

Shemales Revenge

By Xev Rivers

Zoe was always bullied by Mark at school.

She hoped it because of something about her personality but deep down she knew it was because she was trans.

After university at the age of 23 the both met up, Zoe had just been taken on by a major accountancy firm while mark had flunked and worked in a coffee shop living pay-check to pay-check.

Mark did not recognise Zoe when she first came in for a coffee and a pastry.

She recognised Mark and plotted her revenge to turn him into her sissy fuck-toy.


The bell over the door gave its usual wheeze, and the woman in the charcoal pencil skirt stepped through into air thick with burnt beans and wet pavement. Mark did not look up. 

He was wrestling the portafilter into its collar, knuckles pale, the espresso machine hissing a thin brown sputter onto the drip tray. When he finally glanced over, his face assembled itself into the grin he kept for customers, wide and empty, and he said something about the weather that he would not remember an hour later.

Zoe slid a crisp twenty across the sticky laminate and let her gaze travel the room behind him. The flickering neon, the peeling linoleum, the taped-over notice by the register. She did not look at his eyes long enough for recognition to catch. She took her pastry with a gloved hand.

The glove was silk, thin, and it kept her fingers from the sticky film on the counter as she counted out the change she would not wait for. 

Recognition hit her like a second heartbeat, and behind her ribs the old fury uncoiled, hot and familiar, the way he used to say it, the word he used, the way the corridor laughed with him.

She looked at his jaw, his dull brown eyes, that bored lazy blink, and she hated him with a precision she had spent four years sharpening. 

Her face gave nothing. She laid the twenty down, took her pastry, and walked out into the grey afternoon.

Two weeks later she came back. The bell wheezed the same way, and the same man was behind the same machine, wrestling the same stubborn portafilter, and he looked up with that empty grin and asked what he could get her. She ordered an americano and watched him fumble it. 

He had no idea. Nothing in his dull brown eyes caught.

Zoe had spent the fortnight mapping him: the shop, the landlord, the lease, the shift rota, the debts that kept a man in an apron. She wrapped both hands around the paper cup and let the heat soak through, and beneath her tailored skirt her cock stirred against the soft wool, unhurried, a private pleasure he had not earned the right to see.

She let the cup cool between her palms and, that evening, made a single call. Vera Hayes knew the landlord's solicitor from a decade of audits, and a quiet word about a lease renewal left unsigned for eleven months did the rest. 

By the following week a health inspector had found the mop sink plumbed wrong and the walk-in running four degrees warm, and the supplier who had carried Mark on credit for two years suddenly wanted his invoice settled in full.

The fluorescent tube over the pastry case died on a Tuesday and stayed dead. Zoe walked past on Friday and saw the chairs stacked, the neon unlit, a yellow notice taped to the glass where his hollow grin used to be. She stood in the grey drizzle with her gloved hands in her coat pockets and felt the old corridor laughter finally turn to dust.

She found him a week later, hunched on the curb outside the shuttered shop, the same sandy hair, the same jaw, now with a week's stubble and the particular grey slouch of a man whose life has run out of floor. Zoe stood over him, silk gloves and tailored wool, and let him look up into a face that was almost kind.

"You look like shit," she said, and smiled like an old friend who had not watched him drown on purpose.

Mark laughed, hollow, grateful for anything. "You have no idea."

"Come on. I'll buy you a drink. There's a bottle at mine."

He followed her without a second thought, the way he always had followed anyone who seemed to be going somewhere.

He walked half a step behind her, hands in his pockets, and watched the way she moved. The even stride, chin level. The little pause before she spoke, like she was arranging the words in a row. 

Something in his chest itched at all of it. He had seen it before. At a desk, years back, when a kid would go quiet and careful and the room would turn mean around him. Mark frowned at the back of her sleek dark head. 

The name would not come. "Have we met?" he said, and she only smiled and kept walking.

"I don’t think so," she said over her shoulder, and kept walking. "But you served me good coffee, so I’ll make you a drink." Mark opened his mouth, closed it, and followed.

She led him through the grey streets at a pace that never invited conversation, along the river walk where the drizzle filmed the benches, past the lit windows of the accountancy block where her name sat on a door one floor up. 

Mark trudged after her, hands deep, and she listened to his breathing go short on the stairs. Her apartment was on the fourth floor: high ceilings, bare walls, one lamp left burning. 

She hung her coat, took his damp jacket off his shoulders without asking, and set two glasses on the counter. "Sit," she said. He sat.

She poured two fingers of whiskey into each glass, the neck of the bottle knocking softly against the rim on the second pour, and slid one across the counter to him. 

Mark took it with both hands like a man grateful for anything warm, and she watched him swallow half of it in one go, his throat working, his eyes dropping to the grain of her countertop before sliding up again to her face.

She leaned on the far side of the counter with her own glass, the gold bar at her collarbone winking under the single lamp, and let the silence do its slow work on him. "To fresh starts," she said, and touched her glass to his without drinking, the whiskey swaying amber by her lip.

Mark drank. She watched him do it, the second swallow bigger than the first, and set her own glass down untouched. 

He got three words into something about the weather and then his eyelids dragged, slow and heavy, the way a curtain comes down when the rope is let go.

"Zoe," she said, softly, testing it out on him. "You don't remember. That's all right. You will."

His jaw went slack. The glass tipped, amber running across her counter, and his head dropped forward over it, one hand still curled loosely where the tumbler had been. 

She stepped around the counter and caught him before he slid off the stool, his weight folding against her shoulder, warm and useless.

He came to in the spare room, stripped bare, wrists cuffed above his head to the headboard posts and ankles cuffed to the foot of the frame, the metal cold where it bit. Grey light, bare walls, a single lamp. 

He pulled, and the cuffs just rattled. His cock lay slack against his thigh, and the room's chill drew it up. A chair scraped somewhere past the door. 

Then heels on the boards, unhurried, one two three, and Zoe stepped in and stood at the foot of the bed with her arms folded, looking down at him the way you look at something you finally finished. "Hello, Mark," she said. "You remember me now."

Mark stared up at her, working his mouth, some fog still in his skull. The name landed wrong, or almost right, off by a voice. Then it clicked, and his whole body went still against the cuffs. "Marsh," he said. "The quiet one. The one we used to call..." He stopped himself too late.

Zoe watched him arrive there, watched the memory slide home like a key turning in a lock he'd forgotten he owned. "You called me a faggot," she said, evenly, "every day for three years, and the corridor laughed. 

.You remember." The word hung in the bare room. Mark said nothing, and for the first time in his life he was scared of a woman.

Zoe crossed to the chair she had set by the wall and sat down slowly, smoothing her skirt, and looked at him the way an auditor looks at a ledger that finally balances. "By the time I am finished," she said, "you will wish all you were was a faggot too." 

Mark pulled at the cuffs until the metal bit his wrists raw. "What the fuck does that mean?" he said, and his voice cracked on the last word.

She stood, unbuttoned her dress button by button and let the silk fall off her shoulders. 

Her cock rose half-hard stroked once slowly in her fist, and Mark's whole face went white with understanding. "It means," she said, stepping up to the foot of the bed, "you're going to learn what three years of your mouth felt like. Open wide."

He clamped his jaw shut, teeth grinding, lips sealed tight, and glared up at her like a man who still thought defiance was a currency. Zoe only tilted her head and turned to the chair, where a small zip case sat open on the seat. She peeled the cap off a loaded syringe with her teeth and crossed back to him. 

"Bought this from a nice man online," she said, palming his throat, thumb digging under his jaw until his head pinned to the pillow. The needle slid into the meat of his shoulder, plunger down, and the stuff went in cold.

He bucked and spat a curse, but the curse came out smeared, and his jaw unhinged on its own, slack as a dead man's, tongue flopping loose in the wet cave of his mouth. He tried to bite down and could not. 

He tried to scream and only drooled. "There," she said, stroking her half-hard cock against his slack lips until they glistened. "That's better. Now open wide for me, faggot." And she fed it in to the hilt.

He tasted the salt before he understood it was his own. His eyes had gone wet the moment his throat filled, and the tears ran without sound down either side of his face, into his stubble, onto the pillow, one slow track after another while his lungs fought for a rhythm around her.

He could not close his jaw and could not turn his head, so he could only look up the length of her, lashed and dripping, and hate her with everything his mouth could not say. 

Zoe held there, buried, watching the wet shine spread down his cheeks. "There they are," she said. "Don't stop now. i cried like this in the corridor too, remember when you teased me.

Zoe's hand slid up the back of his skull and closed in his sandy hair, a fist made slow, and then she used it, dragging his head forward until his nose crushed into her belly and his throat stretched tight around her. 

He made a wet, strangled sound and she pulled him back off by the hair until only the head of her cock rested on his slack lower lip, a thread of saliva strung between them. 

"Again," she said, and pushed him back down, and again, her grip tightening with each stroke, knuckles white against his scalp, jerking his head like a handle while he gagged and cried and could do nothing but take it.

She pulled free and left him gasping around nothing, chest heaving, mouth wet and open. He barely had breath to curse her before she flipped him onto his stomach, one hand pinning his bound wrists while the other tore a foil packet from the zip case and slicked herself cold.

He felt the pressure first, blunt and wrong, and then she drove in with her hips behind it, one long shove that split him and pulled a raw animal sound out of his open throat. 

"Take it," she said, flat, and fucked him slow and deep, every stroke bottoming out, her belly slapping his ass while the cuffs rang against the frame and his stubble ground into the pillow.

She finished on a deep stroke and pulled out, leaving him open and slick, and stepped back to the chair. From the zip case she lifted something else: a large steel instrument, two handles and a small steel clamp, and a rubber ring stretched over its jaws.

Mark twisted his head on the pillow and saw it, and every muscle in his back seized. "That's a bull castrator," she said, crawling the ring onto him, one ball then the other, working each through until the tight black band closed behind them and bit. 

He screamed as the blood went out of him, and she sat back on her heels to watch him writhe.

The ring cut a black line where his sac met his body, the flesh above it already going tight and wrong. "You'll have till morning to decide," she said, rising, gathering her silk dress off the floor. 

"If I cut it off, the dead blood in there will flood you and probably kill you. If I don't, in a few days your balls drop off by themselves, and you get to watch."

She flicked off the lamp. "Sleep on it, Mark. It's the biggest decision you'll ever make." The door clicked shut, and his sobbing went on in the dark, and the house settled cold around him until grey light slid under the door and across the bare boards to the bed.

Grey light crept along the wall and found him still open-mouthed and he had not slept, only wept and counted the throb between his legs where the band had gone from pain to something worse, a dull dead weight that no longer quite belonged to him. 

When the door opened and her heels came down the boards, he did not spit. He turned his face toward her and told her he would do anything not to be poisoned. Zoe said “good choice.” And left him as he was.

Zoe feeds him a protein shake every day and returns the next day. His bodily functions confined to the diaper she fitted to him each day.

Two weeks of that: the shake tipped into his mouth each morning and the diaper was changed beneath him, the lamp switched off, the door locked, and the slow, private rot at his groin that he stopped being able to look at. 

By the tenth day the sac had gone the colour of a bruise left too long, black creeping from the ring outward, and the skin above it was cold when she touched it with the back of her knuckle.

By the fourteenth the flesh had dried and shrivelled, two dead stones swinging on a stem of thread, and when she took the ring off at last with a small snick of the pliers, they came away in her palm like overripe fruit, wet at the roots, no blood left in them to spill. 

She set them on the bedside table in a little glass dish where he could see. Mark looked and made no sound at all.

She let him keep the dish there on the table under the lamp, and she kept the routine unbroken, the morning shake tipped past his lips with a thumb under his chin until he swallowed, then the second and the third while he learned to take them without being told twice. 

No solid food, and she said so every time, holding the glass just out of reach. A man has to stay healthy, Mark. And I want you slim. The froth tasted of chalk and vanilla and he swallowed it down like a sentence he could not serve.

The weeks slid by the same way, the chalk-and-vanilla shake three times a day and nothing else, the lamp on and off, the door locked. 

He noticed the thinness first, the way his arms had gone soft where the muscle used to sit, the way the cuffs now rattled looser on his wrists. Then the other thing, the one he could not name. His shoulders felt lighter, narrower under his own hands.

His waist had gone soft and strange, and his chest ached when the cold air moved across it, the nipples sore and swollen and standing out. 

He turned his face to the wall so she would not see him study his own body. Something was happening to him from the inside, slow and chemical, and he could feel it working.

He began to want it before the door opened. The chalk taste came to him in the grey light, in his dry throat, and the hour he had spent hating her he now spent waiting, swallow after swallow as if the glass were already at his lip, until a thing he had refused to name did the naming for him.

When the heels came down the boards he lifted his head, his jaw already open. Zoe paused in the doorway with the glass and watched him strain for it. "There he is," she said. 

He drank the froth down fast, three shakes, the warmth spreading low and sweet and wrong through his belly, and hated how his mouth stayed open when the glass came away.

The craving outlived the shame, and by the next grey morning he was straining at the cuffs before the door opened, jaw already slack, tongue working the roof of his mouth for the chalk taste. 

In the kitchen Zoe fed the blender: two scoops of chalky tasting formula milk and vanilla, the addictive crushed white pills, the clear dropper of hormones that had already softened his shoulders and swollen his chest. 

Then the spunk, hers worked in warm or from the fridge. It went in cold and thick, and the blender turned it all to froth. He drank it down and begged for more, and she said no.

The begging never stopped, but it changed shape. Each morning the glass came to his lips and he took it down swallowing, and each night he lay in the dark with the chalk taste wearing off and the ache starting under his chest, and by the third week his cock had gone the way of everything else.

It no longer stood for her, no longer stood for anything. It lay small and soft against the shaved hollow between his thighs, a pale shrinking thing that slept through the spunk in his belly and the cold air on his skin, and when Zoe knelt between his legs one grey afternoon and held it on her palm like a coin she had found, it did not stir. 

She stretched it between two fingers, let it drop, and wrote something on a chart clipped to the wall. Mark turned his face and tried not to feel the shape of what she had just weighed.

His hips came next, the bone spreading wide and tender under the skin until the waistband of the diaper sat differently and the cuffs at his ankles no longer fit the same. 

His chest swelled into two soft aching cones, tender enough that the sheet hurt them, nipples gone dark and puffy and standing out sore in the cold. 

The stubble still grew on his jaw, but the skin under it had gone fine and pale, and the hair on his chest and belly had thinned to almost nothing. 

Zoe liked to stand at the foot of the bed and look at him, arms folded, so he could watch her watch him become the thing she had promised.

"Soon you'll be pretty," she said. "Bet you never thought you'd hear that.”

The weeks after that went soft and shameful, the shakes and the diapers and the slow blooming of his body into something he no longer recognized in the mirror's grey light. 

By the end of the second month his chest was full and sore, his waist pinched and his hips wide, and his little cock lay useless and soft no matter what she did to it. So she stopped bothering with it.

She fucked him every morning instead, cuffed to the frame, while she took his ass slow and deep the way she liked, and he learned to lift his hips into it and hate himself for how good it felt. She made him thank her after, out loud, every time.

She pulled out slow and let the wet head drag along his rim, and Mark felt the empty ache of it before she stepped off the bed and around to the side. 

One hand fisted his hair and turned his head, the other brought her cock to his lips, slick with his own shit and her cum. "Clean it," she said. 

He opened and took her in, tongue working the shaft root to tip, the taste salt and copper and filth, swallowing what he licked off until she was shiny and bare in the grey light and her thumb pressed the soft under-jaw to make him suck the last of it down.

She wiped her thumb along his lip and stepped back, and there it was, the offer. "So you can stay here and be my pet, do as I say when I say it, every hour of every day, and I keep you fed and keep you pretty. 

Or I make a call and hand you off to some friends of mine who'd pay good money for a hole like yours, and you never see this room or me again. Pick."

Mark lay there tasting her on his tongue and understood, finally, that every road out of his old life ran through her. 

"I'll stay," he said, quiet, and meant it. "I'll be good." Zoe smiled down at him, and from the zip case she took a thick steel collar, fitted it round his throat, and locked it snug. "Good boy," she said. "Now say it properly."

Mark worked his throat against the collar, the steel sitting cold and snug, and the first try came out thin. "I'll stay. I'll be good." Zoe's thumb pressed up under his chin until his head tipped back and his voice had nowhere to go but out. "Properly," she said. "Say who you are and who I am."

He swallowed, and the words came this time the way she wanted them, flat and certain, because he had nothing left to hedge with. "I'm your pet. I'll do as you say, when you say it, every hour. 

You keep me fed and keep me pretty." He stopped, and then, quieter, because the collar had taught him the shape of it: "Thank you for keeping me." Zoe fastened the leash to the ring at his throat and stood, letting the slack run through her fist. "Better," she said.

The days after that had a shape to them, a rhythm of being led and fed and fucked and praised, and Mark learned the shape quickly. 

Then one grey morning Zoe unhooked the leash from the collar and set a folded stack of fabric on the bed beside him instead of the usual shake. He looked at it, and his stomach dropped before he understood why. "Go on," she said, sitting in the chair. 

He shook it out. A maid's dress, short and pink, with a white apron, white frilled cap, and a scrap of lace that was not a pair of panties so much as an invitation. His hands trembled. "Put it on," she said. "You don't get to be naked anymore unless I say."

His hands would not stop shaking. He lifted the pink cotton off the bed, and the fabric was cheap and stiff, still crisp from wherever she had bought it, and he turned it over twice looking for a way in. 

The apron string tangled his thumb. He threaded his arms through the little capped sleeves, the hem riding high up his thighs, the bodice pulling tight across the swollen ache of his chest, and the lace scrap he stepped into next sat high on his hips and cupped nothing, just held the soft uselessness of him like a purse with no coin in it.

Zoe watched him fumble the buttons, then came over and did the top two herself, and hooked the frilled cap over his sandy hair, tweaking the band straight. "There," she said, stepping back to look.

He was put to work cleaning and cooking every day, forbidden from either eating or drinking without her permission.

Every evening at seven he came to the chair where she sat with her whiskey and knelt with his thighs apart and his hands palm-up on his knees, chin down, and waited to be told he was pretty.

Some nights she made him wait an hour, him aching on the boards, the pink hem shivering as he breathed.

Some nights she was quick, a thumb under his chin and a single "good girl" that went through him like heat. Either way he did not move until she said he could. Then she draws him between her knees, and use his mouth until she cum filling his belly with the only hit meal he would have, his other meal being the chalky drink he has three times a day. 

He learned her hips and her hands and the exact pause before she pulled him down, and every night he thanked her before the lamp went off, and meant it, and could not remember anymore how it felt to hate her.

The months stacked themselves like clean linen. His chest ached in the mornings, the soft weight of it pressing against the pink bodice, and when Zoe hooked the frilled cap over his hair she let her knuckles brush the underside of one breast. 

He flinched, then stilled. The ache had a shape now, a fullness that shifted when he moved, and the nipples stood dark and sore against the cheap cotton no matter the warmth of the flat. 

He caught himself in the hallway mirror, hands pressed flat against himself, and the face that looked back had emptied out of everything except need.

The craving grew the way his chest had, slow and insistent, until the chalk shake tasted like waiting and her return from work was the only hour he counted. 

His mouth watered at the sound of her key in the lock. His thighs parted on the boards before she told him to.

One evening she was slow. The whiskey sat on the arm of the chair, and she read a report with one hand while he knelt and ached and watched her knuckles move down the page. The pink hem shivered. He waited until the clock moved past eight, then nine, and the hunger climbed his throat until it came out crooked. 

"Can I have you now, please?" She turned a page. "What was that, pet?"

He said it louder, the way she liked: "Please. I need you inside me. Please, I'll be good, I'll be so good." She set the report down and crooked a finger, and he crawled the three steps on his knees, his swollen chest dragging against the floor. 

She cupped the weight of one breast through the cotton, thumbing the hard peak, and he gasped and pushed into her hand. "Look how it's grown," she said. "Aren't you pretty now."

He nodded, mouth open, staring at the wet head of her cock where she'd freed it. She drew him up by the collar and fed him the length of it slow, and he took it down like water, throat working, tears starting because he wanted it so bad he could taste the shape of it on his tongue before it reached his belly. 

When she pulled him off, he begged, "Please, fuck me, I need it, please," and she turned him over the arm of the chair and drove in to the hilt, one hand fisted in his hair, the other cupping the new soft weight of him as he came apart under her.

She tasted the shape of his surrender on her tongue and found it sweet. In the days that followed she watched him kneel at seven, watched him thank her with the collar snug and the pink hem riding his thighs, and each night as she locked the door she felt the flat closing in around them like a held breath. She wanted an audience for her work.

Three weeks later she clipped the leash to his collar and led him out of the flat at midnight, down the stairs and into the back seat of a black car she had booked. 

He sat stiff against the leather, the maid's dress short on his thighs, the frilled cap in her handbag, his hands folded over the lace that cupped nothing. "Where are we going?" he asked. She said, "Somewhere you'll be pretty." He looked at the window and let the city slide past.

The club was a steel door in an alley, a bass thrum coming up through the pavement. She paid the doorman and pulled Mark through a curtain of red velvet into a room gone dark with bodies. 

The air was warm and sharp with leather and sweat. High booths lined the walls, women in corsets and men in collars watched from the shadow, and in the center a low platform held a padded bench, straps hanging loose from its frame. 

Zoe walked him to the platform and turned him to face the room. "You're going to be the entertainment tonight," she said, and unhooked the leash.

He went still. "Zoe." She looked at him. "You said you'd be good." He swallowed, his chest rising under the pink bodice. "I'll be good. I don't need this." 

She took his chin between her thumb and finger and tilted his face up to the low light, studying the soft line of his jaw, the hollow of his cheeks, the way the collar sat on the fine skin of his throat. "You've been very good," she said. "Now you're going to be useful."

She bent him over the padded bench and strapped his wrists to the frame, his ankles wide, his thighs parted. 

The pink dress rode up to his hips and left him bare, the lace scrap pulled aside by the straps until he hung open and dripping where she had used him earlier that evening.

Two shapes detached from the dark. Men, from the size of them, one broad and dark-haired with a steel ring through his brow, the other lean with a shaved head and a tattoo climbing his neck. 

They wore black leather, nothing else, and they smelled of cigarettes and some spice she could not place. One of them ran a hand down the curve of Mark's back and muttered something to the other. 

Mark clenched his jaw and stared at the leather of the bench, his breath coming in short, noisy bursts through his nose.

Zoe stepped close and stroked the back of his head. "Who are you, pet?" she asked, and he understood the shape of the question. "I'm your pet," he said, voice flat. "I do as you say." 

She smiled and turned to the two men. "Use him. He's had my cock every morning for two months. He knows how to take it." The broad one laughed, low, and came around to the front of the bench, unbuckling his belt. 

The lean one settled behind Mark and pressed a slicked thumb against his rim. Mark's whole body jumped.

The lean one worked him open with two fingers, slow and patient, while the broad one stood in front of Mark's face and traced the line of his jaw with the head of his cock, smearing the wet over Mark's closed lips. "Open up for me, sweetheart," he said, and Mark shook his head once, twice, then felt Zoe's hand close in his hair and press his face forward. 

He opened. The man slid in easy as a sheath, and Mark's mouth went full and hot and his eyes watered at the stretch.

Behind him the lean one lined up and pushed. Mark made a sound around the cock in his mouth, a muffled, strangled whine that vibrated down the shaft, and the broad man grunted and drove deeper, forcing his throat open, while the lean one seated himself to the root and began to move.

The two found a rhythm quickly, opposite, the way men do when they've done it before: the broad one pulling back as the lean one pushed in, and Mark pinned between them, every thrust from behind driving his mouth deeper onto the cock in front of him. 

His hands flexed against the straps. His tears ran hot down his cheeks and off his jaw.

He gagged, gagged again, and the broad man held him at the root and let him choke, thumb stroking his throat from the outside. "That's it," the man said. "Take it." The lean one gripped Mark's hips, the pink dress bunched around his waist, and fucked him hard enough that the bench rocked against the platform floor.

Mark's soft useless cock flopped against his thighs with each stroke, doing nothing, being nothing, and he felt the shame of it like a second skin. He had stopped fighting by then. His mouth stayed open. 

His hips lifted into the thrusts. He was nothing but a wet channel and a warm throat, and somewhere behind him a small crowd had gathered to watch.

Zoe stood at the edge of the platform with her arms folded, watching the two men use her pet from both ends, and she felt the heat of it gathering low in her belly. 

Mark's eyes found her over the broad man's shoulder. There was no hate in them anymore, only a soft, broken need, and she read the shape of the words he could not say between the cock in his mouth and the cock in his ass. 

Please. Don't stop. She stepped onto the platform and knelt beside him, close enough that his wet cheek pressed to her knee, and she stroked his hair while the men used him.

They came almost together, the lean one with a grunt buried deep, the broad one pulling out and jerking himself over Mark's face until the come striped his cheeks and lips and dripped into the pooled lace at his throat. Mark lay there, face slick, mouth open, ass full, chest heaving under the pink bodice. 

The crowd clapped and drifted. The two men dressed and walked off without a word.

Zoe unbuckled the straps and gathered him up. He came to her boneless and shaking, taste of salt and come on his tongue, and she held his face in both hands and kissed the wet corner of his mouth. "Look at you," she said, soft. "Two men and you still came back to me.

That's what I raised you for." He blinked slow tears onto the frilled cap she fitted over his sandy hair, and walked out of the club on her leash, one hand holding her fingers, and all the way home he said nothing at all.

When she locked the door behind them, he knelt without being told, pressing his forehead to her shins, and she let him stay there while she poured her whiskey. "You've earned something," she said, "for being so good tonight." 

She set the glass down, crouched, and unhooked the lace from his hips. "Tomorrow, I'm taking you out again. Somewhere brighter. 

I want to show you off." He looked up at her, mouth still raw, chest still aching, collar snug on his throat. "Thank you," he said. And meant it.

The End
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