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  Chapter one
Invitation to the Pit


At 6:45 p.m. the trading floor was a mausoleum, the banks of Bloomberg monitors casting only sickly blue light onto the desks and the open expanse between. Half the screens ticked with Asian markets, the rest chittered silent and dark, waiting for morning like coffins for the next day’s corpses. 
In the conference huddle, Stanley Calder sprawled across the head chair, sleeves rolled up, collar askew, beard flecked with the debris of a steakhouse dinner. He had an afterglow, the burn of whiskey and ego, and regarded the room like he owned not just the company, but the next four quarters of the global economy. One forearm, marbled with veins and scars from old rugby brawls, was parked over the table’s edge.
Marina Mendoza sat to his right. She wore a crimson dress, clingy, sleeveless, slit high up the thigh, and backless to the small of her tailbone. She looked like a fuck-you in textile form, and she smiled the same way, white teeth against olive skin and the gloss of her lips. One foot was out of her heel, flexing, as she swirled a finger around the rim of her empty wineglass.
Noe Mendoza took up the next seat, jacket buttoned, tie drawn so tight he looked one bad report away from asphyxiation. His hair was slicked back, one silver streak visible in the harsh monitor glow, and his hands were folded so tightly that his knuckles had gone milk-pale. He had followed Stanley’s emails for years, envied his off-market wins, and now, in the empty cathedral of finance, he felt distinctly like a lamb on a dissection table.
Stanley gave a long, slow look down the table, then back at Marina. “Let’s get to the proper business,” he said, voice a low, velvet growl. “This thing between you two, there’s no alpha in it. Not at these numbers.” He gestured with his glass to the four-digit figure scrawled on the whiteboard, a projected return just over 4%. “You want to run a family office, Noe? Fine. But if you want to play at my table, you bring blood, not T-bills.”
Noe attempted a laugh. “It’s just a matter of risk tolerance. Some of us have. ”
Stanley cut him off with a backhanded wave. “Risk tolerance is for people with something to lose. What you have,” he said, zeroing his gaze on Marina, “is a terminal lack of leverage.”
Marina smiled wider, her eyes unblinking. “I could show you leverage, Stanley. You might not survive it.”
Stanley’s hand, the one braced on the table, slid sideways and found her thigh, high up, just below the hem. He squeezed, the tips of his fingers digging through silk and muscle, then began a slow, insinuating crawl up the inside of her leg.
Noe’s eyes darted to the hand, then to Marina, who looked straight at her husband and lifted her chin a notch as Stanley’s palm reached her bare flesh. She didn’t flinch. Instead, she spread her knees, just a hair, so the invitation was unmistakable. The blood drained from Noe’s face, and he turned to glass.
Stanley watched the effect like a man conducting a focus group. “You see, this is the difference. Marina knows a position worth doubling down. She’s not afraid of a little volatility.”
Stanley’s hand disappeared up under the skirt. Marina inhaled once, slow and steady, the only sign that she registered the touch at all. Her lips parted, not in shock but in calculated escalation, as Stanley’s fingers, practiced and thick, found the silk of her panties, pushed them aside, and slid in two at once. The wet noise was audible, lewd, a slap in the dead silence of the floor.
Noe made a small, desperate sound. “Marina,”
She held his gaze and, without blinking, ground her hips into Stanley’s fingers. “We discussed this, darling. About taking risk. You told me to be aggressive.”
Noe swallowed hard. He had always loved that about her. The way she could eviscerate a client with a smile, or call his bluffs and raise. He just never imagined she’d play him the same way.
Stanley leaned in, lips close to her ear but loud enough for the echoing room. “This is the deal, Marina. I fuck you. I'll show you what a real derivatives position feels like. And Noe, here, locks his assets in a little box, just until the spread opens up.”
Marina nodded, her voice sugar and steel. “And what do I get?”
Stanley pulled his hand out, fingers shiny with her, and licked them with slow, deliberate greed. “You get the best fucking on this floor since 2008. And I promise: you’ll never look at a man in a suit the same way.”
Noe’s breath had gone ragged. He tried to rise, but Stanley gestured with a lazy finger, and Jordan Hale materialized from the shadows, black tactical shirt blending into the gloom.
“Sit,” said Stanley, not looking at Noe. “You want to move markets? Watch the volatility first-hand.”
Jordan approached and dropped a small, matte-black case onto the table. He snapped it open. Inside, nestled in foam, was a slim, medical-grade bracelet, the kind the compliance teams used to monitor trader stress. Only this one had a biometric lock, a GPS tag, and a very visible wire mesh.
Marina ran a finger down Noe’s cheek, turning his head to face her. “I always said you needed to loosen up, cariño. Let Stanley run the portfolio for a night.”
Noe couldn’t breathe. His dick throbbed, caged by silk and the crushing dread of humiliation, but the thought of Marina, her legs spread, her mouth gasping for another man, made his balls churn with self-loathing excitement. He tried to spit out a protest, but only a whimper came.
Jordan smiled. “You want the honors, boss?” He held up the bracelet.
Stanley gestured to Marina. “Let the lady do it.”
She took the bracelet with her left hand, her right still damp from Stanley’s manipulation. She cupped Noe’s wrist, pressed the cool metal around it, and clicked the lock into place. The bracelet hummed to life, little green lights blinking as it synced to the server somewhere deep in the building.
Marina kissed Noe on the mouth. Her tongue tasted of lipstick and something else, maybe fear, maybe adrenaline. “If you want to beat the market, you have to stop acting like a retail investor.”
Stanley rose, towering over both of them, and grabbed Marina by the waist. “Time to settle this position. Come with me.”
He led her across the echoing floor, past the dead terminals, leaving Noe alone with his humiliation and the new, cold weight on his wrist. The light from his own monitor reflected off the band, green and pulsing, as if tracking his every useless thought.
Behind him, Jordan chuckled. “You should have seen the NDA they made me sign, banker boy. But trust me, you’re about to learn something about liquidity.”
The night air from the HVAC made Noe shiver. He squeezed his own wrist, feeling the steel bite, and wondered what was left of him to margin call.

      ***The server room was two floors down, and as Marina and Jordan hauled Noe through the elevator banks, he noticed how every wall, every door, even the security turnstiles felt more like prison architecture than office design. He shuffled in awkward half-steps, the bracelet’s fit growing tighter with each floor they descended.
Marina led, her stilettos clacking a sharp rhythm on the tile. Her dress, crimson, obscene in a world of gray suits—shimmered with every stride. At each turn, she glanced back at Noe, her eyes bright with something too complex to parse: maybe guilt, maybe anticipation, maybe just the thrill of the fall. Jordan followed, one paw on Noe’s shoulder, steering him with the minimum necessary force. His breath smelled of Red Bull and nicotine gum.
They reached the server room, lights flickering with every climate control cycle, racks blinking with activity. The hum was a living thing, a pulsing collective heartbeat that made Noe’s own seem feeble. Jordan unlocked the door with a keycard, shoved him inside, and killed the overheads. Only the LEDs of the racks and the portable ring-light that Jordan set up illuminated the room.
Marina settled Noe in a rolling office chair, then knelt down and, with cool professionalism, cinched an ankle to each chair leg with zip ties. Noe’s heart hammered as she moved to his wrists, her perfume, oud and sexual tension, overpowering the refrigerant tang in the air.
“Marina, please,” he whispered, “this isn’t you.”
She smirked, snapping a tie around his right wrist. “You said you wanted to see how the other half plays. Now you get a front-row seat.”
Jordan set up a tripod-mounted GoPro, the lens blinking red. He grinned at Noe, then leaned in so close their faces nearly touched. “Smile for the camera, princess. You’re going viral tonight.”
Noe tried to jerk away, but the bonds held. He was fully immobilized, the chair wheels locked, every limb splayed and exposed. Even the last bit of dignity—his suit—felt like a costume for a failed stage magician.
Jordan tapped his phone, and the server room’s largest monitor glowed to life with a split-screen: Stanley’s office on the left, a dark feed on the right. Then, Marina leaned into the frame, her lips parted, hair spilling like ink down her shoulders.
Noe watched as Stanley, already shirtless, pulled her into his lap. He pawed at the crimson dress, bunching it up around her waist and kneading her ass with both hands. Marina arched back, her breasts thrust out, and Stanley wasted no time yanking the bodice down until her tits bounced free, huge and round, nipples already hard from the air and attention.
On the split-screen, Jordan’s feed zoomed in on Noe’s face. He saw himself, jaw clenched, eyes wild, beads of sweat popping on his brow, then saw Marina’s bare skin filling the other half of the display. It was a sick joke, a mutual humiliation for the benefit of the one man who still had power in this setup.
Marina moaned, a long, hungry sound, as Stanley’s tongue traced up her neck to her earlobe. “You really think your husband can handle this?” Stanley said, voice low but carrying. “Or is he just here to cry into his little monitor?”
Marina looked straight into the camera, into Noe, and grinned. “He’ll learn. I always was the better trader.” She peeled off the rest of the dress, dropping it in a liquid puddle on the carpet, then climbed up onto the desk. She straddled Stanley, facing the lens, and ground her wetness down onto his lap. The desk’s mahogany surface reflected her body, legs wide and cunt glistening, perfectly framed for Noe’s viewing.
Jordan sauntered behind the chair, hands on Noe’s shoulders. “Ever seen your wife’s holes get mark-to-market, banker boy?” He mashed his hands harder. “If you want, I can run you the metrics in real time.”
Noe’s cock, already stiff from the surreality, suddenly seized in agony and pleasure. The biometric band on his wrist lit up, green and strobing, and with it came a low, steady vibration at his crotch. He gasped. Jordan had rigged the cock cage with a remote bullet, and every time his heart rate jumped, the vibration intensified.
“No,” Noe gasped, fighting the restraint, “Please. ”
“Just a little volatility,” Jordan mocked, squeezing his shoulder. “You said you liked risk.”
On the screen, Stanley palmed both of Marina’s tits, squeezing them together and sucking her left nipple so hard it glistened with spit. His free hand groped up her inner thigh, then down between her ass cheeks, spreading her wide for the camera. He spat into his palm, rubbed it into her, then lined up and speared his cock straight in. The sound—wet and brutal—echoed over the server room speakers.
Marina screamed, not in pain but in feral satisfaction. “Fuck yes, Stan, wreck me! Show my little accountant what real capital means!” She slammed herself down, again and again, until the desk shuddered and Stanley’s balls bounced off the wood.
Noe felt himself losing his mind. Every thrust on screen vibrated through the cage at his groin; every moan from Marina made him harder and more desperate. He wanted to close his eyes, but the feed was everywhere: in his peripheral vision, in the reflections on the racks, even in the blue shimmer of the server lights. There was no escape.
Stanley shifted, pulling Marina off and bending her over the desk so her ass faced the camera. He spread her cheeks, spat again, then thumbed her asshole, working it open until she begged for it. “Think she ever let you do this, banker?” he sneered.
Noe shook his head. “She said… she said it was only for closings,” he whispered.
Marina, hearing him, looked back and smirked. “You never made the spread, Noe.”
Stanley lined up and pushed in, slow at first, then brutal, using both hands to pin her hips to the desk. Marina’s breasts dragged across the glass surface, smearing condensation, and her moans grew louder with each violent stroke. She looked straight into the lens, sweat and mascara running down her face.
Noe felt his own orgasm rising, but the cage denied him even that. The vibration peaked, then pulsed, then stopped cold, leaving him throbbing and aching, his whole body shaking with need and humiliation.
Jordan leaned in again. “You like the show? Maybe next time you’ll bring a real portfolio.”
On screen, Stanley grunted and slammed in deep, holding Marina in place as his cock pulsed inside her. She collapsed onto the desk, panting, the redness of her dress pooled at her feet and the white of Stanley’s cum leaking out of her, down her thighs, onto the polished wood. She didn’t move. Noe was the person she smiled at while looking at the camera.
Jordan clicked the feed off, leaving Noe alone with the whir of the servers and the afterimage of his wife, naked and conquered, burned into every neuron he had left.
In the silence, the only thing Noe could hear was his own heartbeat, hammering desperate and caged.

      ***The glass-walled conference room doubled as a war room during crisis hours, but tonight, it was a theater of humiliation. They’d wheeled Noe’s chair, still zip-tied, still vibrating on every panic spike in his pulse, right up to the head of the table. All around, the panoramic displays rolled with market data: tickers crawling like the restless dead, volatility charts spiking and plunging on the projection wall. In the center, the “risk dashboard”—a
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