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  Chapter one
The Leak


The neon glow of Miami nightlife filters through the blinds, casting harsh lines across Kenzo's face as he paces. His heart pounds with anticipation, but his cock stirs with shameful arousal at the thought of what Barby will do when she discovers his betrayal. The memory of her cruel smile, the way she had paraded him naked before her bulls, burns in his mind, both tortuous and inexplicably arousing. Seraphyx's fingers click rhythmically across the keyboard, each tap bringing them closer to exposing the corrupt empire that had been built upon his genetic humiliation. 
"You're wearing a hole in the floor," Seraphyx says, not looking up from her screen. Her black hair cascades over one shoulder, her expression illuminated by the blue light of the laptop. "The upload is at seventy percent. Your anxiety isn't helping."
"It's not anxiety," Kenzo lies, running his fingers through his disheveled hair. "It's anticipation."
The hotel room they've converted into their operation center reeks of takeout food and desperation. Three monitors display various data streams, Barby's stock prices, social media trends, news feeds. All soon to be flooded with the truth: Barby's sperm bank empire had been genetically modifying donations without consent, creating designer babies with unpredictable consequences.
"You don't have to lie to me," Seraphyx says, her hazel eyes finally meeting his. "I know what she did to you. What she's still doing."
Kenzo's cock twitches at the mere mention, and he hates himself for it. Years of conditioning, of being Barby's cuckold, her plaything, her genetic experiment, his body responds even as his mind rebels. The cruel videos she'd made of him watching her fuck Thiago and countless other bulls, his own genetic material deemed inferior, unusable except as entertainment for her perverted clientele.
"This ends tonight," he says, his voice steadier than he feels.
Seraphyx nods, returning to her work. Her composure is remarkable, steady hands, measured breathing. Where his revenge is personal, hers is political. The daughter of a senator with her own agenda, she moves with calculation that Kenzo envies. If his cock would stop betraying him every time Barby's name is mentioned, perhaps he could think as clearly.
"Ninety percent," Seraphyx announces. "Once this hits, her entire operation will be exposed. The genetic modifications, the blackmail, the manipulation, all of it."
Kenzo stares at the progress bar crawling across the screen. Each percentage point is another nail in Barby's coffin, another step toward freedom from her sexual tyranny. Yet the thought of her downfall makes him both hard and sick with anticipation.
"Upload complete," Seraphyx says, and hits enter with a flourish.
For a moment, nothing seems to happen. The room is quiet except for the hum of electronics and their breathing. Then, one by one, the monitors light up. News alerts. Social media notifications. Email confirmations from journalists.
"It's working," Kenzo breathes, leaning over Seraphyx's shoulder to watch. His hand trembles as he points to a trending hashtag: #BarbyGeneGate.
Seraphyx allows herself a small smile. "Her stock is already dropping. Ten percent... fifteen..."
The moment of triumph is short-lived. A notification pops up on the center screen: BARBY LIVE NOW.
"Fuck," Kenzo whispers, his mouth suddenly dry. "She's responding already."
Seraphyx clicks the notification, and Barby appears on screen. Her platinum bob is slightly disheveled, but her emerald eyes are alight with malicious intelligence. She sits in her trademark white chair, legs crossed, wearing a dress that clings to her curves, the picture of composure despite the chaos they've just unleashed.
"My dear followers," Barby purrs into the camera, her voice sliding like honey over broken glass. "It seems our disgraced former employee Kenzo has decided to fabricate some rather outlandish claims about our operation."
Kenzo's fists clench. "She's trying to get ahead of it."
"But what poor Kenzo fails to realize is that desperate men make desperate claims," Barby continues, her red lips curving into a smile that makes Kenzo's cock stiffen against his will. "And speaking of desperate... I believe it's time the world saw just how desperate our Kenzo can be."
The screen splits, and suddenly Kenzo is looking at himself, or rather, a deepfake so convincing he momentarily questions his own memory. The fabricated video shows him on his knees, begging to drink cum from a used condom, pleading to be allowed to watch as Barby is fucked by a line of men.
"Jesus Christ," Seraphyx mutters, reaching for the volume control.
But Kenzo can't look away. The deepfake is seamless, showing him debasing himself in ways even Barby had never actually demanded. His virtual self cries with gratitude as men ejaculate on his face, thank you, sirs, spilling from his lips between desperate sobs.
"I think we all know who the real Kenzo is," Barby says as the video continues to play beside her. "A pathetic little man with delusions of adequacy. These accusations are simply the tantrum of someone who couldn't measure up, literally."
The comment section beside the video fills with laughing emojis and crude jokes at his expense. Kenzo feels his face burning with shame as his erection strains painfully against his zipper, the humiliation feeding his unwanted arousal.
Then Thiago appears on screen, sliding into view behind Barby. His bronzed muscles gleam under the studio lights as he places possessive hands on her shoulders. Kenzo's breath catches, Thiago, Barby's favorite bull, the man she'd made him watch countless times.
"You know what happens to little boys who tell lies, don't you, Kenzo?" Thiago says, his gray eyes cold as he stares directly into the camera. "They get their fucking tongues cut out. And I'm gonna enjoy watching you choke on your blood when I find you."
Seraphyx glances at Kenzo, concern etching her features. "They're threatening you openly. We can use this."
But Kenzo barely hears her. His eyes are fixed on Thiago's hands as they slide down to cup Barby's breasts through her dress, the casual dominance sending a jolt of shameful pleasure through his body.
"Look how hard our little cuck is getting right now, watching me touch what he can never have," Thiago laughs, and Kenzo's hand unconsciously moves to adjust himself. "You miss this, don't you? Being put in your place?"
"The leak," Seraphyx says urgently, pointing to another screen. "It's gaining traction, but her stream is trending faster. The deepfake is overshadowing our release."
Kenzo tears his eyes away from Barby and Thiago to see the numbers; she's right. While their exposé is spreading, Barby's counterattack is dominating the discourse, painting him as a spurned, perverted former employee with a grudge.
"You thought you could ruin me?" Barby's voice draws his attention back to her stream. She's leaning forward now, her cleavage deliberately displayed, her voice dropping to that sultry tone that had commanded him through countless humiliations. "You're finished, Kenzo. When I'm done with you, the only place you'll find work is in one of my studios, cleaning up after real men. And we both know how much you'd love that."
The stream ends abruptly, leaving Kenzo staring at a black screen, his reflection showing flushed cheeks and dilated pupils, the face of a man whose revenge has twisted into something else entirely.

      ***Kenzo's wrists burn against the cold metal of the handcuffs, his arms stretched painfully above his head. Barby's penthouse, once the immaculate showcase of her genetic empire, now resembles the inside of a hurricane, screens displaying plummeting stock prices, phones ringing unanswered, half-packed suitcases lying open on Italian marble. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, Miami glitters indifferently, the same city that had once worshipped at Barby's feet now eagerly consuming news of her downfall. She stalks across the room like a wounded predator, her platinum bob disheveled, emerald eyes wild with a fury that makes Kenzo's cock stiffen despite the danger.
"Look at what you've done," Barby hisses, gesturing wildly at the chaos surrounding them. Her designer dress is torn at the shoulder, mascara smudged beneath eyes that haven't slept. "Years of work— my work!— crumbling because you couldn't accept your place in the fucking food chain."
Kenzo meets her gaze steadily, even as his heart hammers against his ribs. His escape attempt had failed spectacularly when Thiago intercepted him six blocks from the hideout. Now, chained to a support beam in Barby's living room, he watches her empire disintegrate in real time.
"Your place," Thiago echoes, emerging from the bedroom. He's shirtless, his bronzed muscles gleaming with sweat, gray eyes cold as they assess Kenzo. "Remember when you used to jerk your pathetic dick watching me fuck her? You liked your place then."
Kenzo swallows hard, fighting the unwelcome surge of arousal at the memory. Thiago had been Barby's favorite bull, the man she'd made Kenzo watch countless times, sometimes from inside a cage, sometimes kneeling at the foot of the bed. The shame of those memories floods his face with heat.
"No clever response?" Barby moves closer, her perfume— expensive, intoxicating— filling his senses. "You had plenty to say in those leaked documents. All those accusations about genetic tampering, about using inferior sperm for our entertainment." She runs a manicured nail down his cheek, her voice dropping to a whisper. "But we both know the real reason you're angry, don't we? It's because you loved watching. You loved being inferior."
"Fuck you," Kenzo spits, but his body betrays him. His cock strains against his jeans, visible enough that Barby's eyes flick downward, her red lips curving into a cruel smile.
"Oh, look," she purrs—"someone's excited to be home. Thiago, he missed us."
Thiago laughs, the sound reverberating through the spacious penthouse. "Should we show him what we've been working on while he was playing revolutionary?"
Barby claps her hands together, suddenly animated. "Yes! The stream is already set up." She grabs a tablet from the coffee table and positions herself in front of Kenzo. "You think your little leak hurt me? Watch this."
She turns the tablet to face him, and Kenzo sees himself on screen, the deepfake again, but extended, more elaborate. This version shows him weeping as he begs to be allowed to eat Thiago's cum from Barby's pussy, then thanking them both for the privilege. The digital craftsmanship is flawless; even knowing it's fake, Kenzo questions his own memory for a split second.
"We've been streaming this for hours," Barby says, her voice thick with satisfaction. "Your leak? Old news. This? This is entertainment. People are paying premium rates to watch the great whistleblower exposed as nothing but a cum-hungry little bitch."
She turns the tablet so he can see the chat scrolling beside the video. Comments flood in:
*pathetic loser*
*knew he was just jealous*
*that's why he wasn't good enough for the sperm bank lmaooo*
*can't believe I almost believed his "evidence"*
"No," Kenzo whispers, the weight of public humiliation crushing him. "That's not—"
"Not what? Not you?" Barby laughs, the sound sharp as broken glass. "It doesn't matter, Kenzo. Perception is reality. And right now, the perception is that you're exactly what we say you are."
Thiago steps forward, towering over Kenzo. His hand shoots out, gripping Kenzo's jaw with bruising force. "You think you could take her from me? That you could destroy what we built?" His fingers squeeze tighter, forcing Kenzo's mouth open slightly. "I should fuck your mouth right now, live on stream. Show everyone what you're really good for."
Kenzo tries to jerk away, but Thiago holds him firmly, thumb pressing against his lower lip. The threat sends conflicting signals through his body, terror, rage, and to his shame, a pulse of arousal that makes his cock throb visibly against his jeans.
"Look at that," Thiago says, glancing down at Kenzo's erection. "Still a fucking slave to it, aren't you? No matter how hard you fight, your body knows what it wants."
He releases Kenzo's jaw and steps back toward Barby, his hand sliding possessively around her waist. But something in his expression shifts as he looks at her, a calculation, a coolness that hadn't been there before.
"The stream numbers are through the roof," Barby says, not noticing Thiago's subtle change. She turns back to the tablet, scrolling through comments. "They're eating this up. We might salvage something from this disaster after all."
"Mm," Thiago murmurs noncommittally, his eyes now assessing Barby with the same cold evaluation he'd given Kenzo moments before.
Kenzo sees it, the shift in alliance. As Barby's empire crumbles, Thiago's loyalty wavers. The man had always been an opportunist, latching onto Barby's success, enjoying the power and status that came with being her bull. With that power threatened, Thiago is already looking for his exit.
The realization gives Kenzo a surge of clarity through his haze of conflicted arousal. Barby is vulnerable. Thiago is calculating. This moment, right now, might be his only chance.
"Go ahead," Kenzo says, forcing confidence into his voice. "Stream whatever fiction you want. The gene editing evidence is still out there, and the SEC is already investigating. You can humiliate me all you want, but your company is finished."
Barby's face contorts with rage. She lunges forward, slapping him hard across the face. "You ungrateful fucking worm! After everything I gave you—"
"Gave me?" Kenzo laughs, tasting blood on his lip. "You mean after you stole my genetic material, manipulated it for your twisted business, and turned me into your personal entertainment?"
"You loved it!" she screams, spittle flying from her perfect lips. "Don't pretend you didn't beg for it!"
Behind her, Thiago shifts uncomfortably, his eyes darting to the still-active stream tablet where viewers are commenting on Barby's meltdown.
*is she losing it?*
*wtf is happening*
*this is better than the deepfake lol*
A sudden pounding at the door makes them all freeze. Barby whirls around, panic flashing across her features.
"Who the fuck is that?" she demands. "Thiago, get rid of them."
Thiago moves to the door cautiously, his muscles tensing as the pounding intensifies. He pulls it open a crack, and Kenzo sees a flash of black hair before the door explodes inward, catching Thiago square in the face. Blood spurts from his nose as Seraphyx bursts in, flanked by two men in tactical gear, her eyes fierce and focused beneath her sleek curtain of hair.
"What the fuck!" Barby shrieks, dropping the tablet as it continues to stream her humiliation to thousands of viewers. "How did you—"
Seraphyx doesn't waste time answering. Her boot connects with Thiago's stomach as he lunges for her, doubling him over. One of her companions fires a taser, sending Thiago to the floor in a twitching heap, his bronzed muscles spasming uselessly.
"The cuffs," Seraphyx commands, and her second ally rushes to Kenzo, producing a small key.
"No!" Barby screams, her voice cracking as she launches herself at them, emerald eyes wild, claws extended. "He's mine! Mine to punish!"
Kenzo watches, transfixed, as Seraphyx catches Barby by her platinum hair, jerking her head back savagely. The sight of Barby restrained, her neck exposed, chest heaving, dress riding up her thighs, sends another unwanted pulse of arousal through his groin. He hates his body's response, hates that even now, as rescue arrives, his cock remains hard for the woman who's tormented him.
"Get those cuffs off now," Seraphyx orders, her voice steady despite Barby's frantic struggling. "We have three minutes before her security overrides the lockdown."
Kenzo's wrists come free, blood rushing painfully back into his hands. He staggers, legs weak from standing chained for hours. His rescuer supports him with a firm grip on his arm as he regains his balance.
"You fucking traitor!" Barby spits at Seraphyx, mascara streaking down her cheeks. "I'll destroy you too! I'll make you watch while I fuck your father on stream!"
Seraphyx responds by slamming Barby against the wall, pressing her forearm against the smaller woman's throat. "Shut your mouth, or I'll shut it for you."
Thiago is recovering, pushing himself to his knees, blood streaming from his nose onto his chest. His gray eyes lock on Kenzo with murderous intent. "I'm going to rip your fucking cock off and feed it to you," he growls, lunging forward.
The man with the taser fires again, but Thiago jerks aside, the barbs missing him. He tackles the man, sending both crashing into Barby's glass coffee table. The shattering sound echoes through the penthouse as Thiago gains the upper hand, his fist connecting with the man's jaw with a sickening crack.
"Time to go," Seraphyx says, releasing Barby and grabbing Kenzo's arm. "Now!"
They rush toward the door, but Kenzo feels himself yanked backward as Barby latches onto his shirt. Her nails dig into his skin through the fabric, tearing bloody furrows as he pulls away.
"You think you're leaving me?" she hisses, her face inches from his, her breath hot on his cheek. "Your cock is still hard for me, Kenzo. It always will be. You'll never escape what I made you."
Her hand darts between his legs, squeezing his erection through his jeans with painful intensity. His body betrays him again, his cock pulsing against her grip, pleasure mixing with pain in a familiar, sickening cocktail.
"See?" she whispers, lips brushing his ear. "Still my little bitch."
Seraphyx's fist connects with Barby's temple, sending her sprawling across the marble floor. She grabs Kenzo's wrist, dragging him toward the exit as Thiago roars behind them, having dispatched her ally and now grappling with the second man.
They sprint down the hallway to the service elevator, Kenzo's legs finding strength in the adrenaline of escape. As the doors close, he catches a glimpse of Barby in the penthouse doorway, blood trickling from her split lip, her eyes burning with a promise of retribution that makes his stomach clench.
"Are you hurt?" Seraphyx asks as the elevator descends, her eyes scanning him clinically.
"No," he lies, though his wrists are raw and his back aches from being chained upright. The truth is, his most
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