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Chapter 1: Appearance and Power 
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The glass tower of Medi-Bion Technologie AG towered like an icy monolith into the overcast sky of the metropolis. To Michelle, the colossal entrance hall of white marble and brushed steel felt like the interior of a temple in which she was the unwelcome stranger.

Before facing the HR director's antechamber, Michelle retreated for a moment into the elegant, dark smoked-glass waiting area of the executive floor on the eleventh floor. The walls were so flawlessly polished that they acted as a gigantic mirror. She stepped close to the glass and scrutinized her reflection—and what she saw caused her nervousness to vanish for a moment, replaced by a deep sense of pride and self-assurance.

Michelle was a vision not easily overlooked. At 22 years old, she combined an innocent, almost elfin elegance with a highly provocative, athletic femininity. Her body was the result of years of disciplined fitness training and running. The navy designer suit, for which she had sacrificed her entire savings of three months' rent, clung to her curves like a second skin. The narrow pencil skirt emphasized her firm, perfectly shaped rear and athletically curved hips. Her long, toned legs were visually elongated even further by the simple but murderously high heels of her black pumps.

She opened the top button of her white silk blouse a fraction. The fine fabric stretched gently over her firm, athletic bust, revealing a delicate décolletage and prominent, elegant collarbones. She tucked a strand of her thick, honey-blonde hair behind her ear, which fell in soft waves over her shoulders. Her emerald-green eyes flashed with determination, and the ghost of a smile touched her full lips. She looked incredibly sexy, yet at the same time possessed the aloof aura of a woman who knew exactly what effect she could have on men.

"Ms. Müller? Dr. Weber is expecting you now." The soft voice of the executive assistant snapped her out of her thoughts. Michelle squared her shoulders, took a deep breath, and gripped her premium leather portfolio. Her "armor" fit perfectly. She was ready.

Yet her confidence shattered less than half an hour later in the luxurious corner office of the HR director.

Dr. Christian Weber, the head of the HR department, embodied everything that intimidated and simultaneously fascinated Michelle about this world. At 45, he was a man built like a monument—impeccably groomed, his salt-and-pepper hair perfectly styled, his tailored gray three-piece suit sitting without the slightest wrinkle. With almost manic precision, he adjusted his silver cufflinks while Michelle stood before his massive desk. He didn't even ask her to sit down.

"Dr. Weber, I have prepared my portfolio here for the coming four weeks," Michelle said, her voice firm, though she had to force it with effort. She took a step forward and placed the sleek black folder onto the polished wood of his desk. "Inside are several approaches to optimizing the onboarding process and—"

Weber didn't even raise his head to look at her. His fingers glided over the keyboard of his laptop, typing the end of an email, before he leaned back with agonizing slowness. He did not look at the folder. Instead, his cool, appraising gaze drifted down her body, inspecting the expensive suit, lingering a moment too long on the curve of her hips, and finally settling on her lips. A faint, condescending smile played on his features.

With his index finger, he pushed her unread folder slightly to the side, as if it were an annoying promotional flyer.

"So, the niece of Mr. Müller..." he commented, his voice as smooth as the glass of the skyscraper. "Very delightful, Michelle. Your uncle places great value on you learning something. I respect that, of course." He folded his hands over his stomach. "But let us be honest: a DAX-listed corporation is no sandbox for student experiments. We will find some task for you where you won't be in the way."

Michelle swallowed hard. Blood rushed into her cheeks, and beneath the fine silk of her blouse, every muscle tensed. The sting of rejection struck deep into her pride. To him, she was nothing more than a burden, a decorative obligation he had to endure on behalf of the boss. A pretty accessory allowed to smile the coffee away.

"I understand, Dr. Weber," she replied, her fingernails digging into her palms. She maintained her masked, professional smile. I will not cry. Not in front of this man.

"Excellent," Weber said, already turning back to his screen and dismissing her with a careless wave of his hand. "The major executive meeting takes place at 10:00 AM on the twelfth floor. You may sit at the edge and take notes."

After Michelle had settled into her desk in the open-plan office area and had her computer set up by IT, it was already five minutes to 10:00, and she made her way up to the 12th floor. The conference room on the twelfth floor smelled of expensive leather, fresh coffee, and the subtle arrogance of men who moved millions. Michelle sat, as ordered, on the absolute periphery of the room on a simple chair, her notepad on her knees. She observed the circle of board members sharply.

At the head of the table, Dr. Christian Weber lectured. He spoke about the corporation's new, strict compliance guidelines, digital security, moral integrity, and the absolute duty of every employee to protect the reputation of Medi-Bion. He seemed untouchable. The absolute authority on morality and order. Every time his gaze brushed past Michelle, it held the same condescending ignorance as earlier that morning. To him, she was thin air.

An hour later, the CEO dismissed the circle. The board members said their goodbyes loudly and with relief, heading toward the executive bistro on the top deck to have lunch. Dr. Müller patted Weber appreciatively on the shoulder as he passed.

Left behind was only the sterile silence of the room and the quiet clattering of coffee cups that Michelle stacked onto the silver tray. As ordered, she cleared away the glasses and water carafes of the men who, just moments ago, hadn't granted her a single glance. Her jaw was clenched with suppressed rage. She was angry at the hierarchy, angry at her uncle, and most of all, angry at Dr. Weber, who treated her like a maidservant.

Suddenly, a sound broke the silence of the empty room.

It was a low, rhythmic, unmistakable moaning.

Michelle paused, an empty water carafe in her hand. Her gaze wandered across the massive cherry-wood table and caught on Dr. Weber’s vacated spot. In the haste of his departure, he hadn't fully closed his company laptop. The screen stood open a crack, casting an unsettled, bluish light onto the polished wood.

She set the carafe down noiselessly and stepped toward the table. Her movements were suddenly light, almost predatory. Using two fingers, she gripped the edge of the casing and flipped the screen all the way up.

What she saw caused her pulse to freeze for a brief second before it hammered onward in a racing rhythm of arousal and triumph.

No Excel sheet, no HR protocol, no compliance guideline. A crystal-clear, high-definition pornographic video was running on a continuous loop. At the bottom of the screen, the green system notification of the corporate internal network glowed in bold: Download complete – Autoplay started. Of all people, the head of HR, who had just been lecturing on ethics, had used the corporation's high-speed network for his private urges. And he had forgotten to deactivate the autoplay mode.

Michelle did not flinch. No shame, no embarrassed averted gaze. Instead, an icy, analytical clarity spread through her mind. The insecurity of the past two days vanished like fog in the sun. She stepped closer and fixed her eyes on the display.

The video was extreme. It showed a gangbang—four muscular athletes quite literally taking a petite, blonde woman into their custody and serving her from all sides. Michelle narrowed her eyes as she read the video description at the bottom. The only piece of clothing the performer wore was a pair of black cat ears and a tight patent leather collar with a small, silver bell. Her stage name flashed in the details: Cat-Michelle.

An amused, almost sharp tingle spread through Michelle's chest. Michelle. Whether the shared name was a bizarre coincidence or whether Dr. Christian Weber secretly harbored a very specific fantasy regarding his boss's niece played no role at this moment. What mattered was the fact emblazoned in the top right corner of the screen. There, Christian's official username was unmistakably logged in: c.weber@medibion.com.

She reacted without hesitation. Reaching into the pocket of her hard-earned suit, she pulled out her smartphone and positioned the camera at the perfect angle.

Click.

The photo was razor-sharp. It showed the laptop, the explicit video, the athletic men, the name "Cat-Michelle," and, above all, the undeniable proof of his identity. In a DAX-listed corporation like Medi-Bion, this meant immediate termination for cause without severance. The total ruin of his existence.

Michelle slipped her phone away. Her face was completely expressionless as she pushed the laptop screen back down with a soft, almost tender click, leaving it exactly as Christian had left it.

She picked up the tray with the used cups and left the room. The heavy armor of her suit suddenly felt feather-light. She didn't feel the slightest bit of hunger as she took the elevator down. Her business administration studies had taught her how to utilize resources efficiently. And Dr. Christian Weber had just become her most valuable resource.

It was time to study the departmental structure of HR... very thoroughly.
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