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CHAPTER 1

The girl on my bed rang her nails down my back. Her rising moans echoed in my ears as I thrusted, pushing into her with all my might. Her breasts bounced and her navel stared up at me, pretty as a picture. My breaths came in vibrating gasps, and then I felt it, the delicious, squirming tension down in the middle of my groin as my balls drew up and scrunched tight, preparing for release.

I came. 

The girl rose, her naked behind fully bared as she tiptoed to the bathroom door and gave it a light push. She turned and inspected her cum-splattered thighs, letting out a giggle. “I don’t think you’ve cum in me this much before, Jack.”

I looked at her. Zoe Reid, our nineteen-year-old babysitter, had a naughty smile playing on the corners of her lips. It’s because you’re as hot as a tight little hellhole. “It’s what you do to me,” I said instead. 

“Oh? And I wonder what Mrs. Miller would think of that?” 

I swallowed thickly. Zoe liked to rub in the fact I was married. It was as if it turned her on…though of course it did the opposite for me. Now that the deed was done and my itch was scratched, I didn’t need any reminding of what we’d done under the covers. The grisly crime I’d committed against my wife, Annie. I just wanted the evidence out of the house as quickly as possible.  

But Zoe wasn’t done yet.

She placed a French-tipped nail in her mouth and sucked on it shyly. “Hmm. I guess it doesn’t matter in the long-term. After all, I’ll be Mrs. Miller, right?”

“I, uh, think you better leave. Annie said she might be home early today,” I lied. 

“But when is it going to happen?” she prodded. She kept pacing in and out of the bathroom, one of Annie’s towels wrapped around her shoulders. “Like, I need to know. I have plans too, you know. My rental lease is up in October, and I’d like to move in by then.”

My mouth dropped open. “Whoa, babe. What’s the hurry?”

Zoe crossed her arms. “Oh, there’s no hurry. We have all the time in the world, right?” 

I could see she was getting ticked off. Lately, Zoe’s patience with my promises of commitment had been wearing thin. Which meant that sooner than later I’d have to make a very important decision.

Right then, the call to make that decision was looming right over her head.

She stepped toward me, her face alive with both excitement and desperation. “I just want us to be official, Jack. I’m tired of keeping our relationship a secret. I want to tell my friends. And my mom. Plus, what about the wedding? I don’t want to be an old bride! Planning a wedding takes at least six months, so the sooner you start the divorce process, the better.”

The word ‘divorce’ made me cough. “Uh, yeah, about that,” I said. “Why don’t you sit down, babe?” I patted the bed beside me. 

Zoe tiptoed back to the bed and sat down. I looked into her big, youthful eyes, never feeling more my age than at that moment. A small hysterical voice inside me was questioning what in sweet hell I was doing playing around with such a young girl, kicking her hopes and dreams around like a battered soccer ball. 

“You’ve decided on a date, haven’t you?” she rushed in before I could speak.

“No, this isn’t about the…the divorce,” I said, thankful that my voice was steadier than I felt. “It’s about something more important.” I drew in a breath, adjusting my face to look more solemn. “I’ve been thinking things over and to be honest, things have changed. Annie and I are better now. And I keep thinking about the kids. I don’t think this will work out.”

A flicker of something—surprise? Anger? Shock?—flashed through Zoe’s face. 

“Are you…breaking up with me?”

I gazed into her eyes and gave a sad nod. “This isn’t easy. I’ve thought about this a lot. Believe me, I’ve wrestled with my soul. And…I can’t do it, Zoe. I can’t do that to you. I love you, but I have to let you go.” 

“So you are breaking up with me!”

I paused, but only for a second. “Actually, I think the best option right now…for both of us…is if you don’t work here anymore.”

Zoe let out a sickly, horrified sound. Like she was an animal in pain. Tears trickled down her blanched cheeks. “No!” she screamed, her eyes as big as dinner plates. “How could you do this to me, Jack?  I trusted you! Tell me this is a joke!” 

“Sshhh!” I whispered. “The kids will wake up!”

“I don’t fucking care!” she screamed. 

She stood up and flung the towel at my face. 

“Let’s not be dramatic, Zoe,” I found myself saying. Her immature behavior was starting to annoy me, and I could feel it trickle through my serious façade. “If you really thought I was being serious that…that I was going to throw fifteen years of marriage away for a fling, I’m sorry to say you’re more naive than I thought. I still care for you, Zoe. But I know you can find a much better guy than me…”

“But I want you!” she sobbed, her shoulders shuddering. Then she stopped and blinked, as if the weight of what I’d said had just materialized in front of her eyes. “You’re not really firing me, though, are you? I need this job. I need the money while I figure out modeling. People don’t pay babysitters as well as you do anymore!”

I sighed. “Don’t worry about the money. I’ll help you find another gig. And I’ll even pay the difference if they come up short. How about that?” At the back of my mind, I was thinking I was being way more generous than I needed to be, and I just needed to be firm. I was her boss, after all, and the girl had no choice but to listen to me. 

That flicker of something flashed again, a look I hadn’t seen across her pretty features before. Then her face cleared up again. She leapt off the bed and gathered her clothes, quickly putting them on. “No, I don’t need your help,” she said, her voice dangerously low this time. “But don’t come after me after you get tired of your ugly, fat wife again. Because you know what, Jack? Your dick is too fucking short I can’t even feel you fucking me.” 

And then she stormed out of my bedroom.

I waited until I heard the rumble of her car starting, and then I slowly stood up. I went to one of the rooms next door, opening the door a crack before silently stepping in. Both of my kids were sound asleep. I closed the door and went back to the master bedroom. 

On the bed, tangled up with the cool silk sheets that covered my Alaskan king, was the pink lingerie set that I’d asked Zoe to wear for me tonight. It had been one of her own, a bra and a thong with frills at the borders and little flowers that had no doubt been glued all along the neckline. 

The style spoke volumes about the almost dreamy levels of optimism that only a young woman like Zoe could have. Annie would’ve never worn something like this. In fact, she’d stopped dressing up for sex only a year into our marriage. Zoe, though? She really was everything Annie wasn’t, and that right there was the problem. Fucking the babysitter felt like a fantasy every time. She was happy to perform, dress up, and cater to me like I was a king.

I lifted the bra and thong with one hand. It smelled of Zoe’s sweat and her fragrance—a cheap Victoria’s Secret or a Bath & Body Works mist, I was sure of it. Guilt rode inside me as I opened a window and then walked to the room that had once been my home office, where I had a small trash can under my desk. I emptied the liner, stuffed the lingerie inside and put another clean liner on top. The evidence would be safe there. Annie was way too busy to go snooping around my stuff in here. 

And Zoe’s things would come in handy later, I thought dryly. 

But as I walked back to the bedroom, a ball of dread had settled in the pit of my stomach.

None of this is my fault, I fought back angrily. Annie was the one who’d insisted we hire a babysitter to make things a little easier for me as a stay-at-home dad. And, in spite of her brutal work hours as an attorney, she was the one who’d interviewed dozens of potential candidates, carefully checked their references, and finally landed on Zoe. And even when she introduced me to Zoe for the first time—wearing those short shorts and parading her breasts in that small, tight top—Annie hadn’t batted an eyelid. What did she think was going to happen, leaving me alone for hours with a sexy young woman who was a part-time model? 

In any case, none of it mattered now. The drama was over.

I’d fired the babysitter, and I just needed to come up with a good story to tell my wife. 

I settled back underneath the covers and then almost broke the bed when the sound of our doorbell clanged like a siren. I scrambled to the front door, remembering that it was unlocked. 

A warning bell was ringing in my head. I was suddenly sure it was Zoe who’d come back. She was angry and looking for a fight.

Heart pounding, I twisted the door handle. 

The door was pushed open impatiently from the other side before I could open it.


CHAPTER 2

“Honey! Surprise!”

I blinked. Annie was standing there in her suit and high heels, beaming. 

My stomach relaxed and I breathed out a sigh of relief. I hadn’t been expecting my wife, but at least it wasn’t Zoe. 

Annie strutted into the house and whipped out her phone from her handbag. After a quick check-through of her messages, she said, “I managed to wrap up my cases early today. Get ready. We’re going out.” Her eyes flashed down at my body. 

It hit me with a little jolt that I was still wearing just a towel. “Going out? Where?”

“I booked a reservation at Amal’s,” she said, smiling. Amal was her favorite Lebanese restaurant. “I think you deserve a break from the rascals, no? And we’ve hardly spent time together this week.”

Try this year, I thought. 

“What are all those scratches?” Annie suddenly asked. Her arm stroked my back. “Jack! You’ve hurt yourself!”

“Whiskers,” I coughed. I couldn’t believe I was blaming the family cat. “She just jumped on me. It’s nothing, honey. Doesn’t hurt or anything.”

“Aw,” she said. Her eyes had that faraway glassy look, the one that told me that even though she was physically here, her mind was over at her office.

“What about Mimi and Lily?” I asked.

“Huh?”

“The kids? Who’s going to watch them if we go out?”

Annie’s eyes narrowed. “Isn’t Zoe here? I thought I noticed something was off. Her car wasn’t in the driveway.”

I felt my legs buckle. This wasn’t how I’d planned to break the news to Annie. 

“Uh, about Zoe…” I started, feeling like I was teetering on the edge of a cliff. “She left.”

“Oh. She had something come up?”

“No.” I took a deep breath, trying to choose my words carefully. “Honey, I had to let her go.”

There was a shocked silence. Zoe had worked for us for over two years, and Annie had been sure she’d hit the jackpot with her. In her own words, Zoe was the perfect babysitter—punctual, experienced, confident, prepared to be with us for the long-term…and our kids loved her like she was their older sister. Plus, Annie liked that Zoe was ambitious about her modeling career and could be a good role model.

“Let her go?” Annie asked, a pang of annoyance entering her voice. “Why would you do that?”

“I’ve been trying to tell you,” I said, the words dropping out of my mouth before my brain could even string them together. “This might be a little hard to believe, but Zoe wasn’t…a good person. I mean, she was great with Mimi and Lily, but…when you weren’t around…she…she was trying to flirt with me.”

Annie’s mouth dropped. A fresh, salty wave of guilt rode through me.

“Honey, what? Not Zoe!”

I nodded, looking away.

“Are you okay?” 

My wife’s trembling voice stabbed me in the heart. 

“Yes,” I said firmly. “She didn’t do anything. I made sure of that. But— 

“That bitch!” Annie’s eyes clouded over with anger. “I can’t believe she fooled me like that. Who knew what she was planning to do under our own roof while she put on that innocent front? Dial the bitch’s number for me, honey. I want to give her a piece of my mind!”

“No, no,” I said hurriedly, wrapping my arms around her to calm her down. “Really, Annie. It was just hints, you know? Like she was trying to see if I was up for it. She’s just going to lie to you if you call her right now. I think we just need to put the matter to rest.”

Annie let go of me and crossed her arms. “Fine. We’ll have to find a new babysitter then,” she muttered. 

“I’ll get started with that,” I said helpfully. “You’ve got a ton on your plate.”

“Could you cancel the dinner reservation too? The last thing I want to do right now is eat.”

Annie stormed upstairs, muttering under her breath. It was when she was gone that I realized I’d been shivering. I hadn’t expected my wife to become so…upset. Her rage had caught me off guard. Another shiver ran through me as my brain conjured up another conversation…one in which Annie found out what I’d really been doing behind her back. Hell would unleash its fury on Earth then for sure.

How exactly did that proverb go? Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned…


CHAPTER 3

The next morning—surprisingly—things were back to normal. It was as if Zoe had never been a part of our lives. I woke the kids up and got their breakfast going while Annie got ready for work. When breakfast was done, I hurried into the living room with Annie’s morning cappuccino. She was on the couch, her iPad on her knees, already absorbed in work. Annie was both a workaholic and an attorney, a frustrating combination that usually meant she left home before the sun was up and came home at night. 

“I’ll be late today,” she said when I handed her her mug. “You’ll be alright with Mimi and Lily?”

“Mm-hm,” I said. Annie hadn’t talked about Zoe since our talk the previous evening, and knowing her, she was still silently stewing over the fact that the babysitter had supposedly hit on me. 

“What are the kids’ plans for the day?”

“They have their painting class today,” I reminded her. “I’m hoping to take them out on a picnic for lunch. You don’t have to worry, honey, I’ll be alright.”

“I hope they won’t miss Zoe.”

“I’ll make sure they don’t.” I sat down next to her as she continued tapping on her iPad. Maybe it was because I’d cut ties off with Zoe for good, but I had the sudden urge to grab Annie by the arms, pin her down on the couch, and fuck her. Even with her sometimes continuous lack of sleep, she still looked incredible, a fact that was dawning on me with a jolt of remorse. We hadn’t been intimate in months. And how long had it been since we’d had breakfast together?

“I better get going,” Annie said, grabbing her handbag. “Bye, honey.”

I was alone again, just with the kids. The house seemed quieter than usual. I busied myself so my thoughts wouldn’t stray. The kids had a little quiet time in the morning, with Mimi (the older one) reading and Lily at the crafts station. Then I got their snacks ready.

It was when I had a shower that my thoughts returned to Zoe. Afterwards, I went to the office and took out the lingerie I’d hidden in the trash can. Just the smell of it was enough to get me going, and I found myself getting excited.

Oh, Zoe. I miss you already. What I would do to you if only you were here…

I’d just gotten the kids ready and we were in the living room, watching TV, when I heard the sound of our front door lock turning. I suddenly had the jitters. Could that be Annie? No, it couldn’t…not so soon. Either way, Annie  never walked into the house by herself. She always just rang the doorbell.

“Stay right here,” I told Mimi and Lily, and walked nervously to our entryway. 

I had a bad feeling I knew who it was.

Because there was only one person—apart from Annie and me—who had a key to our house.

With a ‘click’ the door opened, and Zoe breezed into the entryway. 

“Z-Zoe?” I stammered. “What are you doing?”

“Oh, good afternoon, Jack,” she said very casually, taking off her tote and slinging it over the kitchen chair. “I’m here to take the girls to their painting class.”

“No, you’re not,” I said, my hand reflexively winding around her wrist. “Listen to me, Zoe. You no longer work here. You don’t. Do you understand?”

She looked up at me with those deceptively innocent eyes, and then her gaze flicked to my hand on hers. “Let go of me, Jack.”

I dropped my hand like it was a hot potato. There was something in her eyes that told me she was going to make a scene if I didn’t. Instead, I leaned over and hissed in her ear. “What kind of game do you think you’re playing? Annie could’ve been here!”

Zoe ducked and stepped backward when I tried to coerce her toward the front door. She gave me an icy look. “Oh, I’m not here to play. I’m here to work.” Then she clapped her hands once. “Girls?”

Mimi and Lily rushed out of the living room and gave Zoe a hug. “Car keys?” Zoe asked me. 

I swallowed. I didn’t want to make a scene in front of my children. Reluctantly, I handed her the keys, and wished Mimi and Lily goodbye. 

“We’ll talk once you get back,” I said, trying to sound stern, but somehow royally failing.  

Zoe ignored me.

I sank into the couch and buried my head in my hands as soon as they’d left. Clearly Zoe hadn’t taken our breakup seriously yesterday. Or she was dangerously in denial. Whatever it was, the craziness had to stop now. She was young, yes, and I was guilty of seducing her with a slew of empty promises, but she was still old enough to listen. Old enough to understand the gravity of my marriage and family life. 

You should’ve known she wasn’t going to let you go that easily. 

But maybe I had.

Maybe that was why I’d broken up with her when I did. That strange look I’d seen her give me that day? It worried me. Just like I’d never revealed the whole of myself to her, I had a suspicion I didn’t know the real Zoe. 

In any case, I had to confront her and put an end to the mess before things got really thorny. 

Twenty minutes later, our babysitter was back. 

***

“Give me my damn house key.”

“Only if we go upstairs,” Zoe said. “I want us to talk there.”

“No,” I said, knowing what that would lead to. 

“What’s your problem, Jack? I just want to talk. Annie’s not going to be home all day, right?”

“It’s good for you that she isn’t,” I muttered. “You’ll be in hell if she was.”

Zoe’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”

I sighed. It was best not to let her what I’d told my wife. 

I finally gave in and we walked to the bedroom. No matter what she was going to say, I knew I had to put my serious face on and make it click that things were over between us.

Then I saw the pink lingerie that I’d readied for my alone time, sprawled on the bed. My heart sank.

Fuck!

“What were you planning to do with my bra and panties, Jack?” Zoe asked.

“Throw them away,” I said quickly, lunging forward to get rid of the evidence. But then I felt something push on my back and I toppled onto the bed. There was a weight on my chest, pushing down on me so hard it was hard to breathe.

“What—” I wheezed.

“Throw them away?” Zoe whispered. “Why don’t I believe you?”

“I don’t care if you don’t,” I hissed.

It was then that I realized that Zoe was sitting on top of my back and pushing down with all of her weight and strength. I had one arm trapped underneath my breastbone, and the other behind me, my wrist bent backward, my fingers intertwined with hers. I tried to lift my head but she pushed down with her other hand. Her anger and her hold on me was making me just a little squeamish. Why did she have to make this so hard?

“Tell me the fucking truth,” she whispered.

She bounced on top of me like she wanted to smother me. Fear crept over me like a shadow. I was suddenly nervous, never having seen this side of her before.

“Alright, alright!” I huffed out. “I was going to masturbate with your bra and panties. Happy now?”

She loosened her grip and I took a gasping breath. For a slim, waif-like creature, Zoe had a ton of strength in her. I turned to sit back up, but she grabbed my hands and pinned me back down, straddling me.

“Not happy yet,” she whispered, an icy smile on her lips. I stayed frozen and entranced—just for a few seconds—by how powerful she looked on top of me. Then I blushed. I’d just admitted I was planning to jerk off to her, and that wasn’t about to do me any favors.

“Zoe. Babe. Please,” I said, trying to avoid looking at her breasts, but then not wanting to look at her eyes either. “You don’t have to do this. Let’s talk this over. But just so you know, I meant every word I said that night. That doesn’t mean I’m not heartbroken too, though. You meant a lot to me.”

“Then kiss me,” she said. She took my hand and rested it on her ass before wrapping her arms around my neck and thrusting her face up.

My cock hardened reflexively. When she was like this…stretching her body over me…her tits falling on my chest…her gorgeous face desperate…how could any man resist? Our lips met and we tasted each other. My boner grew. She quickly undressed me, but when I went to take off her top, she shook her head.

“I want you to make up to me first,” she said. “For what you did to me yesterday.”

“Alright, I’m sorry,” I said.

She slapped me lightly on the cheek and I couldn’t help but grin. As far as my plan went, things were going badly, but it was hard not to get distracted when she was like this.

“Sorry isn’t going to be enough for me, Jack,” she said.

“Okay…” I said slowly. “What do you want me to do?”


CHAPTER 4

Zoe’s eyes flitted around the room before finally landing on her little pink thong. She picked it up and stretched its waistband, as if testing its limits. “I want you in this,” she said.

I stared at the thong and then back at her. “Quit playing games, Zoe.”

“Wear this and I’ll take off my clothes. It’s only a small ask, considering what you did to me.” She lifted her chin and looked at me, just a hint of a smirk on her lips. “Do you want to fuck me or not?”

Okay. You got me there.

I looked at the thong again. What was Zoe really trying to get at here? A weird humiliation punishment? I couldn’t understand her, but then again, I’d never really got the feeling I understood her even after two years of hook-ups. But the fact was I’d asked her to do plenty of things for me in bed before. Tying her up, dressing her up in all sorts of ways, drizzling her tits and neck with honey before I licked her off. The list was endless really. Hell, I’d once asked her if she’d be alright with a golden shower, half-joking, fully expecting her to say no—but the girl didn’t even hesitate to say yes.

So…considering this was going to be our final fuck…and it was going to be our final time hooking up—I was going to make sure of that—was wearing her stupid thong in the privacy of my bedroom such a bad thing?

No, I decided. It wasn’t.

“Fine,” I said.

I climbed off the bed and pulled the thong up my legs. I didn’t look down as I slid back into bed—I didn’t need to see the view of myself wearing frilly Barbie-pink lingerie but Zoe could enjoy the view if she wanted to. But…it was impossible not to feel it. The thin strap on the back stretching snugly between my ass cheeks. The front so tight it was squishing down my penis so much I was sure it looked flat.

When Zoe finally took her eyes off my crotch, her smirk had grown bigger.

“Take off your fucking dress,” I said. “Or I’ll rip it off you.”

She shook her head and laughed. My eyes widened as she handed me her bra—as casually as if it was a condom.

“Come on, Zoe. We don’t have time for this.”

“Do you want to fuck me or not?” she asked again, her eyes glinting. “Here, I’ll help you.”

I let out a disgruntled sigh. There was no escaping her little game here. Whatever. I was getting impatient. As she struggled to wrap the bra around my chest and clasp the back hooks, it hit me how ridiculous I was being. This wasn’t what I was supposed to be doing. I was supposed to be ending this affair. Leaving it all in the past before she got too clingy. What was I doing?

“That’s it,” I said. “I’m done. I don’t think we should do this.”

“So you don’t want to fuck me?” Zoe asked. She didn’t stop adjusting the bra straps on my shoulders.

I tried to unhook the bra by myself, but the hooks didn’t even budge.

She pouted when I glared at her. “But I’m so fucking wet,” she whined. “I need you in me, baby.” She shrugged off her dress and then her underwear, and there it was, her hot little body waiting just for me.

I didn’t doubt she was horny. I could smell her musk. That sweet, enticing smell…

“Fuck,” I muttered. “Fine. Come here.”

But she brushed me away when I tried to kiss her. She hurried to my wife’s vanity desk, digging through the top drawer where I knew Annie kept all her makeup. She took out a tube of lipstick, inspected the color and stepped toward me.

“I wouldn’t touch that if I were you,” I said. Annie had the eyes of a hawk—she knew when people touched her things.

Zoe waved me away dismissively. “No, she doesn’t. I’ve used her lipstick thousands of times.” She turned her face toward the mirror and slid the tube over her lips. It was a bold red, one that Annie wore often for court. Her lips instantly looked plumper—and irresistibly sexy.

“Go like this,” Zoe ordered, making a kissing face.

I sighed and did as she said. Zoe’s beauty was enough to cast a spell on anyone. Even me.

“I look like a pig with lipstick,” I said when she was done applying the color and blended it in with a finger.

“No,” Zoe said.

“No? Then what do I look like?”

“Kinda pretty.” She squinted, her eyes examining every inch of my lingerie-clad body before bringing her gaze back up to my mouth. I rubbed my lips together. Even though I couldn’t see the lipstick, I could feel it—just as much as the thong and the bra. I could smell it too, a faint cherry sort of smell that reminded me of Annie. My stomach did a flip-flop. I could do without thinking about Annie right now. Not with what I was about to do…

“Well, no, not kinda,” Zoe decided. “Really pretty.”

I snorted, but I was starting to feel a little uneasy. “Very funny.”

“I’m not joking around, Jack,” she said, her forehead creasing with disapproval. “I mean it.” She pushed my thighs apart from each other and scooted down on her knees between them. Then she was stroking me until I swelled and was forced to look down. My erect cock was half-out and half-inside the thong. Her long, wisp-like fingers looked so hot stroking me like that, even as they brushed up and down the flowy pink frills attached to the thong’s waistband.

Maybe the fact I was wearing the thong made it even hotter…

I tried to distract myself from that thought. In less than a minute, the stupid thong would be off and I would be balls deep inside her. It didn’t matter whether I was wearing panties and a bra or a fucking toga right now. And a few days from now? This whole incident would be behind us and forgotten forever. I’d make sure of that.

Zoe had pulled my cock out from the side of the thong. Her face was still but I knew she was studying my face. I didn’t want her to know how much I was enjoying her little humiliating punishment. But the harder I tried to hold back, the hornier I got. My cock had darkened with color and was throbbing hard. It had its own little heartbeat now. It was unbelievable. I was about to cum just from Zoe jerking me off, and it usually took a lot more foreplay just to get me going.

Zoe suddenly slowed down her stroking and said, “Tell me you’re sorry.”

“Sorry, babe,” I mumbled.

“Speak up,” she said sharply. “I want to hear you say it like a girl.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but decided it would kill the mood.

“I’m sorry…” I said. My voice had come out girly all right—and sickly sweet.

What the hell was my babysitter doing to me?

“I’m glad you’re sorry. You should be. Tell me you’ll always be with me.”

I raised a hand. “Zoe, I—”

“Just tell me,” she said. “Tell me and I’ll let you cum in my mouth.”

She had stopped pumping. My balls ached.

“Fine. I’ll be with you forever,” I said, and cringed when I realized I was still using my girly voice.

“That was hot,” Zoe smirked.

She bent forward and steadied her mouth. I couldn’t stop looking down at my hips and my thighs and what was going on in between them. What she was doing to me. I was dying to shoot my cum inside those pretty red lips. My balls started to clench. But just as my jizz began to spurt out of me, Zoe released her hold from my cock and moved away. It sprang upwards, spattering my stomach with what felt like a boatload of cum.

“Zoe—fuck! Why would you fucking do that?” I gasped.

She just giggled.

“Stop that! It’s not—” I was going to say ‘funny’ but that was when the doorbell rang. Zoe’s jaw dropped.

“Shit!” I hissed. “That’s Annie!”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m fucking sure!” I said, leaping out of the bed. “You need to get out!”

Zoe, however, now looked like she had absolutely no reason to hurry. In fact, she was smiling. Like a doll, but an evil doll.

“Get this thing off me!” I said, twisting my arms to grab onto the bra hooks on my back. I was annoyed at how hysterical I sounded.

Zoe—very slowly—stood up. She folded her arms across her chest. “You’re not taking that off while I’m here.”

The doorbell rang again.

My phone, which had been tossed somewhere onto the floor, started to ring too. And sure enough, it was Annie.

“Don’t do this to me, babe,” I begged. “Please.”

Zoe’s face was like a stone. “Wear your clothes over the bra and panties. Then I’ll get out the back door—"

I didn’t wait to hear what else she had to say. I quickly put on my shirt and shorts over the lingerie and turned Zoe’s dress the right way out so she could get dressed.

“Leave!” I hissed. In the kitchen, Zoe grabbed her tote and calmly walked toward the back door.

“You still have lipstick on you,” Zoe whispered and winked before she slammed the door in my face.

***

“God, it’s been such a busy day. I need a time-out before I go back to office,” Annie said as she trudged barefoot up the stairs, her high heels dangling from her hands. I followed her nervously.

“Honey, I might need to put in some extra hours this week because of the court hearing. You know how—"

Annie had stopped just a foot beyond the bedroom door, peering at something inside. My heart burned. This isn't happening, I thought grimly. I'm so close. So close to getting caught.

She walked through and that was when I realized she’d noticed the opened lipstick tube and its cap lying in a mess on her vanity. She picked it up and frowned at me. “Honey…did you do this?”

“Lily,” I muttered. “Forgot to clean up.”

“She’s not supposed to be playing in here,” Annie said sternly. “This is one of my best lipsticks.” She was peering at my face now, and the thudding of my heart grew louder. I felt light-headed. Could she see traces of lipstick on my lips?

Fuck, Zoe!

But Annie simply moved on to wiping the rim of the tube with a finger and shoved it inside her drawer. She did the same with her earrings.

I felt like falling to the floor with relief.

“Aw, come here,” she said, bringing me close. “I shouldn’t be so hard on you today. You didn’t have Zoe around to help.”

“Yeah,” I mumbled.

Then, shockingly, she started to kiss me. It wasn’t a peck. It was a ten-second-long smooch that ended with a small moan. She buried her face in my neck and took a deep breath. “Oh, honey. I haven’t smelled you like this in ages…what with the kids and work…”

I couldn’t believe it. Of all the days my wife decides to make a move on me…

When her hands brushed on the hem of my T-shirt, I pushed her away gently, my face flushing. All I could think of was how dead I’d be if she found out what I was wearing underneath.

“Not today, honey,” I said. “I’m…I’m tired.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Is it something I did?”

“No,” I said, feeling sweat brew on my forehead. “I’m just not in the mood, that’s all.”

Annie’s eyes grew wide. Then she clenched her teeth.

“I had to cancel my consultation to come see you. I thought you’d appreciate it, but I guess I was wrong,” she said. “If you don’t want me, then I’ll just head back to work.”

“Annie…” I pleaded, my heart sinking.

But she was already going down the stairs, leaving behind her heels. The front door slammed shut. I heard the screech of tires.

Then I was alone. Truly alone, and in deep, deep shit.


CHAPTER 5

I ran with the early morning wind, my shoes beating against the pavement in time with my heartbeat. The sky was only just starting to light up, but I was a man on a mission.

I hadn’t been able to sleep that night. I couldn’t. Annie had barely spoken two words to me after she came home, preferring instead to turn her attention onto reading her case files and washing her hair. With her being in such a lousy mood, I couldn’t afford to have another near miss.

And that meant I wasn’t going to have Zoe come by our house again like nothing was wrong. What if Annie made another unexpected visit and saw her? Confronted her? Called her a bitch? Plus, there was the small problem of our house key. It was still with Zoe, and I somehow had to get it back.

If Annie and Zoe ever crossed paths, one thing was for sure. My lies were going to get exposed. All of them. Then I wouldn’t just have a crazy babysitter on my hands…I’d have a fuming wife ready to slap me in the fucking face with divorce papers.

Which left me with a single option on my hands. I needed to talk to Zoe. Not at my place, but at hers. This wasn’t the time to boss up and protect my ego. I was prepared to beg if I had to. 

So at six in the morning, I told Annie I was going for a jog.

“A jog?” she’d asked.

“A jog,” I repeated, sitting on the edge of the bed while I hastily put on my weathered running shoes. I didn’t have time to come up with an explanation. 

“You better make sure you’re back in time to take the kids to school,” Annie said. 

“Yeah, I’ll be back in an hour.”

“Okay then.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ve got everything under control.” 

Everything under control? Good god. That was probably the boldest lie I’d ever told!

And as soon as I walked through the front door, I ran…and ran. Then I stopped. I was a safe distance away from the house. Panting, I pulled my phone out of my pocket and booked an Uber. I’d been able to get Zoe’s address by checking Annie’s personal email, which was always open on our living room computer. The address took me to a condo complex, rising probably fifty floors high. I asked the concierge for Zoe and he buzzed me right through.

At her door, I licked my lips. A flash of a memory came over me. How she’d pinned me down and almost smothered me. Made me wear her dirty lingerie and my wife’s lipstick. Got me to tell her things I didn’t want to say. My stomach suddenly felt like I’d swallowed a slab of granite.

You’re afraid of a nineteen-year-old girl? Come on now.

I could hear laughter from behind the door. Zoe was clearly up, though I had no idea who she lived with. Suddenly every instinct in my body was telling me this was a bad idea. I should’ve probably asked to meet her somewhere public, instead of intruding her personal space like this.

But now that I was here? I had a chance…no matter how small it might be…

I knocked on the door before I could talk myself out of it. 

The door flew open just a second later, and there was Zoe. She had on blue cotton pajamas and wore glasses. 

“Jack,” she said, leaning against the doorjamb, not giving away any signs of surprise. “What’s up?”

I tried hard to keep my cool as I spoke. “Zoe, we need to talk.”

“Talk? Talk about what?” 

“You know,” I said pathetically. 

“Our relationship?” she asked coolly. “My job? How much of an asshole you were to me yesterday?”

I shrugged uncomfortably. She took a step back, and I took that as an invitation. That was when I realized I’d walked into a den of models. A gaggle of girls had been listening to us, breakfast spoons in hand, curlers in hair. They were all indescribably tall and most were wearing nothing but sports bras and pajama boxer shorts.

By the judgmental look on their faces, there was no doubt she’d gossiped about me with her gorgeous friends…

I swallowed. “Can we go somewhere private?” I muttered. 

Zoe smirked. “Whatever it is, it must be pretty important if you showed up at my place this early,” she said. “Right, girls?” she added. Giggles filled the room. “Let’s go to my room.”

“Sorry,” I said, as I knocked over a rogue fork that was on the edge of a counter. 

I stepped past the group after Zoe, trying to square my shoulders and clench my jaw but they were still staring and giggling. I could sense a level of arrogance emanating from them too, as if they were wondering what Zoe’s crusty married boyfriend was doing in their home on what looked like a busy morning.

In Zoe’s room, I stood awkwardly, feeling hopelessly out of my element. The space was full of her photographs—both professional and personal—and it was like being smothered by her all over again. Her clothes were everywhere too—on the bed, on the floor, on her chairs, and hung up on several open racks positioned near the window.

A blanket of nerves settled over me again as I forced a smile and prepared to speak. What could I even tell her? How could I put an end to this mess, once and for all?

“I just wanted to make sure you don’t come over today,” I finally said.

“Oh, I wasn’t planning to,” she said. I followed her to the bathroom, where she took off her glasses and popped in a pair of contact lenses. “I have a shoot today.”

“I see,” I said, not sure how to lead the conversation from there. 

“I’m getting paid a pretty good amount for it, too,” she said, smiling. “I feel it in my bones, babe. My career is taking off.”

“I’m happy to hear that,” I said. “Truly. I just want the best for you.”

“Mm-hm,” she said, sneaking a look at me from the mirror.

Relief washed over me. Isn’t this what I’d wanted to hear? Then why did I feel a little…off? My arms and knees were tingling. She’s happy, I realized. Happy because I’d chased her. Walked into her den. Showed her I wanted her.

I cleared my throat. “So does that mean we’re cool? You won’t swing by the house unannounced anymore? We’ll agree to cut all communications from here on?”

Zoe was putting some kind of gel pad under her eyes, so when she didn’t answer, I thought she hadn’t heard me. Once she was done, however, she said in a dangerously low voice, “What the fuck are you talking about, Jack?”

I winced.

“Did you forget what you promised me yesterday?”

“Babe. You kind of forced me to say what I did, so that doesn’t exactly count…”

“So are you saying you don’t love me?”

“No! That’s not what I’m saying at all! But—”

Zoe simply pushed past me and undressed, heading into the shower. 

I stayed there open-mouthed like a fish. “Zoe? Do you hear me?”

“Yes.” Her voice was barely audible.

“Zoe? I know I haven’t really considered things from your perspective,” I started. “If someone had done what I’d did to me, I’d be pissed off too. I was being selfish and you have every right to be angry with me. So I’m sorry. I really am. But it was all a mistake. My mistake. I shouldn’t have dragged you into my problems. I need to…I need to fix my marriage.”

Silence.

“Zoe?”

“What?”

“Can this wait? I’m late for my shoot.”

The water turned off. She emerged out of the shower, her cheeks pink from the steam.

“I’m leaving then,” I said. 

“Fine with me,” she said, slathering a palmful of lotion onto her neck and shoulders.

Fuck. Coming here had definitely been the wrong move. I turned around to leave, but then had second thoughts. “I’m sorry, but I really need you to accept my apology. Also, I kind of need my house key back.”

She leaned in and gazed at me. Her eyes gave away her desire, but her lips barely moved as she spoke. “Seriously, Jack? I’ve never seen you so fucking pathetic.” She scrunched her mouth in disgust. “You just lied to me for two years. I really thought we had something special, but I guess I was just your toy.”

Her words felt like thorns, even though they were true. She had been my toy. Just a plaything. Not a human—and definitely not one with dreams and feelings.

“I…I don’t know what to say, Zoe,” I said. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what I could say to make this better.”

“You’re not going to have what you want.”

“What?”

I took an involuntary step back, out of dread. Out of fear. I’d been hit by how serious the situation had become, and how much I’d underestimated Zoe. She moved closer, showing me she wasn’t afraid. Of me or of anything. Her normally big eyes now compressed into slits. “I’m not going to make this easy for you,” she whispered.

“Then tell me what I need to do.” The desperation was seeping back into my voice. 

Zoe paused, like she was trying to assess if I was being serious. 

“Help me get dressed,” she said. 


CHAPTER 6

“Okay.”

It’s the least I can do, I thought. I also didn’t want to piss her off anymore than she was. I helped her put on her panties, and then she talked me through putting on her bra. She laughed when I struggled to clasp the hooks. I was good at taking her bra off—not putting it on. When I was all done, she slipped into a pretty minidress with smocking at the waist and paired them with sandals.

“How do I look?” Zoe asked. 

“Gorgeous. As usual.”

She stepped in front of me until there was barely an inch between us. She pulled at my polo shirt.

“What—” I breathed. “Zoe, now’s not the time—”

“Now is most definitely the time, Mr. Miller,” she said in a mocking tone. She yanked my shirt off and got rid of my shorts and boxers.

“Wear this,” she said.

To my shock, I saw she was holding another one of her lingerie sets. I recognized the patterned black lace instantly. She’d worn it for me a few times, and her tits looked huge in it. The bra was a push-up bra, one of those magical ones that could transform even a flat-chested man into a busty goddess…

“Why are you making me do this?” I asked. I sounded meek and miserable, not like the man who’d been her employer just a day ago.

“I don’t want you to speak,” Zoe said, in a sharp tone that reminded of Annie when I’d done something to annoy her. “And I definitely don’t want you to ask me questions.”

Embarrassingly, I had a boner. Something about the way she was flaunting the power she held over me was turning me on. My tongue was dry and I didn’t have the energy to protest when she bent down and held the lace panties out for me to step into them. My heart pounding, I did. What was even more embarrassing was that the panties were sheer enough to show my penis and balls through the lace. Zoe picked up the bra and pulled the straps through my arms. Then she hooked in the back. The cups still looked a little empty and uneven on me, but she fixed it by stuffing a bunch of tissues right underneath my chest. The effect was startling. It was like I had DDs.

Zoe giggled softly. “You like how they look?” she said, her voice smooth as silk. “I know you do. I can tell. You remember how fucking hard you came yesterday, wearing my slutty thong? You looked so sexy jizzing on yourself…”

She lifted one of my legs onto her hip. She slid a palm slowly up my raised thigh in what was weird and perverted gesture. It made me feel strange. It was like she was the man and I was the girl. I’d never seen her be so forceful and dominant with me. What had happened to the young, naïve creature I’d once known? 

Her hand snuck into my thong and she jerked me off. I came in less than ten seconds, looking into her eyes, feeling her power. She brought her cum-covered hand to my lips, and my tongue reached out, tentatively at first, but when I tasted a little I wanted more. I licked off all my cum with seconds and thirds from her fingers.

“Fuck, Zoe,” I breathed. “I’ve never seen this side of you…”

“Don’t say a fucking word,” she said. “Or I’m going to punish you.”

Then she did something that completely caught me off guard. She coerced my balls upward and back into my body, where they stayed, hidden from sight. Then she tugged my flaccid cock back between my butt cheeks. Taking a roll of nude skin tape off the floor, she started to cover me, making sure everything was secure and in place. Several layers later, I was completely flat.

“Do you like your new pussy?” she asked.

I wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry, to scream or to whimper. What the hell was she up to? Why was I letting her do this to me?

“I asked you a question.”

“I…I think I do,” I said through the clot in my throat.

“I do, Miss Reid,” Zoe ordered. “Tell me you fucking love it.”

My crotch felt tight from being all tucked in, but surprisingly, it felt good. I didn’t have the guts or the words to say it, though.

“Fucking say it.”

“Zoe…”

She slapped me. And pushed me. I fell onto her bed, and when she zoomed over, I thought she was going to try to sit on me again. Because she had pure hatred in her eyes. Instead, she pushed me over, until I was hugging the edge of the bed with my knees were on the floor. Then she was groping my ass, and slapping it, and pinching it. The shock of where I was, and what she was doing to me, held me frozen in place. She was taking all her emotions out on me, using me as a punching bag. Just like I’d used her as a toy.

She stopped suddenly, breathing hard like she’d just had a workout. She reached past me and took something out from underneath the bed. Her nails pressed into me as she lowered the back of the lace panties.

“You don’t like your pussy, huh?” she whispered. “Maybe this will help you like it.”

Her hands curved under my ass cheeks and stretched them apart. I felt a cool object cram itself into my asshole. I jumped and cried out like a bitch, but it was too late. The object throbbed inside my anus, fully lodged, stretching me. Panic rose up in me, my heart racing at the speed of light. What did she do? What the hell did she do to me? I instinctively clenched my asshole. I could feel every cell down there hugging the surface of the object and suddenly they were pulsing excitedly. I couldn’t do anything except clench harder, close my eyes, and surrender to the pleasure. 

“I love my pussy, Miss Reid,” Zoe ordered me to say, locking my arms behind my back. Her breath felt so hot it was like a flame to my ear.

“I love…I love my pussy, Miss Reid,” I gasped.

“I wonder what your adorable Annie would think if she knew what we were doing right now?” she whispered. She was squeezing me so hard it was like she never wanted to let me go. “That her husband was in my room on the floor in sexy lingerie, with a hot little plug in his ass?” She started to push and twist the end of the plug, making shivers of pleasure pulse through my ass. “Do you think she’d hate me for doing this to you? Or would she want to join me? I bet she’ll want to join in, babe. We could have a hot threesome together, and then everyone will be happy.”

Her nails scraped against my face as she twisted my face around to make me look at her. She still looked so innocent. So young. But I felt so helpless in front of her. It was a mindfuck. There was a twitch in my heart, something I hadn’t felt in a long time. Something I’d felt back when Annie and I were dating, days before I told her I loved her for the first time…

“Annie’s going to be so jealous when she finds out what I’ve done to you.”

“When?” I gasped. “What do you mean ‘when’?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Zoe said wryly. “She’s only a phone call away, you know.”

My head started to spin. What did that even mean? Call? Had she already called my wife? Had Annie called her? Was I reading too much into this? Was I going crazy?

Or was my babysitter trying to fuck with my brain?

“Are you threatening me, Zoe?” I asked hoarsely.

“You don’t have the right to call me Zoe anymore, you dumb fucking whore,” she bit back. “Call me Miss Reid.”

“Miss Reid…you’re not going to call my wife, are you?” I asked. I was a grown man who suddenly felt like crying. “Please don’t do that. I’ll do anything you say.” The threat felt real, almost too real. It was like everything I knew I had was slipping away, and I couldn’t do anything to stop it.

Her next words hit me like a bolt of lightning. “Either I get to stay in your life or I will call Annie. I’ll do whatever it takes, babe, to make your whole world fall apart.”

A loud noise punctuated her horrific warning. I started to tremble when I realized it was my phone.

Oh, fuck no.

“Where the hell are you, Jack?” Annie screamed when I picked up. “I’ve been texting you for an hour! The kids are waiting for you to get to school! I’m getting late for work because of you!”

“Sorry, sorry, I just lost track of time!”

“Well, you better get back to tracking it and get your butt over here!” she shrieked.

I threw on my shirt and shorts, my hands shaking as I tried to smooth everything out to cover the lingerie. I tossed out the tissues from the bra, but didn’t have time to take anything else off. I knew Zoe wasn’t going to help me. She was wandering around the room, grabbing stuff to put in her tote before heading out herself. She looked like she was enjoying the trainwreck that was unfolding in front of her.

“Tell Annie I said hi.”

That was the last thing I heard before I scrambled out of her apartment.


CHAPTER 7

I was in a fog as I rushed back home. What had I done? How could I have lost track of time?

How was I in even deeper shit than I was before?

Fuck. I forgot the house key.

The plug felt uncomfortably full inside me as I crossed through the front door. Annie’s car was missing, and so was she. She’d taken the kids to school herself, which meant I was in big trouble. As scary as that was, it also meant I had time to change and get dressed in something other than the ridiculous bra and panties I had on, and also somehow pull the damned plug out of my ass.

But as soon as my foot hovered over the first step to head upstairs, I heard Annie’s car rush back. My heart sank.

“Come here,” she said as soon as she saw me poised awkwardly next to the staircase. “We need to talk.”

She had her arms crossed and her face blank, but nothing could’ve prepared me for the restrained anger in her voice. “You say you’re going out for a jog at six in the morning—which you never do—and then you disappear for two hours. What on earth has gotten into you, Jack? I don’t understand.”

It took all my energy not to run away as I turned to face her. My polo shirt was light blue and my shorts were a cotton grey—and I was terrified she could see the black outlines of the secret fashion show I had going on underneath. Because what then? Annie was smart. She’d see through my bullshit. 

“Sorry, honey,” I said. “Like I said, I really just lost track of time. I…I just wanted to clear my head.”

Annie’s jaw clenched. “Clear your head?”

I nodded meekly. She was dressed fully for work, and her suit, her black peep-toe heels, and her signature side-part bun, combed and set to perfection, was making me feel like a child. “I’m only going to ask you this question once, and I’d like you to think hard before answering,” she said sharply. “Where were you?”

I felt weak. My temples pulsed. I opened my mouth to tell Annie a lie yet again, but I had a sinking feeling that the game was already up. 

“Where were you?” Annie asked again, but her tone was softer now. She was studying me with one penciled-in brow arched all the way up, as if she was examining a witness statement. Then she inched closer. I felt a shudder go through me, because now the game really was up, and I wasn’t even trying anymore. What was wrong with me? Was I really giving up? Throwing everything away? Our marriage? Our children? What was going to happen now, when everything would come to light? Somehow my brain just couldn’t get there. It was all a black void, and I was about to be sucked face-first into it. 

Annie breathed into my ear. “You know I love you,” she whispered. Her hands roamed down the bottom of my shirt and then—to my shock—she tried to cup my crotch. I slithered away so her hand landed on my ass instead—which wasn’t much better.

“You know you can tell me anything, honey.”

I whimpered submissively. She still seemed oblivious to my jittery attempts to get away from her. Shockingly, I found myself wanting to give up and talk. Make up for the years of communication we’d missed out on in just one go. The secrets we’d kept hidden, the ones that had grown into monsters because they hadn’t been shared with each other. “I…I was…” I started, my brain freezing as Annie spun me back around to face her.

She put her hands on my head and pulled me closer to her. I breathed in her perfume, my fears turning inexplicably into arousal. What am I going to say? What the hell am I going to say? She’s going to find out—

“Speak up, honey. What did you want to tell me?”

Without warning, she placed her hand over my heart. It was a gesture that was meant to be romantic and encouraging, but instead her hand gripped the strange bodily lump that happened to be right where my bra cup was. The gasp that she uttered sent an instant chill through me. Her fingers went flying as she yanked my shirt up, and then she gasped again. She loosened the drawstring of my shorts and pushed them down to my ankles. 

Then I was standing there helplessly, right in front of my wife, in the bra and panties our babysitter had made me wear. A rush of humiliation came over me, knowing she was looking at the shape of my body and how curvy it looked in the lace lingerie.

The ground seemed to sway underneath me.

I’d never seen her eyes so big.

“Jack! How could you…” Annie’s voice quivered. “Explain this to me!”

I was ready to vomit everything out, but then she held up her hand. I picked up my shirt and covered myself. It had been months since my wife had even seen me naked, and the fact she was seeing me like this, dressed like a woman, made me feel oddly violated. “Just stop looking at me, okay?” I mumbled. “I’ll explain everything.” 

“Why are you telling me to stop?” she demanded, and grabbed the shirt right off me. She balled it up and threw it over my head.

I was exposed again. I felt small and insecure in my own home—just like I’d felt at Zoe’s apartment. 

“It all makes sense…this is why you’ve been so cold and emotionally distant,” Annie whispered. “You haven’t touched me in months. We haven’t kissed or cuddled or had sex in so long, Jack, and I was getting so worried. And now I know why. You have a fetish. You don’t want normal sex…you want this…” She waved her hands around me in frustration like words failed her. 

“Want what?”

“To explore being a feminine man,” she whooshed out. “I can’t believe I didn’t put two and two together. You’ve always been, well, not the greatest at sex. And it got worse over the years. Now I know you were struggling to communicate with me. You probably felt shame when it came to your fetish. And you had no outlet. Of course you couldn’t do it in public, so today you went somewhere private—a restroom somewhere?—and tried these on and completely lost track of time. Because today you felt sexy, like a real woman.”

Wow. That hadn’t been what I’d expected to hear at all. I was so shocked I didn’t know what to say. There was a triumphant edge to her voice, like she was painting me using strokes and colors from her own fantasy. But then it dawned on me it wasn’t triumph at all, but relief. Relief from solving a problem that had apparently been going on for years with her husband’s behavior.

“It’s okay, honey.” She was repeating it like a mantra while I still stood frozen. “You’re okay. We’re okay. We all have fetishes.”

She ran a hand through her hair, and her perfect bun came loose, her reddish-brown curls waves to her shoulders. She undid the buttons on her blouse and pulled down her skirt. It was my turn to gasp. There was a large wet stain on the crotch of her panties.

Was she aroused?

“It’s okay…” she said soothingly. “You can be my little sex kitten if you want to…” Her hand crept into the front of my panties, her face distorting when she felt the layers of tape over my cock. She quickly adjusted her expression to one of a wife who was trying hard to be supportive. She switched to the back, her hand slithering into the dark void of my ass. My heart was beating rapidly knowing what she was just about to find out. She stiffened when she felt it. Slowly, she pulled it out and the butt plug clattered to the floor, leaving my asshole throbbing. It rolled on the floor and I cringed when I saw its glittery pink edge. The plug was tiny—not more than an inch wide—even though it had felt huge inside of me.

“Oh, you dirty slut,” Annie whispered, sounding amused. “This is what you want, huh?”


CHAPTER 8

Annie’s finger slipped through my back hole, quickly taking the place of Zoe’s plug. I groaned and fidgeted—partly in lust, partly in shame. It was embarrassing how good it felt to have something inside my ass.

“Does this feel good, honey?” Annie asked. The spot on her panties was growing bigger and wetter. I pulled her close to me. I didn’t know what was going on, but the intimacy of it was so exciting it was frightening. I kissed her. I hadn’t kissed her like that in so fucking long, and I could see she’d missed it. I slid my tongue over her soft mouth while she purred in happiness. Her finger was fucking me now, playing and twisting and pushing in harder and harder. My fingers reached out to touch her clit. It was soaking wet. I started to rub it in gentle circles, wanting her to feel the same pleasure I was feeling.

Annie pushed my hand aside gently and placed it on her backside instead. “I want you to rub mine too,” she murmured. “While I rub yours.”

I stared at her in shock.

“Do it, honey. Now,” she insisted.

My fingers ventured in between her crack. They were trembling slightly. More than twenty years ago, when we’d first started dating, we had tried anal twice, but Annie had found it too painful to enjoy the experience. Since then, I’d assumed that her asshole had been a no-go zone. What if that hadn’t been the case? What if—all these years—she’d been waiting for me to initiate again?

My index finger entered her. Her asshole felt so small and tiny. I tried to stretch it open by thrusting using two fingers. She was breathing heavily, and she was red in the face. Then she started to moan. The fact that she was enjoying this so much made me feel like a horrible husband. For not communicating. For not being able to read the signs.

But when Annie spat into her finger and began fucking my anus again, all my regret disappeared. My cock felt hot, my balls heavy, and I could feel the crotch tape starting to loosen. In just seconds my cock emerged, hard as steel. It pressed against Annie’s wet panties. We pleasured ourselves like that, our arms criss-crossed, our noses touching, hole to hole. It all felt like a fever dream.

“Fuck my ass harder,” Annie whispered. “You can add another finger in.”

I spat onto my fingers and slipped three of them in, one by one, pushing it in until I felt it hit a wall, where Annie was too tight for me to go through. I didn’t want to hurt her. Annie moaned softly and gradually introduced another of her fingers into my butt. Hers had gone in deeper, and I could feel it brushing the small fleshy spot inside me. I stopped fingering her in shock, and she giggled as she continued to massage the. Her other hand reached down to squeeze my cock.

“I’m going to punish you for keeping all this a secret from me,” she whispered. “Twenty spankings. How does that sound?”

My legs started to shake. I was sure I was going to fall, but Annie held me up. She kept rubbing that spot deep inside my ass as she jerked me off, her hands as hot as Zoe’s had been as it flew over my lace panties. The pleasure was nothing I’d experienced before. I spurted in Annie’s hand with my eyes closed, dead to everything apart from the pleasure sending off fireworks in my brain.

I opened my eyes to see my wife holding her dirty hand up like a victory flag. She leaned in, and I did the same. Fifteen years of marriage finally led us the next moment, where we both instinctively knew what we had to do. We licked my cum off her hand like we were sharing an ice-cream between us, gazing into each other’s eyes. It was probably the most erotic thing I’d ever done with her.

“Let’s get you upstairs,” Annie said, her face lighting up. “Don’t forget your punishment. Twenty spankings.”

I hadn’t seen her this happy for the longest time. “What about work?” I asked her, amazed.

She started to undress, dropping her wet panties straight onto the floor of our entryway. Her lips twisted into a smirk.

“Work, my kitten, can go fuck itself,” she said.


CHAPTER 9

Surprisingly…strangely…the storm settled then.

I saw a change in Annie I’d never seen before. It was like the thing she’d discovered about me had given her the permission and confidence she’d needed to get what she wanted from me—whenever she wanted it. She wasn’t afraid of hurting my feelings and she wasn’t afraid of rejection. She became more and more dominant over time, coming out of the shell she’d been hiding in, and it was such a seamless transition that it was like it was her calling.

At first, I struggled with how much our relationship had transformed. Even though our sex life had improved considerably, each time we fucked I was reminded of what I’d done. All of this had happened because of a lie. All the progress we’d made was built on a deception. My deception. And I felt like the lies were piling up on top of one another, building a mountain that would explode over us one day. And even though Annie was the happiest I’d seen in years, I was still empty inside. Was it the guilt I was feeling? Was it the fact that I was playing a role? Why did every time we had sex still feel like I was trying to cover up my crime?

It wasn’t that I didn’t enjoy the sex. I did. I’d learned that I fit into the role of a submissive surprisingly well and our passion was honestly off the charts.

It was only the day after we had that first fated encounter at home that Annie said she had a surprise for me. But first, she’d wanted to know all the ins and outs of my fetish. What were my turn-offs and turn-ons, did I like to be humiliated, did I want to be cuckolded, and how much of it was about roleplaying as a woman and how much was about being emasculated. She also wanted to know how much of the ‘lifestyle’ I’d explored so far on my own. Annie basically grilled me and I had to make up answers on the spot. About what kind of lingerie I’d worn, whether I’d worn heels or pantyhose, did I enjoy pretending I had a pussy, and what toys I’d used so far.

“Other than butt plugs, how have you played with your asshole before?” she’d demanded.

“Oh, with toys. Um, like with anal beads and a massager.” For some reason I couldn’t stop blushing. It was one thing to lie, but it was also so embarrassing to have Annie ask me so many questions about my asshole.

But how could I have known what she’d do with the information?

Annie looked around the bedroom suspiciously, as if she could spot an anal massager out in the open. Then she put her hands on her hips. “Well, where are they?”

I gulped. “I threw them away. I felt guilty…”

“Okay. Can I see your asshole? I feel like I’ve never really seen it, honey, and I’d like to do that right now.”

So she made me roll over on the bed and spread my cheeks over her face while she inspected my rear hole with the precision of a microscope. It was more than humiliating, but my cock was growing, wanting to be beneath her while she did whatever she wanted to my body. I had no doubt that Zoe’s kinky little punishment had started to set off something inside me. A spark that was about to grow into a wildfire if I wasn’t careful. When Annie started to gently rub the outer ring of my anus—just from the outside—it was soon puckering with excitement. Her teasing felt amazing.

“I have to say, you have a cute asshole,” Annie complimented me. “I like it when it winks. I’m surprised you haven’t shaved though. You’d feel much more like a girl if you shaved. But for now…close your eyes.”

My heart pounded as I waited.

“Open them.”

I opened my eyes. My wife—my all-professional, smart, traditionalist wife—was standing there wearing a pink strap-on dildo.

“Where did you even get that from?” I asked, stunned.

“Oh, it was just a funny gift from my friends at my bridal shower. I never told you about it, but I had it stashed away in the closet all these years. Why are you looking at me like that? You’re not the only one who can keep secrets, Jack.” She winked.

“Did you—did your friends really want you to fuck me in the ass with that?”

Annie laughed dismissively. “They thought it was hilarious. But do you like your surprise?” She swung her hips from side to side, causing the fake cock to bob around lewdly.

“Damn,” I muttered.

It was dawning on me just how seriously she was taking this, and I really had no way of climbing out of the hole I’d dug myself in. If I threw my hands up and admitted that I’d lied about my crossdressing fantasies, how was I going to explain the black lace lingerie I’d been wearing that day? I couldn’t. Not without giving away the fact that I’d been cheating on her with the babysitter.

It felt like a cruel joke that in order to save my marriage, this was the price I had to pay. To pretend I had a fetish I never really did.

When Annie ordered me to get into position, my hands and feet went ice-cold with nerves. It took a couple of tries and a lot of lube for Annie to actually penetrate me with her pink cock. Even though my ass was being difficult, she was determined. She massaged me and stroked my cock until was so turned-on and relaxed I really felt like begging her to put it in me.  Never in my life did I think I’d actually want to be fucked in the ass—let alone by my wife! But the truth was not only was I was getting off on it, I wanted more…

After the first night she pegged me, it just kept getting better and better. I started to see my wife in a different light. Sometimes I wondered how I could’ve ever cheated on her. She’d never deserved that. I wanted to worship her and make her happy. Make her feel like the queen she was.

In a way, I felt like the luckiest person on earth.

Because Zoe had actually helped our marriage. Instead of hurting it.

After the day I’d visited her in her apartment, Zoe ghosted me. I was on my toes, though. I knew that any day she could turn up on our doorstep, or call us, or call Annie, and I tried hard to fight off those fears. I tried not to think about just how much power she had over me and my life. One evening, our landline went off and I freaked out because I was positive it was Zoe. No one called our landline ever. I’d hurried to the living room, my palms sweaty, and picked up the phone. I was sure I was going to hear Zoe at the other end. She was going to humiliate me in front of my wife. She was going to tear me down. I was panicking hard, but then it turned out to be just my mother-in-law, wanting to plan a day to hang out with the kids.

I was relieved. But later that night, I laid in bed and fantasized about how our conversation would've gone if it had really been Zoe. I found myself so turned on that I waited until Annie went to take a shower to plug myself, put on a pair of panties, and jerk myself off. I made sure to cum on my stomach, just like she’d made me do that day. It was amazing, but the shame was also real.

Why was I still thinking about her?

Even though she’d tormented me so much?

A few days later, I spied on her Instagram and TikTok accounts. I saw that her modeling career had taken off. She was traveling a lot more, hanging out with her model friends, and just thriving in general. It was clear that she’s had moved on and forgotten about our family. There were probably bigger things on her plate than to intimidate and terrorize a cheating husband.

It was funny how when Zoe was probably not even thinking about me, I was becoming obsessed with her. As obsessed as a horny teenager. Obsessed about the girl I couldn't have. Was I sad that she'd moved on? Maybe. Only a little. But I was happy to accept that Zoe was better for me in my head than in real life. Hadn’t that always been the case?

Annie was happy, and that was all I cared about now. Our boat was on still, calm waters. The storm had passed. The sky was clear…but not for long. Everything changed again the day a mystery package arrived on our doorstep.


CHAPTER 10

It was a Saturday. I was in our sunny kitchen whisking eggs when the doorbell rang. It was a delivery guy, and he had a package for me.

After breakfast, I ripped open the box. My breath caught when I saw what was inside it. Packaged neatly in a tuft of pink and red crinkle paper were three items. A Barbie blonde wig, a pair of strappy red heels, and a Gilette Venus Extra Smooth razor. I didn’t think anything of it at first, so I rushed to the living room, where Annie was getting some work reading done.

“Honey, you didn’t have to get me all that!” I said.

Annie’s brows wrinkled. “Get you what?”

“The wig! The heels! The…razor?” My voice had gone soft. Annie was staring at me blankly, and it was pretty obvious she had no idea what I was talking about.

“I didn’t buy you anything,” she said, looking a little irritated. “Stop disturbing me while I work.”

I slunk back upstairs and racked my brain. Had I ordered something and forgotten about it? No, that wasn’t possible. Had I ordered something by accident? No, that couldn’t have happened either. I would’ve got a notification in my email if that had been the case. So if Annie hadn’t been responsible for the kinky package, and I hadn’t ordered it…that meant the sender could’ve only been one person.

My blood went cold.

Why? I wanted to scream. Why now?

I stared down at the opened box, my mind racing. Feelings I’d buried a long time ago surged back up again, one after another, and along with them, the memories I’d tried so hard to erase tightened their claws around me. My hands started to shake, and a frosty dread pooled in my stomach. Zoe, why? I thought she’d ghosted me for good. Moved on with her life. Was she just bored now? Thinking of playing with my life again?

It was only when I glanced up at the calendar I’d tacked onto the wall that it hit me. Two more days and it’d be May 15th. May 15th was the day I had sex with Zoe for the first time. To her, the date marked our ‘anniversary’.

Could the wig, the heels, and the razor be some kind of messed-up anniversary gift?

My knees buckled, and I plopped down to the floor to gain my balance again. Zoe had no idea what my marriage was like now. She didn’t know we’d introduced new kinks into our sex life. So did she want to mock me with the wig and heels? Scare me? Had she planned for Annie to open up the package and question me? Open up a can of worms?

The feeling of dread grew. It was like I was sleeping and just about to enter a nightmare, but I couldn’t shake myself awake. A two-year mistake was about to cost me my life, and there was nothing I could do except…well, submit.

I hid the box in my home office and waited until the day of our anniversary dawned. By the biggest stroke of luck, Annie was going to be very busy that Monday and the kids were at their grandma’s for the week. But I was still terrified. Zoe was always full of surprises…

Sure enough, on Monday I woke up to a cryptic text message from Zoe. It was strange to see it, considering we hadn’t communicated for months. I almost burned my eyes reading it over and over again on my phone.

"14th and Oak, 9 PM. The rooftop."

That was it. The text was short and brief, but the tone made my stomach shrink with anxiety. My finger hovered over the screen, ready to call her. But then my phone buzzed again. It was another text.

“You’ll shave everything from the neck down with the razor, nice and clean. Then you’ll wear Annie’s red satin push-up bra and panties with her black one-shoulder cocktail dress (I’m sure you know the one. She always wears it to those stupid fancy client dinners). I’ve always wondered what it would look like on you. You should be happy tonight I’ll get to see it. You’ll also wear the blonde wig and my cute red high heels. You’ll wear Annie’s favorite red lipstick and her perfume (the EXPENSIVE one. It smells like sex and sandalwood.) Then you’ll walk to the nearest subway station and walk the rest of the way here. No Uber-ing. I want everyone to know whose bitch you are. :)”

The smiley face made my heart sink. There was no way I was going to humiliate myself in public like that.

I suddenly felt light-headed. I gulped down the glass of water that was by my bedside.

“Honey? You okay?” Annie still sounded groggy from sleep.

I nodded.

A small flicker of hope glimmered within me. Zoe had told me not to take an Uber, but there was no way she could know that. Right? I could just tell her that I’d walked and taken the subway, just like she’d instructed. Lie through my teeth. The idea provided only a little comfort. The thought of dressing up for her, using my wife’s things, and meeting her was sending my heartrate up through to the sky. 

Then the third message buzzed through.

“Leave home at 7 PM. I’ll be calling you on Facetime as soon as you leave. You’ll take three selfies (three different poses with a duckface) in the subway car. You’ll send me the three selfies as soon as you exit. And before you try, there’s no negotiation here. You know what’ll happen if you don’t do what I say. :)”

That was when I really started panicking.

Zoe had thought of everything.

She was going to ruin me.

Evening came quickly. I was alone in the house, and even though there was nothing I wanted to do more than the curl up under the sheets and sleep for a hundred years, I knew it was time. Time for me to get ready to meet the young woman who was getting a kick out of tormenting me so ruthlessly.

I showered, taking longer than I needed to, shaving every stray bit of hair from my body using Zoe’s razor. When I was done, I tossed the razor into the trash and covered it up with a pile of toilet paper. In the bedroom, I used Annie’s lotion and slinked it over my skin to make it soft and smell nice. I felt like a girl getting ready for a date, and as awkward as that was, I was relieved to have the house to myself for once so I could sort everything out in peace.

I pulled out the lingerie set from Annie’s closet. I couldn’t remember the last time Annie had worn it, but it was clear that Zoe knew the ins and outs of my wife’s closet much better than she did.

I didn’t want to bring too much attention to myself in public which meant that I had to get this crossdressing thing down pat. I had to look as much of a woman as I could. As I pulled the panties up my legs, I was already trembling. Even though I’d worn panties too many times to count now, the act of putting on something so foreign and feminine was never going to lose its fear and excitement for me.

I followed with the satin bra, making sure to stuff it enough to look realistic, and checked myself out in the mirror. I didn’t like what I saw, and it was the bulge underneath the panties. Annie’s cocktail dress was very form-fitting, so if I was going to do this thing right I had to be as flat as possible. I yanked down the panties and took a deep breath. Then I took each of my balls in my hand and inserted it back up into its socket, just as Zoe had done to me once. Then I tucked everything else to the back and quickly slipped the panties back on. Much better. The panties were tight enough to hold everything in place, and the view was much more feminine.

I glanced at the clock. 6.30 pm. Fuck. I was running out of time, and I still had so much left to do. And since I didn’t want any unwanted attention on me, I couldn’t just look like a man in a dress—I had to be convincing.

I slid into Annie’s dress and wore the wig. Wig-wearing was always scary to me, because that was really when the transformation happened. After I put the lipstick on, coerced my feet into the high heels, and sprayed Annie’s perfume onto my neck and wrists, I avoided looking at my reflection, knowing I’d see a whole different person. A woman with blonde hair in a sexy black cocktail dress.

But then I gave into the temptation, bracing myself as I did.

It couldn’t be…did I really pass? And had I really done all this by myself? I smiled at the mirror.

For once, the fear was gone.


CHAPTER 11

I flicked on all the house lights before I stepped out. Then I paused. I was having second thoughts. Was I really doing this? Going out in public dressed so boldly? What if Annie came home before me? Found out I was gone? How could I explain the fact I was wearing her dress, her perfume…hell, her bra and panties?

I shook my head. Thinking about it wasn’t going to do me any good. I just had to go meet Zoe, listen to whatever she had to say to me, and zoom back home.

I’d just locked the door and slipped the key into my purse—an old one of Annie’s—when the call came through.

“H-hey,” I said nervously.

“Look at you…” It was just Zoe’s voice. The fact that I couldn’t see her while I was on video made it even more awkward for me. “I almost couldn’t recognize you, babe.”

“Thanks. I…I’m walking to the station now,” I stammered.

“Good,” she drawled. “Make sure you hold your phone up. I want to see the people behind you.”

The night air nipped at my face as I walked, trying to find both balance and rhythm in my heels. I didn’t want to appear drunk, but it was difficult. I was walking slower than I had to, and the sounds the heels made as it hit the pavement were annoyingly loud. My exposed legs felt like ice picks. I wasn’t even a block away from home and I already felt like the world was looking at me.

Somehow, I made it to the station. Under the bright lights, I felt even more insecure. Eyes glazed over me—mostly male eyes. A man brushed my elbow—which I thought was an accident, until he stood close to me and leered. Another guy tried to strike up a conversation. Holy shit. I was getting a first-hand experience of what it was like to be a woman, and I wasn’t sure I liked it.

And Zoe…she could see it all.

Was she enjoying my discomfort?

How she’d shamed me in public?

“I…I’m about to get in,” I whispered.

“Take the coat off and enjoy the trip, babe,” she said. “Remember: three selfies.”

The subway car—of course—was packed. Heads turned when I walked in, but luckily, I was able to find a seat in between two girls. Now for the next assignment. The grand finale. The most humiliating. I took my coat off, resting it behind my back. The man in front of me was looking down at my legs, as if he was picturing what it would be like to kiss them. I bet Zoe would’ve loved to see that, I thought bitterly.

I took a deep breath and held my hand out. Steadied my arm and pouted, feeling my entire face flush with embarrassment. My lips looked huge, like they had fillers in them. Click. Click. Click. It was so obvious I was taking a selfie, and people probably thought I was some kind of bimbo off to meet her sugar daddy.

“Looking hella cute,” someone called.

“Nice lips,” another guy leered.

This was just something I wasn’t used to. I had passed as a woman—at least, I hope I passed—only to have a bunch of heterosexual men ogle at me. When my stop came, I rushed out of the station as fast I could. The next thing I knew, Zoe was FaceTiming me again, demanding her selfies.

“Fuck, you look so hot, babe.” she said when I sent them. “I want those lips on me. And I like you better without the coat. I bet all the men enjoyed that show.”

I lowered my gaze to the ground. More than those other people, it was the fact that Zoe was watching me through her screen that put me the most on edge. She was the one who’d started all this, after all. Made me her sissy.

I was getting hard. The tucking had been a waste. I couldn’t believe it. I was getting off on the humiliation. A wave of shame washed over me, making my knees tremble even more than they were. My marriage was on the line and all I could think about was how sexy it was to have Zoe treat me like this.

I started walking east. The address Zoe had given me was three blocks away. Having to wear this figure-hugging dress and draw everyone’s attention to me made it seem even further away.

“You’re close now. Swing those hips for me, babe. You should see how many men are staring at your ass!”

My chest pounded. The heels made my walk sexual—there was no way around it. Plus, there was a slight spring to my fake boobs—not as much as if they were real—but the spring was definitely there. I didn’t want to look back. I didn’t want to look at the screen. I tried to walk quickly. I tried not to fall. That was the main thing.

Finally, I stopped, looking up at the building Zoe’s address had directed me to. As soon as I tried to enter, though, a security guard stopped me. He had the face of a pitbull and the look he gave me made me shiver.

“What’re you here for?” he barked.

“T-To meet Zoe Reid,” I stammered. “She told me to come?”

He gave a curt nod and motioned me to follow him. We walked through brightly lit halls, most of them vast open spaces fitted with a variety of backdrops, lights, and cameras. This was a studio, I realized, and Zoe must’ve just completed a photoshoot. Sneaking glances around, I could even recognize some of the backdrops from her Instagram page.

The security guard took me to the elevator, which whisked us quickly to the roof. The place was strangely romantic, with portioned-off gardens surrounding the area with in-set sofas. The air smelled sweet. The guard motioned me toward one of the private gardens. 

And there, silhouetted by the blinking city lights, was Zoe. She was looking up at the sky, like she was counting the stars.

The tap-tap of my heels made her turn around. She gave me a knowing smile.

I didn’t even notice the security guy step away and retreat out of sight.

Because that was when I knew.

This was a set-up.

She was going to ruin my life.

Shatter everything I’d built and worked hard for, just like I’d once shattered hers.


CHAPTER 12

“Hey,” she said. “I’ve missed you.”

We hugged, and she gave me a peck on the cheek. When we pulled apart I took a good look at her. She was wearing a simple red dress with a slit that seemed to go up to her hips. No jewelry, except for two small hoop earrings. She didn’t need anything. She’d have looked sexy wearing a paper bag.

“Happy anniversary,” I whispered.

She smirked. “Happy anniversary, bitch.”

My heart skipped a beat. I could tell she was examining my outfit as intensely as I’d examined hers. Well—was it really my outfit, though? She was the one who’d dressed me up after all. If I looked good, it was because of her.

“Kneel,” she said softly.

I knelt down. I didn’t even hesitate. Trembling, I waited, ready for her to show her control over me.

“Lick my shoes, slut.”

I bent down and surrendered to her. Her skin smelled liked it always did, which was kind of comforting. She was wearing open-toed black strappy heels with a thin gold chain connecting to the back of each heel. They made her feet look so sexy. My tongue warmed against the black straps. I reached further down and licked her toes. They were cold, but her crimson toenails glistened under the sparkling sky. Her feet stayed stock-still while I enjoyed their taste with my mouth.

“Stop.”

I did. I looked up at her blazing eyes. She stared back as she lifted one foot and pressed it against my breasts. Her heel pressed painfully into me, and but the pain was only a shadow in my mind. I could only focus on her eyes, and the terrifying hold they had over me.

“Annie’s bra looks so good on you. Gave you some big old titties, didn’t they? They’re even bigger than mine.”

Heat burned my face as she reminded me of what I’d become. A sexed-up sissy bitch with huge fake breasts. I wasn’t Jack anymore. I wasn’t a man, and I definitely wasn’t a husband.

Zoe continued to prod my boobs with her feet.

“You know, I like you better this way. Like a dumb cow with fat tits that need to be milked. It makes me want to stuff your fucking mouth with a big black cock. You want that, don’t you?”

I blushed. I was probably the same color as her toenails now, but I was also so turned on by the way she was talking to me. That was the moment I thought: Okay. If someone was going to ruin my life, I’d rather it be Zoe than anyone else.

It was so strange. I’d never been so submissive, so…well, pathetic. But Zoe’s power was taking over my body and mind. Like a toxin that was spreading through my system, too fast to control.

Her heel went back to the floor. She stood over me and lifted her dress. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. She bent my neck backwards and hunched down, her weight sitting on top of my face. I licked like I was going to die from thirst. She rubbed and grinded her clit over my tongue over and over again until I felt it go raw and her sweet-salty taste became more intense. I shoved my tongue deep into her hole and slurped. I wanted to make her feel better after everything I’d done to her. I wanted to suck her dry. I wanted to make her strong, young, sexy body squeal in pleasure. I wanted her to lose all control, even if it was for just a few seconds.

Zoe came hard on my tongue. I didn’t stop sucking until she lifted herself off me and a cold wind finally hit me. She pulled her dress down and sat on the wicker sofa, still breathless. She crossed her legs and looked up at the stars as if she was collecting her thoughts. Wondering and calculating what to do next. Her pretty lips were tight and quivering and her face troubled, even though she still looked so beautiful. I wanted to flip my phone out and snap a picture of her, with the breeze rustling her long hair. Whoever had photographed her in the studio that day had been fucking lucky.   

Oh, for fuck’s sake. I’d been fucking lucky for so long. I’d had her heart for two years, but I’d never really appreciated her. Or loved her. Not like this. Not like now.

I wanted Zoe to be happy. But she wasn’t. Far from it.

“Lay the fuck down,” she whispered when I tried to get up and get closer to her. She pushed me with her foot until I was spread over the grass, belly down. She undid her heels and threw them to the side.

She stepped on top of my back and giggled. She bounced up and down, using all her weight.

“I like you better this way,” she said. “Right under my feet with your mouth kissing dirt.”

You can do whatever you want to me, I thought but then groaned in pain.

Deal with it. At least she wasn’t doing it with the heels on.

She stepped on my ass, one cheek at a time, squishing it hard using the ball of her foot. “You’re so pathetic, Jackie,” she said. “You’re not even telling me to stop! You want this, huh? You want to submit. You want me to make you over into a sexy slut. You want me to fuck you up.”

No, I hate this, I wanted to say. It’s the worst thing that’s ever happened to me, and I hate you for doing this. But I was getting hotter. This had all started off as a punishment but now it wasn’t one anymore. I needed this to make me feel like I was worth something. Even the shame and the pain were worth it now. 

Zoe’s weight slid torturously up my back. I felt a foot on the back of my neck. “You like the pain?”

I groaned. I felt my organs squeeze together. “Yes, Miss Reid.”

One of her toenails sunk deep into the side of my neck. “Does this hurt?”

“Yes, Miss Reid.”

“It doesn’t hurt as much as what you did to me, Jackie,” she said.

Another nail sunk into my skin. I was no stranger to scratches from Zoe—I had the scars on my back to prove it, but I had no idea toenails could be that sharp. The pain grew until I saw red behind my eyelids but I liked it. It was a reminder that she still wanted me. Maybe she wanted to ruin me, but at least she still wanted me.

“Get up, slut. Get down on your knees.”

She picked up her bag and pulled out a strap-on with a dark brown cock. I watched—dumbfounded—as she wore the strap around her hips. Panic clawed its way up my throat. I gulped. I knew that at any moment, Annie could waltz right in and surprise me. I was shocked it hadn’t happened yet—because right now it was just us. Just me and the woman who had been my lover.

When the harness was in place, I couldn’t stop looking at Zoe. She was gripping the shaft with one hand, and it was peeking out from under her hot red dress. This felt so surreal, like my life was a movie. Hadn’t I wanted this—even after I’d let her go? Hadn’t I played out this fantasy in my mind over and over again, in bed right next to my sleeping wife?

And it was finally happening. But at what cost? Would it be worth the price I was going to have to pay?


CHAPTER 13

Gripping her cock tighter with one palm, Zoe motioned towards the railing. I swallowed hard. At least we had a little privacy inside the rooftop garden. But out in the open? We were on the twelfth floor, surrounded by taller buildings and towering glass condos with balconies and floor-to-ceiling windows. Anyone out there could easily get a viewing of what we were about to do.

“Crawl to me,” Zoe said. “That’s right. On your hands and knees. Jiggle your tits as you come to me. Make me excited, babe!”

Her eyes were glinting with lust. The blood in my head was going thud thud thud as I got down to my knees. Zoe folded her arms across her chest and smirked with delight.

“Scared that people will see you, Jackie?” she cooed. “See you being my bitch? Too bad, babe. Get over here.”

I crawled over to her, embarrassed that I didn’t have to put too much effort into making my breasts jiggle. I felt like a blow-up doll on display.

“Is…is Annie going to be here, Miss Reid?” I whispered as I squatted down at her feet. I felt so helpless, but I’d never felt so alive…so pathetically in love…

“What did you say?”

“Y-you called Annie, didn’t you?”

“Why do you care, Jackie?” Zoe bent down and scooped the wedding ring out of my finger. “You didn’t care when you begged to fuck me two years ago. You didn’t give a shit about your marriage. So why do you care about Annie now?”

I started shivering. I thought she was going to hurl the ring out of the building and into the noisy streets below. But I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. She laughed when she saw how white and terrified I looked. She threw the ring on the floor and stepped on it.

“You better suck my cock really good if you want that back,” she said softly.

“I will, Miss Reid.”

Zoe bent down and took out a tube of lipstick from her bra. She wrote something on my forehead, smiling widely once she was done. “Do you know what I wrote?”

I shook my head.

“Zoe’s bitch,” she said smugly. “Now suck my cock. Stroke me first.”

I exhaled out from my mouth and steeled myself. I stroked her penis, taking just a second to admire just how small my hand looked curled around it. Annie’s dildos were much smaller than this. It was such a stupid thought given the shit I was in, but I couldn’t help myself.

Zoe placed a cold palm against my face. She smiled. “Getting all hot at the thought of sucking me?”

Red-faced, I nodded.

“Go ahead, babe. Give me what you got.”

I wrapped my tongue around the underside of the dildo and slowly started to swing my head back and forth. The rubber felt so realistic. It was warm on my lips. The taste wasn’t the greatest, but the taste was really the furthest thing on my mind. Butterflies bloomed in my stomach as I felt Zoe above me, watching me suck her cock like a hawk. For once, she was silent. The air was still and silent too—there were no sounds apart from the wetness of my mouth and the slight scrape of my high heels as I rocked back and forth. I tried to make sure my movements were as graceful and as feminine as I could make it. Because if I did a good job tonight, maybe…just maybe I’d be spared.

Zoe pushed herself into me, and started to buck her hips. Her cock slid down my mouth until the rubber tip began to prod the back of my throat. My mouth watered. My tongue felt raw. And yet Zoe kept pushing, thrusting, wanting more…more…more. Her fingers had taken hold of my wig, tugging on my scalp, pulling me even closer to her crotch. I met her eyes. That cruel, cold smirk of hers made me want to worship her even more. I sucked harder. And just when I thought my jaw was about to snap, she pulled out. I panted, sucking in lungful after lungful of air, my throat tight and raw.

“Do you know why I really brought you here?” Zoe asked, stroking her wet cock herself while she stared down at me.

“You want to tell my wife the truth,” I said, choking up on the words. “You want to ruin my life.”

Zoe gently shook her head. “Wrong. I wanted to do something special for our anniversary. Do you know what that is?”

I stayed silent. Numb.

“I want to take your virginity, Jackie. Just like you took mine.”

My jaw dropped. Everything made sense…finally. Why Zoe had loved me. Felt so attached to me, even though I’d never given her much.

I felt like such an asshole.

I would’ve gladly given her my virginity, except…

“What’s wrong, babe? Tell me.”

“That day, when I came to visit you…” The words stumbled out, hot and flowing. “Annie found out. I told her I had a fetish for women’s clothing. Well, I didn’t exactly tell her, Miss Reid, but she assumed that was the case and I let her believe that. And…the following night, she pegged me for the first time.”

“With a cock?” Zoe’s voice shook as it hit her. “Annie fucked you?”

I nodded. My heart was beating wildly. I couldn’t believe the turn our conversation had taken.

“I’m so sorry, Miss Reid.”

“Fuck you.”

She pushed me down into position. Pulled at my dress and panties. Exposed my ass with a hunger I hadn’t seen before. Her cock grazed my back entrance. She tapped it right there, so I could feel how fat and thick it was, but she didn’t enter me. My hole winked and puckered. My little cocklette was hard as a rock, ready for her to rail me. Even though I felt like the world’s biggest asshole.  

“You’re so fucking loose,” she hissed. “I can feel it.” She spanked me hard, then used her nails to grip onto me. She pulled my cock, pinched it hard, then did the same to my balls. The pain made me whimper like a kitten, but it was nothing compared to what I’d done to her. Her wound went deeper, and it was still raw.

“You’ve been a fucking slut for Annie, haven’t you?”

“I’m so sorry,” I kept saying. “I’m sorry for everything, Miss Reid.”

“You’re not!” she said, and she shoved her cock in me. “You’re not sorry! You’re not! You’re not!”

I felt a twinge of shame at how easily the dildo had slid inside me. As she started to fuck me, I tried to figure out who I’d really become. Maybe I really was a slut. A loose whore. The irony was that it didn’t matter anymore. What mattered was that I was still a coward. I’d taken the easy way out, sacrificing the lives, pride, and dignity of two women along the way.

Was there any kind of punishment that would actually fit my messed-up crime?

Zoe suddenly hurled me up. Holding me roughly by the armpits, she started to fuck me standing up. I steadied myself against the steel railing. The city twinkled below us, the blur of lights coming together like a kaleidoscope. On any other day it would’ve been so romantic.

Each time Zoe thrust in, she came in hard, as if she wanted to hurt me. She was fucking me harder and faster than Annie had ever done. My cocklette was wet, so wet, and it was shivering. I wanted to shout from the top of my lungs—not because it hurt so bad, but because it hurt so fucking good.

“Miss Reid…I feel like I’m going to cum…”

“You’re not cumming tonight,” Zoe rasped.  

“Please, please…Miss Reid!”

I felt hot and heavy. Both tired and full of energy. Guilty and horny. I wanted to cum with her holding me like this. Feeling her powerful body against mine.

“No, Jackie,” she murmured. “Don’t you get it? I own your body now. I control everything you do. I control how you feel pleasure and how you feel pain. I can do anything I want and you will obey me like the dickless bitch you are. So guess what. If you cum now, I swear, I’ll let Annie know. I will. I’ll call her right now.”

She started to jerk me off while fucking me. Rubbed my balls and little cocklette, torturing me with pleasure. Both my tits and ass were bouncing. I felt my will start to weaken.

She had me exactly where she wanted to me.

I knew I didn’t even really belong to my wife anymore. I belonged to her. Even my own flesh wasn’t mine. I was all hers, and she could play me however she wanted to.

I came hard, spattering her palm, dripping onto the grass. 

“Oh, Jackie,” Zoe said softly, almost fondly, seeing what I’d done. “Jackie…Jackie…what have you got to say for yourself?”

“I love you,” I whispered.

She laughed. I could feel she was on a high. Drunk on power. She was excited now that I’d failed. Her imagination was probably going wild, trying to decide on her next punishment. I bet she was wet too, thinking about what she could do to me. Thinking about her next step. What would scare me the most. Teach me the biggest lesson. I was just her puppet, and she was writing my story. My future.   

And the worst thing was, I was still totally crazy about her.

Zoe slowly pulled out, leaving my asshole gaping. She hugged me from behind. She was silent again. We both gazed up at the stars together. When I felt her lips on my neck, the truth hit me like a punch to my stomach. I was Zoe’s bitch, and I’d probably be hers forever. A part of her game. Because she was nowhere near done playing it…


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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