticked toward the end of the hour, but Jerry knew the real day was only beginning. Something told him the afternoon would be very busy, and that his wife already had plans for the evening.


Eleven

A meeting invitation appeared in his inbox the moment he returned to his desk: “Performance Discussion” at four o’clock. He knew exactly what it was, the test he was expected to pass. With Katerina’s reluctant permission, he decided to bite the bullet and play along.

At ten to three, Marta knocked and asked if he had a minute. His three o’clock call with accounting had been moved to Thursday, so he had time.

“What do you need?” he asked with a tired smile.

“I wanted to give you the good news. We found a solid version of Popeye and we already have it running on a test rig.” She grinned. “Now we’re assessing what kind of hardware it will need for the task… and whether it can even do the job.”

“That’s fantastic news,” Jerry sighed in relief. “When do you expect first results?”

“We’ll know pretty quickly if it can handle the core task, but the load test will take all night.” That made sense, they would keep scaling the data inputs until it broke, then analyse exactly when and why it failed. Only then could they quantify the processing requirements. With AI, GPU power mattered far more than CPU. They would need a lot of top-tier graphics cards. It wouldn’t be cheap, but with luck the GPUs could later be reused for Titan load-testing.

Marta shifted nervously. “Um… I wanted to raise something else.”

“Go on.”

“I’ve heard a rumour that you might be fired.”

“Who said that?”

“Tom.”

At least now Jerry knew who Sheri’s snitch was. She was already laying groundwork, testing how the team would react if he were removed. That was no longer his biggest worry, but he would need to keep Tom under control, control the flow of information.

“I’m not going to be fired if I play ball,” he said, “but I have ammunition now.” He smiled faintly. “And I have the support of my wife.”

“Really? You told her?” Marta asked, surprised.

“I had to. What else could I do?”

“What sort of ammunition?”

Deciding to keep his closest allies close, Jerry placed his phone on the desk and pressed play. Marta listened in silence to the entire recording, Sheri’s orders, the threats, the humiliation. At several points she simply murmured “hot.” When it ended, her cheeks were flushed.

“She’s a fucking bitch.”

“I know,” Jerry nodded. “But I played it for Katerina and she agreed. If Sheri or the company plays dirty, I will too. Mutually assured destruction.”

Marta didn’t look convinced. “If Sheri’s been playing the long game to get you back, that won’t stop her. She’s still going to want more.”

“Yeah, she will,” he agreed. “Which is why Katerina said I need to indulge her, keep her happy for now.”

“Wait.” Marta began grinning. “Katerina said you’re allowed to keep going down on her?”

“Yep. So long as we don’t fuck.”

Marta was clearly impressed. “I didn’t peg Katka for being so open, but good for her, and for you.” She tilted her head, coy. “Does the offer extend to others, or just Sheri?”

“Marta?”

“Yes, boss?”

“Get out.”

“Yes, boss.”

The last thing Jerry wanted was to become entangled with multiple people in the office, especially a subordinate. He hoped Marta was joking. Hell, he didn’t want to be entangled with anyone except Katerina. But for now, needs must.

He needed to get the four o’clock meeting over with, but he knew that to make Sheri understand his position he would have to give something back. That meant putting on the lingerie. He was sure she would demand it. He picked up the bodysuit, undressed, and slipped it on beneath his normal clothes.

While waiting for the meeting time, he found he couldn’t focus on actual work. Instead he checked his personal email. Sure enough, another message from the unknown sender waited, another link to a gossip rag.

MAX WALTON AND WIFE PICTURED AT CHINESE GRAND PRIX! DEBBIE DRESSED UP IN TIGHT SHINY BLACK LATEX FOR THE EVENT!!!!!

The top was a criss-cross of latex straps that held up her breasts and wrapped around her neck, leaving most of her body exposed, finished with a tiny black latex mini-skirt. To the casual eye it might have looked like edgy fashion, but Jerry recognised the dominatrix aesthetic immediately.

He clicked through the photos: Max shaking hands with drivers and team principals, nothing unusual. Then pictures of him with Chinese dignitaries.

Again he wondered why the sender kept feeding him this material. He froze on one image.

There was Tanya again, arm-in-arm with Debbie. Next to them, talking to Max, stood Debbie’s black lover. But something was off. Debbie wasn’t the only one in latex, Tanya wore a striking red latex dress that looked far more overtly dominatrix. And it wasn’t just the clothing. The black man was speaking directly at Max while Max looked down, as if being chastised. Why would Max allow another man to speak to him that way?

Still, Jerry felt he was missing something important. Okay, clearly Max was into some kind of cuckold or hotwife dynamic with Debbie, surprising, but not unheard of given Jerry’s own history. But that alone didn’t explain why he was being sent these links. There had to be a reason the sender expected him to notice something specific.

He started searching for more photos from the Chinese Grand Prix paddock. Debbie and Tanya appeared several times, but nothing stood out beyond the fact that they were attractive women in a high-profile setting.

As he loaded another site, an alert popped up reminding him the meeting would start soon. The page was taking forever to load, so he left it running and headed upstairs, hoping Sheri would be reasonable.

It was a shame he didn’t wait the extra minute. Had he stayed, he would have seen the photo finish loading, and right there in the paddock, standing with Debbie and Tanya, were Sheri and Mark.


Twelve

The desk outside Sheri’s office was empty, the computer dark. The entire administrative floor had an eerie silence to it. Given that the working day was far from over, the absence of her assistant felt deliberate.

Rather than wait to be announced, Jerry knocked and stood by the door.

“Enter,” Sheri called after nearly two minutes.

She leaned back in her chair, eyes immediately tracing the outline of thick lace beneath his T-shirt. Only then did a victorious smile curve her lips. “I knew you’d come around. Get undressed.”

This time Jerry didn’t hesitate. Play her game. He stripped down and stood before her in the ornate pink bodysuit, the loose satin cool and soft against his smooth skin. But he didn’t wait for her to set the terms.

“I told Katerina everything at lunchtime.”

Sheri raised an eyebrow, an amused, disbelieving smirk on her face. “And yet here you are. What game are you playing?”

“Mutually assured destruction.” He placed his phone on the desk and hit play, letting her hear just enough of the recording. She didn’t blink. She didn’t even look concerned.

“Wow. Well, you’ve got me.” She laughed. “And yet… you’re still standing here in the lingerie!”

“Yes. Well, I discussed it with Katerina, and we’re open to a compromise I think will work for everyone.”

“Go on.”

“You get to play with me from time to time. No sexual intercourse from my side.” The words made her snort with laughter. “That’s what I told her you’d do. She’s going to cage me from tomorrow to make sure it stays true.”

“Good. You should be caged.” She shrugged. “But she’s okay with…”

“Almost everything else. Oral is fine. Pegging is fine. Some sissification.”

“Some?” Another raised eyebrow.

Actually, this wasn’t anything Katerina had explicitly agreed to, it was a boundary Jerry had decided on himself. Wearing the bodysuit in her office was one thing. Wearing it in public was another; he had no intention of being caught. “I’ll dress how you like in private. I’ll wear panties and stockings if you want. But no bras in public.”

Sheri leaned back, turning slightly in her chair. Finally she blew out a breath and nodded. “Fine. But I have a compromise.”

“Go on.”

“You and Katerina need to join Mark and me for dinner tonight.”

The room felt thick again. This simple request was anything but. It was dangerous. For one, Jerry had zero interest in seeing Mark again. For another, he knew Mark had a dangerous way with women, the kind that made them swoon. The last thing he wanted was to expose Katerina to that.

“No. No deal.”

“Then no deal.” Sheri’s voice turned ice-cold. “We’ll discuss your termination—”

“Wait. If you do that, you’ll be fired too.”

“If you think so. But let’s assume I am. Imagine how fast I’ll be snapped up, and then how fast you’ll be snapped up after. I’m assuming the reason Katerina let us continue is because you both realised that while the company would be put in a difficult position, I would not be. You’re not willing to call my bluff, and I would prefer not to lose this job. So yes, I’m willing to entertain your plan, but I want this one thing.” She paused, then smiled sweetly. “It’s just a dinner, Jerry.”

It was a trap, not a dinner. But she was right, he was caught between a rock and a hard place. Perhaps there was one more compromise to be had.

“Okay, fine. I’ll invite her to dinner with you both. But if she says no, you have to accept it. I can’t force her any more than I could force you.”

A nod. “Fine. You’re right. Then call her.”

“Now?”

“Yes, now. Put her on speakerphone.”

He gulped. She had called his bluff. He dialled Katerina, praying she would say no, praying she understood this was a dire trap.

“Hello? You okay?” Katerina answered.

“Katerina!” Sheri cut in immediately, removing any chance for Jerry to lead. “This is Sheri. I just wanted to say how lovely it was of you to agree to share our lovely sissy slave.”

The line went quiet for a moment. Then Katerina spoke, cool and collected. “I think you made it very difficult for us to agree to anything else, but I hope he has made it clear what happens if you go too far.”

“I think we’re on the same page, darling.” Sheri replied smoothly. “I have but one final stipulation before we all shake hands on things. Dinner, you two, me, my husband. You can choose the restaurant. Someplace expensive.”

Please say no. Please say no.

“Fine,” Katerina said. Nooo! “I suppose it makes sense for us to put faces to names.”

“Indeed. Please reserve something for tonight, say eight o’clock?”

“Sure. I’ll text Jerry.”

“Oh, why don’t you text me, darling? I’ll ping you my number shortly.”

“Fine.” Katerina sighed. “Jerry, are you okay?”

“Yes, thank you, my love,” he mumbled.

“Are you in her office?”

“Yes.”

“Sheri, be careful. Do not hurt him.”

“I won’t, I promise. I’m going to use my smallest dildo on his tight little asshole. I assume you haven’t been keeping it stretched.”

Another pause, then a breathy response laced with arousal. “No, I haven’t.”

“You should start. Tell you what, I’ll send you a video so you can see how much he loves a good cock up his ass!”

Katerina replied that she would be grateful, but it was clear she was turned on by the idea of her husband being fucked.

“Slut,” Sheri said to Jerry. “Assume the position. Bend over the desk.”

“Yes…”

“Yes?”

“Yes, Mistress Sheri.”

The ex-wife chuckled. “Hear that, Katerina? It’s so much nicer when they’re properly trained.”

“Perhaps you’re right.”

“I’ll text you shortly.” Sheri ended the call, then stood, finally revealing the thick black cock strapped to her harness. “I was hoping you’d behave.” She picked up both phones, forwarded Katerina’s contact to her own, then started recording. From a drawer she retrieved an unopened tub of lubricant, scooped a generous glob onto her fingers, and smiled. “Unzip yourself.”

Jerry reached behind, sliding the zip of the bodysuit down to his balls. “That’s enough.”

The moment the cool gel touched his anus, his body shuddered in anticipation. It had been years since he had been pegged, but the memory of how good it felt had never faded. As she pushed the dildo inside him, the familiar sting of stretch gave way to fullness and then deep, prostate-milking pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” he gasped, forgetting she was filming, lost in submission.

“You love cock. You need it, don’t you?” she teased.

“Yes, Mistress! Fuck! Yes, fuck me! Oh fuck, fuck me hard!”

“No, say it first. Say you want cock.”

“I want cock! Please!”

She giggled and thrust deeper. “Now say you miss cock.”

“I miss cock!”

Another hard shove. “Now say you are gay for cock.”

“I’m gay for cock!”

And now she was moving, shoving in and out with hard, deliberate strokes. “That’s it. That’s my little cocksucking sissy. Mmm, remember when I fucked you in the ass while you sucked Mark? How you used to beg him for his cum? You loved being spit-roasted, didn’t you?”

“Yes! Yes! Oh my… yes!”

“Such a pathetic little sissy,” she purred, then switched to a mocking falsetto. “Oh Mistress, turn me into a gay sissy slut, ruin me, destroy me so all I am is just a slave, a sissy whore for you! Remember that?”

“Oh God… oh God…” He panted, the room spinning, the pleasure so overwhelming he could think of nothing else. “Yes Mistress, yes!”

“Pathetic cunt. Then when I gave you exactly what you wanted, you ran off! Bitch!” She snarled, slamming into him like a jackhammer, phone still in one hand. “You begged me to ruin you, even though I knew you’d back out. But you couldn’t help yourself. You had to have it. Had to submit completely, totally, until you couldn’t. That’s what he’s not telling you, Katerina! That’s what he’s been hiding from you! It wasn’t me who wanted to do this to him, he begged me, every single fucking night. Begged me to fuck Mark. Begged me to dominate him. Yes, I loved it, I fucking loved it, but he was the one who led me down this path!”

She was hammering the cock in and out of him now. Then she grabbed his hair, yanking his head back and thrusting the phone in front of his face. There, on the screen, was Katerina, alone in a meeting room, hand down her panties, rubbing furiously. Sheri wasn’t just recording. She was Facetiming.

“TELL HER THE TRUTH!” Sheri screamed, ramming into him like a machine.

“It’s true! It’s all true!” he cried, feeling his own cock dribble cum as the thick toy relentlessly milked his prostate. “I’m so sorry! I’m so sorry!”

As Sheri withdrew, she grinned at Katerina on the screen. “See you tonight. And wear something sexy. Something Mark can easily remove.” Before Katerina could answer, Sheri ended the call. “Tonight your wife will try Mark’s cock. She’ll discover just how good he is, and then she’ll remove all barriers, all restrictions. I believe she’ll help me give you everything you always wanted.” She slapped his ass hard. “Get dressed and fuck off.”

When Jerry left the office he felt drunk, each step unsteady, his head throbbing. He had just admitted his darkest secret to his wife, the very thing that had triggered his original downfall, and on top of that he had agreed to a dinner with Mark of all people.

As he stumbled back down to his floor, he tried to ignore everyone else, but Marta noticed his pale face and the raw worry in his eyes. She followed him into his office and shut the door behind them.

“What happened?” she asked.

“It doesn’t m-matter.”

“Clearly it does. What happened?”

“She pegged me… in front of Katka.”

“What?” Marta asked, confused. “Katka was here?”

“No. They Facetimed. She made me say things… secrets from the past. Things that would ruin me, ruin my relationship with Katerina.”

“Like what?”

Jerry shook his head as if trying to shake off the shame. He had already said too much. He couldn’t say more. He gripped the edge of his desk, fighting to stay upright.

“Jerry, like what?” Marta pressed.

“I can’t…” he breathed.

“Jerry!” She snapped, her voice suddenly hard and authoritative. “I’m ordering you to tell me!”

He turned on his heel, shocked, but instead of sternness he found only concern in her eyes. “That I wanted to be ruined and turned into a gay sissy whore for use by men.”

The look softened into confusion. “Are you gay?” she asked.

“No! Not at all!” he cried, tears falling. “That’s the point! I wanted the humiliation of being a straight man forced to be nothing but a sissy whore for men. I wanted her to humiliate me totally. Of course I didn’t want that… but at the same time I did. It’s hard to explain!”

“I get it,” she said softly, stepping closer, her chest rising and falling. “I get it completely.” He thought she was going to hug him. Instead she grabbed his T-shirt, yanking it up and off. There was no fight left in him. She pinched his nipples through the satin, then pushed his trousers down, feeling the damp, slimy patch over his spent cock.

“Knees. Lick,” she ordered quietly.

“Marta…”

“No, no.” She shook her head, dropping into the chair and hiking up her little skater skirt, pushing down her plain black thong. “You don’t get to do all this, turn me on this much, and leave me hanging. It’s not fair. Not right. On your knees.”

He looked at the neatly trimmed tuft of hair above her clit, then nodded and dropped, setting to work while she ran her fingers through his hair. “Mmm, that’s the stuff. I expect you to service me tomorrow too. Is that understood, sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress Marta.”

“Good girl.” She whispered. “Such a good girl.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” he mumbled into her folds.

“Don’t worry, Babygirl. I’ll protect you. I’ll look after you, baby. Such a pretty sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Mmm… now lick me, Babygirl. Lick.”


Thirteen

You are losing sight of the bigger problem. Don’t let yourself get distracted.

That was all the latest email said. No link, no explanation, just a blunt warning. What was he getting distracted by? Sheri? The sex? Something far more serious was unfolding, and he still couldn’t see it clearly.

The satin bodysuit was still on beneath his clothes, hidden by his jacket as he rode the tram home. Strangely, of all the events of the day, his quick tryst with Marta bothered him the least. It had felt almost… helpful. When she came, she had shocked him by reaching into the bodysuit, pulling out his cock, and giving him a fast, efficient handjob that ended in a waste bin.

“Were you serious that you wanted this regularly?” he had asked her afterward.

“Put it this way,” she replied with a grin. “If you can do this for her, you can do it for me. At least you know I deserve it. She does not.”

Jerry knew “her” meant Sheri. Marta had made her feelings about the new CTO very clear. And he had to admit she had a point: if he could submit to Sheri while the company held blackmail material over his head, then he could do the same for Marta. What did it matter anymore?

When he arrived home, Katerina was already showered and working on her hair, sitting in a short silk robe by the mirror. On the bed lay two sets of lingerie: delicate black lace for her, thick pink with white lace for him.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“For what?” She replied without looking at him.

“About what she made me say.”

Katerina snorted a laugh. “She didn’t make you say anything.” Then she sighed, calming slightly. “You men say stupid things when you’re horny. If I wanted to make you beg me to turn you into a gay sissy whore, I could. You men are dumb. She used you, simple as that. But you’re a bigger idiot for letting your negative self-worth let her trick you so easily. Honestly, Jerry, you have a ridiculous IQ, but you are the single dumbest person I’ve ever met.”

“I’m sorry.”

That only made her angrier. “Stop saying sorry!” she screamed. “Do I need to start slapping you? Is that what you need?”

“Yes,” he said immediately.

Katerina glared at him for a full thirty seconds, then stood, stomped over, and slapped him hard across the face. He held the burning skin, staring at her in shock. She looked equally stunned for a moment, then a slow grin spread across her face as she realised it excited her. And him.

He dropped his hand slowly and presented his other cheek. This time there was no hesitation. She prepared her hand and slapped him hard again. “Apologise again.”

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

Slap!

“I’m sorry.”

Slap!

“I’m sorry.”

Slap!

“Get undressed,” she said softly. “Then get on your hands and knees, ass in the air.” She walked to his trousers, pulled out his belt, doubled it over, and swished it a couple of times. “Say stop if it gets too much.”

“Red, Mistress,” he replied.

“Red?”

“Stop is too easy. Yellow for reaching my limit, red for hitting it.”

“I see.” She nodded. “Clearly you have a lot more experience at this.” Before he could respond, she slammed the belt down on his backside, making him yelp. “Mmm, weird.”

He had forgotten how much a belt hurt. As he breathed through the pain, she delivered five quick strikes in a row, making him cry out.

“Red?” she asked with a chuckle.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good.” She brought the belt down again and again until he finally gasped “yellow” and she slowed. “This is actually fun. Why is it so fun?”

“Because you’re in control. Powerful.”

“And why do you enjoy it?” she asked, pacing, the belt swinging in her hand.

“Because you’re in control and powerful,” he replied. “Besides, I know the pain will turn good. It’s like spicy chili, eventually I’ll feel high from it.”

“That’s interesting. I didn’t know that.” She laughed. “So then I should continue!”

It wasn’t a question. For the next ten minutes she beat him with the belt, watching his skin welt, shift through shades of red, then purple and bruised. She thought she had probably gone too far, but he assured her that even if a little blood beaded on the surface, it wouldn’t scar.

She ran her fingers over the welts, then noticed the faded lines on his back and legs. “But she did scar you, didn’t she?” she said softly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“She left her mark.” It was clear Katerina didn’t like that. Given that she worked with a top-tier sports team, competitiveness ran deep in her. Jerry shouldn’t have been surprised when she increased the force, beating his backside and legs over and over. He screamed “red,” but she didn’t hear him, or didn’t care. She needed to prove a point: he was hers, not Sheri’s.

“Red… red…” he breathed, head on the bed, the room spinning. “Oh God… oh God…” He was slipping into subspace now, the pain fading and transforming as she continued her assault, until suddenly his cock drained onto the sheets.

“Did you… did you cum?” she asked, surprised.

“Urgh…” He murmured, the room blurred. “Hold me.”

The belt fell to the floor with a rattle. She lay down beside him and pulled him close. Neither spoke. She simply held him, and for the first time that day everything felt right in the world for Jerry.

“Are you okay?” she whispered after a while. “I’m sorry, I just…”

“No, you did great,” he said, still unable to move. “Just… please, put some cream on my skin.”

“Sure, of course.” She fetched the cream and gently rubbed it into the welts, watching the white lotion turn pink as it mixed with spots of blood. “Will that scar?”

“Probably, but I don’t scar easily.”

“Those scars are pretty bad,” she said, tracing the older ones.

The old scars came from the night he had told Sheri he wanted a divorce. She had tied him up and beaten him with a cane and a tawse for hours, no safe word would have stopped her. It wasn’t play. It was real punishment, real abuse. For Jerry, those scars weren’t a reminder of how much he missed Sheri. They were a reminder of how evil she truly was.

“I’m sorry,” Katerina said suddenly, realising she wasn’t competing with Sheri the loving dominatrix, but with Sheri the abuser. “I’m so sorry.”

“No,” he said. “You were right. I’d rather have a reminder of the woman I love than the woman I hate.” He paused. “I love you. But there is a way you can scar me for sure.”

“How?” she asked, kissing his cheek softly.

“Brand your name onto my skin.”

She hissed at the image of a hot iron sizzling against his flesh. “That’s ridiculous.”

“It’s a normal thing in some circles. I’d do it for you.”

“Who would do it?”

“Some tattoo parlours.”

For a moment she stared at him, then bit her lip and shook her head. “No… if we do it, I want to do it to you myself, not some tattoo artist. But yeah… the more I think about it, I want to do it. One day.”

“Deal.”

“Deal.” She smiled. “Come on, slut. Get dressed.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

As he dressed, Jerry watched her finish her make-up, applying it with meticulous care. He hadn’t seen her put this much effort into her face since their wedding day, when a professional artist had done it for her. This was different. Was she trying to impress Mark? Or was she putting on a show for Sheri?

His eyes drifted to the tiny lace lingerie laid out on the bed, the pieces she liked to call “fuck-underwear.” A sinking feeling told him this was less about Sheri and more about Mark.

In the mirror, Katerina caught him staring. She capped the lipstick and turned. “I think we all know where this is headed tonight.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Is he as big as she says?”

“Yes.”

From the look on her face, she didn’t seem impressed. If anything, she looked nervous, almost disappointed. When he asked why, she explained she’d once had a boyfriend with a huge cock and it hadn’t been fun at all, just uncomfortable and painful. Jerry had heard the same from another woman, a friend who said she didn’t enjoy sex with big dicks. But he knew it wasn’t really about size. It was about knowing how to use it, how to build up to it. And Mark knew exactly how.

“You don’t need to do it,” Jerry told his wife.

She turned, voice steady. “I’ll do it, but I’ll do it for us, not for her. Our play, our fun. I’m cuckolding you, not her. I’m your Mistress, got it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It seemed she had reached a decision he hadn’t expected. He was in no position to argue, given his own entanglement with Sheri, but he had hoped she would put up more resistance. Instead she seemed resigned to the fact that she was about to fuck a man she had never met.

Then she asked a question he never imagined hearing from her. “Do you still remember how to suck cock, or do you want to practice on one of my dildos?”

Jerry’s eyes widened. “I think I remember, Mistress.”

“I think you should practice. Now that you’re dressed. Go on, you know where I keep them. Get the realistic one out.” She grinned, already stepping into her own lingerie.

He moved to the drawer, nerves tightening. He wondered what she would think of him as he sucked on a dick, feeling her eyes burning into his back, analysing every movement.

“You know, it’s quite interesting seeing you like this,” she said. “All submissive and nervous. You’re such a confident man normally, but like this you’re so fragile. It’s cute. I like it. Makes me feel stronger. Tougher.”

“I’m… I’m glad, Mistress,” he said, pulling out a flesh-coloured dildo.

“Go on. Show me.”

He decided there was no point being shy. He showed her not only how he worked the tip but also that he could deep-throat without gagging. As she watched, her expression shifted, surprise mixed with clear appreciation.

“Well done,” she giggled. “You really are a cocksucker. Keep doing it while I dress.”

It had been only a couple of days, but the change in his wife was unmistakable. She was enjoying the role. Maybe she had always been dominant and simply hadn’t recognised it in herself. Or maybe it had always been there, the hidden spark that had first attracted him to her. One thing was certain: Jerry knew this part of her wasn’t going back to sleep. He had woken it, and it was wide awake.

As he sucked on the dildo, his mind drifted back to the beginning with Sheri, the moment he had lit the flame that turned her dominant. The difference was that Sheri had come from a strict religious background, Republican conservatives who would rather see their children dead than admit to any “perversion.” At first it had been hard for her. She loved the games, wanted to go further, but she struggled against the voices of her parents condemning such things.

Eventually something broke. It was the second lover, not Mark, a college footballer who fucked her hard all night. The guy was an idiot, but he knew how to fuck, and he didn’t care that Jerry was in the room watching. That was what shattered Sheri’s resistance: Jerry being there, Jerry licking her clean, Jerry accepting the insults she hurled at him. It changed her.

The very next day she announced she was ready to take things further. At first Jerry had been thrilled, but then Sheri fell completely into the role. The moments when they were simply husband and wife disappeared, replaced by an almost constant dynamic of domme and sub. Suddenly she was insulting him in public with little sarcastic quips in front of friends: “Linda, it’s great you have a husband who’s so handy. I wish Jerry was handy, but first he’d need to learn how to be a man!” Others would laugh, but they’d share uneasy glances.

The jokes grew nastier at home. Slaps and punishments followed. The cage. The panties. Then came the company party and the meeting with Mark. Instant attraction flared between them, but more importantly, Mark understood and liked the cuckold dynamic. He began giving Sheri advice on how to push it further.

Jerry had known it was going wrong. He had known his life was being turned upside down. He tried to reason with her, tried to convince her to slow down. It was too late. She didn’t want to stop. She didn’t want to tone it down. She had plans for him, and she knew exactly how to make him beg for things he didn’t really want, at least not when he was thinking clearly.

It had been the beginning of the end. And he had been the catalyst. Ultimately, it was his fault.

Right now, though, he stood at the precipice. He could tell Katerina not to do it. He could suggest they run away, screw the job, screw everything. He could ask her to simply be his wife again. Instead he watched her dress, hips swaying, humming happily, completely undeterred by the fact that she was preparing to fuck another man. He said nothing, because deep down he wanted her to do it. He wanted to become a submissive again.


Fourteen

Sheri and Mark were already seated when Jerry and Katerina arrived at the restaurant, but things were already taking a turn for the worse.

On the taxi ride over, Katerina had opened her phone to reveal a string of WhatsApp messages from Sheri, several close-up photos of Mark’s cock, both soft and fully erect, clean-shaven and smooth. Like it or not, Katerina had reacted, her cheeks flushing with unmistakable heat.

“Are you ready to get properly fucked tonight?” Sheri had written.

“I am,” Katerina had replied. “Light dinner and back to your place?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Good.”

The restaurant was a small, intimate Italian place, quiet, with only a handful of other diners. When they arrived, Mark and Sheri stood to greet them. Sheri gave Katerina two light kisses on the cheeks, then passed her to Mark. He gently tilted his head and pressed his lips to Katerina’s. Jerry’s wife didn’t hold back. She opened her mouth and accepted his tongue, making it clear this would be no ordinary meet-and-greet dinner.

As they moved to sit, Sheri took the seat next to Jerry while Katerina slid in close to Mark, letting him rest a large hand on her thigh. Katerina made no attempt to remove it. A moment later she even placed her own hand on his lap, fingers brushing dangerously high.

The conversation began cordially, questions about Katerina’s work with the hockey team, about her life in Prague. But it didn’t stay innocent for long.

“So tell me,” Mark asked Katerina, his voice low and confident, “how does it feel knowing your husband is a pathetic sissy?”

“Good, actually,” Katerina replied with a smile. Then she said something that surprised and stung Jerry. “Things had been stale for a while, and I had some concerns about my future. I didn’t want us to live like an old married couple when we’re still so young. We were in a rut, but now I think we can have a lot of fun.”

Jerry caught Katerina’s eye, but she looked away quickly. Clearly he hadn’t been the only one hiding things. “I didn’t know you felt that way,” he muttered.

“Because you were always working,” she said, then looked away again, ashamed of what she was about to admit. But she straightened her back and spoke with sudden confidence. “And I had to look for relief elsewhere.”

“Oh my!” Sheri gasped with a delighted smile. “You cheated on your husband?”

“Twice. I’m not proud of it. I love you, Jerry, I don’t want to go anywhere, but things have just been so dull between us lately, don’t you think?”

When Jerry opened his mouth to respond, he felt a hand slide onto his lap, pressing firmly against his erection. Sheri spoke before he could. “He’s erect, so clearly you’re turning him on. I wouldn’t worry about cheating on him, he likes it.” Sheri grinned. “But I am disappointed he’s not in the cage yet. What’s the deal with that?”

Katerina shrugged. “Frankly, I forgot. I’ll do it when we get home later.”

“No need. I have another at home,” Sheri suggested. “So we’re good then, you and I?”

Another shrug from Katerina. “Not good, no. I don’t like you using blackmail to get my husband, nor do I like the fact that you wanted to ruin his career. I like what he earns. I like spending his money. So when you hurt his career, you hurt me.”

The comment about spending his money made Jerry flinch, but annoyingly it made him harder. It came out as if she had only married him for his money, that he meant nothing else to her. While that should have upset him, a little voice in his head prayed it was true, the humiliated voice that whispered he didn’t deserve such an attractive woman, that this must be why she was with him. I’m pathetic. No woman should love me.

The remark made Sheri burst out laughing and clap her hands. “Oh, that’s lovely. So you married him for his money?”

Katerina smirked but briefly caught Jerry’s eye. He knew in that moment she didn’t mean it, she was playing the dominant bitch for Sheri and Mark. “Of course. You think I’d have married him otherwise? Look at him!”

“Wow, well,” Sheri gasped, “I think I misjudged you. But say no more.”

“But you planned to ruin his career, right? To destroy him.”

“I had planned that, yes. I had planned to come in and ruin his life. But honestly, I think I need him because of Titan, and annoying as it is, he’s good at his job. As to his home life, let’s see how tonight goes. I know Mark would love a polyamorous relationship, and I know I’ve embraced my bi side of late.”

Mark grinned. “I indeed would love to fall asleep with a beautiful woman on either side of me, and a sissy on the floor.” Then he put an arm around Katerina and pulled her in for another deep kiss.

Dinner was short. Soon Jerry found himself being led out, Sheri holding his hand while Mark kept his arm around Katerina. They didn’t have far to walk, the restaurant Katerina had chosen was close to the hotel where the couple was staying.

The moment the door to their suite clicked shut, Mark and Katerina locked into a passionate embrace, tongues dancing, hands roaming. Sheri turned to Jerry with a commanding smile. “Undress.”

She cooed at the lingerie he still wore beneath his clothes, saying she remembered it well. She should have, it was from the box she had given him.

“Now, it’s a shame you didn’t put on the cage from earlier, because the other one I have is a little different.” Sheri smiled. “Remember it?” She pulled out the small metal device, no lock, just a push-in mechanism with spring clips inside metal tubes. Once the ring was pressed against it, the inner metal would slide into the tubes, the clips locking everything flush and permanent.

“I can’t put that on,” Jerry argued, the same protest he had made years ago when she first presented it.

“You don’t have much choice, honey,” Sheri said.

“Put the cage on, babe,” said the now mostly naked Katerina as she dropped to her knees and took Mark’s thick cock into her mouth.

“Katka, it’s a permanent cage. There’s no lock!”

Katerina looked up at him, still stroking the heavy shaft in front of her, thinking, contemplating. Then her decision was made. “Put it on,” she said firmly.

Quick work was made of the ring by Sheri. She used her fingers to make sure everything fit just right, then pushed the cage into place with a series of decisive clicks. That was it, done. The cage was locked in place and was never coming off.

Instantly, Jerry’s cock began to swell inside the unforgiving metal as the full weight of the realization hit him: he would never fuck another woman again. It was a directive given by his wife, and now he was just a sissy, a permanently caged sissy, trapped forever. The humiliation should have crushed him. Instead, it aroused him in ways it never should have, his trapped flesh straining painfully against the bars.

“Jerry, come here,” Katerina whispered, her voice husky as she held Mark’s thick cock in her direction. “Show me.” She smiled, her chest heaving, nipples hard against the thin fabric of her dress.

Jerry shuffled over on his knees, his gut twisting with whining, conflicted sounds as he came to terms with the fact that nothing about his life would ever be the same again. He opened his mouth. Hands immediately guided him, Mark’s fingers threading through his hair, Katerina’s pressing encouragingly from behind. It was inevitable, Jerry realised. It all had to happen again. He had to accept his place. He was a sissy.

“Have you ever fucked him?” Katerina asked Mark, her voice breathy as she watched her husband’s lips stretch around the head of Mark’s cock.

“No,” Mark replied, his voice rough with arousal. “I thought about it, but I worried that might be too far.”

“I want you to fuck him.”

For a moment, Jerry looked horrified. It was a step he had never been forced to take in the past. Even though Sheri had promised he would eventually become a slut for men, she had never gotten the chance to make it happen. Katerina clearly had other plans, if Mark went along with it. But Jerry knew Mark had struggled with the idea before, his deep Southern upbringing battling the concept of fucking another man.

“Okay,” Mark said suddenly, voice thick. “But then after, I get to fuck you.”

“You get me all night,” Katerina smiled, her eyes dark with lust.

“On the bed then,” Mark told Jerry.

As Jerry pulled away, he looked over at his wife with a pleading expression, begging her silently not to let this happen. But she simply looked away and commanded, “Get on all fours. Now!”

Sheri chuckled, rising from her chair and moving to Katerina, pulling her into a deep, hungry kiss while Mark retrieved lubricant from a small drawer.

After slathering a generous amount on his thick cock, Mark moved behind the sissy and lined up. He still seemed to be fighting the idea in his head, but as he pushed inside, the decision was made.

Annoyingly for Jerry, he moaned, a deep, involuntary sound. He moaned because the stretch felt so good, the warm, meaty flesh filling him in a way no cold dildo ever could. He moaned because it was one of his darkest fantasies coming true: being forced to take a real cock from another man.

The tentative motions Mark made at first soon became fluid and excited. Suddenly he had his hands gripping Jerry’s hips and was fucking him hard, moaning, telling the girls how tight he was, how much he was enjoying it.

“You’ll want to do it again?” Katerina asked, her voice husky as she watched, one hand between her own legs.

“Yeah! Fuck, he’s so fucking hot! Oh fuck, so tight, oh my God…”

“You like fucking his gay sissy ass?”

“I love fucking his gay ass!”

Jerry was so lost in the moment, so completely taken, that he agreed with everything, begged for more, then broke completely and chanted, “Fuck my gay sissy ass! Make me gay! Oh fuck, yes!”

“I’ll make you gay, gay for my cock!”

Mark didn’t last as long as he normally would, but when he unloaded deep inside the sissy’s rectum, Jerry also came, dribbling helplessly from the cage. As Mark withdrew, thick cum leaked out of Jerry’s stretched, twitching anus.

While Mark went to wash up, Jerry was pushed off the bed by the girls. Suddenly, Sheri and Katerina locked into a heavy make-out session, their hands roaming each other’s bodies, fingers sliding between wet folds. It was Sheri who went down on Katerina first, licking her with long, hungry strokes and moaning like a porn star. Jerry knew the moans were real, it didn’t take much to get Sheri excited, and when she was, she moaned loudly, shamelessly.

As Mark stood watching, Jerry bit the bullet and began sucking on his cock, working it back to life with practiced skill. Then, as the girls switched places, Katerina diving between Sheri’s thighs, wiggling her ass invitingly in the air, Mark moved forward and pushed inside her slowly.

Jerry had seen his wife orgasm many times, mainly because he went down on her so often, but he had never seen her body react to a good, deep fucking, the way her eyes clenched almost painfully, the way her whole body shook, making her breasts tremble, or the way her eyes would suddenly burst open wide as a long, deep moan tore from her lips. But Jerry had seen Mark get this reaction from women before. He knew he would get it from Katerina, and he knew the look she gave him when it happened, the same look he had seen on Sheri years ago: Why have you lied to me?

It wasn’t a lie. It was a hidden truth. There were men who knew how to pleasure a woman with their cocks. Most men were useless and selfish, yes, but Mark had a rare talent. He could extract every ounce of pleasure from a woman, to the point where they became addicted.

The eyes were the gauge. Glazed blackness as the pupils expanded wide, a recognition that nothing would ever match this. Except it could, Mark could repeat that feeling over and over. And that was the problem. Unlike heroin, where addicts spend their lives chasing the first high, Mark would do it again and again. Somehow, the women would know that the only choice they had was to give up that high forever and live a shadow of their former lives, or simply accept that they had to have him.

He came inside Jerry’s wife twenty minutes and three shattering orgasms later. Then Jerry did what he had been trained to do. For the first time, Katerina watched her husband lick another man’s cum from her pussy. As his eyes met hers, he saw the smile grow. She liked it.

The cock found its way back into Jerry’s mouth as he cleaned it, then nursed it back to life for round two inside Katerina. It wouldn’t be the same, she had thought. How could it be? She had the first time, it was amazing. Nothing could top it. How wrong she was.

Katerina thrashed on the bed, sweat pouring from every pore, her body betraying her completely as she screamed and pulled at the sheets, begging for more. “Don’t stop, please, I’ll do anything, anything, just keep giving it to me…”

By three in the morning, it was Sheri who suggested that Jerry go home. Mark didn’t have to work the next day, he would look after Katerina. Jerry looked at his wife, still lost in waves of passion, and she gave him one glance, one slow blink of the eyes: Go home.

As Jerry entered his house alone that night, he knew he had thrown everything away. This was it. This was his life. This was all he deserved.


WEDNESDAY


Fifteen

Three cups of coffee did nothing to dull the splitting headache Jerry carried into the office. He had barely slept, waking to an empty bed that still smelled faintly of Katerina’s perfume. Knowing she had spent the night in bed with Mark, and with Sheri, only made it worse. The brutal, unrelenting arousal trapped inside the permanent cage made it unbearable. Every step reminded him he would never fuck another woman again.

But the moment he stepped onto the floor, the day began to look up. David was waiting with an excited grin.

“We have the load requirements for Popeye, and not only that, we know it can do the task.” David’s eyes were bright. “If we can get the hardware today, Popeye can finish the job in twenty-four hours.”

“You’re kidding?” Jerry asked, his personal problems momentarily forgotten. “That’s amazing!”

“It’s over to you now. You need to get Sheri to approve the hardware.”

“You got a shopping list?”

The smile on David’s face faded as he handed over the printout. Jerry whistled low. It wasn’t going to be cheap.

“Ask for forgiveness later…” Jerry muttered. “I’ll deal with Sheri.”

David’s grin returned. “Is it true you’re banging her again?”

Their eyes met. Jerry scowled. “No! Who told you that?”

“Rumours, man.”

“No. We’re not. What rumours? Who started them?”

The outburst made David nervous. He shrugged quickly. “Dunno. Just around. People say you’ve been spending a lot of time behind locked doors.”

“Yeah, well people should keep their fucking mouths shut and do their fucking jobs!”

Jerry stomped toward his office, only to find Marta already waiting. He really wasn’t in the mood, but she clearly took her previous words seriously. No matter how angry he looked, she had a task for him, and she was going to get it.

“Now!” she snapped, clicking her fingers toward the floor.

Ten minutes later Marta left with a satisfied smirk, leaving Jerry nursing another painful, failed erection behind the unyielding cage.

It was almost nine and he still hadn’t heard from Katerina. That made sense, they had probably kept fucking long after he left.

A couple of urgent emails waited in his inbox. The first had a furious subject line from Justin Ho.

FROM: JUSTIN HO [DT/CAMOPS FIELD AUS-WEST] (JHO@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.AU)

TO: JERRY EVANS (JEVANS2899@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

SUBJECT: WHAT THE HELL MAN?????

Hey! I trusted you and you go and get Damon Tan fired???? What the actual fuck???

Damon Tan had been fired? No, Jerry hadn’t wanted anyone fired, least of all Tan. He fired back a quick reply saying he hadn’t fired anyone and would get to the bottom of it, then turned to the next message from Eric Irvine.

FROM: ERIC IRVINE (EIRVINE1187@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

TO: JERRY EVANS (JEVANS2899@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

SUBJECT: WATCH YOUR BACK

Buddy, something weird is going on. I asked about Sunwing and had my ass handed to me. Got told I needed to stop sticking my nose into things that don’t belong to me.

Ten minutes later, legal was on my ass asking who was pushing me on China, said it was a sensitive legal topic and not for me to get involved. I didn’t say your name but mentioned Tan. He’s been fired.

So I call Fong, right? She doesn’t pick up. Then local HR walks in and puts me on administrative leave pending an investigation into workplace malpractice.

Something ain’t right, and I have a feeling it’s only a matter of time until they pin it on you. Watch out!!

Jerry stared at the screen in growing horror. Something serious was happening. If he kept digging, it would cost him his job. But why was legal involved? What did any of this have to do with them?

An itch crawled up the back of his neck. He picked up his phone and opened his personal email. Another message waited from the unknown sender.

STOP PLAYING THEIR GAME! SPENDING THE NIGHT WITH HER IS JUST A DISTRACTION!

He was being watched. The sender was someone in Prague, but who? Who knew they would be together last night? Marta? Maggie? Tom? David? Someone in IT with access to his computer? Or someone else entirely, someone following him?

A chill ran through him. Fear that the sender was right. He was missing something big. He needed to step back, to look at the bigger picture before it was too late.

Some weeks earlier, Teri Fong had started asking for changes to Dynatrak, specifically, to unmask the faces captured by the cameras. That defeated the entire purpose of the system. Dynatrak was designed to anonymously scan and track customers in stores and businesses for data analysis. More importantly, unmasking faces would break GDPR and every EU data-protection rule Jerry had so carefully built into the architecture. It would turn the tool into something far more nefarious, a perfect instrument for tracking people.

Thankfully, Teri Fong was an idiot and had routed the request through L4 support, which slowed everything down. But until when? Jerry didn’t know when they had presented the modified version to Sunwing, but he had to assume it was recent. Then there was last week’s visit by Mark or Sheri, he still wasn’t sure which. Had they come to push the deal through, or to finalise it? He couldn’t check. He no longer had access to the sales system.

His thoughts were interrupted by a knock. Maggie poked her head in, frowning slightly. “Mrs Levallin is here to see you.”

“Thanks, Maggie. Send her in.”

Sheri looked as wrecked as he felt, jeans, loose white T-shirt, hair hastily brushed, minimal make-up. She dropped into a chair with a groan. “I feel like shit.”

“I bet,” Jerry muttered. “I take it my wife is still with Mark?”

“No, she left when I did. Some meeting today, apparently.” Sheri smiled faintly. “But don’t worry, she went home properly satisfied.”

“Uh-huh.” Jerry frowned, not wanting to go there. He needed her out of his office so he could focus on the growing mess. The fastest way was to hand over the server specs. He slid the printout across the desk. “Popeye works. It can do exactly what we need. If you source the hardware, the team can have it running in twenty-four hours.”

“That’s good news.” Sheri scanned the list, already calculating the cost. “How long will it take once we have the parts?”

“Twenty-four hours, max.”

Her head snapped up, eyes wide. “Seriously? That’s fantastic!”

“Yeah. Won’t be cheap, though.”

“I’m guessing we’re looking at around fifty thousand.”

“Probably less. We don’t pay VAT here.”

“That’s good.” She handed the sheet back. “I assume we have a local supplier?”

“Alza. We can order online and have someone pick it up.”

“Have David or whoever make the order, then call me and I’ll authorise payment.” She stood, stretching. “I’m glad you came to your senses. It’s going to be fun.”

The room felt strangely empty after she left, not because he missed her, but because she carried a presence like a black hole, swallowing every atom of attention around her. One thing was clear from the conversation: Katerina was no longer with Mark. She should be home by now. Yet he hadn’t received a single text.

He had to know she was okay. He picked up the phone and dialled. It rang and rang. Just as he was about to give up, she answered.

“Hello?” Her voice was thick, nasal, she had clearly been crying.

“Honey?” Jerry’s own anger evaporated instantly. “What’s wrong?”

“I was horrible to you last night. God, you must hate me.” She sobbed.

“What? No! I don’t hate you. I’m just… confused. I didn’t know you’d cheated on me.”

“Oh, Jerry!” She cried harder. “I haven’t cheated on you once! It was all for show. But I couldn’t tell you I was acting. I needed your reaction to be real. I needed you to do those… depraved things, for the camera.”

Jerry’s stomach dropped. “What camera?”

“My phone was propped against my handbag the whole time. I recorded everything.”

He sat frozen, mind reeling. “I’m confused.”

The Czech woman sighed, then muttered a few sharp words in Czech that Jerry still couldn’t understand. “I have a video of Mark fucking you. He’s a right-wing Christian American, at least according to everything I found online about him. If that video ever came out, it would destroy him and his reputation. I needed him to believe I’m an evil bitch, otherwise he might not have trusted me. If we’re going to get real leverage on them, I need them thinking I’m on their side now.”

Jesus Christ. Jerry felt like he was playing snakes and ladders while Katerina was playing three-dimensional chess. She was right, the more leverage they had, the harder they could push back.

“Honey,” he said softly, “I’m not angry. Not even a little. I fucking love you. But tell me the truth, every lie has a fragment of truth in it. Were you bored?”

There was a long, pregnant pause. Enough for him to already know the answer. “Yes, Jerry,” she admitted quietly. “But I wouldn’t leave you. I’m just as much to blame. I started thinking we should have kids just to fill the gap.”

“You want kids?”

She gave a soft, tired chuckle. “Not in the slightest.”

“So…?”

“So now we have a new pastime.” Another pause, another layer of truth. “I want us to find a lover, someone like Mark, but not an asshole. I want to cuckold you, but on our terms, not theirs. I want us to discuss limits, to talk about how this lifestyle can actually benefit both of us. But I’m not going to lie… it has to be someone as skilled as Mark. Fuck, he’s amazing in bed.”

Jerry let out a low chuckle. “Are you going to see him again?”

“Yes. Definitely. As often as I can.” Her voice dropped, almost reverent. “Jesus, Jerry, I need this. I didn’t know I did, but I do. He’s… very, very good. Are you okay with that?”

He was okay with it. It was clear she wasn’t easily manipulated, and if she could get something real out of it, then fine. In fact, there was something darkly arousing about the fact that she still wanted to fuck Mark.

But in that same rush of arousal, the permanent cage reminded him of its brutal reality. “The cage,” he said.

She chuckled softly. “What are we going to do?”

“I’ll show you some new ways to masturbate, honey,” she told him. “But if you really want it off, I know someone who can do it. It’s just steel. Lukas has a tiny metal cutter for skates. I can borrow it, or if you aren’t too embarrassed, he can cut it off himself.”

Embarrassment was one thing. Physical damage was another. But there was one more important question. “What would you prefer I do?”

Another pause. He didn’t need the words. “The sex that bad?” he asked quietly.

“Your mouth is amazing, but…” She squeaked nervously.

“Got it. The cage stays.” He laughed despite himself.

“Thanks, honey. I think it’s for the best.”

“But will you manage? You’re younger than me, and you want sex more often than I do.”

“Oh, I want it every day,” she chuckled. “And I plan to get it every day.”

“Really?”

“Honey, when I said I’m going to cuckold you, I meant it. If that means a live-in lover, then we’ll get a live-in lover. But I promise you, you will always be my husband first and foremost. We’ll work it out. I promise.”

And he trusted her. He trusted that she meant every word.

They talked about the night, sharing what they had liked, with Jerry admitting he might actually be bisexual after all. She didn’t care. He considered telling her about the growing mess at work, the firings, the legal pressure, the anonymous warnings, but decided he still had too much to investigate first.

“Will I see you tonight?” he asked.

“Yes, but I think you’ll be leaving with Sheri. I’ll see you at the hotel.”

“Another night with Mark?” He sounded surprised.

“God, yes!” She giggled like a schoolgirl.

They ended the call a few moments later. While part of him desperately wished he could masturbate, he forced himself to focus on work. Right now he needed one thing above all else; to get that damned server.
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David could handle ordering the equipment, but Jerry still had to deal with the Dynatrak changes. He needed to find out whether someone had already logged the request to unmask faces. That single piece of information would tell him who was really behind everything. He didn’t need client data for that, he just needed ShareTask, the internal system that tracked every software change. And no one had managed to lock him out of ShareTask yet.

The problem was the sheer volume. In the past year alone there were nearly a thousand open Work-Item Tasks and ten thousand closed ones, everything from trivial colour-scheme tweaks to major integrations with third-party sales systems.

Keyword searches turned up nothing. It was possible no WIT had been logged at all, but he had to assume someone had covered their tracks cleverly. He filtered for changes created in the last six weeks, narrowing it to a few hundred. Still a needle in a haystack. He started scrolling line by line.

He had made it through about fifty when Marta walked in, wearing that familiar cheeky smile that meant she had a need. There was no time for this. Another distraction. He had to shut it down.

“Marta, no!” he snapped.

She froze, surprised. “I’m sorry…” she muttered, suddenly remembering she didn’t actually hold the power here. “I’ll go.” The sadness in her voice hit him. She was just lonely, single for far too long, and she probably had a quiet crush on him.

“Wait, Marta. I’m sorry.” He sighed, rubbing his face. “I want to, but… sit down. I need to tell you something.”

The younger woman hesitated, then nodded and perched awkwardly on the edge of the chair. She was a little on the spectrum; he knew that. His sharp tone had probably hurt more than he realised.

Jerry decided to calm her properly. “Mistress Marta, please let me explain what’s happening first. Then I’ll do anything you want.”

“Anything?” she asked, hope flickering in her eyes.

“Anything except actual sex. Well… I couldn’t even if I wanted to.” He gave a tired chuckle.

After a moment of confusion, she asked, “Why not?”

With another sigh, he realised showing her would be easier. He undid his trousers, revealing the pink panties. She cooed softly. Then he pushed them down, exposing the permanent metal cage.

Marta lurched forward, eyes wide. She reached out, tugged at the device from every angle, searching for any weak point. Finally she laughed. “Brilliant! No sex, then.” She grinned. “But I still want to spank you.”

The memory of Katerina’s belt from the other night flashed through him. If Marta spanked him now, she would see the bruised, welted mess underneath. Somehow the thought only turned him on more. “Deal.”

“Okay. Tell me.”

For the next ten minutes he laid everything out, the anonymous emails, the Dynatrak unmasking requests, the Chinese connection, the firings, the legal pressure. Marta listened intently, then stood, wheeled his chair back, and sat on his lap. Jerry simply accepted it, the way he now accepted every strange new reality in his life. He wrapped his arms around her hips while she leaned forward and started typing on his computer.

The first thing she did was change the search parameters on the WITs, clicking into the “Created By” field. “I have a feeling I know who created these tasks,” she said.

“Oh? Who?”

She typed: Jerry Evans.

A list appeared instantly, three tasks created in the last six weeks, all related to removing anonymity features, weakening data protection, and enabling public tracking.

“Fuck me! Why?” Jerry gasped, pulling her closer in shock.

“Everything you just told me suggests someone is trying to do something against policy. With legal already holding the videos from Sheri, they probably thought that was enough to keep you in line. But someone clearly wanted extra insurance. All these changes were logged before the code was handed over to Professional Services.”

“But then someone must have hacked my login! How?”

“Not necessarily. Someone logged them from your computer.” She turned to look at him. “Do you lock your screen when you leave the office?”

Something so basic. So stupid. He had trusted everyone on the floor. In reality, someone had been working with Sheri for weeks, maybe longer. It had to be someone right here. “Tom,” he said.

“Tom?” Marta burst out laughing. “Tom’s an idiot. It’s not Tom.”

“Then David?”

“Doubt it. He worships the ground you walk on.”

They sat thinking. Marta studied him for a long moment, cheeks flushing when he looked back. The warning in her eyes was clear: Don’t you dare accuse me.

She stood, clicked her fingers at the desk. Realising this was the perfect time to make amends, Jerry stood, dropped his trousers and panties, and bent over the desk.

“Nice! Sheri whipped you, huh?” she laughed.

“No… that was… Katka.”

“Oh, I love that woman.” She purred, bringing her open palm down hard on his already bruised backside, over and over. He bit down on his hand to stifle the screams. An open-palm spank shouldn’t hurt this much, but on top of the welts it burned like fire. “Fuck! Too horny!” she gasped suddenly. She grabbed his hair, yanked his head under her skirt, and collapsed into the chair. With his face pressed to her pussy, he devoured her, tongue sliding deep, tasting her as her juices flowed freely. “Fuck, you’re so good…”

David could handle ordering the hardware, but Jerry still had to deal with the Dynatrak changes. He needed to find out whether someone had already logged the request to unmask faces. That single piece of information would tell him who was really behind everything. He didn’t need client data for that, he just needed ShareTask, the internal system that tracked every software change. And no one had managed to lock him out of ShareTask yet.

The problem was the sheer volume. In the past year alone there were nearly a thousand open Work-Item Tasks and ten thousand closed ones, everything from trivial colour-scheme tweaks to major integrations with third-party sales systems.

Keyword searches turned up nothing. It was possible no WIT had been logged at all, but he had to assume someone had covered their tracks cleverly. He filtered for changes created in the last six weeks, narrowing it to a few hundred. Still a needle in a haystack. He started scrolling line by line.

He had made it through about fifty when Marta walked in, wearing that familiar cheeky smile that meant she had a need. There was no time for this. Another distraction. He had to shut it down.

“Marta, no!” he snapped.

She froze, surprised. “I’m sorry…” she muttered, suddenly remembering she didn’t actually hold the power here. “I’ll go.” The sadness in her voice hit him. She was just lonely, single for far too long, and she probably had a quiet crush on him.

“Wait, Marta. I’m sorry.” He sighed, rubbing his face. “I want to, but… sit down. I need to tell you something.”

The younger woman hesitated, then nodded and perched awkwardly on the edge of the chair. She was a little on the spectrum; he knew that. His sharp tone had probably hurt more than he realised.

Jerry decided to calm her properly. “Mistress Marta, please let me explain what’s happening first. Then I’ll do anything you want.”

“Anything?” she asked, hope flickering in her eyes.

“Anything except actual sex. Well… I couldn’t even if I wanted to.” He gave a tired chuckle.

After a moment of confusion, she asked, “Why not?”

With another sigh, he realised showing her would be easier. He undid his trousers, revealing the pink panties. She cooed softly. Then he pushed them down, exposing the permanent metal cage.

Marta lurched forward, eyes wide. She reached out, tugged at the device from every angle, searching for any weak point. Finally she laughed. “Brilliant! No sex, then.” She grinned. “But I still want to spank you.”

The memory of Katerina’s belt from the other night flashed through him. If Marta spanked him now, she would see the bruised, welted mess underneath. Somehow the thought only turned him on more. “Deal.”

“Okay. Tell me.”

For the next ten minutes he laid everything out, the anonymous emails, the Dynatrak unmasking requests, the Chinese connection, the firings, the legal pressure. Marta listened intently, then stood, wheeled his chair back, and sat on his lap. Jerry simply accepted it, the way he now accepted every strange new reality in his life. He wrapped his arms around her hips while she leaned forward and started typing on his computer.

The first thing she did was change the search parameters on the WITs, clicking into the “Created By” field. “I have a feeling I know who created these tasks,” she said.

“Oh? Who?”

She typed: Jerry Evans.

A list appeared instantly, three tasks created in the last six weeks, all related to removing anonymity features, weakening data protection, and enabling public tracking.

“Fuck me! Why?” Jerry gasped, pulling her closer in shock.

“Everything you just told me suggests someone is trying to do something against policy. With legal already holding the videos from Sheri, they probably thought that was enough to keep you in line. But someone clearly wanted extra insurance. All these changes were logged before the code was handed over to Professional Services.”

“But then someone must have hacked my login! How?”

“Not necessarily. Someone logged them from your computer.” She turned to look at him. “Do you lock your screen when you leave the office?”

Something so basic. So stupid. He had trusted everyone on the floor. In reality, someone had been working with Sheri for weeks, maybe longer. It had to be someone right here. “Tom,” he said.

“Tom?” Marta burst out laughing. “Tom’s an idiot. It’s not Tom.”

“Then David?”

“Doubt it. He worships the ground you walk on.”

They sat thinking. Marta studied him for a long moment, cheeks flushing when he looked back. The warning in her eyes was clear: Don’t you dare accuse me.

She stood, clicked her fingers at the desk. Realising this was the perfect time to make amends, Jerry stood, dropped his trousers and panties, and bent over the desk.

“Nice! Sheri whipped you, huh?” she laughed.

“No… that was… Katka.”

“Oh, I love that woman.” She purred, bringing her open palm down hard on his already bruised backside, over and over. He bit down on his hand to stifle the screams. An open-palm spank shouldn’t hurt this much, but on top of the welts it burned like fire. “Fuck! Too horny!” she gasped suddenly. She grabbed his hair, yanked his head under her skirt, and collapsed into the chair. With his face pressed to her pussy, he devoured her, tongue sliding deep, tasting her as her juices flowed freely. “Fuck, you’re so good…”

Eventually he felt her thighs tremble. With a sudden tug on his hair she cried out, climaxing hard against his mouth.

“I wish I could take you home with me,” she chuckled, letting him go. “What are you going to do now?” she asked as he dressed.

“I don’t know. If our clients find out about these code changes, they’ll go mental. I need to find out if they’ve been delivered. Look at this, they even have me as the person who made the code change and approved the review. Which isn’t even allowed!”

He paced for a moment while she leaned back in his chair. Then she clicked her fingers. “Can you get me access to the Dynatrak code? If you can arrange it, I can check the code history. Maybe I can remove the changes and post a clean version.”

“I assume they’ve already made a build. It won’t matter.”

“Well, let me check the code anyway.”

That wouldn’t be easy anymore. Once a product was marked as officially released and no longer receiving ongoing R&D investment, it became an asset of Professional Services, the team that handled customer-funded enhancements. All the code had been moved to India and was now under a different department.

There were exceptions, of course. One was to check how something had been implemented in order to mimic the functionality in a new version. For that, a request to check out a branch had to be made to PS, and they had to approve it, mainly because it could only happen between builds. In India, builds were scheduled for five p.m. each day.

“One other problem,” he said. “You’re part of the Titan group, not Dynatrak 2.0.”

“Shit.” She sighed.

Everything had to be billed, even internal time. Every minute she spent working on a product was tracked. If she suddenly logged into Dynatrak’s code, it would raise a red flag in the CFO’s systems.

“Pavla,” she said suddenly. “Pavla Kovarova was leading the Dynatrak 2.0 project.”

“She’s in the UK right now,” he told her.

“Yeah, but maybe you tell her you want to look at the code for something, check how you implemented something in the past.”

“Good idea.”

After shoving her out of his chair, he pinged Pavla on messenger and asked if she could join a quick call. She answered almost immediately, and a few seconds later the chubby woman appeared on video.

“Hey Jerry! Sorry I haven’t been in touch this week, hella busy. Sorry about the CTO position, that really sucked.” Pavla made an exaggerated frowny face. She was outgoing, the life of any party, and always the first to speak up. She had been on Titan for a while but couldn’t be in the same room as David without them being at each other’s throats. Jerry had ultimately chosen to keep David and move Pavla to head up Dynatrak 2.0. She had seemed genuinely thrilled.

“No worries, Pavla. I know you’ve got a tonne on.” He smiled. “Listen, I was thinking about how I built the interface layer on the core of D1 and I really don’t remember how I solved that. Can you get me access to the code so I can take a look?”

The screen seemed to freeze for a moment. Then she spoke. “You want access to the Dynatrak core? Erm… well, it’s a PS asset now.”

“I know, but I’ll have it closed before the next build. Just go ahead and have PS open it up for me. I only need it for half an hour.”

Another frown. Something didn’t feel right, but in the end she agreed. “Just give me some time. I jumped out of a meeting to take the call.”

“Sure. Thanks.”

The call ended. Jerry turned to Marta. “Did she seem off to you, or am I being paranoid?”

“You’re not being paranoid,” she said. “Question: of all the countries, why was the UK scheduled first for the D2 discovery?”

Jerry frowned but shrugged. “It’s the HQ.”

“The UK has the lowest sales of Dynatrak 1.0. If anything, the US would be better, but really Germany has the strongest European sales.”

“That’s a good point.”

If Jerry lost his job, it was generally assumed David would be promoted in his place. But in reality Pavla had seniority. The person who stood to benefit most from his eventual downfall… was Pavla. Yet she was normally so disarming that he had barely noticed her.

“I don’t think we even need the code,” he said quietly. “Pavla used my computer. Pavla did it all.”

“Looks like it. But we need evidence. It’s a shame we don’t have CCTV in here.”

He looked up at the small white camera he had set up in the corner of the room. It wasn’t exactly CCTV, it was linked to Dynatrak for testing purposes and still feeding into the system. The feed was anonymised and encrypted, but it gave him an idea.

“Marta, when you get the code, make a copy of it,” he said.

“Why?”

“We’re going to build our own version and run it on the historical feed from that camera.” He pointed at the little white box.

She grinned. “Use their hack to decrypt the feed.”

“Exactly.”

“I can’t use the build computers during the day. I’ll need to let it run overnight, and I’ll have to hack the build name.”

“I’m sure you can figure something out.”

As she stood to leave, he stopped her. For a moment they just stared into each other’s eyes. Then he leaned down and kissed her. They kissed for a solid minute, hands roaming, his palms cupping her breasts. Before they knew it she was lying on the floor with his head buried between her legs again.

“I can’t believe I’m wishing you weren’t wearing the cage,” she giggled.

He wasn’t. He was glad. Because he was going to take all that pent-up arousal and turn it into rage.
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It took Pavla nearly an hour to get the code access released. Jerry knew it came with the risk of showing his hand, but there was very little Pavla or Sheri could do to block him from the source. When the email finally arrived granting access, he immediately walked to Marta’s desk, relieved to see David was nowhere in sight.

“Where is he?” Jerry asked.

“Gone to pick up the components across the river. It’s faster than waiting for delivery,” Marta explained.

“Okay, let’s get you logged in and take a look.” He leaned over her shoulder, typed his credentials into the source-control tool, and saw the little exclamation mark over the notifications. He clicked it and found the granted access, which opened the set of files and their full history. “This is the DLL we need. Go through it and see what you can find. While you’re at it, make a local backup so we can build here tonight.”

“Will do.”

He stood and turned just in time to see Sheri step out of the elevator. The last thing he wanted was for her to catch Marta digging through the Dynatrak code. He quickly rounded another cubicle before she could spot him, then slipped down the corridor toward a different set of stairs. He wasn’t in the mood to deal with her.

Instead of heading up to her floor, he went down to the third floor where the local sales team sat. It was also home to the demonstration room, where visitors could see working versions of Dynatrak and the slim prototype of Titan.

To prove Titan’s capabilities, they had connected it to simulators and publicly available games, Flight Simulator, kitchen-management sims, and others. The AI played them repeatedly, demonstrating how quickly it learned, even in its early stages.

As Jerry rounded the corner outside the Central European sales office, he froze behind a concrete pillar. Inside the massive glass-walled demo room, two men in suits watched a demonstration of Titan. With them were Tanya Portland, Debbie Walton, and Mark Levallin. One of the suited men looked vaguely familiar, but Jerry couldn’t place him.

What were that trio doing together? Why Mark? Why Debbie? And why was David giving the demo instead of picking up server components?

There was also something strange about the demo. It didn’t look like a simulator. The AI was playing something else, he just couldn’t quite see what. He needed a better view.

Turning back, he slipped into the sales room. One of the team members greeted him, but Jerry waved him off and moved quickly to the east-side door, positioning himself closer to the far side of the demo room.

He saw it. The AI wasn’t playing a simulator. It was playing Delta Force. David was demonstrating how Titan could be used for combat simulation, something Max had explicitly said was off-limits. Max, the pacifist son of hippie parents, had been crystal clear when Jerry first pitched Titan: no military applications.

There was no way to confront David now. But that night was the usual Wednesday team-building beer. He would get to the bottom of this.

It was time to return to his office. He had to hope Sheri had better things to do than wait around for him.

He was wrong.

Maggie warned him the moment he stepped through the door. “She’s sitting at your desk.”

“Thanks, Maggie.”

She wasn’t just sitting there. Sheri was reading through a file from his drawer. “I didn’t realise you changed your contract when you moved here,” she said, discovering for the first time that he was protected under Czech labour law, making it nearly impossible to fire him outright.

“It’s the law. I had to be hired locally,” he said, stomping over and making it clear the chair was his.

She tossed the file onto the desk and slapped her thighs with a smile. “Sit down.”

“I think I might crush you.”

“Rubbish. You’re light as a feather.”

“Can I just have my chair back, please?”

After a sigh and an eye-roll, she stood. “Spoilsport.”

“Don’t you have anything better to do?” he asked, flopping into his seat and moving the mouse. The admin account was still selected from the login screen. She had been in his computer. Luckily, he hadn’t used his PC to check personal email.

“I’ve done a lot today already, and now I’m waiting for David to get back with the components for the server. I want to help him build it.”

You’re going to be waiting a while. He’s giving a demo to your husband…

“Sure he’ll be back any minute,” Jerry smiled, typing in his login.

She grinned and flopped into one of the other chairs, tapping her thighs annoyingly. “What are you up to?”

Here was the question. He had asked for access to the old Dynatrak code, and he was sure she knew about it. If he answered wrong, she would latch onto the scent. But an elaborate lie might hold her at bay.

“I need to write a new subroutine for Popeye to work faster once the server is built, but I’m a little rusty. I want to see how I did it in Dynatrak. It uses a similar software stack, so I should be able to relearn it from there. I had Pavla get me access earlier.”

His answer seemed to bore her, exactly what he needed. “Right. Well, I’ll leave you to it then. Have David call me when he’s back.”

“Will do.”

The moment she left, Jerry let out a long breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding.

He thought back to the people in the demo room. The younger man in the suit next to Levallin had looked so familiar. Jerry could picture him clearly, but he still couldn’t place him.

A new notification appeared on his phone, another email from the unknown sender.

YOU’RE FINALLY ON THE RIGHT TRACK, BUT IT’S GOING TO TAKE A LOT MORE TO STOP WHAT IS GOING TO HAPPEN. SHERI ISN’T YOUR ISSUE RIGHT NOW.

“Okay…” Jerry nodded to himself. “The China thing is the issue. But why? There is zero long-term benefit in selling to the Chinese.” He mumbled the words under his breath, the weight of the conspiracy pressing down harder than ever.

Then there was the militarisation of Titan. That would put Meridian Dynamics under even greater scrutiny, meaning any sale of Dynatrak to the Chinese would destroy any chance of selling Titan to the US military, or any NATO force, for that matter. It was completely counterproductive.

A number next to the Junk Email folder caught his eye. He clicked it and found a message from Clint King of Business and Capital Weekly, an online rag that usually pushed bad market tips and crypto schemes but occasionally broke scandals first.

FROM: KING, CLINT (CLINT.KING@BCWEEKLY.TECH)

TO: JERRY EVANS (JEVANS2899@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

SUBJECT: Care to comment on reason you were passed over?

Hey Jerry,

We’ve received an anonymous tip that the reason you were passed over for CTO was because you are involved in some hardcore BDSM sex cult? I’m told there’s some pretty damning video footage. Care to comment?

I’d like to put a piece out about this by tonight my time (NYC). Get back to me by then, will you?

Thanks,

Clint

“Goddamn it!” Jerry screamed, slamming both fists down on the desk.

The email was vague, that was the only positive. The videos weren’t in the reporter’s hands yet, or he would have attached them. But the threat was clear. Back off, or else. And in Jerry’s mind there was only one person who could have sent that tip.

He stormed out of the room, the office chair still spinning behind him. He marched up to the fifth floor, smashed open the door to Sheri’s office, and marched straight up to his ex-wife.

“You fucking bitch!” Jerry snapped, shocking her. “You promised! You promised that if we played along, you wouldn’t send those videos! Well fuck you, Sheri. You want to make them public? Then watch what we do with the recording of you!”

Sheri jumped to her feet. Either she was a genuinely good actress or she looked truly confused. “I haven’t said anything to anybody! What good would that do for me? I have you back in my life, and now we have Katerina too, who I’ve actually come to like. What benefit is there for me to do that? Who said that I have?”

“Business and Capital Weekly! A reporter is fishing, saying there are videos.”

“Well I haven’t spoken to them! Why would I?”

“I don’t know!” Jerry screamed, getting right in her face. For the first time in his life he saw genuine fear in her eyes. He was scaring her, and not in the way he wanted to. He backed off, trying to calm himself. “Look, clearly something is going on. Why did you remove my rights to the sales system? Why did someone make changes to the Dynatrak source code to allow the sale to the Chinese government? Why were those changes done using my user account? Why were you in Singapore?”

Again, she looked genuinely confused.

She sat down, staring at her desk. “Singapore? I haven’t been to Singapore. What are you on about?”

“Your name was signed in there last week. Levallin.”

“It’s not possible! I wasn’t in Singapore last week, I was in Atlanta signing my contract.”

“Where was Mark?” he asked.

She looked around the room as if searching for answers that weren’t there. “New York. He didn’t go anywhere. He had a client presentation and needed to close things off before travelling here.”

Something strange was going on. The room felt hot; the collar on his sweater felt tight. Jerry dropped into a chair and held his head in his hands.

“As to Dynatrak, what’s wrong with selling to the Chinese?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he replied, “if the encryption and anonymity remain. But the Chinese demanded their removal.”

She laughed. “That’s ridiculous! Even I know that would destroy trust in the product and invalidate our contracts. Why would anyone do that?”

“That’s what I’m wondering.”

Her eyes found his, and he saw real hurt in them. “You thought I’d do that to you? You thought I hated you so much I would destroy an entire company just to get back at you? I’m not a psychopath, Jerry. I’m a woman crazy in love. I’ve never stopped loving you, and I know what I said when I left that courthouse, but there isn’t anything in the world I wouldn’t give to take it all back.”

It finally dawned on him that Sheri thought she had earned the CTO position on merit. In reality, she had been placed there as a distraction. She was just as oblivious to what was really happening as he was, perhaps even more so. As he sat there thinking, he could see the rapid movement of her eyes as the same conclusion hit her. She wasn’t there because she was a brilliant CTO. She was there to help bring down the corporation. She just hadn’t known it.

“My God, what am I going to do?” she gasped. “This will destroy my career! I need to call Mark.”

Before she could reach for her phone, Jerry stopped her hand. “Wait, Sheri. You can’t.”

“Why? He has to know!”

“Sheri, did you know Mark was downstairs earlier?”

Another flash of genuine surprise. “What?”

“Mark was downstairs with David and Tanya, demoing Titan to two guys.”

“Mark’s a competitor,” she whispered.

“Yes. But I saw him.”

Finally the picture was becoming clear. Mark was a traitor. “I’ll fucking kill him,” she seethed.

But Jerry still had more questions than answers. Why had Sheri handed over the photos and videos to the company? Why threaten him in the first place?

When he raised it, she frowned and shrugged. “We thought it was the fastest way to get you back into the submissive mindset. Either it would work or it wouldn’t.”

“So you wouldn’t have released the files?” Jerry asked.

“No.” She sighed, frowning. “It was a bluff. Honestly, I didn’t expect you to make a recording of me. That scared me more than I could admit.”

“It’s ridiculous. After everything, to just come back and treat me this way… it was ridiculously foolish.”

“Yeah, well, it was…” She paused, then let out a long, annoyed growl and slammed her hands on the desk. “It was Mark’s idea.” She began to explain. “Mark and I experimented with other submissives, male and female, after you left, but nothing ever satisfied the urge. Mainly because I still loved you. I didn’t love them. Mark was bitter after losing his job, but I managed to calm him down. Then we moved to New York, and you know the rest.”

“Clearly he’s still bitter,” Jerry said.

“Yeah, but I don’t know where or how this came about. Everything was fine… fine… and then this? I don’t get it.”

“When did you get the offer for the CTO position?”

Sheri ran a hand through her long hair and stared at the ceiling, trying to remember. “Max reached out about six weeks ago and said Don was retiring. He was putting together a shortlist and wanted me on it. I asked if you were on it and he said no. When I asked why not, he said I knew why, that it was too much risk.”

Jerry nodded. It was exactly as he had expected. Blacklisted from upper positions. At the end of the day, Sheri had destroyed his career to a larger extent than he had realised.

“I’m sorry about that,” she said quietly. “If I could take it back… I was young and stupid, and I was hurting. I’m stupid.”

“What’s done is done,” Jerry replied. “Let’s just focus on the here and now. I need you to do something for me.”

“Anything.”

“Find Max’s passport. My guess is he’ll have a Singapore stamp in it.”

Sheri nodded and stood. “On it. I’ll find out where he is, but he was just here, I doubt he’ll be at the hotel. I’ll go back there now.” She grabbed her little burgundy leather jacket, but then stopped in front of him. Her eyes were wet, threatening to spill over. For all his anger, Jerry still couldn’t bear to see her like that. In that moment he could see she knew she had fucked up. But if he had truly been blacklisted, perhaps it was better the role had gone to her, of all people. “I really didn’t mean for you to get hurt. I just missed you and…”

“It’s fine, Sheri.” He pulled her close and kissed her. “Honestly, aside from the stress, I’ve had a lot of fun this week. And you’ve probably course-corrected my marriage. Let’s fix this problem and then see what comes next.”

She nodded, then kissed him again before pulling away. “One thing,” she said, pausing at the door. “Katerina didn’t mean anything she said the other night, right? She loves you like crazy.”

With a small grin, Jerry gave a slight shrug of his head and shoulders. “Some things. We were in a rut, but nothing that couldn’t be solved. And no, she hasn’t had an affair.”

“Mmm, I think she has,” Sheri smiled. “She’s just too embarrassed to admit it, probably because it wasn’t a good experience. She wouldn’t just say it for us. That’s my opinion anyway. Don’t push her on it. I think she’ll have beaten herself up about it long enough.”

“Huh. You sound like you’re speaking from experience.”

She gave him a sad, apologetic smile. “Yep. Sorry. I had a few experiences. One was fun. The rest sucked.”

“Well, I think we’ve gone past that.”

There was one last shared look, one that communicated enough for Jerry to know he had been wrong about her. Yes, she had dragged him into the BDSM world. Yes, the divorce had been messy because of bad decisions on both sides. But in the end, she still loved him. After all those years.

The game was afoot now. Sheri was on his side, not Mark’s. For the first time that week, Jerry felt like he was finally on top of things.

Or so he thought.


Eighteen

Security was already in his office when he walked in. Maggie looked panicked; she had tried to stop them, tried to find out what was going on, but they had ignored her. The two men were packing his laptop and files while a junior member of Human Resources watched with a clipboard.

“I really can’t tell you more about it,” the HR woman said nervously. “Legal will be here in a moment.”

Rather than wait for the obvious setup, Jerry pulled out his phone and dialled Mary. She answered instantly.

“I’ve heard,” she said. “Someone released pictures of you to the press, you as a sissy maid. It didn’t come from inside the company, but Max is worried about the optics. He’s suspending you pending an investigation.”

“Motherfuckers,” Jerry spat. Without his computer he couldn’t fix anything. “What about Titan?”

“I’m sorry, Jerry. I’m doing everything I can from my side, but Max seems fixed on the idea that he can’t have the press tying your personal life to the company.”

“Mary, there’s more to this,” he said softly so the others couldn’t hear. “Someone used my account to change the Dynatrak code, they removed the anonymity and encryption so it could be sold to the Chinese government. On top of that, Mark Levallin was in the building getting a demonstration of Titan.”

“What?” She practically screeched. “That bitch Sheri did this—”

“No!” He snapped. “No, she’s just as oblivious as the rest of us. In fact, I think she’s being set up too. But I can’t uncover any of this if I’m suspended.”

“Jerry…” She sighed. “Do you think maybe you’ve been suspended because you’ve uncovered something?”

“Fuck.” He exhaled, about to say more when Tanya Portland walked in wearing a perfectly practised look of faux sympathy.

“Gotta go. Tanya’s here.” He ended the call. “What the fuck is this?”

“I think you know what this is, Jerry,” the lawyer smirked. “All you had to do was focus on your job. But no, you had to play games.”

“I think you’re the one playing games. What? I was supposed to sit back and watch you destroy my career and reputation? Faking code changes so I’d be blamed when the shit hit the fan for selling to the Chinese?”

The lawyer snorted. “I couldn’t possibly know what you’re talking about. But honestly, if you’ve been hacking our code for nefarious purposes, then legally we might be forced to do more than fire you.” She nodded to security. “Now, these gentlemen are going to escort you out of the building. Please hand your pass to Veronika here.”

Jerry slapped the card into the HR woman’s hand harder than necessary. “Do not make contact with anyone until we have completed our investigation.”

Security led him out. Maggie stared with tears in her eyes, but also a determined look that told him she wasn’t going down without a fight.

Of course gossip had already spread. As he was marched toward the elevators, Marta stood watch in the corridor. She gave him a single, firm nod, she had done what he asked. Tonight she would build the DLL and access the video feed from his office.

The moment he was outside the building he called Sheri.

“They did what?” she screamed.

“It’s… it’s fine,” Jerry told her. “Listen, I think I can trust you, so here’s what’s happening. Marta is working on building a DLL from a hacked version of Dynatrak. There’s a camera in my office that’s been recording an encrypted feed almost constantly. It feeds into the Dynatrak demo system. She’s going to replace the DLL in the demo and see who accessed my computer.”

“Okay, okay. Good. How can I help?”

“For now, you can’t, other than shielding Marta. I also need you to watch David. I’m not sure why he was giving that demo, whether he’s just stupid or complicit, but Tanya was in the room with them. She knows something.”

“Got it. The moment I have the passport, I’ll photograph it. If there’s anything else I need to do, tell me.”

“I don’t know right now,” Jerry said, walking into the metro hall and then stopping dead. “Mark still works for ConsutechPOS, right?”

“Yeah, why?”

“I think I need to do some digging when I get home. I need to find out who the people were in that demo. One of them looked familiar, I just can’t place him.”

“If you run into trouble, let me know. I know most of the people from there. I can point you in the right direction. If only I could get access to Mark’s laptop. I know all his passwords, I could get in, but he always has it with him.”

“Let me think about that. You just be careful. If they can get to me, they can definitely get to you.”

“Let them fucking try,” she snarled. “I’ll ping you the photo once I have it.”

The call ended. Jerry flopped onto a hard bench on the platform. A week ago he had been excited for the future, the release of Titan, the chance to get rich, the opportunity for his name to be associated with something good instead of scandal. In just a few days his life had descended into hell. Career over. Reputation permanently stained.

A train pulled in, his train. But for some reason his legs refused to move. He sat glued to the seat, too scared to go home, too scared to admit to his beautiful wife that it had all been for nothing, that she had slept with the very people destroying their lives.

He thought about the others. Damon Tan, fired. Eric Irvine, suspended. Then it clicked.

It was gone eight at night in Singapore. Eric would be putting his kids to bed, but he wouldn’t be asleep himself. Jerry dialled his number and waited.

“Jerry, man! Am I glad to hear from you!” Eric answered.

“Eric, hold off on that. I’ve just been suspended.”

“What the shit? Those fuckers!”

“Yeah, well, suspended, but I know they’re going to fire me. Listen, there’s something deeper going on here. Sheri Levallin wasn’t the one over there last week. It was definitely Mark.”

Eric laughed on the other end. “I told you that. I know it was Mark, the question is why?”

“How do you know it was Mark?”

“You think I don’t recognise that asshole’s signature? It was on the sign-in sheet, took up three lines instead of one. Arrogant piece of shit.”

It hadn’t dawned on Jerry to simply trust Eric when he said it was Mark. He had questioned it, assumed it could have been Sheri. But if Mark had been there, who else had been with him? “Eric, think you can have someone send me the names of the others on the sign-in sheet?”

“Yeah, Jessica on reception can get that to me in the morning, no problem. Think they’re connected?”

“A hunch, yeah. Mark was in here today getting an unauthorised demo of Titan. Two guys were with him, one I’m sure I know. My guess is the same people were with him last week in Singapore.”

“Good guess.” Eric snorted, but Jerry was no longer listening. Another thought had slammed into him. Damon Tan had been scheduled to attend a demo for the Chinese company. What if the Chinese weren’t the only ones there? What if Mark had been at that demo too? “Jerry? Jerry? Still there, buddy?”

“Yeah, yeah, just thinking. Eric, have you got Damon Tan’s cellphone number?”

“No, but I can get it.”

“Get it like now get it?”

“Let me see. Give me ten minutes.”

“Thanks.”

“Stay tough, my man. We’ll bring these fuckers down.”

Jerry ended the call. He was no longer sitting, he had been pacing the platform without realising it. That was a good sign. It meant he had a plan. What he needed now was evidence, and he felt sure they had left more than enough.

Another train had come and gone, but he had missed it. He opened his personal email and found another message from the unknown sender, this time with a link to a news article published at seven that morning New York time. Only then did he realise the original email from Clint King had been sent the previous day, he simply hadn’t noticed it.

THIS IS JUST ANOTHER DISTRACTION. YOU CAN DO MORE NOW THAN YOU COULD BEFORE. THEY JUST MADE THEIR BIGGEST MISTAKE. CALL THEM ON IT!

BUSINESS AND CAPITAL WEEKLY – TECHNOLOGY: MERIDIAN DYNAMICS EXECUTIVE INVOLVED IN HARDCORE BDSM SEX CULT!!! SKIPPED FOR CTO POSITION, BUT STILL IN CHARGE OF NEW AI SYSTEM!!!

For a moment Jerry wanted to scream and hurl his already cracked phone onto the tracks. But the sender was right. Like a hostage situation, they had killed their hostage too soon. They had played their hand, and now he had nothing left to lose.

“Game on,” he muttered.

Another train pulled in. This time Jerry stepped aboard, ready to go to war.


Nineteen

The lock on the hotel room door beeped as Sheri pressed her card against it. According to Mark, he was at the local ConsutechPOS office, so she had time. The passport was in the room safe along with their more expensive possessions. It should have been simple: open the safe, photograph the right page, and leave.

But the moment she stepped into the large suite, something felt wrong. From the bedroom she could hear water running, a shower. Someone was in their bathroom.

Instantly Sheri’s senses sharpened. She wasn’t alone. She spotted Mark’s shoes kicked aside, and next to them a pair of black Louboutin heels. The bastard had brought a woman back with him. But who?

She pulled out her phone and texted Jerry.

LEVALLIN, SHERI (14:39): Mark here in shower with someone. Where is Katerina?

The dots appeared as Jerry typed, then disappeared. No time to wait. She moved quietly into the bedroom. Little red lace panties lay on the floor just outside the bathroom door. Then came a giggle and a playful whoop from the woman inside the shower with Mark.

Sheri wanted to storm in and beat them both, but she had more pressing matters. She crouched at the wardrobe, typed in their usual code, their wedding date, 1-0-2-9-1-9.

Red light. Buzz. Nothing.

“Motherfucker,” she hissed. He had changed it.

She tried his birthday. Nothing. Her own birthday. Nothing.

This wasn’t working. She didn’t know what other code he might have chosen, but there was one thing she could try. His laptop bag lay on the table. She opened it, pulled out the black business laptop, and powered it on. The OS login screen appeared. She typed the password she had seen him use a thousand times. It worked.

She moved quickly into settings, created a new administrator account with a password only she knew, then closed the window.

The shower was still running, probably fucking in there. Mark had always liked showers. She less so.

She clicked the search bar and typed “Singapore.” The first result was a digital arrival card PDF he had saved after completing it online. It showed his arrival and departure details, plus the hotel where he had stayed.

She opened a browser, logged into her personal email, and dragged the PDF into a new message.

The shower switched off.

“Fuck,” she whispered. The PDF was still uploading, the disadvantages of hotel Wi-Fi painfully obvious.

Another giggle came from the bathroom, followed by the sharp slap of skin on skin and a delighted yelp.

Sheri rolled her eyes. The email finally showed as ready. She hit send and watched it whoosh away, then logged out, closed the browser, and shut the laptop. She zipped the bag, returned it to the table, and tiptoed out of the bedroom just as the bathroom door opened. She slipped through the main door and closed it carefully behind her.

She let out a long breath of relief as she speed-walked to the elevators. She didn’t believe he would come out straight from the shower, but she wasn’t willing to risk it.

The moment she was out of the hotel, she opened the email on her phone. She had proof, at least that Mark had been in Singapore and had lied to her. Now she needed to find out why.

Her phone pinged while she was still looking at the document.

EVANS, JERRY (14:50): Katka’s at work. Just checked her location, definitely there.

It hadn’t sounded like Katerina anyway, so Sheri wasn’t surprised. Whoever Mark had in that shower was not her concern right now. Instead she returned to the office and walked straight to Marta.

“Can we talk?” she asked the younger woman.

Marta frowned but nodded. Sheri led her into a small meeting room. Thankfully David wasn’t around to see them. As they entered, Marta chose not to sit. She stood with her arms folded, a judgemental look on her face.

“I didn’t get Jerry suspended, and I didn’t order anyone to fuck with the Dynatrak code,” Sheri said. “Jerry told me he’s got you working on the DLL, and he trusts me now, so I hope you can trust me too.”

“Oh, okay then. Yeah, cool. Jerry trusts you, so sure, I’ll trust you,” Marta said flatly.

“Really?”

“FUCK NO!”

“Shhhh! Keep your voice down.”

An eye-roll. “Fine. Fuck no. Everything was fine until you showed up this week.”

“Marta, the problem didn’t start this week. Last week my husband was in Singapore. He was supposed to have been in New York, but it turns out he wasn’t. He’s been lying to me, and honestly, I think I’m being set up to take the fall too. I’m not sure what’s going on, but it is bigger than me and Jerry, and definitely bigger than you. Now listen to me when I tell you that I’m on your side.”

The developer folded her arms tighter, but she seemed to be coming around. “Fine. I’ll bite.”

“A couple of hours ago Jerry came to you and asked where David was. It turns out he wasn’t out picking up components for Popeye. He was giving a demo of Titan to my husband and some other people.”

“He was doing what? That’s corporate espionage!”

“Yeah. Turns out legal was with him.”

“The fuck?”

“Listen a second!” Sheri hissed. “I need your help. Jerry told me the camera in his office is constantly recording directly to Dynatrak, but the image is encrypted, correct?”

Marta sighed, shoulders dropping a little, followed by her arms. “Yeah, but the DLL I’m going to build tonight will decrypt it.”

“Any way you could do a local build now? On a test server?”

“No. The system will need a reboot after the DLL is placed. If it doesn’t come from an official build server then the DLL will be rejected. So I need to wait until the code is locked, then I can upload my copy at the same time and hope someone in India doesn’t catch it. I’ll be using our build servers, but they still need to approve it as it is their code. I need to time it right.”

“Okay. Tell me, the cameras in the demo room, they’re going to the same Dynatrak demo system, right?”

“Right.” Marta blinked, realising what Sheri was saying. Basically, the whole demo would have been recorded. “Without sound.”

“What?”

“Dynatrak doesn’t need sound. It doesn’t use it.”

That would be an issue, Sheri thought, but for now the visual images would be enough to prove corporate espionage. Still, she didn’t understand why the version in the demo system didn’t already have the recent changes, why the demo didn’t already reflect the new DLL.

“It does have the DLL,” Marta said. “It’s on the latest release. But the DLL has been hardcoded to only allow the new functionality for China, and that requires a special login which we do not have. Not even the administrator can access that functionality.”

“Who has it?”

“Someone called Teri Fong.”

“Okay, fine. When will the build be done?”

“That depends on when they approve the changes, but I’m hoping India will just release it all as a batch, that they won’t check every file scheduled. If so, then I hope it will be done by midnight.”

Midnight. She would need to get the images before the sales staff came into work. “I know this is asking a lot…”

“Don’t worry. I have team-building tonight, although Jerry was meant to be paying, which means I can leave the pub and come back here.”

That gave Sheri an idea. Perhaps there was a way to get Mark out of the hotel room so she could get back in and go through his laptop. “Marta, how would the team feel if I paid tonight?”

“Wanna join us?”

“I might need to step out for a conference call…”

Marta smirked. “Happy to have you, boss.”

It seemed Marta had come around, at least enough to trust her for now. As Sheri turned to leave, she was surprised when Marta gave her backside a firm tap. Sheri spun around in surprise.

“What?” Marta asked innocently. “You get to sexually harass my boss, then I get to sexually harass you.” She grinned.

Sheri gasped, then grinned back. “Oh, we’ll talk about this when this is done. I think we need to see who the real boss is here.”

“Mmm… you think you’re the only one who got Jerry licking pussy?” Marta smirked. “He’s been my bitch too.”

The door Sheri had opened suddenly shut as she stepped closer. The younger woman’s chest began to heave as she suspected what was coming. Sheri threaded her fingers into Marta’s hair, pulling painfully and forcing her to her knees.

“You thought we were going to kiss?” Sheri laughed, yanking her own skirt up and panties to the side before roughly pulling Marta’s face to her pussy. “I think we know who the boss is, don’t we?”

“Mmmhmm,” Marta replied, licking hungrily at Sheri’s soaked cunt. “Mmm… mmm…”

“You like that, huh?” Sheri chuckled, but right now she wasn’t interested in an orgasm, not with so much on her mind. With her hands still tangled in Marta’s hair, she pulled her to her feet and planted a passionate, slobbering kiss on her lips. “You want to play too? Then we’ll all play together.” She released her hair. “Just not today. Let’s fix this, get Jerry his job back, then I promise we’ll have a big fucking orgy.”

Biting her lip, Marta grinned and swayed her hips. “Deal.”

One more deep, longing kiss, Sheri’s fingers pushing into the waistband of Marta’s trousers and panties, sliding into her sopping pussy, drew a long moan from the younger woman. Sheri felt her own libido flare back to life. She wanted the girl, wanted to fuck her, wanted to do depraved things to her, but she had to focus. She forced herself to step back.

“Argh!” she moaned. “Go before I do something stupid.”

Marta giggled, face flushed with arousal, and hopped out of the room.

Instead of rushing after her, Sheri took a moment to compose herself, to calm the heat between her legs, then stepped out too, almost running straight into David.

“Oh, David. Got the components?”

“Yeah, took longer than I would’ve liked.”

“Good. Then let’s get building.” She said. “You go get set up. I’ll be right there. I need to make a phone call.”

“Sure.”

Back in her office, Sheri picked up her phone. She thought about calling Jerry and coming up with a plan to lure Mark out of the hotel room that night. But then she realised that if Jerry called him, it would look suspicious. If Katerina did it, however…

So instead of clicking Jerry’s name, she pressed Katerina’s. The Czech woman picked up after a few rings.

“Sheri,” Katerina said with clear distrust. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Have you spoken to Jerry today?” Sheri asked, hoping she wouldn’t have to explain everything from scratch.

“Not since this morning, but I’ve been in meetings. I have a couple of missed calls. Why? What’s going on?”

It seemed Sheri would need to start at the beginning and hope the woman trusted her. “Katerina, I’m sorry for everything, first and foremost. I thought by playing the blackmail game it would jump-start Jerry back into his submissive persona, get the fun started again. I certainly didn’t intend to really do it, and I definitely didn’t know about the conspiracy going on.”

The phone fell silent while Katerina processed. “Sheri, what the fuck are you talking about?” It seemed Jerry hadn’t filled her in on everything.

For the next few minutes Sheri laid it all out, from start to finish. In the end Katerina sighed. “Okay, I believe you. But when this is done, you and I need to have a serious talk about boundaries, and bitch, you’re gonna know what it’s like to get punished. I’m fucking serious.”

“I deserve that,” Sheri said. “But right now we need to help Jerry. This isn’t just about his job, this could send him to jail for corporate espionage. We need to clear him.”

“Fine. What do you need from me?”

Here it was, the moment of truth. After explaining everything, Sheri knew Katerina would be out for blood, but she needed her to play a role. She needed access to that laptop again.

“I need you to call Mark and tell him you want to see him tonight. Say you want to get laid. If he invites you to his place, say you have Jerry in a sissy dress and you want him to come to you.”

“I don’t have a sissy dress for Mark, only the lingerie.”

“Then I need you to buy something that will work as one.”

Another silence, then: “I think I know what will work. And you’ll come too?”

“No, I need to get him out of the room so I can grab his laptop. I’m going to say that I’m at a work event.”

“Okay. Fuck, I feel like a whore, fucking a guy for a job,” Katerina said.

“Yeah, sorry. I’ll make it up to you.”

“No, no, I like it. It’s dirty.”

Sheri chuckled. “Okay, that’s one to remember.”

“Just get the job done, then we’ll talk about what next,” Katerina said, reminding her she was still pissed.

“Got it.”

The call ended. Mark was likely to call her, ask her to join him, and she had to hope he believed her when she said she needed to be at a work event. She now had a choice: sit and wait for his call, or go down to David and take it there, knowing David might be the one feeding information to Mark.

She decided on the latter.


Twenty

Katerina held her husband tight as they sat on the bed. He looked completely broken, distraught, and she knew he wouldn’t be in any sort of mood to hear that Mark was coming over that evening. But if they were going to beat this, it was all hands on deck. Everyone had a role to play.

“I just don’t understand why you didn’t tell me everything. You’re so silly,” she told him.

“What would you have been able to do?”

“I could get you a lawyer, to start with.”

“For what? I might end up needing one, but not yet.”

She nodded softly. “You still should’ve told me.”

“Why did Sheri call you anyway?”

“Well, she has a plan, but she needs Mark out of the room for it.”

The words clicked immediately and Jerry’s eyes widened. He began to shake his head. “No, Katka. I can’t do it.”

“You’re going to have to. You have to suck it up, most likely literally. I’m the one who’s got to sleep with the guy. If we’re going to clear your name, we need every bit of evidence we can get. We need names, places, anything. You know it!”

“Katka, you don’t need to do this! We’ll find another way,” he begged.

“We don’t. So just deal with it, Jerry. Take it as it is, acting. We’ll get it over and done with. Tomorrow we’ll come out ahead, and we will win.”

He dropped his head, shame burning through him at the thought of putting his wife into the arms of the man trying to destroy him. But in a lot of ways he had already done that once, with Sheri, and Sheri had spent over a decade with Mark. At the end of the day, he had created the evil monster that was Mark Levallin. He had created this hate. So Katerina was right, it was up to him to end it by any means necessary.

“Fine,” he sighed.

“Good…” she said slowly, reaching for a shopping bag. “Because I made a promise that you’d be dressed fully as a sissy when he gets here, and given we don’t have a proper sissy dress, I’ve had to improvise.” She pulled out several items. The first was a short pink satin slip with delicate white lace trim at the hem. For underneath, she had stopped at a ballet store and bought a white lace tutu to act as a petticoat. For the top, a pink satin and white lace wench-style corset top with a cinched waist, and finally, from a supply shop, a satin waitress apron that could tie around the front. “This should work.”

He had to admit, it looked convincing.

As he dressed, she prepared herself. Mark would be over in an hour, so she slipped into the white lace lingerie from their wedding night, corset, stockings, the full set, something that made Jerry both deeply uncomfortable and helplessly aroused. Once Jerry was in the sissy outfit, she sat him down and did his make-up, applying it thick and heavy, turning his face into something soft and feminine.

“You do make a pretty girl though,” she admitted. “Very cute. Probably could pass as one without any surgery.”

He looked in the mirror and saw himself, not quite an attractive woman, but then she placed a long blonde wig on his head and the transformation clicked. With the make-up and the wig, he not only looked younger, but kind of like Elle Fanning.

The final touch was in a box she had hidden: pink high-heeled pumps in his size. “I hope they fit. I guessed you still know how to walk in heels,” she smiled.

“I do,” he admitted, though it had been a long time.

Eventually both were made up and ready. The bedroom was prepared. They were ready for Mark.

Except Jerry was anything but. He was a bag of nerves, and Katerina really needed him calm. Thankfully, she had some leftover painkillers from an old injury, extremely strong pills that turned her into a drowsy, pliable, laughing wreck. She took one, crushed it into fine powder.

“Sniff this,” she said, holding the rolled-up bill under his nose.

“Are you mad?” Jerry gasped. “I’m not sniffing it.”

“The normal dosage is two pills. This is just one, and we need it to work fast. Sniff it!” She snapped, slapping his face.

Gulping, he bent over and took the powder. It burned as it hit. A strange, warm euphoria washed over him almost immediately. The crushing anxiety dissolved, replaced by a light, floaty hunger. His body felt loose, sensitive, and strangely eager. The drugs were working exactly as she had hoped.

When Mark arrived, he hardly said a word. He simply soaked in the sight of Katerina, her huge gorgeous eyes, her stunning body wrapped in the sexy white wedding-night lingerie. The smirk on his face showed he registered exactly what she was wearing. His gaze then dropped to the kneeling sissy in pink.

“I forgot how well he scrubs up when dressed,” he muttered.

“Would you like a drink?” Katerina asked, her hand rubbing his chest.

“No. I want to fuck.”

She hummed in arousal and took his hand, clicking her fingers at Jerry. The sissy crawled on all fours behind them into the bedroom. That wasn’t something she had told him to do, but clearly the drugs were working beautifully.

“Sissy, undress your master,” she ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” the sissy replied with a dazed, dreamy smile.

“He seems a little out of it,” Mark noted.

“He wasn’t behaving the way I expected, so I made him sniff some drugs,” Katerina smirked.

Mark burst out laughing, clearly loving the darkness of her actions. He looked down as the sissy removed his clothes, folding each piece neatly with practiced care. Years of experience showed.

“Now sissy,” Katerina said softly, “such pretty lips are wasted on you if you don’t use them.” She grabbed his head and guided it forward while Mark held his thick, budding erection out for the sissy to take.

High and horny, Jerry opened his mouth and accepted his role as cocksucker. The warm, heavy flesh filled him, the taste salty and masculine. A low moan escaped his throat as the drugs amplified every sensation.

“Shame we don’t have poppers,” Mark laughed. “Sheri used to love using them on him, making him listen to sissy hypnosis while he sniffed. It turned him into a total slut.”

Katerina raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Something to think about,” she mused, watching her husband moan and slobber hungrily over the fat dick stretching his lips. She had always harboured a secret fascination with seeing two men together, but she had never imagined witnessing it in real life. As much as she hated Mark in that moment, her arousal easily overpowered any lingering anger. The sight of Jerry’s painted lips wrapped around that thick, veined shaft sent a fresh gush of wetness between her thighs.

She had expected the evening to revolve entirely around her, but she was delighted when Mark suddenly shoved Jerry violently to the floor, flipped him onto his stomach, and yanked down the big pink satin bloomers. He spat directly onto the sissy’s exposed anus, the glob of saliva glistening under the low hotel lights. There was raw hunger in Mark’s eyes as he lined up and thrust forward, piercing Jerry’s rectum in one brutal stroke.

Katerina’s breath caught. She wondered if she would ever look at her husband the same way again, and whether she even wanted to.

“Fuck him! Fuck him hard!” she hissed, her voice low and venomous, fingers already circling her swollen clit. “Destroy his asshole! Do it, Mark, ruin him!”

“Fuck, he’s so fucking tight,” Mark growled, gripping Jerry’s hips hard enough to leave bruises.

“He won’t be when you’re finished with him,” Katerina laughed, her eyes gleaming with dark delight. “Make him your bitch! Fuck, this is so fucking hot!”

Mark didn’t hold back. He didn’t ease in gently. He slammed forward like a beast unleashed, pounding Jerry’s ass with savage, relentless strokes. Jerry was splayed out on the carpet, panting and moaning like a used whore, his painted face pressed into the floor, the pink satin slip riding up around his waist. The wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin filled the room, each impact sending ripples through Jerry’s body and fresh jolts of shameful pleasure straight to his caged cock.

Katerina moved closer, straddling her husband’s back so she could grab Mark’s face with both hands and kiss him with a ferocious passion she hadn’t expected. She hated him so much that the hatred itself had become fuel, turning into raw, conquering lust.

“Fill him with your cum,” she whispered against his mouth, foreheads pressed together, eyes locked as he continued hammering into Jerry. “Breed him.”

“I’m gonna use you both,” Mark growled back, sweat dripping down his chest. “Breed you both. All night long.”

“Yes… use us both. Show us who’s really in charge.”

That was exactly what she wanted. She needed to keep Mark occupied as long as possible to give Sheri time. The only way to do that was to be a complete slut, for both of them to be complete sluts for Mark.

When Mark finally unloaded deep inside Jerry’s ass, he pulled out at the last second and sprayed the last thick ropes across the sissy’s stretched, twitching hole. Katerina did something no one expected, least of all herself. She bent down, took Mark’s still-throbbing cock into her mouth, sucking and slobbering noisily to clean every drop, then moved lower and buried her tongue straight into her husband’s cum-filled anus.

“Holy fuck!” Mark laughed, eyes wide with shocked delight. “You filthy bitch! I fucking love it! Sheri would never do that! Oh my God, yes!”

Katerina moaned like an animal, her tongue thrusting deep, fishing out warm, salty globs of cum and swallowing them greedily. The depravity sent another flood of wetness down her thighs. She felt completely alive, completely free.

Her mouth returned to Mark’s cock, sucking it back to full hardness, making sure it was spotless and ready. Then she positioned herself on top of her splayed husband’s body, guiding Mark’s thick shaft to her dripping entrance. He pushed inside her in one long, smooth stroke.

“Oh fuck! Yes! I fucking missed this already!” she gasped, meaning every word. As much as she hated him, she loved what his cock did to her.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Mark chuckled, gripping her hips. “There’s plenty more to come tonight.”

“Perfect. You’re ours tonight… or rather, we’re yours. Your perfect little fucktoys.”

“Yes, I own you both now, don’t I?”

“Yes, Master!” she hissed, grinning wickedly as she began to ride him.

Beneath her, Jerry’s head was spinning, riding wave after wave of post-orgasmic bliss mixed with the drug-induced haze. The feeling of being so thoroughly used, so completely owned, was overwhelming. He hoped this night would never end. He hoped he would feel that cock inside him again and again. He just wanted to be this forever, a slut, a sissy.

“Ruin me, Mistress… make me a gay sissy whore forever,” he mumbled over and over, the words so low that Mark couldn’t hear them.

But Katerina could. As that huge dick stretched and pounded her relentlessly, she leaned down to her husband’s ear and whispered, “Of course, baby. Because that’s all you are to me now.”

And while part of her still wanted to believe this was all just part of the game, another darker part silently hoped she would never have the strength to put the animal back in its cage. In that moment, with her sissified husband beneath her and a superior cock destroying her from above, she no longer wanted to be the doting housewife. She wanted to be the shameless slut who took cock whenever she pleased and kept a sissified slave waiting at home. She even found herself fantasising about walking into the hockey team’s locker room and letting the entire squad have their way with her.

The beast had been let out, and she prayed it would never be locked away again.


Twenty-One

Sheri was having a decidedly less fun time. She had hoped to be at the pub by seven, sneak out by eight, backup all the emails and documents on Mark’s laptop soon after, then be back at the pub by nine. Unfortunately, the server build and setup took far longer than David had hoped and she’d stupidly said she would stay by him to help.

It was gone eight-fifteen by the time Popeye was up and running and doing what it needed to do for Titan, which meant they were sat in the pub by eight-thirty.

It was a bit weird for Sheri because most of the conversation was in Czech, but Marta and David did their best to try to keep her involved. However, at around nine, Sheri decided she needed to get back to the hotel, so made her excuses and headed back, saying she would return after her call ended.

The journey to the hotel took just a few minutes, but to her dismay, when she entered the room, she found the laptop bag but no laptop. Her eyes turned to the wardrobe holding the safe. He’d put it into the there for safe-keeping.

“Fuck!” She snapped, frowning.

If she didn’t know the code earlier, she wouldn’t know it now. There was the option to ask reception to override the code, after all, she was on the room name, it was her room, but then she would need to explain to Mark why the code was different, raising his suspicions.

No, she needed to figure out the code, it had to be something connected to Mark, not their anniversary, not her birthday, and not his.

Sheri closed her eyes for two full seconds, forcing her breathing to slow the way she had learned in the early days of corporate intelligence work.

What did Mark Levallin actually care about?

Power. Control. Recognition.

She opened her eyes and stared at the keypad.

His old employee number at Meridian Dynamics was seven digits long, too many and in ConsutechPOS they didn’t have numbers. But the last four digits of his original badge, back when he was still a senior director in Atlanta… She had seen it once on an old laminated pass he kept as a joke in his wallet.

Her semi-eidetic memory came into play. She tried 6-8-2-9.

Red light. Wrong.

She exhaled through her teeth. Not the badge, then. What else?

Dynatrak. The project that Jerry had began writing back when Mark was still his boss, the project he had filed the patent for on behalf of the company, the project he had said would be a waste of time. The system that had turned anonymous CCTV into pure behavioural gold. Mark had been obsessed with it after he got fired, blamed himself for not being clever enough to take the recognition for it even though he didn’t believe it in. And he kicked himself for filing the joint patent against Jerry’s name, alongside the company’s, instead of his own.

The original patent application number.

She had helped him draft the damn thing during the affair, back when they still pretended it was love, because she had done it hundreds of times before. The number was burned into her memory because he had made her read it aloud to him while they were in bed, half-drunk on stolen champagne and the thrill of betrayal.

US Patent Application 17/884,336.

She typed the last six digits.

8-8-4-3-3-6.

The lock gave a soft, metallic thunk. Green light.  The safe door swung open on silent hinges, and inside, resting on the felt lining like a sleeping predator, lay Mark’s sleek black laptop. Sheri allowed herself one short, shaky breath, then she reached in

She lifted the machine out, set it on the desk, and powered it up.

The administrator account she had quietly created earlier still worked. She logged in, plugged in her hardened external drive, and started the full disk image. Nearly four hundred gigabytes. That would take time, too much time.

But the emails were the real prize. And emails were the problem.

Logging directly into Mark’s corporate Exchange account from his own laptop would trigger server-side flags. Worse, any new mail that arrived while she was connected could download automatically and leave timestamps. Mark noticed timestamps the way other men noticed lipstick on a collar.

She needed a clean, offline copy of the entire mailbox without ever touching the live server.

As the files began copying, progress bar crawling like a dying man, Sheri pulled out her burner phone and opened a private browser. She typed quickly:

“How to export full Exchange mailbox from administrator account without triggering sync”

The search results loaded. She scrolled past the obvious corporate IT garbage until she found the technical forums and the darker corners of Stack Exchange that actual red-teamers used.

One method stood out.

She could use PowerShell with the Exchange Management Shell commands, but that required remote access she didn’t have. Another route: enable Outlook’s offline .ost file generation under the admin profile, then force a complete cache download using a hidden registry tweak and a scripted PST export. It was messy, but if she killed the network adapter first and ran everything locally, the server would never know the mailbox had been touched.

Risky. Elegant. Exactly what she needed.

Sheri glanced at the progress bar. Eighteen percent.

She stood, walked to the minibar, and poured herself a miniature vodka. Straight. No ice.

“God, I hope Katerina knows how to keep a man satisfied,” she whispered to the empty room, a thin smile on her lips. Mark could go several times a night when he was in the mood, but boredom set in fast. If Jerry’s pretty little hockey team wife couldn’t hold his attention, Mark would be back at the hotel sooner than she could finish.

She sat down again, cracked her knuckles, and the laptop’s fan spun up with a low, predatory hum.

Time was short. But Sheri Evans had always been very, very good at stealing what didn’t belong to her.

She opened PowerShell as administrator and began typing the commands she had rehearsed on her burner phone. First the registry tweak to force Outlook into full offline cache mode under the hidden admin profile. Then the scripted PST export, New-MailboxExportRequest style, but locally, offline, no MRS service phoning home.

It should have been clean. It wasn’t.

The first attempt stalled at “Initializing mailbox export…” for forty-three agonising seconds. When it finally lurched forward, the estimated time remaining read 4 hours 17 minutes.

“Jesus Christ,” she breathed.

She checked the projected PST size. Already the temp file on the external drive was bloating; 12 GB… 19 GB… and climbing. A senior executive’s mailbox: years of deleted items, sent folders, archive subfolders, attachments the size of small planets. Exchange stored data efficiently; PST files did not. The thing was going to swell past 60 GB before it was done. Maybe 80.

Every minute the progress bar seemed to slow further. The disk light on the external drive flickered like a failing heartbeat. 27% on the main image. Still another three hundred gigabytes to go.

Sheri stood, paced to the window, then back. She poured another miniature vodka and drank it neat. The burn helped, but only a little.

She imagined Mark and Katerina right now, his big hands on that tight, oiled Czech body, the way he liked to take his time when he was bored with conversation. If Katerina couldn’t keep him busy, Jerry as a sissy might, especially after last time.

She sat again, refreshed the PowerShell window.

The export had frozen.

“Move, you bastard,” she whispered, tapping the trackpad. Nothing. She killed the process and restarted it with a lower throttle, risking even more time, but less chance of a crash that would leave corrupt fragments.

New progress: 4 % on the PST. Estimated time: 5 hours 42 minutes.

The laptop fan screamed higher. The external drive made a soft, intermittent clicking sound that set her teeth on edge.

Sheri glanced at the hotel door, half expecting to hear the electronic lock beep and Mark’s heavy footsteps in the corridor.

She forced her hands steady and opened a second command window, monitoring both copy operations in split screen. Disk image at 31%. Email export grinding along at 7%.

The numbers refused to accelerate.

She had to get back to the bar or David might get suspicious. She had to assume that he was working with Mark, and if that was the case, he could ruin everything. So she had a choice to make; abandon the plan and go back, or leave the laptop running, go back, and hope that Mark stayed the night with Katerina and Jerry. She could text Katerina, tell her to keep him there, but she wasn’t sure if Mark would see the message. Too risky.

“Screw it.” She said, grabbing her handbag and heading back to the bar. She would hang out with her team a couple more hours, then claim she was tired. Hopefully something would have changed in the meantime and the backup would be closer to done, and hopefully, Katerina would be clever enough to text her when Mark left.

It was ten when she returned to the bar and it seemed more from her department had joined. Given they were all a few beers ahead, the atmosphere was decidedly merrier, but that raised another problem for Sheri; Marta. She needed Marta to be focused and on top of her came when she returned to the office. Marta still had to go install the DLL on the Dynatrak demo system. Their whole plan hinged on it.

“Are you okay?” Sheri asked the younger woman, nodding her eyes at the beer glass in front of Marta.

Marta smirked knowingly. “Non-alcoholic.” She mouthed, not saying the words.

Finally, Sheri realised that the girl was a few steps ahead of her. Now she needed the rest of the plan to work.

Beneath the table though, something else was happening. As Marta sipped on her non-alcoholic beer, her eyes focused on the CTO, as her foot made her way up Sheri’s stockinged leg, and then pressed against her pussy. Wanting a pleasant distraction herself, Sheri shuffled forward a little eliminating any chance someone might see the foot moving up and down under her skirt.

She reached down and grabbed the foot harder, pulling her panties to the side to allow her better access, the combination of adrenaline from the data steal, and her incessant arousal needing more.

As Sheri sipped on her beer, Marta rubbed harder, faster, her big toe diddling her nub and making the older woman pant until finally, with beer glass over her mouth, she came, biting her lip to stop from screaming, instead, she coughed into the beer.

“Ahem, sorry, went down the wrong, erm, hole.” She said, blushing as Marta smirked back at her, and Sheri found herself wishing the other girl had a skirt on instead of jeans.

At midnight, the group began to split. There was still no word from Katerina so Sheri had to believe Mark was still there.

“I’ll walk with you.” Sheri told Marta, walking in the opposite direction to everyone else, and once they were clear, Sheri grabbed Marta’s hand and pulled her around a pillar, into the dark of the night.

Their lips smashed together in raw passion, desperate need taking over them as Sheri scrambled to undo the other woman’s jeans, pushing them down, furiously pulling on her little lace panties, then dropping to her knees and licking at Marta’s wet pussy. In the dead of night in that dark business district, Marta ground her pussy against her boss’ face, moaning as her hands clawed at Sheri’s hair.

“Fuck, fuck, oh my god…” Marta cried, her orgasm hitting faster than it ever had before.

Sheri quickly stood, hands on Marta’s face as they kissed again, then finally broke. “I’ve been wanting to do that all night.”

“Fuck, you’re good.” Laughed Marta.

“Good luck.”

“Thanks, you too.”

And as Marta set off for the office, Sheri headed back to the hotel, hoping to find everything the way she left it, only with a backup done.


Twenty-Two

The dark office felt wrong the moment Marta stepped through the security gates.

The night watchman sat slumped in his booth, eyes glued to his phone, the blue glow washing over his bored face. She had worked late dozens of times before, last one out, lights clicking off behind her like dying stars. Tonight the silence pressed against her eardrums. Every footstep echoed too loudly down the empty corridors. She told herself it was only nerves. She was wrong.

She reached her workstation, heart already ticking faster than it should. The build had finished. The hacked DLL sat waiting in the share folder, clean and unmarked. A small, involuntary smile broke across her face. She clapped once, softly, the sound swallowed by the darkness.

Quickly now.

She logged into the demo environment, renamed the old legitimate DLL to .old, copied the poisoned version into place, and restarted the server. The machine began its slow, groaning reboot sequence. Five minutes minimum before every service came back online, cameras, analytics engine, logging subsystem. Plenty of time.

Marta walked to the kitchenette, pressed the button on the coffee machine, and waited while it hissed and gurgled. Her mind drifted. She had never imagined herself inside something this large, this rotten. Corporate espionage, frame jobs, hidden cameras. She was just a mid-level developer who wanted to pay her rent. Now she was risking everything because… because what they were doing felt like the only right thing left.

The machine beeped. She reached for the cup.

A heavy metallic clunk echoed from somewhere deeper in the office.

Marta froze.

Not the usual night sounds. Not a vending machine settling, not the HVAC kicking on. A door. A solid interior door closing hard enough to carry through the open-plan floor.

Her pulse spiked so fast she felt it in her throat.

Developers sometimes pulled all-nighters. Someone from the Australian team might be remote-accessing hardware. Reasonable explanations lined up neatly in her head, none of them felt true.

She thought of the conspiracy they were unravelling, of how far it already reached, and suddenly the knife in the utensil drawer seemed like the only sane object in the building. She slid the short, razor-sharp paring knife out and closed her fingers around the handle. Not to kill. Just to survive.

The office was mostly black, lit only by the motion-activated strips above her cubicle cluster and the faint path to the kitchen. Long corridors stretched away into shadow. She moved silently between the twelve empty desks, knife held low against her thigh, eyes straining for movement.

Nothing.

No new lights. No footsteps. No breathing but her own.

She circled back to her station, shoulders loosening a fraction, until she saw her handbag and the plastic file tray lying shattered on the floor. The unstable tray must have finally tipped when she brushed past earlier. The clunk had been her own stupidity.

Marta exhaled a shaky laugh and dropped into her chair.

The server had finished rebooting. Dynatrak was alive again, and the hacked DLL had not been rejected. She pulled up the camera archive for Jerry’s office and scrolled backward through the footage.

There, unmasked, unmistakable, Tanya Portman and two security goons standing over Jerry, voices calm, faces clear. The hack worked perfectly.

Further back now and she paused at the recording of her dominating Jerry, forcing him to lick her pussy. Again, she felt a warmth spread in her crotch, but reason got the better of her. “Focus, dumbass, focus!” She muttered.

She kept scrolling, pulse steadying, until she reached the segment she needed; Pavla Kovarova at Jerry’s desk, typing frantically, glancing at the door every few seconds like a thief who knew the clock was running. Got you.

Marta saved the clip to her encrypted cloud drive, then switched to the demo-room cameras.

She began cycling backward again.

A prickle crawled up the back of her neck, the unmistakable feeling of being watched.

The screen flickered to a black segment of archived footage.

In the reflection of the monitor she caught it: a dark silhouette gliding between cubicles, moving fast, closing the distance.

Marta’s hand dove into her pocket, fingers closing around the knife.

She spun in her chair just as the attacker swung. The metal pipe came down like a sledgehammer.

It caught her high on the left temple with a sickening crack of bone and flesh. White-hot pain detonated behind her eyes. Her skull rang like a struck bell; she tasted blood instantly, hot and metallic, flooding the back of her throat. The force slammed her sideways out of the chair. Her shoulder hit the desk edge, ribs cracking against the metal frame. The room cartwheeled. Vision fractured into jagged shards.

She would have blacked out if the chair hadn’t broken her fall. Instead she lay half-sprawled, gasping, the world tilting violently. The attacker loomed above her, masked, breathing hard, and raised the pipe again for the killing blow.

Marta’s survival instinct detonated.

She lunged upward off the floor, knife blade flashing. No aim, no mercy. She drove the short steel straight into the attacker’s thigh with every ounce of terror and rage she possessed. The blade sank deep, four inches of razor edge slicing through denim, muscle, and artery in one wet, ripping thrust. She felt the steel grate against femur before she twisted it viciously and yanked it free.

A high, animal scream tore out of the woman, raw, guttural, nothing human left in it.

Blood erupted in a pressurised arc, spraying across Marta’s face and chest in hot, pulsing jets. The attacker dropped the pipe with a clatter, both hands clawing at the gushing wound. Arterial blood sheeted down her leg, pooling instantly on the tiles in a widening, glossy lake. She staggered backward, leg buckling, boot skidding in her own gore.

Marta tried to rise. The floor heaved. She vomited a thin stream of bile and coffee across her keyboard, head screaming, left eye swelling shut. Blood poured from the split in her scalp, soaking her hair, dripping off her chin in steady ropes. She waved the bloody knife in blind, drunken arcs, vision doubling and tripling.

The masked woman didn’t try a second strike. She knew she was finished. With a wet, sobbing curse she turned and lurched toward the emergency stairwell, every step leaving a bright red print, the leg dragging uselessly behind her like dead meat. The trail of blood stretched ten feet before she disappeared down the stairs.

Marta collapsed back into the chair, chest heaving, skull throbbing with each heartbeat as if someone were hammering nails into her brain. The room still spun, but her vision was slowly sharpening around the edges. She touched the side of her scalp; her fingers came away warm, slick, and sticky with more blood than she expected.

“Shit… double shit…”

Her hands shook so badly it took three tries to unlock her phone. She scrolled to the emergency number Sheri had given her and hit call. Straight to voicemail.

“Fuck!” She screamed, wondering what to do.

The phone rang in her hand, Sheri calling back. Marta answered before the first ring finished.

“Someone just tried to kill me,” she gasped. “A woman.”

“Holy fuck!” Sheri’s voice cracked with raw alarm. “Are you okay? Talk to me!”

“I fought her off. Stabbed her in the thigh, deep, hit the artery. Blood everywhere. She clocked me in the head with a fucking metal pipe. I’m bleeding, the room won’t stop spinning, I puked, but I’m conscious. The DLL worked. I have Pavla on camera framing Jerry. I still need the demo-room footage…”

“Screw the footage! Get out of there right now. Call the guard, call an ambulance, call the fucking police!”

“There’s a guard downstairs. Fat lot of good he did,” Marta snarled through the pain. “I’m finishing the download first. Then I’ll go. I promise.”

“Did you see her face? Was it Pavla?”

“No, couldn’t see. But it can’t be Pavla, she’s still in the UK.”

Sheri cursed under her breath. “Are you safe right now?”

Marta looked down at the blood-smeared floor, at the discarded metal pipe glinting under the desk lights, at the long, glistening trail of crimson leading toward the stairwell.

“Yeah,” she said, voice steadier than she felt. “But I think the cleaners are going to need a hazmat team. And I might be seeing my new friend in the emergency room tonight, unless she bleeds out first.”

A short, shocked laugh escaped Sheri. “Good. Fuck them. Text me the second you’re in an ambulance. I’m still stuck with Mark’s backup, don’t you dare die on me.”

“Working on it,” Marta whispered.

She ended the call, gripped the edge of the desk until her knuckles whitened, and forced her blurring eyes back to the monitor.

The demo-room footage was still rolling backward.

Somewhere in the building, a woman with a severed femoral artery was limping away, leaving a bright red map of her escape. Marta didn’t care. She had the proof and she was not leaving until every second of it was copied.

The pain in her skull flared brighter, but she kept typing, blood dripping steadily onto the keyboard, each keystroke a small, defiant act of war. Eventually, she found the footage, David entering with Tanya and three men, one Marta knew to be Mark.  She’d never met the man in person, having joined after the whole debacle, but she’d heard enough stories to know the guy was a dick.

With her head throbbing painfully, she quickly saved the footage from each camera angle to her personal cloud space then she emailed the login to both Sheri and to Jerry’s personal email.

Finally, she stumbled to the elevator and hammered on the G button. The moment she stepped out of the elevator, the corridor began to spin again. She made it to the front desk where the fat guard was still watching his phone, then she collapsed to the floor, blacking out just as the guard scrambled to his feet.

The last thing she remembered was thinking, I hope I fucking wake up.


Twenty-Three

When Sheri arrived back to the hotel room, everything was as she left it, the laptop was still copying but the mixture of the files copying with the email PST backing up to the external drive had slowed everything down. The files had forty-five minutes left, whilst the PST was still stuck at around four hours.

For a moment, Sheri considered closing the email backup, prioritising the drive mirror, but then she realised that she would be losing crucial evidence, if any existed. She needed to keep going.

So far, no message from Katerina, perhaps things were going well there. Perhaps he would stay the night, she thought, but she also knew she couldn’t count with that. For now, she couldn’t really count with anything.

She needed to find a way to speed things up, so she accessed task manager and shut down anything that could slow the computer down, anything that accessed the hard disk, then checked the copy rate. The email backup remained the same but the file transfer of the disk moved suddenly. Just twenty-six minutes remained.

“Yes!” She said, clapping then punching the air. It was something.

Rather than focus on the computer or do something to slow it down, she put the television on, trying to focus on CNN, but really her mind kept drifting back to the whole situation she was in.

That Mark had betrayed her in such a way left her feeling dirty and used. She’d thrown away such a huge part of her life for that man, when had she controlled herself, she might still be married to Jerry. She’d come into the job believing that maybe she might be able to win him back, to continue with Mark and Jerry as they once were, but that was never going to happen, not with Katerina in the mix, but certainly not when all Mark cared about was himself.

When Max called her out of the blue, invited her to join him on his private jet to China for the Grand Prix, she thought the old man had gone insane, but then there she was, drinking champagne on a Gulfstream on her way to Shanghai. And as Debbie was going, Mark was invited to. When they arrived, she was surprised to meet Tanya Portman, wondering why the new head of legal for Meridian Dynamics was coming with them to watch Formula One, and that was when Max broke the news; he needed a new CTO and wanted it to be her.

It all felt too good to be true, but she never once thought that it was.

What she couldn’t understand was what the end game was. If Max was privy to all this then why was he complicit in the destruction of his own company? None of it made sense.

She changed the channel to MSNBC, watching the stock market ticker go by, wondering about how her own portfolio was doing. The MRDX price scrolled by, up two-point-six percent today, not a surprise, it had been ticking up almost constantly fuelled by news of Titan. If anything, it was a little lower today, most likely because of the article about Jerry, but nothing major.

Then another stock rolled by. CSTH was down eight percent on news that its new AI proposition was likely to be underwhelming and another chatbot. She remembered the news that their attempt to create a competing product to Dynatrak had failed too, another huge failure for her husband. She hadn’t really thought about it before, but really, ConsutechPOS was the bigger company about to become dwarfed by Meridian Dynamics. So why get in bed with them?

Something didn’t add up.

She opened her phone and looked at the shareholder information for Meridian Dynamics.

	Maxwell Walton: 15.6% 

	Elizabeth Walton: 15.6% 

	Heathstone Financial: 13.2% 

	Baker and Lewis VC: 10.1% 

	Carter Jenkins: 10% 

	IOCL: 8% 

	Everest Quint: 6.6% 

	TSLH: 5% 

	Remaining stockholders based on employee options and market trading. 



The ex-husband and wife owned the majority of shares, Sheri already knew that, but what did that mean for anything else? ConsutechPOS didn’t have a way in without acquiring one of the others, and from what Sheri had heard, not one of them wanted to go away from Meridian Dynamics, certainly not when the share price was on the rise. If anything, the shareholders were more likely to side with Beth than Max. In fact, whilst Max was CEO, he had to run every major decision by his ex-wife. Sheri was surprised Beth had allowed her in the company.

Ten minutes remaining.

She looked up the ConsutechPOS’ leadership next:

	Payton Merriman Financial: 51% 

	Dartford Ashton: 13% 

	WLX Money: 12% 

	DTP Consulting: 10% 



	Remaining stockholders based on employee options and market trading. 



Sheri frowned. Nothing seemed unusual at first glance. Payton Merriman was the financial holding company of the original founder. He died about three years ago in a yachting accident and his son inherited the business. That was all old news. Dartford Ashton was another venture capital company, nothing new, as was WLX Money.

DTP Consulting was a new one though, not a company Sheri had heard of before.

She began to type DTP Consulting into Google when the phone buzzed. It was Katerina.

“Yeah? Please tell me he’s still there.” Sheri said, seeing the file transfer tick down nicely but the email backup show as four hours still.

“He’s in the bathroom cleaning up. He’s fucked both us a few times but I think he’s tired.” Katerina whispered. “It’s late, so either he’ll Uber or he’ll get the night tram to you. If he Ubers, he might be there in a half-hour, if he gets the night tram, you’ve got about an hour.”

“Fuck, he’ll Uber.” Sheri sighed. “Is there any way you can stall him?”

“I don’t think so,” said Katerina. “I mean, what else can I do? I can’t cuff him here.”

Sheri snorted. “Shame. No, but there may be one thing that will convince him to stay.”

“What?” the Czech asked.

“Have you offered your ass?” Sheri suggested.

There was a long pause, clearly Katerina wasn’t happy about the idea, although Sheri wasn’t sure why, she positively adored anal sex. “No, I haven’t, and I never have.”

“Never?” Sheri asked, surprised.

“No, and I don’t ever plan to.”

“Well, I need you to think of something. Right now, I have about four hours left on the email backup.”

Katerina laughed incredulously. “I can’t keep him here another four hours! Are you insane?” She hissed.

“Just stall him. It should speed up soon.”

“Fine! I’ll think of something!” Snapped Katerina.

“Thanks,” replied Sheri, but then as an afterthought said, “And try to find a way to kill his phone. I want to make sure he can’t call an Uber.”

“Argh!”

The call dropped, and as it ended, Sheri found she’d missed a call from Marta. She called it back. “Someone just tried to kill me,” Marta gasped. “A woman.”

Sheri’s hands trembled as the call ended. This was no longer about getting someone fired, people were willing to kill to keep things up wraps. Now she had a far bigger problem. Not only would the police be called, triggering a formal investigation, but she highly doubted Marta would be in the office that day, meaning she’d lost a comrade in arms.

There was no-one else she could trust. Tom was untrustworthy, David surely was, and there was likely another woman in the office who was dangerous. If it wasn’t Pavla, then there was only one other person in her mind it could be, and that was Tanya.

The blue bar on the email backup began to move faster, and suddenly the timer was counting down, four-hours fifteen, three hours fifty-one, three-thirty, and it continued. The file transfer was complete which meant all of the resources had moved to email. The counter finally stopped at eight-one minutes. Theoretically, this was all possible, if Katerina managed to keep Mark there.


Twenty-Four

Mark stepped out of the bathroom, skin still damp, and made a direct line for his clothes. It was past two in the morning. He hadn’t fucked like this in years, raw, nonstop, almost mechanical. The earlier threesome with Katerina and Sheri had been intense, but tonight had been something else: hour after hour of pure, piston-driven sex with no mercy and no breaks. His legs felt rubbery. His cock was raw, bright red, and honestly he wasn’t sure he had anything left in the tank.

He didn’t notice Katerina at first.

She was on all fours in the centre of the wide bed, back arched, knees spread. Her tight, athletic Czech ass was raised high, cheeks parted just enough to show the tiny, glistening pucker of her anus. She had prepared it carefully while he was in the shower, generous lube, slow fingers, breathing through the nerves. The little star winked once in the low light, already shiny and open.

She really did not want this. Not with Mark. Not with anyone. She had always drawn a hard line: no one goes there. Ever. But ideas had run out. Access to the emails was slipping away, and this was the last card she had left to play.

“Oh, Mark…” she purred, voice low and deliberately husky.

He turned, boxer shorts halfway up his thighs, and froze.

She stayed perfectly still, tiny tushy waving slowly side to side, offering herself with deliberate, humiliating clarity.

His eyes widened. “Katka… you want…?”

“I want you there,” she whispered, locking her gaze on his. “I want you to be the first.”

From the floor beside the bed, Jerry’s eyes went huge with shock. He had begged his wife for anal a dozen times over the years. She had shut him down every single time, cold, absolute, no discussion. “Never. Not with anyone. Not under any circumstances.” Those had been her exact words. And now she was presenting her untouched ass to the man who had destroyed his career.

“Mistress… please don’t,” Jerry whispered, voice cracking. Tears already spilled down his cheeks. “Please…”

Mark licked his lips, cock twitching despite exhaustion. He wanted it, God, he wanted it, but his body was spent. “I’m not sure I’ve got anything left, Katka. I’m wrecked.”

“You don’t need to cum,” she begged softly. “Just fuck me slowly. Show me what it feels like. I’ve never… I’m still a virgin there.”

Mark’s boxer shorts dropped forgotten to the carpet. His spent cock, red and swollen from hours of use, began to thicken again at the words.

“Not even Jerry?” he asked, voice rough.

Katerina shot her husband a cruel little smile. “Especially not his little shrimp dick.”

“Please, Katka!” Jerry sobbed outright now, wrists straining uselessly against the restraints. “Please don’t give him that! Please!”

“Shut the fuck up, bitch,” Katerina snapped, eyes flashing. “You don’t get a say anymore.”

Inside, her stomach was a knot of ice. Guilt burned like acid. She hated every second of this, hated the tears on Jerry’s face, hated the way his voice broke. But the emails were everything now. Survival had no room for mercy.

Mark didn’t waste words. He stepped forward, gripped Katerina’s dark hair in one fist, and fed his half-hard cock straight into Jerry’s tear-streaked mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered quietly. “Make me hard so I can take your wife’s anal virginity.”

Jerry gagged, sobbed, but obeyed. It took a long time. Minutes of wet, reluctant sucking while Katerina waited on all fours, ass still raised, heart hammering. She felt every second of delay like a reprieve. Maybe he wouldn’t get fully hard. Maybe she wouldn’t have to go through with it.

But Mark’s cock eventually swelled, thickening, lengthening, the veins standing out dark and angry. When he finally pulled free of Jerry’s mouth it was once again rock-hard, glistening with spit, intimidatingly thick.

Katerina’s breath caught.

Mark climbed onto the bed behind her. He took his time, squeezing more lube onto his fingers, then onto the head of his cock until it dripped. He pressed the blunt tip against her tiny, puckered entrance and held it there, letting her feel the size, the heat, the inevitable pressure.

“Relax,” he murmured. “Breathe.”

She tried. The first push was careful, but still brutal. The ring of muscle resisted, then suddenly gave with a sharp, tearing sting that made her cry out through clenched teeth. Pain flared white-hot, far worse than she had imagined, burning, stretching, a deep, invasive wrongness that made her whole body tense.

Mark froze instantly, buried only an inch inside her. “Too much?”

She hissed, forehead pressed to the sheets, fists twisted in the fabric. “Don’t move… just… wait…”

He obeyed, holding perfectly still while her body fought to accommodate the invasion. Seconds stretched into a full minute. The burning slowly ebbed, replaced by a strange, heavy fullness. The longer he stayed motionless, the more the pain mutated, still intense, but no longer purely destructive. Something deeper, darker, began to flicker beneath it.

“Okay,” she whispered at last, voice shaky. “Move. Just… slowly.”

Mark eased forward another inch. Katerina gasped, the stretch bordering on unbearable. He paused again the moment she tensed. She gave the commands in a broken rhythm; “Move… stop… pause… go…” Each tiny thrust was measured, controlled, torturously slow. Every time the thick head nudged deeper she felt her body yielding in tiny, reluctant increments, muscle reluctantly blooming open around the relentless girth.

Halfway in, the pain crested again. She whimpered, tears pricking her eyes. Mark stopped immediately, one big hand stroking soothing circles on her lower back.

“You’re doing so good, baby,” he murmured, voice surprisingly gentle. “Halfway. Feel that? That’s me opening you up for the first time.”

Jerry’s broken sobs filled the background like a distant soundtrack.

Another minute. Another careful push. Katerina’s breath came in short, ragged bursts. The burning had mostly faded now, leaving only a profound, almost obscene fullness, like her body was being reshaped from the inside. When Mark finally sank the last inch and his hips settled flush against her firm ass cheeks, she let out a long, shuddering moan that surprised even her.

He was all the way in. Buried to the hilt in her virgin ass. She could feel every thick inch, every vein, the heavy weight of his balls resting against her soaked pussy.

Mark stayed perfectly still again, letting her adjust to the total impalement. The room was silent except for Jerry’s quiet crying and the wet sound of Katerina’s own breathing.

“How does it feel?” Mark asked, voice low and rough.

Katerina swallowed hard. She flexed experimentally around him and felt an unexpected spark of dark pleasure shoot up her spine.

“Full,” she whispered. “So fucking full… but… good. It feels… better than I thought.”

Mark smiled against her shoulder. “Tell me when you want me to move.”

She took another slow breath, then nodded.

“Fuck me,” she said quietly. “Slowly. Let me feel every inch.”

Mark began to move, long, deliberate strokes, pulling back until only the head stretched her ring, then sliding all the way home again. Each thrust was measured, controlled, letting her body learn the new sensation. The pain had almost completely vanished now, replaced by a deep, rolling pressure that built with every stroke. Katerina’s moans grew louder, less controlled. Her hand drifted between her legs, fingers circling her swollen clit in time with his thrusts.

Mark kept the pace glacial, drawing the moment out, making her feel every single centimetre as he claimed the last part of her that Jerry had never touched.

Katerina’s eyes fluttered shut. Guilt still burned in her chest, but the pleasure was rising fast, dark, forbidden, intoxicating. She pushed back against him, taking him deeper, faster, chasing the new sensation even as tears of conflicted ecstasy slipped down her cheeks.

Mark groaned low in his throat, hands gripping her narrow hips with bruising force. He had thought he had nothing left in the tank, every muscle ached, his cock was raw from hours of relentless use, but this felt too good. The tight, virgin heat of Katerina’s ass clamped around him like a velvet fist, milking him with every shallow breath she took. He would squeeze the last drops out of himself if it killed him.

He kept the rhythm brutally slow, pulling back until only the swollen head stretched her ruined ring, then sliding all the way home again in one long, deliberate thrust. Each stroke forced a wet, obscene sound from her body, lube and flesh sliding together. Katerina’s back arched deeper, her small, firm breasts swaying beneath her as she pushed back to meet him.

“Fuck… it’s so deep,” she gasped, voice cracking. The initial tearing pain had burned away completely, replaced by a heavy, rolling fullness that bordered on ecstasy. Every time he bottomed out, the thick head of his cock pressed against something inside her that sent sparks shooting up her spine. Her fingers worked frantically between her legs, circling her swollen clit in tight, desperate loops.

Mark leaned forward, chest against her back, mouth at her ear. “You feel that, Katka? That’s me owning the one hole your husband never got. Every inch. Every fucking centimetre.” He punctuated the words with a slightly harder thrust that made her cry out.

From the floor, Jerry’s sobs had turned into broken, animal whimpers. “Please… stop… she’s mine… she was supposed to be only mine…”

“Shut up,” Katerina snarled without looking at him, but her voice trembled with guilt even as pleasure flooded her system. She hated this, hated the tears on Jerry’s face, hated the way his eyes begged her, but the emails were non-negotiable. Survival had sharper teeth than loyalty.

Mark straightened, gripped her hips harder, and began to lengthen his strokes. Still slow, still controlled, but deeper now, pulling almost completely out before slamming back in with wet, heavy slaps of skin on skin. Katerina’s tight ring gripped him like it never wanted to let go, fluttering and clenching with every withdrawal. The sensation was obscene, addictive. He could feel her body learning him, opening wider, surrendering.

“God, you’re tight,” he growled. “Squeezing me like you were made for this. Tell me how it feels.”

“So full…” Katerina moaned, pushing back harder. “It burns… but it’s good… don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

The guilt only made it darker, hotter. She was giving her husband’s enemy the last virginity she had sworn no one would ever take, and the shame twisted into something electric between her legs. Her fingers moved faster on her clit, slick sounds joining the wet slap of Mark’s hips against her ass.

Mark reached under her, batted her hand away, and took over, two thick fingers rubbing her clit with practiced roughness while his cock continued its merciless, slow invasion of her ass. The dual sensation hit her like a live wire. Her moans turned into sharp, helpless cries that echoed off the hotel walls.

“Mark… oh fuck… right there…”

He could feel his own climax building again, impossibly, dragging up from the depths of exhaustion. His balls tightened, heavy and aching. He wasn’t going to last much longer, but he refused to rush this. He wanted her to feel every second of her deflowering.

“Tell him,” Mark ordered, voice low and dangerous. “Tell your husband how much better my cock feels in your ass than anything he could ever give you.”

Katerina hesitated, tears of conflicted pleasure streaking her face. Then the next deep thrust punched the words out of her.

“It’s better…” she gasped, voice breaking. “So much bigger… stretching me open… I can feel every vein… Jerry could never… never make me feel like this…”

Jerry let out a strangled sob, curling tighter on the floor.

Mark grinned savagely and picked up the pace, just enough to turn slow, deliberate fucking into something closer to claiming. Long, powerful strokes that drove his thick cock balls-deep into her ass again and again. The bed creaked rhythmically. Katerina’s cries grew louder, more animal. Her ring clenched and fluttered wildly around him as her orgasm began to crest.

“I’m… I’m going to cum…” she whimpered, fingers digging into the sheets. “Don’t stop, please, fuck my ass harder…”

Mark obliged. He slammed into her with controlled brutality, hips snapping, the wet slap of flesh loud enough to drown out Jerry’s crying. One hand stayed on her clit, rubbing fast and rough; the other gripped her dark hair, pulling her head back so he could watch her face contort in ecstasy.

Katerina came with a shattered scream, body locking rigid, ass clamping down on Mark’s cock like a vice. The orgasm tore through her in violent waves, her pussy gushing onto the sheets while her virgin hole spasmed and milked him mercilessly.

The sensation pushed Mark over the edge. With a guttural groan he buried himself to the hilt one final time and exploded inside her. Pulse after pulse of hot cum flooded her bowels, less volume than earlier in the night, but no less intense. He held himself deep, grinding against her as the last spasms drained him completely.

For a long moment neither of them moved. Katerina’s body trembled beneath him, aftershocks still rippling through her. Mark stayed buried to the root, cock twitching inside her ruined ass, breathing hard against her sweat-slicked back.

Finally he pulled out slowly, watching with dark satisfaction as her stretched, glistening hole stayed open for a second before slowly beginning to close, a thin trickle of his cum leaking out and running down to mix with the mess between her thighs.

Katerina collapsed forward onto the bed, chest heaving, face buried in the sheets. Guilt crashed back in immediately, sharp and cold, but underneath it pulsed a dark, undeniable truth: it had felt better than she had ever imagined.

Mark stood on shaky legs, staring down at the wrecked woman and the sobbing husband on the floor.

He smiled, tired but victorious.

“Best fuck I’ve had in years,” he said quietly. “Both of you.”

Then he reached for his clothes again, already calculating how soon he could do it all over again.

She was still laid out there, splayed over the bed, cum pouring from every orifice now, thoroughly used. No matter how much she hated the man, she had to admit he could fuck. But right at that moment, she was in such a haze that as Mark left the house, she didn’t consider the fact that she hadn’t found a way to kill his phone, nor that he was probably ordering an Uber right at that moment.

It took her five full minutes to come to her senses, just as she heard the sound of a car pulling up outside and a door opening and closing. His Uber. Then she reached for her phone, unable to move properly, feeling around as her husband sat crying on the floor. She couldn’t deal with him right at that moment, his suffering was probably worse because of the come-down from the drugs.

Still lying flat on her stomach, she dialled Sheri. “He just left, in an Uber.”

“You couldn’t hold him up any longer?” Sheri screeched.

“Bitch, he just butt-fucked me to oblivion, and Jerry is crying on the floor. What more do you fucking want from me?”

“Jerry always cries when his wife gets fucked up the ass. He cried when I did too. Tell him to grow up, we’re doing this for him.”

“Yeah.” Katerina replied, ending the call and then sighing. “Sheri says to grow up.” She murmured sleepily, before passing out completely, body used and done.


Twenty-Five

Sheri ended the call and stared at the screen. Forty-two minutes remaining on the backup.

Mark was already in the Uber. Prague at this hour had almost no traffic. Less than thirty minutes until he walked through the door. She wasn’t going to make it. Cancelling the job now would accomplish nothing except wipe out every gigabyte she had already captured.

She had one chance left.

Increasing processor cores usually crashed the backup process, but last time a simultaneous file transfer had been running. This time the drive was idle. It was a risk, but the only one she had.

Sheri opened Task Manager, selected the backup process, and dragged the CPU priority slider all the way to the right. Then she stepped back and waited.

The progress bar froze at forty minutes.

“FUCK!” The word tore out of her like a gunshot. She slammed the laptop lid half-shut, jumped off the bed, and drove both hands through her hair.

All that work, gone. The entire Exchange archive, the files, the deleted items, everything. She began pacing the narrow strip of carpet between bed and desk, mind racing through contingency plans while praying she hadn’t corrupted the source PST on Mark’s machine.

Then the screen flickered.

Twenty-six minutes remaining.

“YES, you beautiful motherfucker!” Sheri shouted, pumping her fist in the air like a teenager who had just won the lottery. She bounced on the balls of her feet, adrenaline surging so hard her vision tunnelled.

Now it was a pure race.

She needed the backup to finish, log out cleanly, eject the external drive, shut the laptop down, return it to the safe, and climb into bed, all before Mark’s keycard beeped at the door. And she had to pray he was too exhausted from fucking Katerina to open the safe and notice the machine was still warm.

The clock ticked.

She wished desperately for Find My access to Jerry’s phone, but he still carried that damned Android. No shared location, no real-time tracking. They were flying blind.

Fifteen minutes remaining.

Thirteen minutes since Katerina’s last call. Sheri prayed for every red light in Prague to stay red, but she knew better. Nighttime Uber drivers in this city treated speed limits like suggestions.

Six minutes remaining.

She moved to the window, pressed her forehead to the cool glass, and scanned the street below. From this angle she couldn’t see the entrance directly, only shadows and the occasional sweep of headlights. Guesswork. She considered calling Mark, asking innocently where he was, but at this hour any call would scream suspicion. No. She had to trust the numbers.

Instead she ran to the door, cracked it open, and listened down the long corridor. Nothing yet.

She glanced down at herself, fully dressed. At three in the morning that would raise immediate questions.

“Fuck.”

Sheri stripped in seconds, flinging clothes into her open suitcase, then sprinted back to the door in nothing but panties, listening again.

A soft electronic ding echoed from the far end of the hallway.

The elevator had arrived on their floor.

Her heart slammed against her ribs so hard she felt it in her teeth.

She spun, raced to the laptop. The backup had completed, 100 %. She logged out with three quick keystrokes, yanked the external drive free, dropped it into her own bag, and sprinted to the wardrobe. Fingers flying, she punched in the patent code, 8-8-4-3-3-6, slid the still-warm laptop back onto the felt, closed the safe door, and heard the lock engage with a soft thunk.

She dove into bed, killed the lamp, and pulled the covers up just as the electronic lock on the room door beeped and clicked open.

Sheri forced her breathing to slow, eyes closed, pretending sleep while her heart hammered loud enough to wake the dead.

Mark entered quietly, moving with the careful tread of a man who thought his mistress was asleep. He stripped in the dark, clothes dropping softly to the floor, then padded into the bathroom. The shower hissed on, probably rinsing Katerina off his cock after he had taken her ass for the first time, Sheri thought with grim detachment.

If he slid into bed now and felt how fast her heart was racing, he would know something was wrong. She focused on slow, even breaths, on the sound of distant traffic, on anything that wasn’t the image of Marta bleeding on the office floor or the knowledge that the man stepping out of the shower was almost certainly working with someone willing to kill.

By the time Mark finally climbed under the covers, his skin still damp and smelling of hotel soap, Sheri had managed to slow her pulse to something resembling normal. She kept her breathing deep and regular, feigning the heavy sleep of exhaustion.

Mark lay beside her for a long moment, then rolled onto his back with a tired sigh.

So far, apart from Marta ending up in the hospital with a glued scalp and a mild concussion, the night had gone according to plan.

But the real work was only beginning.

Somewhere on the external drive in her bag lay thousands of Mark’s emails and files. Finding the needle, the proof that tied him to the frame job, the spin-off, the military contacts, maybe even to the attempt on Marta’s life, would be like searching for a single line of malicious code in a million-line codebase.

Sheri lay in the dark, eyes open now, staring at the ceiling.

She would find it.

She had to.

Because if she didn’t, the next body the police pulled out of the river might not belong to an attacker.

It might be hers.


THURSDAY


Twenty-Six

Suspension or not, Jerry Evans was still listed as Head of Location on every legal document that mattered. When the police were called to investigate the attack on Marta, the order came down from on high: Jerry’s suspension was lifted immediately. He was required back at the office by nine.

Tanya Portman had already formed her narrative. “Clearly a break-in,” she declared to the responding officers, arms folded. “Someone after laptops and servers. The night guard will be terminated for gross incompetence.”

Jerry knew better. He had spoken to Sheri the moment he arrived. The blood on the floor, the discarded metal pipe, the trail of arterial spray leading to the emergency stairwell, none of it added up to a simple burglary.

“She’s wearing a mini-skirt,” Jerry pointed out quietly to Sheri while the forensic team swabbed the dried blood. “Not the attacker.”

“Obviously not her,” Sheri replied, voice flat. “But Marta, how bad is it?”

“They glued the gash on the side of her head that was already shaved. Lucky. Concussion, but she’ll be fine.”

“Who the hell was it, then?”

“Good question.” Jerry’s eyes narrowed. “If Pavla wasn’t in the UK I’d put money on her, but…”

Sheri frowned, thinking fast. “How certain are we she actually left?”

“I authorised the travel for the whole team. Should be easy to check.” Jerry pulled out his phone and called Ivan, the junior consultant on Pavla’s squad. The man answered on the second ring, voice already tight.

“Hey, Ivan. You still in the UK?”

“Yeah… we’re here. What do you need?”

“Is Pavla with you?”

A pause. “She, uh… just stepped out, but…”

Jerry’s tone hardened. “Where is she, Ivan?”

Another beat of silence, then a defeated sigh. “She got drunk Sunday night. Missed her flight. She’s been logging in from home over Teams, but she hasn’t joined today’s call.”

Jerry ended the call without another word and walked straight to the nearest uniformed officer. Tanya watched, eyes widening, as Sheri fell in behind him.

“Officer,” Jerry said, voice level, “the assailant’s name is Pavla Kovarova. She was supposed to be in the UK on company business this week. She never boarded the flight. Her team has been covering for her, logging her in remotely.”

Tanya stepped forward, cheeks flushing with anger. “That is an extremely serious accusation, Evans! Pavla is a valued colleague…”

Jerry cut her off without looking at her. “You didn’t even know her name until two seconds ago. Funny how that works.”

The officer raised an eyebrow. “We’ll look into it. We also found a body an hour ago, down by the river. Female. Bled out from a severed femoral artery. No ID yet, but the wound pattern matches what your colleague described. CCTV in the area should confirm self-defence. Your friend Marta will be cleared.”

“Dead?” Sheri asked, genuine shock in her voice.

The officer nodded once, the stoic Czech way, no emotion wasted. Then the corner of his mouth twitched, almost a smirk. “Sounds like there’s a bigger problem here than one dead woman.”

“There is,” Jerry said. “But we don’t have all the pieces yet. Or the motive.”

The officer studied them for a long second, then pulled a plain white card from his pocket and handed it over. “When you do, call me. Directly.”

He walked away.

Tanya was already retreating down the corridor, heels clicking fast, phone already at her ear. The cover was blown. Mark would know within minutes. The clock had just started ticking louder.

Sheri snapped her fingers. “David! Jerry’s office. Now.”

David’s eyes went wide with fear, but he followed without protest. Once the door closed, Jerry dropped into his chair, logged in, and pulled up the demo-room footage. He hit play.

David watched himself on screen, giving a polished Titan demonstration to a hard-faced man in a suit who was clearly not corporate.

“Want to explain?” Jerry asked quietly.

David’s shoulders slumped. “They told me the company’s spinning off the AI division. Mark said if I gave a clean demo to his military contact, the CTO role in the new entity was mine.”

“In exchange for what, exactly?” Sheri asked, arms folded.

“Just the demo. That’s all.”

“Did you know Pavla never left for the UK?” Jerry pressed. “Did you know I was framed for that code change?”

David looked genuinely stunned. “Framed? What? No, I swear, I had no idea. They just said it was urgent, that the spin-off depended on it.”

Jerry studied the older man’s face for a long moment, then exhaled. “He doesn’t know anything. He’s just a pawn.”

“Fire him?” Sheri suggested.

“No.” Jerry turned back to David. “You’re not getting CTO of anything. They were lying to you. Go back to Titan and be grateful I don’t fire you on the spot.”

David practically fled the office.

The moment the door clicked shut, Sheri pulled the hardened external drive from her bag and slid it across the desk. “I got everything. Files, emails, the whole archive. It’s massive.”

Jerry plugged it in. The PST file began loading into his email client. Hundreds of messages per day scrolled past, thousands in total. His stomach tightened.

“Jesus. This will take weeks to read manually.” He rubbed his eyes. “I need something that can parse every email against a single set of criteria. Pull out anything connected to the spin-off, military contacts, payoffs…”

He stopped. The solution was already sitting in the building.

“Where are we on the data-dictionary translator?” he asked.

Sheri was already on her feet. “One more thing for David.”

They found him crouched at his workstation, looking shell-shocked. At their request he opened the secure link to Popeye. The application sat waiting, complete, tested, ready.

“Hook it directly into Titan,” Jerry ordered. “Right now.”

David’s fingers flew across the keyboard. The connection spun up. A green status bar began to climb.

As they watched him work, Sheri turned to Jerry and asked if he’d heard of a company called DTP Consulting. He said he hadn’t, but when Jerry then looked it up, he found nothing online.

“Same.” Said Sheri. “Couldn’t find anything.”

“Who are they?”

“They own ten percent of ConsutechPOS.”

“Hmm…” Jerry mused, wondering what the connection to all this was.

Before he could think about it for long, David spoke up. “Titan’s operational, so let’s see if the data feeds are connecting.”

The screen changed to the list of connectors, all red, then they watched as they gradually became green, thousands of connections going live one after the other. The translator tool was working, Popeye did the work of thousands of people in one night.

Jerry leaned down. “Now David, you will continue to do your normal job, and do not fiddle with Titan because I’m going to use it. If Mark or anyone reaches out to you, you tell me, is that clear?”

“Y-yes boss.”

Now it was time to gather evidence. As Jerry and Sheri returned to his office, Sheri gave her ex-husband a little nudge and a wink. It wasn’t because they were making progress but because they were working together and friendly like the good old days, and Jerry was pained to admit it, but he was glad. Sheri had been an important part of his life, someone when things were going right, who he loved dearly. They had laughed together, cried together, and had done all the things that made for a happy relationship, right up until they both went overboard with their fetishes.

As Jerry sat behind his desk and watched Sheri close the door and sit down too, he smiled at her. “I would’ve thought you’d want me to go down on you by now.” He said.

Rather than smile, Sheri frowned and shrugged. “I’m not going to do anything that makes you uncomfortable. I’ve fucked up too many times to say I’m in charge, and perhaps I should never be.” Her eyes welled-up. “I’ve been so stupid.”

He hated to see her upset, so stood and walked over, pulling her to him. “No, you made mistakes, but that’s all part of being human. It’ll be okay. Look, you’ve opened up a side of Katka I don’t even thing she knew she had. My life, difficult as it is right now, is better for having you back in it. It’s fun, it’s all fun, so let’s get through this and see what’s next. With you in it.”

“You mean that?” She asked, looking up at him as a tear rolled down her cheek.

“Yes, definitely. I think Katka wants you in it too.” He said, leaning down and kissing her lips. Then he dropped to his knees and gently pushed her grey wool skirt up to reveal her self-holding stockings and little grey silk panties. Slipping his fingers inside the elastic, he pulled on them, feeling them drop to her ankles. His head moved forward as his hands pushed her knees apart. “I think you deserve a little stress-relief.” He smiled.

“Oh, yes please.” She giggled, feeling his tongue make contact.

There was a different feeling to his oral ministrations this time, not worse, not better, just different. Perhaps that he instigated, or perhaps it was old feelings returning, her fragility reminding him that she wasn’t some big powerful Amazonian goddess, but rather a woman who needed to be loved and held sometimes too.

After he licked her to climax, she pulled him up, pulling him hard against her as they kissed, before resting her head against his and just holding him, feeling his warmth and even security.

“I love you.” She whispered, barely audible, probably for herself because she wanted to tell herself that perhaps he hadn’t heard if he didn’t respond.

“I love you so much, Sheri.” He said back, and she smiled, the most she’d smiled in over a decade.


Twenty-Seven

Titan was working.

It had never been designed for forensic corporate espionage, yet the supreme intelligence engine tore through the data like a scalpel through wet tissue. Jerry had fed it every scrap they possessed: the altered Dynatrak source code, the demo-room footage, the names and faces captured on camera, the shareholder registry, even the blurred photographs from the Shanghai Grand Prix. He had instructed it to cross-reference everything against US, UK, and EU statutes on corporate fraud, insider trading, export control violations, and industrial espionage. Titan was to build a prosecutable case file, complete with timestamps, metadata, financial trails, and legal precedents, ready for the police.

The AI estimated completion by midnight.

The delay grated on Jerry. The full production cluster was still weeks from readiness; right now Titan was limping along on the underpowered demo server in the glass-walled showroom three floors below. They couldn’t risk migrating it. Not while Mark and his cabal were almost certainly scrambling to sanitise servers, delete logs, and manufacture alibis.

Sheri had retreated to her own office to maintain the appearance of normalcy. Jerry stayed behind his desk, refreshing his personal inbox.

A new message from the unknown sender waited.

THE LINKS I SENT YOU ARE JUST THE TIP OF THE ICEBERG. THE EVIDENCE IS OUT THERE. YOU NEED TO PIECE IT TOGETHER. WHAT WOULD HAPPEN TO MERIDIAN DYNAMICS WITHOUT TITAN?

Jerry stared at the words. Without Titan the company would still be profitable, Dynatrak alone guaranteed that, but it would no longer be explosive. No longer the next Oracle. No longer worth ten times its current valuation in a bidding war.

He opened the earlier links again, zooming in on the group photo from the Chinese Grand Prix. There, standing just behind Max and Debbie, laughing with a flute of champagne in his hand, was the same hard-faced man from the demo room. The face that had nagged at Jerry’s memory.

He cropped the image, circled the man’s face, and fired it to Sheri.

EVANS, JERRY (11:17): Who is this?

Her reply was almost instant.

LEVALLIN, SHERI (11:18): Elliot Drake. Drake, Myers & Crane. Corporate lawyer friend of Tanya’s.

Jerry’s pulse quickened. He pulled up the firm’s site. Clean, expensive, discreet. Drake’s bio listed him as the go-to counsel for aggressive acquisitions. Testimonials mentioned “creative structuring” and “accelerated shareholder exits.” Drake was the person you brought in to manipulate a takeover bid.

None of it made immediate sense. Max and Beth together controlled over thirty percent. Heathstone Financial held another thirteen. The other major holders had ridden the Dynatrak rocket and were sitting on life-changing paper gains. Why sell now, at the peak?

A soft knock. David Pavlicek entered, shoulders rounded, sweat already darkening the pits of his shirt.

“Boss… I fucked up.”

Jerry leaned back, chewing the end of a pen. “Yesterday or today?”

“Yesterday. In the demo. They asked what phase Titan was in. Tanya said we were behind schedule because of the data-interface problem. I… I corrected her. Told them Popeye was almost ready and that we’d be back on track, maybe even able to do a full production demo next week.”

Jerry’s jaw tightened. “And?”

“Mark and the suit, Drake, got twitchy. Drake said he’d need to move the meeting with Gerald and the others forward. To Friday.”

“Gerald Heath,” Jerry muttered. CEO of Heathstone Financial. The swing voter. If Heath flipped, the rest of the institutional holders would likely follow like dominoes.

David wiped his forehead. “Tanya told me to keep my mouth shut about the fix. I thought it was just spin-off talk…”

Jerry’s mind raced. A sudden scandal, Dynatrak sold to a Chinese state-linked entity, source code traceable to his account, followed by rumours that Titan was months behind schedule. The perfect one-two punch. Share price would crater. Panic selling would follow. Max and his allies could scoop up shares on the cheap or force a fire-sale spin-off of Titan at a fraction of its real value.

Or worse: a quiet acquisition of the whole company by a front backed by Drake’s clients.

“Spin-off,” Jerry said slowly. “They told you it was definitely happening?”

David nodded. “They said it was just a question of timing.”

Jerry’s eyes narrowed. Devaluing Titan right before spinning it off made no sense, unless the real plan was never to spin it off at all. Unless the plan was to steal it.

He sat forward.

“David, Popeye is better than any public model at pattern recognition, right?”

“By a mile.”

“Good. I’m sending you a package, names, faces, companies, photos. I want Popeye to build me a full relationship map. Who met whom, when, where. Financial ties. Sexual entanglements. Offshore accounts. Everything. Run it on the new server. Tell no one except me and Sheri. Understood?”

The big Czech swallowed hard, then gave a single sharp nod. “Understood, boss.”

As David hurried out, Jerry allowed himself the ghost of a smile. For the first time all week, he wasn’t just reacting. He was hunting.

Jerry needed to know exactly where the shareholder meeting would be held. That meant finding Max.

He bolted from his chair, ignoring Maggie’s startled “Everything okay, boss?” and took the stairs to the fifth floor two at a time. He didn’t knock, just shoved Sheri’s door open.

She was on the phone. Her eyes widened the moment she saw him, a flash of genuine panic crossing her face.

“Yeah… I understand. Thanks.” She ended the call and set the handset down carefully, as if it might explode. “That was Max.”

“There’s a shareholder meeting,” Jerry said, still breathing hard.

“I know. He’s flying back tonight. Wants to take me to dinner.” Her mouth twisted. “I’m supposed to present the current state of Titan tomorrow morning.”

“Does he know it’s actually running?”

“He asked for an update. I told him we had a potential fix for the interface problem but we weren’t sure it would hold.”

“Good. Keep him thinking we’re still behind. I believe he’s deliberately trying to tank the share price, scare the institutions into dumping, then quietly buy them out cheap before spinning off Titan under new ownership.”

Sheri shook her head, silver earrings catching the light. “That’s too crude. The moment the price collapses, Beth and the other major holders would scream manipulation. Lawsuits would rain down for years. No board would touch it. And why involve Elliot Drake? He engineers clean hostile takeovers and buyouts, not this kind of amateur-hour sabotage. He’d spot the legal exposure a mile away and tell Max to bury the idea.”

Jerry rubbed his jaw, pacing. She was right. Even if Max was reckless enough to try, Beth Walton, his ex-wife and co-controller of thirty-plus percent, would torch the whole scheme and sue everyone involved into the Stone Age.

“Then what the hell is the play?” he muttered.

They stood in silence for a long moment, the only sound the low hum of the air-conditioning and the distant clatter of keyboards from the open-plan floor below.

Sheri’s eyes narrowed. “Debbie and Tanya have history, right? They were thick as thieves even before Tanya joined legal.”

“Yeah. I noticed that too.”

“And Tanya clearly knows Drake.”

Jerry stopped pacing. “Interesting.”

Sheri leaned back against her desk, crossing her long legs. The movement pulled her skirt slightly higher, revealing the lace band of her self-holding stockings, the same ones she’d worn the day she first claimed him again. A flicker of heat passed between them, old chemistry refusing to stay buried even now.

“What do we really know about Debbie?” she asked quietly. “Beyond the obvious trophy-wife résumé?”

Jerry shook his head. “Law school, supposedly. But that’s where the file ends. No deep background, no prior firms, no notable cases. She just… appeared. Married Max, started showing up in gossip columns, and suddenly she’s got influence.”

Sheri’s gaze darkened. “A ghost with a law degree. Perfect cover for someone who never needed to practice law, because she was never really a lawyer at all. What was her maiden name?”

“Grafton,” Jerry said. “I’ve already asked David to start feeding names and companies into Popeye. I need to get him the list ASAP.”

“Then let’s build it.” Sheri leaned in. “Debbie Walton, aka Debbie Grafton. Add DTP Consulting. And anyone else who smells off.”

They spent the next fifteen minutes brainstorming every name and company worth feeding to the AI: Max, Beth, Tanya, Elliot Drake, every face from the anonymous emails, every person in the Grand Prix photos. Jerry attached the cropped images and hit send.

As the message left, Sheri asked, “What do you know about this person who’s been emailing you? What do they get out of helping?”

“I honestly don’t know,” Jerry shrugged. “But it’s more than just a concerned citizen.”

Sheri frowned. “I don’t like unknowns, but so far they’ve been helpful. Shame you can’t reply.”

“Yeah,” he said with another shrug. “Thinking the same thing. Let’s just get this to David and go from there.”

Jerry left Sheri’s office and stepped into the long corridor. He had barely gone three paces when he almost ran into Tanya Portland at the elevators.

“Oh, Jerry, hey, just the person I wanted to speak to.” Tanya gave him a smooth, professional smile. “Listen, it seems Pavla was playing us all for fools. She tried to screw you, that was clear, and when Marta was about to uncover it, she tried to kill her. I spoke to Max and, of course, he was horrified. We’re looking to put a nice bonus in your next pay check, a little thank-you for understanding and an apology for the suspension. We’re good, right?”

The elevator pinged. Jerry stepped inside slowly, letting Tanya follow. “Erm, well, sure. I’m just glad I had that camera there.”

“Yeah! Good thinking on your part.” She grinned as the doors closed. “Listen, I know about the fact that you and Sheri… you know, you’ve been playing again. And look, it’s two consenting adults. It’s none of the company’s business.” The elevator opened on his floor. “I’ll come with you to your office. We’ll finish this conversation there.”

They walked down the corridor. “Are you suggesting that others might have a problem with it?” Jerry asked. “That I might have a different HR issue?”

“No! No, definitely not.”

As they stepped into Maggie’s area, Jerry gave the older woman a quick look and glanced at her IP phone. Maggie smirked knowingly and tapped the record button.

Inside his office, Jerry sat behind the desk. Tanya closed the door, then unzipped her skirt in one smooth motion. It dropped to the floor, revealing black stockings and a shiny black thong. She hooked a finger in the fabric, pulling it aside to reveal a pierced clitoris.

“Why don’t you come here and show me just how good that mouth is?”

“Hmm… tempting, but I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“I think you want to. Come on, sissy. Come be a good girl for Mistress.” She stepped closer.

“I really think we should remain colleagues.”

“So you’ll go down on your ex-wife before you’ll go down on me?” Tanya snapped, anger flashing. “What the fuck?”

“You’re a lawyer,” Jerry said calmly, “and while I think you’re a beautiful woman, I don’t think it would be smart to get my DNA on your pussy. Besides, even if your motives were honourable, which I doubt, Maggie is recording this whole interaction right now. She records everything so she can write it up later. I could obey you, but then you’d lose all your leverage.”

Tanya’s face went red. For a moment she looked caught, but instead of backing down she doubled down, raising her voice so the microphone would catch every word.

“There’s no trick here, and for anyone listening, I fully consent. I heard you’re a good pussy-licker and a submissive, so be a good sissy for me and come lick my pussy. I don’t care who is listening.”

Jerry smirked. “Sure. Fine. As you wish, Mistress.”

He slid from his chair, dropped to his knees, and crawled forward. Tanya’s breath hitched in triumph as he pressed his mouth to her. She tasted clean, sharp, and unmistakably wet.

Even as his tongue began to work, Jerry kept his eyes open, watching the flashing red light on the phone, watching the faint tremor in Tanya’s thighs, watching the exact moment her supposed victory started to feel like a very expensive mistake.


Twenty-Eight

Maggie closed the door the moment Tanya left, the click a punctuation to the end of Tanya, the last clutch of the straws perhaps.

She had once been strikingly attractive, slender, with generous breasts that turned heads in her younger years, but time had softened her edges. Jerry knew the story: her husband had promised to follow her to Prague, only to call months later and admit he’d met someone else. Since then Maggie had carried herself with a quiet, self-deprecating nervousness, as if she no longer believed she deserved to be noticed.

“I sent you the recording,” she said, a nervous giggle escaping. “Well done, boss. You got her!”

“It was obvious she was trying to trap me,” Jerry replied softly, gesturing to the chair opposite his desk. “She’s panicking now.” He took a breath, then told her everything he knew about the conspiracy, the code changes under his name, the planned shareholder meeting, Popeye and Titan already working in parallel to map connections and build a prosecutable case file.

Maggie listened with wide eyes, twisting her hands in her lap. When he finished, she nodded quickly. “We’re going to need a counter-presentation for Sheri to give the board tomorrow. They’re expecting bad news about Titan. We’ll give them something else entirely.”

“Sure,” Maggie said, her voice a little shaky but eager. “I’m here for you.”

Jerry studied her for a moment, the salmon-coloured high-neck blouse, the long white skirt that hid her figure, and felt a sudden, genuine surge of affection mixed with something warmer.

“Maggie… if you want, I’d like to offer you what I just gave Tanya.”

The sixty-year-old assistant blushed crimson, a nervous laugh bubbling up. “Oh, you don’t want an old thing like me…”

“I wouldn’t offer if I didn’t mean it,” he said gently.

She sat frozen for several seconds, lips pursed, clearly battling old insecurities. Then, with a shy, almost disbelieving smile, she stood, walked to the door, and turned the lock. Her hands trembled slightly as she unzipped her skirt and let it fall, revealing a long white satin underskirt. She folded the outer skirt neatly on the small sofa, then pushed the underskirt and her white satin-and-lace briefs down together.

What emerged was surprisingly youthful, a neat strip of blonde hair above smooth, pink lips that still looked soft and inviting.

Jerry stood. Before he could move closer, Maggie whispered, voice small and hopeful, “Just one favour?”

“Anything.”

“Kiss me first?”

“Of course.”

He pulled her into his arms. Their kiss was surprisingly tender; Maggie moaned softly against his mouth, the sound full of long-denied need. When he finally slid down her body and pressed his lips to her slit, she dropped back onto the sofa with a satisfied gasp, a dreamy smile spreading across her face.

“Oh… it’s been so long,” she sighed, eyes fluttering shut.

She came quickly but quietly, a soft, squirming orgasm that rolled through her like a gentle wave. While he licked her she had undone her blouse and freed one heavy breast, rolling the nipple between her fingers with quiet desperation.

When it passed, she was breathing hard, cheeks flushed. “That was so nice of you,” she said, almost apologetically. “Nice of you to treat an old lady like that.”

“Please,” Jerry chuckled, wiping his mouth. “I enjoyed it. And if I keep my job… I’d like us to have some fun together more often.”

As she pulled her skirt back on, Maggie gave him a coy, almost girlish smile. “I’d like that, Jerry.”

“Come see me later,” he winked. “For now, help me with the presentation prep. We’re going to bring the house down tomorrow.”

The door had only just been unlocked when it opened again. Maggie, still buttoning her blouse, ran straight into Marta, bandage prominent on her head. The younger woman took one look at Maggie’s flushed face and messy hair, then grinned appreciatively.

“Good, isn’t he?”

“Very,” Maggie whispered, blushing furiously as she slipped out.

Marta chuckled and dropped into a chair. “Good to see you back, boss.”

“Good to see you alive,” Jerry replied. “Shouldn’t you be resting?”

“What, and miss all the action? After last night I want revenge.” Her eyes were bright despite the bandage. She was a fighter; the brutal self-defence had clearly shaken her, but it hadn’t broken her.

Jerry brought her up to speed. When he mentioned Tanya’s visit, Marta made a face. “Urgh. You ate that demon’s pussy?”

“She’s a good-looking woman,” he laughed.

“If you like evil…” Marta smirked, then stood. “I’ll go help David. The sooner Popeye gives us something, the better.”

She paused at the door, turning back with a wicked little grin. “How’s your jaw?”

Jerry burst out laughing. “After everything you’ve taken for me, I think I can handle a little pain.”

“Excellent.” She sat back down, hiked up her short blue skater skirt, and tugged her panties aside.

Three women in less than an hour, Jerry thought as he knelt. Must be some kind of record.

He pressed his mouth to her with the same focused enthusiasm he always gave, proud of the reputation he was earning.

Halfway through, the door opened again. Sheri stepped in, smiling. “Maggie gave me the okay,” she said, locking the door behind her. She began unbuttoning her blouse as she crossed the room. “Glad to have you back with us, Marta. Feeling okay?”

Marta’s smirk faltered for the first time. She pulled back slightly from Jerry’s mouth, breath uneven. “Physically? Yeah. But… they told me Pavla’s dead. Bled out by the river.” Her voice cracked on the last word. She looked away, jaw tight, eyes suddenly glistening. “I didn’t want to kill her. I just… I stabbed her to stop her from caving my skull in with that pipe. I can still hear the sound it made when it hit me. Still feel the blood spraying across my face. I keep replaying it, the way she screamed, the way she limped away leaving that red trail. I defended myself. I know that. But I killed someone, Jerry. A woman I worked with. She tried to murder me and I… I ended her.”

The room went still. Sheri crossed to her immediately, sitting beside her on the arm of the chair and pulling Marta into a gentle hug. “Hey… listen to me. You didn’t choose this. She made the choice to come at you with a weapon. You were fighting for your life. That’s not murder, that’s survival. The guilt is going to sit heavy for a while. That’s normal. But don’t let it eat you alive. You’re still here. That’s what matters.”

Marta nodded against Sheri’s shoulder, but her voice was small. “Doesn’t make the nightmares any quieter. Or the fact that I keep seeing her face every time I close my eyes.”

Jerry stayed on his knees, one hand resting gently on Marta’s thigh. “We’re all in this together now. You defended yourself, and you bought us the time we needed. That DLL you installed? That footage you saved? It might be what saves all of us. Take the win where you can. And if the weight gets too much… we’re here. No judgment.”

Marta let out a shaky breath, then managed a weak smile. “Thanks. Both of you.” She wiped her eyes quickly, then looked down at Jerry with a touch of her old fire returning. “Now finish what you started before I lose my nerve entirely.”

Jerry gave her thigh a reassuring squeeze and lowered his mouth again. What had started as a simple pussy-licking session quickly became something far more tangled, three bodies, soft moans, and the wet sounds of pleasure filling the office. With Jerry’s cock still locked in its cage from earlier, it felt almost like he was merely the devoted servant to two beautiful women lost in each other.

The AIs would need time to finish their work.

This, Jerry decided as Sheri’s fingers threaded through Marta’s hair and pulled her closer, was an excellent way to pass it, and maybe, just maybe, a way for Marta to feel something other than the cold weight of what she’d been forced to do.

As Jerry licked and suckled at Marta’s clit, his eyes flicked upward, watching her do the same to Sheri. The sight was electric, raw, frantic, intoxicating, yet a sharp thread of guilt twisted through the pleasure. Katerina wasn’t here. She had no idea any of this was happening. He had simply assumed she would be okay with it.

“Next time,” Sheri gasped after they came, still catching her breath, “we do this in my office.”

“Why?” Marta asked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

“I have a strap-on up there.”

Marta laughed, a bright, genuine giggle that cut through the tension like sunlight. “Thanks, but I’m okay with oral.”

“Oh!” Sheri realised the misunderstanding and grinned wickedly. “No, for Jerry. You can watch me peg him while he goes down on you.”

Marta’s eyes sparkled. “I’d love to see that. Thank you!”

After Marta left, Sheri’s smile faded. She leaned against the desk, arms crossed.

“I have news.”

“Go on.”

“DTP Consulting,” Sheri said slowly. “Deborah. Tanya. Patricia. Consulting.”

Jerry’s eyebrows rose. “Huh… Okay, I’ll bite. Who’s Patricia?”

Sheri’s lips curved into a dark little smile. “You’re going to love this. Patricia Merriman. Wife of the late Payton Merriman Senior.”

Jerry sat up straighter. “Not Junior?”

“No. Senior. The founder. The one who died in the yachting accident.”

That was odd. Everyone knew Payton Merriman Junior had inherited the controlling stake in ConsutechPOS. The wife shouldn’t have been anywhere near the corporate structure.

“Did Merriman Senior remarry?” Jerry asked.

“No. That’s the thing. Patricia is Junior’s mother.”

They both fell silent, letting the implication settle. The mother of ConsutechPOS’s majority owner was somehow tied to DTP Consulting, the same shadowy firm linked to Debbie and Tanya.

“What do all these women have in common?” Sheri murmured.

Jerry leaned forward and started typing. “Who is Tanya dating?”

“She’s not,” Sheri replied. “She doesn’t date. She plays the field, keeps men on the hook, never commits.”

“One of them isn’t Payton Merriman Junior, is it?”

“Could be. Let’s check.”

Jerry pulled up images of the twenty-five-year-old heir. There wasn’t much, a handful of sterile business photos and one buried college party shot from years earlier. In it, Payton was holding a red Solo cup high, arm slung around a striking goth girl: black hair, black lipstick, fishnet stockings, dangerous smile.

“She’s hot,” Sheri noted.

“She is… but look at her profile now.” Jerry clicked through to the old Instagram account. The girl had reinvented herself as Goddess Fawn Blackheart, “Boss bitch, power slut, mattress actress.” Her feed was full of strap-on videos, public humiliation scenes, and demands for tributes.

Jerry leaned back. “He has a type.”

“Indeed,” Sheri said, eyes narrowing. “But I wonder…”

He searched Patricia Merriman next. The photos from charity galas and corporate events showed a woman in her late fifties: long leather skirts, structured corsets, severe black designer dresses. To the untrained eye she looked like a powerful business matriarch. To anyone who had spent time in the scene, the aesthetic screamed dominant.

Sheri stared, then suddenly gasped. “No. No, no, no, she wouldn’t!”

“I think she would,” Jerry chuckled darkly.

“Her own son? Noooo!”

“Yep.” Jerry tapped the screen. “And now ask yourself: what’s the common denominator?”

They sat in heavy silence. Sheri finally dropped her head with a sigh. “Mark.”

The name landed like a stone in still water.

“But how do you connect Patricia and Tanya?” she asked. “Mark knows both of them now, but how did they meet originally?”

Jerry had already pieced that part together. “Tanya lives in New York. You lived in New York. I think it’s likely Tanya and Mark were having an affair while you were still together.”

“That fucking bastard,” Sheri whispered, but there was more resignation than rage in her voice. “He facilitated all of this.”

“Probably. But I have a feeling Debbie is the one who kicked everything off, likely on Max’s behalf.”

Something still didn’t add up. They were circling the truth, close enough to feel its heat, but the final piece, the real common thread that bound Debbie, Tanya, Patricia, and Mark together, remained just out of reach.

It would take a little longer. When it finally clicked, Jerry suspected it would change everything.


Twenty-Nine

It was gone five when Popeye began spitting out report after report on each name they had fed it. David gathered the team in a private meeting room on the fourth floor. Jerry, Sheri, Marta, and Maggie crowded around the large screen, scrolling through the dense connections the AI had uncovered. To Jerry’s quiet pleasure, Katerina slipped in just before six carrying bags of takeout, Thai from their favourite spot, and quietly joined the effort, pulling up a chair beside him without a word.

Although Tanya couldn’t see inside the room, she knew exactly who was in there. For the first time all week, real nervousness crept into her chest. Nothing was going according to plan. Someone had leaned hard on the Indian professional services team during the day; the unauthorised change to the Dynatrak code for Sunwing had been quietly reversed and redeployed. Sheri had signed off on it personally. With Max still in the air, there was no one higher who could have stopped her.

Still, Tanya had a job to do. She knocked once, then opened the door. David moved fast, switching the screen to a harmless spreadsheet of numbers.

“Sheri, sorry to interrupt,” Tanya said with a smooth smile. “The dinner…”

“Oh yeah, carry on without me, guys. You’ve got this.” Sheri grabbed her handbag and followed Tanya out.

“What were you covering in there?” Tanya asked in the elevator, trying to sound casual.

“The delay in Titan and how we might recover,” Sheri replied with an exaggerated sigh. “Honestly, it could set us back months.”

“The workaround didn’t work?” Tanya asked, then immediately regretted it. She shouldn’t have known about any workaround.

“No,” Sheri said flatly. “Nothing worked. We’re stuck.”

“Damn. That ain’t good.” But inside, Tanya felt a wave of relief. At least one piece was still on track.

Outside the building, a sleek black S-Class Mercedes waited, engine purring. The ten-minute ride to the Michelin-starred restaurant passed in near silence.

Sheri remembered the old Max, the one she had first met years ago when Meridian was still a scrappy three-hundred-person outfit. Back then he wore hoodies and tie-dye, preached about cheap cheesesteaks (“The secret is cheap ingredients, the cheese should never have seen a cow!”), and genuinely hated private jets as grotesque excess. Then the marriage to Beth collapsed, and everything changed. Expensive suits. Expensive dinners. The private jet he once mocked became routine. And with it came the trophy wife.

Now here he was, or rather, here they were.

The car glided to a stop outside the restaurant. Max was already waiting on the pavement, Debbie at his side in a tight red silk dress that left little to the imagination. Her blonde hair spilled over bare shoulders.

“Sheri!” Debbie squealed, rushing forward and air-kissing both cheeks. “Mwah! Mwah! You look so gorge! How are you?”

“Great, thanks, Debbie.” Sheri shook Max’s hand. “Max, always a pleasure. How was the trip?”

“Long. Need to do something about our salespeople. Fucking box-pushers, the lot of them.” Max didn’t wait for a reply. He turned on his heel and strode inside, waving impatiently for the maître d’. The moment they reached the table he snapped his fingers. “Bring me a Negroni, make it strong. And keep them coming. I don’t want to see an empty glass tonight.”

The waiter nodded crisply and disappeared. Max dropped into his chair like he owned the restaurant, loosening his tie with a theatrical sigh.

“Enough small talk,” he said, already scanning the wine list even though the first drink hadn’t arrived. “I want to get the annoying stuff out of the way before we eat. What the fuck is going on with Titan?”

Here it was.

Sheri affected a heavy sigh and a frustrated shake of her head. “It’s not good, Max. When you brought me on, you said these people knew what they were doing. But this interface mess… it’s going to take ages. I gave them a solid idea, use another AI tool to build the translators, but they screwed that up too.”

Max sipped the Negroni the instant it touched the table, then immediately gestured for another. “This isn’t good. The board wants a demo tomorrow. They’ve already seen the basic one.”

“What do you want me to say? I’ve put together a presentation showing the projections. A few more months and we should be at eighty percent capacity.”

“Let’s hope the board buys it,” Max muttered, gulping half the second drink in one go. “Focus on Dynatrak 2.0. Talk about how big that could be. And make it sound expensive, these people only respect numbers with commas.”

He was drinking fast, faster than Sheri had ever seen. Arrogance rolled off him in waves, the old hippie idealism long buried under layers of private jets, Michelin stars, and the constant need to remind everyone he was the one in charge.

They ordered, and Debbie leaned forward with a bright, predatory smile. “Enough work talk. Tell me about seeing your ex-husband again! You’re kinky, right? Did you make him kneel for you?”

Sheri leaned back in her chair, letting a slow, wicked smile spread across her face. She could feel the shift in the air, Debbie’s hungry curiosity, Tanya’s calculating interest, and Max’s sudden, visible discomfort. Perfect. If they wanted to play the kink card, she would sell it harder than they expected.

“Oh, Debbie,” Sheri purred, voice low and intimate, “you have no idea how much fun I’ve had this week. The moment I walked into that office and saw Jerry again… God, it was like stepping back into the best parts of our marriage. I didn’t even have to ask. One look, one word, and he was on his knees in my office, tongue buried between my legs before the door even clicked shut.”

Debbie’s eyes widened with delight. “No way! Right there? In the building?”

“Mm-hmm. And that was just the warm-up.” Sheri took a deliberate sip of wine, letting the pause stretch. “The real prize has been breaking in his new wife. Katerina. Czech hockey-team PR girl, tight little body, pierced everything, thinks she’s the one in control. I had Jerry bring her into it last night. Made him dress her up in the old lingerie he used to wear for me, then I sat on his face while she rode my strap-on. She came so hard she couldn’t even speak. Called me Mistress the whole time.”

Tanya leaned forward, elbows on the table, a sharp little smile playing on her lips. “You got the wife to submit that fast? Impressive. Most new cucks fight it for weeks.”

Sheri shrugged, casual as if discussing quarterly numbers. “She was already halfway there. Jerry’s been feeding her the fantasy for months, the usual pathetic-husband-watches-his-wife-get-fucked routine. I just accelerated it. Last night I had her bent over the bed, strap-on balls-deep in her ass while Jerry licked my clit from underneath. She was sobbing with how good it felt. Kept begging me to make him watch every time I come inside her.”

Debbie let out a delighted little squeal. “Holy shit, Sheri! You’re turning his whole marriage into your personal playground. Does he cry when you fuck her?”

“Every single time,” Sheri said with a soft laugh. “And the best part? Katerina’s starting to like it more than he does. She’s already texting me dirty little ideas for next week. I think by the end of the month I’ll have her pegging him while I sit on his face and tell him exactly how much better real cock feels.”

Max shifted in his seat, jaw tight. He drained the second Negroni in one long pull and raised the empty glass at the waiter without a word. When the fresh drink arrived he took it immediately, but his eyes stayed fixed on the tablecloth, refusing to meet anyone’s gaze. The old hippie who once preached free love now looked like a man watching his own funeral.

Tanya tilted her head, studying Sheri with open fascination. “And Jerry just… lets you? No pushback? I figured after the divorce he’d grown a spine.”

Sheri waved a hand dismissively. “Pushback? He’s been hard the entire time. The second I snap my fingers he drops. It’s almost too easy. The only complication is how much Katerina is enjoying it. She’s got real dominant energy once you unlock it. I’m thinking of letting her borrow my strap-on next time so she can fuck him while I film it for the three of us to watch later.”

Debbie clapped her hands together, practically bouncing in her seat. “You have to send us the video! Max, wouldn’t that be hot? Watching little Jerry get railed by his own wife while Sheri directs the show?”

Max gave a noncommittal grunt and took another heavy swallow. A bead of sweat had formed at his temple despite the air-conditioned room. “Can we talk about something that actually matters?” he muttered, voice rough. “The board meeting tomorrow —”

Debbie rolled her eyes and turned back to Sheri, ignoring him completely. “So is Katerina going to move in with you two eventually? Or are you keeping her as the side-piece cuckoldress?”

Sheri smiled sweetly, letting the fantasy unfurl like a weapon. “We’ll see. Right now she’s still playing the loyal wife in public. But privately? She’s already making Jerry clean cream-pies out of her while Mark fucks me in front of him. The three of us are going to have a lot of fun breaking that boy completely.”

Max’s glass hit the table a little too hard. He signalled for another drink without looking up.

Tanya’s eyes glittered with something between admiration and calculation. “You really think you can pull the wife that deep into it? Most women get possessive.”

“Not when they discover how much they like being the one holding the leash,” Sheri replied smoothly. “Katerina’s a natural. By the end of the month, I’ll have both of them trained so well they’ll thank me for every new humiliation.”

Debbie laughed, loud and delighted. Max, however, simply stared into his fresh Negroni like it might swallow him whole. The arrogant CEO who had demanded drinks “keep coming” now looked like a man who desperately wished the night would end.

Sheri hid her smile behind her wine glass. Let them think she was distracted by sex and revenge. The more they believed she was playing their game, the less they would see the trap closing around them.

After the plates were cleared, expensive cuts of beef and delicate seafood that Max barely touched, he drained yet another Negroni and waved the waiter away with an impatient flick of his wrist. The arrogance that had fuelled the evening was starting to fray at the edges, replaced by something heavier.

“My fucking ex will be there tomorrow,” he announced, voice thick with drink. “I want to make sure she is not on my back. Keep it on track with Dynatrak. By the way, what’s going on with the girl who was hit over the head?”

Before Sheri could answer, Tanya leaned in smoothly, her tone clipped and professional. “It seems Pavla and some local guy in China hacked Dynatrak to sell it to a Chinese company. Not sure which one, but they tried to frame Jerry.”

Sheri watched Max’s face carefully. For a split second his expression went blank, not calculating, not angry, just… empty. As if the words had landed in a foreign language he didn’t quite understand. He blinked once, then reached for the fresh drink that had magically appeared.

“Hacked?” he muttered, swirling the dark liquid. “Jesus. That’s… messy. Pavla always seemed competent. Quiet, but competent.” He took a long swallow. “We’ll have to spin it as an isolated incident. Some rogue employee. Can’t let the board think the whole tech side is compromised.”

Sheri’s mind raced. Max wasn’t acting. The confusion in his eyes looked genuine. He genuinely seemed oblivious to the China angle, or at least to how deep it went. The man who had built the company from nothing now sat here, demanding drinks and complaining about his ex-wife, while the people around him quietly dismantled everything he had created.

It would explain so much. The erratic decisions. The sudden hiring of Sheri. The way he seemed to be sleepwalking through his own downfall. Perhaps Debbie, or whoever was really pulling the strings, had been feeding him just enough information to keep him compliant without ever letting him see the full picture. Max wasn’t the architect. He was the useful idiot. The figurehead whose signature still carried weight and whose ego made him easy to manipulate.

Tanya jumped in again, smooth as ever. “We’re already containing it. Jerry’s been cooperative, and the bonus should keep him quiet. The important thing is tomorrow’s presentation stays focused on Dynatrak 2.0 and the bright future. No one needs to hear about interface delays or… unfortunate incidents.”

Max nodded slowly, eyes glassy. “Good. Keep it clean. Beth will be looking for any excuse to crucify me. Just… make Titan sound like it’s still on track. A few months. That’s all we need.”

Sheri forced herself to nod along, keeping her expression concerned but competent. Inside, the pieces were snapping together faster than ever. If Max truly didn’t know about the Dynatrak sabotage, then the real players, Debbie, Tanya, Patricia, and whoever else was behind DTP Consulting, had been running a shadow operation right under his nose. Using his authority, his money, and his marriage as cover.

She took a measured sip of wine and smiled at Max with just the right amount of sympathy.

“Don’t worry,” she said softly. “I’ll handle the board. Dynatrak 2.0 will shine. And whatever mess Pavla left behind… we’ll clean it up quietly.”

Max raised his glass in a sloppy toast, already signalling for another round.

“To cleaning up messes,” he slurred.

Sheri clinked her glass against his, but her eyes met Tanya’s across the table for the briefest moment. In that glance she saw calculation, not camaraderie.

The real mess, Sheri realised, was only just beginning.


Thirty

When Sheri arrived back at the office, she walked straight into controlled chaos. The team was hammering away at laptops, voices overlapping in excited bursts. Even Katerina sat at a desk, scrolling through a screen with a huge, predatory smile. The energy in the room was electric, like a newsroom that had just stumbled onto the story of the decade.

Sheri carried takeout coffee for everyone. As she handed out the cups, her eyes caught a scribbled note on the whiteboard:

MERRIMAN IN SG OFF??? IRVINE CONFIRMED!!!

“Wait,” Sheri murmured. “Merriman Junior was in the Singapore office?”

“Nope,” Jerry said. “Patricia was there with Mark. Eric sent over a photo of the sign-in sheet.”

“Well get this,” Sheri began, setting her own coffee down. “I think Tanya was a professional dominatrix while she was at college.”

Marta rolled her eyes. “Jeez, no shit, Sherlock.”

“Excuse me?” Sheri gasped.

“Popeye found all that hours ago. Catch up.” Marta spun her laptop toward Sheri. The screen displayed archived online adverts. Popeye had done its job thoroughly.

GODDESS RILEY – SPECIALIST IN FINANCIAL DOMINATION, RACK BDSM, PIERCING, WATERSPORTS, FISTING, PEGGING, FORCED FEMINIZATION

The picture was grainy, but it was unmistakably Tanya, much younger, but the sharp features and confident smirk were the same. So she had been a dominatrix, and probably never stopped. Sheri clicked the next archived page.

MISTRESS DREAD – FINDOM, WHIPPING, PISS-PLAY, ANAL, SISSY ROLEPLAY, CUCKPLAY, RUIN – BOOK ME AT YOUR OWN RISK!!!

“Well, well, well,” Sheri chuckled darkly. “I guess we should be calling you Debbie Dread, rather than Debbie Walton.”

The connection between Tanya and Debbie was now undeniable. But what solidified everything were the early press clippings of Max’s very public affair with Debbie. At the time, Max wasn’t yet a major name, so the story hadn’t made front-page news, but it was enough. The photos showed a much younger Debbie on Max’s arm, and the timeline matched perfectly with when Max had begun to change, the shift from laid-back hippie CEO to something colder, more calculating.


TECH CEO MAXWELL WALTON PICTURED WITH UNKNOWN BLONDE BOMBSHELL – FRIEND OR MORE???

By Clint King, Business & Capital Weekly

New York – October 12, 2019

Tech titan Maxwell “Max” Walton, the reclusive founder and CEO of Meridian Dynamics, was spotted last night at an exclusive industry fundraiser in Manhattan with a stunning blonde companion who is definitely not his wife, Elizabeth Walton.

The 51-year-old software mogul, once known as the laid-back “hippie CEO” who built a fast-growing empire on privacy-focused surveillance tech, arrived arm-in-arm with the mystery woman, who turned heads in a daring black latex mini-dress that left little to the imagination. Sources close to the event tell BC Weekly the pair were inseparable all night, with Walton appearing unusually attentive and physical, laughing and whispering in her ear.

Walton’s wife, Elizabeth (Beth), was notably absent. The couple, who have been married for nearly two decades and share a reputation for low-key, family-oriented living, have been the picture of domestic stability, or so the PR machine would have us believe.

This latest sighting raises fresh questions about the stability of the Walton marriage and the direction of Meridian Dynamics, whose flagship product Dynatrak continues to expand rapidly amid growing privacy debates. Insiders say the company is on the cusp of major new developments, but with whispers of internal shifts and a surprise leadership reshuffle, some wonder if Walton’s personal life is starting to bleed into the boardroom.

A Meridian Dynamics spokesperson declined to comment, stating only that “Mr Walton’s private life is private.” Elizabeth Walton could not be reached for comment.

BC Weekly will continue to monitor this developing story. Is the “hippie CEO” finally living up to his rock-star reputation, or is something more complicated at play behind the closed doors of one of tech’s most secretive empires?

Photos: Maxwell Walton and blonde companion at last night’s fundraiser. Click to enlarge.

Sheri read and re-read the article, clicking through the grainy photos. Debbie looked noticeably different back then, her clothes trashier, cheaper, the heavy make-up and provocative poses screaming for attention. This wasn’t a simple boyfriend-girlfriend fling. It had the unmistakable stink of financial domination taken to an extreme.

“Hey, this guy Clint gets around,” Sheri noted, still scrolling.

“I’m expecting a callback from him,” Jerry replied, face buried in his monitor.

“Why?”

“Popeye found a promised headline on something involving Payton Merriman Junior. It was supposed to run in a different rag when Clint worked there. Then suddenly the article vanished, Clint got fired, and now he’s slumming it at this two-bit online sheet. Smells like Daddy Merriman made a stink, killed the story, and got the reporter canned.”

Sheri nodded; it sounded exactly like something a rich, protective father would do. “What was the article about?”

“That’s why I’m waiting for King to call me back. He wasn’t in the office when I phoned earlier.”

“Will he call back?” she asked.

Jerry gave her an incredulous look. “The guy just slandered me online. I think he’ll want to hear my rebuttal.”

Sheri snorted. “He didn’t slander you. Most of what he wrote was true.” She laughed, causing David to glance up from his screen. He still wasn’t fully briefed on what was happening behind closed doors, but he had definitely read the article.

“Yeah, well, he’ll call back, and I want to offer him a deal,” Jerry said. “He gives me the details on the pulled article and takes down the one about me. In return, I let him in on the whole story the moment it breaks.”

Sheri mulled it over. “Okay, good idea, but I doubt he’ll kill the article about you. And even if he does, it probably won’t fix the damage.” She smirked. “Oh, and ‘deets’? What are you, twelve?”

“I think you should spank him,” Katerina said suddenly.

Everyone stopped working and stared at her.

“What?” Katerina shrugged. “We’re all thinking it.”

“We really weren’t,” David replied dryly.

“Well, take him out and spank him,” Katerina added, making Marta and Sheri burst out laughing.

“Tell you what, Katka,” Sheri said, still grinning, “let’s sort all this out first. Then we can all go to town on him.”

“Not me,” David muttered.

“You weren’t invited,” Marta shot back.

Just then Jerry’s phone rang.

“Speak of the devil,” Jerry told the room before answering and hitting speakerphone. “Clint, thanks for calling me back.”

“Hey, hey, Jerry Evans! You’ve made me very popular, my man. No hard feelings, I hope.” The thick Texan accent grated on Jerry more than usual.

“Let’s just see how this call goes,” Jerry replied coolly.

“Okay, shoot. What can I do you for?”

“Well, I’m hoping you can tell me a little bit about Payton Merriman Junior.”

The line went dead silent. Jerry waited deliberately. When Clint finally spoke, the earlier excitement had drained from his voice. “What d’ya wanna know?”

“You wrote an article for the Dallas Wire that was teased online, but it never published. Then you got the can soon after. I want to know why.”

Another long pause. “Ain’t nothin’ I can tell you about that.”

“Yeah, I think you can. But how about this? Stop me if I’ve missed something.” Jerry leaned forward. “You caught wind that Payton Merriman Junior was fooling around in college. Party boy, frat stuff, going a bit wild. Nice little story, heir to the fortune acting out, especially when campus rape stories were everywhere.

“So you head to Duke, do some digging, pay a few people, and discover the stories aren’t quite what you imagined. Turns out Payton likes the tough ladies. Gets spanked. Classic dominatrix stuff. Who doesn’t, right? Where’s the story in that?

“But it wasn’t just college hijinks, was it? You left that story because it wasn’t anything special. Fast-forward to when Payton starts working for Daddy, fast-tracked to the top. He’s in New York now, and you get word he’s paying a professional dominatrix. That was your story.”

The man on the other end gave a low chuckle, but it sounded forced. “I ain’t said nothin’ so far, have I?”

“Good. So I’ll continue. Turns out Payton wasn’t the one paying for the sessions. His mother was, because she was the one having the affair with the dominatrix. And my guess is that dominatrix was Tanya Portland. How am I doing?”

Silence stretched. Then Clint exhaled. “You done?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay… yeah, I found out Payton liked the tough ladies. Nothing new for CEOs under stress, right? But that wasn’t the real story. This thing was way bigger than some rich kid paying a girl in rubber to spank his ass. I can’t even begin to tell you how much bigger. And if I did, I’d be sued into the ground because I’m still under a fucking gag order. So good luck finishing your story, because it’s a doozy. But you ain’t getting it from me.”

Jerry chuckled. “Oh, but I think I will.”

“Oh yeah? Why’s that?”

“Because when I tell you what’s really going on here, you’ll have the biggest story of your life. And the people holding that gag order over your head? They’ll be too busy fighting jail time to come after you.”

The line went quiet again. When Clint spoke, the old excitement had crept back into his voice. “Okay… tell me what you’ve got, and I’ll tell you mine.”

“Nah. First, I need reassurance you don’t go to press with any of this for the next…” Jerry glanced at the clock. “Twelve hours.”

“Why?”

“Because if you break it too soon, they’ll get away and everything goes to hell.”

“Fine. Deal. Dish.”

“Hold on.” Jerry looked around the room. “I’ve got others here with me, including Sheri Levallin. They all heard you. You go live early, you break this too soon, it will ruin you. I will ruin you.”

Clint gave an exasperated sigh. “Yeah, yeah! What have you got?”

For the next thirty minutes the entire room laid out everything they had uncovered, the code changes, the Singapore trip, the dominatrix history, the financial domination links, the demo room espionage. Sheri’s mouth fell open as pieces she hadn’t known fell into place. The more she heard, the clearer the picture became, right down to her own surprise appointment as CTO.

When they finished, Clint let out a long, low whistle. “And you have hard evidence of all this?”

“We’re waiting for Titan to finish compiling a comprehensive evidence file,” Marta said into the speaker. “That should happen in the next twenty minutes. But honestly, with what we’ve already uncovered, we believe it will be enough to force the shareholders to open their own investigation.”

“Guys… this is fucking huge. This is a bombshell that will rattle the entire industry. Every major outlet is going to jump on this!”

“Which is why you need to hold off until after the investor presentation,” Jerry said firmly.

“Yeah, yeah, but guys, you need to get me into that meeting.”

“It’s in Prague. You won’t make it in time.”

“Shit! Okay, Teams, Zoom, something. Please.”

The room shared a quick look. Sheri nodded. “We’ll set up a camera and send you the link.”

“Yes! Good quality so I can take screenshots.”

“Deal.”

Clint inhaled sharply. Now it was his turn. “So yeah… Payton wasn’t the one paying for the sessions. His mother was, because she was the one having the affair with the dominatrix. And my guess is that dominatrix was your Tanya Portland, right?”

“Check her picture online,” Jerry said.

Keys clicked furiously in the background. “Oh yeah… that’s our girl. And there was a guy who visited too. Someone told me he was their bull, the guy who fucks the…”

“Yeah, we know what that means,” Sheri cut in. “Who was the guy?”

“Dunno. Never checked. Just assumed he was some gigolo they hired for the scene.”

“Look up Mark Levallin,” Sheri said.

“Your husband?” Clint gasped. More typing. Then a stunned pause. “Oh boy… holy shit.”

“And there we have the connection,” Jerry sighed.

Clint stayed on the line as the group continued digging, offering whatever contacts and rumours he could. The scene was set. They were ready. Now all they needed was the final, irrefutable evidence; incriminating emails, documents, anything they could hand to the police.

For that, they only needed a few more minutes.

Because Titan was about to prove its worth, and then some.

Jerry leaned back in his chair for a brief moment, letting the controlled chaos of the room wash over him. Keyboards clacked furiously. Marta muttered under her breath as she refined Popeye’s algorithm. Katerina’s eyes darted across her screen with fierce concentration. David paced behind them, occasionally barking suggestions. Even Sheri had rolled up her sleeves and was cross-referencing timelines on a second monitor.

A quiet wave of vindication rolled through him.

This was his team. These were the people he had chosen, mentored, and fought for. When Max had overlooked him for CTO, when the knives had come out, they hadn’t scattered. They had doubled down. They had stayed.

Pride swelled in his chest; sharp, warm, and surprisingly fierce. He had built something real here. Not just code, not just Titan, but a group that refused to break even when the world tried to break them. For the first time in days, the permanent cage, the public humiliation, the suspension, all of it felt secondary. They were fighting back. And they were winning.

His gaze drifted across the room and landed on Sheri. She looked up at almost the same instant. Their eyes met. No words passed between them. None were needed.

In that single, quiet look, Jerry finally acknowledged what he had been fighting since the moment she walked back into his life; he was glad she was there. Not just because she had skills they desperately needed, but because, despite everything, the pain, the betrayal, the years of resentment, she was still one of the sharpest minds he had ever known. And right now, in this fight, he needed her.

Sheri’s expression softened, just a fraction. A tiny nod, almost imperceptible. She understood.

Then the moment broke. Titan’s progress bar ticked forward another percentage point, and the room surged back into motion.

Jerry straightened in his chair, the weight on his shoulders feeling just a little lighter.

“Come on,” he said, voice steady. “Let’s finish this.”


FRIDAY


Thirty-One

The alarm buzzed with an incessant scream that dragged both of them from sleep. Four hours simply wasn’t enough, but with what waited for them that day, neither wanted to linger in bed.

By the time Jerry and Katerina had finally collapsed the night before, they had assembled everything. It wasn’t just the core team in the office who were ready, Eric Irvine, Justin Ho, and Damon Tan had all been looped in shortly after two in the morning Prague time. When they heard the full story, they burned with a shared desire to bring the corrupt group down.

“You realise that when this breaks, the ripple effect is gonna be felt through the entire market?” Clint King had warned them. “The US economy is on a knife-edge as it is. Everybody’s talking about a possible AI tech bubble burst. This might be the pin that pops it.”

“Which is why this can’t be a fluff piece, Clint,” Sheri had told him firmly. “You need to give this your best. None of that tabloid bullshit. This could make the career you’ve been chasing.”

The Texan had chuckled. “Oh, I’m well aware of that, Sheri. Mark my words, this is gonna be huge for me. But I just wanna make sure we’ve got something solid to come out with.”

“Focus on the corruption, the criminal stuff, not the tech,” Jerry had said. Then he chuckled. “And if you want to help keep the AI bubble from bursting, make sure the piece highlights that it was AI that found the evidence and built the criminal case.”

“That’s a good point,” King noted.

They were ready. They had to be.

When they finally left the office, they had offered Sheri the chance to sleep at their place to avoid Mark, but she worried it would raise suspicions if she suddenly disappeared.

While they finalised the real presentation that night, Sheri had been finalising the fake one, the one that would never be used. It showed personnel issues, tech-stack problems, delays with Titan, and a glossy set of slides hyping Dynatrak 2.0 as pure slideware fluff. She had sent it to Max, CC’ing Tanya to cover the legal angles for the shareholders.

Katerina rolled over in bed, her hand sliding down the satin nightie Jerry was still wearing before cupping the cold metal of his cage. “Urgh, I wish I never put the damned thing on you,” she moaned, eyes still half-closed.

Jerry let out a soft chuckle. He hadn’t expected her resolve to crack so quickly. “Miss sex with me already, huh?”

“Uh, fuck no!” she snapped, eyes suddenly wide open. “But on a tense day like today, you should at least be able to have a wank.”

“Well, I hope this will be the most stressful day of my life,” he said, “because I really don’t want to go through this week again.”

“Yeah, me neither.” She propped herself up on her elbows, studying him. “What do you think will happen to Sheri after this breaks? I doubt she’ll get to keep her job, not if she didn’t earn it on merit in the first place.”

It was something Jerry had thought about the night before, but he hadn’t wanted to put it into words. The truth was that after everything, he still loved his ex-wife, not that he loved Katerina any less, but the week had reminded him that deep down, Sheri was still a good woman.

“She didn’t get it on merit,” Jerry admitted quietly, “but she deserves the job. This week she made the right decisions and, when necessary, got her hands dirty. Not many CTOs would roll up their sleeves and help build servers, but she did. When it came to buying the components and circumventing the red tape, she just went and did it, something I probably wouldn’t have had the guts to do. She deserves the job.”

Katerina smiled and stroked his hair. “She’s a great lay too.” She chuckled. “I’d like her to stay. She brought out a side of me I didn’t know I had, and honestly, I’d like to explore this life with her.”

“Me too,” Jerry admitted. “Things have been… weird at work. Sheri, Marta… huh, even Maggie!”

“Maggie too, huh?” Katerina laughed. “Well, you always were such a gentleman. Good for Maggie.”

“You aren’t angry?”

She shook her head. “No, honey. It’s not about emotion or leaving me or even cheating. You’re providing a service.” She said it proudly. “And you’re having fun doing it.”

Jerry stood and stretched, his skinny frame cracking in several places. Katerina rolled over to check her phone. “It’s a shame you have to go to work today. Would’ve been nice for you to come watch.”

“I think that would raise suspicions,” she mused, opening the hockey team’s social media account. “Oh fuck.”

“What?” Jerry asked, turning to look at her.

She was frowning. “If you can’t come after the husband, go after the wife.” She turned the phone toward him.

HOCKEY TEAM MARKETING HEAD IN SEX SCANDAL – KATERINA EVANS WHIPS HUSBAND AND MADE HIM INTO CD SLUT FOR MEN…

“How did they get these photos?” Jerry asked.

“How do you think?” She frowned. “I guess I wasn’t the only one filming that night.” She noted that Mark’s face had been blurred out.

“Fuck, I hope this doesn’t get you into trouble.”

“It won’t. It’ll get me some flak from the players and staff, but the club won’t care. This isn’t America.”

“I hope not.”

She smiled, leaned over, and kissed him. “Do I look stressed? I don’t care. I’ll own it.” She jumped up and opened her cupboard, pulling out a black PVC mini-skirt and a black corset top. “They want dominatrix? Well, I’ll give them dominatrix.”

“Jesus!” Jerry laughed, walking past her and giving her another quick kiss before heading to the bathroom. Yes, he was the luckiest man in the world. That was for sure.

Suits were not Jerry’s thing. It wasn’t that he disliked them; on his wiry frame he simply looked like a coat hanger wearing expensive fabric. But today he needed to project strength. He chose a dark charcoal suit, crisp white shirt, and a tie that felt like a noose. He kissed Katerina goodbye at the door and headed toward the tram stop.

Driving in Prague made little sense, even though he lived out in the Barrandov district. The public transport was excellent and cheap, while peak-hour traffic turned the city into a parking lot. American colleagues often asked how he managed walking so much. He’d always reply, “I have these two things called legs, they work.” Back in Atlanta, though, he had been no different from them. Walking in the Southern summer heat was miserable, muggy, sweat-soaked, and risky if you took a wrong turn into the wrong neighbourhood and ended up without a wallet.

He stopped at the Starbucks along the route and ordered a lactose-free latte. The coffee at the office was decent, but the milk machine only offered full-fat, something his stomach no longer tolerated.

The moment he stepped into the foyer of the Meridian building, the tension hit him like a wall. Rushed preparations for the noon shareholder presentation filled the marble-floored space, signs going up, large printed banners promoting Dynatrak and Titan, the two flagship products born in the Prague R&D centre. The company made dozens of other tools, but Prague was where the future was being written.

As he stared at the milling staff and contractors, a tap on his shoulder made him turn. Marta stood there, smiling. “I was behind you in the coffee queue and you totally blanked me.”

“Ah, sorry. Mind elsewhere.”

“No worries. I guessed that.” She glanced around the bustling foyer. “Wow, they’re really going all out, huh?”

“Big show for a big event.”

“They don’t realise how big,” she said quietly. “I was thinking, it’s all well and good we’re bringing this lot down, but we don’t have a proper follow-up presentation ready.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, what happens if they want to see what’s next? We should put something together. The real Titan release timeline, realistic sales projections, and a solid plan for Dynatrak 2.0 without Pavla at the helm.”

He nodded. “I was thinking the same thing. I wanted to discuss it with Sheri later, but how would you feel about taking the Product Owner role for Dynatrak 2.0?”

She smiled. “I’d like that. Thanks. David won’t be happy.”

“Ah, he’s got Titan. That’ll keep him busy.” Jerry tapped through the security gate. “Hey, how would you feel about productising Popeye?”

“I was thinking that yesterday. The poor thing kind of deserves it, right?”

“Yeah. I’m thinking a public AI, free to use, just to show the potential. A real rival for the other chatbots out there.”

“Makes sense.” She stepped into the elevator with him. “Fancy a quickie in your office?” she asked, grinning wickedly.

“More like a quickie for you, right?”

“I may work for you, but remember, I’m still a woman. And after what Katka said last night, you are my bitch.”

A smirk formed on Jerry’s face as the elevator ascended. He stepped forward, closing the gap. Marta raised her arms and looped them around his shoulders. They kissed, a deep, passionate embrace that spoke volumes about how far they had come in just a few chaotic days.

“For you, Mistress… anything,” he whispered, kissing her again as she giggled with excited hunger.

They made a beeline for his office, ignoring the rest of the floor. As they stepped into Maggie’s area, however, they found the older woman already waiting by the door. The moment she saw Marta, Maggie froze, cheeks flushing crimson.

“Sorry,” she said softly, twisting her fingers. “I thought you might have a moment for me.”

“Something urgent?” Jerry asked, missing the subtext completely.

“No, no… just continuing the, er, conversation we had yesterday.” Maggie’s blush deepened.

Marta rolled her eyes and grinned wickedly. She grabbed the older woman’s hand. “Come here, you silly thing. It’s exactly why I’m here.” She pulled Maggie inside, locked the door with a decisive click, and turned the key. “Get undressed. We can all have some fun.”

“Oh my… erm, I haven’t been with a… you know… lady before,” Maggie stammered, suddenly shy.

Marta didn’t hesitate. She pounced, crashing her lips against Maggie’s and shoving her tongue deep into the older woman’s mouth. For a split second Maggie stiffened in shock, but then her arms rose, wrapping around Marta as she melted into the kiss, moaning softly into the younger woman’s mouth.

Clothes came off in a frantic rush, buttons popping, zippers rasping, fabric whispering to the floor. Jerry stood transfixed, watching as the two women tumbled onto the sofa and twisted into a sixty-nine. Marta’s face disappeared between Maggie’s soft, pale thighs, tongue lapping noisily at the older woman’s already slick folds. Maggie, trembling, buried her own face between Marta’s legs, licking tentatively at first, then with growing hunger as Marta’s musky, sweet taste flooded her mouth.

“Don’t just stand there, sissy,” Marta snapped, voice muffled against wet flesh. “Get undressed and lick my arsehole at least!”

“Yes, Mistress!” Jerry replied instantly. He stripped down to the pink satin lingerie, the cool fabric sliding against his skin and the unyielding cage. He dropped to his knees behind Marta, spread her firm cheeks, and pressed his tongue flat against her tight, puckered hole. The taste was earthy, slightly salty, intensely intimate. He licked in slow, broad strokes, then circled the rim, pushing the tip inside as Marta moaned loudly into Maggie’s pussy.

The unplanned orgy stretched for a full, glorious half-hour. The air grew thick with the heavy scent of aroused women, musky cunt, sweat, and the faint sweetness of saliva. Wet, obscene sounds filled the office: slurping tongues, gasping moans, the rhythmic squelch of fingers sliding in and out of soaked holes. Maggie came first, thighs clamping around Marta’s head as she cried out, her older body shuddering hard. Marta followed soon after, grinding back against Jerry’s tongue while her own mouth stayed buried in Maggie’s dripping folds.

Jerry took Marta’s place between Maggie’s legs, licking her with long, devoted strokes, savouring the creamy wetness that coated his lips and chin. Maggie, in turn, eagerly licked Marta’s pussy, her tongue clumsy but enthusiastic. The older woman’s soft belly and heavy breasts jiggled with every moan. Jerry’s caged cock throbbed painfully, leaking steadily into the satin, the denial only heightening his desperate arousal.

None of this was anything Jerry had ever imagined happening in the years he had worked in the Prague office, least of all with sweet, ditsy Maggie. Yet rather than feel wrong, it felt strangely right. This was beginning to feel like a workplace benefit, like this wild, shameless indulgence was exactly what his life was meant to include.

It was in that hazy, post-orgasmic glow, Maggie still panting on the sofa, Marta stroking her hair possessively, that Jerry had a moment of crystal clarity about the CTO position. He could never rise to it. Not really. He wanted to explore this side of himself fully, the role of the sissy, the thrill of submission, the freedom of serving. He couldn’t do any of that from a C-level office. Sheri was the right person for the job. In more ways than one.


Thirty-Two

Katerina had a photoshoot scheduled that morning, so instead of heading to the office she made her way to the stadium. The team needed content for the playoff section of the tournament, win or lose, which meant she had to prepare social media posts and video footage.

Her colleague Jana was already waiting outside the stadium. The moment Katerina saw her, she could tell Jana was bursting to speak, tight-lipped smirk, fidgety hands, barely contained glee.

“Go on then,” Katerina said, rolling her eyes.

“Oh my God, who was the guy? Is it true you fuck other men in front of Jerry? And how often do you punish him? Do you make him dress up as a maid and cook and clean and stuff for you? Oh my God, this is so funny!”

Katerina stopped, turned to her younger colleague, and gave her a long, unimpressed stare. “Got that out of your system?”

Jana nodded quickly, still grinning like an idiot.

“Fine,” Katerina sighed. “The guy is called Mark. He’s Jerry’s ex-wife’s husband, an asshole, but an amazing fuck. Yes, I fucked him in front of Jerry. Yes, Mark fucked Jerry on my orders. I’ve punished him once so far, because this is literally the first week we’re doing any of this. And no, I haven’t made him cook and clean yet, but I most likely will, and yes, he’ll be wearing a maid outfit when he does. Happy now?”

“Ecstatic.”

“Good. Can we go to work now?”

“Yes, boss.”

As they walked down the long corridor toward the ice, Katerina saw the stands and lighting rigs being set up for the shoot. Contractors moved around the rink making final adjustments, thankfully oblivious to the morning’s tabloid storm.

Tomas Necas, the head of in-stadium marketing, approached with a broad smile. Tomas was a good guy, short, squat, always in suits, with a thick beard that made him look like a dwarf from Lord of the Rings. She could see immediately that he was dying to say something crude.

“Don’t,” she snapped, raising a hand before he could open his mouth.

“Yes, Mistress!” Tomas clicked his heels together on the ice and gave a theatrical salute, then burst out laughing. “I’m just kidding. Though you did dress the part today, Kaci. Meow!”

“Yeah, well, it’s called owning it.”

“Don’t let the press get to you. It’s tabloid bullshit. They wouldn’t bother if you weren’t the hot chick they all fancy on gameday.”

“I know. But sometimes private should stay private.”

Tomas nodded, hands in his pockets, shuffling on the ice. “How did it even get out?”

“The guy, Mark, he’s an asshole screwing with my husband’s job. They couldn’t get to Jerry, so they came after me.”

“Well, they thought wrong. Chin up. It’ll be fine.”

“I know. I just need to get through the day. I assume the team has plenty of jokes ready.”

Tomas grinned. “I’m sure they’ll be the peak of professionalism.”

“You think so?”

He let out a squeaking burst of laughter. “Hell no!”

“Urgh!” Katerina whined, much to Jana’s amusement. “I guess I should get this over with.”

The moment she pushed open the door to the locker room corridor, she heard frantic shushing. She took a deep breath, rolled her eyes, and stepped inside.

The entire team was waiting, naked except for team towels wrapped loosely around their waists, striking exaggerated poses like a bad calendar shoot.

“Okay, what’s this supposed to be?” she asked, fighting a smile.

“Just wanted to show you that if you need stand-ins for your nights in, plenty to choose from here,” said Martin Spacek, one of the forwards, flexing dramatically.

“Uh-huh.” She pointed at them one by one. “You’re married. You’re married. Girlfriend. Literally just had a kid last week. Married. Married. Girlfriend who’s a supermodel. And gay.”

“I’m not gay!” Patrik Martinec protested to a chorus of laughter.

She raised an eyebrow. “With that hair and moustache? How the fuck is anyone supposed to know?” More laughter rippled through the room. “Guys, yeah, fine, I’m kinky. I only just found out myself this week. But it’s my private life. The guy who leaked the video is an asshole who’s trying to destroy my husband’s career. So there’s that. Let’s focus on the shoot today. And if you lot don’t start playing better, there’ll be a lot more to talk about in here than my sex life. I promise you that.”

The team’s smiles faltered. They dropped their heads, sighing theatrically, then exchanged glances and started snickering again.

“Yes, Mistress!” they suddenly chorused in unison.

“URGH! For fuck’s sake!” Katerina pointed at Honza Rucinsky, a short but muscular young forward she knew was single. “You. I need to talk to you about something. Come here.”

The laughter died down. She led Honza into a small cooldown room and closed the door behind them.

“What’s up?” he asked, assuming it was about the shoot.

“Wanna fuck?” she asked with a wicked grin.

He blinked, processing. Then a slow, eager grin spread across his face. “Seriously?”

She nodded.

He dropped the towel. A thick, heavy cock swung free, already half-hard. “I won’t tell the guys.”

“Ha, I don’t give a fuck. Tell them for all I care. Gonna be a slut, so I’ll own it.”

She grabbed his face with both hands and pulled him toward the massage table. Their mouths crashed together in a hungry, sloppy kiss. Honza’s hands roamed greedily over her body, squeezing her ass through the tight PVC skirt before sliding up to cup her breasts. Katerina moaned into his mouth as she felt his cock thicken and press hot and heavy against her thigh.

She pushed him back onto the table, climbed on top, and straddled his hips. The cool leather creaked under their weight. She ground her already soaked pussy against his thick shaft, coating him in her slickness. The musky scent of her arousal mixed with the faint smell of sweat and ice-rink rubber in the small room.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” Honza groaned, hands gripping her hips.

“Shut up and fuck me,” she ordered, reaching down to guide his cock to her entrance.

She sank down slowly, feeling every inch stretch and fill her. A long, throaty moan escaped her lips as he bottomed out, the head pressing deep against her cervix. The fullness was exquisite, hot, throbbing, slightly painful in the best way. She rocked her hips, riding him with slow, deliberate strokes at first, savouring the wet, obscene sounds of her pussy sliding up and down his shaft.

Honza’s hands moved to her corset, tugging it down to free her breasts. He latched onto one nipple, sucking hard while his other hand slapped her ass. The sting made her clench around him, drawing a deep groan from his throat.

“Harder,” she demanded, bouncing faster now. Her juices coated his balls and dripped down his thighs. The room filled with the wet slap of skin on skin, her moans growing louder and more desperate. She could feel her orgasm building, a tight, coiling heat low in her belly.

Honza thrust up to meet her, pounding into her from below. “Fuck, you’re so tight… so fucking wet…”

She rode him like she was possessed, grinding her clit against his pubic bone with every downward stroke. Sweat beaded on her skin. Her corset creaked. The PVC skirt rode up around her waist, exposing everything.

When she came, it hit her like a freight train. Her whole body seized, thighs clamping around his hips as she cried out, pussy spasming and gushing around his cock. Honza followed seconds later, burying himself deep and flooding her with thick, hot spurts of cum.

They stayed locked together, panting, for a long moment. Katerina leaned down and kissed him again, slower this time, almost tender.

“Thanks,” she whispered against his lips. “I needed that.”

Honza grinned, still catching his breath. “Anytime, boss.”

She climbed off him, feeling his warm cum trickle down her inner thigh. She straightened her skirt, adjusted her corset, and gave him one last wicked smile.

“Back to work.”

Katerina stepped out of the cooldown room, legs still slightly shaky, a warm, secret glow pulsing between her thighs. She had barely taken three steps down the corridor when the locker room door burst open behind her.

Honza’s voice rang out, loud and proud; “Boys, you will not believe what just happened!”

The corridor instantly filled with whoops, jeers, and raucous laughter.

“No fucking way!”

“You lucky bastard!”

“Details, man! Did she ride you like a pony?”

Katerina didn’t stop walking. She didn’t turn around. Instead, a slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. The noise behind her, the crude cheers, the envious catcalls, the sheer masculine excitement, sent a fresh rush of heat straight to her core. Her pussy clenched involuntarily, still slick with Honza’s cum, and a new wave of arousal washed over her.

She felt powerful. Not embarrassed. Not ashamed. Powerful.

She had walked into that locker room as the marketing head who had just been dragged through a tabloid scandal. She was walking out as the woman who had just fucked one of the players and didn’t give a single fuck who knew it. The animal inside her purred with satisfaction.

She glanced over her shoulder just long enough to catch Honza’s grinning face among the half-naked, towel-clad team. He gave her a cheeky thumbs-up. She answered with a slow, deliberate wink, then turned forward again, hips swaying a little more than necessary in the tight PVC skirt.

The jeers followed her down the corridor, growing fainter but no less enthusiastic.

“Legend!”

“Respect!”

“Next time I’m volunteering!”

Katerina’s smile widened into something almost feral. She could feel the cum slowly leaking down her inner thigh, warm and sticky, a filthy reminder of what she had just done. Her nipples were hard against the corset. Her clit throbbed with renewed hunger.

She had never felt more alive.

By the time she reached the ice, the smile was still there, confident, unapologetic, and quietly dangerous. Jana was waiting with the contractors, looking slightly flustered by the noise echoing from the locker room.

“Everything okay?” Jana asked, eyebrows raised.

“Everything’s perfect,” Katerina replied, voice smooth and laced with satisfaction. She adjusted her corset, straightened her skirt, and stepped onto the ice with a newfound swagger.

“Let’s get this shoot done, boys. And make it good, I’m in the mood to celebrate tonight.”

The contractors exchanged confused glances, but Katerina didn’t care. She felt electric. Liberated. The life that had been introduced to her did nothing to bring her shame or embarrassment, but rather a profound sense of freedom, a weight of social pressure lifted, leaving her free to explore her truest sexual self. Jerry was not a hinderance to her freedom, he was the catalyst, and she’d be forever grateful to the love of her life for giving her that.


Thirty-Three

When Sheri came to bed that morning, Mark was fast asleep, snoring loudly and unmoved by her noisy entrance. She didn’t bother being quiet. She no longer cared if he heard her. This would be the last night they slept in the same bed, the last night they would ever share as husband and wife, even unofficially. She hoped that by the next night, he would be in a jail cell.

He woke early, stirring her in the process, but she feigned sleep. He wanted to be up and out quickly, fine by her. At least they wouldn’t have to speak. The moment the door clicked shut behind him, she jumped out of bed and headed straight for the shower, determined to get to the office and get to work.

She arrived to the same manic energy in the foyer that Jerry and Marta had walked into minutes earlier. Rather than head to her own office, she went straight to Jerry’s, only to find the door shut and the unmistakable sound of moaning coming from inside. She considered knocking and asking to join whoever was in there, but then she simply smiled to herself and left them to it.

An email awaited her when she finally sat down and opened her laptop. Tanya had replied after reviewing the slides.

FROM: TANYA PORTMAN (GLOB-LGS) (TPORTMAN8891@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

TO: SHERI LEVALLIN (GLOB-CTO-TECH) (SLEVALLIN9012@MERIDIAN-DYNAMICS.COM)

SUBJECT: RE: CTO Update Slides Shareholder Meeting

Sheri, loved the slides but missing a section about the vulnerability of our systems regarding the hacking by Pavla and the risks. Added considerations to improve that going forward in light of the implications of the Dynatrak system. Can you review?

A thin, knowing smile crossed Sheri’s face. So this was Tanya’s plan. The hack hadn’t worked, Sunwing hadn’t got their solution, but it didn’t matter, because it had been so easy to manipulate the system internally. Anyone could do it, apparently. All bullshit, of course. The hack had been internal, orchestrated through her own manipulation, not some external breach. No amount of added security would fix that. On top of that, the whole scheme had failed because of the internal audit structures already in place.

Still, it got Sheri thinking. The plan to eventually move professional services to Prague had been right all along, even though she now knew it would never have happened if the group had succeeded.

The real challenge with off-shoring to India wasn’t access to good developers, Indians were excellent coders. The issue was cultural. They rarely challenged leadership. They would nod politely and say “yes” even when the specification was incomplete or flawed. In Prague, a developer would look at a half-baked spec and immediately ask what idiot thought it should be coded that way. They questioned, they pushed back, they filled in the blanks.

Sheri reviewed the slides anyway. Tanya had added a litany of concerns about how easily a third party could use someone else’s username to make code changes, and how a build could even go ahead and get installed in the cloud. Sheri just laughed and shook her head at the sheer audacity.

“Yeah, it wasn’t easy to use someone else’s username,” she muttered to herself. “It literally took bribing someone with the promise of a global CTO role and riches to break into someone else’s office, you dozy cunt.”

“Who’s a dozy cunt?” Jerry asked, stepping into her office carrying his own laptop.

“Tanya,” she mumbled.

“We already knew that.”

“Yeah, now she’s added slides to mine about the apparent lack of security leading to the hack. It was apparently altogether too easy.”

“It was. It took finding someone, bribing…”

“I know, I know. But you know what you could try doing, mister tech expert? Lock your fucking computer when you leave your desk.”

Jerry frowned. “Probably a good idea. Listen, speaking of slides, Marta made a good point about having slides ready for after we break the news. The investors are still going to want to hear how things are going to progress. Luckily, I think the original timeline for Titan still stands, and all I would do is show how much sooner we could ramp up marketing.”

“Good idea, but what about Dynatrak 2.0?” she asked. “I haven’t the foggiest what to do there now.”

“The team are still doing the scoping, they didn’t need Pavla. As to leadership, I would propose moving Marta into the Product Owner position, and moving David into the Titan Product Owner position.”

“Yes on Marta, but on David?” She screwed up her face a little.

“David fucked up but he knows he fucked up. He’s still a good guy and I think he’s learned his lesson. Rather than punishing him, let’s show him no hard feelings and give him the bump he needs.”

“Good, that sounds like a plan.” She smiled, but there was a heaviness in it. Jerry could see something was bothering her.

The fact of the matter was, she had worked out that she hadn’t gotten the role on merit, and she firmly believed that the moment all this was over, she’d be moved out, surplus to requirement. She also knew that Jerry should have been promoted in the first place. He should have been CTO.

“It should have been you from the beginning,” she said quietly. “They’ll fire me when all this is done.”

“I won’t let them,” Jerry replied. “Look, yes, the reasons for bringing you in were to distract me from what they did to the code. It didn’t work, but what made things worse for them is that you proved yourself to be far better at the job than they gave you credit for. Mark underestimated you because he is so arrogant that he never noticed how perfect you really are.

“As to me, yes I wanted the CTO role, but I don’t anymore. I want to report to you and I want us to be a team. But I discussed this with Katerina and we want you to stay in our lives. We want you here in Prague. We want to explore this journey you started us on. And for me, I’ve decided I want to try the sissy life, and I can’t do that if I’m a CTO. I need someone to shield me, so that has to be you.”

Sheri just stared at her ex-husband, mouth open in surprise. For the first time in her life, she felt humbled, in awe of someone else. She had arrived in Prague hoping to bring Jerry back into her life, to join her with Mark. In the end, he had brought her into his life, to join with Katerina.

Tears ran down her face as she jumped up and ran to Jerry, kissing him all over. “Thank you, thank you. I love you so much, Jerry. I’ve always loved you.”

“And I love you, Sheri. I never stopped loving you. I was just hurt.”

They hugged tightly, then kissed deeply. He unbuttoned her blouse and sucked on her nipples, drawing them into his mouth one by one, swirling his tongue around the stiff peaks until she moaned and arched her back. He dropped to his knees, pushed her skirt up around her waist, and buried his face between her thighs.

Sheri’s smooth, already-wet pussy greeted him with a warm, musky scent that made his mouth water. He pressed his lips to her outer folds, kissing them softly at first, then dragging his tongue slowly up her slit, tasting the sweet-salty tang of her arousal. She was soaked, her juices coating his tongue and chin as he licked deeper, parting her lips with the flat of his tongue.

“Oh fuck, Jerry…” she gasped, threading her fingers into his hair and pulling him closer.

He licked with long, deliberate strokes, savouring every inch of her. The taste was intoxicating, rich, feminine, slightly tangy, growing stronger as her excitement built. He circled her swollen clit with the tip of his tongue, flicking it gently, then sucking it between his lips, applying just the right amount of pressure. Sheri’s hips bucked, her thighs trembling around his head.

He pushed his tongue inside her, fucking her with it, feeling her inner walls clench and flutter around the wet muscle. Her juices flowed freely now, dripping down his chin and onto the floor. The wet, obscene sounds of his mouth working her pussy filled the office, slurping, sucking, moaning. Sheri’s breathing grew ragged, her moans louder and more desperate.

“Yes… right there… fuck, your tongue feels so good…” she whimpered, grinding against his face.

He moved back to her clit, sucking harder, flicking faster, two fingers sliding easily into her soaked cunt and curling upward to stroke her G-spot. Sheri’s legs shook violently. Her grip on his hair tightened almost painfully as she rode his face and fingers.

“I’m gonna cum… oh God, I’m gonna cum on your face…” she cried out.

Her orgasm hit her hard. Her whole body convulsed, pussy clamping down on his fingers as a hot gush of fluid flooded his mouth. He kept licking and sucking through it, drinking her down, prolonging the pleasure until she was whimpering and pushing his head away, oversensitive and breathless.

Sheri slumped back in her chair, chest heaving, a dazed, blissful smile on her face. Jerry looked up at her from between her thighs, his face glistening with her juices, lips swollen and shiny.

She reached down, cupped his cheek, and whispered, “I love you. I never stopped.”

Jerry kissed the inside of her thigh softly. “I love you too, Sheri. We’re going to fix this. Together.” He smiled, lifting his head.

A pretty red-head in a tight skirt-suit stood leaning against the doorframe, arms folded, watching with a knowing smirk.

“Don’t stop on my account,” the woman said firmly, her crisp public-school British accent cutting through the room.

“Hello, Beth,” Jerry grinned, still on his knees. “I was wondering if you’d stop by. Thanks for the emails, by the way.”

“My pleasure. I do hope they helped?” Beth smirked.

“Oh, they helped a lot.” He rose smoothly to his feet.

Sheri looked confused as she quickly buttoned her blouse. “Emails? What emails? And sorry, who are you?”

Jerry cocked his head, surprised. “Why, Sheri? You don’t remember Beth? Beth Walton?”

Sheri’s eyes went wide. “Oh my God! Ms Walton! Oh my God!”

The older woman stepped forward, rolling her eyes. “Dear God, woman, calm yourself. I’ve done far worse, I assure you.” She took Sheri’s hand, leaned in, and kissed her on both cheeks with cool elegance.

“What emails then?” Sheri asked, still flustered.

“Beth here has been sending me little hints and tips throughout the week. The unknown sender? That was her.”

Sheri’s mouth dropped open. “You? Why not just say so?”

“I couldn’t be seen to be meddling or interfering. I needed to keep a distance, but I know my ex-husband. I knew about Debbie,” she practically spat the name, “and I knew she was not only dominating him but cuckolding him as well. Well, some things never change. Clearly, I wasn’t enough for him.”

“Why couldn’t you just tell us all that?”

“I had access to the same information you had, but I didn’t have the proof. I needed you to find it. If I had told you about Debbie from the outset, it might have sent you down the wrong path. You needed to build the story, find the narrative. I believe you have.”

While Sheri dropped into her seat in confusion, Jerry just chuckled. “Wait,” he said, “clearly someone was feeding you information. Who?”

“Hmm… do I want to give that away?” Beth asked with a sly smile. “Well, seeing as you were so nice to her, I’ll tell you. An old, old friend of mine. Maggie.”

Jerry laughed again and nodded. “Of course it was Maggie. Who else?”

“Right?” Beth smiled. “Listen, I have been dropping little hints to the other shareholders for a while. They listen to me. They trust me. Do your thing. Get it all out there. You’ll have my full support. I’d best go before someone sees me, but I wanted to wish you good luck.”

“Thanks,” they said in unison as she began to leave.

Then Jerry jumped up. “Beth, last thing, the CTO role. I want Sheri to keep it.”

Beth smiled knowingly. “I wouldn’t have it any other way. Can’t have a sissy running my tech. We need a strong, dominant woman, not some pathetic simp.” She snapped her fingers playfully, then smiled and winked. “Mistress Beth, if you please,” she added darkly before exiting the room.

The former married couple turned and looked at each other. A slow grin spread across Sheri’s face. “I’m going to need to collar you. Everyone will know you’re a sissy slave. Are you going to be okay with that?”

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.” He grinned, approaching her, dropping to his knees and feeling her hand gently stroke his head.

“I guess after all these years, we both get what we wanted.”

“I guess we do,” he said. “And I’m going to be so proud to serve you and Katerina.”

Sheri smiled down at him with love and adoration. “You know, I am living in a hotel. How would Katerina feel about me bunking at your place for a while?”

“I think, Mistress, she’d like that very much. I know I would love that.”

“Me too.” She said softly.

Sheri stood there for a long moment after he spoke, her hand still resting lightly on his head, fingers gently threading through his hair. A quiet wave of emotion washed over her, not the sharp, possessive hunger she had felt when she first arrived in Prague, but something softer, deeper, and far more terrifying. Humility. Gratitude. A strange, aching relief that she hadn’t known she needed.

For years she had told herself she was the one in control, the one who had walked away stronger. But standing here now, looking down at the man she had once tried to destroy, she realised how wrong she had been. Jerry wasn’t just offering her a job or a place to stay. He was offering her redemption. A chance to be part of something real again, not as the vengeful ex-wife, not as Mark’s pawn, but as herself. As Sheri. The woman who had loved him fiercely, hurt him deeply, and somehow, against all odds, still loved him.

Her chest tightened. Tears prickled at the corners of her eyes, but she blinked them back. For the first time in a very long time, she didn’t feel like she had to prove anything. She didn’t have to dominate or manipulate or win. She could simply… belong.

She leaned down and kissed the top of his head, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Thank you, Jerry. I don’t deserve this. But I’m going to spend every day trying to.”


Thirty-Four

Jerry didn’t walk that corridor alone. This time he marched toward the huge hall packed with shareholders, flanked by the people who had stood by him when it mattered most. Sheri walked to his left, head held high, chin tilted proudly toward the ceiling. Marta strode to his right, laptop tucked under her arm like a weapon. Maggie followed just behind, alongside David, a man who had become a willing soldier in the end.

Clint King was already connected to a Teams feed that had been intended only for investors who couldn’t attend in person. He was watching, waiting for the fireworks. Just five more minutes.

Somewhere across Prague, Czech Police were already entering the ConsutechPOS office. Mark sat on the same Teams call as King, still under the impression that everything was about to go his way. He wouldn’t be the only one arrested that day.

The same documents had been sent to law enforcement in multiple countries where the co-conspirators would be found. In New York, FBI agents were, at that very moment, knocking on the door of Payton Merriman Junior’s luxury penthouse. Likewise, Patricia Merriman was about to get a rude awakening in her Long Island estate. And outside the Meridian Dynamics Prague office, several balaclava-covered URNA officers, the Czech SWAT, stood by, ready to breach the moment the order was given.

According to the Czech officer coordinating with them, Titan had done a near-perfect job, highlighting not only US and international laws broken, but detailing exactly which Czech laws had been violated, even pre-filling arrest details to save the officers time. “When we’re done with this, I should introduce you to the Chief of Police,” the officer had said. “I’m sure he’d be interested in this.”

The moment the team stepped into the hall together, Tanya eyed them with open suspicion. Their confident swagger unsettled her, made her wonder if they knew something she didn’t. But her arrogance wouldn’t allow her to believe she had failed. She sat down on the podium behind Max and smirked.

At the podium, the group split. Sheri needed to be on stage, while the others took their seats in the first few rows. “Knock ‘em dead,” Jerry told his ex-wife.

Once the room settled, Max took centre stage to rapturous applause. He smiled and called for calm, then began speaking. “This week has been a whirlwind of travel for me. Prague Monday, Frankfurt Tuesday, Singapore Wednesday, back here last night. I’m not sure what the time is right now, but I know I should be asleep!” He laughed, and the room laughed with him.

Sheri scanned the crowd, recognising several investors from past events. Debbie sat not far from Beth, both women wearing knowing smirks. Sheri knew which one was about to lose hers.

“This Monday, we appointed Sheri Levallin as the new CTO of the company. I tasked her with gauging where we are with the two products that will define the future of this company: Dynatrak 2.0, and Project Titan, Meridian Dynamics’ new artificial intelligence engine which will change the way humans build, move goods, operate, discover cures for disease, and so much more. The world’s first truly humanity-enhancing AI.

“Now,” Max continued, shifting to a more solemn tone, “every new product comes with risk. We never expected speed, we expected quality. So while I’d love for Sheri to come up here and tell you everything is perfect, we need to be realistic. Good development takes time, and there are always delays in deliverables. That is no different here, unfortunately.

“We have also encountered some internal issues with our people. You are probably all aware of the problem caused by a singular member of the team, a person with more desire for power than ethics. Sadly, that person passed away before she could be brought to justice, but the impact of what she did has already been felt.

“I am disappointed to announce that she successfully managed to change the source code of the original Dynatrak product. Together with a member of our China office who has now been dismissed, she delivered a version of Dynatrak which no longer contains the anonymity safeguards of the original product to a branch of the Chinese government.”

The room erupted in dismay. Max called for calm. Sheri was surprised that Max wasn’t aware the code changes had been reversed and that the hacked version had never reached the Chinese. But it made sense, Tanya was still trying to manipulate the narrative, hoping to call Sheri out on security failures in her own department.

“Please, everybody, please!” Max cried out. “Sheri Levallin is now going to present her view on all of this and will explain how we will be impacted by the security incident. Sheri, please.”

Sheri smiled solemnly and thanked Max, stepping up to the stage. There was no applause this time, just a room full of angry and confused faces. She took a moment to take it all in, then nodded at Marta, who swapped out the laptops to load an alternative presentation.

“Thank you, Max.” Sheri began, glancing down at her notes for a moment to steady herself, then looking up at the room with calm confidence. “Ladies and gentlemen, a little over six weeks ago I had the pleasure of visiting the Chinese Grand Prix in Shanghai. It was there that Max offered me the chance to join this marvellous company. Here are some pictures of that event.”

She clicked the clicker. Images appeared of her, Max, Debbie, and Tanya at the grand prix. As she continued clicking, new photos followed: Tanya with her lawyer friend Elliot Drake, and later, Tanya sitting together with Patricia Merriman.

“Here you can see our new head of legal sat with Patricia Merriman, widow of the late Payton Merriman Senior. May he rest in peace.”

By now, Tanya had realised something was very wrong. This was not the presentation she had vetted.

The slides clicked forward to information about DTP. “Debbie, Tanya, Patricia Consulting, ten percent owners of ConsutechPOS, our very own competitors. In this picture, you’ll see that they are joined by Mark Levallin, my soon-to-be ex-husband. He’d come talk to you about this himself, but I think by now he is in police custody.”

Tanya now looked horrified. So did Debbie. Behind her, Max simply looked confused.

“Why am I telling you all this? Well, yes, Max is right, a member of my team broke into the office of Jerry Evans and then authorised and signed a code change in order to allow the sale of a decrypted version of Dynatrak to the Chinese. But it was actually thanks to Dynatrak and her own hack that we were able to catch her. Video feed proving that she did it. But why did she do that?”

“You see, Maxwell here has been hiding a little secret from you. It’s not anything to be ashamed of, but unfortunately, rather than enjoying this particular penchant with his wife, he ran off and chose to do it with a professional dominatrix by the name of Mistress Dread.” The picture of a younger Debbie as a dominatrix appeared on screen. Max leapt to his feet but didn’t dare say anything, his face turning purple with rage. “Unfortunately for Max, Debbie Dread had a bit of a sugar daddy fetish. And not only that, whilst she gives off the sweet and innocent bimbo vibe, she’s actually very clever.”

Now Debbie was on her feet and screaming. “Somebody shut her up!” But Max’s expression was changing. He looked broken. He sat back down as Debbie tried to move forward, to get to the laptop.

“Just fucking try!” snarled Marta as she stepped forward, causing Debbie to reconsider.

“May I continue?” Sheri asked, receiving a nod from Marta. “Good. So, Debbie took her time, learning about the company, planning. She had a good friend, a lawyer and also a dominatrix.” The picture changed to Goddess Riley, aka Tanya, who wasn’t even watching anymore, just holding her face in the knowledge that she was ruined. “This is our Chief Legal Officer, Tanya Portman. Now Tanya has another client she sees regularly. His name is Payton Merriman Junior. They became quite good friends, and when Debbie approached Tanya with her idea, Tanya felt she needed someone with the finances to back it.

“But it wasn’t Payton who backed the idea, not really. It was the person who had been paying Payton’s BDSM bills, who had been cleaning up the mess, and who likely would have been left penniless by the impending divorce from Payton Merriman Senior, had he not tragically died in a fluke yachting accident, alone, in the dead of night. Yes, Patricia Merriman was about to be left broke one day, then twenty-four hours later, she became one of the richest women in the United States. Lucky her!

“So Patricia listened to all of this, and set the plan in motion. DTP Consulting was formed, and ten percent of the company was donated, in order to use the shares as collateral on a bank loan later on.

“Now, this is where all this gets fun for me. About eight months ago, Debbie convinces Max that he needs internal counsel, rather than paying a big law firm every time. She tells him to hire Tanya, which I feel sure he didn’t want to do, but you don’t say no to the woman holding the whip, do you?” She turned and looked at Max, who simply hung his head in shame. “So, now Tanya’s inside the company and suddenly, she has the ear of Max. She does a good job to start with, and Max begins to think that maybe Debbie knew what she was doing, but it was all a way to build trust.

“But whilst she’s doing that, she’s planting ideas about Don Marcus into his head. Maybe he isn’t right for the role, past his prime, what does he know about AI? Eventually, as it becomes clear that Titan might be in danger of falling behind because of something so simple as third-party APIs, they decide it’s time to replace Don. Out with the old, in with the new… me.

“Now, Tanya would have preferred Mark to fill the spot, but that couldn’t happen, not after the mess he left behind. You guys wouldn’t have stood for it, so I was the next best thing. And besides, I could do a better job of what I was hired to do.” She took a lengthy pause, looking out at the crowd. “Distract my ex-husband long enough to not notice that someone had hacked the code for Dynatrak and sold it to the Chinese.

“The problem was, people knew. The people responsible in Singapore left too much of a footprint, and two very important colleagues found out. Damon Tan in China told Justin Ho in Australia. Justin, you’ll remember was the person we hired after the incident in Hong Kong, told Jerry, and that was where the investigation began.

“You see, a couple of weeks before I was hired, Debbie and Tanya had a dinner with Pavla Kovarova here in Prague. That was supposed to have been secret, but Debbie, damn those paparazzi, right?” She smiled, showing the covertly taken picture over dinner. “In that dinner, they promised Pavla the CTO position for a Titan spin-off company they were planning, and on top of that a huge stake in the company which would have made the woman a millionaire. It would have changed Pavla’s life. She agreed to make the change and to make it look like Jerry did it. And even if Jerry denied doing it, what proof would he have? There are no CCTV cameras, no proof it was her, it would have to be him.

“Except, what Pavla didn’t know was that when Jerry worked on the original Dynatrak, he put a miniature camera in his office, hidden away so that he could see how Dynatrak tracked productivity. That camera was permanently connected to the demo system but there was one problem… the feed was encrypted and anonymised. Well, thanks to Pavla, it didn’t need to be. She realised her mistake and came back to fix it, to stop Marta here from getting access to the video. It was thanks to Marta’s quick thinking that she was able to defend herself and here, you see the video.”

The video played on the screen as the room erupted into chatter. Sheri smirked down at Marta with gratitude.

“But that wasn’t the only video that was uncovered. Here you can see a meeting in the demo room between Tanya Portman, Mark Levallin, Elliot Drake, and this man in a suit. We didn’t know who he was, but thankfully, we unmasked him as Darnell Williams, Head of Military Applications for ConsutechPOS. Basically, he is the man responsible for the systems used in military concessions stands and stores, but he had a far bigger vision, to sell Titan to the US military as a tool for warfare.”

She turned to look at Max. His face was a mask of pure horror. He would never have allowed that to happen, but it was dawning on him now: they had never planned for him to be around long enough to make that decision.

Sheri continued, her voice steady and commanding. “You see, the plan here was simple. At today’s meeting, I was supposed to tell you that Titan was massively behind schedule. That we couldn’t translate the thousands of public interfaces automatically, and the manual work would take months, maybe years, and thousands of resources. I was meant to say that, but in reality, it was done in less than twenty-four hours. We used an in-house AI chatbot to do that work, essentially creating a simple plug-in translator tool to get Titan working.

“But why was I meant to say it? Well, if I said that, the steadily climbing share price would collapse instantly, and you would all be left demanding answers. Max would jump in and suggest spinning off the AI business now in order to get further investment to finish the product. I mean, why not? The demo is good. It isn’t dead, just delayed, right?

“So what’s the benefit? That would free up Meridian Dynamics to return to what it does best, Dynatrak, focus on 2.0. Everyone wins!

“The spin-off happens quickly and DTP Consulting snaps it up, bringing it into ConsutechPOS through a backdoor. They get Titan. But Mark could never let go of one thing. He hated Dynatrak. He hated that he thought it wasn’t worth the effort back when Jerry proposed it, and then hated that Consutech could never copy it. So, how to get access to it? Simple.

“By selling a decrypted version to the Chinese government, Meridian Dynamics would have invalidated almost every US and European contract. The company would be ruined, and you would all dump your shares before the price crashed completely. ConsutechPOS would snap it up, assisted by Elliot Drake who would manage it all. Debbie would become rich, as would Tanya and Patricia, and of course, ConsutechPOS would ‘fix’ the anonymity problem so it could never happen again.

“The problem with all that is, this week we reversed the code change and the decrypted version never made it to the Chinese. Teri Fong, the sales person who was conveniently on leave this week, the woman working for Tanya on this, has now been fired, as of today. On top of that, she faces charges for corporate espionage and criminal conspiracy to defraud the stock market.”

She paused to look down at the shocked faces. “Now, you’re probably wondering where the actual evidence is. Well, it just so happened that an anonymous hacker gained access to the emails and files of this group, and sent them to us. We actually fed those files into Titan and as its first real task, asked it to create an entire criminal case for the police and FBI around the evidence it finds.” She grinned and chuckled. “Oh, it found a lot of evidence, didn’t it, officer?”

She called out to the approaching police officers as they began moving toward Tanya and Debbie.

“Now, as the officers take away these criminals, we’ll talk about the reality. Dynatrak is safe, it’s secure, and we will take steps to ensure nothing like this hack can happen again. In terms of Titan, I think you can see that it is built and ready for Alpha.” She brought up the original timeline, then added the markings to show the accelerated go-to-market.

For the next ten minutes, she answered a questions-and-answers session on the product and the way forward, as well as questions about Popeye and its potential use case. Of course, the shareholders loved the idea of a public AI, believing it would vastly improve the value of the company.

Finally, Sheri reached the end of the presentation and stood to rapturous applause. She held out her hand, inviting Jerry and the team to the stage. As they joined her, Max stood and shook their hands, a look of gratitude and apology on his face.

But as Max moved toward the microphone, Beth got there first. “Thanks, Max, but I think we don’t need to hear anything more from you. I propose a quick vote to remove Max as CEO. All those in favour?”

The whole room raised their hands. Max didn’t fight it. He simply returned to his chair and slumped down.

“I would like to offer my name to the role of CEO going forward, and I plan to work closely with Sheri, Jerry and the team to ensure the continued advancement of our innovative portfolio.” Beth noted, and once again, the room raised their hands. That was it. Max was out. Beth was in. And Sheri and Jerry’s futures were secure.

“Congratulations, Beth,” Jerry told her.

“Couldn’t have done it without you,” she replied. “And I hope we all get to have a lot of fun together.” She winked. “Oh, and I can’t wait to meet that lovely wife of yours!”

“I bet, Mistress,” he whispered.

The room broke into a buzz of conversation as shareholders approached, wanting to thank the team personally and express their support. Although all Jerry and Sheri really wanted to do was leave, they had to spend another hour fielding questions about Titan, the case, and the future of the company. As people left that afternoon, they did so confident in the future of their investment.

Eventually, Jerry placed a call to Clint.

“Got everything, my man, and the piece is already live and blowing up as we speak,” the reporter said. “Heck, my boss says he has AP on his back for syndication. It’s gonna turn our dinky little rag into a global phenomenon, and I have you to thank, buddy. Hey listen, my boss says it’s okay to take down the piece on you, so I’ll go ahead and do that.”

Jerry smiled. “You know what, Clint? Leave it up.”

“You sure?” He laughed.

“Yeah, I don’t care.”

The reporter laughed. “You know what? If it’s okay with you, I’ll edit it somewhat, put a more positive spin on it.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, let people know it’s okay for people to be kinky, that it’s a good thing. Maybe that’ll stop some people using it to blackmail others into stupid shit like this.”

Jerry nodded, glad he was getting through to people now. “You’re a good man, Clint.”

“You too, Jer. And you stay in touch, now, you hear?”

“You too, Clint. You too.”

With the call over, he turned to Sheri and gave her a nod. She walked over and, in front of everyone, kissed him. Then, with her arms on his shoulders, she said, “Can we call it an early Friday and just go home?”

Jerry burst out laughing. “Hey, you’re the boss, remember?”

“Oh yeah,” she smiled.

He kissed her again, then said, “How about we go back to your hotel room, grab your things, and check you out? I guess the rest the police will need to deal with anyway.”

“Where will I sleep?” she purred.

“We have a really big bed.”


Thirty-Five

The house was suspiciously quiet as Jerry entered, carrying Sheri’s suitcase. He had called ahead, telling Katerina they would be home in an hour or so after helping Sheri check out of the hotel. She had replied that she would be waiting, but instead they arrived to silence, no lights on in the living room, no familiar clatter from the kitchen.

“I guess she went to the shops,” Jerry said, setting the suitcase down in the hallway.

Sheri stepped around him, her heels clicking on the hardwood. She walked over to the bench near the entrance and found a carefully arranged collection of lingerie laid out with military precision: a short baby-pink satin slip with delicate white lace trim at the hem, matching ruffled bloomers, sheer white stockings with lace tops, a white lace garter belt, and a frilly pink apron that looked like it belonged on a French maid. Next to the pile was a handwritten note in Katerina’s elegant script.

Sheri picked it up and read aloud, her voice low and amused:

“Sissy, put these on. Then have Sheri do your make-up. Your wig is with your make-up in the downstairs bathroom. Sheri, put on something sexy, something easy to take off. Then both of you come to the bedroom. K.”

Jerry stared at the delicate pile of satin and lace, a familiar mix of shame and arousal twisting in his stomach. The permanent cage gave a sharp, insistent throb as blood rushed uselessly against the metal. He could already imagine how the cool satin would feel sliding over his skin, how the bloomers would hug his hips, how the garter straps would tug gently with every step. The humiliation of dressing like this in front of Sheri, of letting her see him transform into the pretty little sissy she had once trained, sent a dark, addictive shiver down his spine.

Sheri watched him with a knowing smile, clearly enjoying his internal struggle. “Well? You heard your Mistress. Get changed, sissy.”

He nodded, cheeks burning, and began to strip. First the suit jacket, then the shirt, trousers, and finally the plain underwear. The pink satin slip slid against his smooth skin as he pulled it over his head. The fabric was cool and slippery, clinging softly to his chest and hips. The bloomers came next, sliding up his legs with a gentle rustle, the lace trim tickling the tops of his thighs. He fastened the garter belt around his waist, then carefully rolled the sheer white stockings up his legs, clipping them into place. The apron tied neatly around his waist, completing the ridiculous, feminine picture.

Sheri stepped closer, her fingers brushing his shoulder as she adjusted the slip’s straps. “You look adorable,” she murmured, voice husky. “Like a little doll waiting to be played with.”

Jerry’s face burned hotter, but his caged cock twitched helplessly inside its prison. The denial only made the humiliation sweeter.

Sheri led him to the downstairs bathroom, where the blonde wig and make-up kit waited on the counter. She sat him on the stool and went to work with practised efficiency, foundation to smooth his skin, contour to soften his jawline, heavy eyeliner and false lashes to make his eyes pop, bright pink blush on his cheeks, and glossy pink lipstick that made his mouth look plump and inviting. Finally, she settled the long blonde wig on his head, adjusting it until the soft waves framed his face perfectly.

When she stepped back, even Sheri looked momentarily stunned. “Jesus… you really do make a pretty girl. If I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were born for this.”

Jerry stared at his reflection. The woman looking back at him was soft, delicate, almost innocent, except for the hungry, submissive gleam in her eyes. The pink satin slip hugged his slim frame, the stockings shimmered on his legs, and the apron added a final touch of domestic servitude. He looked like a living doll, designed purely for pleasure and humiliation.

Sheri changed quickly in the hallway, slipping into a sleek black PVC lingerie set, a corset that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts up invitingly, matching thong, and thigh-high stockings with a glossy sheen. The material creaked softly as she moved, the scent of warm PVC and her own arousal filling the small space.

“Ready?” she asked, offering her hand.

Jerry took it, heart hammering. “Yes, Mistress.”

They crept up the staircase together. As they approached the bedroom door, they heard it, low, throaty moaning, the unmistakable wet sounds of sex. Clearly Katerina wasn’t alone.

Sheri pushed the door open.

The sight that greeted them stopped them both in their tracks.

Three young, muscular men surrounded Katerina on the bed. She was almost completely naked except for black seamed stockings and a lacy black suspender belt that framed her dripping pussy. Honza’s thick cock was buried in her mouth, her lips stretched wide around it as she sucked greedily, saliva dripping down her chin. Marek was pounding into her from behind, his hips slapping rhythmically against her ass, the wet, obscene sounds of flesh meeting flesh filling the room. Henrik stood beside them, slowly stroking his own heavy erection, watching with dark hunger.

Katerina pulled Honza’s cock from her mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the glistening head. She looked up at them, eyes glazed with lust, cheeks flushed.

“Oh, hello,” she purred, voice husky and dripping with command. “Everybody, this is Mistress Sheri, our new live-in lover. And that piece of shit over there is my pathetic sissy husband. He’ll be our fluffer for tonight. Sheri, this is Honza, that’s Marek, and that’s Henrik. They’re hockey players, though only Honza is from my team. Marek is from the B-team, and Henrik plays for Slavia, but don’t hold that against him. Oh, and sissy… Henrik is bi and plans to fuck your little tushy as much as possible tonight.”

Jerry stared, frozen in shock and overwhelming arousal. This was his darkest fantasy come to life, his beautiful wife being used by three strong men while he stood there dressed like a pretty little sissy, caged and helpless. His cock strained painfully against the unyielding metal, leaking steadily into the satin bloomers. Shame and desire twisted together inside him until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

He dropped to his knees without being told, the pink slip rustling softly around his thighs. “Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered, voice trembling with need.

Henrik approached first, his thick, veined cock bobbing heavily in front of Jerry’s painted face. The scent of musk and clean sweat filled Jerry’s nostrils as the hockey player gripped the back of his blonde wig and guided the head of his cock between the sissy’s glossy pink lips.

Jerry opened his mouth eagerly, tasting the salty, slightly bitter flavour of pre-cum on his tongue. He sucked greedily, hollowing his cheeks, swirling his tongue around the thick shaft as Henrik groaned and pushed deeper. The cock filled his mouth, stretching his lips, the heavy weight pressing against his tongue. He bobbed his head, taking more, feeling the head nudge the back of his throat. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes from the stretch, but he didn’t stop, he couldn’t. The humiliation burned hot in his chest, but it only made him hungrier.

On the bed, Katerina watched with dark, satisfied eyes while Marek continued to fuck her from behind with long, powerful strokes. The wet slap of his hips against her ass mixed with her moans and the obscene sucking sounds coming from Jerry’s mouth. Honza stepped closer, feeding his cock back into Katerina’s mouth as she moaned around it, her body rocking between the two men.

Sheri stood for a moment, drinking in the scene, then stepped closer, her PVC lingerie creaking softly. She ran her fingers through Jerry’s wig, guiding his head as he sucked Henrik deeper.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Show them what a perfect little cocksucker you are.”

Katerina laughed breathlessly, pushing back against Marek while sucking Honza. “See? My sissy husband is already earning his keep. Don’t be gentle with him, Henrik. He can take it.”

Henrik groaned and thrust deeper, fucking Jerry’s mouth with steady, shallow strokes. Saliva dripped down Jerry’s chin, smearing his lipstick. The taste, the stretch, the humiliating sounds, it all blended into a dizzying haze of submission. His caged cock throbbed uselessly, leaking steadily, the denial only amplifying every sensation.

Sheri moved onto the bed, pulling Katerina into a deep, hungry kiss while Marek continued pounding her and Honza fucked her mouth. The two women moaned into each other’s mouths, hands roaming, fingers teasing nipples and sliding between wet folds. Katerina’s body shook with every thrust, her moans vibrating around Honza’s cock.

Jerry was lost in the rhythm of sucking Henrik’s cock, the heavy shaft sliding over his tongue, the musky scent filling his nose, the taste of pre-cum coating his throat. He felt completely owned, completely used, and he had never felt more alive.

The night was only just beginning.

As the debauchery continued, Jerry found a strange, profound peace settling over him. After the whirlwind of the week, starting with the terror of whether he could ever come clean to Katerina about his past with Sheri, the shock of Sheri’s return, the blackmail, the manipulations, Mark’s betrayal, the suspension, the public humiliation, he had finally reached the other side. He had spent years fighting this part of himself, trying to be the “normal” husband, the ambitious executive, the man who could rise to CTO. But the cage, the satin, the kneeling, the taste of another man’s cock on his tongue while his wife was being used… it all felt right. Natural.

He no longer wanted to fight it. He needed to submit. He needed to be a sissy. And he was happy, genuinely, deeply happy, to do it for the two women he loved: his wife Katerina, who had awakened this side of herself with such fierce joy, and his ex-wife Sheri, who had come back into his life not as a destroyer, but as someone who finally understood him.

In that moment, on his knees with Henrik’s thick cock sliding deep into his anus, listening to Katerina moan around Honza while Marek fucked her senseless, Jerry accepted it completely. This was who he was. This was who he wanted to be. And he couldn’t wait to spend the rest of his life living it.


SATURDAY


Epilogue

The sun beat down hard again, too hard for a spring day, but Jerry didn’t mind. He’d The sun beat down hard again, too hard for a spring day, but Jerry didn’t mind. He’d been so busy during the week that he hadn’t even noticed the cool dip after the warm Sunday, but he was happy the weekend would be nice enough to sunbathe.

This time, though, he wasn’t in the office working on spreadsheets or stressing about numbers. He was inside preparing cocktails for the girls who were lying out in the sun by the pool, catching rays. While they lay there on their sunbeds, naked, Jerry pranced around in a tiny little pink two-piece bikini, a gift from Sheri.

“Oh, the boxes should arrive next week,” Sheri said when Jerry stepped out with the drinks.

“Boxes?” Katerina asked, lifting her sunglasses.

“Oh, all of Jerry’s old things. He has so many sissy dresses, lingerie, toys… you won’t need to buy anything for him. His old stuff will fit. In fact, he has some clothes to wear to work too.”

“You plan to make me wear dresses to work?” he asked, placing four glasses down on the table.

Beth swam up to the edge of the pool and pushed her red hair back. “Of course. You’re a sissy, everyone knows it, so I think you should dress appropriately.” She said it with finality.

“Yes, Mistress Beth, of course.”

During their evening of fun that Friday night, Jerry’s phone had buzzed. When he answered it, he found Beth on the other end asking if he had plans. He could have lied and said they weren’t up to anything, but instead he told her the truth. Of course she had to come over, and the night had got wilder from there.

The boys left around four in the morning, but the girls kept the party going until six. All of them slept until one in the afternoon, which was how they found themselves by the pool at two, drinking cocktails and enjoying the sun.

“Is this how it’s going to be now?” Katerina asked, stretching languidly. “Sex and parties?”

“Mmm… and work,” said Beth.

“Yeah, obviously, but this, weekends and stuff?”

Sheri shrugged. “I don’t know if I want that. I want to recover some lost time with Jerry, make new moments with you, Katka, and not just be a Mistress. I want to be loved again.”

“Awww,” laughed Beth, splashing water on her CTO. “Of course you can’t be a Mistress one hundred percent of the time. But yeah, a lot of sex while you can is a good thing. Finding the right man… that’s a challenge.”

“Yeah…” both the other girls said, remembering what sex was like with Mark.

They admitted that afternoon that while the three hockey studs were amazing, they were not Mark. He just had this way of sending you into throws of ecstasy. “I guess we won’t find that again,” said Katerina.

But Beth just rolled her eyes and splashed them with water again. “You guys are idiots.” She said, pushing herself out of the water and walking to her mobile phone and dialling a number. “Hi, Filip, are you busy? No? Good. I’m going to text you an address. Jump in a cab and come over, will you? Great. Oh, and are you okay with three women and a sissy? Yes? Oh great, yes he’s gay. Absolutely, bring them along. The more the merrier. See you then.”

Beth ended the call and turned to the others. “My friend Filip who I met here this week. He’ll fuck your brains out, I promise, make you forget Mark. And good news, sissy, he has two gay bear friends who love abusing sissies. He said they’ll destroy you. Wonderful, right?” She grinned, climbing onto Katerina and bending down to kiss her. She signalled for Sheri to come over too and then sucked on her boobs. “Oh, I’m going to love being your CEO. I’m moving my office here, and we’re gonna work hard and play harder.”

There was nothing left to say. The women just began kissing, fingering, and then licking in a chorus of moans. It was the most erotic display of lesbianism Jerry had ever seen, and it continued for twenty minutes until the doorbell went.

“Get that, will you, sissy?” Beth said. “It’ll be the boys.”

Jerry minced over in his tiny pink bikini, the satin rubbing teasingly against his caged cock with every step. When he opened the door, Filip stood there, tall, muscular, with a predatory grin, flanked by two massive, hairy, bearded bears who looked like they could bench-press a car. Behind them were four more men, all athletic and hungry-eyed.

Filip’s gaze raked over Jerry’s sissy outfit. “Well, well… look at this pretty little bitch. Boys, we’re gonna have fun tonight.”

The group poured in. The moment they reached the pool area, the energy shifted from playful to primal. Filip grabbed Katerina by the hair and pulled her into a rough kiss, his hand immediately sliding between her legs to find her already soaked pussy. One of the bears, a huge, bearded man named Viktor, lifted Sheri like she weighed nothing and tossed her onto a sunbed, spreading her legs wide and burying his face between her thighs, tongue lapping greedily at her clit while she moaned.

Jerry was pushed to his knees in the grass by the second bear, Lars. “Open up, sissy,” Lars growled, unzipping his shorts to reveal a thick, veiny cock already leaking pre-cum. Jerry obeyed instantly, lips stretching around the heavy shaft as Lars thrust deep into his throat. The musky, salty taste filled his mouth, the coarse pubic hair tickling his nose as he gagged and drooled.

Filip didn’t waste time. He flipped Katerina onto all fours and slammed into her from behind in one brutal thrust. She cried out, a mix of pain and pleasure, her body rocking forward as he pounded her hard, hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted. “Gonna ruin this pussy tonight.”

Sheri was already on her back, legs wrapped around Viktor’s thick waist as he fucked her with long, powerful strokes. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, her moans turning into desperate gasps. “Harder… fuck me harder!” she begged, nails digging into his back.

The other men joined in quickly. One forced his cock into Sheri’s mouth while Viktor continued pounding her cunt. Another took Katerina’s mouth, turning her into a spit-roast between Filip and the newcomer. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping flesh, gagging, and moaning filled the garden.

Jerry was passed between the bears like a toy. Lars fucked his throat until tears streamed down his face, then pulled out and slapped his cock across Jerry’s painted cheeks, smearing saliva and pre-cum. Viktor took his turn, forcing Jerry onto all fours and spitting on his hole before shoving his massive cock inside in one savage thrust. Jerry screamed around the cock still in his mouth, the burn of the stretch turning into a deep, prostate-milking pleasure that made his caged cock leak helplessly onto the grass.

The women were used just as roughly. Katerina was double-penetrated, one cock in her pussy and another in her ass, screaming in pleasure as she came again and again. Sheri was face-fucked until she gagged and drooled, then flipped and used in every position imaginable. The men didn’t hold back, they slapped asses, pulled hair, choked throats, called them filthy whores and cum dumps.

“Take it, you fucking sluts,” Filip growled, pounding Katerina so hard the sunbed creaked. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To be used like cheap whores.”

Katerina could only moan around the cock in her mouth, her eyes rolling back as another orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched and squirted around Filip’s shaft, soaking his balls and the grass beneath them.

Sheri was no better. She came hard with a cock down her throat and another destroying her cunt, her whole body convulsing as she screamed in ecstasy. The men laughed and kept going, switching positions, using every hole.

Beth watched for a moment, then joined the fray with dark hunger. She grabbed one of the extra men by the cock and pulled him toward her, dropping to her knees and sucking him deep into her throat with sloppy, noisy enthusiasm. Another man moved behind her, spitting on her asshole before forcing his thick cock inside her in one brutal thrust. Beth moaned around the cock in her mouth, pushing back against the one in her ass, her red hair swinging as she was double-penetrated like a cheap whore.

The debauchery went on for hours. The men rotated between the four of them, three women and one sissy, never letting anyone rest for long. Katerina was triple-stuffed at one point, a cock in her mouth, one in her pussy, and another in her ass, her body shaking violently as she came so hard she nearly passed out. Sheri was face-fucked until mascara ran down her cheeks, then flipped onto her back and railed so hard her tits bounced wildly. Beth took two cocks in her pussy at once, stretching her obscenely while she laughed and begged for more, her dominant facade cracking into pure slutty abandon.

Jerry was in heaven and hell at the same time. The bears took turns fucking his ass, stretching him wide, filling him with thick, hot cum that leaked out around their cocks and ran down his thighs. They slapped his face with their heavy shafts, made him clean them with his tongue, then fucked his throat again. One of them held his head down while the other railed his ass, turning him into a perfect spit-roast. The pain, the fullness, the humiliation, it all blended into an overwhelming wave of submissive bliss. Cum dripped from his used hole, his face was painted with it, and his cage leaked constantly as prostate orgasms ripped through him without touching his cock.

The men treated all of them like bitches. They called them cum dumps, whore, sissy slut, and filthy cocksleeves. They spat on them, choked them, slapped their faces and asses until the skin was red and stinging. They pissed on Jerry’s face while he knelt, making him swallow what he could while the rest ran down his satin bikini. They double-penetrated the women without mercy, stretching their holes until they screamed in a mix of agony and ecstasy.

By the time the sun began to set, the garden smelled of raw sex, sweat, cum, pussy, ass, and masculine musk. The four of them lay sprawled on the grass and sunbeds, bodies glistening with sweat and semen, holes leaking, chests heaving.

Filip looked down at the wrecked group with a satisfied grin. “Good bitches. We’ll be back next weekend.”

Katerina, still panting, smiled weakly. “We’ll be waiting.”

The men left, and the four of them, Sheri, Katerina, Beth, and Jerry, lay together under the fading sun, bodies entwined, hearts racing.

Jerry looked at his wife and his ex-wife, both glowing with satisfaction, and felt a deep, peaceful acceptance settle over him.

This was his life now.

“Come here, Jerry,” Katerina said, her voice hoarse from screaming and moaning all afternoon.

He crawled over to her on the grass, still dressed in the ruined pink bikini, his body sticky with sweat and cum. She pulled him into a tight embrace, her naked skin warm and slick against his satin-covered chest.

“Are you okay?” he asked softly, worried the day had been too much for her.

Katerina giggled, the sound tired but genuinely happy. “This has been the best day ever. Fuck… the best week ever for me.” She kissed his forehead, then his lips. “I just want to make sure you’re okay. No running off or divorcing me.”

“I promise. No running off,” he chuckled, nuzzling into her neck.

“Good.” She kissed him again, slow and deep, as Sheri rolled onto her side to watch them with soft, affectionate eyes. “And the cage… on or remove it?”

“What would you prefer?” he asked her.

She inhaled deeply, looking away for a thoughtful moment, then turned back with a wicked little smile. “Any way to make it super-secure? To make sure it can’t possibly be removed?”

He grinned at her, the permanent denial sending another helpless throb through his trapped cock. “Is that what you want?”

Katerina wrapped her hand around his balls and squeezed just hard enough to make him gasp. “Absolutely, my little sissy bitch. No sex for you. Ever.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

“Never,” whispered Sheri, moving in tight behind him and placing her hand over Katerina’s, squeezing possessively.

“Yes, Mistress!”

They both began kissing him, mouths on his lips, his face, his neck, his chest, slow, hungry kisses that made him melt. Beth joined them, her red hair falling across his shoulder as she added her lips to the mix. Jerry closed his eyes and sank into utter bliss. No matter how roughly they treated him, no matter how deeply they humiliated him, he would always have this too. He would never give it up again.

Just before he let himself drift completely into the pleasure, he murmured, “You know who we should invite? Marta.”

The girls shared a quick, mischievous look. Sheri reached for her phone without hesitation. “Already on it.”

It was going to be another very long night.

One year later

Jeri Evans sat down at his little desk in front of Sheri’s office, the perfect place for an Executive Assistant. Whilst the demotion was reflective of his status now, in reality, he did pretty much exactly the same job as he did when he was still Jerry Evans.

Men’s clothes no longer existed in Jeri’s life, and why would they? Every day he dressed fully as a woman; elegant satin blouses, pencil skirts, stockings, and heels for the office, or frilly maid outfits and latex when serving at home. Under the guidance of his wives and Mistresses, Katerina and Sheri, and with Beth’s enthusiastic approval, he had started hormone therapy six months earlier. His body had softened; small, sensitive breasts had begun to develop, his skin was smoother, his hips slightly wider, and his face had taken on a more feminine contour.

The permanent cage remained attached, a constant reminder of his place. He had legally changed his name to “Jeri” and now served as Executive Assistant to CTO Sheri Evans, who had legally changed her name back to his.

Of course, Marta became bossier at work, would click her fingers and call him dumb bimbo in front of colleagues, but everyone knew the game by now.

At home, he was the devoted sissy wife to Katerina and live-in plaything to Sheri and Beth.  It had been Beth’s idea to buy a bigger house and all live together, something that only one reporter knew about, but he would never tell. The three women shared him openly, and Jeri had never been happier. He had finally accepted who he truly was, and he had no desire to be anything else.

Katerina had but one rule. No matter how many men came to bed with the girls, only one sissy got to sleep with them. “You maybe our sissy, but you are my husband, and I will always love you, no matter what.”


Post-Script

Tanya Portman was arrested the same afternoon as the shareholder meeting. The evidence from Titan was overwhelming: emails, financial records, and video proving her role in the conspiracy. She was charged with corporate espionage, conspiracy to defraud, and multiple counts of securities fraud. After a lengthy trial, she was sentenced to twelve years in a federal prison. Her legal career ended in disgrace, and the once-feared Mistress Dread became just another inmate.

Patricia Merriman was taken into custody at her Long Island estate. The documents recovered showed her as the financial architect behind DTP Consulting and the bank loans used to fund the scheme. Facing charges of money laundering, conspiracy, and fraud, she cut a deal, testifying against her son and others in exchange for a reduced sentence. She served five years and emerged a broken woman, her fortune largely seized.

Payton Merriman Junior was arrested at his penthouse. The evidence of his involvement in the financial domination ring and the broader conspiracy was damning. He pleaded guilty to multiple counts of fraud and conspiracy, receiving eight years. His once-promising future in the family business evaporated, and he became known in tabloids as the disgraced heir who helped nearly destroy a major tech company.

Teri Fong was arrested in Singapore shortly after the meeting. Charged with corporate espionage and aiding the illegal sale attempt, she received a six-year sentence. Her career in sales ended abruptly, and she later expressed deep regret in interviews, claiming she had been manipulated by Tanya.

Damon Tan was cleared of all wrongdoing after the investigation. He returned to his role in China and received a substantial bonus and promotion for his integrity in reporting the irregularities. He remained a loyal employee and later became a key figure in Meridian Dynamics’ Asian operations.

Justin Ho was rewarded for his actions. His quick thinking and willingness to speak up were praised internally. He received a significant raise and was given oversight of the Melbourne office, where he helped strengthen security protocols across the region.

Eric Irvine returned from administrative leave with a hero’s welcome. He was promoted to Regional Director for Southeast Asia and became known as the man who helped expose the conspiracy. He often joked that the whole ordeal was worth it just to see Mark Levallin in handcuffs.

Clint King became an overnight sensation. His exposé was syndicated worldwide, turning Business & Capital Weekly into a respected outlet. He won several journalism awards and wrote a bestselling book about the scandal. He stayed in touch with Jerry and the team, occasionally joining them for drinks.

Mark Levallin was arrested in ConsutechPOS Prague Office and was extradited to the USA. The evidence against him, emails, financial trails, and video from the demo room, was airtight. He was charged with conspiracy, fraud, and corporate espionage. After a highly publicised trial, he received fifteen years. His reputation was destroyed, and he spent his sentence in a maximum-security facility, far from the power he once craved.

Maxwell Walton was removed as CEO by unanimous shareholder vote. Although not directly involved in the criminal conspiracy, his negligence and personal entanglements made him untenable. He retained a minority stake but was banned from any operational role. He retreated to a quiet life in upstate New York, occasionally seen at charity events, a shadow of the once-charismatic founder.

THE END
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