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My Wife’s Dirty Deal




The yellow slip of paper was taped right at eye level, fluttering against the door every time the hallway vent kicked on. It moved just enough to catch my eye before I even focused on the words, and I already knew. I didn’t need to read the bold black lettering. My body recognized it before my brain wanted to.

“Is that...?” Hailey’s voice trailed off beside me.

Her keys jingled in her hand, not because she was fumbling with them, but because her hand was shaking hard enough to make them clatter against each other. I stared at the paper for another second, then ripped it off the door so fast it tore a little at the corner.

“Yeah,” I said.

The word came out rougher than I meant it to. I looked down at it anyway, just to punish myself. Eviction warning. Three days. No more vague threats, no more “final reminder” language that still left room to breathe. Paulina was done pretending she might work with us.

“She’s serious this time, Hailey.”

We stepped inside, and the apartment felt different the second the door shut behind us. Smaller. Hotter. Like the air had been sitting still all day waiting for us to come home and suffocate in it. Hailey dropped her purse on the counter with a dull thud and leaned back against the cheap laminate like her legs were giving out on her.

She looked exhausted. Not just tired. Worn down. Her blonde hair was still yanked up in the messy bun she’d thrown together that morning when she rushed out for work, and pieces of it had started falling loose around her face. Her eyeliner had smudged a little under her eyes. Her blouse was wrinkled from a full day of moving fast and trying too hard. She was still beautiful. That was the worst part. Even standing there scared and wrung out, with her shoulders slumped and her eyes red at the edges, she was beautiful. Soft in all the places life had made me feel hard and brittle. Looking at her like that made something ugly twist in my chest. I was supposed to be handling this. I was supposed to be the one keeping things from getting this bad.

“We don’t have the three grand, Jake,” she said quietly.

Her voice almost disappeared at the end, like even saying the number out loud made it more real.

“Even with my overtime and your side gigs...” She swallowed. “We’re short. She’s going to put our shit on the sidewalk.”

I started pacing before I even realized I was doing it. Two steps toward the sink, turn, two steps back toward the table. My boots scraped against the floor in short, irritated sounds. I felt like if I stood still, I was going to crack right down the middle.

“I know,” I said. “I’ll call her. Maybe if I explain it again, maybe if I tell her we can get her half now and the rest in⁠—”

“You’ve already promised twice.”

Hailey cut me off, and there was something sharp in her voice that made me stop and look at her. Desperation, yeah. But underneath that, frustration. Not really at me. At everything. At being scared all the time. At being one missed payment away from losing the place where we ate dinner and slept and fought and made up and lived our whole stupid little life.

“Paulina doesn’t care about promises,” she said. “She wants the check.”

I let out a breath through my nose and dragged a hand over my face.

Paulina. Just thinking her name made my shoulders tighten.

She was one of those women who never seemed to have a single thing out of place. Late forties, maybe, always in some fitted blazer or crisp silk blouse that probably cost more than my monthly car payment back when I still had one. Sharp haircut. Sharp heels. Sharp mouth. She looked at people like she was constantly deciding whether they were worth finishing a sentence for. Usually, when she looked at me, the answer was no.

And she looked at Hailey.

That was the part I couldn’t stop thinking about. Paulina was openly, aggressively gay in a way that made straight men nervous and made women like Hailey suddenly very aware of their own bodies. She had a thing for the softer tenants, the pretty ones, the ones who smiled too politely in the hallway. I’d caught her staring at Hailey more than once since we moved in. Nothing blatant enough to call out without sounding paranoid, but enough. A glance that stayed a beat too long. Her eyes dipping to Hailey’s chest when she thought I wouldn’t notice. The way her attention dragged over the curve of Hailey’s hips like she was already imagining something she hadn’t been invited to imagine.

A thought came into my head then. Dark, ugly, immediate.

The kind of thought you’d normally shove down before it ever reached your mouth.

But being broke does something to you. It wears your pride so thin that the worst ideas start sounding less like jokes and more like options.

“Well,” I said, and I heard the hollowness in my own voice. I gave this short, bitter laugh that didn’t sound anything like real amusement. “Maybe you should just go down there and offer yourself up. Pay the rent in trade.”

The second I said it, the air in the room changed.

I kept going anyway, because if I stopped I’d have to admit how disgusting it sounded.

“We both know she’s been eye-fucking you since we moved in.”

I expected Hailey to glare at me. Or tell me to go to hell. Or call me an asshole, which I would’ve deserved. I was already bracing for it.

Instead, nothing happened.

No sharp inhale. No angry comeback. No disgust.

Just silence.

It stretched between us in this thick, weird way that made the back of my neck go hot. I looked at her, really looked at her, and she wasn’t recoiling. She was standing very still, her mouth slightly parted, her fingers still resting on the edge of the counter.

Hailey bit her lower lip. Her eyes dropped to the floor for a second, then slowly lifted back to mine.

“Honestly?” she said.

Her voice was so soft I almost didn’t catch it.

“To keep a roof over our head? If it meant we didn’t lose everything?” She took a breath. “I’d do it.”

My heart hit hard against my ribs.

Not a romantic thump. Not some soft, aching thing. A hard, physical punch.

For a second I just stared at her, because part of me was horrified she was serious. My first reaction was protective and immediate and furious in that old-fashioned, useless way. The idea of my wife saying that so calmly, like she’d already pictured it and made peace with it, made something flare up in me that felt almost violent.

And then the other feeling hit.

Hotter. Lower. Meaner.

It came so fast it made me feel sick.

Because once she said it, I could see it. Paulina with her hands on Hailey. Paulina pushing her around like she owned her. Hailey standing there trying to be brave through it. The image landed in me like a spark dropped into dry brush. Heat rushed straight to my groin so suddenly it almost pissed me off.

It felt wrong to be turned on in that moment. Wrong and filthy and impossible to defend. Our lives were hanging by a thread, and my body was reacting like this was some fantasy I’d been waiting to hear out loud.

I crossed the room without really deciding to. My body felt heavy and strange, like I was watching myself do it from a few feet away. I stepped behind her and slid my arms around her waist, pulling her back against me. She came easily, soft and warm against my chest, and the contrast between her body and the hard tension wound through mine made my head feel even more scrambled.

“You’d really do that?” I said quietly.

My voice had dropped without me meaning it to. Lower. Rougher.

I bent my head and pressed my face into the side of her neck. She smelled like her vanilla perfume, a little faded after a long day, mixed with rain and outside air and the clean scent of her shampoo. It should have grounded me. Instead it made everything feel more intimate. More dangerous.

“I’d do whatever I had to for us,” she whispered.

She let her head rest back against my shoulder when she said it, and there was no hesitation in her voice now. No laugh to take it back. No sign she wanted me to treat it like a joke.

Just quiet certainty.

And somehow that made it worse. Or hotter. I couldn’t tell anymore.

I felt myself getting hard almost immediately, the swell of it pushing against my jeans and settling against the curve of her ass. The timing of it made me feel sick in the worst way. We were standing in our kitchen talking about eviction, about being three days away from having our life dumped out on the curb, and all it took was one filthy suggestion for my body to light up like it had been waiting for permission. It felt wrong. It felt cheap and ugly and desperate. But that was the thing about desperation. It had a way of sliding into places it shouldn’t. One second I was scared, the next I was hard enough that I had to grit my teeth through it.

I moved my mouth against her neck without really thinking. Just a slow drag of my lips along her skin, then higher, my stubble scraping lightly over the sensitive spot below her ear. I felt her shiver in my arms, small and involuntary, and that tiny reaction went straight through me. My hand, which had been resting at her waist, slid up over the thin fabric of her blouse until I found the soft weight of her breast.

“That’s kind of hot, Hailey,” I said, my voice rough enough that I barely recognized it as mine.

I cupped her through the blouse, feeling the warmth of her body through the cheap material, the softness of her breast yielding into my palm. My thumb brushed once, then again, until I found her nipple and felt it tighten under the fabric.

“Thinking about her getting her hands on you,” I murmured against her skin. “Knowing she’d let us stay just to get a taste.”

The words sounded nasty out loud. Nastier because I meant them.

I squeezed her a little harder, not enough to hurt, just enough to make her suck in a breath. My thumb kept working over that hardening point through the blouse, slow and steady, and when she let out that soft, shaky little moan, something shifted between us. It stopped feeling like some ugly thing I’d thrown out there in frustration. Stopped feeling hypothetical. The fear was still there, sitting heavy in the room with us, but now it was tangled up with something hotter and darker. Something that made the air feel thick.

“Jake,” she breathed.

Her hand reached back and caught my thigh, fingers curling into the denim like she needed something solid to hold onto.

“I’m serious,” I whispered.

I let my mouth hover by her ear, my teeth just barely grazing her earlobe before I kissed the spot beneath it. I could feel the heat rolling off her now, could feel the way her body had gone softer against mine even while she stood tense from everything else.

“Tell me more,” I said quietly. “Tell me what you’d let her do to keep us here.”

I stayed close, pressed along the length of her back, my chest to her shoulders, my hips locked against her. I could feel her through my jeans, all that softness and warmth, and it made the pressure in my cock throb harder. My head was a mess. Guilt, lust, anger, shame. Husbandly protectiveness twisted up with something ugly and curious I couldn’t shut off now that it had woken up. I hated that part of myself even while I leaned into it.

Hailey was quiet for a second. I felt her breathing change before she even spoke. Then she said, very softly, “I’d let her look.”

There was a tremor in her voice, but underneath it was something else now too. A rhythm. A pull. Like once she started saying it, the words were carrying her somewhere she hadn’t expected to go.

“I’d go down to her office,” she said. “I’d lock the door. I’d let her see everything.”

I closed my eyes, and the image came so fast it almost made me dizzy.

“She’d probably just sit there at first,” Hailey went on, her voice low and uneven. “Take her time. Make me stand there while she looked at me. Like she could keep me there as long as she wanted.” She swallowed. “Even if she made me... even if she made me get on my knees for her.”

That hit me hard enough to feel physical.

I could see it too clearly. Paulina in one of those fitted blazers she always wore, sitting back in that leather chair behind her desk like she owned the whole damn building and every person in it. Hailey in front of her, nervous and flushed and trying not to shake. The thought of Paulina looking down at her like that, taking her in piece by piece, made my cock throb so hard it bordered on pain.

“And then?” I asked.

My hand tightened on her without me meaning to. My thumb kept moving over her nipple, a slow, relentless circle through the fabric. I couldn’t seem to stop touching her now that this had started.

“What happens when she isn’t satisfied with just looking?”

Hailey let her head fall back against my shoulder. Her breath came quicker now, shallow and uneven, and I could feel every little hitch of it in the way her body moved against mine.

“She’d want to touch me,” she said. “I know she would.”

Her words came out in little broken pieces at first, then steadier.

“She’d put her hands on me. Those cold, manicured hands.” She exhaled shakily. “She’d move me however she wanted. Turn me around. Spread my legs. Make me stand the way she liked.” Her fingers dug harder into my thigh. “If it meant we didn’t end up on the sidewalk, I’d let her have every inch of me.”

Something low and rough tore out of my throat before I could stop it.

The shame was still there. Jesus, it was there. Thick and ugly and heavy in my chest. But it was getting drowned under the adrenaline of it, under the filth of hearing my wife say those things in that breathless voice while I stood there hard behind her. It all felt too intense, too immediate, like one wrong move would tip us into something we wouldn’t be able to pull back from.

I turned her in my arms.

Not gently, not rough either. Just urgently. I needed to see her face.

She came around to me with wide eyes and flushed cheeks, her mouth slightly open, the skin at her throat pink and warm from where I’d been kissing her. There was still fear in her expression. I could see that. But there was something else there too. The same thing clawing through me. The same need for me to say this wasn’t insane even though both of us knew it was.

“We’re three grand short, Hailey,” I said.

My voice sounded wrecked.

I slid my hands down to her hips and pulled her in until she could feel exactly how hard I was through my jeans. The contact made both of us react. Her breath caught. My jaw clenched.

“That’s a lot of trade,” I said, looking right at her. “You’d really let her use you? Let a woman who looks at us like trash do whatever she wants to you?”

The question should’ve sounded cruel. Maybe it did. But underneath it was something else, something raw and almost pleading. I needed to hear her say it again. Needed to hear how far this fantasy went. Needed to know whether I was the only one standing here getting destroyed by it.

She didn’t hesitate.

Her hand slid down between us and settled flat over the front of my jeans. The second her palm pressed against me, I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. I was so hard it hurt, and she could feel every bit of it. The pulse, the weight, the humiliating proof of how much this was getting to me.

“To keep our home?” she whispered.

Her eyes dropped to my mouth, and her hand stayed right there, warm and firm over me.

“To keep you from feeling like you failed?”

That went through me deeper than everything else had. Not because it was sexy. Because it wasn’t. Because it was true. Because she knew exactly where to put the knife.

“Yes,” she said. “I’d let her break me if it meant we survived.”

The room felt charged after that. Not just tense. Charged. Like the air itself had turned electric.

I knew, somewhere in the back of my head, that I should’ve been thinking about practical things. Calling somebody. Selling something. Looking for a loan. Figuring out where the hell we’d go if she followed through. But all of that felt far away for one terrible, heated second. All I could think about was Paulina’s face, the way she looked at Hailey when she thought no one noticed, and the way my wife was standing in front of me now with her hand over my cock and that look in her eyes.

We were right on the edge of something. I could feel it. Something filthy and desperate and impossible to take back once we stepped over it.

And for the first time in months, the debt that had been crushing my chest every day felt lighter than the heat burning between us.
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I spent the whole day half-living around that yellow eviction notice like it was another person in the apartment. Every time I went into the kitchen for water, every time I opened the fridge and stared at whatever cheap leftovers we had without really seeing them, that paper was there. Bright, ugly, impossible to ignore. It was held up by one weak magnet, curling a little at the edges, and somehow that made it worse. It looked temporary. Casual. Like the thing ruining our lives had been stuck there with a grocery list.

By noon my stomach felt like it had been twisted into a hard little knot and left there. I couldn’t focus on anything. I tried sitting on the couch. Tried turning on the TV for background noise. Tried scrolling my phone. Nothing stuck. Every thought kept coming back to the same place: three days, three grand, nowhere to go, and the memory of what Hailey had said the night before.

That part wouldn’t leave me alone either.

The fear sat in my chest like a cinder block, but underneath it was something darker that kept flickering to life no matter how much I hated it. I’d think about her standing in Paulina’s office. About what she’d said she’d be willing to do. About whether she meant it. About whether she was maybe down there right now, while I was pacing holes into the floor, trying to save us in the worst possible way.

By the time the front door finally creaked open, I was already on my feet.

I turned too fast, my heart kicking hard against my ribs, expecting... I don’t know. Maybe some sign that the insane conversation from the night before had turned into something reckless and heated and secret. Some trace of that flushed, breathless look she’d had when she was talking about letting Paulina touch her.

But Hailey didn’t look like that woman.

She looked drained.

Small, somehow, even though she wasn’t actually any smaller than usual. Just folded in on herself. Like the world had leaned on her all day and she was too tired to straighten back up. Her shoulders were slumped, her hair messier than it had been that morning, and her face had that blotchy, worn-out look people get when they’ve been trying not to cry for too long. Not sexy. Not flustered. Not turned on.

Defeated.

She stepped inside and let the door fall shut behind her. Then she dropped her keys into the bowl by the door, and the sound cracked through the apartment sharp enough to make me flinch.

“I tried,” she whispered.

Her voice broke on the second word.

For a second I didn’t say anything. I just stared at her. My brain caught the sentence, but it took a beat for the meaning to fully land.

“I went to her office, Jake.” She swallowed hard. “I... I did exactly what we talked about.”

My heart gave this heavy, ugly thud.

The decent part of me, the part that still wanted to believe I was a husband before I was anything else, got hit with this wave of shame so strong it was almost nauseating. She shouldn’t have been the one doing this. She shouldn’t have had to put herself in that position because I couldn’t keep us afloat. The idea of her going down there alone, walking into Paulina’s office carrying all that fear and humiliation, made my chest burn.

And then there was the other part of me.

The part I didn’t want to look at too closely. The part that had kept replaying the fantasy all night until I’d barely slept.

That part surged awake instantly.

“What?” I said, standing up so fast the chair legs scraped against the floor. “Really?”

My hands were shaking a little. I tried to hide it and failed.

“You actually went there? You tried to seduce Paulina?”

Hailey gave a small, miserable nod. Her whole face went pink, then darker, until a deep embarrassed flush spread from her cheeks down into her neck.

“I wore that low-cut silk top,” she said, and I could hear the humiliation in every word. “The black one. The one you like.” She let out this tiny breath that almost sounded like a laugh, except there was nothing funny in it. “I sat across from her and told her I’d do anything to keep this place. I even...” She looked away. “I let my hand slide up her desk toward her. I tried to look like I wanted it.”

I pictured it immediately.

Of course I did.

Hailey in that top, the thin silk pulling over her chest, sitting across from Paulina trying to look bold when she was probably scared out of her mind. Letting her hand creep across that polished desk. Offering herself up with that sweet, nervous face of hers. The image was so vivid it made my pulse kick harder.

“And?” I asked.

The word came out too fast. Too hungry.

I hated myself for that. Hated the way my throat had gone tight, the way my pulse was pounding, the way my cock stirred at the thought of my wife making that kind of offer to another person. It felt like a betrayal on top of a betrayal. She was standing there crushed and humiliated, and part of me was still getting hard picturing it.

Hailey’s eyes filled.

“She laughed at me, Jake.”

That stopped me colder than anything else could have.

“She told me I was ‘cute but transparent.’” Hailey’s mouth twisted like she could still hear the exact tone Paulina used. “‘Cute but transparent.’” She shook her head, blinking fast. “She told me to get out before she called the cops.”

Her voice cracked completely on the last word.

“We’re done,” she whispered. “She’s going to⁠—”

A knock hit the door before she could finish.

Not really a knock. More like three hard, rhythmic pounds that landed with enough force to rattle something in the frame. Not the casual rap of a neighbor asking to borrow something. Not a polite check-in. It sounded like a warning. Like whoever was outside already owned the space on the other side of the door.

We both froze.

For a second the whole apartment went still. Even the hum of the fridge seemed louder.

I wiped my palms on my jeans without thinking and moved toward the door. Every step felt weirdly heavy, like I was walking into something I already knew I wasn’t going to like. When I opened it, Paulina was standing there.

She wore a sharp black blazer and a crisp white button-down with the top buttons undone just enough to show a hint of lace underneath. Her dark hair was perfect, as was her makeup. Not a single thing about her looked rushed or uncertain or affected by the fact that she was apparently about to destroy our lives. She smelled like sandalwood and something cold underneath it, something that made me think of clean steel.

Maybe she’s a robot. That would explain a few things.

She didn’t wait to be invited in.

She stepped past me like this was already her apartment too, her heels clicking across the hardwood in brisk, decisive little strikes that made our place feel even smaller. She glanced once at Hailey, taking in her blotchy face and red eyes, then turned those dark, cutting eyes on me.

“Your wife has a very poor poker face, Jake,” she said.

Her voice was low and smooth, but there was a mean little edge under it that made the hair lift on my arms.

“And she’s terrible at being a slut,” she added. “It was embarrassing, really.”

Heat rushed straight into my face.

“Look, Paulina, she was just⁠—”

“Quiet.”

She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t need to. The word snapped through the room like a ruler across knuckles, and to my own embarrassment, I shut my mouth immediately.

Paulina kept walking, making this slow circle around me like she was assessing a purchase. Her eyes moved from my hair to my shoulders to the flannel shirt I’d thrown on that morning to my jeans and boots. I became aware of every stupid thing about my body all at once. The size of me. The roughness of me. The fact that I suddenly felt clumsy and loud and obvious in my own skin.

“I’ve been thinking about that little performance in my office all afternoon,” she said. “And it made me realize something.”

She came around in front of me again.

“I’m not interested in Hailey.”

She said it casually, almost lazily, like she was discussing a piece of furniture she’d decided not to buy.

“She’s too willing,” Paulina went on. “Too soft.”

Then she stepped closer.

She was shorter than me by a few inches, but it didn’t matter. Standing there in our apartment, in those heels, with that expression on her face, she felt bigger than I did.

Her gaze dropped straight to my crotch.

I looked down too late, already knowing what she’d see.

Confusion, adrenaline, shame, anger, the memory of Hailey’s story, the sight of Paulina standing in our kitchen talking to me like this. All of it had come together in one humiliating, unmistakable way. I wasn’t fully hard, but I was hard enough that there was no hiding it. A visible, stubborn thickening behind my zipper that made my stomach drop the second I realized she was looking right at it.

“You, on the other hand,” she said, and this slow, cruel smile touched her mouth, “look like you have a lot of pride.”

I couldn’t think of a response.

“I bet you’ve never done anything you didn’t want to do.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I muttered.

Even to my own ears, I sounded thin. Off-balance. My voice had none of the weight I wanted it to have.

Because what the hell was she talking about?

Wasn’t she a lesbian? Was this just about humiliating me because Hailey had embarrassed herself? Did she want me to beg? Did she want money we obviously didn’t have? None of it made sense, and the not knowing made it worse.

Paulina leaned in just a little, close enough that I could smell that sandalwood again.

“The only way I’m tearing up that eviction notice,” she said, dropping her voice to a near-whisper that was somehow even more intimate because Hailey could absolutely still hear every word, “is if I get to have you instead.”

My whole body went tight.

“But not like this,” she added, her eyes moving slowly over me again. “Not as the big, strong husband.”

She reached out before I could react and flicked two cold fingers against the collar of my flannel shirt. The touch was brief, almost nothing, but it still shot through me like I’d been singled out.

“I want you dressed up as a girl, Jake.”

The room actually seemed to tilt for a second.

“I want to see you in something of Hailey’s.” Her gaze lingered on me with open, ugly curiosity. “Maybe those high heels she wears to work.”

I just stared at her.

“I want to see how you look when I break that straight-man ego of yours into little pieces.”

My stomach dropped so hard it felt like missing a step in the dark.

The image hit all at once. Me in Hailey’s clothes. Me shoved into something soft and feminine and wrong. Me being looked at by Paulina while she picked apart every last scrap of pride I had left. The humiliation of it was overwhelming. It made my skin go hot and cold at the same time.

And underneath that horror, my cock throbbed. Hard.

It was a heavy, painful pulse against my zipper that felt almost violent in its timing. I hated it instantly. Hated the way my own body reacted before my brain could even catch up. It felt like a betrayal happening live in front of both of them. She’d just described the most humiliating thing I could imagine, and instead of recoiling cleanly, some part of me lit up at the power of it. At the control in her voice. At the fact that she’d looked at me and seen exactly where to put the knife.

Paulina seemed to notice.

Or maybe she’d expected it.

She stepped back toward the door, one hand resting on the knob now, and there was something almost entertained in her expression. Not just malice. Curiosity too. Like she genuinely wanted to see what I’d look like pushed past the point where I could still pretend to be above any of this.

“Come to my place in an hour,” she said. “Either you arrive for me in something pretty, or you’re both on the street by Monday morning.” She gave me one last look. “Think about it.”

Then she opened the door and left.

The click of it shutting behind her sounded absurdly small after everything she’d just dumped into the room.

For a second I couldn’t move.

The apartment went dead quiet in the ugliest way. Not peaceful. Not relieved. Just stunned. I could hear my own breathing, too fast and too rough, and the blood rushing in my ears like I’d just gotten out of a fight. My hands were shaking. My chest felt tight. My whole body felt overheated and exposed.

I turned my head and looked at Hailey.

She was staring at me, wide-eyed, pale, still blotchy from crying.

And I knew, immediately, exactly what she could see.

The bulge in my jeans.

Physical, humiliating proof of the mess inside me. Of the horror and anger and shame. The thing Paulina had somehow found in seconds and put her finger directly on.

I wanted to say something. Deny it. Explain it away. Tell Hailey I wasn’t turned on, not really, not like that.

But standing there in the wreckage of that silence, with my pulse still pounding and the image of lace and heels lodged in my head, I didn’t even know if I’d believe myself.

I stared at the door for a long second after Paulina left, my eyes fixed on the wood grain like it might somehow rearrange itself into an answer. My head was a total mess. Just this loud, ugly collision of ‘no’ and ‘how’ and ‘what the fuck just happened?’

I could still hear her voice in the room. Still smell that sandalwood perfume. Still feel the cold little flick of her fingers against my collar like she’d tagged me for something.

I was six-foot-one. Broad shoulders, rough hands, built from years of warehouse shifts and lifting weights because it made me feel useful. Solid. Male in every way I knew how to define it. The thought of me in Hailey’s clothes wasn’t just embarrassing. It was nightmare fuel. It was the kind of thing that hit every nerve in me at once, all pride and shame and disbelief.

“She’s crazy,” I managed finally, turning away from the door. My voice came out wrecked, like I’d been screaming instead of standing there in stunned silence. “Hailey, she’s out of her mind. I can’t...” I dragged a hand over my face and shook my head. “I’m a man. I’m not doing that.”

Hailey was still standing by the kitchen table, one hand twisted in the hem of her dress so tight her knuckles had gone pale. She looked like she’d been crying, but there was something new in her face now too.

“I went down there, Jake,” she said.

Her voice wasn’t loud, but it was steady.

“I was ready to let her use me. I was ready to lay on that desk and take whatever she wanted just so we didn’t end up sleeping in the car. I was willing to do what it takes.”

She took a step toward me. Her gaze dropped, just for a second, to the thick outline still visible behind my zipper. I wanted to cover myself. Turn away. Do anything but stand there and let her see how badly my body had betrayed me.

“Aren’t you willing to?”

I felt my pride flare up fast and hot, that stupid male instinct to snap back, to tell her this was different, that she couldn’t ask that of me, that I wasn’t built for this kind of humiliation.

But underneath that was the other thing. That sick, sliding heat still moving through me, no matter how hard I tried to crush it down. The whole idea was degrading. That was the point. Paulina hadn’t asked for sex. She’d asked to strip something out of me. To make me soft where I’d only ever known how to be hard.

And somehow that knowledge was making my blood run hotter instead of colder.

“It’s just clothes, Jake,” Hailey said softly.

She came closer until she was right in front of me, close enough that I could feel the warmth coming off her skin. Then she lifted her hand and set it flat against my chest. My heart was pounding so hard I knew she could feel it through the flannel.

“It’s just for an hour,” she whispered. “And then the debt is gone. We keep our home.”

I looked at her, then down at my own hands hanging stupid and helpless at my sides. Rough hands. Calloused palms. Grease still stuck in the lines around my knuckles from a side job earlier in the week. Everything about me felt too big, too blunt, too male for what she was asking. I felt like I was standing on the edge of something steep enough that one wrong step would change the shape of my whole life.

If I said yes, this wasn’t going to be one of those things we laughed about later. It wasn’t going to fade. It would sit between us forever. Before and after. That clear.

And the worst part was my body already knew that and wanted it anyway. I could feel that heavy tightening low in my gut, that aching pull in my balls that told me my pride was already losing.

“Fine,” I said.nThe word came out hoarse, scraped raw. It tasted like ash in my mouth. “Do it. Tell her.”

Hailey didn’t hesitate. Not even for a second. She grabbed her phone off the counter, her thumbs moving fast across the screen while I stood there trying not to feel like I’d just agreed to walk myself into a fire. My stomach flipped harder with every second she typed.

Then she looked up.

“I sent it,” she said. Her voice had gone very quiet. “We’ll do it.”

And then there was nothing to do but wait.

We stood there in our cramped kitchen with the eviction notice still taped to the fridge and the dishes still in the sink and the stale air pressing in around us, waiting for the next part of our lives to arrive in a text message. I’d never felt so trapped in my own skin. My chest was tight. My face felt hot. Every inch of me felt too awake.

Then her phone pinged. The sound cut through the silence so sharply that both of us flinched.

Hailey looked down at the screen, and I saw her throat move as she swallowed.

“What does it say?” I asked, even though I already knew it wasn’t going to be anything I could live with comfortably.

She turned the phone toward me.

Paulina’s name sat there at the top, calm and neat and brutal. The message was short. No wasted words.

Good. Now your wife is going to dress you up for me and present you to me. I want you here in an hour. Don’t be late, Jake.

I stared at the screen until the words went fuzzy.

Present you to me.

Like I was a thing. A package. A prize. Something she’d purchased and was now waiting to unwrap.

My stomach turned over again, but not from fear alone. There was humiliation in it, yes. Anger too. But there was also this hard, electric pulse of arousal that made me want to crawl out of my own body.

Hailey took my hand before I could say anything.

Her grip was firmer than I expected, and when she started leading me toward the bedroom, I went. Just like that. No argument. No second attempt at refusing. My boots hit the carpet in heavy, dull thuds that made me feel like a condemned man being walked somewhere final.

“Come on,” she murmured.

The tremble had left her voice. In its place was something lower. Thicker. Still nervous, but threaded now with that same dark current that had been building between us since the night before.

“We need to find something that fits,” she said. Then, after the smallest pause: “Or at least something that shows off enough to make her happy.”

My cock throbbed hard at that. One ugly, insistent pulse after another with every step we took down the hall.

The bedroom felt different the second we entered it, like the walls had shifted inward while we were standing in the kitchen ruining our marriage in slow motion. The bedside clock ticked too loud. The air felt dense, almost damp, and I had the sudden insane thought that I might actually suffocate in that room before any of this happened.

I stood in the middle of the carpet like an idiot while Hailey went straight for the closet.

She moved fast, throwing hangers aside, rifling through drawers, pulling things out with a sharp, frantic energy that told me she couldn’t afford to think too hard either. My boots looked ridiculous down there on the beige carpet. Heavy. Work-worn. Anchors from a life that suddenly felt very far away.

“Strip, Jake,” she said without turning around.

“Hailey, I can’t. This is insane.”

My voice cracked around the words, but even as I said them, my hands were already reaching for my shirt buttons. That was the part that scared me most. How quickly my body had moved to obey. Like I was watching myself from outside, trapped behind glass.

I peeled off the flannel and let it fall. Then I shoved my jeans down and kicked them away. By the time I was standing there in just my boxers, the cool air from the window hit my skin and made me shiver. My cock stood out hard and obvious against the cotton, thick enough that there was no pretending otherwise. It felt humiliating in a way that went deeper than being seen naked. This wasn’t just exposure. It was evidence.

Hailey turned around with an armful of clothes.

She dumped everything onto the bed in a heap: a black dress that looked soft and slippery even from where I stood, a tangle of lace, a cheap blonde wig from some Halloween costume, and those ridiculous platform heels she wore maybe twice a year and always complained about the next morning.

“Get those off,” she said, nodding at my boxers.

I hesitated.

Just for a second.

Then I slid them down.

Standing there naked in the middle of our bedroom, I felt too big for the room. Too male. Too obvious. Like every inch of me was something that didn’t belong near the things piled on that bed. Hailey didn’t look embarrassed. She didn’t look away. She reached into the heap and pulled out the black lace thong.

It looked absurd in her hand. Tiny. Delicate. Like something made for a body built out of softness instead of muscle and stubbornness.

“Put these on,” she whispered.

My fingers were shaking when I took them.

I sat on the edge of the bed because my knees felt unreliable all of a sudden. The mattress dipped under my weight while I threaded one foot through, then the other, and started pulling the lace up my legs.

The sensation caught me off guard so completely I had to suck in a breath.

The fabric slid over my skin with this smooth, cool glide that felt nothing like denim, nothing like cotton, nothing like anything I’d ever worn. When it reached my thighs, it was already too small. By the time I stood and pulled it the rest of the way up, the lace had stretched tight over me, forcing my cock and balls up into a compact, aching bundle against my lower stomach.

A groan came out of me before I could stop it.

Not because it hurt, but because it felt unbelievably good.

The tightness. The pressure. The way the fabric cupped me and held me in place with this humiliating, feminine little insistence. I looked down and saw the black lace disappearing into the dark hair on my thighs, stretched over a body it had never been meant for, and the shame of it hit at the exact same moment as the heat.

“God, Jake,” Hailey breathed.

I looked up.

Her eyes had gone wide, hungry. That look made my pulse kick even harder.

She reached for the next thing without giving me time to recover: a red satin bra with black lace trim. Padded cups. Underwire. Pretty in a way that felt almost mean now that it was hanging in front of me.

“Now this,” she said softly. “Let’s see how you look as her little gift.”

The words made my stomach twist, but I lifted my arms.

The bra felt wrong immediately. The band barely fit around my ribs, and when Hailey came behind me to hook it, I had to hunch forward while she fumbled with the clasps. The underwire dug into me. The straps bit into my shoulders. It forced my chest into the padded cups in a way that made me feel trapped, pinned into a shape my body couldn’t naturally hold.

I looked in the mirror and saw red satin against my skin, dark chest hair still visible at the edges no matter how ridiculous that made me look, and my stomach flipped so hard I thought I might actually throw up.

Then Hailey took the black dress and lifted it over my head.

The fabric slid down over me like cool water.

It skimmed my shoulders, clung to my sides, caught at my hips. By the time it settled into place, I could feel every line of myself inside it, including the thick, trapped bulge in the lace underneath. I felt like a parody. Like someone had taken every part of me that felt solid and masculine and wrapped it in silk just to prove how easily it could all be mocked.

Then came the heels.

I stepped into them awkwardly, grabbing the dresser to steady myself while my calves tensed and shook. The height pitched me forward in a way that made me instantly aware of my hips, my thighs, the shape of my legs. Finally, Hailey tugged the blonde wig down over my head, the synthetic hair scratching at my neck and brushing my cheeks.

I looked at her.

The shame hit me first, but Hailey’s face stopped me cold.

Her pupils were blown wide. Her lips parted. She was breathing shallowly, staring at me like I was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen and also exactly what she wanted.

“Jake,” she said, her voice thick and almost reverent. “You look...”

She shook her head a little like she couldn’t find the words.

“God. You look so good.”

She came closer, then slid her hands under the silk until she found the waistband of the lace panties. I made this strangled little sound and tipped my head back when her hand slipped inside. Her palm was warm, and she didn’t tease me about it or make me wait. She just wrapped her hand around me through the stretched lace like she already knew exactly what she was doing.

The sensation was unreal. The lace was already tight enough to drive me crazy on its own, and then her hand started moving over it, dragging that soft, slick fabric against skin that was way too sensitive already. I was leaking before she’d even really gotten started, and I felt the wet heat of it soak into the front of the thong. The whole thing was messing with my head. The bra biting into my ribs. The wig brushing my cheeks. The heels throwing off my balance. And right in the middle of all that, my wife jerking me off like she could barely help herself.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” I groaned.

My knees wobbled a little in the heels, and I had to fight not to pitch forward. I could already feel myself getting close, that heavy tightening low in my body that meant I wasn’t going to last.

“I know,” she whispered.

Her thumb rubbed over the head of me through the lace, and I sucked in a breath so hard it almost hurt.

“But look at you,” she said, staring at me like she couldn’t get enough. “You’re so hard for her, Jake. You’re ready to be hers.”

That did it.

Those words hit something raw in me and snapped whatever was left of my self-control. I made this low, rough sound that barely even sounded human, then jerked forward into her hand. The silk of the dress bunched around my waist while she worked me faster, and the mix of pressure and softness was so intense it made my whole body feel overheated.

I felt the point of no return hit hard.

“Hailey—” I gasped, grabbing at her shoulders.

Then I came. Hard enough to make my whole body tense up, hard enough that the stupid platform heels nearly tipped me sideways on the carpet. I felt the front of the lace go hot and wet against me, the fabric clinging even tighter as I emptied into it.

Afterward I just folded forward against her, forehead on her shoulder, breathing like I’d run a mile. The blonde wig brushed my face and neck, and that alone was enough to send another wave of shame through me.

“We don’t have much time,” she said softly.

Her voice was still thick, but steadier now. She eased me back and looked at my face for a second, like she was taking in the mess I’d become. I knew I was flushed. Knew I probably looked wrecked.

She guided me over to the vanity chair, and I sat down. The dress pulled up over my thighs, the bra dug into my ribs, and my legs felt shaky and weak. My feet were already aching in the heels in a way that made me miss my work boots so badly it almost made me laugh.

“Stay still,” she said, reaching for her makeup bag.

I watched her in the mirror while she worked.

At first I could still see myself pretty clearly under it all. The shoulders that were too broad. The jaw that was too rough. The stubble that refused to disappear no matter what she did. But little by little, she started changing the picture. Foundation. Powder. Dark shadow around my eyes. Mascara that made my lashes look longer than they had any right to. Then lipstick, deep red, the kind of color that made my mouth look softer than the rest of me deserved.

She was focused in this way I’d never seen before, completely locked in, like if she could just get it right, maybe the whole thing would make sense.

I stared at the mirror the whole time.

By the end, I didn’t exactly look like someone else. Not really. I still looked like me, just twisted into a shape I didn’t know what to do with. It wasn’t only the clothes or the makeup that threw me. It was my expression. The look in my own eyes. Like something had already shifted, and I could see it even if I didn’t want to.

“There,” Hailey said at last, stepping back.

I looked up at her reflection behind mine.

She gave me this long, hungry once-over, then smiled a little.

“Now you’re ready.”
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The walk to Paulina’s apartment felt unreal, like I’d stepped out of my own life and into somebody else’s bad dream. My calves were already burning from Hailey’s heels, and every careful step made me more aware of the dress brushing my thighs. I felt ridiculous. Exposed. Like every inch of me was announcing exactly what kind of bargain we were here to make.

When we reached her door, Hailey knocked. Her hand was shaking just enough for me to notice.

The door opened almost immediately.

For one stupid second, that was what got to me most. Not the way Paulina looked at me. Not the fact that I was standing there dressed like this. Just the idea that she’d probably been waiting on the other side, already knowing we were coming, already picturing exactly how this would go.

Her apartment didn’t look anything like ours. Ours was cramped and worn down in a way I’d stopped noticing until that moment. Hers was immaculate. The lighting was low enough to make everything look softer and more expensive than it probably was. Nothing was out of place. Of course it wasn’t.

Paulina was leaning against the kitchen island with a glass of wine in her hand, completely at ease. She let her eyes move over me slowly, taking in the black dress, the red lace visible at the neckline, the heels, the wig. She didn’t rush it. That was part of what made it worse.

A small smile pulled at her mouth.

“Look at you, Jake,” she said. “You look absurd.”

My face went hot immediately. I could feel the shame of it in my chest, sharp and raw, but I couldn’t look away from her.

“And yet,” she added, still studying me, “you’re interesting like this.”

I stood there frozen, every muscle in my body tight. Terrified, embarrassed, furious at myself for being there at all.

“Don’t just stand there,” she said, gesturing lazily with her glass. “Let’s see.”

I glanced at Hailey without meaning to, like maybe she’d say something, stop this, give me some kind of out. But she just stood near the door, tense and quiet, watching me with that same unreadable expression she’d had since we left the apartment.

So I moved.

Not well. Not gracefully. I took a step, then another, trying to do what Paulina clearly wanted without having any idea how. I turned awkwardly, almost losing my balance in the heels. My shoulders felt too broad, my limbs too stiff. I knew exactly how I looked: like a man wearing something he didn’t know how to carry.

Paulina laughed.

It wasn’t loud, but it was still unsettling.

She set her wine glass down and walked toward me, heels clicking against the floor. When she stopped in front of me, she was close enough that I could feel how calm she was, how completely in control.

“No,” she said quietly. “That’s not it.”

Her voice had dropped, and somehow that was worse than if she’d snapped at me.

“That was a man trying not to fall over in a dress.” Her eyes held mine. “I didn’t ask for that.”

Before I could react, her hands landed on my hips. Her fingers were cool, her grip firmer than I expected. She shifted me slightly, angling me the way she wanted, as if my body was something she could adjust like furniture.

“Softer,” she said.

I felt myself go rigid under her hands.

“Stop fighting your own body for two seconds and listen.”

She guided me again, forcing a slower movement this time, something less like walking and more like being displayed. I hated how immediate my awareness became—my balance, my posture, the way the dress moved when I did. Every second of it made me feel more exposed.

“That’s better,” she murmured.

I didn’t answer. I wasn’t sure I could.

Shame sat heavy in my stomach, but underneath it was something worse: the growing realization that she knew exactly how to handle me. Exactly where to push. Exactly how to make me feel clumsy, obvious, and seen all at once.

Her hands stayed on my hips, holding me there, controlling the pace like she had all the time in the world.

“You’re learning,” she said.

Then she looked at me with a faint, knowing expression that made my skin prickle.

“But the clothes are only part of it.”

She let go of my waist, the sudden loss of her touch making my skin feel cold and exposed. She stepped back a single pace, her predatory eyes never leaving mine as she gestured toward the floor with her wine glass.

"Down," she commanded, the word sharp and absolute. "I want you on your knees, exactly where you belong. Show me that pride is finally dead."

I looked at Hailey, but she was leaning against the wall, her eyes glassy and her hand moving rhythmically beneath the hem of her own dress. Fuck, this was turning her on. There was no rescue coming.

I swallowed hard, the synthetic blonde hair of the wig tickling my neck as I began the long, awkward descent. My calves screamed as I balanced on the platforms one last time before my knees hit the hardwood floor with a dull thud.

I felt small, hunched over in that tight black silk dress, my heels kicked off to the side like discarded remnants of the man I used to be. Paulina stood over me, her shadow stretching long across the candlelit room, looking down at me with a cold, triumphant hunger that made my skin prickle.

"Good girl," she purred, the words mocking my six-foot-one frame and the stubble I knew was visible. "Now, let’s see how well you can serve."

She reached for the hem of her sharp black skirt and began to hike it up My breath hitched in my throat, my eyes glued to the movement. I froze. The pair of thin, lilac silk panties she wore did little to hide the heavy, pulsing weight nestled inside them. As she hooked her thumbs into the waistband and slid them down, a long, thick, and undeniably real cock jumped free of the fabric. It was dark and veiny, looking terrifyingly permanent in the flickering candlelight, and it throbbed with a life of its own as it settled between her legs.

The sight sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. The reality of it—the heat radiating off her and the raw, biological power she was wielding—bypassed every bit of my logic.

"Take it, Jake," she commanded, her voice dropping into that husky drawl.

I looked at Hailey, seeking some kind of anchor, but my wife wasn't looking at me with pity anymore. She was leaning back against the wall, her hand already vanished beneath the hem of her own dress, her eyes glassy and focused on the scene unfolding between me and our landlord.

I leaned forward, my heart hammering against the red satin bra cups until it felt like they might burst. As my lips finally brushed the smooth, warm head of the shaft, a jolt of electricity shot straight to my groin. I opened my mouth, taking the thick length in, and was hit with a wave of realization that nearly brought me to tears: I liked it. The way it filled my mouth, the weight of it against my tongue. It was a sensory overload that bypassed my pride and went straight to my nervous system.

I began to work my mouth up and down the length, my rhythm growing more frantic as I heard Paulina’s breath start to hitch. I could feel my own cock straining against the black lace panties, the fabric soaked through with pre-cum as I grew harder than I’d ever been in my life.

"That's it... swallow every drop," Paulina groaned, her fingers tangling in the synthetic hair of my wig as she began to thrust her hips forward.

The climax hit her with a sudden, sharp jerk. I felt the heat of her thick cum hit the back of my throat. I swallowed, the reality of the trade sinking in with every gulp, as my own body gave a violent throb inside the lace, my balls tightening in a desperate, unspent ache. I stayed there on my knees, a mess of silk and lace, knowing that while we had kept our home, the man who had walked into this apartment was officially gone.

Paulina pulled back, her fingers trailing a line of fire through the synthetic blonde hair of my wig. I stayed on my knees, my chest heaving against the restrictive red satin of the bra, feeling the dampness of my own pre-cum soaking through the black lace of Hailey’s panties.

"Up," Paulina commanded, her voice a low, jagged blade. "Over the back of the sofa, Jake. Hands flat. Don't make me ask twice."

I stumbled to my feet, my calves cramping from the height of the work heels. I felt like a broken toy—a six-foot-one warehouse worker draped in silk and shame. I walked to the leather sofa, the fabric of the dress whispering against my thighs, and bent over the back of it. The position was agonizingly exposed; the short hem of the dress rode up my rear, leaving nothing but the thin, strained lace of the thong between my skin and the cool air of the room.

I heard her heels click away toward the hall and then return. The sound of a plastic cap flipping open made my stomach clench.

"What are you going to do?" I asked. My voice was a raspy, pathetic thinness that betrayed the "straight-man ego" she’d been so intent on breaking.

SMACK.

The sting of her palm against my cheek, the one currently encased in black lace, was sudden and sharp. I let out a choked yelp, my fingers digging into the leather of the sofa.

"Like you don't know already," she whispered, her breath fanning along the back of my neck.

I heard the wet, squelching sound of lube being smeared over the long, dark shaft of her cock. My heart was trying to escape. Every instinct I had as a man told me to bolt, but the heavy, aching throb in my balls was louder. I wanted this. The realization was more humiliating than the dress itself.

Paulina’s hand reached down, her cold, manicured nails hooking into the side of my panties and dragging the lace to the side. She didn't waste time with a slow entry. She lined the head of the shaft up and pushed.

The sensation was a total system override. It was a thick, intrusive pressure that made my vision swim. I let out a long, broken groan as she slid home, the thickness of it stretching me in a way I’d never imagined. Behind me, I heard Hailey let out a soft, wet moan. My wife was still leaning against the wall, her eyes glassy as she watched her husband being used by a trans woman.

"There he is," Paulina hissed, her hands gripping my hips and directing me into a rhythmic, punishing grind.

She began to pound into me, her hips hitting my backside with a rhythmic thud-clack that matched the frantic beating of my heart. With every thrust, the silk of the dress rubbed against my own hard cock, which was pinned painfully against my belly by the waistband of the shifted panties. The friction was unbearable. I was being split open from behind while my own body betrayed me with a desperate, mounting heat.

"Please," I gasped, though I didn't even know what I was asking for.

Paulina didn't answer with words; she just drove harder. I could feel the heat of her as she broke me down into a mess of silk, lace, and animal need.

The climax hit like a freight train. I felt my balls tighten, a violent, electric pull in my scrotum that I couldn't hold back. As Paulina let out a final, guttural growl and surged against me one last time, I came, the force of it sending white-hot sparks across my vision. I collapsed forward against the sofa, my breath hitching in ragged sobs, knowing that while the eviction notice was gone, the man I used to be was buried under a pile of red satin and black lace.

A trail of cum spilled out of me as she pulled back, the release of pressure making my head spin. I stayed slumped over the back of the sofa, my chest heaving, and my shoulders feeling like they were about to burst through the seams of Hailey’s black silk dress.

"Not done yet, Jake," Paulina purred, her voice sliced through my thoughts. She reached down, her manicured fingers tangling in the synthetic blonde hair of my wig and tugging my head back until I had to look at her. "You’ve still got work to do for your wife. Since you’re already dressed for the part, why don't you crawl over there and finish her off?"

My pride screamed in protest, but my body was a mess of desire and need. I slid off the sofa, my knees hitting the hardwood again.

"Go on," Paulina commanded, her heels clicking slowly behind me as I began to crawl toward Hailey. "Show her what a good little pet you are. Shake those hips, girlie."

The humiliation was agonizing, but as I moved, the silk shifted against my thighs, and the heavy, aching throb in my balls intensified. Hailey was still leaning against the wall, her face flushed a deep crimson, her eyes glassy with a mix of shock and undeniable hunger as she watched her six-foot-one husband approach her on all fours.

I reached her, my breath coming in ragged hitches. Paulina stood over us like a predator, her hand resting on my shoulder as I leaned in. I reached up, my hands trembling as I hooked my fingers into the waistband of Hailey’s panties and dragged them to the side.

The scent of her was overwhelming—vanilla bodywash mixed with the musk of her own arousal. I buried my face between her thighs, my stubble grazing her soft skin as I began to lap at her with a desperate energy.

"How do you like having your little femboy husband licking that pussy, Hailey?" Paulina hissed, her voice dripping with malice and delight. "Does it feel better knowing he’s wearing your panties while he does it?"

Hailey let out a broken, high-pitched moan, her fingers digging into my shoulders. She couldn't speak; she just arched her back against the wall, her entire body trembling as I worked my mouth over her. The contrast was a total mind-fuck—the feeling of the panties cupping my cock while I gave my wife the pleasure Paulina demanded.

She climaxed quickly, her thighs clamping around my head as a series of violent shudders wrecked her frame. I stayed there for a moment, my face pressed against her, the synthetic wig tickling my nose, until Paulina’s hand tightened on my neck.

"Enough," Paulina said, her voice professional once more. She stepped back, smoothing her blazer and looking at us like we were something she’d just finished cataloging. "The debt is paid. You can leave. I expect the rent on time next month, Jake. Or maybe we’ll just do this again."

I stood up, my legs shaky in the heels, and helped Hailey toward the door.
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The walk back to our apartment barely felt real. I knew we were moving, knew my feet were hitting pavement, knew Hailey was next to me, but it all came through like I was underwater. It was like we’d stepped out of one version of our life and into another, and neither of us had figured out the language for it yet. There was too much sitting between us. Too much that had happened too fast.

Every few steps, my thighs brushed together, and the silk of the dress shifted against my skin. I couldn’t stop noticing it. It was humiliating in a way that got under my skin because I could feel how wrong it should have felt on me, and how little that changed the fact that my body had responded to it anyway.

I felt ridiculous. More than ridiculous. I felt exposed in some deep, ugly way. And underneath that was the part I really didn’t want to look at. I could still feel how turned on I’d been. The damp lace between my legs made that impossible to deny, no matter how badly I wanted to cleanly sort the whole thing into a category like humiliation or survival or a joke gone too far.

It hadn’t been any of those things. Or it hadn’t been only those things.

We didn’t talk on the way in. Hailey stayed close beside me while I tried to get the door open, and even that stupid, ordinary task felt harder than it should have. My hands were shaking so badly I fumbled the keys twice and nearly dropped them on the concrete outside our door. By the time I finally got the right one in the lock, I could feel my pulse all the way up in my throat.

The second the door shut behind us, the apartment felt different.

It was the same cramped place it had been an hour earlier, but it didn’t feel the same. It felt like everything that had happened at Paulina’s place had followed us home and was standing there in the room with us.

I turned to look at Hailey, bracing for it to hit us all at once. The shame. The awkwardness. Some version of what the hell did we just do?

But that wasn’t what I saw on her face.

Her eyes were locked on me, dark and wide and still full of that same hunger I’d seen all over her at Paulina’s place. Not nervous. Not embarrassed. Not trying to pretend any of it hadn’t happened. If anything, she looked even more affected now that we were alone.

“Jake,” she said softly, but there was nothing fragile in her voice now. It had gone low and thick.

Something in my stomach tightened.

She didn’t tell me to take off the wig. She didn’t say maybe we should talk. She didn’t ask me to get out of the black dress. She just came straight for me.

Her mouth hit mine hard enough to make me stumble a little, and both her hands went right for the hem of the dress like she’d been thinking about it ever since we left.

“I can’t believe how hard you were for her,” she whispered against my mouth, tugging the lace panties down.

Part of me flared up at that immediately. My pride came up hot and automatic. I wanted to deny it. Wanted to tell her that wasn’t what it was, that it had been adrenaline or humiliation or the pressure of the whole insane situation. Anything but that.

But underneath that was the truth, and the truth was worse.

Because the second she said it, I felt that same rotten, sick rush of arousal move through me again. It had been building since the moment I first pulled the lace up over my legs. Since the moment Paulina looked at me and smiled like she already knew exactly what I’d become for her. Since Hailey stared at me in those heels with that look on her face.

I caught Hailey by the waist and backed her into the kitchen counter. The heels made me taller over her, and there was something about that too, something that messed with my head in a way I couldn’t untangle. I could feel the wobble in them even as I planted myself between her knees. The panties were halfway down, tangled at my thighs, and when the cool air hit me I sucked in a breath. I was already aching. Already too far gone.

I shoved the dress up around my waist, the fabric bunching in my fists, and pushed into her.

The whole thing hit me at once.

The bra was still on, all that ridiculous red satin pressed tight against my chest. The straps dug into my shoulders. The wig slid against the back of my neck, that cheap synthetic blonde hair brushing my skin every time I moved. My wife was beneath my hands, warm and breathing hard, looking up at me like this version of me was the hottest thing she’d ever seen. I could feel the slick heat of her, the counter pressing into her hips, the unsteady pitch of my own breath filling the kitchen.

It should have felt wrong. That was the part I couldn’t get over. It should have felt humiliating in a way that killed the mood. It should have snapped me out of it. I should have looked down, seen myself half-dressed like this, and lost whatever had taken hold of me.

Instead, it made everything hotter.

Not prettier. Not sweeter. Filthier.

Every part of it fed the next. The softness of the bra. The silk at my waist. The wig shifting against my shoulders. The memory of Paulina’s hands. The fact that Hailey knew exactly what had happened and wanted me even more because of it. It all blurred together into this perfect rush that stripped me down to something I never knew I needed.

I fucked my wife in the kitchen wearing her heels and a wig, and it turned into some of the hottest sex we’d ever had.

Hailey came first. I felt it in the way her body suddenly locked up under mine, then broke open in a shiver that ran through her all at once. Her mouth fell open. Her fingers dug hard into me. Watching that happen while I was still dressed like this, still feeling the bra against my skin and the dress bunched around my waist, nearly finished me on the spot.

I had to grit my teeth to hold on for even a few more seconds.

When I finally came, it hit hard enough to wipe everything else out. My head dropped back and I let out a groan before I could stop it, deep and rough and completely unguarded. My whole body went loose after that.

For a long time, neither of us moved.

We just stayed there tangled together in the aftermath, breathing hard, holding on. The kitchen was quiet except for the sound of us trying to come down from it. My legs were shaky. The heels still pinched. The wig itched. The bra felt too tight, too absurd, too real.

But the eviction notice was gone.

And whatever version of me had walked out of this apartment earlier that night was gone too.
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The next morning, sunlight came through the blinds in thin, hard stripes and landed right across my face. It dragged me awake too fast, and with it came the full weight of the night before, all at once.

I lay there for a second without moving, feeling grimy and off-balance, like I’d opened my eyes inside somebody else’s life.

Then I shifted and everything made itself known.

The black dress was twisted up around my waist, wrinkled and half inside out from how we’d left it. The hooks of the red bra dug into my back every time I moved even a little. The blonde wig had slid halfway off my head sometime in the night, and the cheap synthetic hair kept brushing my cheek and mouth in a way that made me want to tear it off. My calves still ached from spending half the night in Hailey’s heels. There was a dull soreness in muscles I never thought about until they were forced to hold me at that angle for hours.

And the thong under the dress was still there, damp and ruined.

I stared at the ceiling and felt a fresh wave of disgust roll through me, followed immediately by the much worse realization that some part of me was still turned on by it. By the damp fabric. By the fact that I was waking up like this. By the lingering proof of what had happened.

I hated how tangled together those feelings were.

I looked down at myself slowly. It should’ve made my stomach turn. It should have been enough, in the cold light of morning, to break whatever spell I’d been under the night before.

Instead, I caught the faint smell of sandalwood still clinging to me underneath sweat and sex and my wife’s skin.

My body reacted before my pride had a chance to say a damn thing about it.

I shut my eyes for a second, jaw tight, annoyed with myself all over again.

Beside me, Hailey stirred and made a sleepy little sound as she rolled onto her side. Her hair was a mess across the pillow, one cheek creased from the sheets. She blinked at me a couple of times, still halfway under, and then her gaze sharpened as she took in the sight of me still sprawled there in lingerie.

And then she smiled. “Morning, girlie,” she murmured, all rough sleep and amusement.

I made a face at her and reached for her anyway, hooking an arm around her waist and dragging her in closer before she could say anything else. The lace of the bra scraped lightly against her bare skin as she settled against me, and I hated the little pulse of heat that gave me.

“Don’t get used to it, Hailey,” I muttered, but the way my chest tightened gave me away.

She knew it too. I could tell by the look on her face. She didn’t call me on it. She just stayed there, close enough that I could feel the quiet little shake of her breath against me, like she was holding back a laugh or something softer.

Then her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

The sound cut through the room, sharp and sudden, and both of us looked over. Hailey twisted away just enough to grab it. I watched her thumb swipe across the screen. Watched her eyes move as she read.

And then she froze.

The shift in her expression was immediate. Sleepiness gone. Amusement gone. Her whole body went still in a way that made something tighten low in my stomach.

“It’s Paulina,” she said.

My stomach dropped. “What now?” I asked. “She want another laugh?”

Hailey turned the phone so I could read it.

I’ve decided to tear up the lease entirely. You can stay there rent-free from now on. Only condition is that I get Jake once a month, exactly like last night. Tell him to keep the wig.

I stared at the message for so long the words started to blur.

Three thousand dollars we didn’t have.

Gone.

Just like that.

And right behind that thought came the rest of it. Paulina’s hands on me. The way she’d looked at me like she already knew I wasn’t going to fight as hard as I should. The way she’d looked at me like I wasn’t a man, not really, just something soft enough to dress up and use however she wanted. The wig. The heels. The dress. Hailey watching.

I waited for anger to show up. For humiliation. For the part of me that was supposed to be offended to finally kick in hard enough to save face.

Instead, I felt my mouth pulling into a grin. It spread before I could stop it.

I looked over at Hailey. She was watching me carefully, tense around the eyes, like she was bracing for one of two things. Either I’d explode, or I’d shut down. Maybe both. Maybe she thought this was the moment I’d finally decide the whole thing had gone too far.

But all I could think about was three grand. Three grand a month. The pressure that had been crushing our chests for weeks, suddenly gone. And all it would cost was one night.

One night in a wig. One night letting Paulina have what she wanted. One night doing something I already knew my body wanted.

“Three grand a month,” I said, my voice still rough with sleep, one hand sliding down over the silk at my waist. “For one night in a dress? That’s not exactly a hardship.”

Hailey let out a shaky little laugh, and I could see the relief hit her before the excitement did, though both were there by the end. Her shoulders loosened. Her mouth curved. Her thumb was already moving over the screen, ready to accept Paulina’s offer.

“I was really hoping you’d say that.”
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