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  Chapter one
Data Breach Desire


At 2:08 AM, the Bayne house lay dormant, save for the blue haze of Rick’s three ultrawide monitors, fracturing his sleepless silhouette into a triptych of stressed-out CEO. The code editor scrolled endless error logs. One browser tab flashed the company’s flatlining metrics; another, less honorable, hid a reddit thread tearing his last blog post to digital shreds. Every few minutes, the nervous system of the house spasmed, air vent cycling, fridge popping in the next room, or the gentle ping of a failed transaction from their own beta health app. Lisa called it “the anxious house.” Tonight, the anxiety was all Rick. 
He hunched in his Aeron chair, sleeves rolled to the elbow, tie cinched somewhere between ‘afterparty’ and ‘noose.’ His arms bore the faint bruises of intravenous-caffeine experiments from his Stanford days; the kind of stupid braggadocio that had, at one time, made Lisa giggle and pull his hands to her mouth for mock first-aid. That era felt as distant as the plastic-wrapped startup swag littering the office shelves. The only evidence that tonight was meant to be celebratory: the two-finger pour of Japanese whisky sweating into a condensation halo on his coaster.
Lisa glided in without a knock. The emerald gala gown clung to her body like a second, slightly damper skin. The slit, which had looked merely risqué at the event, now rode so high it flaunted the lace tops of black stockings and the pale, illicit junction above. She walked with a calculated sway, fuck-me pumps muted by carpet, but Rick swore he could feel each heel click in the pit of his stomach.
She paused by the door, surveying him through mascara-smeared lashes. “You still working, darling?” She didn’t wait for a reply; just drifted closer, the heavy scent of champagne and unfamiliar aftershave hitting him an instant before she did. Her hair was messier now, as though hands, his or not, had been fisted in it. She bent over him, her breasts flattening against his shoulder blades, nipples already audaciously hard under the soaked silk.
Rick’s body responded with treasonous immediacy. His cock swelled, tenting his slacks, even as his mind raced to catalog every molecule of her post-gala aura: sex, danger, the faintest hint of someone else’s cologne. Her manicured hand slid down the open V of his shirt, fingers cold and spider-like, pausing just above his belt line.
Lisa pressed her lips to his ear, voice a perfect study in breathy mock-concern. “Joseph Summers gave the most obscene keynote I’ve ever heard. Did you catch it?” She scraped her nails across his chest, then flicked her gaze to the churning code on his laptop. “He’s beta-testing AI that can catch arrhythmias three months before a human doc even hears the murmur. Total game-changer. But, hey, maybe your app can put him out of business… eventually.”
She pivoted, still leaning over, and snatched the laptop from his desk with one hand, spinning it to face him like an exhibit in a prosecution. “Or maybe not. Rick, you should read your own app’s reviews more closely.”
The glow of the screen stung his retinas: a HealthLoop user recounting how she almost died after the symptom analyzer down-ranked her insulin crash as “mild.” The headline: “Almost Coded, Still Got A Coupon.” Lisa’s eyes glittered, feline, as she scrolled through the hate mail.
Rick tried to reclaim some ground, reaching to close the laptop, but Lisa laughed softly and held it just out of reach. “Missed that one, too. You always do.” She kept his wrist pinned in her grip, the other hand sliding decisively down, palm compressing the rigid bulge in his pants.
He grunted, more from humiliation than pleasure, but Lisa only squeezed harder, rolling the laptop away with her elbow so both hands were free to torment him. She hiked the gown’s slit higher, guiding his now-shaking fingers up the silk, over her thigh, and to the soaked lace panel beneath. The crotch was visibly dark, almost glistening; she’d either been wet since the gala or had stopped off for an extracurricular. The latter seemed, cruelly, more likely.
“Feel that?” she purred, trapping his hand between her thighs and grinding her hips in slow, merciless figure-eights. “That’s what a real diagnostic error feels like. Soaking for a man whose code actually works.”
Rick tried to channel his humiliation into anger. He yanked her closer, hard enough to nearly topple them both from the chair, and kissed her, mouth punishing, hands gripping her ass through the obscene dress. She let him, for a moment, but when he moved to unzip his fly and finally get skin-to-skin, Lisa pulled away, forcing his hand back against her drenched panties.
She grinned, eyes dangerous. “Your pipeline’s throttled, baby. Joseph’s runs at gigabit speeds.”
He started to protest, No, not him, I’m the one who built all this, I’m the one who made you like this, but she stifled him with a kiss that tasted of Dom Perignon and somebody else’s tongue. She climbed into his lap, not bothering to remove the gown or even lower the shoulder straps. Her thighs flexed around his, trapping his legs, while she used both hands to pull the waistband of his boxers down and free his cock.
It slapped up against her, angry and dripping, and she rewarded him with a gentle, almost clinical inspection. “God, you’re so needy.” She palmed his shaft, milking a slow bead of precum from the tip, and smeared it along her inner thigh with a shiver of genuine delight. “I can’t believe you used to make me beg for this.”
Rick, desperate, tried to bury his cock inside her, but Lisa countered with a ruthless pelvic tilt, the lace catching and abrading him until he almost lost it right there. She reached behind, still working his shaft with one hand, and fished her phone out of her clutch. It lit up in selfie mode, camera trained on his cock and her own ruined underwear.
She made a show of scrolling through the photos, shots of the gala, yes, but also two that caught her in profile with Joseph Summers’ hand possessively low on her back, the grip so firm her dress puckered. “God, the rumors about his fingers,” Lisa whispered, voice thick with arousal and cruelty. “You should see how easily they fill a girl up. No lag. No memory leaks. Just raw throughput.”
He hated how much it turned him on.
The pressure in his cock built past pain. Lisa’s fingers were slick from her own arousal, sliding up and down his shaft with expert cruelty, but every time he tried to thrust or even reach for her, she denied him. “That’s it, Rick. Let your wife edge you for another man.” She nuzzled against his jaw, biting down hard enough to leave a mark. “That’s all you’re good for anymore, isn’t it? Tech support.”
The words hit like an electric jolt. He reached up, not sure if he wanted to strangle her or fuck her senseless, but Lisa caught his hand and forced it down, straight under the waistband of her panties. She was scalding hot, slippery beyond belief. He drove two fingers inside, and she gasped, bucked, nearly screamed.
Lisa rode his hand furiously, using him like a living sex toy, her hips slamming up and down as she battered herself against his palm. Her clit ground into the heel of his hand, so swollen he could feel it through the lace. She moaned, loud enough that it bounced off the glass partitions of the home office, and never once broke eye contact as she worked herself toward oblivion.
“Harder,” she snapped. “If you want to keep me, you better fucking earn it.”
He obeyed, pistoning his fingers faster. She shattered with a sound that was half sob, half laugh, drenching his hand and splattering wetness onto the chair. For a long, suspended second, Lisa just shook, hips convulsing, breath ragged, mascara weeping down her face.
She slumped against him, breathing his name once, then, softer, “God… Joseph…” It hit him like a bullet, and he came instantly, untouched, thick pulses of cum soaking the inside of his boxers and leaking out around his balls.
Lisa smiled, slow and victorious, and wiped his hand off on the front of his shirt. “Don’t worry, love,” she said, standing and smoothing the ruined gown back into place. “We’ll debug this tomorrow.”
She left the office without a backwards glance, shoes in one hand, phone in the other. On the glowing monitor, Rick watched the health app crash and restart, over and over, each time flashing his own name in the developer credits.

      ***The Menlo Park lab was a cathedral of code, chilled to sixty degrees and humming with the sacramental drone of refrigeration units and high-efficiency GPUs. Every wall was glass: on one side, a midnight vista of dead office parks and red-eye Teslas gliding like sharks; on the other, an infinite recursion of their own reflections, each more feral than the last. Joseph Summers stood at the altar of a six-foot holographic console, his bulk outlined in a tight black Henley, sleeves shoved high to bare arms as vascular as the server cables streaming up from the floor.
Lisa entered like a trespasser in her own dream. She’d changed into a silk blouse, white, nearly transparent, and a high-waisted skirt that still bore the faint crease from being hastily zipped over damp skin. The air in the lab was cold, but she was already prickled with heat; her nipples pushed brazenly against the fabric as she approached, heels ticking on the polished concrete like a countdown to execution.
The doors hissed shut behind her, pressure-sealed. Joseph didn’t say a word. He only extended a single, massive hand, palm up, as though inviting her to donate blood or sign a contract. Lisa placed her hand in his, and for one heartbeat she thought he would crush it, just to remind her whose nervous system was currently in charge.
Instead, he traced slow circles over her pulse point with his thumb. The sensation was astonishingly intimate, a low-frequency vibration that seemed to resonate directly with her clit. She wondered, fleetingly, if Joseph could feel her heart accelerating through her skin, or if he was just watching the numbers on his biometric dashboard.
When he finally spoke, his voice was a weaponized lullaby: “Your baseline arousal is already ninety-two percent. Shall we run a full integration test?”
Lisa’s breath left her in a shudder. “You always know how to set up a demo, Joseph.”
He guided her around to the business side of the console, which was topped with a domed holo-emitter and an array of black objects that looked like medical toys from the future’s kinkiest hospital. The largest was a haptic glove, carbon fiber and matte black, glinting with embedded LEDs. Joseph took her hand again and began strapping the glove over her right palm, fingers, and wrist, cinching the clasps with surgical precision.
He toggled a control, and a pale blue male torso materialized in the air between them. Blood vessels glowed along the surface, pulsing in time with some hidden rhythm. Joseph took Lisa’s gloved hand and guided it to the hologram’s chest. When she touched the sternum, a jolt of sensation ran through the glove into her own hand; she could feel a heartbeat, real and impossibly strong, beneath the projected skin.
“This is my live data stream,” Joseph murmured, watching her face closely. “You’re feeling me. Every beat. Every spike.”
He demonstrated, flexing his own bicep and watching the projection ripple. The sensation translated perfectly through the glove, as if her hand was massaging living flesh instead of empty air. Lisa bit her lip, eyes wide.
“Now compare,” Joseph said, voice low and venomous, and tapped a corner of the console. Rick’s public diagnostic record materialized next to the first hologram, a smaller, twitchier model, its pulse erratic and weak by comparison. “Twenty-three percent sync. Not even enough for a soft launch.”
Lisa stared at the display, her mouth dry. She tried for composure: “This is just about API compatibility, right?”
Joseph smiled with a sort of pity. “No, Lisa. This is about fidelity. Some things you can only feel firsthand.”
He moved her gloved hand from the model to her own chest, flattening her palm against the white silk. A dozen micro-actuators fired at once, and the glove delivered a shock of pleasure so acute it nearly knocked her backwards. Her nipple went instantly hard, poking through the fabric so obviously she might as well have come naked.
Joseph pressed down, pinning her hand in place. “Compatibility is ninety-eight percent with me,” he said, and squeezed, hard. “With the man waiting at home? Not even close.”
The words hit like a slap, and Lisa moaned, louder than she meant to. Joseph’s left hand seized her jaw, tilting her face up to his. “Tell me, Lisa,” he purred, the words vibrating in her mouth as much as her ears. “Which dataset do you trust?”
The dam snapped. She surged forward, biting his lower lip and drawing blood. He tasted of mint, and ozone, and something even more dangerous. He grinned into the kiss, then yanked her skirt up so fast the zipper screamed. She wore nothing underneath; he’d known she wouldn’t.
Joseph lifted her bodily onto the edge of the console, one hand fisting in her hair, the other sliding between her thighs. She was soaked, already dripping, if the squelch of his fingers was any proof. He wasted no time: two fingers deep, curling instantly to the spot that made her vision go static. The haptic glove buzzed and twitched, every motion amplified, the sensation refracted through her body like a prism.
She clung to his shoulders, barely able to breathe as he finger-fucked her with the same precision he brought to code reviews. His thumb found her clit, grinding in perfect counterpoint, and the glove on her other hand vibrated with every stroke, as if mocking the weakness of human flesh.
“Joseph, fuck, please,” She didn’t even recognize her own voice.
He stopped, just long enough to pull the glove from her hand and slap it on his own. Then he grabbed her breast with the now-haptic hand, and the sensation doubled, tripled, the feedback so intense she screamed.
Joseph leaned in, tongue tracing the shell of her ear. “Ready for the full stack?”
She nodded, or tried to; her whole body convulsed around his fingers, pleasure crashing down like an error flood. She came with a sob, clutching at his arm, walls clamping so hard she worried she’d break his hand.
Joseph eased off only when she slumped, boneless, against his chest. He withdrew his fingers, licking them clean with exaggerated slowness. “Exquisite,” he pronounced, and ran the haptic glove’s palm over her ruined blouse, the wetness turning it transparent.
She didn’t dare move; she’d have toppled over if she'd tried. Joseph retrieved a slim, encrypted USB from the counter and pressed it into her shaking hand.
“Bring me Bayne’s raw patient files,” he said, calm as a software update notification. “Then we schedule the full penetration test.”
Lisa nodded, eyes glassy, thighs still twitching from aftershocks. She tucked the drive into her clutch, not caring that her panties were lost somewhere on the floor.
By the time she reached the car, her phone vibrated: a text from Joseph, timestamped one minute prior. It was a GIF, her own face, mid-orgasm, looped from the security camera in the lab. The message underneath was simple:
24 HOURS TO DEPLOY.

      ***Rick didn’t bother turning on the lights. The master bedroom felt like a sensory deprivation tank: every surface dull and textureless, the blackout curtains turning the space into a matte gray void. The only light came from his tablet, which had long since stopped pretending to serve any purpose except torturing him. He cycled through the gala photos on endless loop, Lisa’s emerald dress, the way she clung to Joseph’s arm, the proprietary hand riding so low on her spine it looked like Joseph owned the source code to her nervous system.
He zoomed
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