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Women in Tech

by Pan

Chapter 1

I thought the move would be good for us.

Obviously, right? Like, no one deliberately goes into a major life decision thinking it’s a terrible 
idea. “Oh yes, this will be no good for anyone. Let’s do it!”

In this case, I had specifically thought it would be good for us. For me and my girlfriend. As a 
couple.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

Gabrielle is a genius. It’s as simple as that. We’re both programmers, but she absolutely leaves 
me in the dust. Like, I’m pretty good at what I do, but there’s just no comparison.

We first met working at this little start-up. It made software for accountants to exchange data 
with other accountants.

Well, no. That would be too exciting. We actually helped maintain the tools that the company 
used to make software for accountants to exchange data with other accountants. Thrilling stuff, 
right?

Such boring work should never have attracted anyone as interesting as Gabrielle. I was attracted 
to her the moment we met…not that I was unique in that regard.

That’s the real problem, in my opinion. When you look at my girlfriend, your first thought isn’t 
“genius”. It’s more likely to be “holy crap, how does she not fall over?”

Top-heavy is putting it lightly. No matter what she wears, no matter how hard she tries to hide - 
and believe me, she tries - it’s impossible not to notice Gabrielle’s chest. She’s probably the 
bustiest person you’ll ever see outside a porn film.

Hell, she may be the bustiest person I’ve seen including porn.

Texas, for all its many strengths, isn’t exactly the most progressive state. And if you’ve ever 
worked in IT, you’ll know that it’s a male-dominated field. So working IT in Texas?

Yeah, my girlfriend was in for a rough time.

Pretty much from the first day she joined the team, Gabrielle was harassed by our coworkers. 
Nothing worth reporting, at first – a lot of stares, winks, raised eyebrows.

But the longer she worked there, the more people would push things. One guy called her TII; he 
claimed it was cos she was like a human calculator, but it was an open secret around the office 
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that it stood for “Tits Indisputably Included”.

He was an idiot. They were all idiots, honestly.

Gabrielle had – well, has, it’s not like that’s changed – a really firm sense of right and wrong. I 
dunno if it came from her upbringing, or if she was just built like that, but she couldn’t stand 
unfairness or injustice or anything like that.

She’d done it all ‘right’, y’know? She’d studied, earned her degree, graduated valedictorian, and 
then worked hard to become the best at what she did. And she’d never stopped learning; her idea 
of bedside reading was a thick tome about the best way to structure a database, or an article on 
her phone about the latest version of the code we used at work.

Gabrielle was by far the brightest on the team, but no matter what she did, everyone just treated 
her like a walking pair of tits.

It really pissed me off, honestly. I was always raised to be respectful of women. And not just in 
the “tip your hat when they enter a room” kind of way - my parents were both left-wing (by El 
Paso standards, anyways) and so I’d grown up understanding that women weren’t objects, they 
were people.

But as much as it bothered me, I have to admit – it kind of worked in my favor. Like, if we’d met 
in a bar (ignoring the unlikelihood of either of us being in a bar in the first place) I doubt she 
would’ve even given me a second look.

But compared to the guys we worked with, I was a knight in shining armor. I stood up for her on 
multiple occasions, calling out the pigs we worked with. And it’s not like it didn’t come with a 
cost, either; I was pretty unpopular for a long while afterwards.

And I never made a move. I wanted to, of course. Every inch of me wanted to. Gabrielle was one 
of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen. She was smart, fun, and we had the exact same sense 
of humor. But after seeing the way everyone else at work treated her, there was no way I was 
going to risk making her feel even more uncomfortable.

So yeah, I was completely blindsided when she asked me out. It’d be like spotting a celebrity at 
the mall, and having them run up for your autograph. Sort of surreal and very flattering, but it 
pretty much makes no sense.

I felt like I’d won the jackpot. Especially when that first date ended with the two of us making 
out in her car. And when our third date ended with her inviting me up for “coffee”? I didn’t just 
feel like I’d won the jackpot - I knew I had.

When Gabrielle first stripped in front of me, I basically had to bend down and pick my jaw up 
from the floor. I wasn’t exaggerating when I say that she did everything possible to hide her tits. 
I’d known they were big, but as she undid her bra and showed them to me in their full glory…

Hot. Damn.
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I should probably describe her to you properly. Gabrielle is about my height – 5’10" – but 
weighs far less than I do. I’m a little pudgy, and my girlfriend is a gym nut. When her tits first 
came in, she’d been teased at school for being chubby (turns out idiot teenagers don’t really 
understand how biology works) and ever since then, she’s been kind of obsessed with staying fit.

Her boobs are an F-cup. When she’d told me that, I thought she was kidding – I hadn’t even 
realized bras went above DD. She has a great ass, too (thank you, yoga) and unlike her breasts, 
she had no compunctions about showing that off. Whenever we went out, she’d do everything 
she could to hide her tits, but happily wear skin-tight pants, skirts, tight-fitting dresses…anything 
she could to show off her perfect bubble butt.

I think part of the reason she likes showing it off is that it’s really sensitive. Another piece of 
knowledge I hadn’t possessed before we started dating; I had no idea that some women could, 
like, almost cum just from having their butt fondled.

And god, the noises she made when I slowly slipped my cock between her cheeks…

Gabrielle’s hair is long and brown. When we’d first met it had been around her shoulders, but 
she’d grown it out over the years. I honestly couldn’t tell you if I liked it better long or short.

I thought she was perfect either way.

I’d worked hard to avoid screwing up the relationship, and for reasons I’ll never understand, she 
didn’t get sick of me. We moved in together within a year, and while neither of us wanted to get 
married (possibly a side-effect of growing up in Texas; you see all your friends getting hitched as 
teenagers and the whole thing loses its lustre) we agreed that we wanted to be together forever.

I love her like I’ve never loved anyone else. Her brain, her sense of humor, her personality. The 
whole package.

And that’s before even getting to the sex. Oh my god, the sex. I’d never dated someone so 
incredibly orgasmic. I already mentioned how sensitive her ass was, but you could touch her 
almost anywhere and get the same reaction.

Not her tits, weirdly enough. The first few times we fucked, all I wanted to do was grope and 
suck and nibble on her tits. She let me, in a sort of bemused way, but it was obvious that it didn’t 
do anything for her. It was clearly more for me than for her, you know?

God, those boobs. If she’d decided one night to use them to smother me to death, I would’ve 
died happy.

But everywhere else – her ass, her thighs, her butt, her neck…even her stomach! – everywhere I 
touched Gabrielle, she’d respond with a purr, a steamy look in her eyes, and soon we’d be rolling 
around in the bed. Or the car. Or on the floor. Or, once or twice, the supply closet at work after 
hours.

In every other relationship I’ve been in, I was the one with the higher sex drive, but Gabrielle 
matched me beat-for-beat. Even three years in, it was rare for either of us to make a move and 
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not have it immediately reciprocated. Sometimes I’d groggily open my eyes in the middle of the 
night to find her riding me, half-asleep.

And when she’d shyly confessed that being awoken by the feeling of my dick inside her was a 
huge turn-on? I don’t think either of us got a full night’s sleep for the next two weeks.

Each and every morning, I still felt like I’d won the jackpot. No one turned me on like Gabrielle 
- every time she stripped in front of me, or wailed orgasmically as she rode me, or gaspingly 
begged me to pull her hair while I fucked her from behind, it made my entire body tingle.

No relationship is perfect, but this was pretty damn close.

Except for one thing:

Work.

There aren’t a whole lot of IT opportunities in El Paso, especially not at Gabrielle’s level. She’d 
regularly go looking, but was never able to find anything. So for three long years, she had to put 
up with the idiotic comments, the stupid nicknames at our shared workspace. She had to listen to 
her coworkers begging me to show them one of the nude photos they thought I had on my phone.

(One of them even tried to hack my device once. Gabrielle sort of had that effect on people.)

I said all the right things, I commiserated when my girlfriend was upset. I comforted her and told 
her it would get better…but it never did. No matter how hard she worked, no matter how many 
endless times she proved herself as the most valuable member of the team, it never seemed to 
change. It was just a really shitty situation, y’know?

And then I went ahead and made everything ten times worse. I did something really, really 
dumb.

I accepted a promotion.

I didn’t even think about it, at the time. God, I still cringe at the thought. I didn’t even question 
it. I mean, why wouldn’t I take more pay and more interesting work? It honestly never occurred 
to me that Gabrielle would be anything but supportive.

A part of me even thought she’d be excited. Like, if she was dating the team leader, maybe she’d 
be harassed a little less.

Dumb, dumb, dumb. I see that now. I don’t think I could possibly have handled the situation any 
worse.

When I told her that night, we had the biggest fight we’d ever had. Don’t get me wrong; we’d 
fought before. But only about little stuff. She didn’t get along with my brother, I hated the way 
she left dishes around the house, and both of us were convinced that the other one snored.

(I know for a fact that I don’t, but Gabrielle? Sometimes I swear you’d think a jetplane had made 
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its way into our bed.)

We were pretty good at fighting, if that makes sense. We never took things personally, we 
avoided jabbing each other’s weaknesses, and our arguments never escalated to the point of 
shouting. It was always ‘us against the problem’; and we sandwiched our criticism and used ‘I 
feel’ language and all the other stuff you’re meant to do.

But not after my promotion.

Neither of us was being fair…but, of course, we both felt like we were being the very 
personification of reason. I was mad at her for not being excited for me, and Gabrielle was pissed 
off that I hadn’t turned the position down and told our boss that he should offer it to her instead.

Look, I’m a card-carrying feminist, but I don’t think anyone is that feminist. Or if they are, 
there’s something wrong with them. It’d be like winning the lottery and donating it all to a 
homeless person.

Well, okay, it’s not exactly like that. But you know what I mean.

I later realized I’d told myself the promotion was solid proof that I was just as good at our job as 
my girlfriend; an insecurity I didn’t even realize I had. Gabrielle, meanwhile, had fixated on the 
‘fair’ thing to do, and not even considered what she was asking.

Normally after we fight, the make-up sex is phenomenal. I mean, all sex with Gabrielle was 
phenomenal, but there was a raw energy to make-up sex that…I dunno, brought it to a whole 
other level.

But after I accepted the promotion, things were different. We didn’t have our make-up sex the 
next day. Or the next, or the next. From the moment we’d moved in together, I don’t think we’d 
ever gone three days without fucking – even if one of us was out of town, we’d jump on the 
phone and get each other off remotely.

When it got to Friday and we still hadn’t made up, that was what made me realize that this really 
was different. How much I’d hurt her.

We basically spent that entire weekend talking. And talking, and talking, and talking, and 
talking.

Like I said, we were really good at having these long, difficult conversations. Which was good, 
because this was the longest and most difficult conversation we’d ever had.

Until then, I hadn’t understood how unhappy Gabrielle was, not really. Like, she’d been at the 
job for more than three years. I guess I’d just assumed she’d gotten used to it. I knew the dumb 
comments bugged her, but I’d never really understood how completely alone she’d felt.

In my girlfriend’s eyes, I’d been the only person who got it, her only ally against the schmucks 
we worked with. So seeing her get ignored for a promotion she deserved would have been bad 
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enough…but taking it for myself?

She told me it was the biggest betrayal she’d ever experienced. And this was coming from a 
woman who’d had nudes leaked on the internet by an ex. (She’d managed to take them all down 
pretty quickly, thank god.)

Yeah. And I’d expected her to be happy for me.

Over that weekend, we laughed, we cried, we bonded. We created a sort of nest on the living-
room floor, and left it only to get our delivery orders or use the bathroom. We even had some 
make-up sex in the middle of it. Sort of a ‘time out’ from the intense conversations.

And after two full days of talking, we had a plan.

As much as we loved Texas, as much as we’d miss our families and our friends…we decided it 
was time for a change.

It was time to go somewhere else, somewhere that Gabrielle would be properly appreciated. 
Somewhere they might be able to truly see her for the brilliant programmer she was.

I thought the move would be good for us. We both did.

I had no way of knowing that it would change our lives forever.

“It’s not fair,” Gabrielle groused, slumping back on the couch. “I thought this place would be 
different.”

“I know, honey,” I said comfortingly. “So did I.”

Maybe we’d been a little naïve.

Sure, there’s more money in Silicon Valley, but to balance it out…everything is that much more 
expensive.

Our first impressions had been pretty positive. Gabrielle had gotten a job within two days of 
getting into the city, so we’d thought that y’know…maybe this place really was a meritocracy. 
Her talent had been recognized straight away – that was exactly what we were looking for, right?

Her new job was with a company called Vision. It wasn’t a dinky little start-up like our old 
workplace; Vision was a multinational corporation who seemed to have their fingers in 
everything. Gabrielle was hired to work on this new app for executives, a sort of combination of 
Doordash and Tinder.

Wait, that sounds weird. I don’t mean that it delivered sex to your house. It was for business 
professionals who needed talented people at short notice: consultants, accountants, hairdressers.

Yeah: hairdressers. That was one of the first things Gabrielle had told me about it, and it had 
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really stuck in my head. The idea of an executive needing an emergency haircut, right this 
instant was sort of funny to me, but apparently it was a legit thing. Not an uncommon one, either.

My girlfriend loved the work. Like, she loooooved the work. That was part of why she’d been so 
frustrated and so desperate to get promoted; she’d mastered everything she had to do at our old 
job within about thirty-four seconds. But here she was actually challenged, doing more than just 
helping someone help accountants push numbers over to other accountants.

The pay was pretty generous, too. Like I said, I think they really recognized her talents.

But basically from day one, the workplace was more of the same.

Worse, even.

I’d been surprised to learn that she was the only woman in the team, figuring there would be 
more of a balance out here. As soon as she walked into the room, she could feel pretty much 
every set of eyes on her chest.

By the end of her first week, the nicknames had started. ‘Darl’, ‘Toots’, ‘Babe’, ‘Sweetheart’. 
We’d gone shopping on the weekend, using a big chunk of her first paycheck to buy some 
clothes that were even bulkier than her normal wear.

It didn’t help. As soon as she entered on Monday morning, the room filled with wolf-whistles. 
Later that day, she turned around from the presentation she was giving to find someone 
pretending to spank her.

In El Paso, the guys had at least been subtle about it. They’d been sexist assholes, but not in a 
way that they could get caught. They’d always made sure to behave while the boss was around, 
and avoided anything that would leave a paper trail.

It was the end of Gabrielle’s second week when it happened. Someone forwarded her an email 
that had been going around the office.

Her nudes.

She thought she’d managed to completely scrub them from the internet – she’d issued DMCA 
notices, threatened lawsuits, and most reputable porn-sharing sites are pretty good about helping 
women take down unauthorized pics.

But apparently they still existed out there in some form. Maybe one of her coworkers had 
downloaded it after the initial leak, and recognized her, or had access to some kind of…I dunno, 
face-searching software.

It didn’t really matter how they’d done it, the result was the same. Less than two weeks after 
starting a new job in a new city, they’d managed to distribute naked pictures of her throughout 
the entire office. And Silicon Valley isn’t a big place. This would undoubtedly follow her for the 
rest of her career.
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It was outrageous. Just, flat-out harassment. Abuse, basically.

My girlfriend took it straight to the HR office. I’d figured a company the size of Vision, it 
wouldn’t be a problem to get it resolved…but while the rep had been sympathetic, she’d told 
Gabrielle that there was nothing they could do.

I couldn’t believe it when she told me. I’d expected to hear that the entire team was being fired, 
or that my girlfriend would get a hefty payout if she signed a piece of paper promising not to sue.

Nope. Nothing. Nada. Squat.

The HR rep said that without knowing who’d originally started sending the picture around, the 
company couldn’t punish anyone - not even the person who’d forwarded it to her. “They 
probably just wanted to make sure you knew what was going around.”

When my girlfriend had returned to her desk, she was almost crying, and the guys in the 
surrounding cubicles were just standing there and leering at her, probably delighted to discover 
exactly how much of a bust their coworker was hiding under her unflattering outfit.

Gabrielle had blinked back her tears and shot them a glare. My girlfriend can be truly terrifying 
when she wants to be, but it hadn’t made a difference. They just kept on staring at her 
lecherously, huge grins on their idiot faces.

I was so, so mad when she told me. I hadn’t even met any of Gabrielle’s new workmates, but I 
wanted to murder them. Each and every one of them.

Over the next few days, things somehow got worse. Someone changed the wallpaper on her 
work computer to the nudes, then the next day she found it in the middle of a slideshow she’d 
been working on. One slide, the app’s new UI. The next slide: her tits, filling the screen.

There was a company directory on the intranet, and Gabrielle’s photo was replaced with a 
zoomed in version of the illicit photo. It only showed her face and shoulders, but that was just 
enough to tell she was naked.

She reported each of these incidents to HR, and each time was basically met with a shrug.

As if bolstered by the total lack of consequences, her asshole workmates continued to escalate 
things. She came in one morning to discover a poster of the photo had been hung up in her 
cubicle, and when her business cards came in…sure enough, one of her leaked photos was 
printed on the back of each and every one.

But at the end of Gabrielle’s third week, she came home to tell me about the most brazen case of 
workplace harassment I’d ever heard of. She was giving her first presentation, when she’d 
noticed that everyone on her team – including her new boss – were all drinking from identical 
coffee mugs.

Coffee mugs with a naked image of my girlfriend printed on them.
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I exploded. I told her that she needed to start recording everything – every instance of 
harassment, every conversation she had with HR. I said that this was a lawsuit that any lawyer in 
California would pay her to take on.

She nodded, but seemed completely defeated. Vision was a multi-billion dollar company, and 
even the most open-and-shut case (which this pretty clearly was) would take years to get through 
the legal system. What we were meant to do until then?

Despite being in Silicon Valley for almost a month, I hadn’t been able to find work. I’d hoped I’d 
hoped that my experience and recent promotion would be something I could leverage into a 
shiny new position, but every programmer and their dog was looking for work, and there just 
wasn’t much of it going around.

Gabrielle was covering the rent – barely – but if she left Vision, our savings would barely last us 
a month.

Whether we liked it or not, she was stuck there.

I could see that it was killing her. She’d come home from work completely exhausted, and we’d 
just veg out on the couch watching internet videos. Danny Gonzalez practically became our third 
housemate.

My days were spent trying to find leads, but there’s only so many hours in the day you can spend 
actively looking for jobs, so I was almost as exhausted as she was.

Wake up, misery, sleep, repeat. It was even starting to affect our sex life; neither of us was 
initiating any more, and (even more worryingly) neither of us seemed to care.

We’d been in town for just over two months when Gabrielle came home with an energy I hadn’t 
seen in her for a while.

“I’m not going to stand for this,” she announced. “It’s bullshit. It’s bullshit, and it’s completely 
unfair.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. Do you know what that fucker Michael did today?”

Michael was one of the members of her team. I’d say he was one of the worst, but…well, they all 
seemed equally awful.

“What?”

“He slapped my ass. Like I was a secretary from the fifties!”

My eyes widened. “What!?”
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“I know, right?”

“What did HR say?”

My girlfriend laughed mirthlessly. “They added it to the file. That file must be thick enough to 
reach Mars by now.”

“As long as they have a record of the incident,” I pressed. Between binging video essays, I’d 
been reading up on harassment law. If my girlfriend got fired, or I managed to get a job that 
could sustain us, I wanted to be prepared to take legal action.

In response, Gabrielle just handed me a pamphlet.

WOMEN IN TECH.

I looked at her questioningly.

“I totally forgot about it,” she said, a fire in her eyes that I hadn’t seen since we left Texas. “It 
was in my initiation package. It’s an advocacy group; they offer all kinds of stuff – networking 
mixers, 401K advice…”

“…workplace rights, sexual harassment seminars,” I continued, reading the pamphlet’s big, 
bright letters. “One-on-one consultancy, tailored advice.”

I looked up at her with a smile. “Hon, this sounds great.”

“Don’t call me hon,” she said reflexively, then closed her eyes. “Sorry. Instinct. I say that, like, 
twenty times a day.”

Reaching out and grabbing Gabrielle’s hand, I pulled her onto my lap. She put her arms around 
my neck. “You think they can help?”

“It’s worth a try,” she shrugged. “I mean, it’s not like things can get any worse. I’ll tell them 
what’s going on, and at the very least, they’ll be able to offer some advice.”

“Yeah – ‘don’t be a woman in tech’,” I replied, and Gabrielle surprised me with a laugh. I 
couldn’t remember the last time I’d heard her laugh. Probably back in Texas.

“Well, hopefully something more useful than that.”

“This sounds great,” I said firmly.

“Yeah,” she nodded. “I made an appointment today. I’m going to be talking to Flynn Parson at 
the end of this week.”

I flipped over the pamphlet. There was a photo of him on the back – he looked like he was in his 
forties. Dark hair, dark eyes. Handsome.
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I immediately didn’t like him, a thought I tried to push out of my mind. Within just a few weeks 
of dating Gabrielle, I’d had to accept that she could have anyone she wanted…but she’d chosen 
me. It just wasn’t worth letting my mind go down jealous paths. That way madness lay.

All I could do was be the best me I could be, and trust that I was the one she’d come home to 
every night.

“He’s cute,” I said lightly. That was mostly how I dealt with the stupid thoughts – by expressing 
them, and allowing Gabrielle to reassure me.

“Eh,” she said, a knowing smile in her eyes. “I’d take you any day.”

“Any day?” I replied with a grin. She always knew exactly what I needed to hear.

“Uh huh,” she replied, leaning in for a kiss.

As we broke our dry spell that night, Flynn Parson’s photo lay on the floor, watching us make 
love on the couch.

Two things changed over the next few weeks.

Firstly, I got a job.

Don’t get too excited, it wasn’t exactly what I’d been hoping for.

I got a job…as a dog-walker.

Not the high-paying technical work I’d been hoping for, but I was happy just to get out of the 
house. I got to hang out with doggos, I got some sunshine, and I figured there was a chance I’d 
meet someone who could get me a job. Maybe Elon Musk would need someone to walk his dog, 
y’know?

I didn’t have Women in Tech mixers; I needed to seize my networking opportunities wherever I 
could get 'em.

And I knew the exercise would be good for me. I’d been a little large even before we left Texas, 
but several months of sitting on the couch had started to show.

I got my first few gigs from the paper, but soon I actually signed up to the beta launch of the new 
Vision app. I didn’t qualify for any of the programmer slots (for those times when, you know, 
executives desperately needed someone with an in-depth knowledge of object-oriented 
programming) but hey, I could walk dogs with the best of them.

The other big change was Gabrielle’s.

Her Women in Tech one-on-one had gone great, from what she’d told me. She hadn’t actually 
gotten to meet Flynn Parson - he’d been called away at the last minute, and she’d instead had her 
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appointment with his number two, Sylvia.

I’d been hoping that Women in Tech would convince Gabby that legal action was the best path 
forward (I’m not one to shy away from a fight…an attitude which has gotten me in trouble more 
than once), but the advice they’d given had been more sensible.

Sylvia had been sympathetic – exactly what my girlfriend needed, honestly, after the appalling 
response she’d gotten from the HR department – and shared some techniques to help her manage 
the guys in the office.

It had seemed a little half-assed to me, but Gabrielle had been pretty much gushing with 
enthusiasm when she came home. It had been so nice to see the return of my high-spirited 
girlfriend, I’d been careful not to say anything that would dampen her mood.

Instead, I was the very model of a supportive boyfriend. I’m not one who needs to learn the same 
lesson twice.

So I’d joined in with her excitement, and we made love again that night. Well, ‘made love’ is 
outting it lightly. If I’m being honest, it was a little filthier than that. Since moving to California, 
I’d not taken my girlfriend’s rear.

I was very happy to rectify that, if you’ll pardon the pun.

The next month was the very opposite of our first month in the Golden State; instead of living a 
life glued to the couch, my days were spent out and about. Gabrielle was happy, and we were 
making love each and every night, like when we’d first started dating.

My dog-walking gig did not, alas, immediately get me a cushy programming job at Google, but I 
was enjoying the work. More than I expected, honestly. I managed to pick up a few more gigs 
from the app – execs whose regular dog-walkers had bailed, and they needed someone to come 
by at the last minute. I’d managed to turn a few of them into regular clients, and my days were 
spent alternating between walking dogs and staring at the app, hoping someone would need my 
services.

If I’d lived in Silicon Valley by myself, I wouldn’t have been making enough to eat, let alone 
pay rent… but between Gabrielle’s job and my meager earnings, we were getting by.

Gabrielle started regularly attending Women in Tech events – seminars, workshops, support 
groups – and was soaking it all up as much as I was soaking up the California rays. Every day I’d 
ask how work was going, and without fail her response was glowing.

The days of her workplace harassment, it seemed, were at an end.

She was always a little vague about exactly what the new techniques were. It took me a while to 
notice, actually, because whenever I asked, she’d get this look on her face and practically leap 
me.

It’s easy to forget that you just asked a question when your dick is disappearing down your busty 
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girlfriend’s eager throat.

Like I said, Gabrielle’s sex drive had always matched my own…now, for the first time, it 
actually seemed to be exceeding it.

Not that I was complaining, of course.

Maybe I was dense, and I should have noticed something sooner. Or maybe there really wasn’t 
anything I could have noticed until I did…but my suspicions were first raised when I saw 
Gabrielle getting dressed for work, just over a month since her first meeting with Sylvia.

“What are you wearing?” I asked. Not accusatory, just…surprised.

In all the time we’d been dating (and even the month or two I’d known her before that), I’d never 
seen Gabrielle in a top that showed even a hint of cleavage. Not at work, not outside of work, not 
even in the bedroom.

She had no issue with being naked, mind you. We’d often spend entire weekends in the nude; 
always quite the treat.

But to my girlfriend, tits weren’t something to show off. She didn’t even own any revealing tops. 
Gabrielle had quite a collection of sexy lingerie, but even that was clearly designed to support 
her boobs, not flaunt them.

(There was no shortage of thongs in her wardrobe, mind you, or dolphin shorts. She even had 
some Daisy Dukes, and a short skirt or two. Like I said – Gabrielle loved her ass. Not half as 
much as I loved her tits, of course, but that was a pretty high bar to meet.)

So when I’d woken up to find my girlfriend squeezing herself into a V-neck shirt, I’d been more 
than a little surprised.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, tilting her head to the side.

I stared at her or a few seconds, but she didn’t seem to be playing dumb. She seriously didn’t 
understand why I was confused.

“That,” I replied, gesturing at her very nicely-displayed chest.

I quite often have morning wood when I woke up, but the sight of my girlfriend wearing – for the 
first time since we’d met – a shirt that provided a glorious sneak peak of her bountiful mounds…

Yeah, I was more than a little hard.

She looked down at her top, then at me like I was an idiot.

“Women in Tech should use every asset they have available,” she said. “There’s no use in hiding 
my tits. Everyone knows they’re there.”
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Before I could reply to her bizarre, matter-of-fact statement, she’d grabbed her toast and was out 
the door.

As I roamed the parks that day, I couldn’t help but try to puzzle out what Gabrielle had meant. It 
was odd…her words had sounded so reasonable, like there was some innate truth to them. And 
when I actually tried to find the hole in her logic, I couldn’t.

It was like my mind just…slipped off it.

She was right. Being a woman in this industry was hard enough. It made total sense to use every 
asset they had available.

And it wasn’t like her tits were some secret - everyone knew they were there. She’d spent half 
her life desperately trying to stop people learning how busty she was, and it never worked.

So why try to hide them?

When my girlfriend got home that night, I noticed that she was showing even more cleavage than 
when she’d left that morning. Another button was undone.

You might not think that would make much of a difference, but when you’re as busty as 
Gabrielle, trust me: each and every button is working overtime.

As I stared at her cleavage, I was trying to work out why I felt like I should be annoyed by what I 
was seeing. Hadn’t I spent years trying to convince my girlfriend to dress more revealingly?

Her breasts were obvious, no matter what she did. So why not show them off?

I shook off the strange thoughts, and moved my eyes to my girlfriend’s face. She was smiling at 
my attention, and had that look in her eyes. I knew that it wouldn’t be long before she was naked, 
and I was naked, and I was inside her, and she was moaning, and I was…

“Hey,” she said with a coy smile. “I missed you today.”

I raised one eyebrow, returning her grin. “Just today?”

“Every day,” she shrugged. “I wish you could come work with me. I think you’d really like my 
team.”

I narrowed my eyes at her response, but – just like that morning – there wasn’t a hint of irony in 
her expression. She really seemed to think I’d get along with the fuckwits she worked with.

“Yeah?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, her eyes flicking down to my pants. When Gabby gets horny, she gets 
spacy. You can tell that my girlfriend is thinking about dick, purely because of how easily 
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distracted she gets. It’s cute.

Cute, and one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.

“I thought they were all jerks,” I pushed, and she shook her head…again, without even a trace of 
hesitation. “What about the harassment?”

“Oh, that hasn’t been a problem for months now,” she said, her eyes burning into the front of my 
pants with a laserlike focus. Sometimes dating Gabrielle felt like my teenage self had been 
granted a wish, and I was living it. I was trying to have a conversation with the hottest girl I’d 
ever met, and she was too distracted by my cock to properly engage.

“Why?” I asked. “Like, what changed?”

My girlfriend’s tongue slowly moved across her lips as she dropped to her knees in front of me. 
Two of her slender fingers carefully, lovingly lowered my fly, allowing her other hand to push 
my briefs to the side and access my hard cock.

“Gabby…” I groaned. My girlfriend’s big brown eyes stared up at me lustfully as she moved my 
erection into her mouth. Her tongue found my head, and she daintily tasted the pre-cum that was 
waiting there for her.

“Gabby!” I said insistently. “I’m serious. Answer the question.”

“What was the question?” she asked, her pupils dilated with desire.

“What made them stop you harassing you? What advice did Women in Tech give?”

“Oh, they didn’t stop harassing me,” she said, tilting her head to the side. Her hand was still 
slowly moving up and down my erection as she spoke.

“What??”

“No, they’re just as bad as ever. Worse, even.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. For the last month, my girlfriend had gushed about how all 
of her work problems had disappeared…now, she was admitting that nothing had actually 
changed.

“Then why…how…”

I lost my train of thought briefly as my girlfriend’s soft mouth enveloped my cock once more. 
It’s really quite difficult to have a conversation with someone who insists on giving you the best 
blowjob of your life.

“Gabrielle,” I groaned once more. “You…you said it wasn’t a problem.”

“It wasn’t,” she replied, reluctantly pulling my hardness out of her mouth again. “I mean, it 
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isn’t.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Like I said – Sylvia told me how to deal with it. She’s really good at this kind of thing.”

“So what do you do?” I asked, and a broad smile appeared on my girlfriend’s face.

“Women in Tech should be team players,” she replied. “It’s important to keep the people you 
work with happy.”

As soon as the last word left her mouth, I could feel Gabrielle’s saliva lovingly coating the sides 
of my cock. I’ve had girlfriends who treated blowjobs as chores; as something done just for me, 
a favor that they get nothing out of.

Some women I’ve dated enjoyed giving head, of course. But Gabrielle adored it. It was as 
though every inch of her body got involved in the blowjob. Her hands and mouth did most of the 
work, of course, but as her head bobbed up and down on my rod, her ass wiggled in delight, and 
even her toes flexed with pleasure.

Meanwhile, my head was spinning at what my girlfriend had just told me.

Just like the advice she’d shared that morning, nothing about it felt…wrong. Like, yes – Women 
in Tech should be team players. Everyone on the team should be, really, but women were in a 
particularly vulnerable spot; if they didn’t win their team over, it was easy for them to be 
ostracized.

That was what had happened in El Paso, and there had been a risk of it happening here. Hell, 
Gabrielle had been passed over for a huge promotion because she’d been unable to win the rest 
of the team over.

It’s important to keep the people you work with happy.

I could definitely see why Sylvia had given this advice to my girlfriend, and it was easy to 
understand why she’d taken it. Women in Tech needed to be assets to the team. They had to use 
every asset they had available. They had to keep their team happy.

But that didn’t…surely that didn’t make it okay for…

Before I could collect my thoughts, a loud groan filled the room, and it took me a moment to 
realize I was the source. One of Gabrielle’s hands had reached up to cup my balls at the exact 
moment my cock hit the back of her throat. Her tongue was pressed flatly against the entire 
length of my penis, and she was repeatedly swallowing, a motion which caused ripples of 
pleasure to pass through my entire body.

Her mouth had become a wet, sucking hole, and her eyes stared up at me desperately, like she 
wanted nothing more than to please me.
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“Oh, fuck,” I moaned, and my own orgasm caught me off guard. My dick began spasming, 
pumping a huge load of my hot seed into Gabrielle’s warm, willing mouth.

She swallowed it down eagerly, then stood to kiss me. Once upon a time I’d been the kind of guy 
who found it weird to kiss a girl with cum in her mouth, but…well, it Gabrielle, and it was my 
cum. I now found it far more hot than strange.

As we kissed, Gabrielle’s hand grabbed mine and moved it between her legs. She was wearing a 
tight pair of jeans, and I could feel her heat through the denim.

“You’re in a good mood,” I growled playfully, and she simply nodded enthusiastically in 
response.

My other hand rested on my girlfriend’s ass, and the shudder of arousal that passed through my 
body told me that it was just as sensitive as ever.

As I began to unbutton Gabrielle’s jeans, I remembered what we’d been talking about.

“Hang on,” I said, pausing as my hand reached the zipper. “So you’re telling me that Michael 
and Sean and Jessie…”

“Joshie,” she corrected.

“You’re telling me the guys on your team are still harassing you?”

Gabrielle bit her lip. I could tell that she didn’t want to be talking about this. I could tell she 
didn’t want to be doing anything except getting laid – I’d cum down her throat, but she hadn’t 
even been touched yet. My girlfriend was practically thrumming with excitement.

“No,” she said eventually. Had she paused because of how turned on she was, or had she needed 
to consider how best to answer the question?

“No?”

“No,” she repeated firmly. “I mean, I wouldn’t call it that.”

My eyebrows shot up.

“Well, what would you call it?”

“Just boys being boys,” she said simply. Her hand found mine, and tried to move my digits back 
between her legs, but I resisted.

“Hang on,” I said, trying to clear my head…which was much easier, now that I’d cum. “What 
exactly do they do?”

“Nothing really,” she said guilelessly. “Nothing that really bothers me.”
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“Do they still call you names?”

Gabrielle shook her head firmly. “No.”

“Like ‘Toots’, or ‘Sweetheart’?”

“Oh, yes,” she said with a gentle laugh.

I normally loved her laugh, but the sound of it made me feel somehow empty.

“But those aren’t names, not really. Those are just nicknames.”

“Yeah,” I replied. “The kind of nickname you hate. It’s patronizing and sexist.”

My girlfriend shrugged. “Why make waves? Women in Tech should save their energy for 
serious issues.”

Gabrielle’s statement was so confident, it took me a moment to process what she’d actually said. 
By the time I’d gotten my head together, she’d unzipped her own fly, and maneuvered my hand 
back to her wetness.

And god was she wet.

“Yesss,” she groaned as my fingertips probed her pubic area. “Please…”

“What kind of serious issues?” I asked, and Gabrielle rolled her eyes.

“Real problems,” she said, trying desperately to position herself so that my fingers would enter 
her. “Stuff that really matters. Not just…names.”

I nodded. As much as I hated to admit it, what she was saying made total sense. Sure, she could 
spend all her time complaining to HR that…what, that they were using words she didn’t like?

So what if the guys called her dumb names? This wasn’t grade school – y’know, sticks and 
stones and all that.

“If there was a real problem…”

“I’d do something about it,” she said immediately. “You know I would. Now please, please. Stop 
talking and touch me.”

Sometimes we played games in the bedroom. Especially in situations like this, where I’d cum 
and she hadn’t. She’d get so cock-crazed, so lustful and hungry. When she was in this state, I 
probably could have convinced her to do anything; she would have agreed to post her own nudes 
to the company intranet if it meant that she could feel me inside her.

“You want me to touch you?” I teased.
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“Yes! Please. Please, touch me.”

“I think I need to hear you beg,” I smiled, and Gabrielle’s eyes rolled back in her head.

“Please,” she panted. “Please, touch me. Please. I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?”

“Anything,” she repeated insistently. “Anything you want. Just…just touch me. I’m begging 
you!”

My cock had thickened again, and I moved Gabrielle’s hand to it.

“Do you want to feel this inside you?”

She responded with a long, loud moan.

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Fuck me,” she pleaded. “Oh god, please. Please fuck me.”

Grabbing Gabrielle’s hair, I roughly dragged her to the bedroom, then threw her onto the bed. A 
lot of the time our sex was light and playful (or relaxed and lazy), but sometimes, when we were 
both in the mood, a dominant streak would hit me and I’d find myself acting like a caveman, 
taking my woman however I liked.

She loved it.

“Strip,” I ordered. Within moments, my girlfriend was naked. “Take the position.”

Gabrielle immediately got on all fours, her knees apart, her head buried in the bed.

There were very few positions that we didn’t enjoy, but this one…yeah, it’s hard to explain. This 
one was special.

Not least of all because of the magnificent view it gave me of her ass.

“Beg me again,” I said with a growl. “And this time, I want you to mean it.”

“Pleeease,” she gasped into the bedsheets. “Oh god, I want it so bad. Please fuck me. I’ll do 
anything.”

“Maybe I will,” I said, leaning forward and whispering directly into her ear. “Maybe I won’t.”

The only response I got was a muffled grunt of frustration and arousal.

Firmly grasping my girlfriend’s hips, I moved my cock to her entrance. I could feel her entire 
body shaking with need, and I amused myself by rubbing the head of my penis up and down her 
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pussy-lips a few times, coating it with her juices.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” I declared, and Gabrielle’s entire body tensed at my words.

Slowly, firmly, I pushed my erection forward, my eyes fluttering at the exquisite sensation of my 
girlfriend’s engorged lips spreading to allow me access.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” she shuddered as my cock entered her, inch by inch.

Just like her mouth had earlier, it felt like Gabby’s pussy was trying to suck me in, like she 
couldn’t wait another moment to feel me inside her.

As my pubic hair mingled with her, I felt a spasm go through her entire body – sometimes she’d 
get so turned on that her body would just twitch, like a shockwave travelling backwards through 
time from her orgasm.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” I repeated, and my girlfriend nodded desperately in response to my 
words.

I pulled my cock out, then slammed it back in. Like I said, Gabrielle and I enjoy all kinds of sex. 
Sleepy sex, playful sex, lazy sex…and hard, raw, urgent sex.

When she’s in the right mood, there’s nothing my girlfriend likes more than for me to fuck her 
hard, to treat her like a sex doll. I couldn’t see her face, but I knew that her mouth was open 
wide, silently screaming in ecstacy.

I completely lost myself for the next few minutes. Despite having just cum, an animalistic lust 
came over my body, and I fucked Gabrielle as hard as I could, using her hair and hips as handles.

Her orgasm triggered my own, as I felt her soaked canal become even more slippery. For the 
second time that afternoon I came without warning, pumping my seed deep into my girlfriend.

When I was done, we were both breathing heavily. I collapsed beside her, and she cuddled up to 
me, resting her head on my chest.

“Wow,” she said with a smile, one hand tracing patterns in my chest hair. “So…that was fun.”

“Uh huh,” I panted. Despite all my walking, I was still pretty out of shape, and my head was 
spinning at the exertion of what we’d just done. “Fun.”

We lay there in silence for a few minutes, and my worried thoughts from earlier returned. Sure, 
Gabrielle had done a pretty good job of explaining why she was acting differently - she was just 
using the assets she had, and being a team player.

But something inside me was still nervous.

“You’re sure everything is okay at work now?”
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“I’m sure,” she said without hesitation. “I told you – there’s absolutely no problems.”

“Okay,” I said, not sure exactly how reassured I was by her words. “Just…I dunno, be careful, 
okay?”

“Of what, silly?” she asked.

She was so relaxed about the situation, I did feel silly for having such a big reaction. If she 
wasn’t worried, why should I be? After all, she was just saving her energy for serious issues.

But something about my girlfriend’s behavior just wasn’t sitting right with me, so I rolled over 
and gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek.

“Promise me you won’t…”

I trailed off. I’d launched into the thought with such confidence, but hadn’t worked out exactly 
where I was going with it.

“What?” she asked earnestly.

“Promise me you won’t…lose yourself.”

She tilted her head to the side, confused.

Gabrielle and I have always been really good at communicating. It’s why we fight well - we 
check in with each other, verbally and non-verbally. And even though I the fears lurking in my 
gut were unable to come out in a coherent manner, she could tell that they were there. And that 
they were real.

“I won’t lose myself,” she promised. “It’s just a job. I’ll always be your Gabby.”

And dear god do I wish that had turned out to be true.
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Women in Tech

by Pan

Chapter 2

When I studied programming in high school, I had a really good teacher. Mr. Quinn — you 
know those teachers whose advice stays with you for the rest of your life? That was Mr. Quinn.

I was getting frustrated that my compiler kept throwing back a bug, and he said one of those 
dumb teacher things that for some reason, I’ve never forgotten.

“How do you eat an elephant? One bite at a time.”

I’ve always thought of it as a positive thing, but over the next week, I felt like it applied just as 
well in a negative context.

How do you lose your girlfriend? One change at a time.

Over the next few weeks, I kept…noticing stuff. Just little stuff. Stuff that I thought was weird, 
out of character for my gee-eff.

But each time I mentioned something, Gabrielle just…explained why it was fine. Why it wasn’t 
a problem.

And every time, she was right.

My girlfriend would look me in the eyes, calmly explain her behavior, and each time I’d just…I 
dunno, nod. Agree. It was impossible to deny; it made perfect logical sense. I was worrying for 
nothing.

But I was still worrying.

Gabrielle isn’t, like a tomboy — with a chest like hers, that’s not really on the table — but she’s 
never been a girly girl. She likes wearing skirts and daisy dukes to show off her ass, but she’s not 
the “lipstick and earrings and wearing pink and giggling with the girls over a cosmopolitan” 
type, y’know?

So when I caught her putting on a full face of makeup before heading into work (something I’d 
never seen her do before), I asked what the special occasion was.

“No special occasion,” she answered airily, finishing her eyeliner.

“Then what’s with the, uh…”

I trailed off, and my girlfriend turned to me with a smile.
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“Women in Tech need to look their best,” she answered, and for the life of me, I couldn’t think 
of a response.

Like, she was right. Obviously. Working in IT was already such an uphill battle for women, even 
here in supposedly-progressive California. Gaby had to do everything she could to stand out. To 
get ahead.

Women in Tech needed to look their best.

But as I watched her turn back to the mirror, pucker her lips, and apply a light pink lipstick, my 
stomach churned.

Of course she had to look her best. Women in Tech should use every asset they have available to 
them. It’s important to keep the people you work with happy.

So why did it feel so wrong?

Part of me wanted to say something. I don’t even know what I could have said; Gabrielle was 
doing the sensible thing. No, more than that — the only thing that made sense. She was an 
attractive woman; why wouldn’t she take advantage of that?

The rest of me knew that I should stay silent. Be supportive. My girlfriend was happy; why did I 
want to throw a spanner in the works?

“Gaby…” I began, but before I could compile any kind of argument, my girlfriend turned to me.

“Do you like my lipstick?” she pouted.

“Of course I do,” I replied immediately. She looked great.

“On my lips?”

“Y-yes?”

Her pout turned into a saucy smile.

“Is there anywhere else you’d like to see it?” she asked, and it wasn’t until she sank to her knees 
(giving me an amazing view down her top) that I realized what she was getting at.

Gabrielle giggled at the sight of my eyebrows shooting up. As she unbuckled my pants, I 
shuddered with pleasure. My girlfriend wrapped one hand around my cock as she looked up et 
me, those big brown eyes locked onto mine.

I couldn’t help but groan as I felt her tongue flicker across my tip. “Gaby!”

“What about…here?” she asked wickedly, licking along the length of my shaft. “Or…here?”

I nodded helplessly as her lips wrapped around the head of my cock, and began to suck gently.
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Despite the fact that we were making love several times a day, Gabrielle never seemed to get 
sick of using her mouth and her hands to bring me pleasure. As she smiled up at me, wearing a 
full face of makeup, my girlfriend wasn’t holding back.

She looked so good. So fucking sexy.

Women in tech needed to look their best.

Gabrielle pulled back, looking proudly at the pink ring she’d left on my cock. She winked up at 
me.

“I think that looks good,” she purred. “How about you?”

I just grunted in response, grabbing her hair and moving her mouth back to my hardness. She let 
out a delighted squeal as I thrust forward, enjoying the sight of her huge tits bouncing in her low-
cut top as I used her for my pleasure.

I knew Gabrielle would be late to work that day, but I didn’t care.

As I enjoyed the feeling of my girlfriend’s hot, wet mouth on my hardness, I moved her hair out 
of her face. I wanted to see Gaby’s flushed skin as she delightedly serviced me. I wanted to 
watch her eyes roll back in her head as she took every inch of my manhood. I wanted to hear her 
moan as she sucked my cock, see her plump breasts jiggling as she pleasured me.

There was no use hiding her tits. Everyone knows they’re there.

“Oh, baby…” Gabrielle moaned, her hand sliding past the waistband of her trousers and into her 
panties.

“Mmhmm…” I murmured. The sight of my curvy girlfriend touching herself as she sucked me 
was too much; my hips bucked, and I could feel my cock beginning to swell.

It wasn’t long before I began shooting thick ropes of cum inside Gaby’s wet, warm, willing 
mouth.

As I spurted into her, my girlfriend grinned happily, her cheeks puffing out as she swallowed my 
cum. “Mmmmmph…” she mumbled, contentedly gulping down the last drops of my seed, her 
eyes closed in ecstasy.

“Fuck,” I groaned. I’d been tense about something — worried about something — but for all the 
stocks in Silicon Valley, I couldn’t have told you what it was. All tension was gone from my 
body. “You’re amazing.”

“I try,” she giggled, licking her lips. Had she always been a giggler?

Like I said: one bite at a time.

I released Gaby’s head, and she stood up, leaning in to kiss me softly. Our tongues danced, a 
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possessive thrill going through my body at the taste of my seed on my girlfriend’s mouth

“We didn’t do you,” I said apologetically, and Gabrielle pulled back and shook her head, a 
mischievous smile on her face.

“Women in Tech should give more than they receive,” she replied firmly, kissing me on the 
cheek before skipping out of the building to head to work.

That weekend, we were watching YouTube on the couch (a surprisingly detailed history of a 
minor character from The Simpsons) when Gabrielle got a call from her boss.

The transformation was startling. Instead of the confident, professional tone she normally 
answered the phone with, my girlfriend answered in a breathy, supplicating voice.

“Yes, sir,” she cooed. “Oh, that’s such a good idea. Mm-hmm. Mm-hmm.”

I swear, she was practically doing an impersonation of a sex-line operator.

“Yes, sir,” my girlfriend repeated, her voice high and girlish. “Thank you, sir! Mmm, yes. Yes, 
sir.”

With a giggle, she hung up the phone, then raised one eyebrow at the sight of the look on my 
face.

“…what?” she asked, tilting her head to the side.

“What was that?” I couldn’t tell what was more shocking – my girlfriend’s bizarre phone voice, 
or the fact that she apparently didn’t recognize that anything was wrong.

“Just Steve,” she said, waving it off. “He had a new idea for the app’s database structure, and 
wanted to run it by me first.”

I frowned. “Steve? Isn’t he at the same level as you?”

“Yup,” Gaby replied, clearly not following. “I think you’ll like the idea though: we can integrate 
new tasks directly into the same system as the messaging system, and–”

I held up one hand, and was slightly surprised when Gaby immediately fell silent. Normally, 
once you got my girlfriend going on about the specifics of a programming project, it was 
impossible to shut her up. But as soon as I’d gestured, Gaby stopped talking. She sat next to me, 
her lips slightly parted as she waited for me to speak.

“So why are you calling him sir?”

My girlfriend didn’t hesitate for even a moment before replying, her words clear and firm.

“Women in Tech should be respectful,” she intoned. “Without giving respect, how do we expect 
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to be respected in return?”

Her confident tone gave me pause. I felt in my gut that there was something wrong with that 
logic, but as I thought through it, I had to admit: what she’d said made perfect sense.

If you showed respect to others, they would respect you in turn. Women in tech, to avoid being 
discriminated against, should be respectful.

“Gaby…” I half-heartedly objected, but a smile flickered across my girlfriend’s face.

“I think I know what the problem is,” she pouted.

“W-what?”

“You feel left out,” Gaby said softly, moving her hand onto my crotch. “…sir.”

A pulse of pleasure passed through my body as my busty girlfriend touched my lap. More than a 
little, I have to admit, because of the look in her eyes as she addressed me.

Did the men at her work feel the same way when she called them “sir”?

“I’m sorry, sir,” she continued. She licked her right hand, while her left unbuckled my jeans, 
pulling out my rapidly-thickening cock. “Is there anything I can do to make you feel better, sir?”

“Gaby,” I groaned, my head sinking into the couch cushions as her warm, wet palm slid over my 
manhood.

Gun to my head, I couldn’t have told you the last time my girlfriend had given me a hand job. 
We were back to our usual rhythm, making love almost every day, but more and more we were 
skipping foreplay and going straight to urgent, lustful lovemaking.

Hand jobs are nice, don’t get me wrong…but nothing beats the feeling of unloading inside my 
girlfriend’s bare, dripping wet pussy.

“Good, sir,” she grinned, her eyes shining with lust. “I want to serve you, sir.”

As Gaby’s hand began fisting my shaft, I briefly wondered if should have been returning the 
favor, but I dismissed the thought immediately.

Women in tech should give more than they receive.

“Fuck,” I sighed, my hips bucking as her hand pumped my dick. “Gaby, you’re so good.”

“I try, sir,” she purred, her voice soft and husky. “Just let me do all the work.”

“Mm-hmm,” I replied, my legs shaking.

“I love your cock, sir.” Gaby’s voice was practically worshipful, and my cock throbbed at the 
contrast to his girlfriend’s usual assertive self. “It’s always so hard for me, sir. You’re always 
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ready for me, aren’t you, sir?”

“Mmmmmph!” I grunted, unable to stop himself from thrusting forward, my balls slapping 
against her palm.

“That’s it, sir,” Gaby moaned, pumping his erection harder. “Just tell me what you need, and I’ll 
do it for you. I just want to serve you, sir. I just want to make you happy. Do you like that, sir?”

“Yessss,” I gasped. I could feel my thighs trembling. Despite it being the weekend, Gaby wasn’t 
dressed in her usual around-the-house garb: sweatpants and one of my baggy shirts. Instead, she 
was dressed in a tank top and yoga pants which hugged her curves and showed off her curves. 
Her hair was styled, and her makeup was flawless.

It was important for women in tech to look their best.

“Are you going to cum for me, sir?” she asked, her eyes gleaming. “Would you like to cum on 
my chest? On my shirt? I’d like that, sir. Please, sir. Cum on my chest. Please…”

“You’re so fucking hot,” I panted. Everything she was offering sounded so damn good.

“Thank you, sir,” she said, her face flushed. As her right hand continued expertly stroking me, 
her left arm moved under her braless G-cup breasts, lifting them to show off what looked like a 
football field of cleavage.

“Cum on me, sir,” she breathily gasped, and with a grunt I obliged. Both of us watched, wide-
eyed, as I shot my load into the air, my entire body twitching as I sprayed my seed onto the front 
of my girlfriend’s tight, low-cut tank top.

“Mmmm…” she mewed, her eyes closed in ecstasy, her hands still holding my shaft. “I love it 
when you cum on me, sir. Women in Tech are here to please.”

“Women in tech are here to please,” I echoed without thinking. I was staring, entranced, at my 
girlfriend’s face as my orgasm subsided, an unfamiliar look of submissive lust on her face. She 
smiled at my stare, her cheeks pink, her eyes soft and satisfied.

I happily collapsed into the couch, suddenly exhausted. “Can you get me a beer, babe?” I 
yawned, and Gaby nodded.

I watched her ass sway as she fetched me a can of Coors Light.

“There you go, sir,” my girlfriend purred, setting the drink down in front of me. “Is there 
anything else I can do for you, sir?”

I’m not going to lie; I was enjoying the changes in Gabrielle’s behavior.

I love my girlfriend. I think I’ve always been pretty clear about that. Even if she quit work, 
became a bum, and gained fifty pounds, I’d still love her. As much as I believe in soulmates; 
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she’s my soulmate, and I’m hers.

Back in Texas, I probably would’ve told you that I couldn’t imagine anything would make our 
relationship better. And I wouldn’t have been lying.

Turns out, there were a few things. Gaby wearing tops showing off her incredible boobs, for one. 
Or breathily calling me ‘sir’. It was like chocolate syrup on ice cream; I didn’t need it, but it was 
a very welcome addition.

But I couldn’t shake this idea that something was wrong.

Everything my girlfriend had said made total sense. I kept running her explanations around my 
head, again and again and again.

Women in Tech should use every asset they have available. Be team players. Save their energy 
for serious issues.

Women in Tech should look their best, and give more than they receive. They should be 
respectful.

Women in Tech are here to please.

No matter how hard I thought on them, no matter how many times I repeated them in my head, I 
couldn’t see anything wrong with what she’d said. Gaby’s a smart woman — smarter than me, in 
case I didn’t make that clear.

Like a magical sitar in a fictional musical, she only spoke the truth.

So why was I so uncomfortable?

Again: not all the time. Certainly not when she started taking over the household chores. Back in 
Texas we’d always split the duties fifty-fifty, but when we’d first moved to the Valley, she’d 
been so exhausted (and frustrated) from work that I’d started cooking…and since Gaby was the 
primary breadwinner, it had only seemed fair that I handle the dishes as well.

I’m not going to lie: I hate doing dishes. I don’t mind cooking, but washing dishes just feels like 
pure drudgery. So Gaby had offered to take over them again, I hadn’t objected. Women in tech 
should give more than they receive.

Before long, she was cooking too.

Again, no complaints from me.

And I definitely wasn’t objecting to our sex life. Or the increasingly slutty clothes she wore 
around the house. But

— and this might sound weird — even though everything she was doing made sense, even 
though she had a perfectly logical explanation for the changes…the rapid shift still made me 
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uncomfortable.

Just to be clear, it wasn’t like Gaby had been replaced by a pod person, or a Stepford wife. No, 
the woman who snuggled up to me in bed each night was still the same girl I’d fallen in love 
with — she still snored, she still hogged the blankets, she still got pissed off whenever her sister 
sent her a tone-deaf message.

(Gaby has a twin sister, Steph, who I’d never actually met. They’re not close — I think Gaby 
hated being a twin almost as much as she used to hate her bountiful chest. Every time Steph 
messages her, Gaby always spends a few hours of sulking and grumbling about what a deadbeat 
she is. I try to stay out of it.)

Most of the changes were…cosmetic, I guess is the word for it. The breathy, high-pitched voice. 
The makeup. The new clothes. Beneath all of that, she was still my Gaby. She still laughed at the 
same dumb jokes, she still left plates around the apartment (although she now picked them up 
when ordered to), she’d still lose half an hour to reddit, snapping out of it to share yet another 
injustice in the world with me.

She was still my Gaby. She hadn’t lost herself.

Not yet.

A few nights each week, she’d go to a Women in Tech mixer. Networking events (I desperately 
wanted her to get another job — any other job) and seminars and everything a programming girl 
needs.

But whenever I asked about the specifics of what she did at the events, she’d dodge the question.

Subtly, at first, but once I started noticing…well, that’s what got me thinking. Ever since Gaby 
had started going to Women in Tech…

That’s when the changes had started.

And again, to be clear: everything they’d told her made total sense. It wasn’t like they were 
filling her head with nonsense; every piece of wisdom she shared, I one-hundred percent agreed 
with.

What’s more, they weren’t a, like, shadowy corporation. Women in Tech was a non-profit with 
an overtly feminist mission. There was no way to fault it.

But whenever I glanced over and saw the dark eyes of Flynn Parson staring down at me, I 
couldn’t help but feel a shiver run up my spine. And so for the first time in my life, I put logic 
and reason aside, and followed my gut.

Googling Women in Tech didn’t come up with anything suspicious, at least not at first. I clicked 
through to their site, but there wasn’t much to see. The group’s mission statement was simple: 
“We are here to support, encourage, and empower women in technology. We want to build a 
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community where everyone can thrive, regardless of gender, race, sexuality, or ability.”

The “Team” page was suspiciously bare. There was a photo of Flynn Parson, the same photo 
from the flyer that Gaby had brought home with her. I scowled at his dark eyes, staring at me 
from the computer screen.

The only other person on the page was Sylvia, the woman my girlfriend had met with. She had 
the same broad smile on her face as Flynn did, and it gave me the same uncomfortable feeling.

After several minutes of looking at the sinister pair, I closed the page with a shudder.

I couldn’t find anything else about Sylvia anywhere online. She didn’t have any social media, 
any record of working at other tech companies or non-profits. The woman was a ghost.

The founding member of Women in Tech, however, had left a bit more of a trail. My eyebrows 
rose as I searched through archived articles from a decade earlier. Flynn had founded a company 
called “Visionary,” which had raised a couple million dollars before going bankrupt. They’d 
been involved in a lawsuit, but despite my best efforts, I couldn’t find the details anywhere 
online.

Visionary.

I felt like a conspiracy theorist at first. Based on nothing but a hunch (and two similar names) I 
began scouring the web for every article and news report I could find about the company my 
girlfriend worked for. I wasn’t even sure what I was looking for, but something told me there 
was something to find.

Most of what was available was just news about their funding rounds. They’d increased their 
valuations with each round; were people really that excited about Taskrabbit for the rich?

Before founding Vision, the CEO had been working on developing an AI to help people deal 
with their stress. It had raised a few million in venture capital, but had never managed to release 
a version to the public.

But just as I was about to declare myself crazy and give up, I found it.

Women in Tech had been formed at the same time as Vision. Not just the same year, or even the 
same month. The same day. In fact, when I checked their WHOIS records, the domain 
registrations were less than five minutes apart.

One was registered to the founder of Gaby’s company; the other to Flynn Parson.

I dove back into the dark-eyed man’s background. He was born in New York, and he’d moved to 
San Francisco in the late nineties. He’d graduated with a degree in Computer Science; after 
Visionary went bust, he’d done some consulting. None of this information was easy to find, I 
should mention; I had to piece it together from old forum threads, a review of his consulting firm 
– “Acumen Mentoring” – and mentions in press releases. It was like he’d tried to remove any 
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trace of his past from the internet.

But the internet is like an immortal elephant: it never forgets. And so after several hours of 
searching, I found it. One of the startups Parson had consulted for? A company working on an AI 
that helped people deal with their stress.

As soon as I saw that, I leaned back in my chair, feeling like I was just cape and a pointy pair of 
ears away from being the world’s greatest detective.

Vision and Women in Tech were connected. It was a loose connection, but it was definitely 
there. Flynn Parson – and possibly his blonde accomplice – were the link.

I needed to know more. And, as I glanced at the flyer my girlfriend had brought home, I could 
only think of one way to further my investigation.

I didn’t tell Gaby about anything I’d discovered. Maybe that was dishonest, but I didn’t feel like 
I could. Whenever we discussed anything, she was so perfectly reasonable, so logical. So 
convincing.

That shouldn’t be a bad thing, right? When your girlfriend makes total sense. That should be 
something to celebrate.

But…I dunno. There was just something off about it.

Like when she’d come home with her shirt matted to her body. Gaby had left that morning in 
white pants, a matching low-cut top, and a pink bra. An odd look, but hot as hell. That was 
important. Women in Tech needed to keep the people they work with happy, and look their best. 
I was happy Gaby was using every asset she had available.

The pink bra was clearly visible through the outfit, but..I mean, there was no use hiding her tits. 
Everyone knew they were there.

As she walked through the door, it was like she wasn’t even wearing a shirt. The white top was 
completely translucent, and the pink bra was thin enough that her hard nipples were poking 
through.

“What the hell happened to your clothes?” I asked, and Gaby just looked at them like this was 
what she wore home from work every day.

“Sir?” she replied, her voice high and girlish. Sometimes her old voice would make an 
appearance, but for the most part she spoke like a Barbie doll. My cock stirred at the sound of it.

Well, the sight of my girlfriend’s exposed skin contributed a little. More than a little.

“You’re soaking wet,” I pointed out, trying to contain my anger and confusion.

“Of course, sir,” she answered matter-of-factly. “It’s Tuesday.”
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My mouth opened, but no words came out. My frustrated gestures must have gotten the message 
across, because Gaby moved close in response, wrapping her hands around my neck. Her arms 
were covered in goosebumps; San Jose is far from cold, but the wet shirt and the breeze meant 
that she was shivering slightly as she explained.

“We have little contests every Tuesday afternoon. I thought I’d told you about this.”

I shook my head, still too angry to speak.

“You’ll be so proud of me, sir,” Gaby purred. “This is the third week in a row that I’ve won.”

“W-won?” I managed to spit out, and Gaby nodded, her chest wobbling at her enthusiasm. I 
refused to let myself get distracted. This was something that she wouldn’t be able to talk herself 
out of, I was sure of that.

“Uh huh,” she lilted. “It was a wet t-shirt competition. A lot of the other girls weren’t wearing a 
bra, but I think it gave me the edge. Do you like it, sir?”

“Gaby,” I hissed, ignoring the question. “Do you think it’s appropriate to have an all-woman wet 
T-shirt contest at work?”

She tilted her head to the side and raised one eyebrow.

“The men were involved too, sir. They were the judges. Just like last week, when I won the 
twerking contest…”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my girlfriend’s mouth. Like I said, Gaby’s always 
been proud of her butt, but…twerking at work? I’d never heard of anything so obviously, 
blatantly…–

“Women in Tech need to be competitive,” she said, staring me in the eyes. “Don’t you think?”

“Of course they do.” My brain was still processing the words as my mouth answered without 
hesitation. “It’s a competitive field. You’ve got to do whatever you can to get ahead.”

Gaby smiled, and my forehead creased with confusion. She was right, of course. Men can get by 
on privilege, old boys' clubs…women had to be competitive just to have a chance.

I knew that as a fact…but just a minute ago I’d been so angry, so…–

“Three wins in a row, sir,” my girlfriend reminded me. Despite the wetness of her torso, her 
makeup was immaculate: I’d watched that morning as she’d applied it: foundation, powder, 
lipstick, eyeliner…the entire routine took almost forty-five minutes, but I knew it was worth it. 
Women in tech had to look their best. “A hat trick. Don’t I deserve a prize?”

I smiled as I realized what Gaby was asking me for. Dismissing my worries from my mind, I 
leaned forward and met my girlfriend’s mouth with mine; it was hot and hungry, and I eagerly 
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slipped my tongue between her lips.

“Oh yes,” I sighed as her hands slid down my back. “Yes you do.”

Her soaked shirt was difficult to peel off, and as I struggled with it, I couldn’t help but imagine 
all the jerks at her work – Michael, Sean, Jessie – watching as my girlfriend squealed in shock 
and delight as they hosed her down.

It made me so angry to think of Gaby being treated that way (especially after we’d moved 
halfway across the country to get away from that kind of asshole), but…I mean, she had to be 
competitive. How else was she going to get ahead?

Gaby giggled as I managed to remove the damp cloth from her skin, as I undid her bra and 
watched her huge breasts fall into view. I would never get sick of the sight of them; round and 
firm and perfect, like an anime character come to life.

(Yeah, I watch anime. My nerdy interests extended to more than my job.)

My girlfriend squealed as I devoured her mouth, my hands roaming around her body. I loved her 
curves, her soft skin, her hair, her lips. Everything about her, really. Even the giggle she’d picked 
up since moving to the Valley.

Gaby’s nipples were hard, and I sucked on each in turn, my fingers tweaking the stiff buds as I 
went.

“Mmmmmm!” she moaned as I played with her tits. “Oh, god, sir…that feels so good.”

I froze.

“Really?” I asked, looking up at her. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open with bliss.

“Yes, sir,” she sighed. “Don’t stop…”

I’m not a, like, human lie detector…but Gaby and I had been together long enough that I could 
tell when she was stroking my ego, or lying to make me feel better.

“You really like this?” I asked again, and she bit her lip and nodded firmly.

“So much, sir. So much…”

As you may recall: my girlfriend is sexually perfect in pretty much every way. Her body, her 
enthusiasm, her sex drive. We’ve always been completely compatible, and there’s nothing I 
would change about her.

Except one thing.

Gaby has many erogenous zones. Practically her whole body, in a sense – whenever I give her a 
back massage, she starts squirming and moaning at my touch. I’ve never lasted more than a few 
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minutes before giving up on the massage and making love to her.

But her breasts – her huge, perky, beautiful breasts – aren’t one of them.

It’s not like she can’t feel anything, it just doesn’t do anything for her. Tongue her belly-button 
and she’ll writhe around like you’re sucking her clit; bite down on her nipples, and all you’ll get 
is a polite smile and a hint that maybe your attention would be better directed elsewhere.

But as my girlfriend stood topless in front of me, my mouth on her bare nipples, she shivered 
every time my tongue flicked them.

I experimentally bit down on one, and Gaby gasped.

“That…oh, sir, y-yes. That’s so fucking good. I can’t…I just…I need…I just…you have no idea 
how badly I want it.”

I pulled back and looked at my girlfriend, who was staring at me with a look of intense desire. 
My mouth twitched; for a moment, I was tempted to ask her what was happening, why her 
historically insensitive nipples had suddenly turned into a pair of pleasure buttons.

But I held back.

If I asked her, I knew she’d answer. And something told me…I’d listen. I’d believe her. I’d 
agree.

So I didn’t ask. I bit my tongue…and then my girlfriend’s other nipple. I decided to think about 
it later – and for now, distract myself with the gift that Gaby had inexplicably given me.

“Oh, fuck,” Gaby moaned. She was writhing in my arms, as turned on as I’d ever seen her.

Had she been this flushed, this excited as she was showing off her wet top for her workmates? 
Jealousy flared up in me, and I forced the thought aside, using the emotions to fuel my onslaught 
on my girlfriend’s newly-sensitive tits.

Gaby trembled as I pinched and tweaked her breasts, her hands reaching out to grasp my head, 
pulling me closer.

“Fuck, sir, I’m gonna cum…”

“Do it,” I ordered, my low rasp a stark contrast to her breathy, bubbly voice.

“Oh, god, sir, I can’t…I can’t hold back…I…I…I…!”

My girlfriend’s eyes rolled up as her body stiffened, her orgasm hitting her hard.

"Oh, sir, yes, sir, I’m…I’m…I’m…! Oh, shit, I’m…I’m…

I could feel my cock throbbing in my pants as— for the first time in my life — I watched Gaby 
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cum purely from feeling me work her tits. When she was done, I reached between her legs. Even 
through her damp panties, her heat was obvious.

“Ae you okay, babe?” I asked, my fingers brushing against her pussy.

“Yes, sir,” she answered, her face still red and her breathing labored. “You…you…you…”

She trailed off, and I leaned in and kissed her. I felt her shiver as my hand moved past her 
waistband, and I started to rub her clit.

Gaby’s eyes were closed, her lips parted, her chest heaving. I licked her neck, and she sighed.

“I…I…I love…love your tongue,” she said, her voice husky. I smiled; for the first time in a 
week, she sounded like my girlfriend, not the airheaded bimbo that I’d somehow found myself 
living with.

“Sir,” I reminded her, my other hand cupping her breast. I could feel her crotch twitch just from 
that light contact with her boob.

“S-sir,” she replied, a full octave higher.

God help me, my cock throbbed. Part of me wanted to stop and work out what was happening to 
Gaby’s tits. She was the love of my life; I needed to help her. Maybe save her.

But first and foremost, I needed to get off.

“I want you so bad, sir.”

I bit her shoulder and she squealed.

“Good girl,” I murmured, my dick so hard it was painful.

I tugged her pants down, dragging her panties with them. In just a few moments she was naked 
and my own trousers were around my ankles. I looked at my girlfriend, who was staring at me, 
her mouth open with need. Despite the fact that she’d just climaxed, I knew she wanted more. 
Needed more.

Needed me.

I took her by the shoulders, and she let me guide her to my desk. It was where I had spent most 
of our time in the Valley looking for work. I was so used to it being a place of frustration; the 
idea of using it to make new, more pleasant memories held an undeniable appeal.

I pushed Gaby back, and she leaned against the top of the desk, her ass up in the air. I knelt 
behind her, my erection pressing into her crack.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned. “Please. Please…”



36

“Women in tech should be respectful,” I reminded her, and she nodded, her body tensing at the 
words.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered. “Sorry, sir. Please, sir. Forgive me, sir, please. Please…”

I pressed my hips forward, and my girlfriend gasped. I slid my cock along her pussy, feeling her 
wetness, and then I pushed inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” Gaby groaned, her eyes rolling up. “Sir!”

“Women in Tech are here to serve,” I told her, and she shuddered.

“Yes, sir. Let me serve you. Please, sir. Let me serve you with my pussy. My ass. I want to serve 
you, sir. Please…”

Another pulse of jealousy suddenly hit me. Was Gaby…at work…

No. No. It was impossible. My girlfriend would never be unfaithful. She’d not so much as looked 
at another man since we’d started dating. There was no way she’d…she couldn’t…

It was impossible.

I pushed that thought out of the way as well, and tried to focus on the incredible sight in front of 
me. My beautiful girlfriend’s naked, flushed, quivering body. Her breasts heaving with every 
breath.

Without warning, I thrust into her, my hands squeezing her tits as I did.

“Oh, sir,” she whimpered. “Fuck. Fuck, sir. So good. Sir. Oh, god, sir, yes. Yes, sir. You’re…
you’re…oh, sir, I’m cumming again…”

Gaby arched her back, her face contorted in ecstasy as she came, her cunt clenching around my 
dick.

“Cum for me,” she groaned. “Cum in me. Fill me. I need it. I need you. I want to feel your hot, 
thick, warm, delicious sperm inside me. I need your cum. I need your seed.”

“Sir,” I said warningly, and she nodded, her knuckles white as she gripped the desk.

“Sir!” she corrected herself. “Please sir, please. Sir, sir, oh god, sir…”

I slowed my pace, enjoying the experience, not wanting to cum yet. Once I did, I knew I’d have 
a lot of uncomfortable thoughts to reflect on, and I wanted to delay that for as long as possible.

My hands moved down Gaby’s stomach, sliding over her ass. I pulled her cheeks apart, and 
positioned one finger between her buttcheeks.

“Sir,” she said, her voice cracking. “Please. I can feel it. It feels so good. Please, sir. Oh, sir, 



37

sir…”

I licked my middle finger, then pushed it into her tight asshole. It slid inside her with a single 
smooth motion, and Gaby gasped.

“Oh, sir,” she moaned. “Sir, sir, sirsirsirsirsir…”

As my girlfriend babbled needily, I inceased my pace.

“That’s it,” I grunted. “You like that, don’t you?”

In response, she just continued gasping variations of the word “sir”. It was like feeling me fill 
both her holes at once had fried her brain.

I slipped a second finger inside her ass, and Gaby tensed and bit her lip.

“S-sir! SIRRRR!!!” she screamed, her eyes rolling up.

I leaned in and kissed her neck, and she shuddered in another climax. The feeling of her cunt 
spasming around me was enough to push me over the edge; my thrusts sped up, and I felt my 
cock throbbing.

“I’m cumming,” I groaned, and my girlfriend squealed in pleasure.

“Yes, sir. Cum. Please. Please. Please. Please, sir. Please, sir. Please, sir. Please, sir. Please, sir. 
Please, sir. Please…”

With a gasp, I obeyed Gaby’s panting demand, emptying my balls into my quivering, pleading 
girlfriend.

She cried out in ecstasy as I filled her up. My cock twitched and my fingers continued pumping 
into her tight ass until she was writhing and moaning, her body shaking from the aftershocks of 
our shared orgasm.

When she finally stopped moving and fell back against me, I smiled at her.

“Wow, Gaby. That was…wow.”

“Thank you sir,” she whimpered happily. I pulled my fingers from her ass, and brought them to 
her mouth; Gaby eagerly sucked them clean, her tongue swirling around my digits.

As I watched my obedient, busty, dripping wet girlfriend lick my fingers clean, I knew I should 
be worried. She was changing, and I didn’t know why. The only lead I had was Flynn Parson – 
Women in Tech was behind this, somehow, but I couldn’t even begin to guess how he was doing 
it.

But as Gaby moaned around my hand, wrapping her soft fingers around my still-hard cock, I 
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couldn’t stop a smile from crossing my face.

The real problem – I mean, aside from my girlfriend’s change in behaviour – was that I didn’t 
have any evidence. Not really. I mean, I could only imagine going to the police with what I had. 
“Hey, my girlfriend’s breasts become really sensitive. Also, she’s making extremely sensible 
decisions at work. That’s not enough for you? Wait until I tell you that two unrelated companies 
bought their domains on the same day.”

Yeah. Not exactly an iron-clad case.

I needed more.

The other problem was Gaby. I didn’t tell her what I was thinking. What I was worried about. I 
didn’t tell her anything – I couldn’t.

Believe me, lying to my girlfriend was the last thing I wanted to do. Our relationship has always 
been based on complete honesty. More than just honesty: full disclosure. I told Gaby everything, 
and I knew she did the same.

Did, past tense. Because I knew something was going on. Something that Gaby, for some reason, 
wasn’t telling me.

And so, as much as it cut me up inside…I didn’t tell her anything. I didn’t tell her that I was 
suspicious of Flynn, of her work, of Women in Tech.

I guess I was afraid. Nervous that she’d smile at me and calmly inform me that…I dunno, Flynn 
was a good man and shouldn’t be questioned, or that his non-profit was doing great things.

But I knew it wasn’t. I didn’t have any evidence, but I knew that something was up.

So I didn’t tell Gaby anything. I even stopped asking questions. Like when she started wearing 
skirts to work – small, flippy things that showed off her legs and exposed her ass whenever she 
turned around quickly (which she’d started doing at every opportunity).

I didn’t say anything, but I did enjoy the view. Women in tech had to use every asset they have 
available. They had to look their best.

Now that my girlfriend was showing off her ass, legs, and tits…yeah, it was hard to imagine 
anyone looking better than she did.

But still. Something about it rubbed me the wrong way. Gaby had never worn skirts to work 
before. When we were going out, sure. But not to the office. It made perfect logical sense, but at 
the same time…it felt wrong.

I tried not to think about it, and just enjoy the perks. Watching my girlfriend dress to show off as 
much skin as possible…it was almost as hot as it was disturbing.
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I didn’t even say anything when Gaby began wearing skimpy lingerie to work beneath her 
clothes. Well, beneath the few clothes she was still wearing. Between her low-cut tops exposing 
her midriff, her short skirts, and the heels which seemed to double the length of her legs…I knew 
that the jerks at my girlfriend’s office must have been loving the view.

Which was good. There was no use hiding her tits; everyone knows they’re there. Women in tech 
need to look their best.

But added to that, the knowledge that underneath her revealing outfits, my girlfriend was wearing 
lacy black bras, thong panties, sometimes stockings and garter belts…I was one part turned on, 
five parts jealous. I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that the whole time she was at work, 
Gaby was cavorting around the office, turning on every guy in her building. Every guy on her 
team.

I hated it. I hated that something was happening to my girlfriend, something that I didn’t 
understand.

But I did enjoy the benefits.

When my girlfriend got home, more often than not I’d have her bend over the desk for me, or 
drop to her knees in her sexy little outfit. The sight of her got me so hard, and she was 
unquestioningly obedient. If I told her to beg, she’d beg. If I told her to suck my dick, she’d suck 
my dick.

If I told her I was going to take her perfect ass while we watched TV, she’d obey.

No, more than obey. She loved it.

“Thank you, sir,” she’d gasp, my hardness between her breasts. “T-thank you for, oh, god 
damn…t-thank you for f-fucking me…”

“Oh, fuck,” I’d grunt in response, slamming into her. “Gaby, I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, sir. Yes, sir. Oh, sir. Sir, sir. Fuck me. I’m cumming again. I need it. I need your cock. 
Please, sir. I need you. I want you. I love you. Thank you, sir. Thank you, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“I love you too,” I’d gasp, before unloading into my wet and very willing girlfriend.

She wouldn’t cum unless I told her to. That was new too. No matter how worked up I got her, no 
matter how hard I fucked her, how much I played with her tits and ass…without a direct 
command, she wouldn’t cum.

“Cum for me,” I’d whisper with a smile, enjoying the show. My girlfriend has never exactly 
been discreet, but her orgasms had become increasingly…performative.

And wet.

“I’m cumming!” she would gasp, her entire body twitching with need. “Oh, sir. Sir, I’m…I’m…
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oh, I can’t stop! I…fuck. I…can’t…stop…”

Nine times out of ten, Gaby would squirt when she came. Another new addition to the repertoire. 
Another change that I mentally noted, but avoided asking her about. Her thighs would quiver as a 
jet of fluid spurted from between her legs, her face contorted in ecstasy. It was a little messy, but 
she always cleaned it up afterwards.

Women in Tech are here to serve.

Not all the changes went unexplained. Some of them made total sense, like her new reaction to 
nicknames.

When Gaby’s team had started calling her names, she’d been completely reasonable about it, and 
saved her energy for stuff that really mattered. So I’d figured that was, y’know. Resolved.

But then one night, she’d come home wearing nothing but her bra and panties (it had been a 
Tuesday, and they’d finished the day with a game of strip poker) and I’d discovered her attitude 
had changed slightly.

“What’re we eating tonight, darling?” I asked. In response to the pet name, Gaby let out an 
audible moan. At the look of confusion and alarm on my face, she answered the unasked 
question immediately.

“Women in Tech appreciate pet names,” my girlfriend matter-of-factly informed me. It’s funny; 
no matter how often I asked, she’d never tell me what she was learning at those seminars…but 
then she’d share little tidbits like this at the oddest times “It means they’re being embraced by 
the team.”

And yeah: the moment she said it, I knew it was true. Maybe it was the conviction with which 
she made the proclamation…but it felt like it was more than that. It felt like the words coming 
out of Gaby’s mouth were inherently true. Like, the fact that she was saying them was just 
shining a light on a fact that we all knew, deep down inside.

I couldn’t dispute it. It was just a fact: of course pet names meant that you were part of the team. 
You don’t give a nickname to a stranger. It’s something peers do to other peers.

I was almost embarrassed that my girlfriend had ever been annoyed by the nicknames.

“Don’t you think, sir?” Gaby said, moving closer to me. Before I could reply, her mouth was on 
mine, her fingers running through my hair. We stood there and kissed for what could have been 
hours, lost in each other’s embrace.

When I finally broke away, I looked into her eyes.

“I love you, sir,” she whispered.

“I know, sweetie,” I replied, and she shivered with pleasure at my words. “You’re my honey 
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bunny.”

“Mmmm…”

“You’re a cutie-butt,” I continued, and Gaby’s mouth fell open at the words. “You’re my lovey-
dovey. My baby girl. My sweet potato. My pussycat. My sexy little vixen.”

Gaby was panting, her face flushed with arousal at my words. I could see her body trembling; the 
front of her panties slowly getting damper.

The image of the creeps at Gaby’s workplace calling her nicknames and getting her riled up 
crossed my mind, but I pushed it away. It made sense for her to enjoy pet names from her 
workmates. It meant she was part of a team.

“Touch yourself,” I ordered, and Gaby nodded, moving one hand to the outside of her panties.

“Yes, sir.”

I lay back on the couch, my hands behind my head.

“Good girl,” I said softly, and Gaby groaned at the compliment. “Nice work, darl. Shorty. 
Sweetie pie.”

She blushed and moaned again, sliding the gusset of her panties to the side, revealing the pink 
slit between her legs.

I smiled, moving one hand to my own erection. Gaby’s eyes moved to my cock as I unzipped my 
pants and brought it into view. She dipped two fingers into her wetness.

“Good job, sweetheart,” I murmured, enjoying the shiver of pleasure that went through my 
girlfriend’s body at my words. “You sexy little thing.”

“Th-thank you, sir,” she gasped, sliding two of her slender fingers in and out of her sex. I 
watched her face contort in pleasure as her thumb moved to her clit, rubbing it firmly. “Sir…”

“God you’re a hottie,” I replied, my own hand moving faster and faster. Just masturbating in 
front of Gaby was hotter than the best sex I’d ever had with anyone else. “Don’t stop, sugar-tits. 
I want to see you cum.”

“Oh, fuck, yes, sir,” she whimpered, her hips bucking against her fingers. "I’m…oh, I…fuck…
I…I can…

“Not yet, princess,” I warned. “Not until I cum. Beautiful. Gorgeous. Angel-face.”

I was starting to run out of pet names, but my churning balls told me that I wouldn’t need many 
more.
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“Oh, bubba. Pumpkin. Sh…schnookums. Oh, sugar lips. Puddin'. My sweet…little…slut…”

Gaby was gasping, her face red. Her whole body was shaking, and with every thrust of her slim 
digits inside her pussy, she was letting out a high-pitched squeal.

“Gonna cum,” I said, my fist moving so fast it was a blur. “Oh, baby, I’m gonna cum. Cum for 
me…TII. Come for me.”

At the sound of the nickname that had haunted her for years at our old job, I could see my 
girlfriend cumming, her orgasm perfectly timed to match my own. I came hard, my body jerking 
uncontrollably.

“Fuuuuck,” I grunted, my eyes rolling back into my head as I spurted my load onto my stomach. 
“You’re my sweetie. My lovey. My little slut. You’re my sexy little angel. I love you, my 
precious. I love you, I love you, cum for me, darling. Cum for me…”

“Oh, sir,” Gaby interrupted, her hand still moving furiously. “I’m cumming for you, sir. Please. 
Please sir. Please…”

I watched with a smile as my girlfriend squirted, her thighs quivering. I have no idea what she 
was begging me for, and I don’t think she did either. She was so beautiful. So perfect. So damn 
hot.

I held out my arm as her orgasm subsided, and she shakily walked to the couch before collapsing 
onto me, her body still shaking with the aftershocks of her climaxed.

“Thank you, sir,” Gaby sighed, not caring that she had one arm draped across my cum-coated 
stomach. Her face flushed with arousal, and her eyes were full of love. “You’re amazing. That 
was amazing. I love you, sir.”

“I love you too, baby doll,” I said, kissing the top of my girlfriend’s head. My words made her 
twitch with pleasure.

Part of me wanted to be jealous. Like, I should have been jealous, right? My girlfriend was the 
most attractive woman I’d ever seen, and every day she was dressing up (or down, I guess) for 
her co-workers, going into work scantily-clad, playing strip poker, winning wet t-shirt contests, 
and now moaning whenever they called her demeaning nickname.

It all made sense, of course. She was using every asset she had available, and being appreciated 
by the team. The only real weirdness was the sensitive breasts, and I guess the squirting, but of 
course that wasn’t something her workmates would ever be exposed to.

Right?
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Women in Tech

by Pan

Chapter 3

“I want to come to one of these mixers,” I told Gabby firmly. She looked at me strangely.

“What?”

“The Women in Tech mixers you disappear to several times a week. I want to come.”

“Sir,” she said slowly. “…you’re not a woman.”

“Come on,” I replied, trying not to sound like I was whining. I kind of sounded like I was 
whining. “There must be a, like, bring your boyfriend night or something.”

“Again, sir,” she said slipping one arm into mine. “I feel like you’re not getting the general idea 
of these meetings.”

“Work out which event you can take me to, Gaby,” I said, staring my girlfriend straight in her 
big brown eyes. “That’s an order.”

She shivered.

“Yes, sir,” she replied. Oh, yes, I don’t think I told you about that. Women in Tech love to obey. 
Gaby had explained that to me after she’d been forced to pause a blowjob to answer her phone. 
I’d asked if she could ignore it, but she’d told me that her boss had ordered her to be available to 
call.

It made sense, of course. You have to be a team player to get ahead in the IT world, and the sad 
reality is that women are more likely to be employees than bosses. The climate is shifting, but 
slowly. Someday, women in tech will be giving orders with the best of them, but until then…
they have to obey.

And if you’re going to spend your career taking orders, you might as well learn to love it.

So for the past few weeks, I’d enjoyed giving Gaby orders, and watching her tremble with 
pleasure as she obeyed.

Going to the mixer was a fishing trip. Not, uh, literally.

I’d spent the better part of a month digging around online, trying to find anything incriminating 
on Vision, on Women in Tech, on Flynn Parson.

Nothing. I’d even visited the local library to see if they had any hard copies of articles that 
weren’t online any more.
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Diddly. Squat.

So I was starting to get desperate.

I don’t really know what I was looking for, to be honest. A pamphlet, describing their sinister 
plot, or a building full of squirting, sensitive-breasted women in skirts. That second option 
sounded pretty good, actually.

But when Gaby invited me to a Women in Tech social night the next week, it was…well, kind of 
boring.

I’ll start with the building. It was, like a lot of Silicon Valley architecture, bland and functional. 
The lobby was a large space with high ceilings, dark wood, and a big, wooden reception desk.

The mixer was after-hours, of course, but the receptionist was still there. She was a woman with 
dark hair, her face framed by glasses. Not as busty as Gaby (it would’ve been notable if she 
was), but not completely flat-chested either. Nor was she dressed to show anthing off.

It was a drab office with a drab woman at the front desk. She gestured us into the elevator, and I 
smiled down at my girlfriend, who was practically humming with energy.

To my surprise, Gaby hadn’t particularly dressed up for the event either. She was wearing a 
knee-length skirt — it flattered her legs, while still looking professional — and one of her old 
tops which did nothing to show off her chest. I’ve no idea why; there was no use in hiding her 
tits. Everyone knows they’re there.

We were alone in the elevator, and I couldn’t resist reaching out and honking my girlfriend’s 
breast. She didn’t shudder in need or groan, she just shot me a “seriously?” look, and wrapped 
one arm around my waist.

For a moment, it was like I had my old girlfriend back. I smiled down at her, and tried to ignore 
the tinge of sadness that my crude gesture hadn’t practically brought her to orgasm.

The mixer was small, and sure enough, I was the only man there. I couldn’t help but feel a little 
uncomfortable; no wonder Gaby had never brought me before. Even at their social night, this 
was clearly a women’s space.

I tried to swallow my awkwardness and take advantage of this peek into a Women in Tech event.

The other women there were attractive, though not suspiciously so. I don’t know exactly what 
‘suspiciously attractive’ looked like — a room full of Gaby clones, I guess, or a preponderance 
of cleavage and makeup.

Actually, as I looked around the room, I noticed that practically none of them were wearing 
makeup. It was a little disappointing, to be honest. Women in Tech need to look their best. They 
should use every asset they have available to them.

For a moment, I was even glad that the organization existed, if only to teach women the basics of 
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how the industry works.

After a few minutes of floating (like I said, I was feeling pretty weird, being the only dude there) 
I finally settled into a conversation. Her name was Angela, I learned, and she’d just moved to 
town and was having trouble getting work.

I wasn’t surprised, to be honest. She wasn’t unattractive, but she clearly wasn’t using every asset 
she had available. After a few minutes of conversation, I politely told her that, and out of 
nowhere she called me a name and stormed off.

Thank god she’d found this group. Women in Tech should be respectful. Without giving respect, 
how do they expect to be respected in return?

The next group conversation I floated into was with some girls who had been in the program for 
about as long as Gaby. The four of us clicked immediately, especially when I told them the 
experience I’d just had with Angela.

“Women in Tech should be respectful,” I said, and the three women agreed.

“Women in Tech should be respectful,” one of them offered.

“Yes,” another agreed. “Women in Tech should be team players. It’s important to keep the 
people you work with happy.”

We all nodded at that.

“Women in tech should save their energy for serious issues,” I replied. “Real problems. Stuff that 
really matters.”

“Exactly,” said the last woman. “Women in Tech need discipline.”

That last comment took us all by surprise. In response to our blank looks, she repeated it.

“Women in Tech need discipline,” she said again. “How do we learn without being punished?”

As we processed what she’d said, all four of us began to nod.

“Yes,” I said firmly. “Women in Tech need discipline.”

“Women in Tech need discipline,” another of the women replied.

“Women in Tech need discipline,” the last of us agreed.

We smiled at each other. Me and these smart, respectful, team-playing women in tech.

“Well said, sugar tits,” I said, wanting to make sure it was clear that we were all on the same 
team.
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All three of the women shuddered in pleasure at my words.

“What did you think, sir?” Gaby asked as we walked through the front door of our apartment. As 
soon as we’d left the event, she’d returned to normal.

Well, new normal. Her new breathy, compliant, obedient normal. I’d even experimentally pawed 
at her breast in the car, and been rewarded with a shuddering “Sir!” in response.

“I had a good time,” I admitted. Despite my best efforts, I hadn’t been able to find anything 
suspicious about the event. Except Angela…but that wasn’t her fault. Poor girl was new.

She’d soon learn what it meant to be a woman in tech.

“I saw you chatting to some of the other people,” Gaby admitted, and I shot her a look.

“Jealous?”

She smiled, and shook her head, leaning in until her mouth was at my ear.

“Competitive,” she whispered, reaching down to grasp my hardening cock. I grinned in response.

Good.

“Women in Tech should be competitive,” I confirmed, and Gaby nodded.

“Women in Tech should be competitive.”

“Women in Tech should be team players,” I added.

“Women in Tech should be team players,” she repeated, moving her mouth to hers. As Gaby’s 
tongue slipped between my lips, I imagined the three women we’d been chatting to there with us 
in the living room, each of them naked, each of them looking their best.

Each of theme competing for my attention.

“Women in Tech need to look their best,” I said, and Gaby’s eyes glanced down at her own 
outfit.

“Mm-hmm” she agreed. “I’ll be right back, sir.”

When my girlfriend returned, she was dressed in an outfit I’d seen her wear to work a few times: 
a tight red skirt, and a top with thin straps that connected across the front…and no bra 
underneath. It was right on the cusp between slutty and professional, but I’d never objected. 
Women in Tech needed to look their best.

I’d already been hard when she left the room, but at the sight of her outfit, my cock threatened to 
explode.
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“Hey toots,” I purred, my hand running down my erection. That was all it took to get Gaby in the 
mood…not, of course, that she was ever out of the mood. Within moments, she was bent over 
the couch. I was standing behind her, my hands reaching under her skirt to pull her thong 
underwear to one side.

“Oh, yes, please sir,” Gaby groaned, her ass pushing against my erection. “Oh, fuck, you’re so 
good. I love your big, strong hands. Oh, I want you inside me. Fuck me, sir. Please, I want it in 
my mouth. I want it in my pussy. I need it…”

The skirt was tight enough that it took me several moments to remove it. When I did, her ass 
came into view, and my hand twitched.

“Women in Tech need to be disciplined,” I informed my girlfriend. Her eyes went wide at my 
words, and her jaw dropped.

“W-women in Tech…”

“Women in Tech need to be disciplined,” I said again, more forcefully. “How do we learn 
without being punished?”

My hands ran across my girlfriend’s firm ass. She shivered in pleasure, before nodding.

“Women in Tech need to be disciplined,” she finally said, her voice cool and dispassionate.

I’d already accepted the advice as a fundamental truth, but hearing her confirmed it. It was a fact 
of the human condition; we screw up, we’re punished, we learn. Nothing unusual about that at 
all..

I ran my tongue across my lips.

“Are you ready to be punished?” I asked, my mouth dry.

“Yes, sir,” Gaby said, looking back at me, her brown eyes wide. “I need to be disciplined. I 
deserve to be punished. I need it.”

Now, for the life of me, I couldn’t think of anything that Gaby had done wrong. Not just that 
week, but ever.

But with a smile, I realized: I didn’t need a reason.

Women in Tech needed to be disciplined. My girlfriend needed to be disciplined.

Did I even require an excuse?

“Bend over,” I said, my voice husky. Gaby and I had experimented with spanking before, but my 
girlfriend didn’t like pain, so it had been light-handed taps on the ass. Firm but not painful.
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Now, I saw no reason to hold back. Women in Tech needed to be disciplined.

How would she learn without a little pain?

Gaby obeyed with a shiver, once more exposing her ass to me. I raised a hand, bringing it down 
on my girlfriend’s rear with a mighty THWACK.

The sound echoed through the apartment, and Gaby gasped as my hand struck her.

“You naughty girl,” I growled, my hand moving again. To her credit, she didn’t move, didn’t 
resist. She stood there, breathing heavily, and took the spanking like the good, obedient woman 
in tech that she was.

THWACK. THWACK. THWACK.

For the next several minutes my hand was a blur, smacking her ass over and over, her body 
trembling in response. Before long, my palm was numb with pain, and I could only imagine how 
Gaby felt.

“That’s it,” I grunted, slapping her ass hard, then harder. “Take it. You deserve it.”

Gaby didn’t respond, just stood there as I rained blows upon her butt, shivering at the intensity of 
each one.

“Say it,” I ordered.

“I deserve it, sir,” Gaby replied, her voice a low groan. “Please, sir. I deserve every smack, and 
more.”

“Yes you do,” I said, my voice a low, menacing rumble. My hand was aching from all the 
punishment, but I kept going anyway. I wanted to see what she could take. Besides, I knew that I 
wouldn’t be the only one to discipline my girlfriend like this.

Women in Tech need to be disciplined. It was so obvious, I couldn’t be the only one to work this 
out.

Before long, I would’ve bet my bottom dollar that someone at Gaby’s work would be bending 
her over and spanking her ass.

It wasn’t until I saw a tear drip from my girlfriend’s face onto the desk, I stopped. My dick was 
rock-hard, and my balls ached.

“I’m going to fuck you, pet,” I groaned, and Gaby’s hips involuntarily thrust forward at the 
nickname. “Are you ready?”

“Yes, sir,” she breathed. “Please, sir, fuck your naughty little girl. Please.”
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Gaby trembled as I removed her soaking wet panties and pressed my cock against her pussy.

“Oh, god, sir,” my girlfriend moaned, her voice breaking. “Fuck me, please. Fuck your slut. Use 
her. I want you to use my cunt, sir. I need it. Please.”

Without saying a word I pushed inside her, my hands gripping her waist as I began to pump into 
her. I wasn’t gentle, and Gaby cried out, her head thrown back.

“Sir!” she gasped, her eyes rolling. “That’s so good. I want more. Oh, sir, it’s so big. I’ve never 
felt anything so huge. I don’t know if I’ll be able to take it. I need more. I need more, sir. Please, 
sir, give me more.”

Gaby has always been somewhat vocal during sex, but recently she’d taken it up to eleven. I 
hadn’t questioned it; figuring it was like the squirting, the breast sensitivity, the skirts.

Strange. Scary, on some level. But — at least in the short term — not unwelcome.

And like everything my girlfriend did, she was damn good at it; the words just rolled off her 
tongue like they belonged there.

I continued fucking my girlfriend hard and deep while she begged me not to stop, flattering every 
part of the experience– my body, my talent, my “enormous cock” (honestly? I’m right in the 
middle of the bell curve. Yes, I measured. What guy hasn’t?)

Gaby gasped as I grabbed her by the hair, pulling her ear to my mouth.

“Beg for it,” I growled. “Beg me to fill you with cum.”

“I love you, sir. Please. I need to feel you coming in me. I need to be filled with your seed, sir. I 
need it. I need it. I need it. I need it. I need it. I need it. I need it. I need it. I need it. I need it…”

Sometimes Gaby would get stuck in a loop. It was like her brain just switched off, her mouth 
mindlessly repeating the last few words of whatever she was saying.

A firm slap on the ass broke her out of it.

“Cum in me, sir,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Fill me with your hot, sticky cum. Fill my 
body, my soul, my very being. I am yours. I belong to you. I crave you. I worship you. I live to 
serve you. I’m yours, sir. Please…”

My girlfriend’s dirty words – and the intense experience we’d just shared – was enough to tip me 
over the edge. I came hard, filling her with my thick cream.

“Oh, god,” I groaned, slumping on top of her. Her legs trembled but didn’t buckle. “I love you, 
Gaby.”

“I love you too, sir,” she replied, reaching behind herself to comfortingly stroke my arm. “Thank 
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you, sir.”

After a moment, I pulled out of her. Both of us let out a gasp at the sensation, but Gaby didn’t 
say a word, just turned to look at my softening cock lustfully.

It occurred to me that she hadn’t cum, but the thought didn’t bother me. After all, Women in 
Tech should give more than they receive.

When Gaby left for work the next day, I sat down at my desk to get to work.

No, not to continue my never-ending hunt for a job. I had something more on my mind:

I had to figure this out.

Something was going on with my girlfriend, and I needed to wrap my head around it. Once upon 
a time, my girlfriend had been so modest. So confident. She’d been a card-carrying feminist.

Now, she was a giggling, breathy, scantily-clad woman who begged me to spank her.

And it all made sense.

It’s hard to explain .All the individual parts of my girlfriend’s behavior made complete sense, but 
I knew — I knew — that something was wrong overall.

Imagine you’re an inspector. Like, a house inspector or a food inspector or something. Every 
day, you go to a new site and check everything off your list. You make sure the foundation is 
solid, or the knives are clean. Whatever it is that you’ve got written down to look at, you inspect, 
and everything is perfectly up to code.

But then you start to notice some odd patterns. Like, all the homes you’re inspecting are 
individually fine, but you realize the furniture in each one is exactly identical, down to the 
positioning of the mess. Or every kitchen you check has just way too many knives. Each knife 
passes inspection; there’s just way too many of them.

On paper it’s all correct, technically, but as a whole…it’s just off. You start to notice patterns, 
and you can’t get rid of a feeling in your gut that something is wrong.

And that’s not to mention the stuff that I hadn’t asked Gaby about. The sudden breast sensitivity. 
The skirts. The squirting.

Something told me that if I asked, she’d explain it to me…and each of those odd elements would 
also make sense.

Not gonna lie; part of me was tempted to give into that urge. I’d started losing sleep about the 
whole situation, and the prospect of easy answers held an undeniable appeal.



51

But I resisted.

Maybe it was unfair to my girlfriend, but as long as she didn’t tell me, I could keep on feeling 
uncomfortable about it. That feeling of discomfort, paradoxically, felt right. It was almost like it 
was the stuff I was okay with that worried me.

Like I said…it’s hard to explain.

So you can imagine my reaction when Gaby told me Women in Tech were holding a weekend 
retreat.

“Seriously?” I asked, not even trying to mask my panic. Gaby looked at me strangely…which, 
yeah, fair enough.

Women in Tech had helped her so much. They’d helped her acclimatize to the culture at work, 
they’d taught her so much about working in the industry…hell, I’d even gone to an event and 
had a great time.

Despite my best efforts, I hadn’t been able to find anything suspicious about them. And believe 
me, I’d tried.

So why did every bone in my body want to fight back against my girlfriend going away for a 
weekend?

“Babe,” I said cautiously, ignoring my girlfriend’s shudder of pleasure at the affectionate term. 
Women in Tech love pet names. “I…I don’t want you to go.”

“Women in Tech should use every asset they have available,” Gaby reminded me, and my 
shoulders slumped. She was right, of course.

My girlfriend had learned so much from the mixers. I could only imagine how much she’d learn 
from a dedicated weekend retreat.

I shuddered at the idea of how much she’d learn from a dedicated weekend retreat. Would I even 
recognize the woman who came back to me?

“Are partners allowed?”I asked hopefully.

“No, sir,” she smiled. “You seem to forget the focus of Women in Tech.”

Everyone has moments of regret. I think all of us wish we’d invested our life savings into bitcoin 
when they were only a few cents each. Obviously I wish I hadn’t accepted the promotion back in 
Texas, or had at least talked to Gaby about it first, or…y’know, broken the news in a less thick-
headed way.

But I don’t think anything will ever match the regret I feel for letting Gaby go on that retreat.

It’s always so obvious in hindsight. From the outside, I bet it’s blatantly obvious that I should 
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have forced my girlfriend to quit her job, whisked her back to Texas, taken her as far away from 
Women in Tech and Vision as I possibly could.

But at the time, it just made so much sense.

Women in Tech needed to use every asset they had available. They had to be competitive. Be 
team players.

My girlfriend’s happiness – and I hope I’ve made this clear – is the most important thing in the 
world to me. After almost a decade of working in shitty jobs with shitty people, she was finally 
enjoying her work, all thanks to Women in Tech. And not just her work: the people she was 
working with too. Women in Tech have to be competitive, and she was frequently winning at 
strip poker, or the wet t-shirt competitions they held. Women in tech need to be disciplined, and 
the marks Gaby came home with on her ass told me that her bosses (and possibly co-workers as 
well) weren’t shy about spanking her when she needed it.

Women in Tech love pet names; it makes them feel like part of the team. Where else was Gaby 
going to find a workplace so willing to give her affectionate nicknames?

And at first we’d thought that her nudes being leaked would be a show-stopper if anyone found 
out, but as Gaby had pointed out when I’d found them on reddit (with her name attached): 
Women in Tech need all the promotion they can get.

My girlfriend was happy, I was happy that she was happy, and all I had to resist it was this vague 
sense of unease, and discomfort with her wearing skirts to work and being able to cum just from 
having her nipples sucked.

Like, those weren’t red flags. Those were things I’d all but wished for!

If I’d tried to stop her, I would’ve sounded crazy. Irrational. Like an overly-possessive boyfriend 
gone mad.

But if I’d known then what I know now, I would have done it without hesitation.

In the end, she’s her own woman (as much as she loves to obey, and give more than she 
receives) – it was important for her job that she go, and I decided it wasn’t my place to stand in 
her way.

Bad fucking move, I’ll tell you what.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.

I offered to drop her to the retreat. Well, no. Not offered – insisted.

And then, after I saw what she was packing for the two days away, ordered.

I’ve mentioned before, Gaby wasn’t shy, exactly, about her body back in Texas. Like, she didn’t 
cover herself from head to toe and shriek like a cartoon character if anyone ever saw her exposed 
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skin.

But a lifetime of male attention directed at her chest meant that she didn’t wear anything top-
heavy if she could avoid it. In all the years we’d been together, I’d never seen her in a bikini.

For the weekend retreat – which she’d assured me was strictly business – Gaby had packed a 
bikini.

Again: if I knew then what I know now…

It made sense, really. Women in Tech had to look good. Women in tech had to show off their 
bodies. Women in tech should use every asset they have available.

But, again, there was something about it that just made me uncomfortable. Something I couldn’t 
place.

And it wasn’t like she was wearing it as I dropped her off. The retreat was at a resort in the 
mountains; I’d questioned why Gaby needed a swimsuit at all, but she’d been told that dips in the 
hot tub were a key aspect of the experience.

Despite the cold weather, my girlfriend had still managed to find a way to show off her cleavage. 
She was wearing a jacket, open at the front to reveal her tight white tank-top.

She looked great. There was no use in hiding her tits. Everyone knows they’re there. And besides 
— as Gaby had reminded me every time I tried to score an invite, the event was for Women in 
Tech. It wasn’t like she was going to spend the weekend being lusted after by men.

So why did it feel so wrong?

The feeling of unease never left me as I made the long drive home alone. The scenery was 
beautiful, but I barely even noticed it. My mind was spinning, trying to reconcile the 
contradictions it contained.

I loved my girlfriend, that I knew. I wanted her to succeed. I always had. And in order to 
succeed, Women in Tech have to be competitive. They need to look good.

Gaby needed to show off her body. For her career.

The retreat would be really good for her. And yet, despite all of that, I was worried. About her.

About us.

I texted her as soon as I got home, but it was hours before I heard back from her.

“havin a great time,” she replied, adding the kissy-heart emoji. I smiled at the sight of it, but my 
gut still told me something was wrong.
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“selfie?” I asked, and sighed as she obliged immediately.

She was in the bikini. Don’t get me wrong - she looked amazing. It was like the outfit had been 
designed specifically to show off her body; her breasts jutted proudly out of the thin material, 
and her nipples were rock-hard.

I don’t think I’ve ever seen her in anything so skimpy before.

And she was smiling, her eyes bright and her lips parted as she looked into the camera. It was a 
look I was extremely familiar with; my girlfriend was aroused.

I was a hundred miles away, and my girlfriend was turned on.

With a sigh, I closed the photo and opened the Vision app. I normally set myself as unavailable 
over the weekend, but with Gaby away, I waned something to distract myself.

I spent the next two days walking the dogs of tech millionaires, and I didn’t see a single woman 
in a bikini.

I tried to call Gaby whenever I was between gigs, but she didn’t pick up until Sunday night.

“Hi, honey,” I said, my cock tingling at the breathy sigh she gave me in response.

“Hey babe,” she replied.

“How’s the retreat going?”

“Oh my god,” she gushed. “It’s amazing. I’m so, so glad that I came to this. I can’t wait to tell 
you about it.”

I smiled. She sounded excited.

“You can tell me now,” I offered.

“Can’t,” she said with a sigh. “We’re about to go into another training exercise. But seriously, 
love, this has been incredible. I’m learning so, so much. I’m going to come back to you a brand 
new woman, I swear.”

“I like the current woman,” I reminded my girlfriend, and she just laughed in response.

“I gotta go, babe,” she said. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I replied, but the call had already ended.

Gaby came back on Monday afternoon (Women in Tech bussed everyone back, so I couldn’t go 
pick her up) and I was surprised to find her wearing jeans and a v-neck sweater. I’d half expected 
her to come back looking like a Victoria’s Secret model, but instead she was dressed like normal.

Well, her neckline was low, and her shirt showed off her ample cleavage. She was wearing 



55

makeup, and I don’t know what she’d done to her hair but it somehow looked, like, a foot longer.

So not Texas normal. California normal.

As she cooked dinner, I was eager to find out what she’d learned. But whenever I tried to ask, 
she seemed to dodge the subject.

“So how was the retreat?” I asked.

She was distracted, her hands moving quickly as she stirred the pot.

“The food was great,” she replied. “Oh, and the hot tub was amaaaazing.”

“What sort of thing did the training cover?”

“I met some of the most amazing women. I’ve never worked so hard in my life. I feel like I’ve 
got the whole world at my feet.”

“Watch out, planet Earth,” I laughed. “But seriously, what did they teach you?”

“Lots and lots. And it was all things I could use to get ahead in the business. You should have 
seen me; I was a natural. They were so impressed.”

“A natural at what?” I pressed, but Gaby’s attention was drawn to the pasta.

After we finished eating, I sat beside her on the couch. She shot me a saucy smile; I guess after 
three days away, she assumed I’d have only one thing on my mind.

And, well, she was right. But it wasn’t what she’d expected.

“Gaby,” I said firmly, using her name so she wouldn’t get distracted. “Tell me what you learned 
on the retreat.”

“Oh my god, so much,” she smiled, but I held up a hand to silence her.

“Specifically,” I instructed. “I want to know exactly what they taught you.”

Gaby hesitated, and I took her hand in mine.

“That’s an order,” I said softly, and she nodded.

“Well, sir,” she replied, her voice suddenly very calm. "I learned that Women in Tech need to do 
anything they can to climb the ladder. Women in Tech need to learn how to serve. Women in 
Tech need to satisfy their clients.

“Women in Tech must submit.”

I blinked twice. My head felt very light, all of a sudden. The list of maxims all made sense, of 
course. They were all completely, undeniably true. But hearing them all at once, spoken with 
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such conviction, it was…a lot.

“Any more questions, sir?” my girlfriend asked, and I shook my still-spinning head.

Over the next week, I couldn’t stop thinking about what my girlfriend had learned from the 
retreat. The words ran through my head constantly; no wonder she’d come back so hyped. The 
information was so…valuable, I guess.

You know that moment where you learn something, and it just makes everything click? Maybe 
it’s a programmer thing; you’ll be slaving away at a piece of code, and then you’ll see an article 
or a tweet from someone and it’ll just make the whole thing come together. You’ll add a class or 
switch out a module, and it all just works. It’s like flipping a switch.

Everything my girlfriend had shared with me was like that. Except…not.

I mean, it all made sense. It all clicked. But at the same time, it didn’t. At all.

It was like trying to do maths in base eight: it’s all correct, but no matter how I tried, I couldn’t 
get it to sit right in my head.

Of course Women in Tech need to do anything they can to climb the ladder. That’s just how 
corporate America works: if you’re not moving up, you’re moving down.

Obviously Women in Tech need how to learn how to serve. In every job, you’re serving a 
million different needs at once. The bosses, the clients': there are demands coming at you from 
all angles, and you have to manage all of them at once.

Women in Tech need to satisfy their clients; if they didn’t, they’ll soon find themselves out of 
work.

And it goes without saying that Women in Tech have to submit. If you’re disobedient or insolent 
to any boss, you’ll soon find yourself out of a job.

Plus, we’re coders. We submit stuff all the time.

You see what I mean? Every part of it made sense. Complete, perfect, logical sense But as the 
words ran through my mind again and again…god, I dunno. They just didn’t add up.

I was putting 5 and 5 together and getting 12. I could understand the logic, but I didn’t 
fundamentally grok it.

To make it worse, I had a lot of time to reflect on Gaby’s newfound wisdom. See, after she came 
back from the retreat, her work started keeping her late. For the first few days I figured it was 
because she had to make up for the day she’d missed, but after a week of late nights (and even 
going in on Saturday), I realized that this was just the new normal.

I’d asked her what she was up to that suddenly required her at all hours, and she got weirdly 
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vague about it. “Meetings”, she told me.

For the life of me, I couldn’t work out why she suddenly needed to spend so much time at 
meetings…but, of course, Women in Tech need to do anything they can to climb the ladder. If 
late-night meetings were the way to move forward, I guess that was where Gaby had to be.

I just wished that I was making any kind of progress in my own career. I was still applying for 
jobs as they came up, but my only reliable source of income with Vision’s app. I’d taken a little 
online course that Vision offered, and expanded my services from dog-walking to grooming. I 
wasn’t about to open up a pet salon or anything like that, but when someone needed an 
emergency wash or nail-trimming, I was perfectly adequate.

I was considering adding cleaning as well; Gaby’s late nights meant that she was no longer able 
to take care of dinner, and since we couldn’t afford nightly takeout, I was cooking for both of us 
and taking care of the housework too. She asked if she could handle it (I think she’d started 
getting off on being so domestic for me) but she was always so wiped when she got home, I 
couldn’t bring myself to take her up on the offer.

And worst of all, her new schedule also meant that – for the second time in our relationship – our 
sex life had hit a low point.

No, look. That’s not fair. It would be easy to blame it on her late nights (and how tired she was 
when she got home), but if I’m being honest…she was still up for anything. Anything, literally 
anytime. She’d purringly made the offer that I could wake her up with my dick inside her if I got 
in the mood while she was asleep.

The real problem was that I wasn’t in the mood.

It was a combination of things. Resentment, more than anything. Not only was Gaby working 
(while I was washing dogs), but she was clearly getting all these great opportunities – I couldn’t 
believe some of the names she was dropping; these late-night meetings were putting her in 
contact with some of the biggest names in Silicon Valley.

And it felt like she was cutting me out.

I know that isn’t really what was happening. It was part of her work; she wasn’t, like, given two 
tickets and told to bring anyone she wanted. But as she came home night after night, sleepily 
gushing about getting to meet some of the most powerful people in the industry, I couldn’t help 
feeling left behind.

My girlfriend’s career was skyrocketing, while mine was at a dead end.

I mean, yeah, I guess I’d gotten to meet some pretty cool people in the context of walking their 
dogs. Face-time is face-time, as they say. But so far no one had said “Wow, you did such a great 
job walking Rowdy – how’d you like to come join my new startup?”

So I was frustrated. And hurt, frankly. For the first time, I really got how Gaby had felt when I’d 
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taken that promotion on top of her.

And this wasn’t even as bad as what I’d done. Fragile male ego, I guess.

The end result? Even when Gaby came home glowing, even when she sunk to her knees in front 
of me and practically begged to suck my cock…I pushed her away. I told her to go to bed. I 
ordered her to, resenting the shiver of pleasure that passed through her body when she obeyed.

I knew it was petty. I knew it was immature. And I’m a little embarrassed at how easily I was 
able to justify it to myself. If you’re not in the mood, you’re not in the mood, right? Having sex 
with my girlfriend when I wasn’t truly into it, I told myself, wouldn’t be fair to either of us.

And so, yeah. The sex dried up. I had a gorgeous, constantly-horny, obedient, ambitious, 
intelligent woman in my bed each night, eager for me to use her for my pleasure…and I didn’t.

I believe Shakespeare said it best: “What a fuckin' moron.”

Gaby, to her credit, tried to talk to me about it, but I just shut her down. I told her that I was 
sorry, but I just wasn’t in the mood, or I was too tired. And after a few weeks of grumbling 
excuses…she stopped asking.

I could tell that she was frustrated, but it was clear that work was taking up all of her time and 
energy, and she didn’t have the capacity to deal with her boyfriend’s low libido.

Maybe that should’ve made me realize how dumb I was being. But instead, and I realize this 
makes no sense, it too just made me mad.

All the while, I was still worried about her. About Vision, and Women in Tech. So when she 
casually mentioned another social event, I jumped on the opportunity.

It was on a weeknight, one of the few that Gaby had off. And again, Gaby surprised me by 
dressing down. Her makeup was impeccable, at least, but her clothes were…I don’t want to say 
dowdy, but she definitely didn’t look her best. Women in Tech should use every asset they have 
available.

Women in Tech should show off their bodies. They need all the promotion they can get.

She was wearing one of the outfits we’d bought her when she’d first started at Vision, back when 
she’d put an unnecessary amount of effort into trying to hide her body from her co-workers. 
Women in Tech should save their energy for serious issues, stuff that really matters. The outfit (a 
lumpy sweater and a pair of white jeans) wasn’t just unflattering, it was actively trying to be 
unattractive.

And just like last time, as we approached the building, she lost her new girly mannerisms: her 
giggle, her breathy voice. She didn’t even call me sir.

The whole visit promised to be a repeat of the last.
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But as soon as I entered the room, I realized something was different:

I wasn’t the only man in the room. Standing in the corner, chatting to the young women I’d met 
last time — Angela — was the founder of Women in Tech himself.

Flynn Parson.

He was taller than I’d expected, and — just like his photo — it felt like wherever I moved in the 
room, his dark eyes were following me. Did everyone feel like they had his full attention at all 
times, or was it just me?

I froze, my face flushed under his gaze. I felt like he was able to read me like a book, flip through 
my thoughts as easily as one skims through pages.

In that moment, I would have sworn he knew exactly why I was there. Everything I suspected. 
Everything I’d discovered in my research.

I tried to shake the irrational feeling off, but before I could, he was gone.

I blinked twice.

“Where’d, uh…where’d he go?”

“Who?” Gaby replied, squeezing my hand.

“Flynn Parson,” I said, gesturing to the stunned-looking Angela. Unlike the previous social, she 
was wearing makeup.

“He never comes to these,” Gaby replied airily. “I’ve only met him in passing a few times. Now 
come on, I want you to talk to Sylvia.”

I was still stunned as Gaby pulled me along to the blonde woman I recognized from the Women 
in Tech website. Sylvia, the woman who Gaby had been meeting with. The woman who had run 
the retreat.

The woman who had shared so much wisdom with my girlfriend. With both of us, indirectly.

She was impeccably dressed. About ten years older than Gaby and I (our birthdays are only a 
few months apart) with her blonde hair in a bun, her lime-green jacket somehow not clashing 
with it at all.

“Hello,” she said with a smile, reaching her hand out to take mine. “You must be Gaby’s 
boyfriend. I’ve heard so much about you.”

“Hopefully not about my cooking,” I joke, and was met with a thin-lipped smile in response. 
“Uh, t-thank you for helping Gaby out at work.”

“Of course,” Sylvia replied coolly, her light eyes burning into mine. I was left with the same 
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feeling of exposure as when Flynn Parson’s gaze had locked onto me, but without the intensity. 
“Thank you for coming to the event.”

“He insisted,” Gaby said apologetically, and I did nothing to deny it.

Just like last time, it was a pure mixer. I talked to some of the women I’d met with last time — 
Angela, I was happy to see, was being much more respectful. A real team player. I told her that 
Women in Tech were here to please, and she nodded, repeating the words thoughtfully.

Women in Tech are here to please.

Just as I was approaching the group of ladies I’d spent most of the last event with, Sylvia cut me 
off.

“Excuse me,” she said, her smile not reaching her eyes. “Mr. Parson would like to meet with 
you.”

My eyebrows shot up. I’d come here specifically to investigate him, and he was just…inviting 
me to meet?

Maybe I was better at this detective stuff than I’d thought. Or much, much worse.

“I’ll get Gaby,” I replied immediately, but Sylvia shook her head firmly.

“Just you,” she said.

I swallowed.

“Lead the way,” I said as the blonde woman’s eyes bore into mine.

Flynn Parson’s office was unlike any I’d seen before. The walls were lined with books, and a 
large desk sat to the side of the room. It was spotless, and – strangest of all – I couldn’t see a 
computer anywhere.

He sat behind his desk, and gestured at the empty chair opposite it. Sylvia led me in, bowed to 
Flynn, and let us be.

“Uh, hello,” I began awkwardly. I didn’t know why I was here. How worried I should be. I 
didn’t even know if my girlfriend knew I’d gone.

But this man, I was convinced, held the answers to all my questions. And so I put my fear aside, 
and decided to make as much out of this meeting as I could.

“You wanted to see me?”

“You seem troubled,” he said, flashing a dark smile as I sat down.

I hesitated. He was right, of course, but…
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“Tell me what’s wrong,” he insisted, and before I knew what was happening, words were spilling 
out of my mouth.

Not about Gaby. Well, not about her job.

About our sex life.

“I want to be supportive,” I finished, after confessing more to the total stranger than I’d told 
anyone else in my life. “I love her, I really do. I feel guilty, but I can’t help it. I just can’t…get in 
the mood.”

“Nonsense,” the older man said. All the time I’d been speaking, his face had held a smile full of 
secrets. “It’s not about the mood.”

“Sir?”

“It’s about self-worth. Self-respect. So your wife is doing well at work, boo hoo.”

“Girlfriend,” I corrected, but he ignored me.

“The real problem is that you don’t feel like a man. Like a breadwinner. It’s not natural, for 
women to provide for their partners.”

I frowned at his words. Not exactly what I’d expected to hear from the man behind such a 
feminist organization.

But as he spoke, I couldn’t deny that he was right. I didn’t feel like a man. And it wasn’t about 
being in the mood, not really. That was just the excuse I’d been telling myself – and Gaby – to 
try to dissuade my guilt.

The last part…I didn’t necessarily agree with how he’d phrased it, but I couldn’t deny that he 
was right. Historically, men have been the hunter-gatherers. Women in that role…it wasn’t 
natural.

Parson’s smile broadened, and he leaned forward.

“You want to feel better? Work. Throw yourself into work, boy. Get more shifts on Vision. It’ll 
distract you. Give you something to do.”

I nodded. I didn’t even remember telling him what I did for work, but it must have slipped out 
while I was speaking.

I could see why he got so much consultancy work. Not only was he insightful, but whenever he 
spoke, it felt like his advice resonated through my entire body.

I’d come there to uncover his secrets, but I knew that as soon as I got home, I’d be following his 
suggestion.
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“Thank you,” I said, standing up. Part of me knew that I should dig, ask questions, investigate. It 
was a real What Would Batman Do situation.

But at the same time…I was strangely drained. At the smallest of prompts, I’d told this near-
stranger my deepest secrets. My insecurities.

I’d bared my soul, and I didn’t have the energy for subterfuge.

“I…I appreciate it,” I concluded honestly.

“Not at all,” he said, waving me away. I turned to leave, but he called me back.

“Oh, and by the way…”

I turned to see him smiling at me, a calculating look in his eye. His eyebrow raised, and for a 
moment his gaze intensified.

“Don’t take it personally.”

With that, he returned to whatever he was writing – with a pen – and I left Flynn Parson’s office, 
my head spinning.



63

Women in Tech by Pan

Chapter 4  I left Women in Tech with more questions than I had answers…and with a renewed 
vigor for my freelance work. I put some of the energy that I’d been devoting into researching 
Flynn Pastor (now that I’d met him, his history of success was a lot less suspicious; the man was 
pure confidence, and it was easy to see how he attracted investors) and dove into the Vision 
documentation, watching through their extensive tutorials on how to increase your client base 
and income. It was both thorough and accurate, and as soon as I began executing the tips, I found 
that I was booking more clients than I ever had before. With Gaby working most evenings, I 
started booking gigs at night, too. I wasn’t making even a fraction of what she was earning, of 
course, but I was pulling in enough to justify getting takeout instead of cooking. When she got 
home, I’d reheat a meal and eat it with her. We still weren’t having sex, but at least we were 
eating together. One night, I was returning the dog to a new client. She was a Jack Russell 
Terrier, a beautiful creature, and her owner was the founder of a new startup that had just raised 
half a billion dollars. I’d been told to just let her into the backyard and leave, but as I approached 
the house, I noticed something. Gaby’s car. At first, I’d assumed it was just…you know, the 
same make and model. Even in Silicon Valley, you see a lot of black Discoveries. But then as I 
got closer, I saw that it had Texas license plates. I tried to tell myself that it could have been a 
coincidence, that perhaps there was another black SUV from Texas. I tried to lie to myself, but 
even I didn’t believe me. As I got to the house, my stomach sank. It was hers. Ours. The car that 
we’d bought together, the car that we’d driven across the country to start our new life. My hands 
were shaking as I pulled out my phone and called Gaby. When she didn’t answer, I slowly slid 
the device back into my pocket. As instructed, I released the dog back into the yard. But, in 
direct contravention to the agreement I’d signed when I started working with Vision, I didn’t turn 
around and leave the property. Instead, I followed the terrier into the yard. There was a huge 
glass door, giving a clear view into the client’s living room. It was dark outside, so they couldn’t 
see me. But I could see them. I stood in shocked silence, staring at the sight in front of me. My 
client was laying on his couch, a huge grin on his face, as my girlfriend – my sweet, loving, 
obedient girlfriend – knelt between his legs, his cock in her mouth. Gaby wasn’t naked. For some 
reason, I felt like it would have been better if she was naked. She was wearing a set of black 
lingerie, with a matching garter belt and stockings. I’d watched her put them on so many times to 
go to work. Hell, I might have even seen her get dressed that morning. She looked amazing. 
Gaby looked amazing in most anything, but this particular outfit…it emphasized her already 
busty chest, and contrasted beautifully against her pale skin. The underwear wasn’t a thong, but 
as she bobbed her head up and down the entrepreneur’s cock, so much of it had been eaten by 
her incredibly ass, it might as well have been. I could barely breathe. I watched, frozen, as my 
girlfriend bobbed up and down, sucking his dick. I wanted to scream, to run to the door and 
throw it open, to demand that she stop, to…to… To do something. Instead, Flynn Pastor’s words 
of just a few weeks earlier echoed through my head. Don’t take it personally. I didn’t take it 
personally as I watched my girlfriend suck off the man whose dog I’d just walked. I didn’t take it 
personally as I watched him tap her head. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but I could tell 
by Gaby’s shudder that he’d just called her a pet name, or possibly just complimented her skills. 
Women in Tech need to do what they can to get ahead, I reminded myself. Women in Tech need 
to satisfy their clients. I didn’t take it personally as I watched my girlfriend undo her bra for the 
millionaire. Soon-to-be billionaire, if the rumors were correct. Gaby’s breasts fell into view; her 
nipples were hard, and her pink areolas were puffy. The tech mogul reached out and I watched 
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her head roll back in pleasure as he clumsily man-handled her tits. My girlfriend’s tits. She was 
frantic, desperate to remove her panties. I didn’t take it personally as I watched my girlfriend, 
nude but for a garter belt and stockings, straddle another man and lean forward. Her hands 
gripped the couch as his fingers found her wet pussy. I didn’t take it personally as, just a few 
moments later, I watched the man’s thick, stubby, uncut penis slide into my girlfriend’s cunt. As 
she moaned so loudly, I could hear it through the double glazing. As, after just a few thrusts, he 
gave the word and I watched the extremely familiar sight of my girlfriend’s orgasm. As she came 
on another man’s dick. I tried to tell myself that it was okay, that I shouldn’t take it personally, 
but I felt like I was going to explode. I tried to make myself leave, but I didn’t. I couldn’t. I just 
stood there and watched, not taking it personally as a stranger fucked Gaby to orgasm after 
orgasm, her back arching in delight as she fucked him into the couch. Her entire body trembled, 
and I knew that she was coming. This time, my client – her client – joined her; he gripped my 
girlfriend’s waist tightly, thrusting like a jackrabbit as he pumped his cum into her. For Christ’s 
sake, he wasn’t even wearing a condom. How many times had Gaby come home and lay next to 
me, full of another man’s seed? How many times had she done this? Because was confident that 
this wasn’t the first time. That for weeks – possibly months – Gaby had been driving to strange 
men’s houses, fucking them to orgasm for money. My girlfriend was a whore. Gaby, the woman 
I loved more than anyone, more than anything…was a whore. I didn’t take it personally when 
my girlfriend knelt on the floor, her face in her lover’s lap, licking his cock clean. Licking their 
combined juices off his softening cock as she played with herself, cumming again once she was 
done. Once her mouth had done it work. I just stared, unable to look away. As Gaby rose to her 
feet, her hand still between her legs, her hair disheveled, her makeup smeared, she glanced at her 
watch. She has a smart watch – the same model as mine – so I knew that she’d have seen my 
missed call. She ignored it, and reached out her other hand. Her client – my client – took it, and 
she led him out of the room. Up the stairs, to what I assumed was a bedroom. Upstairs, to what I 
assumed was round two. I stood there for far too long, staring at the well-lit room where I’d just 
watched my girlfriend cheat on me. Where I’d just seen the love of my life fuck another man, 
while I stood just a dozen feet away. Finally, I left the back yard, returned to my car, and didn’t 
take it personally as I drove home.

It was days before I was able to think straight again. It got to the point where even Gaby –
 distracted and constantly-busy, attending ‘meetings’ each and every night – noticed that 
something was wrong. She asked me about it several times, but I kept telling her that I was fine. I 
wasn’t fine. I couldn’t think about anything else.. All I saw, every time I closed my eyes, was my 
girlfriend, servicing the stranger. The love of my life, being fucked by another man. The woman 
I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, being used as a common whore. No, worse. A high-
class whore. An expensive prostitute. My Gaby was a call-girl. The images ran through my head, 
day and night. I started having anxiety attacks. It wasn’t like this was something in the past – it 
was ongoing. Whenever Gaby wasn’t with me, I knew exactly where she was. Getting fucked. 
Used. Taken by the highest bidder. I’d wake up in the middle of the night, sweating and shaking. 
If Gaby was there, I’d crawl out of bed, trying not to wake her, and pace around our tiny 
apartment until dawn, unable to get back to sleep. If she wasn’t there, that was worse. I couldn’t 
stop imagining it. Exactly what I knew she was doing in that moment: servicing another man. 
Being used like a sex toy. Was our shared client the only man who used her? Or was she passed 
around from tech billionaire to tech billionaire, being taken by anyone who could afford her? I 
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pictured it constantly: Gaby bent over another man’s desk, her ass in the air, her legs spread 
wide. Or on the floor, her face pressed into the carpet, getting fucked in the ass. Were her 
workmates in on it? Were they all using her? Was everyone in the fucking city fucking my love? 
I had never met Michael, Sean, or Joey, but it was all too easy to picture Gaby going into work, 
kissing them, sucking off one or more of them while the others watched. In all my jealousy, my 
misery, my utter consternation, only one thing helped: Flynn Pastor’s advice. Don’t take it 
personally. Gaby loved me. Of course she loved me. She hadn’t been lying about that, I knew it. 
She wasn’t doing this to hurt me. She was just…it was just… Women in Tech need to do 
whatever it takes to get ahead. I couldn’t take it personally. That was the thought that finally got 
me out, freed me from the cycle of paranoia and stress. It helped me stop feeling sick when Gaby 
went to work, stop waking up in the middle of the night, imagining that she was gone forever. I 
stopped obsessing over how many people she’d fucked, how many orgasms she’d given, and 
started dealing with reality. I couldn’t take it personally. Taking it personally meant that I’d 
freeze, that I’d be incapable of action. No, I needed a plan. I needed backup.

“Jesus,” Steph said. “You look worse than you sounded on the phone.” I cracked a watery smile. 
When I’d called Gaby’s twin…yeah, that had been a tricky conversation. I’d never met her 
before (she and my girlfriend didn’t get along) and all I’d ever heard about her were the worst 
parts. Her flakiness, her lack of ambition, her inability to be serious about anything. “You’re not 
missing anything,” Gaby had told me, the first time I’d asked to meet her sister. I’d believed her. 
But Steph was family. Gaby’s family. And I needed help. So I’d made the strangest, hardest call 
of my life. I’d not gone into the details, just told Steph that her sister was in trouble, not to text 
her directly, and that I’d pay for the first flight we could find to San Jose. “Your sister’s in 
trouble, but you can’t contact her directly. Please,” I’d said. “Please, trust me – her life depends 
on it.” Steph’s reaction had been exactly what I’d expected, of course. It was exactly what 
anyone’s reaction would be to…well, to what sounded like a crazy man. Disbelief. Confusion. 
Concern. But she’d heard the pain in my voice, and she knew what Gaby meant to me. We didn’t 
know much about each other, but she knew that I loved her sister. And so she came. “Thanks,” I 
said, grabbing her suitcases. “Come on. There’s a coffee shop near our place, I’ll explain 
anything there.” “Is it one of those coffee shops that sells alcohol?” Steph asked, looking 
pointedly at my face. I knew I looked a mess; the huge bags under my eyes were still there, and 
my skin was splotchy. “There’s a bar down the road,” I said, trying to remember if alcoholism 
was one of the many flaws Gaby had told me her twin had, before shrugging it off. Fuck it – if 
Steph was an alcoholic, that was the least of her problems. And I needed a drink. Four drinks 
later, I’d told Steph everything. I’m sure I sounded like a conspiracy theorist, but there was no 
way of telling the story without coming across as a loon, so I hadn’t left anything out. Anything. 
Steph now knew more about her sister’s sex life than any sibling should know, including the part 
about Gaby’s newfound breast sensitivity. Including the part about Gaby sleeping with a 
stranger. The part about her being a call-girl. The part about me catching my own girlfriend 
cheating on me. Steph listened intently, asking questions here and there. When I’d finished, she 
sat back in her chair and stared at me. “Okay,” she said softly. “There are two options here.” 
“Just two?” “Firstly, you’re crazy.” I tried not to cackle. “I feel crazy,” I admitted, rubbing my 
eyes. The room was spinning slightly, and I was more tired than I’d been since pulling two 
consecutive all-nighters in college.. “Or,” Steph continued, “you’re right. A tech company has 
turned my sister into a sex slave, and – by the sound of it – gotten to you too.” “Oh, good,” I 
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sighed. “Which do you think it is?” Steph snorted. “Fucked if I know,” she frowned. “Either 
way, I can’t trust everything you’ve told me.” I nodded. Bad idea. The room sped up. “What’s 
the plan?” Steph said, and I closed my eyes. It helped. “To stop them.” “How?” I swallowed 
hard. “That’s the part I don’t know. I mean, I’ve been sort of preoccupied. Since I, uh. Caught 
her. I mean, I know I shouldn’t…” “…take it personally,” Steph said, and I opened my eyes 
again to see her frowning at me. “I know. You’ve said that, like, eight times. Why the fuck 
wouldn’t you take it personally?” I blinked twice. Four beers normally didn’t hit me this hard, 
but I was so incredibly behind on sleep. Still, even through the haze of alcohol and sleep-
deprivation, it was obvious that Steph’s question didn’t make sense. Of course I shouldn’t take it 
personally. I couldn’t take it personally. I knew I had to…to not take it personally. I decided to 
change the topic. “Can we go to the police?” I offered. “With what? All you have evidence of is 
that my sister cheated on you. That doesn’t make a case, friendo. And even if we did prove that 
she was a whore, you know who gets arrested in that situation? Because I’ll tell you, it’s 
probably not Silicon Valley’s rich and elite. It’s probably the whore from Texas.” “Hey, you 
didn’t do anything wrong,” I said, and Steph smiled politely at my joke. “Where am I going to 
stay?” “Oh.” Oh. I hadn’t thought of that. I’d been so preoccupied with getting Gaby’s sister in 
town, that I hadn’t made plans for what to do when she got here. Other than, y’know…save the 
day. Somehow. “A hotel?” she asked, in response to my blank look. “They’re expensive,” I 
replied, chewing on my lip. “I can cover it for a day or two, but…” Steph waved me off. “Well,” 
she sighed. “I’ll have to stay with you.”

I hadn’t told Gaby that her sister was coming. We had barely said more than a few dozen words 
to each other since…since I’d caught her. Since I’d caught Gaby fucking another man. Cumming 
on his cock. Cumming just at the pleasure of sucking him clean. I shuddered. I couldn’t take it 
personally. I hadn’t wanted to tell her until I was sure that Steph was going to come through. 
Until I at least had some idea of what I was going to do next. Fortunately for me, Steph’s 
flakiness was actually useful. She had apparently visited her sister without warning before, so 
when Gaby came home late that night and found me pouring her sister another tea, my busty 
girlfriend had barely blinked an eye. “Steph!” she exclaimed, dropping her bag and holding her 
hands out for a hug. My girlfriend was wearing her usual work attire: short skirt, tight top, thigh-
high boots. When she hugged her sister, I suddenly became aware of how similar the two women 
looked. Steph wore her hair up, and the two women carried themselves completely differently, 
but as their huge chests came into contact, I felt my cock stirring for the first time since…since 
discovering my girlfriend’s infidelity. “What brings you to town?” Gaby asked, and Steph gave 
her a line about meeting a guy at a hotel who’d promised her an investment opportunity. As 
Steph spoke, Gaby threw me a look – that kind of “This is exactly what I was telling you about” 
glance that couples develop after being together long enough. I smiled back at her, praying to 
God that I didn’t look as suss as I felt. Until I heard her talking to her sister, I hadn’t realized 
how much my girlfriend’s accent had started to fade over the few months that we’d been here. 
But the moment they started to catch up about old school friends, Gaby’s Texan drawl came 
back with a vengeance. “Well,” Gaby finally yawned. “It’s getting late; we should hit the hay.” 
“You want to take the morning off tomorrow and show me around?” Steph asked, and Gaby and 
I shared another look – this time, of confusion. “Women in Tech should be team players,” my 
girlfriend told her sister, and I nodded. “Women in Tech need discipline.” “Women in Tech need 
discipline,” Gaby agreed, and Steph looked at the two of us as though we’d each grown an extra 
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head. “Women in Tech…need discipline,” she replied as though testing how the words felt on 
her tongue. The look of confusion softened as she continued. “Women in Tech should be team 
players.” We smiled and nodded at her. “I’ll make up the guest room,” Gaby said, and I stifled a 
laugh. ‘Guest room’ was a bit of a stretch; she was going to pump up the air mattress in our tiny 
office. Like I said, we’d basically taken the first place we could afford. As soon as we were 
alone, Steph grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the door. “Oh my God,” she hissed. 
“What the fuck has happened to my sister?” I furrowed my brow. Obviously Steph was seeing 
something that I wasn’t; Gaby had been so unsuspicious all evening, I’d actually been starting to 
worry that her sister wouldn’t believe me. At the look of confusion on my face, Steph let out a 
long sigh. “Well,” she finally said. “I have good news for you.” “What?” “You’re not crazy. Or if 
you are, it’s contagious, and it’s spread to my sister as well.” “But what did…–” My sentence 
was interrupted by the sound of the air mattress pump starting. “What did she do?” I asked. 
Steph’s eyebrows shot up. “What did she…everything! The way she’s dressed, the way she 
smells, the way she talks about her work…” “She’s always loved her job,” I protested, and Steph 
shot me a look. “Yes,” she said flatly. “I know. She’s my sister. She’s always enjoyed the 
challenge of work, but it’s always been a job. Right now, she sounds like she’s…like she’s drunk 
the Kool-Aid.” “Okay,” I sighed. “So it’s not just me.” Steph shook her head. Her lip was 
between her teeth, like a small dog nervously chewing on a toy. “She needs help,” Steph said 
flatly. “She needs us.” I nodded. Before we could discuss things any further, the door to the 
office opened, and Gaby poked her head out. “Almost done,” she said with a smile, coming in to 
stand beside me and squeeze my arm. “I’m so glad one of us was home when you came by.” “Uh 
huh,” Steph said, forcing a grin to her face. “But I’m glad you’re working so hard. Women in 
Tech need…need to be team players.” My girlfriend and I nodded. “Maybe call ahead next 
time?” Gaby asked, a sting to her words. “Anyway, I’m wrecked. I’m gonna crash – honey, can 
you make sure my sister has everything she needs?” “Of course, sugar tits,” I said, enjoying the 
moment of lust that crossed my girlfriend’s face…before remembering that she’d probably had 
that look on her face in the last few hours. As she’d had someone else inside her. The thought 
made me feel sick, but I knew I couldn’t take it personally. And then Gaby left, closing the door 
behind her, and I was alone with my girlfriend’s twin. “So…I have questions,” she said, and I sat 
down beside her on the couch. “We have all night,” I shrugged. The effect of the beers from that 
afternoon had almost entirely left my system, and while I was still emotionally drained, having 
Steph here – having a friend in the fight – had given me a second wind. “Ask whatever you want 
to know.”

It was almost four in the morning before I slipped into bed beside Gaby. She didn’t stir, nor did 
she even turn towards me as I tried to wrest some – any! – of the bedding from her. I lay awake 
for a long time, thinking. Thinking about what Steph had asked. About how much Gaby had 
changed. About whether or not I’d ever get her back. Her sister’s questions had been surprisingly 
sharp. I guess it made sense: Gaby was the single smartest person I’d ever met. Just because her 
twin hadn’t applied herself didn’t mean she was stupid. She asked about Vision, about Flynn 
Pastor, about Women in Tech. I told her everything I could: about the meetings, the retreat, the 
app that my girlfriend had been working on. She didn’t write anything down, but the way that 
her eyes bore into mine…it reminded me of when Gaby was programming. She’d hyperfocus on 
whatever was in front of her, glare it into submission like a lioness might stare down a gazelle. 
Steph wasn’t keeping notes, but I was confident that she was mentally capturing everything I told 
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her. Finally, she’d asked me some odd questions. She’d asked me how I felt about seeing Gaby 
cheat on me (I’d told her that I wasn’t taking it personally). She asked me about what my 
girlfriend wore to work (I’d told her Women in Tech needed to look their best), and she’d asked 
me how I got away with calling her sister ‘sugar tits’ without being slapped. I’d told her the 
truth, of course: Women in Tech love pet names. The questions themselves weren’t that odd; 
what really struck me was that she’d ask each of them two or three times, repeating my answers 
thoughtfully each time. By the end of it, she was mouthing along as I answered. When I woke up 
the next morning, Steph was already up (she was still on east coast time – she’d flown straight in 
from Philly) and of course Gaby was long gone. Women in Tech need discipline. Steph was 
wearing a tank top and shorts, and I tried as hard as I could not to notice how similar her body 
was to my girlfriend’s. “Okay,” she said, closing her laptop as I entered. “I’ve been doing some 
research, and I found much the same as you. There’s not much on Flynn Pastor, but I think he’s 
at the center of it. Slimy little bastard, isn’t he?” I held up one hand. “I don’t think he’s 
involved,” I reminded her. I’d said it last night, but perhaps her memory wasn’t as reliable as I’d 
thought. “I did at first, but I met him. I think he’s on the level.” Steph nodded slowly, as though 
humoring a small child. “All right,” she said, without even a hint of conviction in her voice. “So 
where should I look first? Women in Tech?” I nodded, sitting opposite her at our small kitchen 
table. “It has to be, right?” “Tell me again what the meeting you went to was like.” I did my best 
to describe what I remembered, but unlike Gaby (and apparently Steph, I was learning) I don’t 
have the best memory for details, so I knew I was leaving a lot out. As I described the 
conversation I’d had with the four women, Steph leaned forward, like a bloodhound who’d just 
caught its scent. “Women in Tech should save their energy for serious issues?” she asked, her 
eyes slightly glassy as she repeated the last thing I’d said. “Nothing about that…strikes you as 
odd?” Now it was my turn to shoot her a look. “Of course not,” I said. “Women in Tech should 
save their energy for serious issues.” “Women in Tech should save their energy for serious 
issues,” she repeated back, as though trying to commit it to memory. We went back and forth a 
few times before she blinked twice, and looked irritated. “Do you have pen and paper?” I 
grabbed a pad of paper and a pen from the counter, passing them to her. “Uh huh,” she said, 
scribbling furiously. “Tell me everything you know about Women in Tech.” “Well,” I said, 
“they’re an organization who…–” Steph held up one hand. “No,” she interrupted. “Not the 
company. About…people like Gaby. About women who are in tech.” “Oh,” I nodded. “Sure. I 
mean, Women in Tech should use every asset they have available.” “Women in Tech…” Steph 
said slowly, writing it down. “…should use…every asset…have available. What else?” “Women 
in Tech should be team players,” I replied. For over an hour, I ran through everything I could 
come up with about Women in Tech. That they needed to keep the people they work with happy. 
That they had to look their best. That they needed to give more than they received. That they had 
to be respectful. Everything I listed, Steph dutifully repeated, then wrote down. And, just like the 
previous evening, not just once. By the time we were done, she’d filled several pages with her 
small, precise handwriting, listing everything I knew about Women in Tech, again and again. 
Women in Tech should use every asset they have available. Women in Tech should be team 
players. Women in Tech need to keep the people they work with happy. Women in Tech should 
save their energy for serious issues. Women in Tech need to look their best… The list went on 
and on, dozens of maxims about Women in Tech that I knew to be true. By the time we were 
done, my head was swimming, and Steph looked a little dazed as well. I almost suggested we go 
out for another drink or something, but I had to get to work. I hadn’t been taking any new clients 
during the weeks I’d been a complete wreck, but I’d still been handling existing bookings. 
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“You’ll be okay?” I asked, as I started moving towards the door. “I mean, by yourself.” “Mm-
hmm,” she replied, staring at the list we’d made together. “I’m a big girl.” I threw her a courtesy 
smile, but I don’t think she noticed. Instead, her lips were moving as she scanned down the pages 
of information about Women in Tech. “Hey,” she called out, just as I was about to leave. 
“Question for you.” “Hit me.” “Women in Tech need to be competitive, right?” “Women in Tech 
need to be competitive,” I repeated back. We were staring at each other across the room. “And 
Women in Tech need to be respectful,” she said. “Right,” I nodded. “Women in Tech need to be 
respectful.” “Women in Tech need to be respectful,” she said thoughtfully. “Okay, one more.” I 
had no idea what she was getting at, but I was just so grateful to have another pair of eyes on 
things, I wasn’t about to start doubting her methods. “Women in Tech need to be meticulous,” 
she replied, and I wrinkled my nose in response. “What?” “It’s something I’ve heard.” Her voice 
was insistent, like she really wanted me to understand what she was saying…but I honestly 
didn’t. “Women in Tech need to be meticulous.” “Uh, sure,” I said. I mean, it made sense. “Do 
you think that’s true?” “Uh huh,” I replied politely. “Sure.” “Last one,” Steph said, and I 
refrained from telling her that her previous comment was supposed to be the last one. “What’s 
up?” “Women in Tech need to wear big hats,” Steph said, staring me in the eyes. She sounded so 
serious, and her eyes were so earnest…I couldn’t help myself, and burst out laughing. “I haven’t 
heard that one,” I admitted, once my laughter died down. “But is it true?” I shook my head, not 
sure where she was going with this. “I mean. No? It doesn’t really make sense.” “Okay,” Steph 
said, turning her eyes back to the pad of paper. “Just wanted to check.” As I left the apartment, I 
couldn’t help but feel relieved. Steph was taking me seriously. I wasn’t a lone conspiracy 
theorist, trying to piece everything together by myself. I had help.

When I got home, I was surprised to see my girlfriend’s car parked outside. It was the first time 
she hadn’t had a “late meeting” for…weeks, probably. I tried to shake the image of what Gaby 
was doing in those ‘meetings’. I knew not to take it personally. “Hey honey,” I said. Gaby and 
Steph were sitting next to each other on our tiny couch, catching up. When they sat next to each 
other like that, it was impossible to ignore the similarities between them. Of course, it helped that 
they both had their hair down…and were wearing outfits that did nothing to hide their matching 
curves. At the nickname, Gaby shuddered in pleasure, reminding me just how long it had been 
since we’d slept together. Which, in turn, reminded me how many people she’d probably slept 
with in the interim. Not that I was taking it personally. “Hey babe,” she replied, shooting me a 
smile. “I told the guys at work that my twin was in town, and they insisted I take some time off.” 
My eyebrows shot up. “Really? What about discipline?” “Women in Tech need discipline,” my 
girlfriend responded immediately. “Women in Tech need discipline,” I repeated with a nod. “But 
they said it was fine. Women in Tech need to make time for fun.” I nodded, staring into Gaby’s 
eyes as I did. That made total, immediate sense. “Women in Tech need to make time for fun.” 
“Women in Tech need to make time for fun,” Steph repeated thoughtfully, and I could see that it 
made sense to her as well." “They even said I could bring her to the Christmas party.” “I thought 
it was a holiday party,” I joked. California was so PC about this kind of thing, it drove us both 
nuts. “Of course,” she rolled her eyes. “The annual December non-denominational holiday 
party.” Steph laughed a little too hard at that, and I noticed the open bottle of wine in front of 
them. Gaby’s not usually much of a drinker, but apparently she makes an exception when her 
sister’s in town. Christmas wasn’t for a few weeks yet, the holiday party was only a week away. 
It’d be our last chance to get anything useful from her workplace. “Sounds like a plan,” I said, 
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shooting Steph a smile. I had been dreading the party, to be honest – the men Gaby worked with 
sounded insufferable, so I was looking forward to having support. Support, and a second set of 
eyes to see if we could work out what was happening. “It gets better,” my girlfriend said, her 
drawl as thick as I’d heard it since leaving home. The alcohol had combined with the time with 
her sister. I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed her accent until hearing it. I hadn’t realized 
how much I missed home. “Oh yeah?” “I’m going to get her a dress to match mine,” Gaby 
beamed, and my eyes widened. She’d told me in the past how much she’d hated when their 
parents had dressed Steph and her alike. As if it hadn’t been bad enough being twins, wearing 
matching outfits had made her feel like her identity was completely taken away. Now, suddenly, 
she was planning on doing it herself? “That sounds…fun,” I said, cautiously. “What made you–” 
I caught myself before completing the sentence, but it was too late. “Women in Tech love to 
dress up,” Gaby said firmly, staring me in the eyes. I nodded. Of course they did. I mean, women 
in general like dressing up – I don’t think that’s a sexist thing to say. Who doesn’t enjoy looking 
pretty? But women in tech are surrounded by men wearing the most drab outfits. Not that I was 
in a position to throw stones; my wardrobe consisted of black, black, and more black. Of course 
women in Gaby’s position wanted to take any opportunity they could to dress up, to break out of 
the drab uniform that programmers around the world wore every day. “Women in Tech love to 
dress up,” Steph mirrored, an amused tone to her voice. “Women in Tech love to dress up,” I 
said back, before blinking twice. “But…why is Steph going to match you?” Gaby stood up, and 
walked towards me, slightly unsteadily. I wondered how much she’d had to drink. “Women in 
Tech like to excite men,” she purred, putting her arms around my neck. “Women in Tech like to 
make men hard. Women in Tech will do whatever they can to turn men on, and get them off.” As 
I was processing what she’d said to me, she leaned in and kissed me, her mouth rich with wine. 
“Women in Tech like to make men hard,” she repeated, and I felt my cock stiffen under my 
pants. I wanted to think about what she was saying, really take it in, but I couldn’t. She was 
talking too fast, dropping such important knowledge. It was all I could do to keep up. “Women in 
Tech like to get men off,” Gaby whispered into my ear. My hands slid down her back, pulling 
her towards me. My fingers found the hem of her dress, and tugged downwards. “Women in 
Tech love to get men off,” she continued, her breath hot against my neck. I looked at Steph, who 
was blushing furiously. From what I’d heard, Gaby’s sister wasn’t a prude, so I didn’t know why 
she looked so ashamed. Everything my girlfriend saying was absolutely true, of course. I’d 
known that before even gettin a chance to parse it. Women in Tech like to get men hard – Gaby 
loved nothing more than turning me on, and getting me off. And, as I knew from watching her 
through the window the other night, I wasn’t the only one she enjoyed doing that to. Surrounded 
by horny men all day, it made total sense that women like my girlfriend enjoyed titillating them. 
Turning them on. Making them hard. Getting them off. “Women in Tech love to get men off,” I 
echoed my girlfriend’s words, and my hands moved downwards again. My thumbs brushed 
against the crotch of her panties, and I watched as she shuddered, her arms wrapping around my 
shoulders. “Women in Tech love to suck cocks,” Gaby said, before pressing herself tighter 
against my body. “Women in Tech love to swallow cum.” Again, it was impossible to deny the 
truth of my girlfriend’s words. Lesbians are a minority of the programming community; for the 
most part, it’s straight women. And what straight woman doesn’t love to suck cock? I knew my 
girlfriend did. She loved pleasuring me with her mouth. She loved swallowing my cum. Not just 
me, I was forced to remember. For weeks now – perhaps months – my girlfriend had been 
sucking off men all over the Valley. She loved to suck cock. She loved to swallow cum. I 
couldn’t take it personally. Steph was staring, watching the sight in front of her. She wasn’t 
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saying a word, but I could see that she was breathing heavily. I turned my attention back to 
Gaby, whose lips were parting, her eyes wide with desire. “Women in Tech love to suck cocks,” 
I repeated back to her, and my girlfriend’s eyes lit up as she slithered down my body. “Women in 
Tech love to swallow cum,” my girlfriend replied, falling to her knees in front of me. I didn’t 
even know how long it had been since we’d been intimate, but it felt like a lifetime. Probably 
more, to Gaby. After all, I knew how much she loved to suck cocks. To get men hard. I heard a 
gasp from the couch as my cock came into view, and I glanced over at Steph. She was still in the 
same position, watching me and her sister intently. “Women in Tech like to make men hard,” she 
muttered. “Women in Tech love to get men off.” I didn’t say anything, just smiled at her as 
Gaby’s lips wrapped around my shaft. I could feel her tongue lapping eagerly at the tip, then 
sliding down the length of my erection. Gaby loved to suck cock. She loved to make men hard. 
She loved to get men off. Including – but not exclusively – me. My girlfriend’s lips closed 
around the base of my cock, and I gasped as pleasure coursed through my body. Gaby had 
always been good at this, but tonight she seemed particularly eager. She began sucking me deep 
into her throat intensely, swallowing as she did. I saw that one hand had moved between her legs, 
and she began rubbing her clit while she sucked me off. Women in Tech love to suck cock. I 
looked at Stephanie again, but this time, there was no shame or embarrassment on her face. 
There was just lust, plain and simple. “Women in Tech love to be watched,” Steph muttered, and 
her sister’s eyes lit up in agreement. “Women in Tech love to be watched,” I repeated back to 
her. She’d only here for less than twenty-four hours, and she’d already learned so much about 
how the town worked. She had such a sharp mind, like her sister. I was sure that between us, we 
could get to the bottom of what was happening. “Women in Tech love to swallow cum,” Steph 
said, watching her sister’s head bobbing up and down on my cock. I nodded in response. As my 
girlfriend sucked my cock, I felt guilty at how much of my attention was drawn to her sister, 
watching us from the couch. Her cleavage was almost spilling out of her low cut top. I knew that 
if she’d pulled it down, released her enormous bust from the top and bra, her nipples would have 
been hard. Were they sensitive, like Gaby’s had become? Or was that another commonality 
between the sisters; was Steph just as uninterested in getting attention to her chest as her twin 
once had been? Every outfit I’d seen Steph in drew attention to her chest. Perhaps that was why 
Gaby had once hated wearing anything revealing; she hated dressing like her sister. “Women in 
Tech love to swallow cum,” I groaned, my orgasm approaching. I knew that soon, I wouldn’t be 
able to hold back. Steph was squirming on the couch, her hands gripping the cushions as she 
watched her sister blow me. “Women in Tech love to swallow cum,” she said softly. I glanced 
down at my girlfriend, then back at Steph, again aware of how similar they looked. Both their 
eyes were hooded, their cheeks flushed. Steph was biting her lip, while Gaby’s were stretched 
obscenely around my cock. “Women in Tech love to get men off,” I gasped, and I felt my balls 
tense. I could feel the warmth of my release rising inside me, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to 
stop it. “Women in Tech love to swallow cum,” Gaby said in a low moan as she pulled back, 
releasing my cock from her mouth. Her hand wrapped around my shaft, and she opened her 
mouth wide, inviting me to cum on her tongue. I didn’t need to be asked twice, groaning as I 
unloaded into Gaby’s waiting mouth, feeling her tongue lap at my cock, capturing every drop. A 
look of pure bliss appeared on my girlfriend’s face as she swallowed it down, her eyes closing as 
she tasted my seed. I collapsed on the couch, and Gaby climbed onto my lap, kissing me deeply. 
I wrapped my arms around her, and she giggled, nuzzling her face against my neck. For a 
moment, for one sweet moment, I was able to forget her infidelity, that she’d been fucking other 
men for months now. Forget that she was cheating on me. Forget that she’d slept with another 
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man right in front of me. All I could remember was that I loved her, and for a brief, glorious 
moment, everything was okay. Biting her lip, Steph piped up. “Wow,” she said, and it all came 
flooding back. Why she was there. What Steph had done. What I needed to do. “Go clean up, 
baby,” I instructed my girlfriend, and she nodded, scurrying to obey my command. Women in 
Tech love to obey. As soon as I heard the shower start, I leaned in close to Steph. “Are you 
okay?” “Mm-hmm,” she said. “That was…that was pretty hot. I mean, I know I shouldn’t 
have…we shouldn’t…but…” “Women in Tech love to be watched,” I nodded, trying to ignore 
the way my cock twitched at Steph’s soft moan. “Women in Tech love to be watched,” she 
echoed back, her eyes slightly glazed. “But I meant, like…with the Christmas party.” That got 
her attention. “Oh,” she said, her eyes narrowing slightly. “I mean, yeah. I figure it’s the best 
way to learn what’s happening. Go into the belly of the beast, y’know?” “Of course,” I nodded. 
“But…why’d you agree to dress the same?” A smile appeared on her face. “We’re identical 
twins,” she reminded me. “When we dress the same, not even you will be able to tell us apart. 
And that means I can go anywhere she’s allowed to go.” My eyebrows slowly raised as I realized 
what she was saying. It was the perfect disguise. She’d have access to anything Gaby had access 
to. Maybe we’d finally be able to get to the bottom of this.
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Women in Tech

by Pan

Chapter 5

My wife took the entire week off work. I was honestly surprised; as Steph had pointed out, Gaby 
loved her job beyond all reason. And I knew that she’d do anything to get ahead. Women in Tech 
need to do anything they can to climb the ladder. I couldn’t believe she’d risk taking a full week 
off.

But of course, Women in Tech need to make time for fun. I could respect that.

I guess I’d assumed that with a week off, I’d get to spend more time with her. But for all the 
years she’d spent complaining about her sister, I think Gaby really enjoyed having her around. 
The two of them spent all day together, shopping and catching up, and then they’d come home 
and sit on the couch to watch movies, talking and laughing.

Meanwhile, I’d started getting a bunch of client requests (I guess good work pays off…I just 
wish I could translate the sudden career success to programming instead of dog-walking) so I 
was suddenly slammed with new gigs. Well-paid ones, too, which I needed: after what I’d seen, 
I’d started to decline my highest-paying job.

The billionaire with the Jack Russell Terrier.

I just couldn’t. I tried not to take it personally, but it was…it was too painful.

I wasn’t making anywhere near my wife’s salary, of course, but I was finally making enough that 
I felt like I was pulling my weight.

Over the past few week, we hadn’t repeated anything like that night on the couch. I won’t say I 
wasn’t tempted: there was something about the exhibitionism that…I dunno, it had been hot.

If nothing else, it had helped me better understand why Gaby liked dressing the way she did. The 
memory of my girlfriend’s sister’s eyes on me, watching my cock as Gaby’s red lips slid down 
it. Steph’s face as I’d unloaded inside her sister’s mouth, and Gaby had swallowed it down.

Yeah. There was an undeniable appeal to being watched.

Something told me that neither of the twins would have objected. That held a dark appeal as well 
– the idea of just ordering my girlfriend to go down on me, while her sister was in the room, and 
knowing that my command wouldn’t be questioned. That Gaby would suck me off even while 
Steph was there…and that Steph wouldn’t mind.
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That she’d stare in lust as she watched my cock come into view.

But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

Whenever I thought about it, I was reminded of what I’d seen.

My girlfriend, on her knees in front of another man. Giving him head. Letting him cum inside 
her.

Cheating on me. And not even because she was dissatisfied, or out of lust (though she’d 
definitely seemed to be enjoying it). For money.

I tried not to take it personally.

Whenever we could, Steph and I exchanged thoughts. Like me, she was having a lot of trouble 
pinpointing what exactly was happening. She was also aware of the changes in her sister’s 
wardrobe, but we’d discussed it again the previous night, and she’d admitted that it all made 
sense.

Women in Tech need to look their best. They should show off their bodies. They love to be 
watched.

They’re here to please.

Every time Steph and I discussed these things, she sounded more and more sure. It was almost a 
relief; if she shared my convictions, it made me feel less crazy.

She said she had a theory, but for some reason wouldn’t tell me what it was. “It won’t make 
sense to you,” she said thoughtfully, chewing on a pen and staring at the rows of neatly-written 
notes she’d made.

Women in Tech should be respectful.

Women in Tech are here to please.

Women in Tech need to be competitive.

Women in Tech should be respectful.

Women in Tech are here to serve.

“Why not?” I asked, wondering if I should be worried. I obviously didn’t know Steph that well, 
but even from our limited time together it felt like she was acting strangely.

She shrugged. “Because it’ll sound crazy,” she said simply. “And because…well, I think that…”

I waited for her to finish, but instead she just trailed off, throwing me a strange look. At times 
like that I fully understood why her sister found her so infuriating.
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Still, I’d rather have an ally than not.

Every day, I’d ask the same question, desperate for even a hint as to what was happening. As to 
what we could do to save Steph. To save my relationship. “Anything else unusual?”

For the most part, their days were pretty…I dunno, stereotypical. Gaby had never really been a 
girly girl, but having her sister there (and going dress shopping) had really brought out that side 
in her. Apparently the twins spent the day going to the gym, to hair salons, to the mall. They 
went for manicures together, they walked around in cute outfits, and – of course – they went 
dress-shopping.

For the Christmas party.

But every day, Steph would have a small update. Something her sister had mentioned, something 
that had struck her as abnormal.

“Women in Tech have expensive tastes,” was the first one. It was one of those things that Gaby 
would’ve strenuously denied back in Texas…but as soon as Steph mentioned it, I was forced to 
agree.

“Women in Tech have expensive tastes,” I repeated, the two of us nodding at the absolute truth 
of the words. I mean, just living in Silicon Valley means that you’re paying through the nose for 
something as basic as a burger. We were surrounded by wealthy tech moguls; it made sense that 
living here, you’d start to develop a penchant for the premium items of the world. Women in 
Tech have expensive tastes.

After Steph mentioned that, I went and looked at the receipts for what the two of them had 
bought that day. Even knowing that we were paying California prices for clothes, even though 
there were two of them, even though I know Women in Tech have expensive tastes…I have to 
admit I was surprised. They’d bought three dresses apiece, and they’d had come to more than I’d 
made from dogwalking in the last week.

Each.

I was suddenly very glad that I was starting to make better money; Women in Tech have 
expensive tastes.

The next morning, before the girls went shopping (again) and I went to a new client’s, I brought 
up the cost of the outfits. Gaby looked at me…well, slightly scornfully, if I’m being honest, like I 
was a peasant who’d deigned to talk to a queen.

“They’re much nicer than anything in Texas,” she said. I began to protest, but she cut me off 
before I could.

“Women in Tech know the value of money.”

“Women in Tech know the value of money,” I replied, staring into my girlfriend’s eyes. I 
couldn’t help but blush; she was right, of course. I had to admit that Gaby knew better than me 



76

about this kind of thing. She made more than a month than my father made in a year. Women in 
Tech have expensive tastes, but it’s not like she was frittering it away on nothing.

She knew the value of money.

That night, Steph shared another nugget of wisdom her sister had told her. “Women in Tech are 
attracted to wealthy men.”

My heart sank as she said it. I immediately recognized the undeniably truth of the words – I 
mean, it wasn’t like that was even unique to programmers. Wealthy men always had their pick of 
women, it was natural. They’d proven themselves to be successful; that made them attractive.

And if you were a Women in Tech, if you knew exactly what they’d done to make that money, to 
separate yourself from all the wannabes…well, it made total sense that you’d be attracted to 
them.

I sat down on the couch. “Women in Tech are attracted to wealthy men,” I said, my voice flat. 
When I’d seen Gaby and the billionaire…when I’d seen how much fun she was having…

I dunno, part of me had just assumed it was for work. Women in Tech need to satisfy their 
clients. Women in Tech love to make men hard.

Women in Tech love to get men off.

But part of me, some small part, had talked myself out of thinking that she was really attracted to 
him. What a fool I’d been; of course she was attracted to him.

Women in Tech are attracted to wealthy men.

I had tried so hard not to take it personally. I had tried so hard.

But I was a dog-walker. A dog-walker, in a city of people who could have afforded to pay 
George Clooney to walk their dogs.

I was a dog-walker in a city of billionaires. And Women in Tech are attracted to wealthy men.

Steph sat beside me on the couch, her hand on mine. I knew she was trying to comfort me, but I 
couldn’t bring myself to feel comforted.

“We’re going to fix this,” Steph said. “We’re going to get Gaby back.”

I shook my head. “It isn’t Gaby’s fault,” I said with a sigh. “Women in Tech are attracted to 
wealthy men. That’s just a fact. It’s just…something I never wanted to notice.”

There was a long pause, before Steph sighed. “I’ll see if she lets anything slip tomorrow.”

The next day the girls went to a day-spa. When they came back, they were both glowing.
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“Women in Tech deserve to pamper themselves,” Gaby explained as they walked through the 
door. I nodded, not even questioning it for a second. It was a hard job, they needed to relax. I 
made conversation with the two girls before getting the name of the spa and quickly looking it up 
on my phone.

When I saw the prices on the website, I froze, just staring at the ridiculous amounts of money 
they were spending.

Women in Tech deserve to pamper themselves, I reminded myself. Women in Tech know the 
value of money.

But even as I tried to process how much my wife had just spent on a day-spa, the same thought 
kept coming back to the fore. Women in Tech are attracted to wealthy men.

Gaby deserved to pamper herself. But I couldn’t help but wonder…did she also deserve a man 
who would foot the bill?

Did she deserve a man better than me?

No. No, I couldn’t go down that train of thought. I loved Gaby and she loved me. We deserved 
each other.

We loved each other.

“Anything new today?” I asked Steph, then gulped at the look she gave me. “How bad is this 
going to be?”

“Do you know what ‘reddit’ is?” she asked, and – despite the seriousness of the situation – it was 
all I could do to hold back a smile.

“The website, right?” I asked, trying not to sound patronizing. She wasn’t much of an internet 
person, not like me and Gaby.

“Yeah,” she said, pulling out her phone.

When she showed it to me, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. The nude photos of my 
girlfriend, the ones that her scumbag ex had posted online. The ones that she’d worked so hard to 
scrub from the internet, only to have them reappear when she started at Vision.

The ones her workmates had posted all around the office, the cause of her joining Women in 
Tech in the first place.

Apparently reddit had discovered them. Somehow (and I had a pretty good idea how) they’d 
worked out my wife’s name. Not a pseudonym, not a screen name…my wife’s actual, full, legal 
name.

She had a subreddit. And even though there had only been a dozen pictures, the subreddit had 
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tens of thousands of members.

“What the fuck,” I said, staring at Steph in horror. “How did you find out about these??”

Steph avoided eye contact as she answered.

“Gaby showed me.”

I almost dropped her phone in shock. “What?”

“Gaby showed me,” Steph repeated, her eyes darting to mine for a split second.

“She knows about it?”

“She doesn’t just know about it. She’s an admin.”

“A moderator,” I corrected, before I could stop myself. I looked back down at the phone – Steph 
was just accessing reddit through the browser (much less easy to navigate than Apollo, or even 
the official app), so it took me a minute to find the list of moderators.

Yup. Sure enough, there she was. My wife was one of the sub’s moderators.

My wife was the moderator of a subreddit dedicated to her old leaked photos.

Except…no. As I returned to the sub’s main page, I realized that I’d been looking at it sorted by 
“top”. Sorted by new, there were…there were regular updates.

A regular stream of photos, posted mostly by Gaby herself.

I scrolled down, unable to believe what I was looking at. My girlfriend, my girlfriend who had 
never sent me so much as a slutty text, was posting erotic photos of herself for strangers online. 
On what looked like a daily basis.

I looked up at Steph in shock. Her eyes were wide.

“What the hell is happening here?” I asked, and she took a moment to answer.

“She explained it to me,” she said, and I could tell that she was holding something back. “And…
look, it made sense.”

“How?” I exploded. Gaby was in the next room, having a shower – she could have heard me and 
discovered the conspiracy I shared with her sister, but in that moment I didn’t care. “How could 
it possibly make sense? You know your sister, in what possible universe could this possibly 
make even a lick of sense?”

Steph was looking nervous now, like I was scaring her. Or like she was scared of something else. 
But she stayed calm and held firm, despite her obvious discomfort, despite the fear in her eyes.

“You’re telling me,” she said slowly, “that there’s no explanation that I could give that would 
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make this make sense to you.”

“Of course not!”

“That this is so out of character for my sister–”

“Yes!” I interrupted, before she could even finish her point. She paused expectantly, and I started 
listing reasons on my finger. “Firstly, she’s not taken a photo like this since Brian” – her ex –
 "leaked the last batch. Secondly, if she did start taking pictures like this, I’m pretty sure she’d 
show them to me first! Thirdly, you know Gaby – she’s just…she’s not the type to show off like 
this. I know that Women in Tech should show off their bodies, but she hates being seen as 
anything other than a programmer. As a person!"

I hadn’t looked at my girlfriend’s reddit profile in year, even though it was (like all reddit 
profiles) public. She just barely used it; occasionally she’d poke her head into a discussion about 
the Culture novels or the Discworld series, or ask/answer a question about Python (both the code 
and the comedy group, actually). But her username wasn’t explicitly gendered, and she never did 
anything to give away the fact that she was that most rare of things: a woman on the internet.

So to post…to post photos like the ones on Steph’s device in my hand – Gaby in a wet t-shirt, or 
bending over to show off her cleavage, or draped across what I recognized as our bed, wearing 
red lingerie – that was inconceivable.

And yet, here they were.

“Fourthly,” I added, “why would she tell you before me?”

“She wanted to post a photo of the two of us,” Steph replied, answering only my final point. “She 
wanted permission before she did.”

“What??”

I clicked through to “New” and scrolled down, but the most recent photo posted was from two 
days ago – Gaby at the mall, holding the bags of dresses. The rest of the posts were text posts 
theorizing about what my girlfriend was like in bed, or asking for more pictures, or wondering 
when she was going to start an OnlyFans.

“I said no,” Steph added, and I gripped her phone so hard that I worried I was going to break it.

“So what’s this explanation,” I said with a groan. My head was spinning, and I felt dizzy. “What 
on earth did she say to you that made the whole thing make sense?”

Steph paused briefly before responding, staring into my eyes as she did.

“Women in Tech deserve attention,” she said slowly. “Women in Tech need to self-promote 
online. Women in Tech need to maintain an active social media following. And Women in 
Tech…should make themselves available.”
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I’d thought the room was spinning before Steph spoke, but with each sentence it felt like it sped 
up. Her words hit my brain like bolts from a crossbow, and if I hadn’t been sitting down, I swear 
I would’ve fallen over.

The two of us sat there in silence for several minutes as I processed what she’d said.

Women in Tech deserve attention. Well, that was self-evident. If you’re a Woman in Tech, 
you’re going against the grain. You’re going to stand out no matter what you do, just by picking 
such a male-dominated occupation.

Of course they deserved attention. And, if I was being honest, Gaby more than most. She was 
incredible, one of the sharpest brains I’d ever encountered. And that was before you even got to 
her perfect body.

Yeah. If anyone deserved attention, it was her.

And being in such a minority, they need to do whatever they can to get ahead. Women in Tech 
should use every asset they have available. Women in Tech need to be competitive, and they 
need all the promotion they can get.

Women in Tech need to self-promote online. Of course they do, it would be ridiculous not to.

I glanced down at the phone in my hand again. Aside from the initial nudes taken by my 
girlfriend’s ex, none of these new photos were actually pornographic. Yes, they showed off 
Gaby’s body, but…well, with a body like hers, it was hard not to.

Gaby hadn’t started this. When the photos had leaked, what was she meant to do? Whoever 
leaked them was just going to leak them again; there was no point in trying to swim up a 
waterfall.

Instead, she’d taken the most sensible path – she’d utilized this existing fanbase to self-promote. 
She’d turned it into an opportunity. Yeah, her photos were a little provocative…but that’s what 
the audience wanted. She could have let this chance for promotion slip away, or she could have 
stoked it, kept herself in the public eye a little.

After all, the men who run big tech companies use reddit. And Women in Tech need to self-
promote online.

I was breathing more steadily, and the room had stopped spinning when I turned my attention to 
the next thing Steph had said – Women in Tech need to maintain an active social media 
following. Before I could even begin to reflect on the incontrovertible truth of that, my 
girlfriend’s sister interrupted my thought process with a question.

“So…you’re okay with it?”

“Of course,” I answered immediately, briefly confused why she’d even ask. Of course Women in 
Tech needed to self-promote online. Of course Gaby deserved attention.
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Of course she needed to maintain an active social media following.

The look on Steph’s face made me remember how I’d felt a few moments ago, and I couldn’t 
help but blush. “I totally overreacted,” I said, my cheeks burning. “I’m sorry, I…I wasn’t being 
reasonable.”

“And now you are?”

I nodded. “Women in Tech deserve attention.”

“Women in Tech deserve attention,” she nodded in response, before glancing down at her notes. 
I hadn’t even seen her pull her notepad out.

I handed her phone back and apologized again, but she waved me off. “It’s not your fault,” she 
muttered, but before I could work out what she meant by that, she’d left for bed.

I was about to do the same when a thought struck me.

Women in Tech need to maintain an active social media following.

Reddit is technically social media, of course, but no one thinks of it that way. Social media 
generally means Facebook, Twitter, Instagram…

Gaby didn’t have any of them. Neither did I. You work in tech, you…see how the sausage is 
made, I guess. No part of me had any interest in going near those apps. Negative interest, in fact.

Gaby didn’t have any of those. But…Women in Tech need to maintain an active social media 
following. And so I pulled out my phone and typed her name into the Instagram search bar.

I wasn’t surprised by what came up, not really. Her account shared a lot of posts with the 
subreddit, but where those had been titled to catch the eyes of horny reddit users, her posts on 
Instagram felt more…personal. The picture of her at the mall was captioned “Day of shopping 
with my twin sister #loveyousis #sisters #twins #family,” and then a dozen tags specific to the 
mall she’d gone to and the stores they’d visited.

Scrolling down, I found a photo of her in a wet t-shirt – Instagram’s content restrictions must 
have been stricter than reddit, because she’d added an emoji over each of her nipples (which had 
been clearly visible through the soaked shirt on reddit). “just another day at Vision ;) #worklife 
#lovemyjob #womenintech #womensupportingwomen #womeninbusiness.”

Despite the fact that she’d only been uploading for a month or two, she had over 25k followers. I 
couldn’t help but be impressed.

Women in Tech need all the promotion they can get.

Women in Tech deserve attention.

Gaby was only following a handful of accounts – Vision’s profile looked exactly like every other 
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tech company’s social media profile: photos of people using their products and smiling at the 
camera, announcements of success stories, media pictures. She was also following Flynn Pastor 
– his account was private, so I couldn’t see what he posted – and the official Women in Tech 
account.

It had only a fraction of the followers that my girlfriend did – less than a thousand, despite 
updating more regularly. As I scrolled through the timeline, I could see why: the account 
exclusively posted pictures of text. It was an odd mix – about half of it was stuff that was 
obviously true (like “Women in Tech should be team players”, “Women in Tech should save 
their energy for serious issues”, or “Women in Tech love to swallow cum”), while the rest was 
really outlandish stuff.

“Women in Tech should always wear heels.”

“Women in Tech should be used for sex.”

“Women in Tech should be owned by men.”

It was so gross, and so…strange? I tucked it away as something to bring up with Steph the next 
day.

In turn, the Women in Tech account was following a number of popular Instagram…stars? 
Instagrammers? Instagramaphones? People on Instagram with a lot of followers, anyway.

Gaby, for one. And then a lot of women who looked like her.

Well, no, they didn’t look like her. My girlfriend is one-of-a-kind. I spent an hour poking through 
the various accounts that Women in Tech followed, and it took me a while to work out what they 
had in common. Some of them were short, some were tall, and the women (they were all women, 
of course) had a number of ethnicities – mostly white and Asian, just like the tech industry itself, 
but not exclusively so.

They were all, like Gaby, using the social media cleverly. Provocative photos, pictures of them 
in bikinis, tight clothing, revealing clothes, lingerie…like Gaby, never anything pornographic, 
but clearly the kind of stuff that would attract attention.

Women in Tech deserve attention.

No, the thing they all had in common? They were gorgeous. Each and every one of them, 
completely stunning. None were as busty as Gaby (very few women are) but they were all…
well, sexy.

That was the commonality. All the women that Women in Tech followed on Instagram were 
sexy.

I’ve been a programmer for a while, and I can tell you – Gaby (and these women) were the 
exception, not the rule. Most programmers are shy, retiring types. But Women in Tech had 
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somehow found all the sexiest, hottest programmers and followed them.

As I kept looking through the various accounts (which, trust me, did not feel like a chore), I 
realized that I recognized one of them – Vanessa Zhang. A few months ago she’d married 
Nathan Moxley, one of the three founders of CAIender, that AI-driven calendar app Google 
bought for several billion dollars.

Like the rest of the women, she was gorgeous – she had the smile of a model, and was wearing a 
bikini in at least half of her pictures. I scrolled down until I found her wedding photos – her and 
Nathan, happily getting married at the beach, surrounded by friends and family.

My phone reminded me that I was meant to be in bed several hours ago, and I was about to close 
it down when a thought struck me.

Women in Tech should make themselves available.

It was true, of course. In order to get ahead, in order to satisfy their clients and climb the ladder, 
Women in Tech needed to make themselves available for whatever was needed. And Gaby may 
have her faults, but that wasn’t one of them.

Aside from the impromptu blowjob in front of Steph the other day, we hadn’t had sex in a 
while…but that wasn’t because she wasn’t available to me. That was because…well, I tried not 
to take it personally.

But I couldn’t wonder how else my girlfriend made herself available.

As I’d been clicking through the various beauties followed by the Women in Tech account, I’d 
realized that Instagram lets you link to a single site from your profile. Some of them (like 
Vanessa Zhang) hadn’t had a URL, and I hadn’t clicked on the others…but overcome with 
curiosity, I returned to my girlfriend’s profile.

Sure enough, she had a link. vis.ion/gaby – a structure I immediately recognized from my own 
Vision dog-walking account (I was vis.ion/dogcoder; my attempt to promote my real vocation 
had yielded zero results so far).

I clicked through, but it was a restricted link – "premium members only". If it hadn’t been so 
late, I would’ve tried to access google cache or see how much a premium membership to Vision 
was (I hadn’t even realized that was a feature), but I decided to call it a night instead.

Despite my late night, I was up before either of the girls the next morning. My brain had been 
buzzing all night – I felt like I was finally making progress, that we’d found some breadcrumbs 
that would lead us to the cause of all this.

Due to her continuing jetlag, Steph was awake when I knocked on her door. She was wearing a 
pink tank top and matching panties, which I very carefully did not look at, and her hair was still 
loose, curling around her shoulders.

“You look happy,” she said dryly, but when I finished showing her what I’d found the previous 



84

night, her grin mirrored mine.

“This is it!” she said, waving my phone triumphantly. Despite the way this made her generous 
chest move, I firmly kept my attention on my phone – not least of all because I wasn’t sure how 
strong her grip was. “This is the missing piece!”

“What is?”

“This insta,” she said, scrolling down the Women in Tech feed. A few of the platitudes jumped 
out at me – “Women in Tech are perfect trophy wives.” “Women in Tech never wear pants.” 
“Women in Tech need to belong to a man.”

“Why?” I said, and her eyes flashed at me – they were brown, just like her twin’s.

“This is how they’ve been doing it,” she gushed. “They just…they just posted it all online! It’s 
all here.”

I held up one hand. “Maybe it’s because I only got a few hours sleep, but I’m not following. 
What’s all here?”

“This!” she said, pulling up an image at random – Women in Tech appreciate pet names.

“Women in Tech do appreciate pet names,” I said. “That’s just true.”

“Women in Tech appreciate pet names,” she agreed, before rolling her eyes in frustration. Not 
for the first time I was surprised by how similar she and Gaby were.

“That’s not the…–”

The door opened, and we both froze. Gaby’s head poked in, a confused look on her face.

“What are you two doing in here?”

She actually slept in less clothing than her sister did; my girlfriend was wearing a pair of pajama 
shorts (blue, in contrast to her sister) and nothing else. Her huge tits swayed as she came into the 
room, not shy at all about her state of undress.

My girlfriend loved to show off her body. She deserved attention.

Women in Tech need to look their best. And it was hard to deny that “topless” was a pretty damn 
good look for my girlfriend.

“We’re, um…” I stammered, but Steph cut me off.

“Gaby, we found the Women in Tech Instagram account.”

“Oh, isn’t it great?” she beamed. She rose up slightly on her feet in excitement, causing her tits 
to bounce – a sight that I’ll never grow tired of. “I’ve been following it for a while.”
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“Great??” I grabbed the phone back from Steph. “‘Women in Tech should be owned by men.’ –
 does that sound great to you?”

My girlfriend’s brow furrowed and she leaned over my shoulder. “No, okay, that doesn’t sound 
right. Are you sure this is the real account?”

“You’re following it!”

“I just searched Women in Tech,” she shrugged. “I didn’t, like, get it off the website.”

I looked back down at my phone. It didn’t have a verified checkmark or anything like that; 
maybe it was a fake account. A huge organization like Women in Tech; even if they were up to 
something, surely they wouldn’t post stuff like this.

“C’mon, Gaby,” Steph urged. “You’ve got to admit that there’s something going on here. Look 
at this crap.”

She took the phone out of my hand and pulled up another random post.

“Women in Tech should wear high heels,” Gaby said, and I blinked twice. A few seconds ago I’d 
thought for sure that was one of the posts that I’d earmarked as misogynistic and sexist, but…as 
soon as my girlfriend had said it, I realized that one was true.

Women and men have different dress codes, after all. And while the idea of professional wear for 
men was t-shirts that read “I <3 code”, I knew that smart, professional women always wore 
heels.

“Women in Tech should wear high heels,” Steph repeated.

“Women in Tech should wear high heels,” I echoed, suddenly realizing that I hadn’t seen Gaby 
out of heels in…god, I didn’t even know how long.

I shook my head. “Okay, well that one’s true, but…

“Guys,” my girlfriend said with a laugh. “Can we talk about this another day? Steph and I have 
to get ready!”

“For what?” I asked, but as soon as the words left my lips, I knew the answer.

”Tonight’s the Christmas party!"

“I really think we should…–”

“Women in Tech need to be the life of the party,” Gaby said quietly, staring me in the eyes, and I 
nodded.

She was right, of course.
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My jaw literally dropped when I saw the two women standing in front of me.

I say two – if you’d told me it was a trick with mirrors, and that there was only one person 
standing there, I would’ve believed you.

Steph had been right. They looked identical.

And the outfit they were each wearing was unlike anything I’d ever seen.

It was blue.

And it was short.

Much shorter than anything I’d seen my girlfriend in before. Shorter than almost anything I’d 
seen any woman in, in fact. It barely covered her butt. Their butts. If I’d dropped to my knees 
(and believe me, the view made me want to do that) I swear I would’ve been able to see the 
entire bottom half of each ass.

The material was sheer, showing off every curve of the twin bodies. The top was simply a pair of 
strategically placed straps, crossing the chest, ensuring the top and bottom of their ample bosoms 
was on display, and the material was so thin that if I stared closely enough, I could almost make 
out the outline of their nipples.

I knew that I wouldn’t be the only one staring that night.

Women in Tech need to be the life of the party.

Both girls were wearing black boots that went up to their knees, leaving the tops of their thighs 
bare. It was, frankly, the hottest sight I’d ever seen. As soon as I walked into the room, I could 
feel my cock beginning to swell.

I’m a faithful man. I love Gaby, I truly do. I’ve never so much as looked at another woman since 
we started dating. Why would I, when I was dating perfection itself?

So I felt strangely guilty as I looked back and forth between the two women. I only wanted to be 
turned on by my girlfriend, by my Gaby.

But – through no fault of my own – at least half of my arousal had been caused by her sister.

“G-Gaby?” I asked, stepping towards the woman closest to the door. The two girls shook their 
heads, and I turned to the other woman. She smiled a wicked smile, and in an instant I could tell 
it was her. It was uncanny, like finding a familiar landmark while lost.

I couldn’t tell my girlfriend’s body from her sister’s, but at least I recognized her smile.

“Hey honey,” I said, and she shivered with arousal. Women in Tech love pet names.
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Another clue.

“You ready to do this?”

Both women nodded, and each took one of my arms. I shot Steph a comforting look; she bit her 
lip nervously in response.

“Let’s go,” I said, and walked the two gorgeous, near-identical women to the car.

The drive was uncharacteristically quiet. For all her complaints about her sister, Gaby sure did 
love gabbing (no pun intended) with her. Whenever the two girls were together, they didn’t shut 
up.

But tonight, neither of them had anything to say.

I knew why Steph, sitting alone in the back, was silent – we’d found a few minutes to discuss the 
plan for tonight; she was going to be taking some risks, trying to get into areas she wasn’t meant 
to. Find documents she wasn’t trying to find.

And my own silence wasn’t a mystery to me: tonight, for the first time, I was going to meet some 
of Gaby’s workmates. The men she spent all day with.

The men who had almost bullied her out of Silicon Valley when we’d first moved here.

But I was curious why my girlfriend was being quieter than normal. When we pulled up to the 
lights, I turned to her; there was a gentle smile on her face.

“You okay, babe?” I asked, and she shivered in pleasure at the term of endearment.

“Uh huh,” she said. “Just excited for tonight.”

She reached out, moving her hand to my leg. I gave her a soft smile, and turned my attention 
back to the road.

Well, I tried to.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” my girlfriend reminded me, and my eyes widened.

“Gaby…” I said warningly, but in response she just reached up to grab one of my hands from the 
wheel, moving it to her mostly-exposed thigh.

I couldn’t blame her. Aside from our little show the other night, I’d barely touched her in weeks. 
Even when we shared the same bed at night, I was curled up in the corner. I could have pressed 
my body against her, but I didn’t. I couldn’t bring myself to.

But I knew how much she liked to be touched. Women in Tech like to be touched.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” Steph said from the back seat. I glanced at the rear view 
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mirror; her eyes were on her sister’s thigh.

On my hand on her sister’s thigh.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” Gaby said again, pushing my hand higher. I hadn’t even 
noticed myself getting hard at the feel of my girlfriend’s soft skin. Her thigh felt like satin under 
my fingers.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” Steph said, and I thought I heard a hint of longing in her 
voice. I don’t know why; she’s not a woman in tech.

My hand was high enough that I could feel the heat of Gaby’s pussy. My fingers brushed against 
her panties, and I felt her shudder with pleasure.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” she repeated softly.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” I finally echoed, and Gaby didn’t respond. Just smiled and 
closed her eyes. And forced my hand higher.

I felt a thrill run through my body as the tips of my fingers found her wetness. My eyes were on 
the road, but my attention was between Gaby’s legs as I explored her, quickly finding her clit, 
and gently rubbing it. She moaned, and leaned over towards me, her breasts pressing against my 
arm.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” Steph said softly, leaning closer to watch what I was doing. 
Just like the other night, there was an electricity to being watched. And not just by anyone: Steph 
was Gaby’s identical twin sister, dressed to match her exactly.

It was like I was touching Gaby while also being watched by her. Except I knew it wasn’t, I 
knew it was Steph. It added a new level of intimacy to the act; the sound of Steph’s breathing in 
the back seat only heightened the sensation.

I pushed my finger into Gaby’s slick hole, causing her to gasp. I kept touching her, pulling away 
as I circled around her clit, feeling her body responding beneath my touch. We were only a few 
minutes away from the Vision building where the Christmas party was being held, but I knew 
Gaby was close.

I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d made her cum. How sad was that? She was the love of 
my life, the hottest woman I’d ever met (although her sister certainly gave her a run for her 
money), the best sex I’d experienced…and I didn’t even know when I’d last gotten her off.

Of course, I wasn’t the only one making her cum any more.

If I hadn’t been driving, I would have closed my eyes and tried not to take it personally.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” Steph whispered in the back, and I nodded. This wasn’t 
about me. This wasn’t about our relationship.
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This wasn’t about Gaby’s cheating.

This was about my girlfriend’s need to be touched.

“I’m going to cum,” Gaby moaned, writhing on our SUV’s black seat. “I’m going to…cum…oh 
god,” she screamed, and I felt her pussy clamp down on my finger.

With a groan of my own, I pulled my fingers free and shifted gears. Gaby was shaking, 
whimpering softly in the aftershocks of her orgasm as I drove us towards the building.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” Steph said wistfully.

“Women in Tech like to be touched,” I repeated, smiling at her in the mirror.

I honestly don’t know what I’d expected from the party. Or from Gaby’s workplace, for that 
matter.

Well…okay, this is going to sound dumb, but part of me had expected it to be all men.

Like, I knew there were almost three hundred employees. And Gaby had told me they had wet t-
shirt competitions and stuff like that – so I knew there were other women there.

But whenever I visualized Gaby’s workplace – and yes, I know that this was mostly fueled by 
jealousy, I know that – my girlfriend was the center of attention, and everyone else was a dweeby 
looking man lusting after her.

No, actually, if I’m being honest…in my imagination, everyone else was a perfect specimen of 
manliness lusting after her. Yeah. I’ve worked in tech; I know what the reality looks like…but in 
my mind, all the men at this start-up were somewhere between Chuck Norris, male models, and 
professional athletes.

Well, the good news was that my imagination had been inaccurate. The men of Vision were…
maybe “dweebs” isn’t fair, but they were programmers. With the range of body-types that 
evokes. Maybe some of them lifted a few weights, occasionally, but there’s a reason 
“programmer” isn’t one of the personas that male strippers portray.

And there were other women there, too. Some of them were even pretty attractive, at least by 
programmer standards.

But none of them – none of them – compared to my girlfriend.

Or her sister.

As soon as the two women entered, they had the attention of the entire party. Men and women 
both. And I can tell you, it immediately became obvious to me which one was Gaby and which 
one was Steph.
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Gaby was the one who lit up at the attention. Gaby was the one who strutted around, practically 
glowing at the way everyone was looking at her. Lusting after her.

I mean, it made total sense. Women in Tech love to dress up.

Women in Tech love to make men hard.

Women in Tech need to be the life of the party.

I was burning with jealousy as I stood in the corner, sipping on punch, watching my girlfriend 
soak up the attention of the entire office. Watching as she got compliments from everyone she 
worked with (and presumably people she doesn’t).

And…knowing what I knew about Gaby’s workplace, I should’ve seen it coming…watching as 
some of her workmates got a little handsy.

It started subtle. A touch on the arm. A firm pat on the butt. The kind of thing that Gaby 
would’ve sued over, back in El Paso. But here, I knew that it was just part of the job.

Women in Tech like to be touched.

Women in Tech are here to please.

And Women in Tech need to do whatever they can to climb the ladder.

Steph, god bless her, had immediately taken the opportunity to disappear. To investigate. When 
we’d been making the plan, I’d suggested I go with her, but she’d shot the idea down. “Two 
people are going to attract more attention than one,” she’d told me. And at least she looked like 
an employee.

I mean, literally. She looked like Gaby, who was an employee. It was a perfect disguise.

So my role was lookout. Except in this case, “lookout” just meant watching my girlfriend. 
Watching as she was caressed by her workmates.

Women in Tech love to be watched.

And then, as the night went on, and more drinks were consumed, more than caressed. Groped. 
No, groped is an understatement: Gaby was handed around like piece of meat.

Women in Tech love to be touched.

Women in Tech are here to serve.

Women in Tech need to be team players.

It’s funny, I never saw her go near the punch, but the way she was acting…she must have been 
drunk. There was no way Gaby would let an entire room full of men touch her the way she did 
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otherwise.

Women in Tech like to make men hard. Women in Tech like to get men off.

Meanwhile, I didn’t say anything about it. I couldn’t say anything about it. If I did, I risked the 
whole operation. You see, as long as I was standing there and not objecting, it was entirely 
believable that it was Steph being used by the roomful of men. Which meant that if the real Steph 
got caught, we had plausible deniability.

But if I kicked up a fuss, if I did anything other than watch as my girlfriend’s colleagues 
explored her entire body with their hands, then I’d draw attention. I’d make people wonder 
where Steph was.

And if they went looking, and caught her digging up evidence that could save Gaby, finding key 
information that could uncover the entire conspiracy…well, then our plan was dead. And I’d 
have no chance of rescuing her.

Sometimes being a hero isn’t punching the villain or storming the castle. Sometimes being a hero 
is standing there, watching as a room of horny programmers fondle the love of your life. As their 
hands groped her ass, pawed at her tits, stroked her bare stomach.

So I watched. I drank the punch. I pretended not to be jealous. And I did nothing as my girlfriend 
made her way from man to man, from group to group.

There was no entertainment at the party. With Gaby there, who needed it?

You drink enough punch, the room starts swaying. But no matter how much I drank, it wasn’t 
enough to stop me from being aware of what Gaby was doing. It was like I wasn’t even there, the 
way she was behaving.

Was this how she behaved every day at work? No. No, it couldn’t be.

If it was, there was no way they’d ever get anything done.

But the way they were treating her, the casual way they were touching Gaby, the way that she 
was responding…it certainly didn’t look like the first time any of them had done it.

As the evening went on, things escalated. My girlfriend went from friendly to flirty to practically 
fucking her co-workers. I watched, stomach churning with disgust and jealousy as went from 
kissing the men on the cheek to kissing them on the mouth. Full, open-mouthed kisses with 
anyone who wanted one.

As you can imagine, a lot of men wanted one.

Not just the men, either. If she ran into another woman during her rotation, Gaby would kiss 
them too. Their hands would explore each other’s bodies while the men watched, hollering and 
hooting, as the women made out for their entertainment.
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If her sister had been there, I realized, Gaby would’ve kissed her too. Gaby would’ve made out 
with her own twin (who, I’ll remind you, she could barely stand) just to titillate her co-workers.

Women in Tech need to keep the people they work with happy.

Women in Tech should use every asset they have available.

Soon, the making out wasn’t just reserved for the other women. I watched in a drunken silence as 
Gaby made out with the men she worked with, as their hands roamed her body, hungrily 
grabbing at her tits, her ass, pulling her into their bodies, letting her grind on their erections.

If I hadn’t been there, would she have gone even further? If I hadn’t been watching, how long 
would it have taken for my girlfriend to start jerking them off, blowing them?

Fucking them, like she had the billionaire with the Jack Russell Terrier?

I tried not to take it personally.

Women in Tech need to satisfy their clients.

Women in Tech like to get men off.

Women in Tech need to be the life of the party.

If I hadn’t been there, would Gaby have returned from the party covered in cum? Covered with 
the cum of a dozen co-workers? A hundred?

Would my girlfriend have returned from the party with her fellow programmers' seed dripping 
out of every hole?

I wouldn’t have been surprised if you’d told me a black cloud appeared above my head as I 
watched her get passed around. At one point, her straps were loosened, and one of her tits 
popped out. She laughed – everyone laughed – while I glowered, standing in the corner, drunk 
and alone.

She didn’t put it back. And when the second one popped out, she didn’t do anything about that, 
either.

How often did Gaby’s tits' “accidentally” come out during an average workday? How often did 
her workmates move their lips to her nipples, sucking and licking while her eyes rolled back in 
pleasure?

Women in Tech should give more than they receive.

Women in Tech love to obey.

I practically emptied that punchbowl by myself. And as I scooped the last of it into a white paper 
cup (Vision was an environmentally-conscious company) and gulped it down, I decided I’d had 
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enough. Things had gone too far.

It was time to stop this.

Gaby was in the arms of some weedy-looking intern; he looked like he was both about twenty 
and in heaven. His hand were on her bare tits, his tongue was down her throat, and as I watched, 
her hand moved to the bulge in his pants, and started expertly stroking him through his pants.

Women in Tech love to get men off.

Women in Tech love to swallow cum.

“That’s it,” I growled, but when I took a step forward to regain control of the situation, the room 
began to swim.

“Whoa there,” a familiar voice said, and I felt an arm steadying me.

“Thank you, sir,” I muttered unintelligibly, and it took me a few minutes to realize who my 
mystery benefactor was.

Flynn Parson.

“You!” I grumbled, but the room was still rocking unsteadily, and there was not a lot of threat to 
my words. Or, frankly, a lot of words to my words.

“I found your sister-in-law,” he said in a friendly-tone. “She was…lost, I assume. Somewhere 
she shouldn’t have been, looking at files she definitely shouldn’t have had access to.”

My eyes widened in fear. Fuck! Steph! She’d been caught, and he’d…and he’d…

“What’d you do to her?” I said. I suspect the question came out sounding more like a raccoon’s 
mating call than human communication, but the tech mogul seemed to know what I meant.

“Well, exactly what you’d expect,” he said, and my heart leapt into my throat. “I was so 
impressed by her initiative, I gave her a job!”

Wait. What?

“Wait. What?”

“Oh yes,” he said, clapping his hands. “I don’t technically work here, but I’m sure I’ll be able to 
pull a few strings. With that kind of investigative mind, she’ll make a great data analyst, don’t 
you think?”

Flynn stepped aside, and the room stopped swaying just long enough for Steph to come into 
view. If I didn’t know that Gaby was on the other side of the room, practically topless and being 
fondled by someone who looked he was still only halfway through puberty, I would have had no 
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way of knowing which sister I was looking at.

Especially when she opened her mouth.

“Isn’t it great news?” she said, sounding identical to her sister. “I’m finally doing it!”

“W-what?” I asked nervously.

She beamed, looking as happy as I’d ever seen her. And at her next sentence, the room started 
going black, and I could feel my consciousness escaping.

“I’m going to be a Woman in Tech!”


