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Author’s Note

This book is dedicated to Tony, a superfan who reached out to me. I hope to write more stories for my fans.

Part of this story is true, part of it is not. I’ll let you decide on which is which. After chatting with Tony, and others, I thought it made sense to write something nice for such avid fans. I try to ignore star reviews somewhat because one, you can’t please everyone, and two, I’ve realised a lot of people don’t understand how to review. Also…as I found out from Keith, the Amazon rating system doesn’t always work, so there’s that!

Anyway, enjoy this one, especially you Tony, I hope it provides you with the inspiration you need.

Now listen up, subbies. I want you to remember one thing. As long as you are living in my fantasies, then behave as such. If you want me to be a bitch, I can be a bitch, which means make sure you follow me on Instagram, (@juliagwenslater) make sure you email me asking for forgiveness for being such wimpy sissy sluts, and then make sure to wank that little cock as hard as you can, whilst saying my name.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


One

The Super Puma bucked like a wounded animal as it fought its way down through the layers of Scottish winter. Rain lashed the windscreen in horizontal sheets; the wipers could barely keep up. Tony pressed his forehead against the cold Perspex and watched the helideck of the Fortune North swell and shrink beneath them with every vicious gust.

Sixty-two days this hitch. Not six weeks, sixty-two bloody days. He’d done longer, but the mathematics never made it feel any shorter.

He shifted in the orange survival suit, the neoprene collar already chafing the back of his neck. At fifty-four he still carried the build of a man who’d once shifted Christmas trees for a living, but the years and the sedentary months onshore had softened the edges. He looked exactly what he wanted people to see: dependable, slightly paunchy, salt-and-pepper hair clipped short, the sort of bloke who’d buy the next round without making a fuss about it.

The helicopter kissed the deck with a crunch that rattled his teeth. The moment the wheels settled the door was yanked open and freezing wet air punched inside like a fist. Tony grabbed his kit bag, ducked under the still-turning blades, and jogged toward the lee of the accommodation module, rain drumming on his hard hat like machine-gun fire.

Inside, the familiar smell hit him: hot oil, damp socks, instant coffee left too long on the hotplate, and the faint metallic tang of the North Sea itself that somehow never quite washed out of anything.

Room 312. Same as last hitch. He pushed the door open with his shoulder.

Callum was already there, boots off, feet up on the lower bunk, scrolling something on his phone. Twenty-nine, Glaswegian, wiry, quick to laugh, quicker to anger if you pushed the wrong buttons. They’d shared this cabin four times now. They got on fine. Not friends exactly, but the kind of surface-level understanding that develops when you’ve heard another man fart, snore, and cry out in his sleep after a bad phone call home.

“Alright, old man?” Callum said without looking up.

“Still alive,” Tony grunted, dropping his bag. “You win the lottery yet?”

“Only if the lottery is three hundred and twelve quid of back-tax rebate.”

Tony gave the required snort. Routine established. Masks in place.

He unpacked methodically. Boiler suit on the hanger, steel-caps under the bed, washbag on the tiny shelf. Then, last of all, the Kindle. He slipped it under the pillow on the top bunk like contraband. Which, in a way, it was.

That night, after lights-out, after Callum’s breathing had dropped into the slow, even rhythm of a man already half-gone, Tony switched on the little reading light clipped to the rail. The glow was just enough to read by without waking his roommate.

He opened Berlin again.

Julia’s words had always hit him like a drug you only discover in your forties, too late to pretend you’ve never been addicted, too late to pretend you’re strong enough to quit. The story was cruel in the best way: slow, deliberate, humiliating in increments so small you could almost convince yourself you were still in control. Right up until the moment the collar clicked shut.

Tony’s breathing changed. He could feel the heat building under the blanket. He shifted, trying to be quiet, trying not to rustle the sheets.

The door handle turned.

Callum stepped in, quiet, barefoot, carrying a mug of tea he must have gone to make in the galley. He stopped dead when he saw the little pool of light, saw the shape under the blanket, saw the unmistakable upward tilt.

For perhaps three heartbeats neither man moved.

Then Callum simply gave the smallest nod, the same nod he’d give if Tony had been watching a match on his phone. Acknowledgement. Nothing more. He turned, set the mug on his own locker, climbed into the bottom bunk and pulled the curtain across.

Tony lay there, heart hammering so loud he was sure Callum could hear it through the mattress.

He didn’t cum. Not then. But the shame and the thrill twisted together until they were indistinguishable, and that was almost better.

The next morning Callum acted exactly the same. Same jokes. Same complaints about the weather. Same eye-roll when the mess hall ran out of brown sauce again.

And Tony hated how much he wished Callum had said something. Anything. A smirk. A knowing look. A single word that would crack the façade and force everything into the open.

Weeks passed in the strange suspended time of the rig. Twelve-hour shifts blurred into twelve-hour sleeps. Tony read. He read until his eyes burned. He read until the fantasies stopped feeling like fantasies and started feeling like memories of things that hadn’t happened yet.

One grey Thursday, three and a half weeks in, he did it.

He opened Instagram on the company Wi-Fi (which was shit, but just about good enough). He found her. @JuliaGwenSlater. The account was small, discreet, mostly black-and-white aesthetic shots and the occasional cryptic quote from her books.

He stared at the little circle picture for almost four minutes.

Then, fingers trembling, he typed:

Your stories are the only thing keeping me sane out here. Thank you. Really.

He hit send before he could talk himself out of it.

He didn’t expect a reply. Writers like Julia probably got hundreds of messages from men like him. Sad, middle-aged men with secrets they couldn’t speak aloud. But two hours later, while he was sitting in the smoking shelter with the wind howling through the grating, his phone buzzed.

One new message.

He opened it with hands that felt like someone else’s.

Julia had replied.

Where’s “out here”, darling?

Tony stared at the word darling until the screen went dark.

Then he typed, very slowly, very carefully:

North Sea. Oil rig. Sixty-two days at a time.

He waited.

The three little dots appeared. Then disappeared. Then appeared again.

And when the next message came through, Tony felt something inside him give way, like a rusted bolt finally shearing under pressure.

Poor little thing. All that time with nowhere to hide, and nothing soft to wear.

He didn’t breathe for almost ten seconds. The wind screamed past the shelter. His thumb hovered over the keyboard.

And somewhere deep in his chest, a voice he’d spent years trying to strangle whispered: Answer her and become who you want to be.


Two

I’ve always liked the quiet ones best. The ones who don’t flood the inbox with emojis and dick pics the second they realise you’ve noticed them. Tony was quiet. Almost painfully so. His first message had slipped past the usual Instagram filters, buried under a dozen spam accounts promising crypto and OnlyFans leaks. I found it late one Sunday night, scrolling in bed while my husband knelt at the footboard, massaging my calves because I’d spent twelve hours in heels closing a Frankfurt deal.

Your stories are the only thing keeping me sane out here. Thank you. Really. Tony North Sea. Oil rig. Sixty-two days at a time.

I remember smiling. Not the polite one I give board members. The real one. The one that makes my husband’s shoulders tense because he knows what usually follows.

I answered because I was bored, because the wine was good, because sometimes I like reminding myself that the worlds I write about still find their way into real men’s phones. I didn’t expect him to keep writing.

But he did.

At first it was polite. Grateful. Then it became needy in that careful, British way, never demanding, always apologising for taking up space. I answered when I could. Between board calls, between parent-teacher evenings, between the nights I spent tying my husband’s wrists to the headboard and reminding him why I took his old office.

The messages piled up. I felt the pull. The familiar itch. I could break this man open with a handful of words. I could make him order things he’d never dare touch in daylight. I could watch him unravel from time zones away.

And then the day came when I’d had enough.

It was a Tuesday in late November. The new German owners had flown in for a strategy session. Three hours of PowerPoint and passive-aggressive questions about “cultural alignment.” I’d smiled through it, nodded, promised efficiency gains nobody believed. When I got home I was exhausted, furious, and, worst of all, still wearing the corporate armour I couldn’t take off.

Tony’s message was waiting. Another long one. He’d finished a tour. He was home. He wanted guidance. What to wear. What to buy. Whether he should get a cage. Whether I wanted to see.

I stared at the screen until my eyes burned.

Then I typed exactly what I felt:

“If you want to send me pictures, then I do not expect to see any body hair. I also expect to see sexy panties on you, and maybe get some lipstick and write, Julia’s Superfan on your body. In other words, if you expect me to dedicate a little bit of time to see your tiny little cock caged up, then make it worth my while.”

I hit send and threw the phone across the bed.

He didn’t reply with words.

He sent links. Screenshots of cheap satin sets from AliExpress. A black bra with red lace that looked like it belonged on a mannequin in a pound shop.

Then the first picture arrived.

Chubby stomach spilling over the waistband of pink nylon knickers two sizes too small. Hair everywhere, chest, thighs, arms. The bra straps digging into soft shoulders. A cheap blonde wig that had seen better decades. No cage. No writing. No effort.

I felt nothing except irritation.

I typed: “Jesus Christ, Tony. That’s not even trying. If you’re going to dress like a sissy, do it properly. Shein. Kawaii section. Pastels. Frills. Ribbons. Lace that actually fits. Throw out the trash you’re wearing. Start again. And next time you send me something, remember the rules. Hairless. Lipstick. My name on your skin. Or don’t bother me again.”

He vanished after that.

Weeks of silence.

I told myself I was relieved. My life was already full: the company, the board’s increasingly pointed reminders to “keep a low profile,” the kids asking why Daddy sometimes wore nail polish when they weren’t looking, the husband who knelt beautifully but still needed reminding who was in charge.

I didn’t need another project.

Then came Christmas. Family. Turkey. Arguments about politics I pretended not to hear. My mother-in-law’s tight smile when she saw the new collar around my husband’s neck (discreet, black leather, hidden under his shirt collar). My own mother asking, again, when I was going to “settle down” and stop “all this nonsense.”

I drank too much gin. I scrolled Instagram in the guest bathroom at three a.m.

No new messages from Tony.

I felt a strange pang. Not guilt exactly. Something closer to disappointment.

Then, early January, the fever hit.

COVID. Again. Milder this time, but enough to keep me in bed for four days, sweating through sheets, throat raw, head pounding. My husband brought tea and paracetamol and stayed out of the way when I snapped.

On the third day I opened Instagram.

Tony had written. A lot.

He was sorry. He’d been scared. Family stuff. Wife suspicious about a delivery. He’d hidden everything in the garage. He’d shaved. Everywhere. It had taken hours. He’d bought better things. Kawaii. Pastel pink. White lace. A tiny cage from Etsy that had arrived in plain packaging. He’d worn it for three days straight.

He wanted to know if I still wanted to see.

He’d attached three photos already.

I opened them with shaking hands, part fever, part something darker.

The first: smooth legs in thigh-high white stockings with little pink bows. The second: a close-up of pale pink satin panties stretched tight over a very small, very locked cage. The third: his stomach, soft but hairless, the words JULIA’S SUPERFAN written in careful red lipstick across the skin just above the waistband.

It wasn’t perfect. The lipstick was smudged. The lighting was bad. He still looked nervous.

But it was effort. Real effort.

I lay there, sheets damp, heart beating too fast for someone with a temperature of thirty-eight-point-seven.

I typed: “Good boy. You finally listened. Now keep the cage on until I tell you otherwise. Take a better picture tomorrow. Better lighting. On your knees. Hands behind your back. Show me the writing again. And Tony? If you do this properly… I might just decide to keep you.”

I hit send. Then I turned off the phone, rolled over, and smiled into the pillow despite the fever.

Outside, Prague was quiet under January snow. Inside, something had begun again. Something dangerous. Something I’d told myself I wouldn’t do.

But rules, like hair, can always be shaved away when you’re ready.


Three

Tony stood in the half-light from the single bulb, staring at the open suitcase on the workbench. Inside: four sets of Kawaii lingerie from Shein. Bubblegum pink babydoll with white ruffle trim. Pastel lavender boyshorts edged in lace so delicate it looked like it might tear if he breathed wrong. A white thong with a tiny satin bow at the front, barely big enough to cover anything. And the cage, small, pink, stainless steel with a little heart-shaped padlock. The Etsy seller had included a spare key “just in case,” which Tony had immediately hidden in a tin of fishing weights he hadn’t touched in ten years.

He’d shaved everything two nights ago. Legs, chest, arms, groin, arse. The bathroom had looked like a sheep had exploded in it. His wife had been at her sister’s for bridge night; he’d run the shower until the hot water ran cold, scrubbing until his skin was pink and raw. When he stepped out, the mirror showed a stranger: soft, vulnerable, strangely smaller. He’d cried for five minutes, quietly, then wiped his face and told himself it was just the steam.

Now, with the taxi booked for 4 a.m. tomorrow and the rig helicopter leaving at 7, he had to decide.

He lifted the babydoll, let the satin slide between his fingers. His cock twitched inside the loose joggers he wore. He was already half-hard just from touching it.

He’d tried this three times since Julia’s message.

Each time the same pattern: late at night, wife asleep, bedroom door locked. He’d dress slowly, stockings first (white with little pink bows, thigh-highs that clung to his freshly shaved legs), then the panties (so tight they dug into his hips), then the cage (cold metal against warm skin, the click of the lock like a gunshot in the quiet house). He’d stand in front of the full-length mirror, heart hammering, and write JULIA’S SUPERFAN across his stomach in her favourite red lipstick. The letters wobbled. He’d take the photos, kneeling, hands behind back, eyes down like she’d asked in her last reply.

Then the rush would hit. The shame-fueled heat. He’d stroke himself through the satin, or sometimes just hump the edge of the mattress, whispering her name like a prayer. And every single time, right at the edge, the orgasm would crash through him, and with it came the cold slap of reality.

His wife’s face if she ever found the suitcase.

The lads at the pub if word got out.

His kids, grown now, but still his kids, looking at him like he was a stranger.

The divorce papers. The house he’d paid the mortgage on for twenty-seven years. The pension. The life.

He’d cum, and then he’d cry again, strip everything off, stuff it back in the hiding place under the spare tyre in the boot of the car, delete the photos, and promise himself he was done.

But he wasn’t done.

Because the wanting never went away. It just waited, patient, like the North Sea waiting for the next storm.

This time was different.

Tomorrow he’d be gone for another sixty-two days. The rig was a bubble. No wife. No kids. No neighbours. Just twelve-hour shifts, bad coffee, and the kind of exhaustion that made privacy easy. He could lock the cabin door. He could keep the suitcase under the bunk. He could dress every night if he wanted. No one would know.

And Julia would know.

He picked up his phone. Opened Instagram. Her last message was still there, glowing on the screen:

Good boy.

You finally listened.

Now keep the cage on until I tell you otherwise.

Take a better picture tomorrow. Better lighting. On your knees. Hands behind your back. Show me the writing again.

And Tony?

If you do this properly…

I might just decide to keep you.

He swallowed. His throat was dry.

He typed:

I’m leaving for the rig tomorrow morning. I’ve packed everything. The lingerie. The cage. The lipstick.

I’ll send the picture once I’m settled in the cabin. Better lighting, like you said. On my knees. Your name on me.

I’m scared. But I want this.

I need you to make me do it.

Please.

He hit send before the second-guessing could start.

Then he closed the suitcase, zipped it, and carried it back into the house. He placed it beside his other kit bag in the hallway, right next to the steel-toe boots and the orange survival suit.

He went upstairs. Brushed his teeth. Climbed into bed beside his sleeping wife. She murmured something and rolled away.

Tony lay on his back, staring at the ceiling.

Sixty-two days.

He could feel the suitcase downstairs like a heartbeat. He could feel Julia’s words like fingers on his throat, and for the first time in years, the fear didn’t win.

It just sat beside the want, shoulder to shoulder, both of them waiting for the helicopter to lift him away from everything he’d ever pretended to be.

The Super Puma shuddered through the last layer of cloud, rotors clawing at the wind like they were angry at it. Tony kept his eyes on the horizon, grey and endless, the same colour as the steel deck waiting below. His stomach rolled, not from the turbulence, but from the suitcase wedged between his boots. Every time the helicopter banked, he felt the soft contents shift inside, drifting against the hard shell.

Sixty-two days.

He’d told himself the same thing on the way out last time. It hadn’t helped then either.

The landing was rougher than usual. A gust caught the tail just as the wheels kissed metal; the whole frame jolted. Tony gripped the seat frame until his knuckles whitened. The door opened. Cold wet air rushed in, smelling of salt and diesel. He grabbed his kit bag and the suitcase, plain black, nothing special, and ducked out under the slowing blades.

The accommodation module welcomed him with the same stale warmth it always did: hot oil, damp carpet, the faint hum of ventilation fans that never quite cleared the smell of men living too close together for too long.

He took the stairs two at a time, pulse already up. Room 312. He pushed the door open.

Callum was there. Of course he was.

Sprawled on the bottom bunk, boots still on, scrolling his phone with one hand and eating a Mars bar with the other. He looked up, grinned the same lazy grin.

“Back already, old man? Thought you’d finally had enough and jumped ship.”

Tony forced a laugh. It sounded thin even to him.

“Someone’s got to keep you lot from blowing the place up.”

Callum snorted, swung his legs off the bed. “I’ll leave you to it. Need a shower anyway. Smells like Aberdeen airport in here.”

He grabbed his towel and disappeared down the corridor, leaving the door ajar.

Tony waited until the footsteps faded, then closed it, quietly, carefully, and locked it.

He stood for a moment, breathing.

The room was exactly the same: two bunks, two lockers, one tiny desk bolted to the wall, one porthole showing nothing but black sea and spray. Nowhere to hide anything properly. The suitcase felt heavier now, like it was radiating heat.

He couldn’t unpack. Not yet.

If Callum came back early, if he decided to rummage for something, or if Tony got called to the control room and left the room unlocked for five minutes, the wrong person could open the case. One glimpse of pink satin, one flash of lace, and the gossip would start. Oil rigs were small villages. Secrets travelled faster than the wind.

He slid the suitcase under the bottom bunk, as far back as it would go, then pushed his kit bag in front of it like a shield. It looked innocent enough: just another middle-aged bloke with too much stuff.

He sat on the top bunk, knees bouncing.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. Company Wi-Fi had kicked in the second they landed.

One new message from Julia. He opened it with fingers that felt clumsy.

Settled in yet, little one? I want that picture tonight. Better lighting this time. Kneeling. Hands behind your back. My name on your stomach. And the cage locked. No excuses. Show me you’re serious.

Tony stared at the words until they blurred.

He could feel the heat crawling up his neck. The cabin was too warm, too small, too shared.

Callum would be back soon. Maybe twenty minutes. Maybe less.

Tony glanced at the door. Then at the suitcase. Then at the mirror above the tiny sink, small, scratched, but enough to see himself.

He could wait until lights-out. Wait until Callum was snoring below him but Julia had said tonight, and the wanting, the sharp, familiar ache, was already louder than the fear.

He stood up. Moved to the locker. Pulled out the small travel bag he’d packed separately: razor, shaving cream, baby oil, the red lipstick still in its plastic wrapper, the cage in its velvet pouch.

He could do the shaving in the communal bathroom down the hall. Quick. Quiet.

The rest… he’d have to do it here. Fast. When Callum was asleep.

Or when Callum went for a late smoke.

Tony’s heart kicked hard against his ribs. He sat back down, phone in hand, and he typed:

Just landed. Roommate’s here. Can’t unpack yet. I’ll do it tonight. When he’s asleep. I promise. I’m scared shitless, but I’ll do it.

He hit send. Then he deleted the message thread, just in case, and shoved the phone under his pillow.

Outside the porthole, the sea rolled on, indifferent.

Inside, Tony waited. For Callum to leave again. For the lights to go out. For the moment he could finally stop pretending long enough to become what Julia wanted. And maybe, just maybe, what he’d always wanted too.


Four

I was still in the office when the message came through, sitting at the glass desk with the city skyline bleeding orange behind me, pretending to read the latest quarterly risk report while my mind was somewhere else entirely.

The phone buzzed once, screen lighting up with his name.

Just landed. Roommate’s here. Can’t unpack yet. I’ll do it tonight. When he’s asleep. I promise. I’m scared shitless, but I’ll do it.

I read it twice.

Then I leaned back in the chair, crossed my legs under the desk, and felt the familiar, slow burn start low in my belly. Not lust exactly, more like the satisfaction of finding a loose thread on someone else’s carefully knitted life and knowing exactly how hard to pull.

I’d never been one for long-distance games. Online domination always felt like shouting orders into a void: no scent, no flinch, no real-time tremor in a man’s voice when you tell him to kneel. I want eyes on me when I break someone. I want to smell the fear-sweat, hear the hitch in their breathing when the first tear falls. Everything else is just theatre.

But the last few months had been dry. Work swallowed everything. The board kept reminding me, subtly, always so fucking politely, to keep the public persona polished. My husband was obedient, sweet even, but the spark had dulled into routine. The kids were old enough to notice things now; we’d had to scale back the more theatrical nights. My lovers, scattered across Berlin, Paris, London, were only available when flights aligned, and even then it was hurried, hotel-room quickies that left me wanting more control, not less.

Tony was nothing special. A middle-aged Brit with a soft body and a harder secret. Wrong postcode, wrong decade, wrong everything.

And yet.

Here he was, on a rusting metal box in the middle of the North Sea, promising to dress up for me while another man slept two feet below him. Promising to lock himself in pink steel. Promising to write my name on his skin like a brand.

I smiled, slow, private, the kind of smile that makes my PA knock twice before entering.

If I played this right, I could have him in pieces by the end of the hitch. If I played it really right, I could have his roommate balls-deep in that sissy arse before the helicopter came back for him.

The thought sent a fresh pulse of heat through me. I shifted in the chair, thighs pressing together.

But slow. Always slow at first. Let him feel the leash tighten inch by inch.

I opened the chat.

Typed.

Deleted.

Typed again.

Good. You’ll do it tonight because I said tonight. Not because you feel like it. Not because you’re horny. Because I told you to. When your roommate is asleep, you will dress. Completely. Every piece I’ve approved. The cage goes on first, locked, no key within reach until morning. Then the panties. Then the stockings. Then the babydoll. Lipstick. My name across your stomach in nice, neat letters. You will kneel on the floor, facing the mirror if you have one, or the door if you don’t. Hands behind your back. Eyes down. Take three pictures.

	Full body, showing the outfit and the writing. 

	Close-up of the cage through the panties. 

	Your face, eyes open, looking straight at the camera. I want to see the fear. 



Send them all at once. No excuses about lighting or angles. Make it work. If they’re not good enough, I delete them and you start again tomorrow night. And Tony? If you hesitate, if you cum before you’ve sent them, I’ll know. And I’ll make you regret it. Now go do your job like the good little engineer you pretend to be. I’ll be waiting.

I hit send.

Then I locked the phone, slipped it into my drawer, and turned back to the risk report.

My pulse was steady now. Calm.

The burn had settled into something sharper, more focused.

I pictured him in that tiny cabin: heart hammering, trying not to wake the other man while he fumbled with satin and steel. Pictured the moment the lock clicked. Pictured his reflection in the scratched mirror, soft, hairless, terrified, mine.

And somewhere in the back of my mind, a smaller, darker thought flickered:

If he’s this easy to lead… how long until I tell him to leave the door unlocked?

I closed the report. Smiled again. Sixty-two days. Plenty of time.

I leaned back in the ergonomic chair, the one the company had bought me when I took the COO role, all soft leather and adjustable lumbar support, and let my knees drift apart beneath the glass desk. The office was quiet now. Most of the floor had gone home; only the low hum of the server room and the distant clatter of a cleaner somewhere down the corridor reminded me I wasn’t entirely alone.

My right hand slipped under the waistband of my pencil skirt, fingers finding the silk of my knickers already damp. I didn’t bother teasing myself. There was no time for that, and I didn’t need it.

I’ve always been like this.

Ever since I was twenty-three and discovered that the quiet power I wielded in boardrooms translated, almost too perfectly, to bedrooms, the hunger has never really left. It used to embarrass me, the way I could sit through a three-hour negotiation, smiling politely while my mind catalogued exactly how I’d make the man across the table beg later. Then I stopped being embarrassed. I stopped pretending it was something to manage or medicate. I accepted it the way I accepted gravity: constant, inconvenient, and ultimately useful.

When I was still climbing the ladder, I’d lock myself in the executive bathroom between meetings, back pressed to the cool tile, fingers working fast while I pictured the next man I’d ruin. It was efficient. It cleared my head. It made me sharper.

Later, when I took my husband’s office, and eventually his title, I upgraded to the privacy of my own corner suite. The glass desk helped. No one could see below it unless they crawled underneath, and no one ever would.

I circled my clit slowly at first, then faster, eyes half-closed, staring at Tony’s last message on the phone propped against my keyboard.

Just landed. Roommate’s here. Can’t unpack yet. I’ll do it tonight. When he’s asleep. I promise. I’m scared shitless, but I’ll do it.

The fear in those words, raw, honest, almost childlike, sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I could picture him: middle-aged, soft-bellied, fumbling in the dark with pink satin and steel while another man breathed evenly two feet below. Terrified of being caught. Terrified of not being caught. Terrified of everything in between.

My breathing grew shallow. I bit the inside of my cheek to keep quiet.

I thought about the progression I’d already mapped out in my head. Tonight: the pictures. Tomorrow night: maybe make him edge for an hour before he’s allowed to come, whispering instructions while he tries not to wake Callum. Day after: tell him to leave the cabin door unlocked for five minutes while he kneels. Then ten. Then the whole night.

And if he obeyed, if he really obeyed, I could push further. Tell him to flirt with the roommate. Drop hints. Leave the lingerie visible just enough to spark curiosity. Plant the seed.

I imagined Callum’s face when he finally understood what he was sharing a room with. The shock. The slow dawn of opportunity. The moment he decided to take what was being offered.

My fingers moved faster, slick now, the chair creaking faintly under the small rocking motion of my hips.

I’ve always been wettest when the control is absolute. Not when I’m fucking someone, but when I’m orchestrating them, when they move because I told them to, when their shame is my entertainment, when their release is something I grant or withhold like a queen tossing coins to beggars.

Tony was perfect for that. Disposable distance. No risk of entanglement. No chance he’d ever show up at my door in Prague with flowers and delusions. Just a lonely man on a rig, willing to shave his body and lock his cock because a woman he’s never met told him to.

The orgasm built quickly, too quickly, almost angry. I clamped my thighs around my hand, stifled the sound in the crook of my elbow, and came staring at his message, imagining the click of that tiny padlock echoing in a metal cabin a thousand kilometres away.

Afterwards I sat still for a long moment, chest rising and falling, skin flushed beneath the silk blouse. I withdrew my hand, wiped my fingers on a tissue from the drawer, and straightened my skirt.

Then I picked up the phone again and opened our chat. Typed one more message, cool and precise, as if the last five minutes had never happened.

Remember the rules tonight. Cage first. Then the rest. Three pictures. Face included. I want to see how scared you really are. Don’t disappoint me, Tony. I’m already thinking about what I’ll make you do tomorrow.

I sent it, then I locked the phone, opened the risk report, and started reading again.

The words swam on the screen for a few seconds before they sharpened.

I smiled, small, satisfied. The hunger was quieter now. But it would be back, it always was.


Five

The cabin lights were off except for the faint green glow from the emergency exit sign above the door and the thin blue stripe leaking from Callum’s phone charger on the desk. Tony lay on the top bunk, fully dressed in his rig pyjamas, grey cotton tee, loose navy bottoms, pretending to scroll on his own phone while he listened.

Callum’s breathing had changed at 23:12. The first soft snore came at 23:14, then the rhythm settled: deep, regular, rattling inhalations that vibrated the metal frame of the bunk. Tony counted them. Thirty. Sixty. Ninety. He waited until the count reached two hundred before he moved.

He eased himself down the ladder, bare feet silent on the cold floor plates. The suitcase was still shoved under the bottom bunk. He dragged it out inch by inch, wincing every time the zipper teeth scraped metal. Callum didn’t stir.

Tony knelt beside the case, back to the door, heart thudding so hard he could feel it in his throat. He unzipped slowly. The pastel pinks and whites inside looked obscene in the dim light, frilly, fragile, everything he wasn’t supposed to be.

He started with the cage. Cold steel against warm skin. He lubed it quickly with the tiny sachet of silicone he’d packed, slid the ring behind his balls, then the cage itself. The click of the padlock sounded like a gunshot in the quiet room. He froze, staring at Callum’s shadowed form. Still snoring.

Next, the panties, bubblegum pink, high-cut with a lace ruffle along the legs and a satin bow dead centre. They rode up between his cheeks immediately, the fabric so thin he could feel every seam. Then the white thigh-high stockings with their little pink bows; he rolled them up his freshly shaved legs, smoothing them with shaking hands. The babydoll came last, short, sheer, trimmed in white lace that barely covered his stomach. He fastened the tiny hooks at the back, fingers clumsy.

Make-up next. He’d brought a small zip bag for it: red lipstick (the same shade Julia always mentioned), black kohl pencil, cheap mascara from the supermarket that had made his eyes water when he practised at home. He knelt in front of the tiny sink mirror, the porthole behind him showing nothing but black sea.

He wrote JULIA’S SUPERFAN across his soft belly in careful, trembling letters. The lipstick felt greasy, foreign. He smudged the edges with his thumb to make it look deliberate, like a claim. Then the rest: thick mascara, a heavy line of kohl, more lipstick. He blotted it with toilet paper, stared at the stranger in the mirror, chubby cheeks, wide eyes, pink mouth, hairless chest peeking from the babydoll. A sissy. His sissy.

His cock tried to harden fully inside the cage. It couldn’t. The steel stopped it halfway, the pressure painful and perfect. He whimpered, quiet, barely audible.

Phone in hand. Three pictures, as ordered.

First: full body. He set the phone on the desk, propped against the water bottle, timer on ten seconds. He knelt in the middle of the floor, hands clasped behind his back, head bowed just enough to show submission, stomach forward so the writing was clear. Flash off, too risky.

Second: close-up of the cage. He angled the phone down between his spread thighs, the pink steel visible through the sheer front panel of the panties. The bow sat right above it like a taunt.

Third: face. He lifted the phone himself, held it at arm’s length. Eyes wide open. Looking straight into the lens. Letting the fear show. Lips parted. Mascara already starting to run from the nervous tears he couldn’t stop.

He sent them all at once. No caption. Just the images. Then he deleted them from his gallery and the sent folder, just in case.

The phone buzzed almost immediately. Julia.

Good little slut. You look terrified. I like it. Keep the cage on. Sleep in the babydoll if you dare. Tomorrow night we go further.

Tony’s knees buckled. He sat back on his heels, breathing hard.

The cage throbbed. He reached down, pinched the tip between finger and thumb through the satin. The friction was maddening, too little, too much, exactly right. He stared at his reflection in the mirror: the sleeping Callum behind him, oblivious (or so he hoped), the soft pink babydoll clinging to his chest, the red writing claiming him.

In his head, Callum woke.

In his head, Callum rolled over, saw the kneeling figure in lingerie, saw the cage, saw the words. In his head, Callum smiled that lazy Glaswegian smile, stood up, stepped closer. Big hands on Tony’s shoulders. Rough voice in his ear: “Fuckin’ hell, mate. You’ve been hiding this?”

Tony’s eyes fluttered closed.

He rubbed faster. Small, desperate circles. The cage rattled faintly with every movement. His other hand gripped the edge of the desk to keep from falling.

Callum’s snoring continued in the fantasy, then stopped. Footsteps. The creak of the bunk. A hand in his hair. A belt unbuckling. The hot press of something thick against his lips. “Open up, sissy. You’ve been begging for it.”

Tony came hard, silent, body jerking, ropes of cum spilling into the pink panties, soaking through the satin, dripping onto the floor plates. His vision whited out for a second. When it cleared, he was panting, trembling, the mirror showing a wrecked, flushed face with smeared lipstick and tear tracks.

Shame crashed in immediately.

He scrambled. Tissues from the desk, wiped the floor, wiped himself, peeled the lingerie off with shaking fingers. Stockings rolled down. Babydoll unhooked. Panties stuffed into the bottom of the suitcase, cum-soaked and ruined. He wiped his face with baby wipes, scrubbed until the skin was red, then scrubbed more. The cage stayed on, he didn’t dare take it off. Julia had said keep it on.

Pyjamas back on. Suitcase shoved under the bunk. Phone silenced.

He climbed the ladder slowly, every joint aching.

When he reached the top bunk and looked down, Callum was still on his side.

But the snoring had stopped.

The breathing was different now, shallow, even, deliberate. The kind of breathing you do when you’re trying very hard to sound asleep.

Tony froze, one leg still dangling over the edge.

Callum’s eyes were closed. His face slack. But the rhythm was wrong. Too controlled.

Had he woken up? Had he heard the quiet whimpers, the faint rustle of satin? Had he cracked an eye open in the dark and seen the kneeling shape in pink? Had he watched the whole thing, Tony rubbing himself like a desperate slut, coming in his own panties while staring at his reflection?

Tony’s stomach dropped through the floor.

He pulled his leg up, lay flat on the mattress, pulled the thin blanket over himself.

He didn’t sleep. Neither, he suspected, did Callum.

The cabin was silent except for the distant thrum of the rig’s engines and the low howl of wind against steel. And somewhere in the dark, Tony wondered if two men lay awake.

The alarm on Tony’s phone went off at 05:45, same as every shift, a shrill electronic bleat that cut through the cabin like a knife. He slapped it silent, lay still for ten seconds, listening.

Callum was already moving below him. The rustle of sheets, the creak of the bunk frame, the soft thud of feet hitting floor plates. Normal sounds. Everyday sounds.

Tony stayed on his back, staring at the perforated metal ceiling, heart still carrying last night’s rhythm. The cage was still locked on, uncomfortable now, the night’s swelling long faded into a dull, persistent ache. He could feel the faint stickiness where he’d cleaned himself badly with tissues in the dark. The babydoll was folded at the bottom of the suitcase, the lipstick-smeared panties wrapped in a plastic bag inside a sock. Everything hidden. Everything quiet.

He waited until Callum had pulled on his boiler suit and was lacing his boots before he climbed down.

“Morning, old man,” Callum said without turning round. Same Glaswegian drawl. Same easy tone. “You sleep alright? Sounded like you were wrestling a ghost up there.”

Tony’s stomach flipped. He forced a chuckle, kept it light.

“Bad dream. Rig falling into the sea. You know how it is.”

Callum snorted, zipped his coveralls. “Aye, we’ve all had that one. Coffee?”

“Always.”

They walked to the mess together, shoulders almost touching in the narrow corridor. Callum talked about the weather forecast, gale force eight coming in tomorrow, probably knock the crane ops offline for a day. Tony nodded, grunted in the right places, kept his eyes on the scuffed floor plates. No sideways glances. No loaded pauses. No hint that anything had changed.

In the canteen, Callum loaded his tray with the usual: two sausages, beans, fried bread, black coffee. Tony took porridge and tea, stomach too knotted for grease. They sat at the same table as last hitch, near the window where the sea looked like boiling lead under the floodlights.

Callum shovelled food, talked football, complained about VAR again. Tony laughed when he was supposed to. Laughed harder than he needed to.

Nothing.

No “saw you last night, mate.”

No smirk.

No raised eyebrow when Tony shifted uncomfortably on the bench because the cage tugged with every movement.

No quiet “you alright?” that really meant something else.

By 07:30 they were in the control room together, Callum on comms, Tony running the usual morning diagnostics. Routine swallowed them both. The rig didn’t care about secrets; it just wanted the pumps to keep turning and the gas to keep flowing.

Tony waited for the dig. A quiet “nice lipstick, by the way” in the locker room. A brush of the hand that lingered too long. A joke about “pretty boys” that would make the others laugh without knowing why.

Nothing came.

By midday, the disappointment had settled in Tony’s chest like damp rot. Relief was there too, sharp, grateful relief that his life hadn’t exploded in a single night, but underneath it was the hollow ache of something denied. He’d spent hours building the fantasy: Callum waking, seeing, wanting. He’d come so hard imagining it that his legs had shaken. And now… nothing. Callum was just Callum. The same roommate. The same mate.

Part of Tony hated himself for wanting the exposure so badly. The other part hated Callum for not giving it to him.

He stole glances when he thought Callum wasn’t looking. The way the younger man’s shoulders moved under the boiler suit. The quick, easy smile he flashed at the derrick crew. The casual way he leaned against the console, arms folded, watching the screens like he owned them.

Tony’s cock twitched uselessly in the cage. He shifted his weight, pretended to study the pressure readout.

At 14:00, end of shift, they walked back to the cabin together. Callum kicked off his boots, peeled down to his base layer, stretched.

“Fancy a film later? Got that new one downloaded. Proper shite, but better than staring at the walls.”

Tony swallowed. “Aye. Sounds good.”

Callum grinned. “Cool. I’ll sort the popcorn. You bring the tissues, your eyes’ll be watering from how bad it is.”

He laughed. Tony laughed with him.

The joke landed innocent. Too innocent.

Tony climbed into the top bunk early, claiming tiredness. He lay there while Callum scrolled on his phone below, the blue light flickering across the ceiling.

The cabin was quiet again, save for the engines and the wind.

Tony stared into the dark.

Relief. Disappointment. Fear. Want.

All of them tangled together, impossible to pull apart.

He closed his eyes. Tonight, Julia would want more.

Somewhere beneath him, Callum breathed steadily, snoring again, or pretending to. Tony didn’t know which. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know. But the cage reminded him, with every small shift of his body, that the game wasn’t over.

Not yet.


Six

The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of the dishwasher finishing its cycle and the occasional creak of old floorboards settling under the weight of winter. My husband had taken the kids to his mother’s for the evening, some family dinner I’d politely declined with a migraine excuse. The migraine was real enough: a dull throb behind my right eye from too many hours staring at spreadsheets. But it gave me the house. Gave me silence. Gave me time.

I sat at the kitchen island in the half-light of the pendant lamp, laptop open, phone beside it. The three photos from Tony had arrived forty minutes earlier, timestamped 00:17 rig time. I’d already saved them to an encrypted folder labelled “Research – Novel Inspiration.” Professional habit.

Full body: knees apart on cold steel plates, babydoll clinging to his soft middle, red lipstick letters stark against pale skin. Close-up: the pink cage pressing against sheer satin, the little bow almost comical in its innocence. Face: wide eyes, tear-tracks cutting through thick mascara, mouth slack with fear and want.

He’d done it. In the same room as another man. With the risk hanging over him like a blade.

I felt the slow, familiar coil in my belly. Not frantic. Controlled. The way I liked it.

I poured another half-glass of the Barolo I’d opened earlier, swirled it, watched the legs trail down the inside of the glass. Then I opened our chat.

I typed deliberately, sentence by sentence, letting each one settle before moving to the next.

Well done, little one. You followed instructions. You sent everything I asked for. You even showed me the fear in your eyes. I’m impressed. Tonight you get a small reward. You may take the cage off. But only after you’ve dressed again, full outfit, stockings, babydoll, the works. Make-up thicker this time. I want you looking like the desperate sissy slut you are.

Then you will masturbate. But you will do it on your knees, facing your roommate’s bunk. You will stare at him while you touch yourself. Watch his chest rise and fall. Imagine what he’d do if he opened his eyes and saw you there, hard and leaking in pink lace. And you will video it. The whole thing. Sound on, let me hear every whimper, every shaky breath. Keep the camera steady. Show me your face, show me what you’re looking at, show me your hand moving.

When you cum, you cum quietly. Swallow it. No mess on the floor. Send me the video before you sleep. If it’s good enough, I’ll consider letting you keep the cage off for a whole day. If it isn’t… back in steel tomorrow night, and we start again from the beginning. Be a good girl for me, Tony. I’ll be waiting.

I read it through once. Then twice. Satisfied, I hit send.

The message whooshed away into the ether, carrying my words across the North Sea to that rusting metal box.

I closed the laptop, took the wine upstairs to the bedroom. The house felt larger when it was empty. Larger and colder. I lit the small lamp on the nightstand, slipped out of my cashmere sweater and jeans, left them folded on the chair. Black silk camisole, matching knickers. Stockings, I kept them on. They felt like armour.

I lay on top of the duvet, phone on the pillow beside me, and waited.

Not for a reply. Not yet.

For the knowledge that somewhere out there, in the middle of a storm-tossed sea, a middle-aged man would soon kneel in front of another sleeping man, free his cock, and stroke himself while staring at a face that could wake up at any second.

The thought was enough.

My hand drifted down. Slow circles over silk. No rush. I had hours.

I pictured the video I’d receive later tonight or early tomorrow: shaky framing, dim green emergency light, Tony’s flushed face in the foreground, Callum’s sleeping profile in soft focus behind him. The quiet, wet sounds of skin on skin. The choked little noises he couldn’t quite swallow. The moment his hips jerked and he caught every drop in his palm, brought it to his painted lips, obeyed.

I came quietly, thighs trembling, eyes closed, tasting the wine on my tongue.

Afterwards I lay still, breathing even, listening to the city outside the double glazing.

The phone stayed silent for now. It wouldn’t stay silent forever.

The following day I had a business trip. The Range Rover ate the kilometres with the quiet arrogance of a vehicle that cost more than most people’s houses. Company-leased, graphite grey, tinted windows just dark enough to feel private without screaming “look at me.” I kept the speed steady at 140, cruise control engaged, left hand loose on the wheel, right hand resting on the centre armrest.

The phone sat in its cradle beside me, screen black. No new notifications. No blue ticks. No frantic three-dot typing bubble.

Tony hadn’t read the message yet.

He was probably already on shift, working on whatever a rig engineer did. Or maybe he was still in the cabin, pretending to sleep, staring at the ceiling while the cage reminded him of last night’s surrender. Either way, the silence felt deliberate, like he was holding his breath.

I didn’t mind. The anticipation was half the pleasure.

I shifted in the seat, felt the damp silk between my thighs cling and release with the movement. My panties were soaked, had been since I’d left Prague behind the wheel, since the moment I’d pictured him kneeling again tonight, this time with the cage finally off, cock free and leaking while he stared at the sleeping shape of his roommate.

It had been too long since I’d done this properly.

Not the polite, scheduled scenes with my husband, beautiful in their familiarity, but predictable. Not the hurried hotel fucks with business-trip lovers who thought they were in charge until I flipped them. Real domination, the kind that starts with a single typed sentence and ends with a man reshaping his entire secret life around my whims. The kind that makes my pulse throb behind my clit even when I’m doing 140 on the Autobahn.

I pressed my thighs together, let the seam of my trousers rub just enough to tease. No touching. Not yet. I wanted the ache to build, wanted to arrive in Berlin already dripping, already half-mad with the need to see what he’d send.

The video.

Him on his knees in the dim cabin, pink babydoll fluttering around his soft belly, thick mascara, red lips smeared from nervous licking. Hand moving slow at first, then desperate. Eyes fixed on his friend’s sleeping face, chest rising, falling, innocent. The quiet, wet sounds. The choked whimpers he’d try to swallow. The moment he came, palm catching every drop, tongue darting out to obey.

God.

I exhaled through my nose, forced my grip on the wheel to loosen.

This was why I’d kept writing the books even after the boardroom swallowed most of my life. The stories weren’t just fiction; they were rehearsals. Blueprints. And now, finally, I had a willing participant who didn’t know how deep the water was until he was already drowning in it.

The phone stayed silent.

I glanced at it again, still no notification. Good.

Let him stew through his shift. Let the instruction sit in his inbox like a live wire, humming under the surface while he pretended to be normal Tony: dependable engineer, ale-drinking Brit, one of the lads.

By the time he finally opened it, maybe tonight, maybe tomorrow morning when he crawled back into the cabin exhausted, he’d know exactly what I expected. And he’d do it. Because men like him always do when the leash is long enough to let them think they still have choices.

I changed lanes, overtook a slow articulated lorry with Polish plates. The Range Rover surged forward, smooth and powerful. My panties clung again.

I smiled into the empty road ahead.

Berlin was still an hour away. The video would come eventually. And when it did, I’d watch it in the hotel room, lights low, door locked, legs spread on crisp white sheets. Then I’d decide how much further to pull the leash tomorrow.

Just a little. Then a lot. The way I liked it.

For now though, I decided it was time to unleash my pent-up sexual frustration. The needle climbed past 180 without protest. The Range Rover’s supercharged V8 woke up properly for the first time today, a low, hungry growl that vibrated through the leather seat and straight into my bones. No speed cameras here, no speed limits, just open autobahn stretching ahead like black ribbon under a sky the colour of wet slate. I kept both hands on the wheel now, elbows locked, feeling the car lean into the acceleration the way a thoroughbred leans into a gallop.

I hadn’t come this hard in the bedroom last night just to arrive in Berlin calm and collected.

The frustration had been building for weeks, months, really. Board meetings where I smiled and nodded while men half my intelligence explained basic supply-chain logistics to me. A husband who knelt beautifully but whose submission had become as routine as brushing teeth. Lovers scattered across Europe who were only available when flight schedules aligned, and even then they wanted romance instead of ruin. The kids growing older, noticing more, forcing every scene to be quieter, smaller, safer.

And then Tony.

A soft, frightened, middle-aged man on a North Sea rig who shaved his body and locked his cock because a stranger told him to. Who sent pictures with tear tracks cutting through mascara. Who was probably, right this minute, walking the steel corridors of Fortune North with a pink steel cage between his legs, pretending to be normal while my last instruction sat unread in his inbox.

The thought of him, kneeling tonight, cage finally off, hand moving while he stared at his sleeping roommate, sent another pulse straight between my thighs. The silk knickers were ruined now, clinging wetly with every shift of my hips against the seat.

I grinned into the windscreen, dark and private.

Fuck it.

I pushed the accelerator harder. 200. 210. The SUV surged like it was angry at being held back this long. The engine note rose to a full-throated roar, drowning out the ambient playlist. My pulse matched it.

I’d be early to the hotel. Very early.

Check in, drop the luggage, change into gym kit, black leggings that hugged every curve, cropped tank that showed the line of my sports bra, hair pulled into a high, tight ponytail. Thirty minutes on the treadmill at incline twelve, pushing until my lungs burned and sweat ran between my breasts. Then the free weights: deadlifts until my thighs shook, rows that made my back flex under the tight fabric, shoulder presses that left my arms trembling.

By the time I finished I’d be dripping, sweat and otherwise.

Then the shower: long, scalding, door locked, fingers between my legs again while I pictured the video that would arrive sometime tonight or early tomorrow. Tony’s flushed face in the foreground, the friend’s sleeping profile behind him, the quiet, obscene sounds of a man jerking off to the risk of being caught. The moment he came, silent, obedient, swallowing like a good girl.

I’d watch it on the hotel bed, legs spread, hotel robe open, no hurry.

Maybe I’d come again. Maybe twice. Maybe I’d find a hot guy in the gym to plough me.

The speedometer hovered at 250. The road blurred. Berlin was closing in fast.

I eased off the throttle just enough to stay legal once the city limits approached, but the grin stayed. Pent-up didn’t begin to cover it.

This was release waiting to happen, slow, deliberate, and aimed straight at a man who had no idea how deep the water already was.

Tony had no idea what he’d unleashed. But he was about to find out.


Seven

The cabin was a cave of green emergency light and the low, constant thrum of the rig’s heart. Tony had waited until Callum’s breathing dropped into the heavy, unmistakable pattern of deep sleep, snore, pause, rattle, repeat. He’d counted to three hundred just to be sure.

Then he moved.

Ladder down, silent as he could manage. Suitcase dragged out. Clothes off. Cage unlocked first, fingers trembling so badly he dropped the tiny key once, had to grope for it under the bunk. The relief when the steel came away was almost painful; his cock sprang free, already half-hard from anticipation alone.

He dressed fast, frantic, every piece a step deeper into the hole he’d dug for himself. White thigh-highs rolled up shaved legs. Bubblegum-pink panties that rode high and tight. The babydoll slipped over his head, lace tickling his nipples. Make-up next: thick black kohl, heavy mascara, red lipstick reapplied twice, bold and unmissable. He looked in the mirror and barely recognised the man staring back, chubby, hairless, painted, desperate.

He was determined.

Determined to be hers. To be the bitch she wrote about. To be the thing she could own from a thousand kilometres away.

Phone propped against the water bottle on the desk, angled low so it caught everything: his kneeling form in the foreground, Callum’s bunk in soft focus behind. Camera on. Video recording. Red light blinking like an eye.

Tony knelt. Knees apart on the cold steel plates. Legs shaking. Cock jutting forward, leaking already. He wrapped his hand around it, slow at first, savouring the freedom after twenty-four hours locked. Eyes fixed on Callum’s back: broad shoulders under the thin duvet, dark hair against the pillow, steady rise and fall.

He stroked faster.

The fantasy flooded in. Callum waking. Rolling over. Seeing. Smiling that lazy Glaswegian grin. Standing up. Stepping closer. Rough hand in Tony’s hair. “Fuckin’ hell, mate… you’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

Tony’s breath hitched. His hand moved in short, slick jerks. The babydoll fluttered with every movement. The stockings whispered against each other. He was so close, balls tight, thighs trembling, the edge rushing up,

Clank.

Metal footsteps on the corridor grating outside. Someone on night shift walking past. Not stopping. Not slowing. Just passing.

Tony froze. Hand locked around his cock. Heart slamming into his ribs so hard he thought Callum would feel the vibration through the bunk frame.

Callum snorted, a sudden, sharp sound. Then he shifted. Rolled halfway over. Duvet slipped down to his waist. Face now visible in profile, eyes cracked open. Just a slit. Glazed. Sleep-heavy. Unfocused.

For one endless second, Tony stared straight into them.

Callum’s lips parted. A small, dreamy smile curved the corner of his mouth, barely there, gone in the next breath. Then his eyes drifted shut again. Another soft smack of lips. Settling. Snoring resumed almost immediately.

He’d seen. He’d definitely seen. But had he understood? Was it real to him, or just the tail-end of a dream he’d forget by morning?

Tony didn’t know. He didn’t care.

The realisation hit like a breaker: Callum had looked at him, pink lingerie, hard cock, painted face, hand on himself, and smiled.

Tony’s hand flew back to his cock. Faster now. Furious. No more teasing. He stared at Callum’s sleeping face, at the place where those sleepy eyes had opened, and rubbed like his life depended on it.

The orgasm crashed through him without warning. Silent. Violent. He cupped his palm under the head just in time, thick ropes spilling into it, hot and messy. He brought it to his mouth, licked every drop clean for the camera, tongue visible, obscene. Then, voice barely above a whisper, trembling:

“I love you, Mistress Julia.”

He ended the recording. Hit send before he could think better of it.

Then panic.

He scrambled. Lingerie peeled off. Stockings rolled down. Babydoll folded. Everything stuffed back into the suitcase. Face scrubbed raw with baby wipes until the skin was pink and stinging. Cage back on, click of the padlock louder than it should have been. Pyjamas. Ladder up. Blanket pulled high.

He lay there for an hour, wide awake, heart still racing.

He opened the video again. Watched it on mute, earbud in one ear. Watched himself kneel. Watched his hand move. Watched the moment Callum’s eyes opened. Watched the tiny smile. Watched himself come. Watched himself swallow.

His cock tried to harden again inside the steel. It hurt. He welcomed the hurt.

He thought about fishing the key out of the tin under the bunk. Thought about unlocking again, going for round two. He didn’t.

Too tired. Too scared. Too satisfied.

He left the cage on. Let it bite. Let it remind him who he belonged to now.

Morning came too soon and Callum woke first, as always. Stretched. Yawned. Sat up and rubbed his face.

Tony stayed very still, pretending sleep. Callum glanced up at the top bunk. Then away.

Then, casual as anything, voice rough from sleep: “I had the strangest fuckin’ dream last night.”

Tony’s stomach dropped through the deck plates.

Callum chuckled, low, sleepy, almost fond. “Proper weird one. Don’t even know what to make of it.”

He swung his legs out of bed. Stood. Stretched again.

Tony kept his eyes closed, grunted. Callum didn’t say anything else, just pulled on his boxers, grabbed his towel, and headed for the shower.

The cabin door clicked shut behind him and Tony opened his eyes, stared at the ceiling.

Callum remembered. Maybe not clearly. Maybe not as reality. Not yet. But he remembered. And Tony, dressed, painted, exposed, coming while staring at him, had never felt more alive. Or more terrified. Or more owned.

The rig didn’t change rhythm for anyone’s private crises. Pumps thumped, alarms chirped, coffee ran out at 10:17 like clockwork. But something had shifted in the air between Tony and Callum, thin as a crack in steel, impossible to ignore once you knew it was there.

Callum’s looks started small. A glance across the control room while Tony was logging pressures, longer than usual, head tilted slightly, brows knit. Then in the mess at lunch, Callum’s eyes flicked up from his tray, lingered on Tony’s face for three heartbeats before dropping back to his sausages. Concerned. Curious. Not accusatory. Not yet.

Tony felt every one like a touch. His skin prickled under the boiler suit. The cage, still locked on from last night, seemed to tighten with each stolen look, a constant, dull reminder of what he’d done, what Callum might have seen.

Inside, Tony’s mind spun the same loop over and over: He remembers. He’s piecing it together. He’s going to say something. He’s going to laugh. He’s going to tell the lads. He’s going to want it too.

By mid-afternoon, during a quiet stretch in the instrument workshop while they calibrated a faulty sensor, Callum finally spoke.

He kept his eyes on the multimetre, voice low, casual, like he was commenting on the weather.

“Do you maybe feel like being on the rig all the time… changes people?”

Tony’s fingers stilled on the screwdriver. He looked up. Callum was staring at the readout, jaw tight, the usual easy grin nowhere in sight.

Tony swallowed. “Changes how?”

Callum shrugged, too quick. “I dunno. Makes you… think things. Dream things. Stuff you wouldn’t normally.” He laughed once, short and hollow. “Isolation, maybe. Too much time in your own head. Too many months away from normal life.”

He still wouldn’t meet Tony’s eyes.

Tony understood then. Callum wasn’t questioning Tony. He was questioning himself.

Callum was thirty-nine, divorced for four years, two kids he saw maybe three times a year when the flights and the ex-wife’s schedule aligned. He pulled longer hitches than most, three months on, three weeks off sometimes, because the overtime paid the child support and the mortgage he couldn’t quite shake. The rig was more home than anywhere else. And in that long, grey stretch of sea and steel, dreams could twist. Desires could surface. Especially if you woke up in the middle of the night and saw something you couldn’t quite process, something pink, painted, desperate, kneeling in the dark.

Tony felt a pang of something almost tender. Almost protective. He set the screwdriver down.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “Definitely. The longer you’re out here, the more the walls close in. Things bubble up. Stuff you thought was buried.”

Callum finally looked at him. Eyes searching. Vulnerable in a way Tony had never seen.

“Nothing wrong with it though,” Tony added, keeping his voice steady. “Doesn’t make you less of a man. Doesn’t make you anything you’re not already.”

Callum exhaled through his nose, nodded once. “Aye. Suppose.”

He went back to the multimetre, but the tension in his shoulders had eased a fraction.

Tony didn’t push. Didn’t dare. But as they packed up the tools and headed back toward the accommodation block, Tony felt the crack in the steel widen just a little more.

Callum wasn’t ready to name what he’d seen. Not yet.

He was still telling himself it was a dream. A side-effect. The rig playing tricks. But the looks kept coming, longer now, softer around the edges, and Tony, caged, aching, terrified, exhilarated, knew that the next night, when Julia gave him fresh instructions, the line between dream and reality would get thinner still.

He wondered how long Callum could keep pretending. He wondered how long he could.

The day wore on, the rig thrummed, and two men walked side by side down steel corridors, each carrying a secret that was starting to feel less like a secret and more like an invitation.


Eight

The suite smelled of fresh linen, expensive bergamot candles, and the faint metallic tang of my own arousal that had lingered since the gym. I sat on the edge of the king-size bed in the hotel robe, white terrycloth, too plush, too innocent for what was running through my head, phone in one hand, glass of room-service Shiraz in the other.

I’d watched the video twice already.

Tony on his knees in the dim green glow. Pink babydoll fluttering. Hand moving in short, desperate strokes. Face contorted with shame and ecstasy. And then, the moment Callum turned. The sleepy crack of eyes. The tiny, dreamy smile. The snort. The settling back into sleep.

It was perfect. Too perfect.

My obsession with men fucking men hadn’t started with Tony. It started when I was nineteen, sneaking onto my older brother’s laptop late at night, clicking the first gay video that loaded because the thumbnail showed two men kissing, slow, hungry, nothing like the clumsy fumbling I’d experienced with boys my age. I’d watched, thighs pressed together, confused and wet and ashamed. I liked dominating men. I liked making them beg. Yet here I was, aching at the sight of two men touching each other with a tenderness I’d never allowed myself.

I started going to gay clubs, not to pick up women, though I tried that too, mostly to blend in. I went to watch. To stand in dark corners and see men kiss, grind, disappear into bathrooms together. I told myself it was research for the stories I’d one day write. Really, it was hunger.

Friends called me weird when I confessed. Men could jerk off to lesbians all day; women who got off on gay men were “freaky,” “broken,” “probably a lesbian in denial.” So I tried to be normal. Dated vanilla boys. Tried to submit in bed. Let them think they were in charge while I quietly manipulated them into the things I really wanted.

The first one, Mark, kissed his best friend for me after too many shots. The second, Liam, sucked off a stranger in a club toilet while I watched from the stall door. Every time they did it. Every time they ghosted me afterwards, too ashamed to face what they’d enjoyed.

It took years to stop feeling guilty for wanting it. To realise that male-on-male sex wasn’t a kink I needed to hide, it was a tool. A beautiful, humiliating, powerful tool. And once I accepted my dominance fully, I stopped asking permission. I started demanding.

That’s why Tony’s video made my pulse race. Because I saw the future in that sleepy half-smile: Callum waking fully one night. Not dreaming. Not pretending. Seeing the sissy kneeling there and deciding, slowly, inevitably, to take what was being offered. And I would be the one to orchestrate it. To make them film it. To watch them fuck for my pleasure.

I called my husband.

He answered on the second ring, voice soft, wary.

“Hi, love. How’s Berlin?”

I didn’t waste time on pleasantries.

“I’ve got a new project,” I said. “The rig engineer. He’s doing beautifully. Tonight he jerked off staring at his roommate. The roommate woke up. Smiled. Went back to sleep. I’m going to make them fuck. And film it.”

Silence on the line. Then a slow exhale.

“Julia…”

“Don’t,” I cut in. “Don’t lecture.”

“I’m not. I’m just saying, be careful. One, the board. You just closed the government contract. If this man panics, if he screenshots anything, if he goes public… ‘COO of major German multinational remotely dominating vulnerable worker online.’ The headlines write themselves. Two…” He paused. “These are tough men. You push too far, he might end up hurt. Really hurt. Hospital hurt. Or worse.”

I frowned into the empty room. I wanted to snap that I didn’t care. That consequences were part of the thrill.

But I did care.

Not enough to stop. Just enough to feel the sting.

So I did the next best thing.

“Punch yourself in the balls,” I said quietly. “Now.”

He didn’t argue. I heard the muffled thump. Once. Twice.

“Harder.”

Another. A choked gasp.

“Harder!”

The sound of impact, then a low, pained whimper. Real tears, I could hear them in the way his breathing hitched.

I let him suffer for thirty seconds.

Then: “Go drink your piss.”

I ended the call.

The room was suddenly too quiet.

He was right, of course. The board. The scandal. The risk of real damage.

I should stop. I should send one final message. Thank Tony for playing. Tell him it was fun. Delete the folder. Walk away.

Instead, I opened our chat, my thumbs moved on autopilot.

Tonight, same thing again. Dress up. Make-up thick. Masturbate for the camera. But this time, keep the cabin door open. Just a crack. You better hope nobody walks past. After you cum, sleep in the babydoll. Yes, you can wear a t-shirt over it if you’re scared, but the nightie stays on. Cage back on immediately after. Record everything. Make sure your friend is in the room. Be a good girl.

I stared at the words.

Then I sent them.

Tony’s reply came in under two minutes.

I really want to do it. But I don’t think I can. The door… someone might see. Callum might wake up properly this time. I’m scared.

I stared at the message.

My heart kicked hard.

I knew what I’d promised myself I wouldn’t do.

But my fingers were already moving.

I have your pictures. And the videos. All of them. Including tonight’s. You wouldn’t want those getting out, would you?

I hit send.

The implication hung there, black and heavy on the screen.

Blackmail.

I’d crossed the line I swore I never would. And the worst part? I wasn’t sorry. Not even a little.

I set the phone down, finished the wine, and lay back on the bed.

Tomorrow morning I’d wake up to whatever he sent. And whatever came after that, whether it was obedience, panic, or the slow unravelling of two men on a rig, I would watch. Because that’s who I was, and I was done pretending otherwise.

I’d promised myself, sworn on the day the board confirmed me as COO, that I’d bury that particular fantasy. Real blackmail was illegal, messy, career-ending. The game version, the whispered threat that made a man’s cock twitch while he knew, deep down, I’d never actually pull the trigger, had been my dirty little favourite for years. I’d stopped. Mostly. Until tonight.

Until the itch became unbearable. And that itch made me horny.

I was alone in a five-star suite, horny beyond reason, and masturbation felt like trying to put out a forest fire with a teaspoon. Berlin was crawling with contacts, old lovers, eager submissives, men who’d drop everything for a late-night summons, but that meant waiting. Calls. Texts. Small talk. I didn’t want logistics. I wanted immediate surrender.

So I dressed for war.

Black silk crop-cami, lace-trimmed, the hem barely skimming the underside of my breasts. My navel piercing caught the light when I moved, small silver barbell with a tiny black onyx stone. Tight black leatherette pencil skirt, high-waisted, hugging every curve I’d earned in the gym. No panties. Never panties when I hunted like this. I checked my reflection: smoky eyes, blood-red lips, blonde hair loose and tousled just enough to look like I’d already been fucked. A single spritz of Tiziana Terenzi Kirke behind each ear, sweet, musky peach that clung without screaming. Nothing on the neck. Married men had wives who checked collars.

The hotel bar was half-full, low lights, jazz piano, the kind of place where deals were sealed and marriages quietly broken. I took a stool near the centre, ordered a Negroni, crossed my legs so the skirt rode up just enough.

Three men approached within ten minutes. All the same type: mid-forties, expensive watches, alpha posturing. They spoke over me, assumed I was waiting for rescue. I dismissed each with a polite smile and a single raised brow. They retreated, confused and a little wounded.

Then I saw him.

Back booth. Dark hair neatly combed, muscular but lean, polo shirt stretched across shoulders that saw regular gym time. Beige chinos. American, Atlanta accent when he laughed at something his colleague said. Mid-thirties. Blushing every time our eyes met, then looking away like a guilty schoolboy. His friend was older, louder, already signalling for the bill. When the friend left with a clap on the shoulder and a “don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” the younger man stayed. Nursing his beer. Stealing glances.

I finished my drink, slid off the stool, walked over.

“Julia.”

He startled, then smiled, shy, genuine. “Matt.”

Definitely Southern. Soft drawl. Blush creeping up his neck.

“I… uh…”

“I’m not a prostitute,” I said, cutting the panic before it could bloom. “I’m an executive. Here on business. And I’m bored.”

His eyes flicked to my wedding ring.

“And married,” he added quietly.

“Yes. Happily. So?”

He swallowed. “So…?”

“So can’t a woman get horny?” I leaned in, voice low. “My husband and I have an arrangement. I’m not looking for forever. Just tonight. My only question, Matt, is whether you can follow instructions?”

He nodded fast. Too fast. “Yes, Ma’am.”

The “Ma’am” sent a fresh pulse straight to my clit.

“Jolly good. Finish your drink. We’re leaving.”

He blinked. “We are?”

I held up the room keycard between two fingers. “Yes. We are.”

The walk to the elevators was delicious. Heads turned. Jealousy followed. Three of the alphas from earlier watched, jaws tight, as I led this blushing American out like a prize. I felt twenty-five again.

The doors closed. Just us.

I turned to him. “Drop to your knees and lick my pussy.”

His eyes widened. “Now?”

“Yes, Matt. Now.”

I gathered the leatherette skirt in my fists, pulled it up to my waist. No panties. Smooth, waxed, already glistening.

He stared for half a heartbeat, shock, hunger, disbelief, then dropped. Knees hit carpet. Hands on my thighs, tentative at first, then firmer. His mouth found me like a man starved. Tongue flat and eager, circling my clit, dipping inside, sucking gently then harder when I threaded my fingers through his dark hair and pulled him closer.

The elevator hummed upward.

I tilted my head back against the mirrored wall, watched our reflection: tall blonde in leather and silk, legs spread, a handsome American on his knees worshipping like it was his religion.

The doors dinged open on my floor. He didn’t stop until I tugged him up by the hair.

“Good boy,” I murmured against his mouth, tasting myself on his lips. “Now let’s see how well you take orders when we’re horizontal.”

I led him down the corridor, keycard in one hand, his wrist in the other.

The night was young, and I had a lot of frustration to work out.

Matt was going to be perfect. For tonight, at least.

Tomorrow I’d deal with Tony. Tomorrow I’d decide whether the blackmail stayed a game… or became something sharper.

But tonight? Tonight was for cock. And surrender. And the sweet, filthy sound of a man learning exactly how much he liked being told what to do.


Nine

The mess hall smelled of reheated shepherd’s pie and instant gravy. Tony sat alone at the end of a long table, phone cradled in one hand, fork forgotten in the other. The screen glowed with Julia’s latest messages, blackmail threat included. His stomach twisted, not with fear exactly, but with something hotter, darker.

She understands, he thought. She knows exactly what makes me tick. The blackmail isn’t real, she doesn’t even have my surname, my address, nothing. But fuck, the suggestion… the idea that she could expose me…

His cock twitched uselessly inside the cage, a dull throb that made him shift on the bench. The threat was erotic because it was impossible. Safe. A fantasy leash she could tug without ever truly yanking. He still couldn’t do what she asked. Door open? In the corridor? No. Absolutely not.

But when he pushed open the cabin door that evening, the thought had already started to fester, growing roots in the quiet parts of his mind.

Callum was sprawled on the bottom bunk, remote in hand, Bruce Willis yelling about asteroids on the tiny wall-mounted TV. Armageddon. Again.

Tony rolled his eyes. “You know we’re not going to space, right?”

“A man can dream,” Callum muttered, not looking away from the screen.

Tony climbed the ladder to the top bunk. Halfway up, his foot slipped on the slick rung, fatigue, nerves, whatever, and his hips slammed forward. The chastity cage clanged hard against the metal, a sharp, unmistakable metallic clink that echoed in the small room.

Callum’s head snapped up. “Jesus, man. Is your cock made of steel?”

Tony’s face burned. He forced a laugh. “Yeah, exactly.”

They both chuckled, the sound thin and awkward. Then silence fell. Heavy. Loaded. Tony could almost hear the gears turning in Callum’s head. What the fuck was that sound?

Callum didn’t ask. Just turned back to the film.

Tony lay on his bunk, heart hammering, staring at the ceiling plates. The cage felt tighter now, like it knew what was coming.

Hours later, the TV clicked off. Callum’s breathing slowed, deepened, settled into the familiar snore-rhythm.

Tony waited. Counted to two hundred. Then three hundred.

He moved.

Ladder down. Suitcase out. Clothes off. Cage unlocked, fingers slick with nervous sweat. The pink babydoll slipped over his head, lace whispering against shaved skin. Thigh-highs rolled up slowly, deliberately. Lipstick reapplied thick, mascara heavy, kohl smudged for effect. He looked in the mirror and shivered, painted, soft, exposed.

He crept to the door. Cracked it open. Corridor empty. Floodlights harsh, shadows long, distant hum of night-shift footsteps somewhere far off.

Phone propped on the desk. Video recording started. Red light steady.

He knelt. Unlocked the cage fully. His cock sprang free, already hard, leaking at the tip. The air felt cold against the sensitive skin.

Then, “Mate… what are you doing?” Callum’s voice. Low. Confused. Not angry.

Tony froze. Turned. Callum was propped on one elbow, duvet pooled at his waist, eyes wide but not horrified. Just… curious.

Then he grinned. Slow. Crooked.

“What’s her name?” Callum asked.

Tony’s mouth went dry. He scrambled up, rushed to the door, pushed it shut with a soft click.

“Julia.”

“Mistress Julia, huh?” Callum’s grin widened. He nodded toward Tony’s crotch. “Come on, man. You’re wearing a cock cage. Of course you’ve got a dominatrix.”

Tony stood there, shivering in pink lace and stockings, arms wrapped around himself. “How… how did you know?”

“I saw something the other night,” Callum said simply. “Thought it was a dream at first. But that clank earlier? Yeah. And I’ve watched a programme online about this shit. People into all sorts. If that’s what floats your boat…” He shrugged. “She giving you tasks?”

Tony nodded, throat tight. “Yeah.”

Callum tilted his head. “Wanna show me what she looks like?”

Tony hesitated, then grabbed his phone. Opened Instagram. @juliagwenslater. The profile picture, sharp cheekbones, knowing smile.

Callum leaned in. Whistled low. “Fuck me. She’s gorgeous, mate. Yeah… I’d do stuff for her.”

A beat.

“What’s she making you do now?”

Tony swallowed. “Video myself… wanking… while looking at you. Door open.”

Callum barked a laugh, genuine, surprised. Then he reached out, took the phone from Tony’s trembling hand, and turned the camera on.

“Best get to it then,” he said, voice light, almost playful.

Tony’s eyes went wide. “You… you’re okay with this?”

Callum shrugged. “I’m not gonna tell anyone, am I? Can you imagine the shit I’d get? We’re good, mate.”

Tony checked the corridor again, empty, then eased the door open a crack. Cool air slipped in. He dropped to his knees, back to the door, facing Callum. Hand around his cock. It was already throbbing, slick at the tip.

Callum kept the camera steady. “Go on then. She wants you looking at me, right?”

Tony nodded. Forced his eyes up. Met Callum’s gaze.

Callum’s expression softened, just a fraction. Not mocking. Not disgusted. Something warmer. Curious. Maybe even… interested.

Tony stroked. Slow at first. Then faster. The babydoll fluttered with each movement. Stockings hissed, nylon on nylon. His breathing grew ragged.

Footsteps echoed in the distance, someone walking the corridor. Closer.

Tony’s hand sped up. Desperate. Eyes locked on Callum’s. Callum didn’t look away. Tony came, hard, silent, hips jerking. Thick ropes spilled into his palm. He brought it to his mouth, licked it clean, tongue visible for the camera. Callum’s eyes darkened, just a little.

Tony scrambled up, shut the door, locked it. Heart slamming.

“You ate your jizz?” Callum asked, half-laughing, half-incredulous.

“Doesn’t taste of anything,” Tony mumbled, face burning.

Callum chuckled. “Whatever floats your boat, mate.”

Tony hesitated. “She said… I have to sleep in this. The nightie. I can put a t-shirt over it…”

“No, no,” Callum cut in, grinning wider. “You be a sexy little girl and wear your sexy nightie.” He turned onto his side, facing the wall. “Jesus, what some people get up to,” he muttered, amused.

Tony locked the cage back on, click echoing in the quiet. Climbed into the top bunk wearing only the babydoll, the lace clinging to his cooling skin. The sheets felt rough against his shaved legs.

He lay there, heart racing, cock trying to harden again in the steel.

He opened the phone. Sent the video to Julia. Then he stared into the dark, listening to Callum’s breathing below him, steady now, but different somehow.

The laughter had died. The curiosity hadn’t.

And Tony, painted, caged, exposed, owned, wondered what Julia would say next. Wondered what Callum would do when the lights came on tomorrow. Wondered how much longer he could pretend any of this was still just a game.

The cabin was thick with silence after the laughter faded. Tony lay on his back in the top bunk, the babydoll’s lace hem brushing the tops of his thighs every time he shifted. The satin felt cool against his skin now that the adrenaline had cooled, but it still whispered with every breath, soft, insistent, feminine. The cage pressed against his swelling cock, a dull, delicious ache that refused to let him relax.

Callum’s breathing below him was even, but not yet the deep rattle of sleep. Tony could feel him awake. Thinking.

Then, out of the dark: “Why the lingerie though?”

Callum’s voice was low, curious, no mockery left in it. Just… interest.

Tony swallowed. His throat clicked.

“Humiliation,” he said quietly. “It makes me feel… weak. Small. Like I’m not the bloke everyone thinks I am.”

A pause. The bunk creaked as Callum shifted onto his back.

“Ah. I see.” Another beat. “What’s it feel like? Actually wearing it.”

Tony’s cheeks burned even in the dark. He hadn’t expected the question. Hadn’t expected Callum to want details.

“Soft,” he admitted, voice barely above a whisper. “Really soft. The panties… they ride up. Cling. Every time I move I feel them. The lace on the babydoll tickles my nipples. The stockings… they hug my legs like someone’s hands. It’s… good. Too good.”

Callum let out a slow breath. “Hmm. Good. Well… enjoy it, mate.”

The words hung there. Not teasing. Not disgusted. Almost… approving.

Tony’s heart kicked hard. He stared at the ceiling plates, pulse loud in his ears. Was Callum just being polite? Or was there something else? The way he’d said “enjoy it” had sounded like permission. Like he didn’t mind. Like maybe he even liked knowing Tony was up there, dressed like that, caged, because of a woman on the other side of the world.

Tony’s mind raced. He’d read enough of Julia’s books, Berlin, Prague nights, the slow corruption of straight men into something else. The fantasies had always ended with the roommate waking up, seeing, wanting. Taking.

Could it really happen?

Before he could spiral further, his phone buzzed once against his chest, screen lighting up the dark like a guilty secret.

Julia.

He opened it with trembling fingers.

Amazing! Tell Callum I’m glad I have someone to help carry out my orders. Give him your key. Make sure he holds it on my behalf.

Tony stared at the words until they blurred.

The key. The spare. The one thing that kept him from freedom.

“Erm… Callum? You awake?”

A rustle below. “Yeah…?”

“Julia wrote. She says she’s glad there’s someone to… carry out her orders.” Tony’s voice cracked on the last word. “And I have to give you my key.”

Callum didn’t ask which key. He knew. A low chuckle, soft, amused, dangerous.

“Go get it then.”

Tony’s stomach flipped. He scrambled down the ladder, bare feet hitting cold steel. The babydoll fluttered around him like a short skirt. He crouched by the suitcase, found the small velvet pouch, pulled out the tiny silver key. His fingers shook so badly he almost dropped it.

When he straightened, Callum had rolled onto his side, propped on one elbow, watching. The emergency light painted half his face green, the other in shadow. His eyes tracked Tony from the painted lips down to the lace-trimmed hem, lingering on the obvious bulge of the cage beneath the satin.

Tony stepped closer. Held out the key.

Callum took it without looking away from Tony’s face. He examined it for a second, small, pink-tinted, ridiculous, then clipped it to his own keychain with a deliberate snap. The sound echoed like a padlock closing.

Then Callum looked him up and down again, slow, thorough. Tony felt the gaze like fingers.

“Seeing as I had to watch you wank earlier,” Callum said, voice low and rough, “seems only fair you watch me now.”

Tony’s breath caught.

Callum threw the blanket back in one smooth motion. He was naked underneath. Thick, heavy cock already fully erect, dark, veined, easily double the size of Tony’s, lying rigid against his stomach. The head glistened in the low light. Callum wrapped a hand around the base, gave one slow stroke, eyes never leaving Tony’s.

“Kneel,” he said. Quiet. Firm.

Tony dropped without thinking. Knees hit steel. The babydoll rode up, exposing the tops of his stockings, the pink cage straining between his thighs.

Callum started stroking, slow, deliberate, fist sliding from root to tip. His breathing deepened. His gaze stayed locked on Tony’s face, then drifted lower, to the red lipstick letters across Tony’s belly, to the lace framing his caged cock, to the way Tony’s thighs trembled.

“Fuck,” Callum muttered. “Look at you. All dressed up like that. Locked. Waiting.”

Tony couldn’t speak. Couldn’t look away. His own cock throbbed uselessly against the bars, leaking steadily now, a thin string of pre-cum stretching down toward the floor.

Callum’s hand sped up. The wet sound filled the cabin, slick, obscene. His abs flexed with every stroke. His eyes darkened.

“You like watching, don’t you?” he asked, voice hoarse. “Like being made to watch.”

Tony nodded, small, desperate.

Callum groaned, low, guttural. His hips lifted off the mattress, fucking into his fist. The bunk creaked. Tony’s mouth went dry.

“Eyes on me,” Callum ordered. “Don’t look away.”

Tony didn’t. Couldn’t.

Callum came with a choked curse, thick ropes arcing across his stomach, chest, one landing on the duvet inches from Tony’s kneeling form. The smell hit a second later: salt, musk, raw male.

Silence after. Heavy breathing. Callum’s chest rose and fell. He looked down at Tony, still kneeling, still caged, still trembling.

Then, almost gently: “You can get back in your bunk now, sissy.”

Tony climbed the ladder on shaking legs. The babydoll clung to his damp skin. He lay down, heart racing, cock screaming against the steel.

Below him, Callum wiped himself clean with the edge of the duvet, clipped the keychain back onto the locker hook, and turned onto his side.

“Night, mate,” he said, voice soft now. Almost fond.

“Night,” Tony whispered.

He didn’t sleep. He lay there, listening to Callum’s breathing slow, feeling the satin against every inch of his body, feeling the cage bite, feeling the weight of what had just happened. He’d read enough of Julia’s books to know how this ended. And for the first time, he believed it might actually happen.

Ten

Matt had already made me cum twice, once on his tongue in the elevator, the second time riding his face on the bed while he gripped my thighs like they were the only things keeping him from drowning. We were on a lazy break now, sheets tangled around our legs, his head resting on my stomach while I idly stroked his dark hair. He was still hard against my thigh, young enough that recovery time barely existed, but I’d told him we had time. I wasn’t ready to let him fuck me again just yet.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it without thinking, opened the chat.

Tony’s new video.

I hit play with the sound low.

The dim cabin light, the familiar green emergency glow. Tony kneeling in pink babydoll and stockings, door cracked open, hand flying over his freed cock while staring straight at Callum’s bunk. Then Callum, propped on an elbow, grinning, taking the phone, turning the camera on himself for a cheeky “So Julia, this is what you’ve turned my buddy into, huh?” before swinging it back to Tony’s flushed, humiliated face.

I burst out laughing, sharp, delighted, unable to stop.

Matt lifted his head. “What’s so funny?”

I tilted the screen toward him. “My little project on the North Sea rig. The roommate just found out. And he’s… participating.”

Matt watched for thirty seconds. His expression shifted from curiosity to mild disgust, then something closer to unease.

“And you like it when men do this?” he asked quietly.

“I do.”

“All men?”

“Yes. All men.” I smiled, tracing a finger along his jaw. “Why? Scared I’m going to put you in my panties?”

He blushed hard, chest, neck, ears. “I… don’t think any of yours would fit me.”

“Don’t worry, darling. I don’t have any that would.” I giggled. “Yet.”

He exhaled, half-laugh, half-nervous. “Why do you like it? Really?”

“Because it turns me on,” I said simply. “Because it makes me feel powerful. Watching a straight man unravel, watching him beg, watching him swallow his own come because I told him to… that’s control. Real control. Not the boardroom kind. The kind that lives under the skin.”

Matt swallowed. “Wow. I’m… not sure I’d ever do anything like that.”

I leaned down, kissed the corner of his mouth. “You already licked my pussy after you came in it. Twice. Do you really think I couldn’t make you do more?” I let my voice drop. “It just takes time. Patience. Consent. Don’t worry, I don’t do anything without consent.”

That seemed to settle him. He relaxed against me again, cock still half-hard against my leg.

He was nervous enough as it was. First time in Europe. Business trip. Girlfriend back in Atlanta. Never planned to cheat. Plans change when a woman in leatherette and silk walks into a bar and asks if you can follow instructions.

I asked what made him look at me in the bar.

“Your confidence,” he said without hesitation. “There were other women there. Hot ones. But you… you looked like you owned the room. Like you knew exactly what you wanted and weren’t afraid to take it.”

I smiled. “Watch Basic Instinct sometime. Catherine Tramell is one of my favourite female characters in any film.”

He blinked. “The one with the ice pick?”

“That’s the one.” I paused. “We don’t talk about the sequel.”

He laughed softly.

The video looped in my mind. Callum’s grin. The way he’d taken the phone. The way he’d watched Tony come. If the roommate wanted to join in, I’d let him. Slowly. Carefully. No rushing.

I typed back to Tony.

Perfect. Tell Callum I’m glad I have someone to help carry out my orders. Give him your key, make sure he holds it on my behalf. Tonight was beautiful. Tomorrow we go further.

I hit send.

Then I rolled Matt onto his back, straddled him, guided him inside me again, slow this time, savouring the stretch, the way his hands gripped my hips like he was afraid I’d disappear.

“Fuck me one more time,” I whispered against his ear. “Then I need to sleep. Big meeting tomorrow.”

He thrust up carefully, respectful, attentive. He wasn’t huge, but he was eager, young, and he made sure I came again before he did, spilling deep inside me with a low groan. I didn’t usually go bare on a first meet, but he was nervous, young, tested-negative vibes radiating off him. I let it happen.

After, he dressed quietly, kissed my forehead, left.

I lay in the wrecked bed, feeling his come slowly leak out of me, and smiled.

Morning came too soon.

Breakfast in the hotel dining room, poached eggs, rye toast, black coffee. I spotted Matt across the room, giving his room number to the hostess. He caught my eye. I gave him the tiniest side-glance and wink, nothing anyone else would notice. He blushed crimson, looked away fast. His colleague was right behind him. Good boy.

I finished my toast, pulled out my phone, typed to Tony.

Tonight, same again. Make sure Callum is awake and watching. You can close and lock the door this time, no more open corridor. Play with your nipples and balls. Make it last. Don’t rush. Moan like the desperate little bitch you are. And if Callum needs help… feel free to offer. Oh, and you will beg him properly for the key back. I want to see real begging. On your knees. Tears if necessary. Video everything.

I giggled into my coffee, feeling the familiar rush flood low in my belly.

Then I stood, adjusted my scarf, headed to the garage.

Tan self-hold stockings brushed against my thighs with every step. White lace-trim thong already damp. Plain white bra thick enough to hide the silver barbells through my nipples. Ivory blouse tucked neatly into the beige leatherette pleated skirt, professional, elegant, nothing to suggest what I’d done last night or what I planned tonight.

In the car, I called my husband. Kids were fine. School drop-off smooth.

“How was your night?” he asked, voice warm, knowing.

“I met a young American in the bar.”

He chuckled. “Bet he was surprised.”

“Mmm. Gave me several wonderful orgasms, darling. And wasn’t half the pussy you are.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, smile audible. “I’m sure.”

I told him everything, the elevator, the bed, the way Matt had licked me clean after coming inside me, the three rounds total. My husband listened quietly, breathing a little heavier. Caged, denied, but still hard at the thought.

“I have pictures of my full pussy, leaking his come. I’ll send them later.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

I ended the call as I pulled into the underground garage.

The Berlin office wasn’t headquarters, those were deeper in Germany, but it hosted international management meetings and partner negotiations. Today: a US company interested in acquiring one of our American subsidiaries.

After Trump’s tariffs hit, we’d decided to divest. The plant employed a thousand people. Close it outright, mass redundancies, bad PR. Or sell it, pocket some cash, save most of the jobs. It wasn’t ideal, but isolationist policies made investing in the US feel like pouring money into quicksand. Our business was shifting to Canada, Mexico, Europe anyway. Silver linings.

The Americans arrived at ten. Led into the boardroom.

I sat at the head of the table beside the CEO, legs crossed under the polished wood, pen in hand. Then they walked in. Matt and his colleague were with them.

Matt’s face drained of colour the second he saw me. Sweat beaded on his forehead instantly. His eyes widened, panic, recognition, the dawning horror that the woman who’d ridden his face until he begged last night was now sitting across the negotiation table.

I stood. Smiled. Professional. Perfect.

We went around the table for handshakes. When I reached him, I took his hand, firm, warm, lingering just a second too long.

“Lovely to meet you, Matt. I’m Julia. I do believe we were staying in the same hotel, right?”

He swallowed hard. “Yes… I saw you at breakfast this morning.”

“Not a bad place. I usually stay there.”

“Very nice.”

My CEO clapped his hands. “Wonderful! So we’re already old friends!”

Everyone laughed politely and Matt relaxed, fractionally, realising correctly, that neither of us had any interest in making last night public.

We sat.

The meeting began: slides, numbers, timelines, tariff impacts, divestment rationale.

Matt tried to focus. He really did. But every time I spoke, calm, measured, authoritative, he shifted in his seat. Crossed his legs. Uncrossed them. His cheeks stayed faintly pink the entire time.

I caught his eye once. Held it. Smiled, small, knowing, private. He looked away fast.

But I saw the realisation settle over him like a slow wave: the woman who’d made him kneel in an elevator, who’d come on his tongue while calling him a good boy, who’d fucked him bare and sent him back to his room leaking, was the COO negotiating the future of his company’s acquisition target. And she was completely in control.

Here. There. Everywhere.

I liked that he knew. I liked that he squirmed; and I liked, even more, that nothing would happen in this room. I leaned back in my chair, pen tapping softly against my notepad, wondering if Matt would have something to ask me that evening.


Eleven

Tony knelt on the cold steel floor plates, knees already aching, the pink satin babydoll clinging to his sweat-damp skin like a second, humiliating layer. The cheap blonde wig cascaded in messy waves over his shoulders, tickling the lace trim at his collarbone. Thick black eyeliner had started to smudge from earlier tears of effort; red lipstick was smeared across his chin from nervous licking. The sissy panties, bubblegum pink, high-cut, with white lace ruffles, dug into his hips, the front panel stretched taut over the steel cage that still trapped his aching cock. Thigh-high stockings whispered every time he shifted, the little pink bows at the tops trembling like they knew what was coming.

Callum stood over him, bare-chested now, pyjama bottoms shoved down to his thighs. The key, Tony’s only way out, dangled from the keychain clipped to Callum’s waistband, swinging gently like a taunt. The metal glinted under the green emergency light.

Callum had read Julia’s message over Tony’s shoulder. He’d smirked, eyes darkening, and said simply, “You heard her. Beg properly.”

Tony’s heart slammed against his ribs so hard he felt it in his throat. This was it, the fantasy he’d jerked off to in secret for years, the one he’d convinced himself would never leave the Kindle screen. And now it was real: the smell of Callum’s skin, the heat radiating from his body, the heavy sway of his cock inches from Tony’s painted face.

The phone was propped on the desk, red recording light steady.

Tony licked his lips, tasting the remnants of his own earlier come, and forced the words out.

“Please, Callum… please can I have the key?”

Callum tilted his head, smirk widening. “No.”

Tony’s voice cracked. “Please! I need it.”

“Why?”

“I need to come. I need to masturbate.”

Callum leaned in slightly, voice dropping. “Doing what?”

Tony swallowed hard, cheeks burning under the make-up. “Looking at you.”

In one fluid motion Callum pushed his pyjamas the rest of the way down. His cock sprang free, thick, veined, already swelling to full hardness. It was easily twice the girth of Tony’s, the head flushed dark, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the slit. It bobbed heavily in the air between them.

“You can have the key,” Callum said, voice rough, “but you stare at my cock the whole time.”

“Yes, anything, please!”

Callum unclipped the key, dropped it into Tony’s shaking palm.

Tony fumbled the cage open, the steel ring sliding off with a soft clink. His cock sprang up immediately, smaller, desperate, already leaking. He wrapped his hand around it, started stroking fast, too fast.

“Slow down,” Callum ordered. “She said slow. Moan. Play with your nipples.”

Tony forced himself to obey. His hand slowed to long, deliberate strokes. With his free hand he pinched one nipple through the satin, twisting gently. A high, needy whimper escaped his painted lips. He switched to the other nipple, rolling it between thumb and forefinger until it hardened into a tight peak under the lace. Then lower, cupping his balls, massaging them gently, feeling them draw up tight against his body.

Callum watched, smirk fading into something darker, hungrier. His own hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking in time with Tony’s. The wet sound of skin on skin filled the cabin, slow, rhythmic, obscene.

Then Callum stepped closer. So close that the heat of his cock brushed Tony’s cheek.

“Rub mine,” he said quietly.

Tony’s hand froze. “Huh?”

“Rub it.” Callum’s voice was low, commanding. “She said to help if I need it. So help.”

Trembling fingers reached up. Tony wrapped them around the thick shaft, hot, velvet-hard, pulsing under his palm. It was heavier than he’d imagined, the skin sliding smoothly over rigid flesh. He stroked tentatively at first, then firmer, thumb brushing over the slick head on every upstroke.

Callum groaned, low, guttural. His hips rocked forward slightly.

“Yeah… you fucking slut.”

Tony laughed, breathless, disbelieving. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“Don’t think,” Callum growled. “Just do.”

Tony stared at the cock in his hand, veins standing out, head glistening, the slit weeping pre-cum that smeared across his fingers. He smiled, then grinned, wide, giddy, euphoric. This was it. The fantasy made flesh.

Callum bent suddenly, rough hands grabbing at Tony’s chest through the babydoll. Thick fingers pinched his nipples hard, twisting through satin and lace. Tony moaned, high, broken, hips jerking forward into his own hand.

Callum’s breathing grew ragged. “Fuck… you’re close, aren’t you?”

Tony nodded frantically.

Callum straightened, pushed Tony back gently but firmly. “Finish yourself. Look at me.”

Tony’s hand flew back to his own cock. Callum stroked faster, fist blurring now, abs flexing, thighs tensing.

Their eyes locked.

Callum came first, back arching, a raw cry tearing from his throat. Thick ropes of come erupted, splattering across Tony’s face, hot, sticky, landing on his cheek, his lips, dripping down his chin onto the lace collar of the babydoll.

“Oh yeah!” Tony gasped, and his own orgasm hit, silent, violent, spurting into his palm in short, desperate pulses.

Callum reached down immediately, scooped a thick glob of his own come off Tony’s cheek with two fingers, and pushed them between Tony’s painted lips.

Tony sucked without hesitation, tongue swirling, tasting salt and musk and raw need. He swallowed greedily.

Callum ended the recording. Handed the phone back. “Send it to your Mistress.”

Then he climbed into his bunk, pulled the blanket up, said nothing more.

Tony sat on the floor for a long moment, face sticky, cock softening in the open air, heart still racing. He sent the video, then he locked the cage back on, click echoing like a promise.

“Erm…” He started, holding up the key.

Callum rolled over, eyes glinting in the dark. “Want it back?”

“Of course.”

Callum took it with a snap, clipped it back to his chain. The post-climax haze cleared fast; the smirk returned almost immediately.

“Show me what else you’ve got.”

Tony blinked. “Huh?”

“Knickers. Show me.”

Tony opened the suitcase. Callum stood, naked, cock still half-hard and glistening. He rifled through the pastel collection, pulled out a pale blue satin pair with white lace trim and delicate bows at the hips.

“Wear those under your overalls tomorrow.”

Tony nodded, throat dry. “Okay.”

Callum climbed back into bed. “Night, sissy.”

Tony was about to climb the ladder, still in the wig, the smeared make-up, the come-drying babydoll when the phone flashed. Julia. He opened it with shaking fingers.

Looked like the poor man expected you to take care of him with your mouth, and you didn’t! How selfish of you! I think you should show him how good of a friend you are!

Tony stared at the message. Callum’s eyes were already on him from below.

“She replied already?”

Tony nodded slowly.

“Show me.”

Tony handed the phone over. Callum read. His smile grew, slow, predatory. He handed it back, pushed the covers down. He was still naked, cock softening but thick against his thigh.

“Very selfish,” he agreed quietly. “I agree.”

Tony stood frozen, still in full sissy regalia, wig askew, lipstick smeared, face streaked with drying come.

Callum didn’t order. Didn’t demand. He simply lay there, exposed, waiting.

Tony licked his lips, tasting Callum again, and stepped forward. He knelt beside the bunk. A heavy hand settled on his back, rubbing slow circles over the satin, encouraging, possessive.

Tony picked up the softening cock, warm, heavy, musky. He rubbed gently at first, watching it thicken again in his palm. Then he leaned in, lips parting, and took the head into his mouth.

Callum gasped, sharp, surprised, then sighed deeply as Tony swallowed more.

The taste was overwhelming, salt, skin, the faint bitterness of come. Tony moaned around the shaft, vibrations travelling up Callum’s length. The cock hardened fully in his mouth, stretching his lips, filling him until his jaw ached in the best way.

Callum leaned back, arms behind his head, huge smirk of satisfaction on his face.

“These tours are certainly getting better,” he murmured.

Tony hummed agreement, tongue swirling under the head, sucking slow and deep. For the first time he let himself feel it, the fantasy no longer locked in his head. Julia hadn’t made him this way; she’d simply handed him the key to the door he’d always kept bolted.

He wanted this. He wanted more.

Callum’s fingers slid into Tony’s hair, under the wig, tugging gently. “I’m gonna take my time, if that’s okay with you.”

Tony moaned around the cock, mmmmmhmmmmm, and settled into a steady rhythm, head bobbing, cheeks hollowing.

Quiet filled the cabin, only wet sounds, soft gasps, the occasional low groan. Then Callum’s voice, quiet, uncertain for the first time.

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

Tony paused, cock still deep in his mouth. He thought, really thought. Yes. God, yes. But was this real? Or was Callum testing?

He pulled off with a wet pop. Whispered, “Yes.”

Callum exhaled. “I don’t have any lube. It might hurt.”

Tony shivered. “Maybe I need to clean up anyway. Let’s leave it.”

He went back to sucking, deeper now, throat relaxing, taking more.

Callum’s hand tightened in his hair. “I wanna do it though. If you want it too?”

“I do.”

“Then… shower. I’ll go get some oil. Olive oil from the mess?”

Tony nodded frantically.

Callum dressed quickly, tight briefs to contain his erection, slipped out.

Tony ran to the shared bathroom, Jack-and-Jill style between cabins. Locked both doors. Unscrewed the shower nozzle, used the handheld to clean himself thoroughly, warm water, gentle probing, until he felt open, ready, slick.

Ten minutes later he was back in the cabin, satin panties and babydoll, wig back on, make-up mostly intact.

Callum was waiting, naked on the bottom bunk, stroking himself slowly. Tony’s phone was already propped on the desk, recording.

“Assumed Julia would want to see,” Callum said.

Tony smiled shakily. “Good idea.”

He knelt again, took Callum’s cock back into his mouth, brought it to full, throbbing hardness.

After several long minutes Callum murmured, “On all fours.”

Tony obeyed, elbows on the mattress, arse up, babydoll riding high.

Oiled fingers, warm, slick olive oil, circled his hole, then pressed inside. One finger. Two. Scissoring gently. Tony groaned, pushed back, the stretch burning sweetly.

Callum withdrew his fingers. Then the blunt head of his cock pressed against Tony’s entrance.

Tony exhaled slowly.

Callum pushed, slow, relentless. The ring of muscle resisted, then yielded. Burning stretch, sharp sting, then fullness, deep, overwhelming. Callum slid in inch by inch until his hips met Tony’s arse, red pubic hair tickling sensitive skin.

“Ah man… you’re so tight,” Callum gasped. “Fuck… haven’t fucked anyone this tight.”

Tony whimpered, high, broken. “Oh fuck me, Master! Fuck me, use me! Turn me into your sissy bitch!”

Callum’s hands gripped Tony’s hips, hard enough to bruise. “Is that what you want? To be my sissy bitch?”

“Yes! Yes! More than anything!”

“Then I own you whenever we’re here. You’ll do whatever I say. Suck. Fuck. You’re mine.”

“Yes! Yes, Master!”

Callum pulled back, almost all the way out, then slammed forward. Hard. Deep.

Tony cried out, pleasure-pain exploding through him. Callum set a brutal rhythm, long, punishing strokes that hit that spot inside every time. The bunk creaked. Skin slapped skin. Tony’s cock bounced uselessly in the cage, leaking steadily onto the sheets.

Callum pounded, relentless, grinning with dark satisfaction. “This whole tour,” he growled. “You’re mine.”

Tony sobbed with relief, years of hiding, of shame, of secret fantasies finally breaking open. This was what he’d always wanted, and Julia had given it to him.

He came untouched, spasming around Callum’s cock, milking him, crying out in high, broken moans. Callum followed seconds later, burying deep, flooding Tony with hot pulses, groaning low and long.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, panting, trembling. Then Callum pulled out slowly, watched his come leak from Tony’s stretched hole.

He slapped Tony’s arse once, playful, possessive.

“Clean up,” he said. “Then bed. You’ve got a long shift tomorrow.”

Tony nodded, dazed, blissed-out, owned.

As he climbed the ladder, babydoll sticky, face still streaked, he felt the shift. No more pretending. No more hiding. Just fifty-five days left on the rig, and a new Master holding the key.


Twelve

Matt lay on his back against the headboard, legs spread, chest rising and falling a little too fast. The video played on my laptop screen beside us, Tony on all fours in pink satin and smeared lipstick, Callum behind him, hips snapping forward in steady, brutal rhythm. The audio was low but unmistakable: wet slaps of skin, Tony’s high, broken moans, Callum’s low growls of possession. “You’re mine whenever we’re here… suck, fuck, you’re mine.”

I straddled Matt’s hips, my silk robe open, breasts brushing his chest with every slow roll of my hips. His cock, still hard despite the third round earlier, was buried deep inside me, slick with both of us. I could feel him twitch every time Tony cried out on screen.

Matt’s hands rested on my thighs, tight, uncertain. His eyes flicked between the video and my face, discomfort etched in the crease between his brows, the way his jaw clenched when Callum pulled Tony’s hips back hard enough to make the bunk frame creak. Two overweight, gruff men, one in full sissy regalia, the other bare and dominant, locked in raw, unapologetic gay sex. It clearly unsettled him. Yet he didn’t move. Didn’t push me off. Didn’t ask me to turn it off.

I leaned down, lips brushing his ear, voice a low purr.

“Mmm… don’t you wish you were there with them?” My hips circled slowly, grinding my clit against his pubic bone. “Don’t you wish you were the one getting that big cock next?”

His cock flexed hard inside me, betraying him instantly. A fresh gush of wetness coated us both.

He exhaled shakily. “I… I don’t know.”

I smiled against his neck, nipped the skin lightly. “Your body knows.”

The meeting that day had gone smoothly, terms agreed, signatures pending final legal review. The Americans left the boardroom looking relieved. Matt had barely spoken, scribbling notes with a hand that trembled every time I glanced his way. By the time we all returned to the hotel, there were two clear hours before dinner.

I’d pulled him aside in the lobby, quiet, professional tone.

“That’s more than enough time to fill me again, don’t you think?”

He’d followed me to the elevator without a word.

Now, post-dinner, we were back in my suite. Jetlag was no match for adrenaline and satin. I’d already come twice more, once on his tongue while he knelt between my thighs, once riding him reverse so I could watch the video loop while he gripped my hips and tried not to look too closely at the screen.

After the second orgasm I paused the playback, rewound to the beginning.

“Watch again,” I told him.

He started to protest, half-hearted, then went quiet when I climbed back onto his lap, facing him this time. I guided him inside me in one slow, wet slide, both of us groaning at the stretch. Then I started to ride, slow, deliberate rolls of my hips, breasts swaying just in front of his face.

On screen, Callum pushed into Tony for the first time. Tony’s head dropped forward, mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure-pain. Callum’s hands gripped those soft hips, thumbs digging into flesh, pulling him back onto every thrust.

Matt’s breathing turned ragged. His hands slid up my sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts.

I leaned in, lips grazing his. “You’re hard again. Watching them turns you on.”

He swallowed. “It’s… intense.”

I ground down harder, feeling him hit deep. “It’s power. I control them from a thousand kilometres away. And right now, I control you.”

He groaned, low, helpless, and came fast, hips jerking up into me, spilling hot and thick. I clenched around him, milking every pulse, riding through his aftershocks until he was gasping, oversensitive.

I stayed seated on him, his softening cock still inside me, and cupped his face.

“I think I get it,” he said after a long moment, voice hoarse. “Why you do this.”

“Go on.”

“It’s a power trip. You know I’m not gay, but by making me watch it, by riding me while I watch, you’re making me question everything. My sexuality. What I’ve been brought up to believe is normal. It’s like… you’re forcing me to feel things I’m not supposed to feel.”

“Sort of,” I said softly, tracing his lower lip with my thumb. “It’s the fear of those hang-ups that turns me on. The adrenaline of crossing lines you’ve been told never to cross. It makes your heart race. Makes your cock throb even when your brain screams no. That’s adrenaline sex. Pure, filthy, electric.”

He nodded slowly. Then, surprising me, he smiled, small and crooked.

“I won’t be with a guy though.”

I grinned back. “Never say never.”

I slid off him, his come immediately leaking down my thigh, and walked to my laptop bag. Pulled out a small black carrier bag.

“I got you a little present. A parting gift. On the way back to the hotel.”

He sat up, curious. Took the bag. Opened it.

Red satin briefs slid into his palm, high-cut, glossy scarlet with delicate black lace trim along the legs and waistband, a small embroidered rose at the front. Feminine. Provocative.

He stared at them, then laughed, nervous, disbelieving.

“If my girlfriend sees these, she’ll kill me. She’ll think I’m having an affair.”

“You don’t have to wear them,” I said calmly. “You can throw them in a bin if you’re worried. Hide them. Or show them to her. Tell her you want to experiment. To play. See what she says. My guess? She’ll be confused at first… then curious. And when she sees you in them, when you fuck her wearing nothing but red satin, she’ll be a lot less confused.”

He looked at them again, running a thumb over the lace. I watched his face, conflict, intrigue, the slow dawn of arousal.

“You were tough in the boardroom too,” he said quietly.

I laughed. “I’m tough everywhere.”

He exhaled. Then, reaching some internal conclusion, he pushed the duvet back and stood. In one quick, almost defiant motion, he pulled the red satin briefs up his legs.

The fabric hissed against his skin then clicked as the elastics found their place. The satin cupped his softening cock perfectly at first, then the head pushed up and out, tenting the front obscenely. The lace trim framed his hips, the high-cut legs accentuating the curve of his arse.

He turned slightly, looked over his shoulder at the mirror across the room. The scarlet gleamed under the low lamp light, hugging his cheeks like liquid.

“I like it,” he admitted, voice rough. “Feels… good.”

“You look good in them.” I stepped closer, ran my nails lightly down his back. “Just a nice soft bra to match and it would be perfect.”

“A bra?” He laughed, half-nervous, half-curious. “I don’t have breasts.”

“You have pecs. Muscles. A nice padded bra would look so pretty on you, black lace, maybe. Soft satin cups.”

I picked up my phone, opened my private folder, showed him a few discreet photos I kept for exactly this purpose: muscular men in lingerie, broad shoulders contrasting delicate straps, strong thighs framed by garters.

He stared. Swallowed. Nodded slowly.

“Okay,” he said. “Fine.”

I smiled, slow, victorious, then pulled him down on top of me. Our mouths met, hungry, open, tongues sliding. His cock, already hardening again inside the satin, pressed against my thigh.

I reached back, grabbed two handfuls of scarlet-covered arse, firm, warm, satin slick under my palms, and pulled him closer.

He slid inside me easily, still wet from earlier, still leaking his own come. I wrapped my legs around him, heels digging into the small of his back.

“I told you,” I panted against his mouth, “I can get men to do anything for me.”

He thrust deep, slow, deliberate, groaning into my neck.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The word slipped out naturally this time. I clenched around him, felt him shudder. And as he fucked me, harder now, satin sliding against my skin with every stroke, I knew I’d planted the seed.

He might never fuck a man, but he’d never forget the feel of red satin hugging his cock while he buried himself in a woman who owned him for one perfect night. And that was enough.

Matt had wanted to stay the night, I could see it in the way his fingers lingered on the curve of my hip as I finally eased him out of me for the last time, the way his eyes followed me when I slipped into the silk robe and tied it loosely at the waist. He’d opened his mouth twice to ask, then closed it again, reading the quiet finality in my posture. Tomorrow was the summary meeting. Then the long drive back to Prague. I needed sleep. Real sleep. If he stayed, we’d fuck until dawn, and I’d arrive home hollow-eyed and sore in all the right places. Tempting, but not practical.

I kissed him once, slow, deep, tasting the faint salt of his sweat, and sent him back to his room with a gentle push toward the door.

“Sleep well, good boy,” I murmured. “And don’t forget what you’re wearing tomorrow.”

He flushed, nodded, and left.

The next morning I arrived at the office early, already in full armour: charcoal pencil skirt hugging my hips, cream silk blouse tucked neatly, the faint outline of my pierced nipples just visible if the light hit right. Tan stockings, black patent heels that clicked with authority down the corridor. Hair pinned in a low chignon, make-up understated but sharp, red lips, winged liner, the look that said I own this room before I even speak.

Matt walked in ten minutes later with the rest of the American team. He looked polished on the surface, crisp white shirt, navy blazer, tie knotted perfectly, but the tell-tale flush crept up his neck the moment our eyes met across the open-plan floor. Rosy cheeks. Slight sheen on his forehead. And then, when no one else was looking, a tiny curl at the corner of his mouth. A secret shared in half a second.

He’d done it.

The scarlet satin briefs were under his suit trousers right now. Cupping him. Sliding against him with every step. I could almost picture the way the lace trim must be teasing the sensitive skin of his inner thighs, the satin front panel stretched tight over his cock the second he saw me.

I gave him nothing more than a professional nod and turned back to my notes.

The summary meeting was mercifully brief, two hours of next steps, due diligence timelines, risk allocation clauses, the usual corporate liturgy recited in polite monotones. I led most of it, voice calm and measured, pen tapping rhythmically against my legal pad while I watched Matt out of the corner of my eye. He sat very still, legs crossed tightly, pen moving across his notepad in short, jerky strokes. Every time he shifted in his chair, I knew exactly why: satin gliding over skin, lace catching, the constant low-level reminder of last night’s surrender.

When the handshakes began and the team started filing out, I caught his elbow, light, casual, nothing anyone would notice.

“Oh, Matt, we were discussing that restaurant in New York earlier.” Not a lie; we’d made passing small talk about Manhattan dining during a coffee break. “Let me write it down for you.”

He followed without protest.

I led him back into the now-empty boardroom, closed the door behind us with a soft click. The blinds were half-drawn; afternoon light striped the long table in gold and shadow.

I walked to the head of the table, pulled a pen from my blazer pocket, and scribbled the name of a real Tribeca spot on a small card, nothing special, just plausible cover. Then I turned, held it out.

Our fingers brushed as he took it. Our eyes met.

I leaned in, just close enough that he could smell the faint peach of my perfume, and whispered, voice velvet-low: “Good boy.”

His breath hitched. Pupils blown wide. The flush that had been simmering all morning flared bright across his cheekbones.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he replied, soft, almost reverent, the words slipping out like they’d been waiting behind his teeth all day.

I smiled, slow, satisfied, and stepped back.

“Safe flight home,” I said, loud enough for anyone in the corridor to hear if they were passing. “And enjoy New York when you get there.”

He nodded, once, sharply, then turned and left, the scarlet secret still hidden beneath his trousers.

I watched Matt disappear down the corridor, his shoulders a little straighter than when he’d arrived that morning, the faint scarlet secret still hidden beneath his suit trousers. His footsteps faded into the general murmur of the office, phones ringing, keyboards clacking, the low hum of corporate life continuing without pause.

I stayed a moment longer in the empty boardroom. The long table gleamed under the fluorescent lights; the blinds threw thin golden bars across the carpet. My notes lay neatly stacked, pen capped, everything in its place. I exhaled slowly, feeling the familiar post-conquest quiet settle over me, the pleasant ache between my thighs, the faint stickiness still lingering on my skin, the quiet satisfaction of knowing I had left another man carrying a piece of me he couldn’t easily discard.

I gathered my things: laptop into the slim leather folio, phone slipped into the inside pocket of my coat, scarf draped loosely around my shoulders. The click of my heels on the marble echoed louder now that the corridor was empty. Each step rang out crisp and deliberate, a metronome marking the end of this particular diversion.

In the underground garage the air was cooler, scented with concrete dust and exhaust. The Range Rover waited in its reserved spot, graphite grey, gleaming under the sodium lights. I slid behind the wheel, pressed the start button. The engine purred awake, low and obedient.

As I pulled out onto the ramp and into the pale daylight, my mind drifted north, across the Baltic, across the grey expanse of the North Sea, to a rusting steel platform where two men were no longer pretending.

Tony had crossed the line he’d spent decades skirting. Callum had taken the key, and with it the leash. What had started as my game was now theirs. The videos would keep coming, I was sure, grainy, desperate, beautifully broken moments captured in the dim green glow of a shared cabin. But the urgency would fade. The novelty would settle into routine. Tony would no longer need my constant instructions; he had a real Master now, flesh and blood and cock, sleeping two feet below him every night.

I pictured him going home on his next break: suitcase full of pastel satin hidden in the boot, cage locked tight beneath his jeans, the faint ache a constant reminder. He would walk through his front door, kiss his wife on the cheek, laugh at the same old pub jokes, nod along to the same tired complaints about immigrants and woke nonsense. He would smile, nod, drink his pint, and feel the satin of whatever pair Callum had chosen that week sliding against his skin with every step. He would pretend. He would hide.

Or maybe he wouldn’t.

Maybe one day he’d leave the suitcase open just a little too long. Maybe he’d let the words slip during an argument. Maybe he’d simply stop pretending the man in the mirror was someone else.

I hoped, for his sake, that he would find the courage to walk away from the life that had never fit. To stop carrying the weight of a persona that had only ever suffocated him. To let himself be the soft, painted, owned thing he had always wanted to be, even if only in stolen moments.

But I knew better than to bet on hope alone.

Men like Tony rarely left the cage they’d built for themselves. They just learned to decorate the bars.

Still. He had escaped, at least for sixty days at a time. On that rig, in that tiny shared cabin, he knew exactly who he was. And who owned him.

That was more than most ever got.

I merged onto the autobahn, set the cruise control, let the engine settle into its steady growl. Prague waited four hours south, husband, children, board meetings, the endless polished surface of my public life.


Epilogue

The Super Puma touched down on the helideck with the same bone-rattling thud it always did, but this time Tony felt the impact in his chest rather than his knees. He unbuckled slowly, helmet under one arm, kit bag slung over his shoulder, and stepped out into the biting wind. Callum followed right behind him, boots hitting steel in perfect sync, the two of them moving like men who had spent the last sixty-two days learning each other’s rhythms in every possible way.

For the first time in their lives, neither wanted the tour to end.

They paused at the edge of the deck, backs to the rotors, watching the helicopter lift away. The North Sea stretched grey and indifferent below them, the same sea that had witnessed every stolen moment: the first hesitant touch, the first time Callum had pushed Tony to his knees and fed him his cock in the middle of a fifteen-minute break, the first night Tony had begged to be fucked and Callum had obliged, slow at first, then hard and relentless, until Tony’s moans echoed off the steel walls and they both forgot whose bunk was whose.

Sixty-two days of constant hunger.

Callum had taken to dominance the way he took to everything else, with quiet, unshakeable confidence. Every night he fucked Tony: deep, possessive strokes that left Tony trembling and leaking, the cage sometimes left on just to hear him whimper. Every stolen moment, shower, locker room, the five minutes between shifts, meant Tony’s mouth on Callum’s cock, learning to relax his throat, learning to swallow without gagging, learning to love the heavy, musky taste of him. The first time they kissed, really kissed, mouths open, tongues sliding, hands in hair, had happened thirty days in. Until then it had been raw, animal need. After that kiss, something cracked wide open. They started touching in ways that had nothing to do with getting off: fingers tracing spines, foreheads pressed together after coming, quiet murmurs of “you’re mine” and “yes, Master” that felt more intimate than any thrust.

In public they were still the same gruff engineers, banter, football talk, eye-rolls at management. In private they were lovers. A couple. A Master and his sissy.

Now the helicopter was gone.

They walked the gangway in silence, shoulders brushing, neither quite ready to speak.

The first week apart was torture disguised as normal life. Tony went home to the house in Essex, the same house he’d lived in for twenty-seven years. He kissed his wife on the cheek, hugged his grown kids, laughed at the same old jokes in the pub. But every night he locked the office door, opened the suitcase hidden in a cupboard, and dressed: pale blue satin panties with white lace trim, matching bra that pushed his soft chest into small, pretty mounds, stockings that clung to his shaved legs. He sent Callum photos, never explicit enough to risk being caught, but enough to make Callum’s replies come fast and filthy.

The texts started innocent. Memes. Jokes about rig food. Then Callum cracked first.

I miss you.

Tony stared at the screen for a full minute before typing back.

I miss you too.

Four weeks into the break, another message.

Got a gig in Canada. Alberta. On-shore. Six months minimum.

Tony’s stomach dropped. Six months. No chance to be together. He started typing I’m happy for you, because he was, truly, but another text came through before he could send it.

They asked for a recommendation for a reliable engineer. Gave them your name. Said you were off rotation. They want to talk. You up?

Tony’s grin split his face so wide it hurt.

Only if I can be your slut the whole time.

Callum’s reply was instant.

I’m counting on it, bitch.

Three days later the offer came through. Six months, good money, onshore, so no helicopter rides, no twelve-hour shifts in gale-force winds. Just a shared apartment in Fort McMurray, eight weeks on, four off. Enough privacy to be themselves. Enough distance from Aberdeen that Tony could breathe.

When he told his wife, the conversation was quiet. Painful. She cried, quietly, angrily, about the kids, about the house, about another long absence. The children were grown; they understood Dad’s job. But Tony saw the hurt in her eyes, the unspoken question she was too proud to ask: What’s changed?

He wasn’t ready to tell her. Not yet. Maybe not ever. Bisexual. Crossdresser. Submissive. The words felt too big, too final. But he could give her the money, the security. And he could give himself six months of truth.

One evening, alone in the spare room, he dressed fully for the first time at home. New pink tulle and lace sissy set, layers of petticoats that flared when he moved, satin corset cinching his waist, matching bra stuffed just enough to give him soft, feminine curves. Fresh blonde wig, cascading curls. Full make-up: smoky eyes, thick lashes, glossy pink lips. New pink heels that made his legs look longer, smoother. He stood in front of the full-length mirror, heart pounding, and felt beautiful. Owned. Free.

He took a photo, holding a small handwritten sign: CALLUM’S SISSY.

Sent it to Callum.

Your sissy slut is lubed and ready to go to Canada.

Then he opened Instagram. Found @juliagwenslater. Attached the same photo.

Thank you, Mistress Julia, for everything you’ve done for me. I’m moving to Canada with my boyfriend and Master, Callum.

He didn’t wait for a reply.

He simply went to her author page and bought every new release she’d put out since his last purchase. A stack of digital books for the long flight to Calgary.

As he packed the suitcase, satin, lace, heels, wigs, plugs, lube, the cage he no longer needed but would wear when Callum wanted, he felt the shift inside him. He wasn’t pretending anymore. He wasn’t hiding to himself. He was flying to Canada to live six months as Callum’s sissy, openly in private, discreetly in public. To wake up beside the man who fucked him every night, who kissed him slow and deep, who called him “good girl” while buried to the hilt.

Somewhere in the quiet of that knowledge, Tony realised he wasn’t just attracted to Callum; he was falling in love with him. With the rough hands that pinned him down. With the low growl when he came inside. With the way Callum looked at him after, soft, possessive, proud.

He zipped the suitcase. Looked at himself in the mirror one last time, remembering pink petticoats flaring, lips glossy, eyes bright with something like hope. Then he turned off the light.

Canada was waiting. And so was his Master.

THE END
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