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Author’s Note

JOIN MY MAILING LIST: https://tally.so/r/5BPNPb

This book is more of a return to my traditional style. It is not, and will not be, a ruin book, more a traditional sissification story. This is part one.

Yes, I know I have unfinished parts of other books, but a movie director doesn’t direct all sequels in one go.

Progress has been made on the book thieves. We’ve managed to track down the owner of the site, who happens to be in the Netherlands, and given my books are copyrighted in the EU, this makes it easier to deal with. So, the legal case is being built and now we have the person and their IP, this is it, we’re going to come down hard on them. My lawyers say I can clean up based on the number of users the person has on the forum, and the number of downloads. I’ll be able to take them for every cent.

Anyway, please enjoy this book. If you want to support me, either subscribe to my fan page, or go to www.juliagslater.com or www.linktr.ee/juliagslater to find out where to tip me. If you really want to be nice, tip me a lot.

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. HOWEVER; Remember I am British. Don’t write to me to say I have an error when what you mean is that I haven’t written in American English.

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. I started an Instagram account (http;//www.instagram.com/juliagwenslater) and have been posting there, and I have a FANVUE account (http;//www.fanvue.com/juliagslater). If you subscribe to me there, you can get access to an audiobook of a very dark story.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


One

Tom never wanted an electric car; in fact, he hated the damned things. The range was fine in the summer months, but the moment the weather slumped, the range slumped further. Working for an IT company meant you took what you were given when it came to vehicles, and whilst the firm was no more than a fifty-person outfit, it liked to present itself as forward-thinking as the systems it put on the market, which meant every company car was electric.

It was as he was driving home from work that day, the last day before two weeks of sunny Spain, that he hit a rock. In any other car it would have been a nuisance, nothing more. Little did he realise the damage he had done in the electric vehicle.

Still, for now, he ignored the loud clunk the damned rock had made and pushed on home. Nothing was going to stop him and his wife, Carrie, taking the long, well-deserved break they both so needed.

They had met in college, fallen in love, and married the first moment they could afford it. Essentially it had been non-stop since then, both of them grafting for the life they had. They were in their second home now, the one they said they hoped would one day hold children. The first home with a garage.

At thirty-one they both felt lucky. Carrie worked as a freelance accountant and bookkeeper for a string of businesses. Tom worked for his best and only real friend, Mark, selling the very software Carrie used to manage company accounts. It was a small firm that focused on enterprise systems for small and medium-sized businesses, although Mark still hoped one day to land the whale that would let them expand and challenge giants like Oracle and SAP. A dream, not a reality.

The car usually sat on the driveway, but they were leaving for holiday first thing the following morning, so he wanted it fully charged and he wanted no one watching him load the suitcases into the boot. He opened the garage, pulled the car in, and plugged it into the charger box on the wall.

“Honey, I’m home!” he called, stepping into the kitchen from the garage.

“I’m upstairs packing.”

She should have been finished by now. She took the whole day off for this. When he reached the landing he found his large case waiting, and the small one with the extras; trunks, snorkelling kit. She was still working on hers.

“I had to go and buy some new things, and I wasn’t sure which dresses to take,” she explained.

“Honey, we’re going to be at the beach for two weeks,” he laughed.

“And if we decide to go to a fancy restaurant or something?”

He sighed, knowing full well she would take ten pairs of shoes, most of her underwear drawer, and dresses she would never wear. “Fine. Have you eaten?”

“Sandwich for lunch. Can you order a pizza?”

“Sure,” he said, turning to leave.

“Wait!” she cried. “You can put your case in the car but leave the small case for now. I might need to exchange some shoes.”

Another sigh. “Right. Fine.”

He loaded the large black case into the car and shut the boot lid with a thunk, then scrolled through the food app on his phone and selected a large pepperoni pizza.

Over dinner he talked about his day. She talked about some stupid woman who had almost crashed into her. He could tell she was stressed; she always was before a holiday. He always offered to help, but no, she had to do it. She had a system. Oh, she would remind him that he didn’thing, that she did it all, but it never changed the fact that she would only stress more if he stuck his nose in.

After dinner she went to zip up and bring down the two cases; she was finally done. He went to throw the pizza box into the paper bin and saw a strange orange glow from the garage. Confused, he walked back towards the house just as Carrie rolled the cases into the foyer.

“There’s something up with the car,” he muttered. “I think the lights are on.”

As he approached the metal door to the garage he saw smoke pushing through the gaps and he knew exactly what was happening.

“FUCK!” he screamed, dropping to his knees under the sink for the extinguisher. “FIRE!”

“What?” Carrie asked, running into the kitchen.

“There’s a fire in the garage. Get out of the house and call the fire brigade. I’m going to see if I can put it out.”

“Be careful!” Worry was etched across her face.

As she ran to the foyer she had the quick thinking to push both cases out of the front door, grab the passports and documents from the unit nearby, and dial 999. Soon after, Tom came running.

“The door’s too hot. I can’t get it open. I think it’s the car!”

“Oh God. That’ll take the whole house.”

They moved to a safe distance and waited for the fire service, watching smoke billow from the garage. Suddenly there was a loud bang and the fire began to spread. By the time the sirens approached, Tom was holding his sobbing wife as a crowd gathered to watch the couple’s beloved home turn to ash.

The fire brigade was ill-equipped to deal with it. They put out the bulk of the blaze, yet every time they thought the fire in the garage was dead there was a pop and it started again.

Tom would later discover that when he hit the rock on the way home it had smashed into the batteries on the underside of the car, piercing the protective shell and deforming one of the cells. When he began recharging, everything seemed fine until the charge reached the damaged cell. Then it expanded and shorted, overheated, and exploded. Once that one caught, it was only a matter of time before the rest followed, and that was that.

Eventually a specialised fire unit arrived. Using a winch they pulled the burning car onto the street where it could be doused with water and wrapped in a special blanket. The unit then towed it away and said it would need to be buried until every last cell had burned out.

The damage was done. The house and all its contents were gone. It was only thanks to Carrie’s quick thinking that they still had her holiday clothes, the passports and the documents. Other than that, everything was lost.

One thing was certain; their next two weeks would not be spent on a beach. They would be spent on the phone to insurers and trying to put their lives back together.

It was gone one in the morning when they checked into a cheap Travelodge nearby. Neither had much to say. Carrie was all cried out. What was done was done.

As they lay in bed together Tom pulled his wife close. “It’ll all be okay. The insurance company will have to deal with this, and we’re safe. At the end of the day we’re alive. We’re not hurt.”

She sighed and nodded. “We had the whole house covered, didn’t we?”

“Had to, for the mortgage,” Tom said. “They’ll rebuild it. Contents insured too.” He gave a tired little chuckle. “Maybe I can finally modernise my wardrobe.”

She allowed herself a giggle. “True. About time.”

The following morning they showered. Then he realised he had no clean underwear. With a sigh he decided the best he could do was turn his boxer shorts inside out. She put a quick stop to that.

“Your clothes stink, Tom,” she told him. “You smell of smoke and sweat. You can’t wear any of that.”

“I’ve got nothing else.”

The obvious thing was for her to go to a shop and pick a few items up. Tom stopped her before she could.

“I don’t want to spend money we might need until we sort the insurance.”

“You need clothes, Tom,” she said, laughing.

He sighed, then looked at her case. “Can I not borrow some of yours?”

She whooped with laughter. “What? You want to borrow a dress?”

“No, dopey. But you have some T-shirts and jeans.”

“Not with me,” she said, pointing out that she too had lost things. Instead she opened the case. “I can give you these.” She pulled out a pair of cream side-zip trousers, light and slim, and a grey satin blouse.

“They’ll work. We’re about the same size.” He shrugged. It was not that he wanted to wear women’s clothes. He just wanted them to get on with the insurance. If he could sort it in a day they might even salvage some of the holiday.

“Fine,” she said. “But you’re not going commando in these.” She pulled out a pair of plain black cotton briefs and handed them to him. Apart from the scalloped edge they were simply underwear.

He put them on without fuss; first the briefs, then the trousers. The cotton sat close and unfamiliar against him. The zip at the side of the trousers felt wrong under his fingers. The blouse was cool, soft to the touch. Just get through the morning. Nobody needs to know.

Carrie noticed the problem at once. Whenever she wore those cream trousers she wore them with a thong. Against black briefs they were essentially translucent; the dark cotton showed through in a faint, unmistakable shadow. Rather than stress him further she said nothing.

Instead they headed down to breakfast.

The budget hotel was full of blue-collar workers on stop-overs. As they walked the buffet his clothes drew a little attention. One man coughed the word “poofter” into his fist. Tom ignored it.

“I’ll call the bank first,” Tom said. “They’ll need to know because the insurance is tied to them.”

“I think you should call the insurer first, then the bank.”

“Hmm. You think?”

“Yes. The house one first.”

Back in the room Tom called the buildings insurer. They were surprisingly amenable. An immediate fund for the hotel was released. He was told to send photographs; a loss adjuster would come within three days.

The next call was to the contents insurer. Again they were more understanding and helpful than the couple had expected. They told them to keep receipts for incidentals, clothes and so forth.

After that they travelled back to the smouldering remains of the house and began to take pictures. The whole place was gone. Destroyed. Nothing salvageable. Carrie allowed herself a little cry. Then Tom dropped her at a shopping centre and drove to the office.

Mark took one look at him and started to take the mick. After he heard what had happened he was inconsolable. He blamed himself for pushing the electric car onto Tom in the first place.

“Seriously, mate, don’t worry about the holiday. Once you sort yourselves out I’ll make sure you get a well-deserved break,” Mark told him.

“Thanks, Mark. I guess I’ll be coming back to work.”

“In your own time, of course.”

“No. What else am I going to do? Can’t sit around a Travelodge all day.”

He sat at his desk in the borrowed trousers and felt the cotton shift when he moved. Every time he crossed his legs he was aware of the cut, the softness, the faint ridge of the scalloped edge. He opened his laptop and began to type, trying not to think about how visible the briefs must have been in the hotel dining room, or about the way Carrie had looked at him when he first zipped the trousers and said nothing at all.

Then Mark remembered something. “I’ve got an inspection today, by the way.”

“By?”

“Some government agency. You know these new rules regarding equal pay and such?”

“Oh God. Sandra’s complaints?” Tom asked. Sandra had been a low-level tech who did more harm than good. After months of trying to help her they had to let her go. She didn’t go quietly. She lodged a complaint with a government agency that the company was not paying equally, especially given she was a lesbian. She argued the firm was not inclusive.

“Yes. They’ll be here in half an hour. You knew her well. Think you can talk to them?”

Tom agreed. He called Carrie to let her know he would be back later. She was fine; she was already walking the shops, picking up a few things. Buy me some bloody boxers while you’re at it, he thought, but didn’t say it. The last thing he wanted was another conversation about what he was wearing.

He settled at his desk. The cream trousers pulled smooth across his thighs when he sat. The black cotton briefs shifted with him, a soft, close reminder he could not ignore. He tugged his shirt…blouse…down as far as it would go and hoped the inspectors would stay on the other side of the table.

His phone pinged. The insurance company had sent the case number and the name of the loss adjuster. Things appeared to be moving. For the first time since the bang in the garage Tom felt his shoulders drop a fraction.

Mark was supportive. So were his colleagues once they heard what had happened. A few of them hovered by the desk with mugs of tea and the usual awkward sympathy. Nobody mentioned the women’s clothes. One of the younger lads looked once, looked away, and found something fascinating on the carpet. Tom let it pass. House first. Pride later.

He opened the email from the insurer and read it twice. An advance for emergency accommodation. A named adjuster. A request for photographs, which they now already had. He forwarded the lot to Carrie with a short note; Looks hopeful. Stay as long as you need in town.

Maybe things would work out after all.

He had ten minutes before the agency people were due. He went to the gents, locked a cubicle, and checked himself in the mirror above the sink on the way back. The cream fabric was thin in the harsh strip light. The dark shape of the briefs showed if he stood a certain way. He smoothed the front with his palm, felt the scalloped edge under his fingers, and swore under his breath. The blouse was so shiny it reflected the little LED lights, but at least on him he thought it looked more like a seventies disco shirt or something.

Inclusivity inspection. Perfect timing.

He returned to his desk, sat carefully, and waited. Mark appeared in the doorway with two strangers behind him; a woman with a folder and a young man who looked as if he had never smiled in his life.

“Tom. This is them. They’re here about Sandra.”

Tom stood, felt the trousers cling, and held out his hand as if nothing in the world were wrong.


Two

Carrie wandered into the budget store. None of it was quality, but it was cheap, and at least she could grab what they needed for a couple of quid.

When she reached the underwear aisle a strange idea settled over her. If they shared, they could cut the cost. It was a ridiculous thought. She knew that deep down. And yet she wanted it with a sudden, stubborn heat. She walked towards the men’s section, then straight past it, and into the women’s.

She ought to have reached for the plain cotton multipacks. Her hand even hovered there. Then she paused and looked right. A pack of ten satin and lace briefs sat in pastel colours; soft pink, mint, lilac, buttercream. She stared at them. This is stupid. He will never go for it. Before she could talk herself out of it she took the pack, then another. Two packs of ten. They landed in the basket with a quiet rustle of plastic.

At the socks she didn’t stop. She took a three-pack of thick black tights and threw those in as well.

Walking the lingerie racks she thought about how readily he had put her things on that morning. No fuss. No fight. Only that little shrug and the side zip pulled up. It felt exciting. Unique. She had never thought of herself as a woman with a fetish. Their life together had been steady, affectionate, a little bland. Perhaps this was what they needed; a sliver of something new.

She stopped in front of the cheap silky nighties. One was hot pink with black lace, cut short. In her head she told herself the hotel room was cool, and that sleeping naked on those sheets was never a good idea. He had no pyjamas. She could have picked him a cheap men’s pair without thinking. Instead she took the pink nightie for him and a matching red and black one for herself.

The Chinese-made clothes in that part of the shop were altogether quite slutty. Normally she would not have given them a second glance. Now she found herself wondering how they would sit on him; the way satin would cling at his chest, how lace would look against his wrists. She was not entirely sure why. She took satin camisoles in several colours, most of them heavy with lace, and dropped them in. Then peach satin shorts, the legs thick with lace. Those went in too.

One last thing. A tube of depilatory cream.

At the till she trembled a little. Am I going mad? At the same time she felt herself throb, properly, for the first time in years. The girl behind the counter scanned the lot without comment. Carrie paid in cash, took the thin bags, and stepped toward the doors.

Her phone rang as she reached the pavement. Tom.

The news he gave her was so unexpected she stopped where she stood. She smiled, a slow, private smile, then turned on her heel and went back into the store.



Before he made the call, Tom was busy talking to a rather pretty blonde woman from the EHRC, the Equality and Human Rights Commission, and to the quiet man who sat beside her taking notes. The moment she looked at Tom the tone of the meeting changed. It became civil. Easier. Far less stiff than Mark had feared.

Tom gave his account of Sandra; the missed deadlines, the help they had offered, the final warning, the exit that had not been quiet. Claire listened with her head slightly tilted, then closed the folder an inch.

“That sounds like a bitter employee,” she said. “Not a pattern.”

Then she turned to Mark and shocked him further.

“You really should have let us know you hire transgender personnel into management. Not only can we look at grants for you, we can also put you forward for awards for equal opportunities.”

Tom opened his mouth. I’m not transgender. Mark’s hand came out, light on his forearm, and stopped him.

“Oh, we are definitely an equal opportunities employer,” Mark said. “Tom isn’t transgender as such. Rather gender-queer.”

Tom shot him a look. The cream trousers suddenly felt thinner. The briefs sat closer.

“Does that still qualify?” Mark asked.

“Absolutely it does,” Claire said, smiling. “I have to move on today, but how about I come back next week? We can look at things that would promote the business. It also lets us make recommendations to tier one UK corporations who want equal opportunities suppliers.”

“Really?” Mark gasped.

Tom frowned. He understood at once. Mark would want this. And being the businessman he was, Tom knew he would have done the same if the roles were reversed. Contracts. Grants. A door into companies that would never have taken their calls last year. All because I put on her bloody trousers this morning.

“Oh, for sure,” Claire went on. “You see a lot of noise online, but in reality most UK businesses are looking for ways to bring inclusivity into their staff.”

She asked a few more questions. Tom answered carefully, keeping to Sandra, to process, to policy. The note-taker wrote without looking up. Tom didn’t correct Mark’s other comments. He felt the side zip of the trousers against his hip every time he shifted in the chair, and realised that it might become a thing of permanence.

Eventually Claire stood, shook their hands, and promised she would be back the following week. The quiet man packed the folder and nodded, but he didn’t smile. The office door clicked shut.

Mark waited until the corridor was empty.

“I don’t expect you to crossdress if you don’t want to,” Mark said. “But if the benefits are half as good as she made out, it could lead to good things.”

Tom sighed. “Mate, I’d do the same.” He gave a short chuckle that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “But you explain it to the staff. If they get interviewed, they need to sing the same tune.”

“Good point.” Mark grinned. “So you’ll do it?”

Tom sighed again. He thought of the burnt house, the adjuster, the two weeks that were supposed to be Spain. He thought of Carrie’s case and the black cotton against his skin.

“Sure. But nobody is allowed to laugh at me.”

“Of course not. We’re an equal opportunities employer.”

Tom went back to his desk, shut the door as far as it would go, and called Carrie. He told her everything; the inspection, Sandra, Claire, the grants, the supplier lists, and the story Mark had just invented in front of a government folder. He kept his voice low.

“I might need a few items of additional clothing,” he said. “If we are going to play this, I cannot keep turning up in the same pair of see-through trousers.”

Carrie was quiet for a second. Then she promised she would pick some things up. He could hear the smile in her voice, and something else underneath it that he was not ready to address.

When he hung up he sat very still. The pastel idea of next week settled over him like the lace he had not yet seen. One week. Help the company, then we talk about what the hell we are doing.

He opened a new email to Mark.

Subject: staff line for Monday.

He began to type.

As Tom drove back to the hotel later he didn’t really consider what he was doing as anything sexual. For him it was business and necessity. The clothes didn’t feel off. They didn’t feel like much at all. They stopped him being naked, and now they had the added benefit of bringing in extra revenue.

When he opened the hotel-room door that changed.

Carrie had arranged the drawers for while they were staying there. He pulled one open, expecting a cheap multipack of boxers, a couple of plain T-shirts, perhaps some socks. There was not a single item of male clothing.

“I don’t need to always wear women’s clothes,” he muttered.

“What if someone sees you? What if this equal opportunities lady happens to be out and sees you?” she said.

He frowned. He could not really argue with the reasoning. Claire had a folder and a return visit booked. The town was not large.

“Okay. But do I need to wear a nightie to bed?”

She giggled. “I just thought that if we are doing this, we could have a little fun. Add some excitement to the marriage.”

Tom sighed, then shrugged. “Fine.”

That evening she ran him a bath. Steam fogged the cheap mirror. When he stepped out she sat him on a towel at the end of the bed and unscrewed the tube. The cream was cold. She rubbed it over his legs, then higher, then across his chest and under his arms, working it in with both hands.

“I don’t understand why we need to go to such extreme lengths,” he said.

“Do you believe gender-queer people dress up and then leave all their body hair?” she asked.

He thought about Claire’s smile and the note-taker’s pen. “No. They likely would not.”

She waited, wiped, rinsed. When she was done he was smooth in a way he had not been since he was a boy. The air in the room felt sharper against him.

She held out the hot pink nightie with the black lace. She had already slipped into the red and black one. The satin clung to her as she moved.

“Did they not have a more neutral colour?” he asked, looking from the pink to her red.

“No. Put it on.”

He lifted it over his head. The satin slithered down his chest and settled at mid-thigh. The lace scratched, very lightly, where it met skin. A tingle ran through him that no shirt of his had ever caused. Softness he had not expected. To his surprise his cock began to swell against the thin fabric.

Carrie stepped close and hugged him. She kissed his mouth. The two nighties brushed together with a quiet, slippery sound. He felt as if he had stepped through a door he had not meant to open. None of this was what he had planned when he plugged the car in a night ago.

They fell onto the bed. She slid down his body and took him into her mouth. Her hands moved over the satin, tracing the lace at the hem, then higher, finding the shape of him underneath. Every pass of her fingertips made him shiver. His cock jumped against her tongue.

She didn’t keep him there. She climbed back up, pushed the pink hem aside, and guided him to her. She was already soaked. Her eyes rolled as he sank in.

“Oh fuck, yes.”

She set her hands on the little triangular cups of his nightie and pinched his nipples through the satin as she rode him. The sensation was new and sharp.

“Fuck. Fuck.”

She felt his muscles lock. A giggle escaped her. He could not hold on. It was too much; the cloth, the smoothness, her weight, the pinch. Three strokes and he was spilling inside her.

“You got me worked up with your mouth,” he said, hunting for any excuse.

“It was great.” She slipped off to the bathroom. “I love that you were so turned on by your new nightie.”

“It was not the nightie.”

“It was.” She came back and slid in beside him. “And that’s fine. I like it. I think it suits you. You have a slim body like mine. I think you make a really cute girl.”

Tom groaned and pulled the pillow over his face. “Great. My house burns down and takes my masculinity with it. That’s all I need.”

She ran her hand across the soft material on his belly, then lower, rubbing him through the satin.

“Does that feel good?” The question was a purr.

“Yes,” he breathed.

“Then relax and enjoy the ride. They are just clothes.”

“Okay.”

He hardened again in a speed that startled him. This time it lasted. The sex was longer, rougher. For the first time in his life he brought her off with nothing but his cock. She clenched around him and swore into his shoulder. He hated to admit it, even to himself. Maybe there is something in this. Maybe I can let it run a little longer and see what comes of it.

The next morning the second loss adjuster rang; the contents insurer. A woman. She would be at the house at eleven to take her own photographs and wanted him there. He said he would be.

After the shower he opened the drawer. Satin and lace in pastels. Rather than stand there arguing with himself he took the first pair his hand found; light peach, a bow at the front, scalloped top, lace at the bottom. He pulled them up. The fabric settled against him, too soft, too exact. He didn’t go fully hard, but he was halfway there and annoyed about it.

“It is all right,” Carrie said when he pointed at the problem. She opened the other drawer and showed him the three pairs of thick black tights. “These will keep that in line.”

He fought them until she showed him how to roll each leg and work them up. Once they were on she was right. The compression helped. He still felt everything. He just looked less obvious.

“There will be hot days when tights won’t work,” he said. “Can you research ways to keep this under control? If I’m going to do this I don’t want to come across like a perv.”

“Sure. Will do.”

She didn’t push further. She let him step back into the cream trousers and handed him an ivory blouse with a lace trim at the collar and cuffs. He buttoned it, looked in the mirror, and exhaled.

“Do you want some make-up?” she asked.

“Don’t push it,” he snapped, certain she was taking the piss.

He drove to the wreck of the house. A plump woman with short blonde hair and thick glasses was already waiting on the pavement. They introduced themselves. He caught her glancing up and down more than once as they picked through what was left. He answered her questions. She took her pictures. When she had finished she tucked the camera away.

“I didn’t realise we were dealing with someone from the LGBTIA community,” she said. “Obviously nobody wants any suggestion of delay or impropriety that could be attributed to that, so I’ll make sure your case is looked at as a priority.”

“Oh,” he said, surprised, realising he could potential milk this opportunity. “Yes. Well. I’m gender-queer, so…”

“Of course.” She smiled. “I myself am part of the community. Well, the IA part. I’m asexual.”

“I see.”

“Anyway. I’ll get right on this.”

After the woman drove away Tom allowed himself a small smile as he stared at the ruins of what had been their house. Ash, black timber, the sagged skeleton of the garage. He wondered, not for the first time that morning, whether all of this was bringing him a kind of unexpected luck. Priority on the claim. Grants at work. Carrie warmer than she had been in years. Strange way to get a win.

“Hey, Tom. Nice outfit.”

The voice was deep. Tom turned.

Sam stood on the pavement with his dog slack on the lead behind him. Personal trainer. Online whatever. One of those thick-shouldered gym blokes who seemed to have a different girl on his arm every other week. In a year and a half they had exchanged perhaps a hundred words. Tom had filed him under all right.

“Hey, Sam.” Tom tugged the blouse down a fraction without meaning to. “Yes. Lost everything, and well…” He shrugged.

“Damn shame about the house.” Sam nodded at the wreck. “How’s Carrie holding up?”

“Better now. So far things seem to be going our way with the insurance.”

Sam nodded again, then chuckled. “You know the insurance will pay for new clothes. You don’t need to wear your wife’s things.”

Tom almost let it go. Then he heard Claire’s voice in his head, and the adjuster’s, and Mark’s hand on his arm.

“Funny story, actually.”

He told him. The rock. The batteries. The EHRC visit. Gender-queer, at least on paper. The woman with the thick glasses who had just promised to push the claim through. He kept it light. He didn’t mention the nightie.

Sam’s grin widened.

“So you plan to crossdress now?”

“For now. Let’s see how this work thing plays out.”

The grin changed. It became a smirk.

“You know what I think, Tom? I think you like it. And I think at some point your wife is going to need a real man to satisfy her. When she does, you have her call me.”

He winked.

Before Tom could answer Sam’s hand came down on his backside. Not a playful tap. A proper spank, heavy enough to startle, and then the hand stayed. It settled on the soft cream fabric and squeezed.

Tom went still.

If it had been any other man he would have swung. Sam was bigger, thicker through the chest and arms, the sort who filmed deadlifts for strangers. The okay-bloke feeling sheared off in a second. What stood there now felt like a predator taking inventory.

Sam let go, clicked his tongue at the dog, and walked on as if he had commented on the weather.

Tom stood on the drive with his pulse in his throat. First sour taste of the whole costume. He wanted to shout after him. He wanted to go home and take every scrap of satin off and burn it. He climbed into his wife’s car instead, shut the door harder than he needed to, and sat with both hands tight on the wheel.

He was still seething. The print of that heavy hand was still there on his right buttock, heat and memory through trousers, tights and peach knickers alike.

Then something else happened, unwanted and immediate. He got an erection.

No. Not that. Not him.

He swore, shifted in the seat, and felt the satin and the compression of the tights do nothing useful at all. The anger stayed. So did the heat. They occupied the same space and refused to cancel each other out.

He started the engine, checked the mirror, and pulled away from the black shell of the house with his jaw set. He would tell Carrie about the claim. He was not sure he would tell her about Sam’s hand. Not yet. The thought of her hearing that particular smirk made his stomach turn.

All the way back to the Travelodge the squeeze lingered. He hated it. He could still feel it. By the time he parked under the hotel canopy he had not gone down, and that fact sat in him like a stone.


Three

Over the next couple of days the dressing stayed light. Women’s trousers. Blouses. Nothing that flared or clung too hard. Tom told himself that was the working version of the story; the version Claire could photograph and Mark could sell.

Then the weekend arrived and Carrie laid things out on the bed.

A long pink pleated skirt. A white satin and lace cami-top. He scratched his head.

He wanted to tell her it was too much. He almost did. Then he thought of the last few days; the adjuster, the priority, the way people had gone suddenly careful around him. Overwhelmingly positive, if he was honest. What he hated was the other memory. Sam’s hand on his backside. The weight of it. The way it kept coming back when he was in the shower, in the car, half asleep. He hated that most of all.

He reached for the towel knot, ready to dress.

“Wait.” Carrie stopped him. “I did the research on what to do to keep you in place. I found something.”

She opened a drawer and took out a small white box. Inside sat a black polymer device, almost flat. He turned it in his fingers.

“There is no way a cock fits in that,” he said.

“It does,” she said. “It tucks you. Forces everything back so you get a flat front. Your balls will still be there, but we can manage that with tighter knickers.”

He was not convinced. He took it apart anyway, frowning at the ring, and tried to work both testicles through. His hands were clumsy. The ring felt too small. He swore under his breath.

Carrie knelt.

“Let me.”

She took the pieces from him. Her fingers were surer. She worked both of his balls through the ring, then lined the cage with the tip of him, eased the two halves together, and slid the locking piece home. The key turned with a small, final click.

“See?”

He looked down. A smooth, empty plane. Two tight shapes beneath it. Nothing of the usual outline at all.

“Is it safe?”

“Yes. Perfectly, if we clean it properly. Not for days on end. We take it off. We wash. We put it back if we need to.”

He nodded. A sigh left him. Fate, or something like it. He reached for the red satin briefs.

“Not those just yet, let’s try something.”

She put them aside and drew out another pair. Same style. Pink. Smaller.

“These are a size down.”

He doubted they would pass his knees. She had him step in. One of her hands cupped and pressed, tucking the remaining balls up and back while the other yanked the waistband home. For a second he thought she had lost her mind. Then the fabric settled. What was left was a slight bump and otherwise a smooth gap where he was used to seeing himself.

“Perfect.” She stood and looked. Satisfaction all over her face. “How does it feel?”

“Weird.” No pain. Just pressure, heat, and the odd sense that he ended sooner than he should.

“It is not for long stretches, and not for today. I only wanted to show you. In this skirt it doesn’t matter if You’re tucked or not.”

She hooked her fingers in the waistband, peeled the small pair down, and replaced them with the same colour in his usual size. The relief was immediate.

“I don’t want you having fertility problems later,” she said.

He nodded and managed a brief smile. “Thanks for that.”

The skirt came next. He stepped in and she zipped the side. Odd. Odd in a way that was not entirely bad. Air moved against his bare, smooth legs. The pleats swung when he shifted his weight. Liberating, he realised, and then felt foolish for the word. Without tights or hair he was chilly from mid-thigh down.

“I guess I’ll put tights on.” He said it with a flicker of disappointment. Tight fabric again, after that brief freedom.

“I have something better.”

She lifted a pair of her own hold-ups from the drawer; sheer, with a wide lace band at the top.

“Sit on the bed.”

With the stockings rolled up his legs and the lace bands holding firm against his thighs, a profound revelation broke in Tom’s head.

He loved this feeling. He loved it more than anything he could remember. The air on the bare strip of thigh above the lace. The swing of the skirt. The secret flatness under the pink knickers. It sat in him like a warm stone. Of course he didn’t tell Carrie. He didn’t dare. This part, for now, was his.

She tucked the cami into the waist of the skirt and turned him to the mirror.

A flat-chested man in women’s clothes looked back. During the week, in trousers and a blouse, he might have passed for a bloke who had got dressed in the dark. Now he was visibly a crossdresser, and not a good one. The pink pleats. The white lace. His own face still sitting on top of it all like a protest.

“It doesn’t look right,” he said. “I just look… ridiculous.”

Part of him wanted to say take it off, it won’t work, this is enough. Another part wanted her to refuse. He needed the feeling to continue. He needed someone else to be the reason he kept it on.

“You’re right. It does.” She didn’t reach for the zip. “You’re not taking it off.”

She went to her drawer and came back with a white lace bralette, the one she sometimes wore to run. She slipped the cami straps down so the satin puddled at his waist, then drew the bralette over his head and settled it snug around his chest. She gathered what little softness he had and nudged it inward until there was the suggestion of mounds. Then the cami came back up, smoothed over the lace.

“Look.”

He did. Better. He had to admit it. The shape was no longer a plank in a skirt. And it felt better too. The constriction across his chest made his cock pulse inside the cage, a dull, trapped kick that went nowhere. Thankfully it could not do more than that.

“Still missing something, though.”

“Yes,” she said. “Sit down.”

For the next half hour she worked in soft tones. Foundation first, worked into his jaw and the faint shadow there. Contour and concealer to flatten and even the skin. Blush to find cheekbones he didn’t know he had. Eyeliner to change the shape of his eyes and make them stand out; a wash of shadow; mascara that made him blink like a fool. Powder along the sides of his nose and under his chin. Lip liner, a touch of plumper that stung, then colour.

He sat still and let her. He couldn’t see the result yet. She kept the hand mirror face down on the bed.

Even then she was not satisfied. She stepped back, tilted her head, and sighed.

“Something’s still wrong.”

He sighed too. If this was what every day would require he might as well give up now. I’m far too lazy for this.

“Got it.” She clicked her fingers and reached for the tweezers.

She plucked his brows at a speed that felt personal. He hissed. He swore. She didn’t pause. When the shape satisfied her she took up a pencil and brushed colour through what remained, short, sure strokes, until the line was clean.

“Now look.”

Tom’s mouth dropped open.

A strikingly pretty woman looked back at him. Soft mouth. Defined eyes. The suggestion of a chest under white lace. And then the hair ruined it; messy brown, neither long enough to be feminine nor short enough to be boyish. A man’s cut sitting on a face that no longer matched it.

“I can fix the hair,” she said. “Come with me to the bathroom.”

She had him lie back with his head in the tub and washed his hair, careful not to send water down over the make-up. Her nails moved against his scalp. He closed his eyes and let the warmth run. When she was done she wrapped a towel around his head, sat him in front of the mirror, and took up the dryer, the spray and the brush.

She set to work.

By the time she was done she had lifted his hair into something like a feminine boyish cut; blown out with the dryer, set hard with spray. Was it a perfect woman’s cut? He didn’t think so. It was feminine, though. In the bathroom light he could pass. That fact landed in him with a small, dangerous click.

One detail left. Shoes. Both of them would have liked Carrie’s to fit. They didn’t. His feet were longer, wider at the heel.

“The shopping centre is just round the corner,” she said. “Five minutes in the car. We’ll go after breakfast. For now you can wear the white trainers. Nobody is going to care.”

Saturday in the hotel had one saving grace besides the way he felt when he caught himself in the lift mirror. Fewer workers. Breakfast was almost dead. A handful of tables. The clink of cutlery.

He still felt eyes.

A chubby telecom bloke by the juice machine watched him walk the buffet. Not the look from earlier in the week. Not poofter coughed into a fist. This was hunger, plain and undisguised, travelling from the stockings to the skirt to the mouth Carrie had painted on him.

Tom set his plate down opposite his wife.

“That man over there is checking me out.”

“How does that make you feel?” She was already grinning.

“Weird. I guess a little more confident about how I look.”

“That’s good. You look great. Try not to stress so much.”

“I’m trying, but you know this isn’t me. I’m not trans. I’m not a crossdresser. I’m just a bloke caught in an unusual situation.”

Carrie giggled. He was always telling her that. Just a guy in a strange spot. Yet at night he put the nightie on without being asked. He stood over the drawer and thought about which knickers. She was already sure he would need bras as a habit, and stockings, and probably more. She hoped for more.

“You’re a crossdresser now, Tom. Just accept it. You’re being silly. All of this can be a bit of fun for a few weeks while work settles and the house gets sorted. So far everything is going our way. Both loss adjusters were extra friendly. You’re on track for a bonus at work. We should count our blessings. This could have gone a lot worse.”

He sighed. She was right. It was as if the universe had decided to turn him into a transvestite and, annoyingly, he was letting it happen. And you like the stockings. You liked the cage more than you should have. Stop lying to yourself.

After breakfast they drove to the shopping centre and made a beeline for a budget shoe shop. He didn’t want to spend a fortune. Carrie, it became clear, wanted him stocked.

He found a pair of simple ballet flats first; black, round-toed, nothing. He slid them on. His feet looked suddenly smaller. Almost right.

Then Carrie came back with a young salesgirl and an armful of boxes. Heels. Ankle boots. Knee-highs. A pair of pale court shoes that made his stomach dip.

“Carrie,” he hissed, once the girl had gone to fetch another size. “I cannot wear heels.”

“You can, sweetie. Women wear heels. If you want to be passable you need decent shoes.”

He shook his head, then gave it up. “Fine. But why do I need boots?”

She tilted her head and gave him a look he knew too well.

“Do we seriously need to have this conversation? You need boots because some outfits call for them. If we are going to do this, we are going to do it properly. If you get it wrong people will see through it, and you could end up in trouble for trying to scam the government.”

Another sigh. He was relenting and he knew it.

“Fine. But I’m beginning to think this is more trouble than it is worth.”

“Please.” She almost spat with laughter. “You’re loving this too. Admit it. This is the most fun we’ve had in years.”

He thought of the buffet stare. The lace on his thighs. The way the skirt had moved when he walked from the car.

“Blast.” He hissed it. “I hate it when you’re right.”

The salesgirl returned with a size up in the courts. Carrie patted the stool.

“Sit down then. And do not look at me like that. We are only getting started.”

In the end they spent far more than he would have liked. Nine pairs. Ballet flats in black and nude. Courts with a modest heel. Ankle boots. A taller pair Carrie swore would matter once the weather turned. He watched the till tick up and felt something in him give way. They had so many boxes they had to take them to the car and come back. He left the white trainers in the boot and walked into the centre again in the black flats.

The change was small and not small at all. His stride shortened. The skirt moved differently. The flats made no sound on the tiles.

Now that the money was gone he saw the pretence for what it was. This was not a fortnight of borrowed trousers until the insurer paid out.

“I’m going to need more knickers,” he said. “More stockings. And I guess more bras. If we are doing this, then you’re right. We should do it properly.”

“Good girl.” She said it softly, with a grin that went straight through him. “I knew you’d come around.”

Do not like that…You liked that.

A group of kids off to the side burst out laughing. Tom turned at once, heat rising under the foundation, certain the joke was the man in the pink skirt. They were huddled round a phone. Some Instagram video. Not him. The relief left him light-headed.

He looked properly at the mall then. Saturday crowds. Pushchairs. Bags. A man eating a Gregg’s sausage roll as he walked. Nobody was looking at him. Nobody cared. Anyone who did glance his way saw a pretty girl with an odd haircut, nothing more.

The invisibility was a kind of power. It was also a kind of trap.

“I need to do something about the hair,” he muttered.

“You do,” his wife said. No argument. She had seen the same thing.

“Wig?”

He said it as a stall. Wigs came off. Wigs were a costume you could put back in a drawer.

Carrie’s attention had already left him. She was fixed on a salon window a few units down. A pink poster. K-Tip Hair Extensions. Walk-ins accepted.

“There.”


Four

Tom fell back on the bed, his long platinum blonde hair spreading out behind him across the cheap hotel pillows.

He had not expected to go blonde. The moment the stylist, an over-enthusiastic girl called Candy, understood the task, she had attached herself to Carrie. Big or go home. That was the phrase. Candy talked like a machine gun. Tom could not get a word in. By the time his head was in the basin it was already too late. Length, colour, the lot; agreed over him as if he were a mannequin.

And yet, lying there beside Carrie, staring at the ceiling, with bags of shoes and clothes all over the floor, he allowed himself a small smile.

Once Candy had finished, the woman in the salon mirror had looked closer to Margot Robbie than to the man he had been that morning. Going back to Tom was going to be a problem. As Tom he was plain. Boring. Lucky to have Carrie. As whoever this was, he was a supermodel. Even the lack of breasts could be read as a kind of editorial thinness; some campaign, some strange high-fashion brief.

There were still tells. He could see them because he knew his own face. Carrie could see them too, though she was already thinking about better make-up. On camera the current face worked. Off camera it looked thick. Caked.

“There is something that would soften those features,” Carrie said.

“What?”

“Hormones.” She shrugged as if she had suggested a different lipstick.

Tom burst out laughing and shook his head. “I’m not taking hormones.”

“Why not?”

He turned onto his side and stared at her with sheer incredulity. “Are you serious?” His voice came out thinner than he meant. “I’m a man.”

“No. You used to be a man. Now you’re not.”

“It’s been a week.”

“And what a week.” Another shrug. “Honestly, I’m kind of glad the house burnt down. This has been the best week of my life. I’m finally happy.”

“You’re happy with a woman for a husband, are you?”

“Yes. You’re sexy. You turn me on, and…”

He cut across her, face contorted. “I didn’t turn you on before? You weren’t happy?”

Carrie sat up. This was the conversation she had been dreading, and it had arrived anyway.

“I was a little bored,” she said. “I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. But I had started to wonder if we would ever have any excitement. Now we do.”

“I didn’t realise you felt that way.” His eyes went soft with disappointment.

“Oh, do not give me that. Don’t tell me everything was perfect for you.”

It had not been perfect. He had put it down to life. The trudge to work. The few hours in the evening. The mortgage. The bigger house. The plan for children.

Children.

“We can’t have kids if I go on hormones,” he said.

“We could. But I’m not even sure if I want them anymore.” She said it quietly. “If I ever did. I would rather this life was about us. See the world. Be free. Having kids feels like pressure to conform because that is what you’re meant to do. But what’s the point? The world is going to shit anyway.”

Tom lay still. His heart was going too fast. Smoke inhalation, he thought wildly. Some chemical from the garage. Only last week they had talked about holidays and a family and the spare room. Now she was talking as if that version of them had burned with the carpets.

He needed air. He could not think in this room with the blonde hair in his eyes and her watching him.

He stood, grabbed the nearest box, and shook out a pair of three-inch black pumps. He forced his feet in and nearly went over on the spot.

“I’m going to the pub,” he said, and reached for the handbag as if he had always owned one.

“Do you not want the flats?” She sounded frightened for his ankles, not for the rest of it.

“I guess I need to learn anyway.” It came out spat.

He paused at the mirror. A beautiful stranger looked back, furious and uncertain under the platinum. He dragged the brush through the new hair twice, then left, and slammed the hotel door behind him.

He had expected her to follow. He was glad she didn’t.

The corridor was long and quiet. For the first twenty steps the heels were a joke. Then he found it; back straight, head up, heel to toe, one small step in front of the other. The pink skirt answered the walk. His buttocks moved under the pleats. The swing of it gave him a confidence he had not known he needed and resented needing.

You’re going to the pub to be angry. You’re walking like that because it works.

By the time he reached the lifts he could do it without holding the wall. The doors opened on his reflection; long blonde hair, painted mouth, black pumps, handbag on his shoulder. He stepped in, pressed for the ground floor, and watched the numbers fall.

In the old Tudor pub he ordered an IPA, much to the surprise of the barman, who had already reached for a wine glass. Tom took the pint to a corner table and sat alone. The beer went down easily. Too easily. He needed it to settle his nerves.

He needed a moment to think. To process what Carrie had told him.

She had not been happy. She had said she loved him and didn’t want to end it. She had resigned herself to the life they had built. That was the part that sat heavily. Resignation was a sad word to put on a marriage.

Could he resign himself to becoming transgender to make her happier? That seemed extreme, to say the least.

First he had to look at how he felt about himself.

He was aware of the other men in the bar. Stares. Want. Desire, undisguised once they thought he would not notice. Something in the room had shifted when he walked in; he could almost smell it. A small smirk touched his mouth. Then the other thought arrived on its heels. In this climate all it would take was one loud anti-woke type taking offence. He would be lucky to leave with a black eye, if not worse.

Passable is not the same as safe.

Perhaps Carrie was right about children. Perhaps this was the wrong time. That was not the same as never. He turned the idea over and couldn’t make it lie flat. Last week there had been a spare room in his head. Now the spare room was ash and she was talking about freedom.

The glass was empty. When he reached the bar the old man was already pulling another.

“This one is on the gentleman over there.”

“That really isn’t necessary.” Tom kept his voice as soft and feminine as he could.

“No pressure, love. If you don’t want him botherin’ you, then he won’t.”

“Well. Erm. Thanks.”

He raised the glass toward a young man in a suit. Younger than him. Estate agent, or something that dressed like one. The man nodded and stayed where he was.

No stranger had ever bought him a drink. Guilt flickered, then something lighter. Relaxation. Proof, of a kind, that he was passing.

He sat again and tried to return to Carrie.

Hormones were out. That bridge was too far. But could he be the girl she wanted? And why a girl at all? Was she a lesbian? Did she even know?

A second pint arrived, this time with a different man attached to it.

“Oh, thanks, but I’m married.” Tom lifted his hand and let the light catch the ring against the painted nails.

“Oh. Right. No worries. Enjoy the drink.”

The man went back to his mates. Tom watched the little performance of disappointment and felt, absurdly, as if he had been polite at a school dance.

He tried to sort what Carrie might actually need.

She might want a best friend in the same house; a girlfriend to shop with and tell things to. That didn’t explain the nightie, the cage, the way she had said good girl.

She might be a closet lesbian. If that were true then his cock was either a problem to be managed or a truth that would send her out of the door the moment she admitted it to herself.

Or she was simply kinkier than he had ever realised, and what she needed was not a new husband or a new wife but pleasure. Play. A life that didn’t centre around accounts and kids.

You liked the stockings. You liked the walk down the corridor. You liked the free pint arriving without you asking. None of that answers her. It only muddies you.

He drank. The Tudor beams sat low over the room. Someone laughed too loudly by the fruit machine. His hair kept sliding forward over one shoulder, pale and heavy, and he kept tucking it back like a woman who had always done so, all so naturally.

He didn’t know, yet, which of the three versions of Carrie was true. He only knew he would have to go back up that corridor in the pumps and ask her, properly, before the next drawer opened and the next irreversible thing was agreed over his head.

He finished the second pint more slowly than the first, set the glass down, and looked at the ring again.

One more minute. Then you walk.

He picked up his phone and began searching. “My wife wants me to wear her clothes, removed my body hair, put me in makeup and lingerie, and locked me in a chastity cage, to spice up our marriage after years of it being a bit boring. She’s really into it. Why would she want that? Is this a common thing?”

Instead of the usual set of links, the AI wrote back to him:

Yes. What you’re describing sits right in the middle of a cluster of kinks that often travel together. Once a wife starts dressing her husband, choosing his underwear, removing his body hair and locking him, three themes come up again and again:

Sissification
This is the process of turning the husband into a more feminine, ornamental, “less manly” version of himself — panties, stockings, makeup, nighties, a cage that keeps him small and smooth. A lot of women who suddenly find the marriage exciting again are responding to that version of you: pretty, presented, a little helpless, available. The clothes aren’t just novelty. They’re the visual and physical language of “you’re my girl now.” If the lingerie and the makeup already make sex better, sissification is simply that idea taken further and made consistent.

Female domination

The clothes and the cage only work if someone is in charge of them. That’s her. She decides what you wear, when the cage comes off, whether you get to cum, how feminine you look in public. Many wives discover they like that authority far more than they expected. It doesn’t have to be dungeon-and-whip domination. Everyday control — “put these on,” “keep it locked,” “you’re not wearing men’s clothes to the meeting” — is often enough. The arousal on her side frequently comes from watching you comply.

Cuckolding

This one surprises people, but it follows the same logic. Once the husband is feminized and no longer the “default man” in the marriage, some women start wanting a contrast: a masculine man for sex while the husband stays pretty, locked, and watching or serving. It doesn’t mean she will sleep with someone else. It means the fantasy — you smaller, her desired by men who aren’t you — often appears once sissification and control are already on the table. For some couples it stays fantasy. For others it becomes the next source of heat.

None of this means you have to become a full-time sissy or watch her with another man. It means those three themes are the usual next rooms after “my wife likes me in her clothes.” If the marriage felt bland for years and this version of you is the first thing that’s made her hungry again, it’s worth looking at them honestly instead of pretending that this is all a one off.

Tom gulped as he read the AI answer. His eyes widened. His stomach went heavy.

In one way it should have been a relief. There was a version of this in which she only wanted to play. In another way it felt like a burden dropping onto his lap; as if handing her control would rearrange the whole marriage and leave him inside it wearing someone else’s life.

Carrie had already suggested hormones. What if that stopped being a suggestion? What if she demanded it? What if she found a way to force it?

Inside the cage his cock gave a jolt of pain. First time that day. It was trying, properly, to get hard. The fear didn’t cancel the arousal.

You’re frightened. You’re also hard in a box that will not let you be.

One thing was certain. He needed to know if this was what she wanted. He would not get a clean answer face to face; not in that room, not with the blonde hair and the slammed door still between them. He copied the whole response into a text and sent a single line under it.

‘Is this what you want?’

He drank the free beer and waited.

The ellipses appeared. Sat there. Vanished. Came back.

Her reply was not careful.

‘Oh my god, that’s amazing! Yes! Yes, this is what I want! All of it!’

Two things clarified at once. She was definitely kinky. She had not known the half of those themes until he laid them out, and he had just handed her all three on a plate.

“Fuck,” he muttered. His heart was going like he had run up the stairs. Excitement, sharp and stupid, under the dread.

Another beer landed in front of him.

“This seat taken?”

Sam. The knowing smirk already in place.

“Oh God.” Tom groaned.

“Took me a while, you know.” Sam chuckled as he sat, big frame filling the chair. “Do you know who you look like?”

“Yes.”

“That bird from Wolf of Wall Street.”

“I know.”

“She’s hot.”

Tom looked up at last. “Are you gay?”

The big man burst out laughing. “What? No.”

“Then why are you flirting with me?”

Sam’s grin widened. “Cause you ain’t a man. You’re a sissy.”

There it was. The word Tom had only just read on a screen. The cage answered it with a painful pinch, a reminder that his dick was still there and that it seemed to like ideas he had not agreed to.

“I’m not a sissy,” Tom mumbled. Even he didn’t believe the sound of it.

“What’s a hottie like Carrie doing with a sissy like you?” Sam went on, as if the denial had been furniture. “I bet she needs a real man, doesn’t she?”

Tom stared at the beer and wished the man would stand up and take his shoulders and his smirk back out onto the street before something unwise came out of his own mouth.

“You’d watch, wouldn’t you? If I fucked your wife.”

Tom said nothing.

Sam’s grin deepened. “Of course you would. You’d kneel there in your sissy clothes, watching her scream, beg for me to fuck her, tell you she don’t want your little dicklet anymore. Then after I cum in her you’ll be right there to lick her clean. Yeah. Right before you fluff me so I can get hard enough to do her all over again.”

The pinch came back worse. Tom hissed through his teeth. He went on the offensive because it was that or make a sound he would hate.

“Why the fuck are you like this? You were a decent neighbour last week. Now you’re just a bully.”

Sam rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Alright, alright. Keep the fucking knickers on. I ain’t a bully. I’m a trained bull.”

“A what?”

“A bull. I get off on cuckolding sissy men. Fucking their wives in front of them. I’m a dominant. It’s who I am. This bullying, as you put it, is not bullying. It’s my way of showing you who’s in charge. Something tells me you get off on it, don’t ya?” The grin again. “I’ve been doing this since you were in school, sunshine. I know what sissies like. And I like sissies. It’s a fun lifestyle. But hey, if you ain’t into it, fine. My apologies. If you are, though, and the lovely wife is, you know my number, eh? Don’t ya?”

He stood, taking his beer with him.

“Enjoy the pint.”

For a moment a whole weather system moved through Tom while he sat with Sam’s words. Shame. Heat. Anger at being read so cheaply. A thin, traitorous spark of recognition. Guilt, sharpest of all, for calling the man a bully when part of him had listened to the end.

He picked up his beer before he could talk himself out of it and crossed the boards to the bar.

Sam was leaning there, pint in hand, as if he had known the chair in the corner would empty.

“I’m…” Tom had come over to say sorry. What left him was smaller. “Scared.”

Sam turned. He looked at him for a long second, not smirking now, simply taking inventory. Then his hand settled on Tom’s backside. Gentle. Almost polite. He rubbed once, slowly, through the pink skirt, and drew Tom in close.

Tom found himself turned and gathered against that broad chest. He folded his arms there because he didn’t know where else to put them. Sam’s hands cupped both buttocks and squeezed, firm enough to make the cage bite. Then, as if the point had been made, Sam let one hand go and picked up his beer again. The other stayed where it was.

“Stay here with me. You’re my girl this evening. Is that understood?”

The voice had no joke left in it.

“Yes, sir.” Tom heard himself breathe it. His cock pinched again. His whole body gave a fine shake he could not hide.

He cursed the wretched alcohol that had taken the brakes off. He cursed the fire, the skirt, the text he should never have sent. He cursed the fact that yes, sir had been waiting in his mouth.

Sam thumbed his phone one-handed, still holding him.

Tom watched the screen over the other man’s wrist. Carrie’s name. A short message. ‘The pub. Now.’

He cursed mobile phones too.


Five

The hand on Tom’s arse never left, and after a minute he no longer wanted it to.

While they waited for Carrie he grew used to the gentle squeezing, the slow proprietary stroke through the pleats. It made him feel feminine. Wanted. At intervals he found his head tipped onto Sam’s shoulder, the platinum hair spilling over that thick arm, and then he would remember himself and jerk upright with a little cough of embarrassment. Sam only huffed a laugh and pulled him back.

The interrogation filled the gaps. Work. Mark. The EHRC woman. The house. The rock, the batteries, the way the fire had refused to die. Sam listened, asked the next question, and kept his palm where it was.

“I’ll never have a fucking EV,” he grumbled. “I’d rather just not drive.”

The pub door swung open.

Carrie came in fast, face drawn, certain from Sam’s message that something had gone wrong. Then she saw them. Confusion first. Then a small smirk. The message had landed. Sissification. Female domination. Cuckolding. She had been reading about all three in the minutes before his text arrived, the pages still warm in her head.

She walked forward slowly. Her eyes were on Sam.

She had watched him from across drives and bins for a year and a half; the gym bulk, the rotation of girlfriends, the easy physical confidence. A woman wanted a brute sometimes. Could she imagine a life with a man like that? Certainly not. Could she imagine sex with him? She already had, more than once, with the bathroom door locked. Perhaps tonight it would not stay imaginary.

Sam’s hand left Tom. In the next breath he had Carrie in his arms.

There was no polite hello. He took her mouth as if time were a waste. Tongue, weight, those heavy hands roaming her back and settling on her buttocks. Carrie moaned into it, surprised by her own sound.

People at the bar stared. Confusion. A scrape of jealousy. The Margot Robbie lookalike had been under his hands for ten minutes. Now he was kissing a dark-haired woman who had just walked in. How was that fair?

The kiss broke.

“Want a drink?” Sam asked.

Carrie stared at him, smirk still there, chest heaving. “No thanks. I want to just go.”

His mouth curled. “Just like that, huh?”

“Just like that.”

He downed the rest of his pint, then took a hand of each of them.

“Come on then. Your place?”

“No. Yours. We’re in a Travelodge.”

Tom almost argued. Sam’s house was a mistake; too close to the wreck, too close to the street. Then he saw the other side of it. Easier to leave a man’s house than to try to push a man out of a hotel room.

“We’ll follow,” Carrie said.

In the car Tom fastened the seatbelt over the cami and the bralette and stared at the windscreen. Carrie turned to him before she started the engine.

“Are you sure about this?” She asked.

It was obvious then. She thought he had arranged it; the messages, the way Sam had been holding him. This was the gap. He could say no. He could say he was not sure at all.

“Yes. I’m sure.” He replied, surprising himself.

“Good. This is going to be so much fun.” She giggled, and relief went through him in a rush. He was not forcing her. “And you want me to take charge? To be dominant with you? That is so hot.”

“Well. I…” He nearly told her it had been research. An article. A panic in a corner of a pub. “I mean, it could be fun. I don’t want you to be bored.”

“Oh, trust me. This is the most alive I have felt in my life. Thank you, honey. This is the best gift; trusting me to run your life. I promise I’ll not let you down.”

They followed Sam’s tail-lights in silence. After a stretch of dual carriageway, nerves got the better of him and Tom told her the truth. All of it. The AI page. The text. That none of this had been his plan when he left the hotel in a temper.

She didn’t slow down. She was quiet for a few seconds only.

“But we’ll still do this.” Not a question. “I’m in charge now. I make the decisions, not you. I’m the dominant. I’m going to get fucked. Do we have a deal, or should I turn around?”

He sighed. Not regret. Nerves trying to speak and being told to sit down. He wanted to be what she needed.

“Yes. We have a deal. You’re in charge.”

“I’ll need to learn it. I don’t know if I even can be. But I like to think I can.”

“I think you can too.”

They turned down their old street. The burnt house went past on the left, a black gap in the terrace. Then Sam’s drive. He was already out of the car, waiting.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Ready,” Tom said.

They opened their doors together. Three houses down, Kevin Jessop was watering a border. He smiled and waved at Sam, then at Carrie, surprised and pleased to see her on the street at all. The smile died as Sam pulled her in and kissed her again, openly, on the drive.

Tom’s stomach dropped. Was Kevin a quiet man, or the sort who told the neighbourhood? Had Kevin looked at the blonde in the pink skirt and known him? He waved at her. He didn’t wave at you.

Inside there was no kettle, no small talk, no last chance dressed up as a tour of the kitchen. Straight up the stairs to a large bedroom that smelled of laundry and Sam’s cologne. Clothes came off in a scramble. Carrie’s mainly, Sam kept the black boxers on; Tom stayed dressed, he didn’t need to be naked, he needed to be a sissy.

“Tom,” Sam said, firm and unhurried. “Take my boxer shorts off me.”

Tom’s lips quivered. His eyes, wide with fear, found his wife.

“Do it, Tom. Do it now.” Carrie’s voice was as firm as Sam’s. Firmer, even.

He stepped in and went to his knees. His fingers slid under the elastic and drew the black shorts down those hairy thighs. Sam’s cock hung in front of him, already half hard, heavy, waiting. Olive skin; a hint of Greek in the colour. Circumcised. Tom had never seen one like it this close. Never like this at all.

“Kiss it.”

Not Sam. Carrie, leaning in, her hand settling on the back of Tom’s head.

“Go on, Tom. Kiss my lover’s cock.”

He could not look. He told himself that if he shut his eyes the whole horror he had built would thin out and vanish. Deep down he knew it would not. Worse; some buried part of him was relieved that it would not.

Heat touched his mouth. Hot. Twitching. Needy. He parted his lips a fraction. Sam took the shaft in his own hand and rubbed the head along those painted, plumped lips, then pushed. The head slid in.

A tear ran down Tom’s cheek. Recognition. How far, how fast.

You’re not gay. You do not need this. He said it in his head like a spell. The spell did nothing. The cock was already moving, in and out of his mouth, thick enough to trip his gag reflex. Carrie talked him through it in a low, practical voice; less teeth, more tongue, breathe through your nose, take what you can. He tried. He failed and tried again.

The tears came properly then. Shame. Choking. The thing in his mouth was fully hard now, long and wide, stretching the lipstick.

Then it was gone.

Tom planted his hands on the floor and panted, head bowed, spit on his chin, the taste of someone else sitting on his tongue. Behind him the bed creaked. Mouths met. A wet, hungry sound.

“Oh fuck…” Carrie moaned.

He turned.

There it was, close enough to touch. Her labia spread around that same shaft, stretched the way his lips had been a moment before.

“Oh Sam, You’re the biggest…”

More kissing. More noise from her that he had never pulled out of her himself. Then Sam began to move; long thrusts, skin slapping skin, the rhythm climbing. Tom’s cage became a cruelty. He needed to cum. He needed a hand on himself. He had nothing; a locked flat front, no shaft to hold, only his balls drawn up useless and tight.

All the nerves and pretence dropped away. Sam held her as if he owned the right. He fucked to make a point. He arched, clamped a hand around her throat, and squeezed.

Carrie’s eyes flew open. Tom almost spoke; are you all right?

She grabbed Sam’s wrist and pulled it tighter.

“Harder. Choke me.”

“Fuck,” Tom whispered.

Aghast. Impressed. Looking at a woman he had married and not met.

That was the cut that went deepest. Not the cheating, if it could even be called that after the deal in the car. Not even that she was enjoying it. It was the stranger in her. The way she moved with Sam. The way she screamed. The filthy words she had never once used in their own bed. This was not the Carrie of takeaways and packing lists. Was this the real one? Had he been living beside a performance?

Fear hoped he had not. Lust hoped he had.

He stayed on his knees at the edge of the mattress, stockings still up, blonde hair in his eyes, and watched his wife take a man who was not him, while the cage pulsed and offered no relief at all. You said she was in charge. You said yes. Now you watch.

Sam pulled out and flipped her. He made her face Tom while he slammed in from behind. She didn’t even need to be on her knees. He dragged her legs together and drove so hard the mattress dipped and her head bounced on the pillow. She reached out a hand, panting as if air were rationed, and caught Tom’s fingers. Her eyes went glassy.

“ARGOH!”

Her back arched in a way that didn’t look possible. She squeezed his hand hard enough to hurt.

“OH FUCK. YES. OH!”

The orgasm tore through her. She shook and screamed and didn’t let go of him.

“Never,” she gasped, when she could make words. “I have never been fucked like this, Tom. You have never made me feel like this.”

He knew she was not trying to be cruel. It was meant to be commentary; lust spoken aloud. The hurt landed anyway. What followed was not what he expected. Guilt didn’t arrive. Tears didn’t. Something else did.

“You can have him whenever you want,” he said. “I want you to be happy.”

“Can I? Whenever? He can be my lover?”

“Yes, baby. Yes. Fuck him. Cheat on me. Use him behind my back.”

“I will. I will. I WIIIIIILL!”

A second orgasm piled onto the first. Tom’s mouth fell open. Sheer shock. Sam didn’t stop.

“If you want her to be my lover, then that cock stays locked. You got that, slut?” Sam’s palm cracked across her buttocks.

“OW. Yes, sir. I promise. I promise. No sex for the sissy.”

“Not just sex. No masturbation.”

Tom’s eyes widened. “Now, steady on.”

Carrie was already with him.

“Yes. Definitely. The cage will never come off. NEVER.”

She came again.

Sadness, arousal and jealousy arrived together and refused to separate. Tom watched his wife travel away from him at speed while neither of them moved an inch from the bed. He understood, with a cold little click, that he had just given the marriage away. There would be no tidy walk-back from this sentence, this room, this yes.

Sam turned her onto her back once more and pushed in. Hard, fast, deep. Then Sam made a raw sound and held, flooding her. Tom knew what came next. He wondered if Carrie did. It didn’t matter. Sam knew. Tom knew. Pretending there was another ending felt like theatre.

Sam pulled out.

Tom moved forward. A knowing smile sat on Sam’s mouth. Exhausted confusion sat on Carrie’s. Then Tom’s tongue found her and she understood. Her hand dropped into his newly bleached, extended hair and tightened.

She sighed, content and wrecked.

“Clean me, bitch.”

“Good sissy,” Sam said, and pushed his cock against Tom’s cheek until Tom turned and took it, then sent him back to her.

Tom wanted to hate it. He wanted the old speech; normal bloke, bad week, unusual situation. What answered him in his own head was laughter. This was who he was. He knew it now. Even if he wanted a way back, he would not take it. Too much of a wimp, he told himself. Too much of a failure as a man. Perhaps he could make something of being a submissive sissy instead.

He licked her through another climax, messy and shaking, then followed when Sam lay down. He took that cock in his mouth again and worked it until it thickened. His painted hand wrapped the shaft. Carrie watched from her side, hair stuck to her cheek.

Their eyes met. For a second she looked nervous at what she was seeing; her husband, her blonde experiment, stroking another man back to readiness.

Sam pushed Tom away.

“Ride me.”

She didn’t hesitate. Round two was upon them.


Six

Mark had always liked Carrie. He had never thought he might have a chance. Then the EHRC woman left the building and Tom agreed, however reluctantly, to play transgender representative for the firm, and Mark felt the ground tilt. Opportunity had a smell. He knew it from pitches. He had not expected the next thing he saw to be another man kissing Carrie in the shopping centre.

That had been days ago. Since the first night she spent with Sam she had not been able to get enough. Tom was back at his desk. She had kept the full two weeks off and used every gap she could find to be with Sam.

Twice Tom had let himself into the Travelodge room and found them already at it. He had wanted to say it was too much, too soon. What he did instead was drop to his knees. He knew the shape of the evening by then.

They had talked, of course. Tom worrying at what it meant. Carrie telling him she loved him more than life and that it was only fun.

For Mark it had never been only fun.

He and Tom went back to primary school. Best mates through the long middle years. Different universities, same town, the same cheap nights out. Mark had met Carrie first. He had been shy with girls. Tom had not. Tom had asked her out and that had been that.

Afterward Mark saw less of them. Partly because they were a couple. Partly because he felt he had missed a door and could not stand in the corridor staring at it. That sting was what made him build the company. He trained. He cleaned himself up. He put on the look of a man who had won something. When college ended he hired Tom straight off the bat.

Deep down he had kept a stupid hope; that one day she would look at him and see who she should have chosen. In truth she had never known about the crush. She would not have acted on it if she had.

Seeing her with Sam changed the maths. If she was having an affair, Mark needed it stopped before the neighbour stole a chance Mark had been nursing for a decade. What he needed was Carrie alone.

He stood in the doorway of Tom’s office and looked at his oldest friend.

Beige stockings. A tight, shiny black pencil skirt. A champagne satin blouse with the bra plain underneath and the gentle swell of the insert forms Carrie had bought. Tom had started doing his own make-up. He had spent most of Sunday in front of a hotel mirror until his hands stopped shaking. Mark had to admit it; he would never have seen it coming, but Tom made a gorgeous girl.

“Tom. I’m going to need Carrie to take a quick look at the accounts. Is she working?”

“Still on holiday mode,” Tom said. “But if you drop her a line she’ll come in for you. I’m sure.”

Holiday mode. Mark heard the lover in that phrase whether Tom meant him to or not.

He sent the message from his own office, door shut.

Carrie was only too happy. Tom’s best friend had always been able to ask. She had always made time. She had been glad when he outsourced the books to her, gladder still when he gave her a free copy of the software. A professional favour. A clean reason to walk into the building without any suggestion of impropriety.

When she arrived at the office she said a quick hello to her husband, who was trapped on a call, then walked through to Mark’s room.

“Hello, Mark. How are you? Not seen you in a while.” She smiled, set her laptop bag down, and hung up her coat.

They exchanged a peck on each cheek and the usual small talk. Then she asked what the problem was.

Mark grimaced.

“Carrie, it is not a problem with the accounts. I saw you kissing some bloke in the shopping centre. I wanted to find out what was going on. Are you cheating on Tom?”

Rather than act shocked, she giggled. The sound knocked him off balance.

“Oh, Mark, no. I’m not cheating on Tom. I’m cuckolding him. Look, with the clothes and everything, it sparked something in me. In both of us, really. Sam is a neighbour. We decided it made sense for him to sleep with me in front of Tom. Tom is our sissy slave.”

“Oh.” Mark’s mouth stayed open. “Uh. Ah. Well…”

“Sam is just a, well… what is the word? A fuck-buddy.”

“And Tom is all right with this?”

“Perfectly. In fact we have decided I’m going to take over as dominant of the household. Not that I have really begun that yet. Still learning. But yes. This situation with work, the grant and so on, it just made sense for us to play around a bit.”

He sat with it for a long time. Years of swallowed sentences pressed forward at once.

“I’ve always fancied you. I met you before he did and it always pissed me off that he got there first. I have always wanted you, Carrie. If this means we could make that happen…”

It was her turn to sit stunned. Confusion first. Then her face softened.

“Oh, Mark.” The smile was sweet and careful. “If you had said you wanted to play too, maybe. Just maybe I could get on board with that. But to be in love with me? I love Tom. And I know you wouldn’t want to see him sad either. I’m sorry you have had to carry these feelings for so long. I really am. And yes, Mark, I like you too. But I love Tom. I’m sorry.”

He swallowed, looked down at the desk, and nodded.

“Yes. Well. I’m glad I finally told you, at least.”

“Oh, Mark.”

Pity moved through her, warm and unwelcome. He was a good man. Kind. Clearly smitten. She stood. He stood with her; automatic, the old courtesy. She stepped in and pulled him into a gentle hug, her arms around that gym-built back. There was no denying he was attractive. Successful. Decent. He was not looking for a game, though. He was looking for a partner.

They held on a moment longer than a friendly hug required. Then she drew back and looked at him.

She was not sure why she did the next thing.

She leaned in and kissed him. Slow at first. Then their tongues met, and she gave him that much to take away.

“I’ll promise you this,” she said softly. “If things do not work out with Tom, you will be the first person I call.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

“Can I kiss you again?”

She chewed her lower lip. “Sure. Kiss me.”

This one started tentative. Soft. Then it was not. Heat climbed. Her hands slid down his body, found his crotch, and closed on a thick, straining erection. Bigger than Sam. The discovery knocked a wanton switch she had not planned to touch.

She pulled her skirt up, pushed her knickers down, and sat back on the desk. He fumbled his cock free without breaking the kiss.

“Fuck me,” she whispered into his mouth.

He pressed in.

“Fuck. You’re big.”

“You’re so sexy, Carrie. You’re the sexiest woman alive.”

She heard the honesty in it. Stringing him along was wrong and she knew it. He was rich, attractive, and he looked at her as if she were a religion.

“And you love me, don’t you?” A soft, filthy purr.

“Yes. I love you, Carrie. I’ve never loved anyone like I’ve loved you.”

“Good. Good. Fuck me, lover. Fuck me.”

She held his neck while he slammed into her. The desk inched toward the wall.

“God, you feel so good in me. Fuck me harder. Make the whole office know I’m your slut. Fuck me, Mark. Tell me you love me.”

“I love you. I’ll never stop loving you.”

“And you will never stop trying to get me, will you?” She asked, the dangerous lust rising inside her like an obsession she didn’t know she needed.

“No. Never.”

“Good. Want me, Mark. Need me. Make me want you.” The idea of being made to fall in love with him turned her on far more than she should have allowed. She was losing the thread of kindness in the fantasy of being needed this badly.

“One day you will be mine. One day I’ll make you mine.” He told her, and it sparked something inside her.

“Yes. Gonna cum.”

She buried the cry in his neck. Her body went tight as she tried not to scream the building down. The climax hit in hard, shaking pulses around him. She clung on, panting, knickers around one ankle, blonde husband still on his call twenty feet away through glass and a half-closed door.

He pulled out and turned her, bending her over the desk. Her arms stretched across the thick wood until her fingers found the far edge. He slammed back in, deep enough that the shock broke a yelp out of her. He didn’t pause. He set his weight, tensed, and pounded, making her feel every millimetre of what she was missing by not being in his bed every night.

Carrie loved the idea of it; this rich, built man obsessed with her. She loved his cock more. He was skilled. He knew what pressure to use, when to ease, when to drive. He listened to the sounds she made and the way her hips tried to meet him. When she came again, shaking against the blotter and the edge of a keyboard, he understood she needed to be filled.

One last shove. A growl into her hair. He unloaded in her, a heavy flood, more seed than she had ever taken. She felt it as heat and wetness and a filthy kind of triumph.

He stayed there a moment, breathing hard, then pulled out and handed her a tissue. He kissed her while she pressed it between her legs.

“I just want you to think about spending some time with me,” he said. “To get to know me. I promise Tom’s job is safe. I’ll not do anything to hurt him.”

“I can’t, Mark. Sex sometimes; that is fine. I can’t leave him.” She gave a small, incredulous giggle. “Heck, I suggested putting him on hormones and he almost had a heart attack.”

Mark blinked.

“Hormones?” He said it carefully. “Like female hormones?”

“Yes.”

The word sat between them in the quiet office. Outside the glass, phones rang and someone laughed down the corridor. In here there was only the smell of sex, the tissue in her hand, and Mark looking at her as if a second door had just opened behind the first.

He flopped into his chair and stared at nothing useful. Carrie stayed on the desk, tissue still pressed between her legs, knickers round her ankles.

“Huh.” The sound was thought, not surprise. “What if I said I could get you all the hormones you need?”

“How?”

He rubbed his jaw, already regretting how much he was about to give away, and then giving it away anyway.

“There was an online firm that bought our ERP. Implemented it. Then went bankrupt owing us a tonne of money. Shady outfit. Registered abroad, warehouses here. On paper they sold herbal remedies. Nonsense, most of it. On the side they were shifting HRT to people who didn’t want to wait on the NHS. The company went tits-up. We were left with the warehouses and the stock as part of covering the debt. I had planned to sell the lot off cheap. If you want it, I can give it to you.”

Carrie looked at him. The room still smelled of what they had just done. Through the glass her husband sat in champagne satin, blonde hair over one shoulder, nodding at a headset.

“You would just hand it over,” she said. “No questions. No paperwork.”

“I would rather it went to you than to some clearance site.” He said it lightly. His eyes were not light. “You would have to be careful. I’m not a doctor. I’m not pretending this is tidy. I’m saying the boxes exist, they are sitting in a unit we now own, and I would rather they sat in your hands than anyone else’s.”

She shifted. The tissue was a poor joke of dignity.

Carrie began to smile, loving the idea, but also knowing it wasn’t so simple. “I can’t put him on hormones without his consent.” She told him. “I could go to jail.”

“You won’t.”

“I could…”

“But you won’t. And if you’re worried about safety, he’s due for a company physical anyway. I get to see the results.”

She licked her lips. “Let me think about it.” She said, dropping from the desk. “And if I do, then what?”

He leaned back and smiled. “He becomes a woman. You called him a… sissy slave? Well, what if he became that for us both, permanently.”

“Like, I’d live with you, sleep with you, and he would…?”

“Serve us.”

It was a lot to take in, but Carrie couldn’t deny that the thought was turning her on. This would be like having her cake and eating it too. But she wondered what that would mean for her? Was she walking from one boring marriage which was coming alive, into another slightly less boring marriage?

“I’d still want to fuck other men.” She said.

“Fine.” He shrugged. “We can be swingers.”

“Oh…” She nodded, then grinned. “I need time.”

“Tell you what. I’ll get you the pills. I’ll arrange the physical, then if you decide not to go through with it, I’ll understand. But if you do, you’ll be all set.”

She stared at him, then asked, “How soon can you get me the pills?”

He stood and walked to a large filing cabinet, opening it up and pulling out two different packets. “He will need to take one of each, but you’ll need to Google how to administer it. Apparently, they’re super strong, some special ones not even properly approved for Europe.”

“Jesus. I really could go to jail.”

“You won’t.”

“I’m not promising anything.” She said, placing the pills in her handbag, then returning to him, kissing him again, wrapping her arms around him.

“Can I take you to dinner at some point?” He asked.

She smiled up at him. “Dinner, a movie, dancing.”

“A date?”

“If you want me to fall in love with you, then I suggest you make an effort.” She said softly, kissing him again.

Pulling away, she waved her fingers at him seductively, and then walked out and over to Tom’s office. She shut the door and locked it, then to Tom’s surprise, climbed onto the desk and pulled her skirt up, her knickers to the side. “Eat.”

Tom was confused at first, but then his eyes widened. “No! Not Mark!”

“Yep, I fucked him. I seduced him. Now eat his cum, sissy! Now, or I’ll spank you in front of the whole office!” She said, finally feeling the dominance come naturally to her.

Tom felt his cock twitch in the cage, a cage that hadn’t been removed since the day it was put on him. He leaned forward hesitantly, then began licking.

“Mmm, good sissy. Eat your boss’ cum. I’m gonna be fucking him a lot more from now on.” She purred, then she looked at the handbag perched next to her.

Wrapping her legs around him so he couldn’t see, she reached in and popped out a pill from each packet. She knew it was wrong, but one pill now wouldn’t hurt him. The thought of putting them in his coffee turned her on even more, so she quickly dropped them in.

“Here,” she said, handing him the mug. “Wash that cum down.” She grinned, and then watched with delight as he drank the cold coffee all the way. “Good girl. Such a good girl for mummy.”


Seven

Tom stood outside his old house with his wife against his side and watched the digger take the wreck apart. It was the end of an era. He knew it would come back better. The insurers had been kinder than he had ever expected; receipts paid, costs covered, even though every clothing claim had been for women’s things.

The dress he wore that day was pink, lacy, cut to show the shape Carrie had built on him. It was one of many now. In the weeks since he had first stepped into her cream trousers, dressing as a woman had started to feel ordinary. Make-up on in the morning. Make-up off at night. A habit, like locking the hotel door.

Not one male item remained. Everyone he knew, knew he cross-dressed. Most of them still told themselves it was about the equality grant. The grant was already settled. The review had happened. Nobody was dropping in to check his hemline. He could have changed back any Tuesday and nobody at work would have raised a file.

He didn’t change back.

“Strange to see it go,” he said.

“Yeah, but I’m not sorry.” She didn’t dress it up. “The car catching fire was the best thing that ever happened to us.”

“Only because you’ve got men lining up to fuck you.” He tried a chuckle. “Do you think we’ll ever fuck again? It’s been over a month.”

“No, Tom. We won’t.” Final. Clean. “You’re a cuckold sissy, and I own you. Remember that.”

Over that month she had tightened her hold in stages. First it was firm suggestions; this blouse, those shoes, do your face again. Then how to dress without being asked. Then a fitness and food regime, because restaurant breakfasts every day were turning him soft. She bought a blender. She made him smoothies and watched him drink them. He complained about the taste. He drank them anyway.

Then came Mark.

Sam had not gone anywhere. Mark had joined the rotation. That was the part that sat wrong in Tom’s chest. Mark was not only his boss. Mark was his only real friend. He was grateful, at least, that she kept Mark out of the Travelodge. He had not had to watch those two together. Not yet.

Sam still used his mouth when he came over. Never the full finish. Fluff. Clean up. Embarrassing enough.

The complaints started to grate on her. She told Tom they had to stop; Mark was not going anywhere. When the comments kept slipping out over coffee and in the car, she reached for punishment.

The first time was a spanking over her knee in the hotel room, skirt up, knickers down, her hand sharp on his bare arse. It hurt. It also warmed him in a way that made the lesson useless. He was half ashamed and half floating by the time she stopped.

She shook out her stinging palm and looked at him as if he had cheated.

“That’s no good,” she said. “I want it to hurt you, Tom. I don’t want it to be a treat. I’m not doing that again just so you can enjoy it.”

“We’ll find something that actually teaches you,” she said. “And you’ll thank me for it. Won’t you?”

He swallowed.

“Yes, Carrie. I’ll.”

The next time she punished him she used the back of a flip-flop. The plastic landed with a flat, ugly sting. Better than her hand. Still not enough. He wriggled. He made sounds she didn’t trust. When she let him up his arse was pink and he was breathing hard, and there was still that look in his eyes that was half sorry and half lit.

So she switched to a belt.

That was better. Leather folded once. A sharper line. He jerked properly. He tried to climb the mattress and she had to pin him with a knee and tell him to count. He counted. His voice cracked on seven.

The Travelodge was not soundproof. A TV thumped through the wall. Someone had already paused in the corridor the evening before. She had to hiss at him not to scream, which broke the rhythm and made her angrier than the original offence.

The next afternoon she went to a sex shop and bought a gag. Simple. Effective. When she buckled it on him the following night the muffled noise was almost a comfort. She could work. He could take it. Nobody from reception knocked.

The trouble was how much she liked it.

Once she knew the belt and the gag would quiet him, she started looking for reasons. A mug left on the side. A stocking seam twisted. A sigh when she said Mark’s name. People who hunt for faults change shape. By the time they reached the month mark she was no longer the woman who had giggled over pizza and shoe boxes. She had become something stricter. Matronly. Short. She snapped at him for things that would not have earned a comment in their old kitchen.

“I need you to take my car to be serviced,” she said one morning, already scrolling her phone.

“Sure. I’ll call the garage later.”

“Do it now, Tom. Don’t waste time.”

“Yeah, but…”

The slap landed before he finished. Open palm. His face. The first time she had done that. The sound was shocking in the small room.

“What did I say?” she shouted.

“I’m s-sorry, Mistress.”

Then, out of nowhere, he cried.

Tom was not a crier. Not at films. Not at funerals, not really. Lately the smallest thing set him off; a tone, a night of being used and sent to sleep on the edge of the bed. Tears came fast and helpless. He stood there in a dress with a red print on his cheek and shook.

She didn’t soften.

She chuckled. She told herself it was the hormones landing at last; the diet, the rules, the fact he had not been allowed to touch himself in weeks, all coupled with hormones messing with his emotions. Humiliation had nowhere to go but out through his eyes. That was all. That was what she wanted to believe.

“Stop snivelling and pick up the phone,” she said. “You don’t get to cry your way out of a simple instruction. You’re mine. Act like it.”

He nodded, smeared at his mascara with the heel of his hand, and called the garage while she watched. His voice wobbled on service booking. When he hung up she pointed at the floor.

“Kneel. You don’t speak unless I ask you a question. If I hear Mark’s name from you today as a complaint, it’s the belt and the gag before work. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He knelt on the hotel carpet in silence, cheek stinging, and waited to be told he could get up. She poured coffee, checked her lipstick, and stepped over him on her way to the bathroom as if he were furniture that had finally learned its place.

The fitness regimen was the perfect cover for what she was doing to him. After those first pills that day, she returned home to search how to take the pills. After confirming it, she decided not to bother waiting for his physical and blood tests, and although she knew it was wrong, she began his feminisation, knowing it would take a while for the benefits to show. The smoothies were perfect.

Still, they stood and watched the house come down. Carrie’s hand travelled the line of Tom’s back and settled on the new swell of his hip. He had never been chubby. Something had shifted anyway; a little weight at the seat and the hip that made a firmer, rounder shape under the pink dress. She gave one side a squeeze. He hissed. Last night’s belt was still there, a heat that did the talking for her.

“How about we go out tonight?” Tom asked. “Celebrate a bit. Just you and me.”

She looked at him. She had already planned Mark. She was seeing a lot of Mark. She liked the way he said he loved her and meant it. A night out still sounded good.

“I want to go clubbing,” she said. “Just us girls.”

He had been thinking dinner and a film. He was comfortable enough now in a dress and a full face. A nightclub where men went to pick women up was another matter.

“Sure,” he said, and didn’t argue. He had learned what arguing cost.

From the rubble they drove to the shopping centre and bought new dresses. Carrie took a tight, off-the-shoulder silver clubbing number, so short she would spend the night tugging it over her backside. Tom chose a metallic pink halterneck that ran down one leg and left the other bare, hip included. Stockings and a suspender belt underneath; that was his idea. He wanted it to look intended.

Make-up went on thick. Five-inch heels. In the hotel mirror he felt a flicker of real excitement. Slutty enough for a club. He wondered, against his own better sense, how many men would look.

In the taxi he said, “I think I’m putting on a bit of weight.”

“How come?”

“I just feel bigger. And my chest’s a bit… flabby.”

He felt the driver’s eyes in the mirror. He didn’t care what the man decided he was. He assumed this car had seen stranger Saturday nights.

“Maybe you’re growing breasts,” Carrie said.

“Ha-ha.”

“We’ll up the workouts then. Cut the bread maybe.”

“Hmmm.”

He stared out of the window. She checked her phone.

She had not told him she had already texted Mark the name of the club and asked him to turn up as if it were chance. Mark had written back that he would be there.

She put the phone away and looked at her husband. She loved him. That was still true. The hunger underneath it would not sit quiet. It eased when she was with Mark. She had meant to string Mark along and keep it light. A month of dates and messages had undone that plan. Her chest went warm every time he said he loved her. If she was honest, she loved him too.

The club had a queue down the pavement. The bouncer saw them and unhooked the rope at once. Noise from the line rose and died when he barked.

“Shut up.”

They went in. Heat. Bass. Cheap perfume and lager.

It was less a club than a local disco with ideas above itself; a meat market with a glitter ball. Tom had always hated rooms like this. He had hated them as a man in a shirt. He hated them more now, walking in on one bare leg with Carrie’s silver hem already riding up.

It was not very busy yet. Given the queue outside, that was to be expected; the rope had simply chosen them first because they were two hot women.

“Get me a gin and tonic.” Carrie clicked her fingers and cocked a hip. “Now.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He trotted to the bar and almost ordered two. He caught himself, asked for one G&T and a sparkling water, and took the glass back to her.

“What did you get yourself?”

“Water, Mistress.”

“Good. You can have a Cosmopolitan though.”

“Yes. Thank you, Mistress.”

He downed the water, went back, and came away with the pink drink. The first swallow was sweet and stupid. The bass climbed. The floor filled. It was not long before neither of them was buying.

Men arrived in a steady order. Every few minutes another one drifted in with a grin and a line. Carrie lifted her hand and showed the ring Tom no longer wore.

“I’m married. But my friend Tammy’s single.”

Tom fended them as politely as the noise allowed until she leaned in, lips at his ear.

“Flirt back. That’s an order.”

Horror first. Then cold realisation. He knew better than to argue.

“It must’ve hurt,” one lad said.

“What hurt?” Tom kept his voice soft, almost lost under the track.

“When you fell from heaven.”

Jesus Christ. No marks out of ten for originality. He sucked his straw, giggled, tucked platinum hair behind his ear, and played along. He wanted to be anywhere else. He still found himself drawn onto the floor, bodies closing in, a stranger’s hips against the fall of the pink dress.

Anxiety went through the roof. These were not gentlemen. If they decided he was a trap there would be no grant and no EHRC folder to hide behind.

He turned to go back and complain.

He froze.

Carrie stood at the edge of the floor in Mark’s arms. Not a brush of hello. A proper kiss. For a second Tom tried to make it nothing. Then she pulled back, looked at Mark, and lit. The smile was unguarded. Her chest rose as if she had been running. It clicked, hard and late.

They were in love.

His heart went through the floor. Questions arrived in a heap. What was left of the marriage. Whether this was the end of them or only the end of the version he had been clinging to. In the cage something else happened entirely. The more he let the fact sit; she loves him; the hotter the locked ache became. He stood there staring, so caught that he didn’t clock the man dancing behind him, a hand on his backside, until a mouth found his neck.

He went rigid.

“Relax,” the man whispered. “You’re staying in the hotel I work at. I know you’re trans.”

Tom stayed tight for a breath. On the edge of the floor his wife was still kissing his boss. He let himself ease, a fraction, into the hold. He turned to say he was not interested. The turn met a mouth. They were kissing.

There was no room to step back. The cocktails had sanded the edges off his panic. He thought, fuck it. It’s just kissing, and put his arms around the stranger’s neck.

They stayed like that for two songs. Hands. Lust. Other people watching with plain jealousy. When they broke and the man offered a drink, Tom looked up.

Mark and Carrie were standing there. Watching. Smiling as if they had been given a present.

He’d had Sam in his mouth more times than he wanted to count. Now he had kissed a stranger under a glitter ball while his wife glowed at another man.

One thing settled over all three of them, as sure as the next track. Tom was no longer straight.


Eight

The man’s name was Paul, and he was actually kind. Not pushy. He asked questions and listened to the answers, not a shortcut into Tom’s knickers.

They took their drinks to a quieter corner where the bass couldn’t bother them and Tom told him the lot; the fire, the grant, the cage, Sam, the belt. He even told him that Carrie was on the other side of the room with her tongue in his boss’s mouth.

“I’ve seen your wife,” Paul said, smiling. “I knew you were married. I just wasn’t sure what the arrangement was. So you’re bisexual then?”

“I…” Tom frowned. “I don’t know what I am. I wasn’t meant to be this.”

“But you like it.” Paul’s grin was gentle. “That’s okay.”

His hand found the exposed stocking, rubbed slowly, then slid to bare skin and, lighter still, cupped the cage and the balls pressed into the tight black thong. They kissed again. Arousal, then nerves. Tom pulled back a fraction.

“I don’t want to seem like a flirt or a timewaster, but I don’t know if…”

“It’s okay,” Paul said. “That’s fine. Relax. If you’re not feeling it, go. I just think you’re hot. My mates don’t know I’m into girls like you. They think you’re the fittest one in here. I knew it was you, though.”

The compliment landed. Instead of leaving, Tom drew him back in. They sat and kissed properly this time; unhurried, almost sweet.

Paul’s hand squeezed at the breast forms. Pain flared in Tom’s nipples, sharp enough to make him hiss. He tugged the halter aside and pressed two fingers to his own chest. Tender. Swollen in a way padding didn’t explain.

“That’ll be the hormones,” Paul said, matter of fact.

“I’m not on hormones.”

Paul looked at him as if he had claimed he was not in a dress.

“I’ve watched you since you checked into the hotel. Your skin’s softer. Your bum’s rounder. Your face has changed. Now your nipples hurt? Mate. You’re on hormones.”

It was not possible. That was Tom’s first thought. Then he sat back and let the last month replay without the excuses. The hips under Carrie’s hand at the demolition. The chest he had called flabby in the taxi. The crying over a slapped cheek. The way clothes sat differently.

Where would she even get them?

The answer arrived in a sick, obvious rush. Not only Carrie. Mark. The old client; the firm that had imploded owing the company money; warehouses and stock Tom had heard about in passing and filed under someone else’s mess. He had forgotten. He had let himself forget.

They have been doing this to you while you knelt and said yes Mistress.

“I think I need to find my wife,” he said.

“Want me to come with you? Keep the predators off?”

“Yes. Please.”

He stood and held out a hand. Paul looked at it, smiled, and took it. They walked like that across the floor, fingers locked, the pink dress flashing under the lights, toward the booth where Carrie and Mark had been.

Empty glasses. No coats. No them.

Tom dug the phone from his handbag. One message from Carrie.

‘Gone back to the hotel with Mark. Enjoy your night. x.’

He read it twice. The kiss-on-the-end was obscene in its cheer.

Paul read his face. “Hotel it is, then,” he said quietly. “Or I can put you in a taxi on your own. Your call.”

In the end Paul put him in a taxi and went back inside. Tom knew what Paul had wanted. He also knew he didn’t want to do anything more with him. Not tonight. He needed to prove Carrie wrong. He needed to take a stand.

Since the Tudor pub everything had moved too fast. He could feel his old name thinning. Tom was being overwritten by Tammy, and the worst of it was the suspicion he had never agreed to the chemistry. He sat in the back of the cab with his hands in his lap and told himself he would walk in and end the charade.

He marched the hotel corridor ready to put them both in their place.

At the door he stopped, keycard raised.

Voices. Moans. The blunt rhythm of sex through cheap wood.

“Yes, Mark, darling, fuck me. Yes. I love you, Mark. I love you.”

“I love you too, baby.”

“You were so right, my love. We belong together.”

“Then let’s be together.”

“Soon, Mark. Soon, my love. When he’s transformed and ready to serve. Ready to be ours forever.”

Tom waited for heartbreak. It didn’t arrive on cue. Jealousy neither. What came was confusion, wide and cold. He slid down the wall and sat on the carpet, listening.

He could burst in and scream that he knew. They would admit it. She might leave. He would be alone in a Travelodge with a burnt plot of land.

He could speak calmly and ask for it to stop. She might say yes. She might resent him for the rest of their lives. He would have to quit the only job he had.

He could walk away and keep nothing.

Or he could knock, go in, kneel, and do for Mark what he already did for Sam. Stay. Let Tammy happen in the open, with his eyes open, instead of pretending he was still the man.

Tears ran. He wiped them, stood, and knocked.

“Come in.”

He used the card.

They didn’t stop. The only change was the language. No my love now. Just bodies and breath. When they finished he moved as if someone else were operating his limbs. He introduced Mark to the rest of the arrangement; between Carrie’s legs first, cleaning her with his tongue, then to Mark.

Nervousness caught him at the last inch. Then he took his boss into his mouth. Cleaned. Worked him with a shame that had nowhere left to hide. He looked up. Mark’s face was surprise fighting something hungrier. A hand settled in Tom’s hair and stayed there, answering the question neither of them had ever asked at school.

That night turned the lock.

They used the room until the windows went misty. Mark stopped being a guest who happened to be there. He started giving instructions. Tom followed them.

When Mark finally left, Tom stood under the shower and made a decision as deliberate as the knock. He would not mention the hormones. Not immediately. Not until he knew what he wanted the truth for. He drank the smoothie she set in front of him because that was the rule now, even though he’d worked out what was really in them, days ahead, prepared in that mini-fridge which should have stored little bottles of alcohol. A part of his mind still muttered that he was straight and that all of this was wrong. A larger part said this was who he was, and that arguing with it had already failed.

From then on they stopped hiding.

Mark came to the hotel more often. Not always to fuck. Sometimes only to talk, to kiss her in the corridor, to take her out for a walk as if they were the couple and Tom was the lodger. Tom watched from the window as she tucked herself under Mark’s arm and looked up at him with that bright, unguarded face.

His heart sank.

The cage reminded him of the rest. Submissive. Slave. Theirs.

He chose the window. He chose the dress on the chair. He chose not to ask the question that would have forced the whole structure into the light.

Not yet.

On the days when Mark and Carrie were alone together, Tom found himself bored and lonely. Then one day, as he was on his way out to the shops, he bumped right into Paul.

Paul was the assistant manager for the location, which essentially meant he was the manager, because the main manager had to serve three hotels in the region. That meant Paul had the office to himself.

“Come have a coffee.” He said to Tom that day.

“I was on my way out.” Tom replied, not really wanting to give the impression that he wanted to start something with the man.

“Just a coffee. I promise.”

Over coffee, they talked about Tom’s challenge, his emotions and his fears. If Tom expected Paul to offer him a way to get out of his predicament though, he didn’t.

“I think you should embrace it.” Said Paul. “Life’s for living, and can you honestly say these past few weeks have been bad for you?”

Tom sighed. He couldn’t. The simple fact was that these past few weeks had been perfect, and rollercoaster of sex and fun, even though he wasn’t the one getting any sex.

“I still would like to find a way to get off too…” Sighed Tom.

Paul shrugged. “Ask Carrie to peg you. It doesn’t make you gay, it’s just a way to stimulate your g-spot.”

“Huh…” Said Tom, thoughtfully. “I haven’t considered that.”

“Get her a strap-on mate, you’ll love it.”

They talked a little longer about Carrie and Mark, Paul telling him to just embrace the submission, embrace the role. “By the way,” Paul said, “It’s a bit of a shame you sucked off this Mark but the guy you were making out with all night went home with nothing.”

Tom gulped and apologised nervously.

Paul stood, his trousers tented. “If you want, you can make it up to me.”

A tremor ran down Tom’s spine, his dick twitched. The daunting realisation that he was in a narrow office with the man should have made him want to bolt, but if anything, it made him feel like he didn’t have a choice, that he had to do it, and that made everything feel that much easier. So with trembling hands, he unzipped the trousers, pulled the heavy, thick cock out, then leaned forward and began sucking.

“Oh, yeah, fuck, you’re good.” Paul told him, rubbing his hair. He leaned into a drawer, pulling out a little bottle of something, sniffing from it, then pushing it under Tom’s nose. “Just sniff.”

Tom sniffed and his brain began to spin, heat in his face, arousal rushing over him. “Mmmm…” He moaned as he slobbered over the cock in his throat.

With his head now bobbing up and down, Tom seemed to forget all his concerns, instead all he cared about was making Paul cum, tasting cum directly from the source. He just needed it, needed to prove he was a good cocksucker.

“Oh, you’re so sexy,” Paul panted. “Such a sexy tranny. Fucking gorgeous.”

The compliments made it all better. Tom sucked harder, bounced faster, choked himself to deepthroat him, until finally, Paul let out a long moan and cum poured onto Tom’s tongue. He licked and sucked until Paul was dry, then stood and let the man kiss him.

After Paul’s office Tom walked with a spring in his step. He didn’t hate himself. He felt proud in a cheap, physical way. Someone had called him beautiful. He had sucked a man who wanted him. He had made a man cum.

He went straight to a sex shop. Strap-on. Lube. No lingering. Back at the hotel his phone showed Carrie’s message; late tonight. He didn’t sulk. He stripped, put on the sluttier pink; chiffon nightie, fishnets, lace bra and knickers that framed the cage, and rang reception.

“Hi. Room two-oh-nine. Is the assistant manager about? Paul?”

“Erm. I think so. Can I help?”

“No. Could you send Paul up? I just wanted to ask him something.”

“Of course.”

Minutes later, a knock. Tom checked the peephole and opened.

Paul’s mouth fell open. Nightie. Fishnets. The obvious intent of the outfit. Tom pulled him in by the shirt and kissed him hard, walking him to the bed until they fell on it.

Paul’s eyes caught the lubricant bottle on the side.

“Do you want to…”

Tom shook his head at once. “No. I just want to suck you.”

“Oh. Okay. Thanks.”

Tom knelt on the mattress, took that thick cock in his painted hand, and pushed his mouth onto it. This, he could admit now, woke him up. Being used like this made him feel looked at. Needed. A hole with a purpose.

Over the next few days he stole minutes. Corridor. Office. The store cupboard that smelled of bleach. Paul found reasons to knock. In the office Paul sometimes held out a little bottle. Tom sniffed when he was told. The rush hit fast and filthy; heat in the face, cock-hungry, no poetry in it. He didn’t ask questions. He opened his mouth.

The strap-on stayed hidden in a drawer. Telling Carrie he wanted to be pegged meant saying it out loud. His ego still flinched from that sentence.

One afternoon Paul said it plain.

“I wanted to just come in and use you. Use my card. Not ask. I didn’t, because I didn’t want to push it. I do want to dominate you a bit though.”

Tom felt the next step waiting; mouth today, the rest the first time he said yes too loosely.

“I… I can’t.”

“Okay. I get it.”

Tom was glad Paul stopped. A smaller, darker part of him wished he had not; wished the decision had been taken off him so he would not have to own the want. Fear slid in behind the horniness. He could see the shape of his own appetite now, and it was not safe, and it still made the cage twitch when Paul looked at the bed.

He swallowed, lipstick already smeared.

“You can use my mouth,” he said. “That’s what I’m offering. Nothing else. Don’t come in without asking.”

Paul nodded, already opening his belt.

“Mouth it is.”

Tom went to his knees on the hotel carpet because Carrie was out being loved and he was in a nightie buying a cheaper kind of attention. He took Paul to the back of his throat and thought of nothing kind at all; only heat, spit, the muffled grunt above him, and the ugly relief of being good at this.


Nine

When Tom finally told her about the dildo, Carrie grinned. Ideas stacked up behind her eyes at once. Her first answer to using it on him was still no. Or rather, “Not yet.”

Things with Mark had thickened into something more serious; not just sex, but talk, texts and emojis. With it came the serious discussion about what they would do to Tom. How far. How permanent. Each conversation sanded another layer off her old hesitation. Controlling him didn’t feel like a game anymore. It made her wet. Simple as that.

She had been watching his chest. Two small swells now. Visible. Real enough that clothes sat differently. That pleased her. She told herself the rest would follow; that his cock and balls would dwindle if they kept on as they were. She didn’t say any of that out loud. Guilt still had a seat at the table, even if love had taken the head of it.

She had given up the fight with herself. She was in love with Mark. They talked about the future in the same breath as they talked about Tom’s mouth. Divorce. Marriage. Even children, the ones she had told Tom she didn’t want. The only brake left was the lie; that he still thought this was play he had chosen.

She wanted to peg him. Of course she did. She also wanted Mark in the room. She had promised Mark monogamy. She had cut Sam off. Using a strap-on on her husband without Mark there felt, absurdly, like cheating. If Mark watched, if Mark was part of it, she could call it their thing and sleep.

So the night Mark came over she put Tom in the little pink sissy dress and told him to fluff.

“Keep him hard for me,” she said, already heading for the bathroom. “I won’t be long.”

Tom didn’t know what was coming. If he had, he might have found a no. He had Mark’s cock in his mouth when she walked back in. The harness sat on her hips. The black shaft bounced with each step, thicker than he had imagined when he bought it, shameless under the hotel lights.

His eyes went wide. Too late felt like the only option in the room.

Mark slipped from his lips. Carrie closed in, took a handful of platinum hair, and pushed the rubber head against his mouth.

“Suck.”

He did. They passed him; real cock, fake cock, spit running. Then she said it was time.

Mark lay back and spread his legs, grinning, and Tom climbed between them because that was where a mouth belonged, sucking, especially whilst she did this. Lube went on thick, she didn’t want to hurt him, she wanted him to love it; his hole, the shaft, covered so that it all felt right. Her hands on his hips. Pressure against the tight ring.

“AH!” He cried out.

The head slid in suddenly and firmly, then she held. Burn, immediate and ugly. Muscle fighting. A sharp rise of pain that made his eyes water around Mark. It dulled to a stretch, and that was when she kept feeding it forward. It felt endless.

“Suck me, bitch.” Mark slapped his face, not hard enough to knock him off, hard enough to sting.

Something in Mark had turned. The old mate from primary school was gone. What watched him now was a boss looking at a subordinate on all fours, stuffed at both ends, and finding the sight a real acceptance of what he already knew deep down.

“God, you’re pathetic,” Mark said, almost conversational. “How did you ever get a hottie like Carrie?”

“Because you were too scared to talk to me, baby.” Carrie drove the words in with the next thrust. “If you had, we’d have been together this whole time. He’d just be a nobody.”

“I love you, baby.” Mark’s voice was thick, eyes on her, not on the mouth that had been on him.

“You’re my love. My everything.”

Tom moaned as she fucked him, the strap-on punching the thought out of him in wet little shoves. Hearing her speak like that burned so nicely, a pain he was coming to love. He wondered if he was completely sane to enjoy such speech, but in the moment of pleasure, perhaps she could’ve said anything.

“How does it feel to know I’m in love with someone else, sissy? Is this what you wanted? To be used and spat out?”

“Oh fuck…” He could not suck anymore. The cock slamming into him was too much; burn gone, replaced by a filthy, rising pressure. “Please… don’t leave me.”

“I won’t leave you, Tom.” She sighed it, and slapped his arse hard enough to sting. “But you can’t have me anymore.”

“I know. I know.”

“You’ll love me though, won’t you? You’ll worship me?”

“Yes. Yes, Mistress.”

“You’ll just stare at me like a pathetic little puppy. Knowing you’ll never kiss me again. Never hug me again. Never sleep with me again.”

“Sleep?” The word caught.

“Yes, baby. I’m moving in with Mark.”

“But you promised you wouldn’t leave me.”

“Don’t worry. Once the house is rebuilt, you can move in with us.”

It was too much. Tom tried to lift off the toy, panic ripping through the heat. Mark held his shoulders. Carrie froze, buried in him, and frowned.

“What’s wrong?”

He sobbed. “I don’t want you to leave me. I don’t want you to leave me alone.”

The lovers looked at each other over his back. Concern, calculation, a crack in the script. Carrie sighed.

“Of course I don’t want to hurt you. I’ll stay.”

Mark’s face fell. He stayed inside the moment a little longer, then pulled away, dressed without speaking, and left. The door clicked. Carrie didn’t stop.

She fucked Tom harder. No tenderness now. Punishment for the scene he had ruined, for the please stay, for Mark walking out with his cock wet and his pride dented. The headboard knocked the wall. Tom clawed the sheets. The cage jerked against nothing and then he came anyway, a weak, humiliating spurt over the hotel linen, sobbing through it.

She pulled out without a word and shut herself in the bathroom.

When she came back he expected wreckage. She looked calm. She climbed into bed and pulled him against her, chiffon and sweat and the smell of lube.

“You know about the hormones, don’t you?” she said.

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

“I didn’t want to upset you.”

She chuckled, once. “You didn’t want to upset me?” She shook her head. “Honey, I love you. I’ll always love you. But Mark’s right. I love him, and he’s who I want from now on. I don’t like that I’m hurting you. It’s still the truth. That said, I’m not leaving if you don’t want me to go. I made a commitment to you.”

He opened his mouth. She shushed him.

“I want you to promise me that once the house is done, we can move in with him.”

“Why can’t we move in with him now?”

“Because you know he’s only got that studio. It wouldn’t work. The three of us. We’d get cabin fever.”

So that was the plan. The new house. Not theirs. Theirs-and-his.

“I’m fine with us all living together,” he said. “If you can wait a few more months.”

“I can.” She stared at the dark ceiling. Then she sighed. “I think.”

Her hand rested on the small swell of his chest as if she were checking her work. Under the sheet his hole still throbbed. In the corridor, faintly, a lift chimed. Mark was already gone into the night, and Tom lay in the crook of her arm knowing he had begged her to stay so he could keep being the thing she fucked when the man she loved was not in the room.

They kissed after all, even though she had only just said they would not. Tom let himself relax a fraction. Perhaps it had been a test. She could have gone mean and stayed there. She had not. She had held him.

As they drifted she asked, drowsy, how it felt to finally be a bottom bitch.

“Great,” he said, wrecked and honest.

“Good. Just make sure it’s only me doing it. You’re my slut. Nobody else’s.”

The next day Mark’s manner had changed. Tom was called in and shown a customer note; unhappy with service. Tom knew the account. The man had never hidden that he disliked dealing with him now he presented as a woman. Tom was sure Mark knew that too.

“You need to fucking sort your attitude out.” Mark’s hands hit the desk. “I’ve had two other complaints like this. And you sit there daydreaming.”

The fog was real some mornings. He didn’t say that.

“Yes, Mark. Sorry, mate.”

“I’M NOT YOUR MATE. I’M YOUR BOSS.” The shout bounced off the glass. “From now on it’s yes sir, or yes, Mr Phelps. Got that?”

“Yes, sir.”

Mark rolled the chair back and opened his trousers.

“Crawl over here and suck my cock.”

“Wh… what? Erm. S-sir?”

“You heard me. Get over here and suck.” The grin was ugly. “Go on. You know you want to.”

He did. Paul’s cock had been living in his head for days. This was the same hunger with a worse name on it. He dropped, crawled, and moaned as he took Mark in, wet and eager.

“This is how it’s going to be. You’re on a trial. Fuck up again and I’ll fire you. Thin ice, slut.”

The threat should have chilled him. It supercharged him instead. He sucked harder, dragged his tongue up the shaft, dropped to a ball.

“Good little cocksucker. At least you’re good at something.”

Mark came in his mouth a few minutes later and sent him back to his desk with spit on his chin and a calendar full of calls.

Punishment for last night. That was Tom’s first read. Tell Carrie. Get her to pull him off. Firing him would be messy, given the grant and the rest.

That evening he told her. She sighed.

“This isn’t about last night. He’s been agonising for weeks about how to tell you your work’s slipping. Honestly, Tom, any other employer, you would’ve already gone. You’re not good at the job. Heck, you weren’t great before.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean he showed me work from the last two years. It’s third-rate.”

“If that’s true, why didn’t he fire me?”

“Because you’re his friend. Because he’s been in love with me the whole time. I don’t know. He should’ve done it. And he will if you don’t sort yourself out.”

Tom went to bed angry. Hurt. Surely they were colluding to grind him down.

The next day he went hunting for proof that clients liked him. Old satisfaction surveys. Numbers that were meant to save him. Average. Year after year. Not disastrous. Not good.

Camilla Graves sat across the office; pretty, brunette, civil to him even when he had been brusque with her. He pulled her proposals and reports and set them against his own.

Carrie was right. His work looked thin beside hers. There was no version of the spreadsheet in which he came out competent by the same measure.

He sat in the champagne blouse with Mark’s taste from earlier that morning still a memory and understood a second humiliation, quieter than the crawl across the carpet. The job had been charity dressed up as friendship. The mouth on the boss was only the new uniform for an old fact.

You were never the salesman. You were the mate who married the girl he wanted. Now you’re both those things on your knees.

Broken, he walked into Mark’s office, already sobbing, and offered his resignation.

“Tom, don’t be stupid.” Mark had his trousers open before the sentence was finished. His cock was already thick in his hand. “Come here and suck. I’ll tell you what’s going to happen.”

Tom had no fight left. He dropped and took him in, messy, grateful for an instruction that didn’t require a spreadsheet.

“You’re going to work for Camilla. You’ll be her assistant. She thinks you can do decent work if someone points you at it, and I’m inclined to agree. So you’re her PA. You report to her. You do as you’re told. Understood?”

The cock left Tom’s mouth with a wet plop.

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“As for Carrie. Fine. You don’t want her abandoning you. I get that. But you need to learn to share. I get her four nights a week, and every Sunday. That’s not up for debate. Clear?”

Another suck. Another plop.

“Yes, sir.”

“Finally. Carrie doesn’t know you’re sucking my cock. She asked me not to take it this far at work. Not because she’d be angry with me. She said she needs to keep some respect for you. Same as she doesn’t want a bloke fucking you. She thinks you’ll just look like a pathetic loser if you let that happen.” Mark chuckled. “But we already know you’re a pathetic loser, don’t we?”

“Yes, sir,” Tom panted.

Mark caught his chin, bent down, and looked straight into him.

“You like being a pathetic loser, don’t you?”

Shame clicked in his throat.

“Yes, sir.”

“Open your mouth.”

Tom did. Mark spat into it.

“Swallow.”

The cage twitched. The thanks came out automatic, disgusting, true. Then he went back to sucking because that was the shape of the rest of his life and he could feel it sealing. No road back to being a man. No clean stop on whatever she was putting in him; she had made that plain. No road back to being a salesman either.

The role was to be a PA, but as Tom swallowed the cum and licked the cock and balls cleaned, he looked up at his grinning boss and former friend, and realised that he was destined for just one role; a cocksucking sissy secretary


Ten

When Tom walked into Camilla’s office, he did so under the impression that she knew what was going on. The pretty Gal Gadot lookalike smiled up at him sweetly when he entered, even though he felt sure it was the way a mother smiled at her retarded child.

“Er, I’m here.” He said.

She tilted her head and gave him a confused look. “Yes…You’re…”

“I’m to be your PA?”

Again, she stared at him, then finally it all clicked. “Oh my god, You’re kidding! Oh, this is sweet! Finally! Mark listened to me? Okay honey, that desk over there.” She pointed to the old secretary desk in the corner. “You’ll sit there. When you answer the phone, remember, it’s Miss Graves’ office, how may I help you?”

“Yes, Miss Graves.”

She rolled her eyes. “You don’t need to call me Miss Graves. We’re colleagues. Camilla is fine, and I was kidding. You don’t need to direct my calls, I want us to work together.”

Camilla was a stunning beauty, with long powerful legs, firm muscular arms, and a sweet yet dangerous face. She wore leatherette trousers and skirts frequently, and if anyone would make the perfect dominatrix, it would be her. But she was always so sweet to everyone, so calm. How Tom wished that she was a powerful dominatrix.

“I think Miss Graves is more appropriate, Miss.” He said meekly.

Once more, she stared at him, then she nodded to the door. “Shut the door Tom. Sit down, let’s talk.” He did as he was told, then he sat down. “What’s this really about Tom?”

“I’m crap at my job.”

“You’re not crap at your job, you’re just not great at it. I’ve seen worse though. I just think you need guidance, and I asked for you to work alongside me ages ago because I thought we’d make a good team.” She shook her head. “It’s not that. What’s really going on? The clothes, yeah, I heard the excuses, but they’re long gone now, so what’s really happening?”

He told her everything, every single detail, holding nothing back. She listened intently, then she leaned back. “You know you could sue Mark, right? I mean, you could take the company.”

“I know. I don’t want to.”

“Why not? He’s manipulating you. Carrie’s put you on hormones without your consent, and without a formal doctor’s checkup, I’ll add. You could be rich. So, what’s stopping you?”

Tom sighed and looked around the office. He wasn’t looking at anything in particular, just trying to focus his thoughts, hone in on the truth. “I’m enjoying myself and I don’t want them to stop.”

“There it is.” She said softly, smiling. “And you want me to dominate you too, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

She nodded. “Okay, Miss, Mistress, Miss Graves. Every morning, you will greet me on your knees and kiss my feet. You will massage my feet and my neck and back when I need it, not in a creepy way, properly. You will bring me tea and coffee when I tell you, and don’t expect a please and thank you.” She smiled and leaned forward. “You will take time every week to talk to me and tell me how You’re feeling. You will take time to tell me what you liked and didn’t like. You’ll think of a word that can be our safe word. And finally, we will do great work together and become super rich, okay?” She grinned softly.

It was the loveliest response he could imagine, and it made him warm all over. “Yes Mistress, that sounds perfect.”

“To me too. A couple more questions. One, punishment. What sort of punishments do you expect? I don’t mind spanking you, or I can use a ruler if necessary, or…” she looked around the room. “For harsher punishments, we can use a power cable, but I warn you, that hurts like hell.”

“All of those sound perfect, Mistress.”

“Good. I think so too. Next, sex.”

“I’m caged, Mistress.”

“Y-es,” she said slowly. “But your tongue isn’t, right?”

Tom’s eyes widened, his cock hardened. He definitely was not gay. “No Mistress, it isn’t.”

Her eyes darkened, seductive, wild. “Then let’s see what you’ve got, sissy.” She said, opening her legs.

When he slid under her leatherette skirt he found a little black thong, the gusset already wet. He did not pull it aside at once. He licked the fabric. Sucked the taste out of it.

“Oh. What a good girl you are.” She purred it, hand on his head through the skirt.

He hooked the knickers down and off, then went back in. A neat trimmed patch above her slit. He had not gone down on Carrie like this in months; with her it was usually clean-up. This was slower. Camilla tasted smoother, less sharp, and she was soaked.

“You’re so good at this.” Her breath hitched. “This is what I needed. You’re going to do this every day. My little pussy licker.”

Cocksucker. Pussy licker. He would take both. Being responsible for someone else’s orgasm made him feel useful in a way the sales figures never had.

He worked her properly; slow circles, clit, a careful nibble until she made a broken sound and yanked his hair. Legs shaking. Body locked. Then she came, hard, against his mouth.

“Kiss my feet. Say thank you.”

He did. She let him up.

“Good girl. Very good girl.”

After that they actually worked. She had been right. Side by side they moved faster than he ever had alone. She was sharp, forward, and when he did something well she said so.

Then he fluffed a calculation. She saw it and smiled.

“Is this the sort of thing you want punishment for?”

He blushed. “I mean, I don’t want to force you…”

“Oh, sissy. You’re not forcing me. I just want to know where the lines are.”

He sucked in a breath. “I’d like to be punished for the mistake.”

“Hand, ruler or cable?” She was already standing.

His chest went tight. The cage leaked.

“Cable,” he whispered.

She chuckled. “I was hoping you’d say that. Five. It’ll hurt. It’ll mark.”

“I don’t mind. I want that.”

She picked her knickers up off the chair and pushed them into his mouth.

“Bite. Bend over the desk. Hold your skirt up.”

She doubled the thick white extension lead. His whole body shook. What the hell is wrong with you?

The first stroke landed exact across both cheeks. He screamed into the thong, high and stupid. Tears at once. Face burning.

“Too much?”

He panted, then shook his head. Brutal. Then the chilli-heat after, endorphins lighting him up like a cheap fairground. Second hit. Another muffled scream.

By five his arse was red and going purple and she was wet again. He dropped and licked. It took about a minute. She came harder than before, a raw little laugh on the end of it.

“Fuck, Tom. This is going to be so much fun. God, can’t I take you home with me? You’re better than any boyfriend I’ve had.”

His eyes went wide. Carrie was hot. Camilla sat somewhere above that; the unobtainable one. Or she was meant to be. It had to be a joke. Heat-of-the-moment. She didn’t mean it. He told himself that while he knelt there with her taste on his tongue, a lead-striped arse, and a desk full of work he could finally do because someone had told him exactly how to hurt and exactly how to be good.

As the day was coming to an end, Mark stepped in to ask how everything was working out. Camilla immediately told him about all the great work they’d done together, which made Mark smile, happy to see the plan work. “Tom, how about you join me in the office?” Mark said.

“Mark, if the sissy is going to suck you off, then you can do it here. I’d like to watch.” Camilla said, surprising both Mark and Tom.

Mark thought about it for a second, then nodded. He opened his trousers and pulled his cock out; already thick, flushed at the head, a bead of wetness at the slit.

“Sissy. Suck.”

Tom dropped at once. Knees on the office carpet. Champagne blouse pulling tight across the small swell of his chest. Platinum hair swinging forward as he leaned in. He wrapped a painted hand around the shaft, tilted Mark toward his mouth, and took the head first; lips stretching, a wet pop when he sank further.

Camilla left her chair and crouched beside him, close enough that her leatherette thigh brushed his arm. She watched from inches away; Tom’s lipstick smearing along the vein, spit stringing from the corner of his mouth, the way his throat worked when he pushed down and held.

Her hand settled on his back and stroked him through the dress, slow and approving.

“Good sissy. Very good. More tongue. That’s it. Suck. Hollow your cheeks.” A whisper at his ear. “If you were mine you’d be the perfect little cocksucker. I’d teach you every trick I know.”

There it was again. The suggestion she wanted him. His wife barely wanted him and that made the cage twitch. A better-looking woman did want him and that did the same. His wiring was a mess and it was working.

Mark’s fingers found the blonde hair and gathered it out of the way so Camilla could see everything; the stretch of Tom’s mouth, mascara clumping at the wet lashes, the wet click each time Tom came up for air and went back down. Spit ran onto Tom’s chin and dotted the front of the blouse. He looked up once, eyes glassy, and Mark’s cock jumped against his tongue.

“Fuck. Look at her,” Mark muttered.

Camilla’s thumb wiped a smear of lipstick off the shaft and fed it back between Tom’s lips.

“Don’t waste it. Clean. Deeper.”

Tom took more. His nose brushed the dark hair at the base. He gagged, recovered, and stayed there until his eyes watered. When he pulled back the head was shining, obscene against the remaining pink of his mouth.

Mark’s hips started to hitch. Tom felt the shaft swell, the taste turn saltier, and he kept the rhythm Camilla had set; tongue on the underside, lips tight, a wet slurp on every lift.

Mark groaned, short and ugly, and came.

Cum hit Tom’s tongue in thick pulses. He tried to swallow and failed to get it all; white welled at the corners of his mouth and spilled onto his lower lip.

Before he could finish the job Camilla grabbed his face, turned him, and kissed him. Her tongue pushed through the mess, tasting Mark on him, licking into his mouth as if the load were hers to share. Tom made a muffled sound and let her have it.

When she pulled back a thread of spit and cum hung between them. She broke it with her thumb and pushed that last smear back into his mouth.

“Swallow,” she said, almost kind. “Good girl.”

The smile that followed made Tom feel so confused, the way she looked at him, pride, even attraction.

“Mark, you can go now.” She told her boss, who packed away his cock and walked out.

With the door shut, Camilla pushed Tom onto his back.

“Camilla, Mistress, what are you doing?” He hissed.

“Shush! You’ll see.” She said, moving her face under his skirt and then licking him hard beneath his balls, occasionally sucking on the little testicles.

“Oh wow, oh shit, wow!” Tom moaned, and then he felt a finger push into his anus, curling and fucking him as she kept licking, occasionally sucking and licking the cage, until with a gasp and a pop, Tom came, releasing a colourless fluid without even getting hard.

He lay there panting. “Oh my god, Camilla, why did you do that?”

She giggled. “Did you like it?” She asked, climbing up his body and kissing him, then resting her head on his blossoming chest.

“Yes, but why?”

“Because I want you.” She whispered. “And I’m going to have you. Mark can take your bitch wife, because I want you as my hot girlfriend. And I’m gonna make sure I get you.”

“Fuck…” He laughed. “I never imagined having a chance with you.”

“Oh, as a man, definitely not. As this…definitely yes. God, Tom, you’re the hottest girl I know.” She kissed him again, then climbed up and lowered her pussy onto his face. “Now, this is a lot more fun, isn’t it?”

“God yes.” He said, licking away at her pussy again.

When Tom left work that evening, he did so with a spring in his step. Never in his life did he imagine having such an overtly sexual relationship with a large group of people, but just putting on the wrong clothes had changed his life. He’d never go back, not after this, but the question was, who would he stay with?

Back in the hotel room, he arrived to find a note. “Spending the night at Mark’s.” Simple as that. He thought he’d mind, but just a few minutes later, he received a WhatsApp message from Camilla.

She had returned home from work and recorded herself undressing. Everything about her was perfect; her firm flat little belly, the button pierced, her C-cup breasts, also pierced. She had an ornate tattoo on the side of her chest, like black flames climbing up. “I want you…” She whispered at the end.

“Fuck!” He gasped.

He had a choice now. He had the hotel room to himself, his wife was cheating. There were lots of things he could do. So he did the best thing he could think of, and texted the person he needed right at that moment.


Eleven

The door beeped and clicked. The room was dim, not black. Enough light for Paul to see Tom on the bed in the lingerie. As agreed, nobody spoke. Paul came in, climbed on, and pushed his cock into Tom’s mouth.

Tom needed to feel used. Submissive. Paul was the only one who could do that cleanly tonight. He could have told Camilla he was free. Two problems. One; she wanted more than a slave. Two; he still could not cheat on Carrie with another woman, even while she was in love with another man. Stupid. Still true.

He sucked. A small click. A bottle under his nose. He sniffed. The rush hit and he moaned around the thick shaft filling his throat.

Paul’s hand stayed in his hair, not gentle, not cruel. Just holding him on it.

Tom’s lipstick smeared along the shaft in a pink streak. Spit ran from the corner of his mouth onto his chin and dotted the lace at his chest. Each time Paul pushed forward Tom’s throat clicked. Each time he pulled back a wet string clung between Tom’s lower lip and the head.

The cage sat useless under the knickers, a hard little lump with nowhere to go. Tom moaned around the cock anyway, the sound muffled and hungry. Paul’s hips kept a steady pace; in to the back of the tongue, out to the painted rim of Tom’s mouth, in again. The room stayed quiet except for that wet rhythm and Tom’s breathing through his nose.

Paul thickened. The head flared against Tom’s palate. Tom felt the warning pulse and stayed down, lips tight, waiting for it.

Paul came on his tongue in thick, silent jerks. Cum filled Tom’s mouth faster than he could swallow. Some of it leaked at the corner and slid down toward his jaw. He kept sucking until the shaft stopped twitching, then cleaned the head with a slow lick because that was part of being used.

Paul stepped back, tucked himself away, and left the same way he had arrived. No kiss. No chat. The door beeped shut.

Tom lay there with the taste of it, lipstick ruined, spit cooling on his chin. Use, then gone. Exactly what he had asked for.

The next day he walked into Camilla’s office braced for a wasted afternoon of tongue and no work. She was not that. She kept them on the files. Play stayed in the breaks. By close of play it was Mark who had used his mouth more.

“Do you want to go for a drink?” she asked, bag already on her shoulder.

“I should get back. Carrie isn’t seeing Mark tonight.” He said it like an apology.

“Oh. Okay. Never mind.” She hid the drop in her face badly.

He felt like a prick.

“I think I’ll be free tomorrow. Dinner maybe?”

Her face lit. Real want. He saw it and thought, this could be a door out. She stepped in, took his face in both hands, and kissed him.

“She doesn’t deserve you, you know?”

He could not make the maths work. A woman like her. Him.

“You weren’t interested when I was a bloke. I get that. But why now? You don’t just like someone because they look different.”

A twitch at the corner of her mouth. Not just the dress, then.

“You don’t remember, do you?” Soft. “Before I joined here I was at Baines-Pepperidge. Junior assistant. There was a guy…”

It clicked.

“Quentin Allen.” He sighed.

“Yeah. Bully. Sexist. Handsy. You were in on a sales visit when you caught him on me. Nobody else moved. They were all scared of him.”

“I punched the bastard.” He left out the rest; the man had been bigger, and had beaten the shit out of him. It had not mattered. Someone had stood up.

“We got together after that. Lawsuits. You lost the deal. You won us. Then I joined this place and I watched you. Are you the best at the job? No. You put right over wrong. You’re a good person. It comes off you. I fell for that a long time ago. I just didn’t want you sexually. That isn’t a verdict on you. I don’t really want men.”

“You’re a lesbian?”

“No. I don’t really want women either. I can fuck a woman. I wouldn’t want to live with one. You, though. Looking like this, being who you are. That’s the whole package.”

He nodded. “You didn’t want to smash up a marriage.”

“No. But now I know Carrie’s in love with Mark…”

His pulse jumped. Desire, not relief. Then the block.

“I’m still in love with Carrie.”

It did not land like a slap. She smiled and shrugged.

“Doesn’t mean you can’t fall for me. I’ll be whoever you need. I want to dominate you. I like it. I also want to travel with you. Make love to you. Wake up next to you. If there’s a man in the bed, he’s there to share. Not to take.”

He drew a sharp breath. Tempting. He would have to choose, and soon. Carrie had been a good wife. She was in love with someone else now. Moving on might be the kindest thing he could do for both of them.

“So? Tomorrow night?” she asked.

“Yes, Camilla.” He smiled and leaned in. They kissed. “Tomorrow night. For sure.”

On the drive he slowed past the plot. Foundations set. The first outline of walls going up. From here it would move faster.

He sat at the lights in a blouse and a cage and thought of Paul’s cock, Mark’s spit, Camilla’s mouth saying girlfriend, and Carrie’s note on the pillow.

The house was rising. Somebody would live in it. He still did not know if he would be a husband in that doorway, a lodger, or already gone.

Back at the hotel he greeted her the way she now expected; dropped to his knees and kissed her feet. When he stood she smiled and pulled him into a long hug.

“I missed you,” she said. “The sex with Mark is fun and everything, but it isn’t the same without you there. None of this is the same without you.”

Tom’s stomach sank. He had already started telling himself the marriage was over; that she was leaving; that he could start again as Camilla’s girlfriend. Here came Carrie with a curveball. It got worse.

“I’m so glad I have you,” she went on. “I know I’ve been weird lately. Don’t get me wrong, I’m really glad we did all this. But I need to be grounded. You’re my husband. The man, or the woman, I want to grow old with.”

He sat down hard on the bed, lost. She did not read the look. She sat beside him and pulled him in again.

“Do you hate what I’ve done to you?”

“No.” He muttered it. “I hate that I fought it in my head. I love what you’ve done to me. I love being this.”

He looked down at himself. No forms today. None needed. The buds on his chest were coming in. He did not hate them. He hoped they would keep growing. Hoped they would be huge.

“I understand you agreed the schedule with Mark,” she said. “If you want me to change it, I will.”

“No. It’s fine.” He almost kicked himself for agreeing in the first place. Kicked himself for not letting her walk.

“Then tomorrow I’ll be with him. And this weekend too.”

“That’s fine. You deserve to have fun.”

“It’s not the same when you’re not there.” She sulked it.

“Doesn’t matter. The house is coming along.” Little conviction in it.

Her eyes lit. “Really? You stopped by? Oh, that’s great. I’m always too scared to go look.” She rubbed his back. “Honey? Would you like to lick my pussy?”

His eyes went to her lap. His mouth watered.

“Sure,” he said, breathless, heat in his face.

Whatever she had been putting in him had him hair-trigger now. The mention of sex was enough. The cage barely twitched. The rest of him still caught fire.

He put his mouth on her and did not rush it. Two strong orgasms. She did not offer anything back. Camilla would have. Camilla knew how to get him off without taking the cage off.

They went out for dinner. He hardly spoke. He listened to her talk about work; some client she had seen that day.

“Oh. I ran into Sam at lunch.”

“Really?” She had not seen Sam in a while.

“Yeah. Went to his place for a fuck. Still as good as ever. Oh, and you know Chris Baker from Tryllion? He wants to fuck me too. I’m thinking of letting him.”

Tom stared. She had sworn monogamy to Mark. Now she was back on Sam and lining up a client.

“Wh-what about Mark?”

She giggled and shrugged. “I’m not going to tell him. You won’t either. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“It’s just a bit of fun. Who cares?”

“Erm. I think Mark cares.” He wondered if he should have shut up.

“Honey, chill. You don’t care, do you?” Another shrug. “If Mark has a problem, he can fuck off.”

The whole conversation felt off. For days she had sounded finished with him; in love with Mark; halfway out the door. Overnight she did not give a shit. That was not the woman he thought he had married.

“Did something happen with Mark?”

“No…” The lie sat in the word.

He did not press. They finished the meal and went back. He put something on the telly. She said she was having an early night. When she drifted he killed the screen, pulled a silky red robe over the red satin nightie, and went quietly down to the office.

“Thought you’d be working tonight,” he said to Paul.

“I never leave.” A grin. “Can’t sleep?”

“Strange evening.”

“Do tell.” Paul nodded at a chair.

Tom told him the lot. Paul listened, then landed in the same place Tom had.

Something had happened between Mark and Carrie. Something that could blow the whole arrangement apart.

“The problem is, if she goes wild she might fall for someone who cares less about you and your future,” Paul said. “She might turn into the bitch from hell. Be wary of her.”

“I will.”

Tom had already thought it. Sam was all right, in his way. Chris Baker, or the next one, might not be. He needed to stop her running loose. The only lever he could see was Mark.

Paul stood, dropped his trousers, and pulled his cock out. Already heavy. Already interested.

“Now, slave. Time to do your duty.”

“Yes, Master.” Tom grinned and went to the floor. This was the part he had come downstairs for.

Cocksucking had become the thing he thought about most. He still did not fancy the male body as a whole. A dick in his mouth was different; the weight, the taste, the simple job of it. He knew it was the psychology; being used, being under. That did not stop him dreaming about it. Lately he had started wondering how it would feel in more than his mouth.

He took Paul in without preamble. One hand on the shaft, lips over the head, down until his throat clicked. Paul’s fingers settled in the platinum hair. Tom worked him with the rhythm he had learned in this office; wet, steady, eyes up when he could manage it. Spit slicked his chin. The satin nightie pooled around his knees.

Paul came in his mouth with a low grunt. Tom swallowed, licked him clean, and let himself be pulled up into a kiss that tasted of it.

Then he told Paul about the schedule. He did not tell the truth about tomorrow night. He called it a business dinner. Late. He did not know when he would be back.

“I’m on nights this month. No issue.” Paul rubbed a palm over the satin. “I’ll just walk in from now on. Deal?”

“Unless I hang the do not disturb. That means Carrie’s back.”

“Good plan.” Paul pulled him closer.

Tom kissed the bristled cheek and stayed there. The arms around him were solid. Safe, or close enough.

He opened his eyes.

Not the room. Not the job. Paul. The jaw. The stubble scraping Tom’s painted mouth. Cheap office light on a man’s throat, on the hair at the open collar, on the mouth that had just used him. Tom looked at it the way he used to look at Carrie in a summer dress; hungry, simple, no argument left in it.

God. He’s sexy.

He told himself it was the submission. The cock. The being held. His body did not care about the excuse. For the first time in weeks his own cock swelled in the cage, a dull trapped push that made him catch his breath, and it was not Camilla’s perfume that had done it, and it was not Carrie’s voice. It was the man against him. The smell of him. The hard shape under the shirt.

Tom did not name it. He only held on tighter and wondered, dimly, why looking at Paul made him harder than looking at either of the women he kept saying he loved.

He went back upstairs not long after. Carrie was still asleep. He lay on the edge of the mattress in the red nightie and let the hotel dark take him.

He did not dream of Carrie. He did not dream of Mark.

He dreamed of Camilla. He dreamed of Paul. The three of them in one bed, him in the middle, soft, held, owned. In the dream he said the same three words to both of them.

“I love you.”


Twelve

The next morning Tom did not have to find Mark. Mark found him.

So Tom ended up on his knees again, sucking his oldest friend, while Camilla sat beside the chair and stroked the long blonde hair out of his face. Mark talked through it, as if a mouth on him were just the price of a briefing.

He had been reading BDSM books. Cuckold stuff, mostly. He had told Carrie that as the bull he wanted her more submissive. She had been fine with that at first. Then he started talking about her coming off contraception. Breeding. That was when she went distant. No row. No flat no. The idea had still hit her hard.

“I get the feeling I hit a nerve,” Mark said. “Now she’s backing off.”

Tom lifted off. “But you’re seeing her tonight.”

“Yes. Something feels off.”

Tom shot Camilla an apologetic look. He had wanted this talk private. That was gone.

“I thought as much. Last night she made a point of how much she loves me. How she wants the marriage to work.”

He left out Sam. He left out Chris Baker.

Camilla’s frown said she had landed in the same place. Spanner. Works.

“You need to fix this,” Mark told Tom.

“Me?” It came out as a screech. “Shouldn’t you fix this?”

“No. You need to convince her she needs me. Remind her you’re the slave. She’s forgetting. You need to show her how pathetic you are.”

Tom looked at Camilla for backup. He did not get it.

“I agree with Mark. Push her back toward him.” She tapped his jaw. “Now put that cock back in your mouth. No more arguing.”

He did. Mark came a few minutes later. Camilla stopped Tom swallowing, kissed him, and took the taste for herself. Mark chuckled, tucked away, and left them to it.

“I’m sorry about the audience,” she said. “From a selfish point of view I want you and Carrie done. I want her to want Mark. Because I want you.”

“What if you find you don’t actually like me that way? We don’t know each other that well.”

She pulled him in. The smile was too sure.

“I know you well enough. I want you, Tom. I need you. Like this. Forever.”

There was something off in the way she said it. Obsessive. As if she had been aiming at this for longer than the PA desk allowed. That could not be right. He had put the first knickers on himself. Still. The air around her had a weird charge.

They worked anyway. She was good at that part. The difference was the touching; a kiss on his cheek as she passed, a squeeze of his shoulders, once a spin into his lap and a proper make-out against the filing cabinet.

Dinner was worse. She stared. She laughed at jokes that did not deserve it. Her foot ran up the stocking on his calf. He cracked first.

“What’s going on, Camilla? You’re acting strange.”

“I’m scared you’ll run back to her.”

“No. This is something else.”

She looked away.

“I asked Mark to take Carrie off you. The plan was you’d move in with them. I don’t want that. He doesn’t either. He wants kids. A family.”

“Carrie doesn’t. Not with me.” Tom sighed. “I’m not angry. Just tell me something.”

“Okay.”

“If I looked into your past, have you ever been in trouble?”

A tear went. She did not look at him.

“Yes.”

“Stalking.”

“Yes. I was eighteen. A year in a psychiatric unit. I was in love with a boy from school. I followed him. Broke into his place.”

“What happened?”

She shrugged. “He got a girlfriend. I took her. A few hours. Then I realised how stupid I was, let her go, and called the police on myself.”

He did not pull his hand away. He held hers.

“Have you obsessed like that since?”

“No. Well. Not until now.”

She was not entirely well. That did not make her a monster. It meant she had never had a clean run at being someone’s partner.

“I don’t want Carrie getting hurt,” Tom said.

Camilla looked horrified. “I’d never.”

“I know.” He squeezed her hand. “I haven’t decided what I want. I will choose what’s best for me. If that ends up being her, I need to know you can live with it.”

“I hope you won’t. I’m not that girl anymore. I was young and stupid. When I love, I love. I still understand.”

“I need time. This whole thing is bonkers. I have to decide if I want more crazy or less.”

The air eased. She had told the truth and he had not run. That seemed to steady her.

“More crazy would be me in it?” she asked.

“Yes. Because I’m wondering something.”

“What?”

“What it would feel like to let you off the leash. The real you. Obsess. Fight for me.”

She burst out laughing. “You wouldn’t want that.”

“Why not?”

“The old me would tie you to the bed and keep you there. I wouldn’t let you leave.” Her eyes went distant. Her voice thinned. “Locked collar. You step out of line, you hit the floor. I’d punish you and call it love. I’d have you under the desk at work. I’d do worse.”

Her chest rose. So did his.

“What if I want that? What if that side of you turns me on?”

“Oh God, Tom, don’t.” She was already wet. He could hear it in the way she sat.

“I think about dark shit too,” he said. “Say it.”

“Men in the house. Using your arse. One after another. Making sure you cum whether you want to or not.”

“God. I want you.”

They paid and almost ran.

Her flat was small and neat. She went straight to a drawer and came back with a key he recognised and a blue pill.

“Take this.”

The tablet hit his tongue. He swallowed. She unlocked the cage. What came out was a stub; a couple of centimetres past a clit, shrunken, flushed.

“Where did you get that key?”

“I looked the model up. These cheap ones share a key.” She grinned, knelt, and put her mouth on him. Licked the little head. Sucked. Then used two fingers, wet and precise. “We’ll lock it after. She’ll never know.”

The pill took its time. While they waited he put her on her back and licked her through one shaking orgasm. She kept his stub in her mouth or her hand the whole time, messy and greedy.

Then the drug landed. The stub thickened. Not what he used to be. Three inches, maybe. Enough.

She pushed him down, straddled him, and sank onto it.

Being inside a woman again hit him like a slap. He had missed it more than he had admitted. Three inches. Wet heat closing around all of it. Camilla was tight and she knew what to do with what little he had. She planted her hands on his shoulders, rolled her hips, and took him to the root on every drop. Her pierced navel flashed. The black flame tattoo flexed along her ribs.

“Fuck. There. Don’t you move.”

He held still. She ground in small circles, chasing the angle, clit rubbing his shaved pubic bone. The cage key glinted on her necklace and knocked against his collarbone when she bent to kiss him. Her mouth was open, wet, greedy. Each time she lifted he saw the small shiny shaft leave her and disappear again.

She sped up. Her thighs shook. She slammed down and stayed there, grinding.

She arched and came hard, whole body juddering, a raw sound in her throat. He felt her clench around the small cock in quick, milking pulses and almost laughed from shock. He had not made a woman do that in months. He had not thought he still could.

“How is that possible?”

“You’re the right size for me. Hits me just inside. Right on my g-spot.” She was still shaking, laughing through it. “Riding you like this feels fucking good.”

“I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Get used to it. I want to fuck you forever.”

He believed her. That was the problem.

She started moving again before he had recovered, sloppy now, using him. The stub was hypersensitive. He grabbed her hips and came with a thin, almost clear pulse, no thick white to it. Barely a feeling of emptying. More like a leak forced out of him.

She lifted off. A string of that clear wetness hung between them and broke on his stomach. Then she crawled up the bed and sat on his face.

“Clean.”

He licked. Her cunt was hot and swollen and tasted of both of them. The lack of proper seed sat in him for a second; no kids, not from him, not now. Then her thighs tightened on his ears and he stopped thinking about it. The cage was off. He was in a woman. That was enough for the night.

She came again on his tongue, quieter, and slumped down beside him, mouth on the small swell of his chest.

“We put it back on before you leave,” she murmured. “But I get this. I get you like this.”

You should go. You should lock it yourself and walk.

He stayed a little longer anyway, her taste on his mouth, his own wetness cooling on his stomach, the empty cage waiting on the bedside table like a reminder of who he was supposed to be when the door opened.

Camilla wanted him to stay. He had nothing to sleep in, and he did not want Carrie walking into an empty hotel room, even if she was meant to be at Mark’s. Things were too tense for that risk.

She locked the cage back on. They kissed. He left.

In reception Paul looked up from the desk. Tom’s skirt moved around his thighs as he crossed the tiles. The look hit him low in the stomach. He kept walking.

Upstairs he put the light on, showered, and changed; white stockings, white lace suspender belt, white satin and lace nightie. One lamp left on. He got into bed and waited.

Thirty minutes later the door beeped. Paul came in without a word. Just a smile. He set a small bottle on the sideboard next to Carrie’s lube, stripped, and bent to kiss Tom. His hands found the new little breasts and squeezed.

Then he climbed over him and pushed that thick cock into Tom’s mouth, a fist in the blonde hair, watching Tom’s eyes close.

Tom sighed around it. Happy to be sucking again. Then he opened his eyes.

Paul above him.

Hairy chest. Stubble. The line of his stomach disappearing toward the cock stretching Tom’s mouth. Cheap hotel light on skin Tom had told himself he did not fancy. The Viagra had not quite worn off. Looking at him hurt. The stub in the cage tried to lift and bent against the polymer, a stupid, trapped ache with nowhere to go.

God. He’s beautiful. Fuck. I love him.

Their eyes met. Paul smiled. Tom did not. He kept staring; the face, the chest, the man. Not a role. Not a Master. A bloke. Camilla was beautiful. Paul was sexy. Paul made him hard in a cage. That was the part he could not file under submission and forget.

He had always said he did not like the male body. He was looking at one now and his mouth had gone wet around it, his hips had tried to lift, his cock had tried to stand for a man. His body had stopped pretending that did not matter.

This is not just the sucking. This is him.

Paul’s smile faltered, reading it. Tom could not look away. He sucked because that was what his mouth was for, and because looking up at that chest and that jaw felt like the first honest thing he had done all week.

I’m gay. The thought landed and bounced. No. I fucked Camilla. I fancy her. What the hell is wrong with me?

Paul’s smile faded. He was reading it. The look in Tom’s eyes. What it meant.

“I love you,” Paul whispered.

Tom blinked and smiled around the cock. He could not say it back with a dick in his throat.

Paul pulled out of his mouth, reached for the lube, and squeezed a thick line onto his fingers. He pushed two of them into Tom without ceremony, working the stuff past the ring, twisting, scissoring until Tom’s hips jerked and a wet sound filled the quiet room.

Then he moved down between Tom’s legs, hooked the white stockings wider, and lined up.

“I’m going to take you now.”

Tom nodded, chest going fast. The little breasts rose and fell. The cage sat between them, already straining from the leftover pill and the sight of Paul.

“I love you, Tom. I want you to be mine.”

“I know. I love you too. I really love you.”

The head pressed. A real cock was different from the strap-on; hotter, heavier, a pulse in it. Stretch. Burn. Tom’s mouth opened on a silent sound. Paul leaned his weight and the head popped through.

Then give. Heat. Fullness sliding in, inch by inch, until Paul’s hips met the backs of Tom’s thighs and there was nowhere else to go.

“Oh, Paul.”

Paul kissed him, messy, still buried. “Tell me you love me.”

“I love you. I love you so much.”

He meant it. He also still meant the other names. That problem could wait.

Paul drew back until only the flare held him open, then pushed home again. Long strokes. The nightie rucked up under Tom’s armpits. A hand found the small swell of his chest and squeezed in time with the thrust. Each inward slide dragged over the spot that made Tom’s trapped stub jump and leak against the polymer.

“Look at me.”

Tom did. Stubble. Hairy chest. The man inside him. This is what you wanted in the office. Not the job. This.

Paul sped up. The wet slap of it got louder. Tom’s legs shook in the stockings. He grabbed Paul’s shoulders and pulled him down so every stroke mashed their mouths together.

When Paul needed more he pulled out, flipped Tom onto his front, and shoved back in in one go. Deeper like that. Meaner. Tom’s face in the pillow, arse up, suspender straps cutting into his cheeks. Paul took a fist of platinum hair and used it, hard even strokes that knocked the air out of him.

“Harder. Please. Don’t stop.”

Paul gave it to him. Balls against the cage. A hand in the small of his back pinning him flat. Tom came first, if it could be called that; a ruined, colourless spurt inside the cage, body clenching around the cock that kept fucking him through it.

Paul lasted a little longer. Then he slammed in to the root, groaned into Tom’s neck, and came. Hot pulses. Filling him. Holding him there while it happened.

They stayed like that, stuck, breathing. Paul kissed the side of his throat and did not pull out.

“Do you need to get back to the desk?”

“Diane knows I’m with you. It’s fine.”

“Stay tonight.”

“I wish I could stay for good. Yes. I want you again. And again.” A kiss on his back, his neck, his cheek between each word.

“Good. I’m free use when I’m alone. You walk in, you put it in.”

Paul laughed against his skin. “Don’t worry. You’ll get used.”

They did not sleep.

Paul pulled out, rolled him over, and went again before Tom had his breath back. Slower this time; Tom on his back, stockings still on, legs over Paul’s shoulders, watching the man’s face while that cock opened him. They kissed through most of it. Tom came in the cage with a helpless twitch. Paul lasted, then filled him a second time and stayed put, forehead against Tom’s.

After that it was shorter, greedier. Tom on his side. Paul spooned behind him and pushed in from the back, one hand on a budding breast, fucking him in lazy strokes while they talked into the dark about cities they had never seen. Paris. Lisbon. A week by the sea if the hotel ever let Paul go.

“If this was allowed to be a relationship,” Paul said, hips still moving.

“If,” Tom said, and pushed back onto him anyway.

Near four they paused long enough to drink tap water and laugh at the state of the sheets. Then Tom went to his knees on the mattress and sucked Paul hard again because he wanted the taste. Paul pulled him off, bent him over the edge of the bed, and took him standing until his legs shook.

By six they were done. Sore. Sticky. The room smelled of lube and sweat and sex. They gave up and lay there kissing, talking about trips they would take if this were allowed to be a relationship; a cheap flight, a shared suitcase, no cage key on another woman’s necklace.

Paul’s hand rested on Tom’s hip. Tom’s mouth found the stubble on his jaw.

Neither of them said when. They said if. The sun was already coming up around the curtain, and Tom still had a wife to go home to, and a boss, and a dinner he had promised someone else.

He did not get out of bed. Not yet.

“I’m not going to break up your marriage,” Paul said.

The hope sat under it anyway; come out, leave her, run.

“I love you. I do. I also love Carrie. And I think I’m in love with one more woman.”

He told him about Camilla.

Paul stared at the ceiling, then nodded.

“All right. I like a challenge. At least I’m the only bloke in it.” A short laugh. “By the time you leave this hotel you’ll be gay. Trust me.”

Tom kissed his new boyfriend. “I kind of hope you’re right.”

“Me too.”


Thirteen

The next day, Tom spotted something familiar on Camilla’s necklace, the key to his cage; and there was a reason for that. Whilst Tom found he couldn’t get a full erection without pills, oral play was a lot more fun with the cage off. He came to work, she took the cage off for the day, and then put it back on.

But that evening, worried that Carrie might come home, Tom decided not to join Camilla at her place and instead headed directly back to the hotel, texted Carrie to find out if she’d be home. She texted immediately that she wouldn’t.

It seemed that things between Carrie and Mark were improving, but the good news was that he and Paul had more time together, and as promised, he didn’t hang the card on the door, which meant Paul walked right in and grabbed Tom, kissing him, before pushing the sissy to his knees. Minutes later, Tom was on all fours on the bed with his eyes rolling back as Paul pushed his cock into Tom’s sore arsehole.

Hands gripped Tom’s hips and Paul began fucking him hard. Tom dropped his head to the quilt as his whole body shoved back and forth. Clearly Paul had been looking forward to this almost as much as Tom had.

“I love you, Paul.” Tom breathed. “I’ve never felt this way about anyone.”

“Me neither. Please Tom, leave your wife, live with me. Be gay with me.”

“I… I… I want to…”

The problem was, Tom felt like this whenever he was with Paul, but the moment he was with Camilla, he felt like he wanted her. He needed to wake-up and come to terms with the fact that maybe, he was a slut.

When Paul filled him with cum once again, he turned and told Paul he needed to talk.

“I’m in love with you, yes, but I’m in love with my colleague Camilla too, and I’m in love with my wife. I don’t know what to do. It’s not about who I love more, it’s about how I can be happy.” Tom told him.

Paul looked anywhere but at Tom, then he sighed and nodded. “You need to choose, Tom. You need to decided what you want.”

“I want breasts. I want to be collared. I want so many different things, Paul, but I don’t know how to get them. I just know that I want to see how things go with Carrie. She’s my wife, she’s the choice I already made. So, I’m trying to see what will happen.”

“I get that Tom…” Tom could tell that Paul was about to give him an ultimatum, but then Paul frowned and said, “I don’t want to force you to make a decision. We never said this would be anything serious, so if you’re okay with us fucking…”

“I’m more than okay with that, and Paul, darling, I’m not saying nothing will happen. All I’m saying is, I need more time to work out what’s going on in my head.”

Paul leaned close and pressed his lips to Tom’s. “But it’s okay for me to love you?”

“God, Paul, please, it’s more than okay. I do love you, desperately. I promise, something good will come, I’m sure.”

Over the next few days, the sexual adventures continued, with Tom giddy with excitement whenever he neared the hotel, knowing he was going to get his arse filled. At work, he was excited to be with Camilla, looking forward to the cage coming off. Heck, he even looked forward to sucking off Mark.

The weekend, he saw Carrie just when she came back for clean clothes, and instead of being the confused slut that he thought she was becoming, she was back to being the positive, Mark-loving woman she was before. Tom had to assume, that was it, she had made a decision.

However, when she returned on Sunday afternoon, she was quick to let me know that Sam was coming over, again, confusing Tom.

The couple fucked, they used Tom’s mouth, all the usual things Tom was now used to. The difference was, he stared at Sam’s cock and wondered what it would feel like in a different hole. It didn’t go unnoticed.

“He seems very interested in my dick…” Sam told Carrie.

“Really?” She asked him. “Tom, why are you so interested in Sam’s dick?”

“I’m not.” Tom mumbled.

“If Sam says You’re, then I think You’re. Go on, why?”

Tom gulped, wondering if he wanted to really rock the boat. She was out there doing what ever she wanted, confusing him, telling him that she loved him, that she was in love with Mark, and so on. But what was the truth? Was this all just a game for her?

“I want Sam to fuck me.”

It came out raw.

Sam’s eyes locked on him. Then the grin. Carrie looked horrified.

“Tom, what the fuck?” she screeched.

“What?” He snapped back. “You’re with Mark, fucking away. What do you think I’m doing? Paul’s been using me like a cheap whore. And do you know what?” He sneered. “I fucking love it. I love Paul.”

“You love him?”

“Yep. I love him. I love you too. And do you know who else I love?”

She shook her head, mouth open.

“Camilla. Camilla loves me. She loves me for me. Heck, I fucked her.”

Carrie’s gaze dropped to the cage.

“Yeah. Cheap lock. Simple key. She opened it, gave me a Viagra and rode me until I couldn’t think.”

A tear ran. “Are you… are you leaving me?”

“No.” Flat. Certain. “I’ve told both of them I’m waiting to see what you’re doing. I don’t know the plan. I’m not ending up with nothing.”

“Oh. I don’t want you to leave.”

“I don’t want you to leave.”

They stared. Sam looked from one to the other, still stroking his cock.

“If you two have that sorted, can I fuck the sexy blonde tranny now?”

Carrie smiled through the crying. Sniffed.

“Yes. Fuck her.”

Both men grinned. Carrie shifted to watch, knees on the bed, silver dress forgotten.

“Carrie. Lubricant,” Tom said, softer now.

“Oh.”

She grabbed the bottle, slathered Sam’s thick shaft until it shone, then pushed two slick fingers into Tom’s crack and worked him open. He hissed. The cage sat useless against his thigh. Sam’s hands landed on his hips like he was owed this.

“Ready,” she whispered. Then the idea took her and her voice went filthy. “Fuck her hard. Destroy that arsehole.”

Sam didn’t ask again. He lined up and shoved.

The head punched in. Tom cried out, high and broken. The same ugly burn as the strap-on, worse because this was hot and alive and moving, and thicker than Paul. His ring stretched around the flare and fluttered, trying to reject it. Sam didn’t let it.

“Jesus. Tight little sissy hole.” He spat it and drove deeper, one long, mean slide until his hips met Tom’s arse.

Tom’s mouth stayed open on a sound that was not language. Sweat popped along his hairline. The cage knocked against his thigh, a useless lump. Carrie watched from the side of the bed, tear-tracks still shining, two fingers working between her own legs in time with the breach.

Platinum hair hung in Tom’s face. He gripped the duvet hard enough to ache and pushed back anyway. If he was going to be ruined he would not do it halfway. The burn flared, then spread, then found that filthy spark underneath it.

Sam pulled out an inch and slammed home again. Balls against the cage. A wet smack. Tom’s arms shook.

“Take it,” Carrie whispered, voice wrecked. “Go on. Take him.”

Sam set a rhythm that was all hips and spite, fucking the tightness he had been promised since the drive. Each thrust shoved a grunt out of Tom. Each grunt made Carrie rub faster. The bed frame complained. Someone in the next room turned a telly up.

Tom’s hole clenched and failed and clenched again. Full. Stuffed. Owned in a way the rubber cock had only rehearsed. He shoved back onto the next stroke and felt Sam’s laugh against his spine.

“That’s it. Fucking sit on it. Your wife’s watching you get turned out.”

Carrie came with a sharp, ugly little cry, eyes locked on the place they were joined. Tom’s own orgasm was a trapped, leaking pulse in the cage, no relief, just more heat.

Sam didn’t slow.

He folded over Tom’s back, grabbed a fistful of blonde hair, and kept burying that thicker cock to the root while Tom clung to the duvet and took it, every inch, because he had asked for this in front of the woman who still wore his surname.

You said it. You asked for it. Now take the neighbour.

Sam bottomed out and stayed there, grinding, making him feel every inch.

“Tell her,” Sam said. “Tell your wife you wanted this.”

“I wanted this,” Tom gasped. “I wanted him to fuck me. Don’t stop.”

Carrie leaned in and kissed his mouth while another man owned his arse, salt on her lips, and whispered against his teeth.

“Then get fucked, baby. Get fucked and remember you’re still mine.”

Sam pulled back and slammed in again. The hotel bed hit the wall. Tom’s moan went ragged. The boat was well and truly rocking, and he had been the one to kick it.

Sam fucked him in hard, ugly strokes; full withdrawal, then that thick head punching through the sore ring again. Lube smacked. Skin smacked. Tom’s arms slid on the sheet. Each thrust knocked a sound out of him that started as pain and came out as want.

One thought kept snagging. He had forgotten something. The shape of it sat just out of reach while his hole was being used.

“Harder,” he heard himself say. Then louder. “Fuck me harder. Please. Don’t you dare stop.”

Sam growled and gave it to him, hands bruising his hips, folding him tighter so every inch had to go somewhere. Carrie was still on the bed at first, fingers shining, watching her husband get wrecked. Tom screamed into the mattress and shoved back, greedy, ruined, proud of how well he took it.

That was when it landed.

The signal. The spare card. The arrangement with Paul; door unlocked, no talking, mouth ready.

The lock beeped. The door opened.

Paul stood there with his mouth open. The three on the bed froze; Sam buried to the hilt, Tom split and shaking, Carrie half-naked with her hand still between her thighs.

It was Carrie who broke it.

“Come in, Paul. Come stick your cock in the man you love.”

Paul looked confused. Horny won. He shut the door with his heel, stripped without grace, and climbed onto the mattress.

Tom lifted his head because that was what his mouth was for now. Paul fed him that familiar cock and Tom opened for it, spit already there. A moan vibrated around the shaft while Sam started moving again, thick and mean, using the hole he had already opened.

Spit-roast. Simple as that.

Sam slamming his arse; long withdrawals, then that fat head punching back through the sore ring. Paul using his throat; fist in the platinum hair, hips ticking forward until Tom’s nose hit skin. Tom a pink, blonde sleeve between them. Eyes wet. Gagging on the upstroke. Hole clinging on the down. Spit ran off his chin onto the sheet. Lube ran down the inside of one stocking.

Carrie got off the bed. She picked up Tom’s phone, thumbed it open, and typed.

Come over to the hotel. Meet me here. T.

She sent it to Camilla, then sat back down to watch. One hand in her own cunt. The other on Tom’s back, feeling every jolt when Sam bottomed out.

They took turns so neither of them finished too fast.

Sam pulled out of Tom’s arse with a wet sound, the hole left open and shiny, and shoved that thicker cock straight into Tom’s mouth. Tom tasted himself on it. Gagged. Took it anyway. Behind him Paul lined up and slid in while Tom was still sucking Sam, slimmer, deeper, an easier stretch that still made him jerk.

Both men moaned.

Tom moaned more.

Every touch lit him up. Every stroke. Paul in him was heat and slide, the one he loved, the one that made his trapped stub leak against the cage. Sam in him was stretch and spite, a brutal fill that shoved the air out of his lungs and made Carrie rub faster. They swapped again. Sam back in the arse, grinding, hands leaving red prints on Tom’s hips. Paul back in his mouth, thumb wiping spit and smeared lipstick, whispering good girl like it was a fact.

Tom’s throat worked. His ring clenched. The cage knocked against his belly, ignored. He pushed back onto whoever was behind him and sucked whoever was in front, loud, sloppy, showing off for the wife who had invited the second man in.

Carrie leaned down, kissed the corner of his stretched mouth, and tasted Sam on him.

“Don’t you dare cum,” she said, as if he could. “You take them until I say stop. That’s your job.”

Sam laughed and gave him another hard stroke that made the headboard hit the wall. Paul held his head and used his throat in short, wet jabs. Tom’s eyes rolled. He was full at both ends and still hungry for it, a prize they passed between them while his wife watched and waited for the door to knock again.

“Fuck, listen to her,” Sam muttered, hips snapping.

Paul had a hand in the platinum hair, guiding Tom’s mouth onto him when it was his turn at the front, thumb wiping spit from painted lips.

“That’s it. Good girl. You wanted this.”

Tom did. He pushed back onto whoever was in his arse and sucked whoever was in his mouth, greedy and loud. When they swapped again he whimpered at the empty second, then cried out as the next cock punched in. Carrie watched from the chair, phone face down now, two fingers lazy on her clit, eyes dark.

They stretched it. Slowed. Changed rhythm. Sam grinding. Paul fucking in short, mean jabs. Tom took all of it, moaning like he was being paid in the sounds alone, a blonde mess on all fours while two men passed his holes between them as if that was all he had ever been for.

Half an hour later there was a knock.

Carrie opened the door expecting one woman. Camilla was there, smirk already in place. Mark stood next to her.

“I think we all need to talk,” Camilla said.

Carrie blinked. “How did you know?”

“Because Tom doesn’t text me like that. I knew it was you.”

Camilla looked past her into the room. Paul and Sam had not paused. Tom’s eyes were locked on Camilla over the shaft stretching his mouth, wet and wide, and he still moaned around it, a muffled, filthy sound each time Sam drove in from behind.

Mark’s face did something complicated; shock, heat, possession, a flicker of disgust that didn’t stop him staring.

Camilla stepped in as if she owned the threshold.

“Now. I’d like to watch this. Then we can talk.”

Carrie let them through and shut the door. The beep of the lock sounded too loud under the slap of skin. Camilla took the chair Carrie had left, crossed those long legs, and watched like it was a briefing. Mark stayed on his feet, jaw tight, cock already lifting in his trousers.

Sam grinned over Tom’s back, never missing a stroke.

“Evening.”

Paul only exhaled and pushed deeper into Tom’s throat. Tom gagged, eyes shining, and still didn’t pull off. He looked at Camilla as if she might save him. He looked at her as if he hoped she would not.

“Good girl,” Camilla murmured, almost fond. “Keep sucking. Don’t you dare stop because the grown-ups walked in.”

Carrie sat on the edge of the bed, close enough to put a hand on Tom’s hair, and did. Mark watched that too.

The room was too small for five histories and two cocks. Nobody left. Tom moaned again, helpless and showy, while Camilla’s smirk held and Mark’s silence got heavier.

Then Mark moved. Jacket. Shirt. Belt. He stripped like a man who had lost an argument with his own dick. His cock sprang up flushed and thick, the one Tom already knew from the office carpet.

“I want his arsehole next,” Mark gasped.

Sam laughed and kept thrusting, in no hurry to surrender the hole. Paul only held Tom’s head and fucked his mouth in shallow, wet strokes.

Carrie sighed, eyes on Camilla instead of her husband.

“Do you lick pussy?”

“I do. Do you?” Camilla’s smile was slow.

“I’ll.”

Camilla stepped in and kissed her. Not a peck. A proper, claiming kiss; tongues, a hand on Carrie’s waist, the silver clubbing dress rucked up in a fist. Carrie made a small sound into it, surprised at herself, then kissed back.

“This is going to be fun,” Camilla murmured against her mouth.

Mark was already on the bed, waiting his turn, stroking. Sam finally pulled out of Tom with a filthy suck of air. Tom’s hole stayed open a second, shiny, twitching. Mark didn’t waste it. He shoved in to the root and groaned like he had been owed this since college.

Tom cried out around Paul’s cock. Camilla broke the kiss only long enough to look down at him, blonde and stuffed, then pulled Carrie toward the pillows.

“On your back,” she told her. “I want to taste the woman who thought she could keep all this to herself.”

Carrie went. Camilla hiked the silver hem and put her mouth between Carrie’s thighs without ceremony. Carrie grabbed platinum hair with one hand and Camilla’s dark hair with the other, and the room filled with wet sounds from every direction; Mark slamming Tom’s arse, Paul using his throat, Camilla eating Carrie like a grudge and a treat at once.

Tom’s eyes rolled. Five people. Two cocks in him. His wife coming apart under another woman’s tongue. No speech left that was not a moan.

One thing was certain. This was no longer a game.

Nobody in that room was pretending anymore. Not Carrie with her thighs over Camilla’s shoulders. Not Mark buried in Tom to the hip, fucking him like a claim. Not Sam waiting his turn with his cock in his fist. Not Paul, quiet and greedy, using Tom’s mouth because that was the deal they had made in the dark. Not Camilla, who had walked in to talk and put her tongue on another man’s wife instead.

Tom, on his hands and knees in cheap pink and smeared lipstick, felt like a prize, because once this madness ended, he’d be asked to make a choice. Carrie, Camilla, or Paul. And deep down, he wanted them all.

To be continued…
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