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Sex in C Major

By Matthew J. Metzger


Chapter 1

I
don’t do soft and
sweet, came the warning.

Stefan’s mouth went dry,
and his heart picked up a few beats.

Meaning?
he asked.

Meaning I might
wine and dine you, but then I’ll be holding your legs open in the
back seat of my car and fucking you raw for afters. You’d feel me
for days.

Stefan’s breath caught,
and he flicked back to the profile picture. The
guy—callmeSir—was obviously a gym
goer, tattooed muscles bulging out of his T-shirt. And he was
grinning, but maybe he wouldn’t, if they got to the back seat of
his car.

I wouldn’t be
opposed to that, Stefan admitted, and bit
his lip.

Waiting. And waiting. And—

You like your men to take
control, do you?

I have
fantasies, Stefan gushed, his heart
beating a mile a minute. He had a stupid grin on his face, and he
knew it. It wasn’t entirely appropriate for a bus station. An old
lady was giving him a funny look.

What kind of fantasies?

Like maybe when
we get to the back seat of your car, I’m saying no and you just get
frustrated and fuck me anyway.

The minute he typed it,
Stefan’s stomach clenched. And his dick swelled. He adjusted his
jeans awkwardly, and tried not to blush too hard. He never spoke of
his dreams. Not ever. But callmeSir had started the
conversation, saying he was in the market for something to ride his
dick and Stefan was just the kind of toy he was looking
for.

And God, it was so
sick, but
Stefan had found it so damn hot.

You’re a
sub?

Maybe,
Stefan replied.

Sounds like a sub to me. You
wanna pay your half of the bill by getting on your knees?

Heat pooled low in
Stefan’s stomach.

Yes. Sir.

Spit or swallow?

I’ve never
blown anyone before.

You a virgin?

Yes.

Yes what?

Stefan had to bite back a groan,
and shifted in his seat again. The old lady waiting for the
Bradford bus was frowning at him.

Sir. Sorry, sir.

I’d beat a sub
for that. Looks like I’ll have to train you.

The groan escaped. His
dick hurt. Fuck, he’d need to dive into the gents if
callmeSir didn’t stop.

You better be a
fast learner. You spill any cum down yourself, I’ll split your
tight little arse open. And I’m not a fan of lube.

Stefan hesitated.

If he was going to hook up
with this guy…well. It wouldn’t just be…just be the arse, would it?
Even if the guy wasn’t interested in using anything else,
he’d…notice.

What about my cunt?

There was a sharp pause.

Then: What?

Stefan took a deep breath.

I’m
transgender.

There was another long pause.
Stefan could feel a sweat breaking out on the back of his neck.

So you’re a
woman?

Stefan flinched.

No. I’m a
transgender guy.

You got a
cunt, came the rapid reply,
so you’re a woman.

Stefan’s stomach rolled.
His thumbs froze, shaking over another denial, but he was too
slow.

I’m gay, I
don’t do women.

Stefan started to type a
reply—about his binder, about he’d do anal, about his hormone
therapy—but callmeSir
struck again before he could formulate a
reply.

Plus I don’t do
mental subs. You need therapy, not a fuck.

Tears blurred Stefan’s
vision, and he deleted the thread. His next breath was barely
there; the one that followed shook in the middle, and one of the
tears escaped. His face felt too hot, and his skin too tight. He
wasn’t a fucking woman. He wasn’t, he wasn’t, he
wasn’t.

The Harehills bus was
pulling into the bay, but Stefan turned on his heel. He fumbled
with change for the barriers, then crashed into the toilets and
barricaded himself into the nearest cubicle. He chewed on his
knuckle not to sob, his other hand fumbling for tissue, and he
mopped himself up as quietly as possible. What did he expect? The
one time he’d found someone to talk to who wasn’t freaked out by
his fantasies, and then they didn’t do freaks like him for
the other reason.

“Freak,” he whispered.
This guy hadn’t said it, but plenty had before. And they were
right. He was a freak, a fuck-up, fucked-up. He wasn’t right in the
head. Who wanted to be raped after a date? Who actually fantasised
about being dragged into a car and brutally fucked against their
will? Men didn’t. So Stefan wasn’t one. The guy was right—but
he couldn’t be.

Stefan had only clicked
on callmeSir
because of the username and the picture. They
had nothing in common, and Stefan hadn’t wanted that. He hadn’t
wanted to like the same movies. He’d—God, he’d wanted to be forced
to call the guy sir. To be shoved to his knees. To be told he
wasn’t allowed out of the guy’s car until he’d blown his master. To
feel fingers fisted in his hair, to be dragged into the back seat
and his jeans ripped down, and—

Stefan fumbled with the fly on
his jeans, and shoved his hand into his underwear, leaning back
against the cold, dank tiles. He closed his eyes as he began to
jerk himself, and shoved the damp tissue between his teeth to keep
quiet.

If he’d said that, and Sir
had been sitting right there in the bus station with him, maybe
he’d have dragged Stefan into the toilets anyway. Called him a
lying bitch. Said he’d been stringing Sir along, and Sir wasn’t
going to stand for that.

“You owe me,” he’d say,
and when Stefan argued, he’d clamp a hand over Stefan’s mouth, and
squeeze until it hurt.

Stefan squeezed his free
hand around his mouth, imagining the grip. Sir would have rough
hands. He’d tell Stefan to pull down his own jeans and underwear.
It’d be cold, and then Sir would spit in his hand, and Stefan would
try and beg him not to do it. Only he’d not be able to speak, and
Sir would shove him up against the wall. He’d use his own weight to
pin Stefan to the tiles and open Stefan’s legs. He’d be breathing
on Stefan’s face, and—

Stefan’s breath staggered,
and he bit his lip until it hurt.

Because it would all hurt.
He’d never been fucked before. Sir would thrust in hard, right to
the root, and it would split Stefan open and hurt, hurt like nothing he’d ever
felt. He’d go limp between Sir’s hand around his jaw and Sir’s cock
in his arse, and he’d just hang there and sob as he was fucked,
like a plaything, like a doll, like a slave. And it would last
forever, and Sir would fuck hard, in long, brutal strokes, and he’d
bite Stefan’s ear and grunt out his rhythm there, so Stefan was
crushed by his weight, ripped apart, destroyed—

The pressure burst. Stefan came
hard, his fingers digging bruises into his face. His breathing
staggered. The tiles above swayed out of vision, and shimmered
slowly back in.

The next breath raked through
his lungs. He gasped for stale air. His hands were damp.

Then he closed his eyes
again.

Oh, God.

He’d just…just been
rejected, because he was trans, and his response had been to go
into the toilets and imagine the guy raping him? And he’d
gotten off to it?

The tears returned, hot and
stinging.

“Freak,” he breathed.
“Freak, freak, freak.”

Then he wiped off his hands,
zipped himself up, and tried to stop shaking.

Drink.

He needed a drink.

* * * *

Stefan had a love-hate
relationship with gay bars.

The love side? He could go after
guys and not get beaten up.

The hate side? He could go after
guys and get called straight.

But he wasn’t up for
pulling that night, and avoided the clubs in favour of the bars and
pubs instead. He just wanted to drink. He wanted to get absolutely
hammered, and forget both what he’d just done, and what he kept
doing over and over again.

God, why couldn’t he just
be fucking normal?

“I want a bottle of
vodka,” he said when the barman came to him. “I don’t care how many
glasses you have to put it into, just a whole bottle,
neat.”

The barman gave him a funny
look, but shrugged when Stefan dropped a couple of twenties on the
wood.

“Just don’t cause shit,”
the barman said, and began to measure out shots.

“Sure.”

It was busy—Friday night,
Christmas on the approach, Stefan wasn’t overly surprised—and after
polishing off the first six shots, he turned to watch the other
patrons. Mostly clusters of friends, femme gays, obviously on their
pre-drinking session before heading off to the nightclubs. A couple
were groping near the toilets, obviously intent on using them in a
few minutes. The bouncer was removing a lesbian couple having a
drunken argument about someone’s sister.

And Stefan felt so apart from it
all.

In his baggy jeans and
hoodie, he felt like he’d wandered into the wrong place. He wasn’t
one of them. He was into guys, but he would never be guy enough to
count as gay. The odd woman occasionally showed interest, but it
felt like lying because he wasn’t a woman. He didn’t fit. And the
bars were filled with femme guys, guys who’d be horrified at his
fantasies, think he was sick and twisted…

Bitterly, he reached out
and started to down the next set of shots. What was the bloody
point? He was sick in the head, twice over, and nobody in their
right mind would sleep with him. Maybe callmeSir was right; maybe
Stefan should get therapy. It couldn’t be normal, wanting what he
did.

But then, Stefan was wary
of therapists. They’d all tried, when he was a kid, to turn him cis
again. Called him confused and messed up and going through a
difficult patch. One had even said he was probably repressing some
sexual abuse, because happy childhoods didn’t create kids like him.
Why bother going to a therapist again now? They’d only make him
feel worse, and it probably wouldn’t even solve the
problem.

“Maybe I should stop
taking them,” he said aloud.

A guy standing next to him gave
him an odd look.

“Sorry,” Stefan said.
“Talking to myself.”

“Fair enough,” the man
said.

“I think I should stop
taking them,” Stefan repeated.

“Taking what?”

“My hormones.”

The man frowned. “You take
hormones?”

“Yeah. So I can be a guy.
Only since I started, my sex drive’s been crazy.”

The man’s frown deepened,
and he glanced around.

Then, to Stefan’s
surprise, the man pulled up a bar stool and sat beside
him.

“You’re drunk.”

Stefan shrugged. “Maybe.”
He did feel a bit floaty.

“You probably should
stop.”

“No. Need to forget about
today.”

“What happened
today?”

“I got talking to this guy
and it was going good and he was going to fuck me in the back seat
of his car to pay for a date, only then—”

“Wait, to
pay for a
date?”

“Yeah. I’ve got these
fantasies, see…”

“Okay,” the man said, and
tugged the shot glass away from Stefan. He downed it, and planted
the empty glass upside down on the table. “So this guy, what,
dumped you?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“‘Cause he doesn’t do
women.”

“Right…”

“Only I’m not, I’m a guy,
I’m just not finished yet.”

The man laughed.

“I’m not!” Stefan
insisted. “Only I take these hormones and my sex drive is crazy and
I wanked in a toilet earlier at the bus station.”

“You wanked in a
toilet?”

“Yeah.”

The man laughed again, and
waved away the bartender. “You’re definitely drunk.”

“I was sober
then.”

“Oh, wow.”

“I just—this guy dumped me
and I thought if I’d told him face-to-face he might have dragged me
into the toilets and fucked me to punish me, and I got off to that,
I mean—”

“You might want to keep
your voice down.”

The man was suddenly closer. He
smelled of cologne and aftershave and some kind of incense. He was
dark in the low light, with thick, wavy black hair to his chin, but
he had these bright blue eyes, like police lights in the dark.

“Why?” Stefan
whispered.

“Because from what I
gather, you’re a little bit kinky. And that can be like a red rag
to a bull in this place.”

“Little bit.”

“Mm. You like a man to
hold you down and do what he wants with you?”

Stefan’s breath caught.
The room was suddenly too hot and too close, and the man’s mouth
was just inches away, and—

The kiss was sticky with
alcohol, and full of promise.

Then a hand caught in
Stefan’s hair and tugged him back.

“Ah-ah,” the man said.
“Getting ahead of yourself. You like tequila?”

“No.”

“Have some anyway,” he
said, flagging down the barman again. “It’s good for forgetting.
Then perhaps we can take your mouth someplace else and get it under
control, yeah?”

A hand slid over Stefan’s
thigh, hot through the denim, and squeezed.

Stefan’s heart jumped, and
his blood headed south. Rapidly.

“Yes,” he breathed.
“Sir.”

* * * *


Chapter 2

The first thing Stefan knew was
light.

Blinding, brilliant light.
And it hurt.

In fact, everything hurt. His
head was pounding. His stomach felt sore. His feet ached. And his
jeans were digging uncomfortably into his skin.

Wait, his jeans?

Stefan unglued sticky eyes, and
squinted through the blinding light. It was a wintry sun, streaming
through a window above his head. He was in a small room, in a small
bed, and completely alone.

For a brief moment, panic
sliced through him. This wasn’t his room. And how—

He raked his memory, and
came up short. The bus station. Rubbing one out in the toilets to
the fantasy of that guy hate-fucking him in the cubicle. Then he’d
gone drinking. He had some hazy memory of vodka shots, and a
lesbian couple having an argument, and bright blue eyes.

But he didn’t know how
he’d got here.

Gingerly, he levered
himself out of the bed. He’d not had sex, he was pretty sure of
that. And he was fully dressed—the only things missing were his
shoes and coat. He even had both socks on. And he stank like a
nightclub toilet.

Carefully, he cracked open the
bedroom door. It only led onto a small landing, with two other
closed doors and a flight of steep stairs disappearing downwards.
The carpet was thin and the boards creaky. The window above the
stairs showed a narrow street of terraced houses outside, bright
red under a grey sky, and lined with badly parked cars. A bus was
struggling to fit through the tiny stretch of road left available,
and a couple of women in burkhas were pushing buggies single-file
past closed front doors.

Stefan had no idea where he
was.

Halfway down the stairs,
though, he realised he wasn’t alone. He could hear a radio playing,
and as he reached the hall, a door opened and a man
appeared.

Stefan’s thigh
tingled.

The hand that had squeezed
it was hanging down by the man’s hip. Stefan’s memory scraped
together a whisper by his ear, a sticky kiss, and a hand in his
back pocket steering him down side-streets and alleys.

“You’re up,” the man said
blandly.

“Um…”

“Remember
anything?”

“Not much,” Stefan said
weakly, and felt his face flooding with heat.

“Well.” The man leaned a
hip against the door frame, and Stefan’s gaze flickered down. He
was only wearing jogging bottoms, hanging low, and dark curls were
visible just above the waistband. “Suffice it to say you shouldn’t
get drunk in bars and tell strangers you’re trans and have rape
fantasies.”

Stefan swallowed.
“I—”

“It was stupid. And
dangerous.”

The man’s voice was deep
and steely, and Stefan found himself struggling to breathe. Or take
his eyes off the long stretch of slight pecs and gentle abs that
led down to those curls.

“I’m sorry.
Sir.”

The man’s eyes narrowed.
Stefan held his breath.

“Nothing happened last
night.”

“We kissed.”

“You drunkenly lunged at
my mouth,” the man said coolly. “It’s hardly a marriage proposal.
Now get your coat and go.”

Stefan’s stomach twisted,
and he suddenly—violently—didn’t want to leave.

“But you brought me
home!”

“So you wouldn’t get
picked up and raped for real by some pervert. Like I said, not a
marriage proposal.”

Stefan scrambled for something.
Some reason to stay, some reason to get what must have been offered
last night.

“You—we kissed, and you
touched my thigh.”

“Astounding.
Out.”

“I owe you thanks!
Don’t…don’t you want me to thank you?”

“You can say thank you,
then you can go.”

“I could thank you some
other way,” Stefan suggested, daring to step a little
closer.

The man
didn’t move.

“I owe you. For looking
after me. “

He wanted—something.
Anything. The man was tall and dark and dangerous. Stefan was in
his house. He’d spilled secrets he should
never have spilled at that bar, and he didn’t know the first thing
about this stranger but that he lived in a narrow street of
terraced houses.

The man could blackmail
Stefan. Force him to do anything. And God, Stefan wanted him to do it.
Wanted some kind of reward to be demanded.

Freak,
something whispered in the back of his head, but
Stefan didn’t want to listen to it. He only wanted to listen to the
deep, slow timbre of a stranger’s voice.

“I don’t fuck
drunks.”

“I’m not drunk now,”
Stefan murmured, and reached out. The fabric of the jogging bottoms
was warm and soft, and he cupped the weight in them. The stranger
was heavy; he would have an impressive length.

He was athletic. Not built, like
the guy from before, but still strong. The man could shove Stefan
to his knees, no problem. Could choke him on that dick and come on
his face, then kick him out into the cold like that, for everyone
to know what had happened.

“Let me thank you,” Stefan
whispered.

The man raised his
eyebrows. He didn’t move, either to pull away or pull Stefan
closer.

“You stink of booze and
you’re so hungover you’re cross-eyed. Not interested, and you’re
not my problem. I don’t need another plaything.”

Stefan caught on the phrase.

“Another?”

“Out.”

“If—if I were yours, would
you punish me for last night?”

The man finally moved. He
caught Stefan’s wrist and yanked it away, slamming it—and Stefan—up
against the wall. Suddenly, Stefan was pinned between plaster and
person, heat at his front and a chill at his back.

“If you were
mine—”

The words were hot rushes
over Stefan’s lips. His world had narrowed to two blue eyes, so
intense and hard that Stefan’s knees sagged and he whimpered aloud.
His dick throbbed, and he bucked his hips forward against the man’s
cotton-clad groin.

And Stefan could feel something
not entirely soft there.

“—I would lock you away
for a week, and nobody would touch you—not even yourself—to get
your stupidity under control.”

Stefan’s jaw
sagged.

“But you’re not. I have a
plaything already.”

Stefan’s lips ached. His
blood was humming. He could feel a hardness pressed up against his
thigh, and there was a hollowness inside that demanded
it.

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Punish me.
Please.”

“I have other
toys.”

“I don’t care,” Stefan
whispered. “I don’t care, please, you can use me and just chuck me
aside again, I need
this, I need you, please—”

The fist in his hair hurt.
It pulled at his scalp in a searing pain. The teeth that bit at his
lips scraped and tugged blood free, and he whimpered as air was
dragged from his lungs. The hot tongue that pushed past his teeth
was demanding; he felt as though he was being ripped inside out, as
though this stranger could—would, should—just shove past everything
and own him, force him, keep him, use him—

Then he was shoved towards the
door, dizzy and cold.

“You’re drunk,” the man
said. “There’s your coat. Get out.”

Stefan staggered, and tried to
clutch for him. But his wrists were caught, the grip bruising, and
then cold paving slabs were damp under his socks, and his coat and
trainers were chucked down onto a damp lawn.

And the front door slammed.

Stefan’s head was
spinning, and he fell over trying to put his shoes on. It was cold.
Another bus trundled by, schoolchildren gawking out of the windows.
And Stefan didn’t care. He wanted none of this outside world—he
just wanted to force his way back inside and enrage the man enough
to fuck him bloody. To be punished, to thank him for taking Stefan
home, to learn his name and his cock and the way he looked when he
came, deep in Stefan’s arse like Stefan was nothing more than a
warm body for him to use…

Then Stefan shrugged his wet
jacket on, and paper crumpled.

A note in his pocket.

He fumbled it out with
shaking hands, and the last breath was driven out of his chest as
though he’d been punched.

Call me when
you’re sober

Daz.

And a phone number.

* * * *


Chapter 3

The narrow street was in
Middleton, as it turned out. And as Stefan lived in Harehills, it
was a long walk home.

Stefan’s flat was on the
fifth floor of a grubby high-rise. The lifts never worked, and the
stairwells always stank of piss. “Hey, pretty girl, fancy a fuck!”
was shouted after him as he passed the bins near the communal door,
and he jogged up the five flights with his skin crawling. His
neighbours, when he reached his front door, were being arrested by
a heavyset policeman with an exhausted air. Aware of the contents
of his own flat, Stefan worked the locks quickly and barely opened
the door a crack before slipping inside.

His flat was effectively a
single, small room with a bathroom bolted onto the side. It was
little more than a bedsit. His furniture consisted of a moth-eaten
armchair and a mattress on the floor. The kitchenette was nothing
more than a tiny fridge, a microwave oven, and a sink. His other
possessions were either rammed into the closet off the bathroom, or
scattered in boxes about the main room.

But it wasn’t like he
could afford anything better. He wasn’t homeless, so the council
figured their work was done. He had no job, and all his benefits
went on his hormones. What choice did he have?

He stripped off and
showered, the cold water a shock to the system—the gas had been cut
off months ago after he’d stopped paying the bill—and scrubbed away
the stench of booze. His lips felt swollen and sore from the
stranger’s—no, Daz’s—kiss, and he rubbed his thumb absently over
them as he slipped back into a T-shirt.

His hand hesitated over the
boxers.

Daz hadn’t punished
him.

Stefan could vaguely
remember the hand on his thigh in the bar, and thinking he was
about to get something rough and brutal. And the kiss had been
brutal, as had being literally thrown out, but…it wasn’t enough.
That wasn’t what Stefan had wanted.

Now if Daz had fucked him on the
hall floor, held him down with an arm twisted up behind his back
and told him to scream all he liked because nobody would hear
him…

Stefan dropped the boxers back
on the clean clothes pile, and headed for the mattress. He stripped
the sheets off, and opened the window wide. Cold November air
rushed in, and goosebumps erupted up his thighs.

In only his T-shirt, and with
the cage locked across the door to keep out intruders, the room
suddenly looked like a home-made prison.

Like the kind of place a man
with a partner would keep his plaything.

Daz had said he had
another plaything, but what if he had a partner instead? What if
Daz went on romantic dinners, and to his sister-in-law’s wedding,
and had holidays in Greece every year with some clever,
good-looking guy who thought sex on the sofa was as kinky as it
got?

And what if that wasn’t
enough for Daz?

What if he had Stefan on the
side?

Only Daz was a normal, family
kind of guy, and everyone respected him and liked him, and his
sleeping with the likes of Stefan would be a scandal and ruin
everything for him, so what if it had to be secret?

So secret…

Stefan lay down on the mattress
and stared at the cage over the door as he began to touch himself,
rubbing cold fingers along his hot cock.

So secret, Daz kept him
locked in here? No phone, no keys, the buzzer for the door
disabled. He’d come round every so often, sometimes several times a
day, sometimes only once a week, and Stefan only had water and
whatever food Daz brought with him.

“You belong to me,” Daz
would say, in that deep, smooth voice. “Why would I share my toys
with anybody else?”

At first, he’d lock Stefan
in the bathroom. No windows. No way out but the bolted door. And
he’d come over, drag Stefan out by the hair, and fuck him on the
mattress. In the early days, Stefan would plead and struggle. He’d
fight. And he’d lose, every single time.

Then he’d try to be good,
so it wouldn’t hurt, and Daz would like him better and let him do
more. Stefan would call him sir, and be on his knees, waiting, when
Daz came over.

“Don’t get ideas,” Daz
would say when he stopped fucking Stefan’s face and would stand
still when Stefan sucked him off. “You’re a sex aid, nothing more.
You got that?”

“Yes, sir,” Stefan
breathed at the ceiling, deep in his fantasy. His fingers were
damp—but they wouldn’t be. Daz wouldn’t let him touch himself. If
Stefan wanted to come, he had to do it on Daz’s cock. Sometimes,
Daz would hold him face-down on the mattress or the carpet, and
Stefan could rub himself off as Daz fucked him. But sometimes, Daz
wanted to see his face, and then he would hold Stefan helpless,
never touching his dick.

“This isn’t for you,” he’d
say. “I own you. I own your pleasure. And I’m not interested in
using that.”

“Please, sir,” Stefan
whimpered—in his fantasy, and for real. “Please let me come, sir,
please, please, please…”

In the beginning, Daz
would never allow it. But now, sometimes, he did. He’d make Stefan
lie on the mattress, just like this, and tell him to touch himself.
Tell him that he wanted everything Daz did to him, because he could
get off just by Daz talking to him. Tell him that he could have all
the pleasure he wanted—but if he came, he would owe Daz two in
return. And when Stefan came, which he would, Daz would pick the
most painful way to fuck him. He’d pick a way to make Stefan
scream.

And when Stefan was done
screaming, and had cum staining his face and thighs, Daz would lie
on top of him, just pinning him down, and ask him what he
wanted.

“More,” Stefan
whispered—then imagined the sting of the slap. Wrong answer. Not
more, never more, because—“Nothing, my wants aren’t important, I
want whatever you want—”

And then Daz would push back
into him, and—

Stefan came, shaking and
sweaty despite the cold. The cage on the door was suddenly a
promise. The deep voice in his memory was suddenly a
need, and
even as the aftershocks of his orgasm rolled away, he wanted
more. He
wanted to be filled, fucked, used, discarded, kept,
owned, commandeered, he wanted to be a thing, wanted to
belong…

He scrambled blindly for
the phone. The cold air washed over his arse, punishing him for his
desire—but for once, Stefan didn’t care. So he was fucked up and
sick—so what? He’d be sick if it would give him that reality; he’d
be disgusting if it could give him that painful
pleasure…

I imagined you kept me locked in
my flat like a sex slave for use when your partner is out of town
and I got off to it.

The text was a rush of
emotion and longing, and the moment he sent it, Stefan regretted
it. He could have maybe persuaded Daz into sex, maybe, from the two
kisses they’d shared, but—

The phone rang, and Stefan
jumped so hard he dropped it.

“Shit!
Shit-shit-shit—hello?”

“Don’t ever text me
again.”

His heart stopped beating.
The air vanished, the vacuum left behind even colder. He was
standing in the middle of his living room, wet cock and fingers
slowly chilling, in nothing but a T-shirt—and that voice stopped
him dead, not even twenty-four hours after he’d first heard
it.

“What part of, I have a
plaything already, did you not understand?”

“I do understand it,”
Stefan whispered, “but I want you anyway.”

“You want me to
cheat?”

Stefan closed his eyes.
Fuck, yes. Yes, he did, and he felt sick even thinking it. He
didn’t want to be that guy. He’d told himself he’d never be that
guy. He always skipped over guys on hook-up sites that said they
had boyfriends or girlfriends and thought them scum.

But—

“Yes.”

“For you?”

“To use me. I’m not asking
for anything more.”

“What are you asking
for?”

“I just—I just masturbated
imagining you’d come to my flat and fuck me like I was a sex slave.
Lock me in naked, and only bring me food when you’d come to use me.
Fuck me any way you wanted, whenever you wanted, and hurt me and
beat me and—and you were so nice and normal with your boyfriend,
you let your dark side out on me, and it had to be a secret so
nobody else could ever even know I existed, and…”

“Is that what you
want?”

Stefan whimpered.

“Tell me what you
want.”

The air was too thin.
Stefan’s chest was working too hard.

He wanted—

“I—I want you to use me
like a sex aid,” he whispered, and the words were both humiliating
and hot as they left his mouth. “I want you to lock me in my
bathroom until you have need of me. I want you to hurt me and tell
me I like it, and you’ll be right. I want you to—to own me, so I
have to do what you say, no matter what it is, and when I disobey
you, I want you to punish me.”

“You want to submit to
me.”

“And I want you to
make me.”

“And you think I want
that? Or I have time for that?”

“Please.”

“I met you in a bar last
night.”

“And you should punish me
for being out of control, then make me thank you for looking after
me,” Stefan whispered.

“You think you can tell me
what to do?”

“No, Sir.”

There was a long pause.

Then, quite suddenly:
“Tomorrow morning, eight fifteen sharp, be at the house. No
earlier, no later.”

Stefan’s heart leapt.
“Really?”

“I don’t like repeating
myself.”

“Um, no, Sir. Sorry, Sir.
Um—what if I don’t remember where it is?”

“Not my
problem.”

And the call cut out.

* * * *


Chapter 4

Stefan was crazy.

He had to be, he thought
as he turned the corner onto the narrow street of terraced houses.
He was walking into—into God-knew-what. He was demanding a total
stranger beat him and fuck him and use him. Stefan had never
even had sex. He’d given one clumsy handjob in his life, to a kid in
his Year Nine geography class, and had wanked on webcam a couple of
times for guys in sex chat rooms. That was it. That was the depth
of his experience.

Other people wanted vanilla sex
and dating out of a hookup in a gay bar. But Stefan wanted—this. He
wanted to jump from nothing to Daz bending him over the end of the
bed and fucking him like he was nothing but a sex doll.

What was he
doing?

And yet he kept walking,
step by step by step towards the house. A jogger had to go around
him; a car hooted angrily as he walked out in front of it. He
didn’t care. The house was calling. The man inside was calling. The
promise of his fantasies becoming real was calling.

And it was terrifying and
stupid and utterly crazy…but Stefan just couldn’t say
no.

At exactly eight fifteen, the
terror enough to make him throw up and the arousal so intense he
could barely walk, Stefan knocked on the door.

Footsteps.

A key in a lock.

Then the door was jerked
open, and a hand fisted in Stefan’s coat and hauled him
inside.

“Upstairs,” Daz said,
slamming the door. “Now. Nobody sees you.”

Stefan scrambled to obey, almost
running up the stairs, still in his coat and shoes. He was shoved
back into the small bedroom from the night before, and the door
slammed behind them.

“Strip,” Daz
said.

He was wearing jeans today, and
a tight T-shirt that did nothing to hide his frame. His hair was
ruffled, like someone had been running their hands through it. But
when Stefan lifted his own to re-enact that potential history, they
were slapped crudely down.

“I didn’t say touch me. I
said strip.”

Stefan nodded and began to
fumble with his clothes. Heat began to warm his face as he reached
his jeans, and his dick began to swell as he shrugged out of his
T-shirt and stood in nothing but his binder and boxers.

“Strip.”

“But—”

Daz raised his eyebrows.

Stefan snapped his mouth
shut.

“Everything. Comes.
Off.”

Stefan’s brain rebelled at
the idea of removing the binder. Expose his breasts? He hated his
breasts. If he got them out, Daz would touch them, play with them,
call Stefan a woman or a girl or his pretty little
bitch—

“Now!”

The bark was sharp, and
Stefan found himself dropping his boxers before he was even aware
he’d responded. Then the flush turned to mortification, and his
fingers shook as he prised the binder free and the cool air of the
room hit his breasts. He moved his hands up to cover them; Daz
pulled them away and down.

“Nice,” he said casually,
almost uncaring, glancing up and down Stefan’s naked body. His hand
grazed along Stefan’s cock, fingers brushing over his cunt. “Wet
already. That’ll make it easier for you.”

Stefan licked his lips and
slowly tightened his thighs around Daz’s wrist.

“Nice try,” Daz said, and
pulled his hand away. He took a mobile phone out of his pocket, an
old handset that Stefan wasn’t even aware they made anymore, and
dropped it on the bed. “It’s on silent, it stays that way. Mine is
the only number in it. You want out, you call me. Your word to get
out of this is checkmate. Say it.”

“Checkmate,” Stefan
whispered.

“That’s your no. Say
checkmate, and everything ends. I let you go, we don’t do this
again. Say no, I will continue. Say stop, I will continue. Say
checkmate, and I will actually stop. If you don’t say it, I’ll
presume you’re consenting. Got it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Want this to
stop?”

“No, sir.”

“What do you do if you
want it to end?”

“Say
checkmate.”

Daz nodded, then jerked
his head at the bed. It had been stripped bare, save for a single
sheet over the mattress. “Get comfortable. I’m busy. You stay
absolutely silent. If my partner hears you, or guesses you’re here,
then things are going to get really ugly and no amount of
chess moves will save you. Understood?”

A spike of terror shot
through Stefan’s gut, but he nodded.

“And if I find out you’ve
been wanking in here,” Daz murmured, finally stepping close to
brush his lips over Stefan’s ear, “I’ll make sure I break even. And
I’ll break you in the process. So I advise you to keep your
thoughts clean.”

“Yes, sir.”

And just as abruptly as it
had all started, it ended again. Daz gathered Stefan’s abandoned
clothes and swept out, slamming and locking the door behind
him.

Leaving Stefan standing naked in
the middle of a Spartan room, with only an ancient mobile phone and
a view of a garage roof to entertain him.

Slowly, Stefan moved to sit on
the corner of the bed…and dropped a hand to his aching dick.

Daz wouldn’t
know, right?

So he imagined what would happen
if Daz found out, and began to rub.

* * * *

The phone said it was half past
twelve before the house fell quiet again.

This faceless partner
seemed to have been out when Stefan had arrived—he’d returned
around half nine, and there’d been a lot of loud chatter in some
other language. The partner was a boyfriend, his voice choppier and
more animated than Daz’s, and at one point he had been right
outside the door. Stefan had stayed so still and quiet, his muscles
had felt sore by the time the guy had gone away again.

Still, locked in the spare
room let Stefan learn a few things. Daz was bilingual, switching
from English to…otherish, whatever it was, and back again within
seconds. He laughed a lot. His boyfriend was called Ian or
something similar, but Stefan didn’t hear Ian speak any English, so
that might not be right. They had a cat. Daz made lunch for
wherever Ian was going this afternoon.

And wherever he was going, it
would be a while.

Because when the front door
closed at half past twelve, the phone buzzed once on the
mattress.

Just you and me now. Last chance
to think twice.

Stefan swallowed, and put the
phone on the windowsill. Out of reach. He lay down on the bed,
uncertain of how Daz would want him, and eventually turned on his
front to hide his breasts. Loose, they felt horrible and strange;
pinned under his own ribs, bracketed by his folded arms, they felt
more normal. More okay. Where Daz could neither see nor touch
them.

Even if it left his lower
half helpless. Stefan wouldn’t be able to reach out from here. If
Daz held him down in this position, Stefan would be able to do
exactly nothing. Daz could finger him, fuck him, fill him—do
anything, and Stefan would have to take it.

His mouth went dry at the
thought. His dick swelled.

Then he heard footsteps coming
up the stairs.

He was already sweating.
The room was cold, but Stefan was almost slick with it. His stomach
was in knots. He felt impossibly tight—he wouldn’t be able to take
fingers, never mind the heavy cock he’d held through Daz’s jogging
bottoms. His fingers were shaking under his chest.

He was scared.

And yet as the footsteps
stopped outside the bedroom door, and the lock slowly turned over,
there was an unmistakeable heat building under his skin. An
emptiness inside. A yearning.

The door opened.

And closed again.

Stefan, eyes screwed shut,
could sense Daz’s presence in the room more than he could hear it.
He could feel someone watching—but he still jumped when a hand
landed on the back of his knee and ran, heavy and hard, up his leg
to his arse. The cheek was squeezed. Hard enough to bruise. It made
Stefan clench his thighs, and he couldn’t stop the whimper when the
other cheek was subject to the same grip.

“Quiet.”

Stefan bit his lip. Both hands
were on him now, squeezing his thighs and waist in painful clumps.
He lay still as possible, relaxing when he was released only to
clench up again with every new squeeze. It was like a strange
massage, pleasurable and painful all at once.

Then he was rolled over.

His breasts shifted, and Stefan
whimpered again at the unpleasant sensation. A sharp tap glanced
off his cheek, then three fingers were shoved into his mouth, so
deep that he gagged.

“Suck on them, if your
mouth wants something to do.”

The voice was deep and hard
again.

Stefan felt dizzy as he began to
suck, rubbing his tongue over rough calluses and delicate
fingerprints. He whimpered again as one of the squeezes was applied
to a breast, and his head was shoved back into the mattress until
he gagged again.

And yet, the next squeeze was
applied to the skin over his ribs. And the next to his armpit. His
breasts were avoided, and Stefan felt a rush of gratitude and
desire that was nothing to do with the fingers in his mouth or the
hand examining his body.

So he whined when the fingers
were pulled away from his lips.

“Please—”

The slap was harder this time,
from the dry hand. The wet one began to toy with his cock, slippery
and hot.

“If you don’t shut up,
I’ll choke you on my cock until you’re sick. Got it?”

Stefan bit his lips together,
and nodded.

“Better. You can whine and
cry all you want, but you don’t talk. I don’t buy toys to talk to
them.”

Stefan’s dick jumped at
‘buy’, and was pinched between finger and thumb until tears sprang
to his eyes.

“Don’t get ahead of
yourself.”

The room spun as Stefan
was turned onto his front again. His legs were spread, and the
mattress dipped under a weight. Hands came down, heavy, on both
arse cheeks, and they were spread. The sound of spitting was loud
in the quiet room, and the hot liquid trickling down his cleft made
humiliation burn hot on Stefan’s face.

“Tight. You
scared?”

Stefan nodded.

“You should be. Ever taken
a dick before?”

Stefan shook his head—then cried
out at a sharp punch of pain that rocketed up his spine as a wet
finger was thrust into his cunt and twisted, crooked and
uncomfortable.

“Fuck me, that’s
tight…what about the other way in?”

Stefan gasped as the finger was
ripped out as fast as it had gone in, then whimpered and clenched
down as it was forced into his arse. It stung, and he pushed back
against it, trying both to get it out and to get more. It was too
thin, too hard, too cold—he wanted more and less, he wanted—

Something popped, and the finger
was removed. Something cold and wet slithered down his arse. The
hand began to smooth it over his skin—and then the fingers were
back, slick and slippery, working at him both brutally and gently,
forcing him open but not hurting…

Stefan opened his mouth to
plead, and the other hand came down on his lower back. With weight
behind it. He was pressed down into the mattress, pinned in place,
and a single finger slid under him, and grazed at the base of his
cock.

It was like an electric
shock.

Stefan fisted both hands
into the sheet at the bolt that shot up his back. He tried to
thrust down, but couldn’t. He tried to rub himself on the sheet,
but couldn’t. The weight on his back was too heavy. He whimpered
breathlessly, trying to ask without speaking, and felt knees push
his own further apart.

“You can come whenever you
want—” The fingers buried inside him flexed and began to massage
him from the inside, as a thumb brushed up under his cock and began
to rub it. “—but when you do, it’ll be my turn, and I won’t stand
for any more of this whimpering and wriggling.
Understood?”

Stefan nodded—and cried
out as the thumb pushed hard against his cock. The hand cupping
him, fingers and thumb inside, began to massage in a hard,
clenching grip. The stretch felt painful, but the thumb so good,
and the press and flex of fingers inside him, God, someone
was inside him…

In a moment, Stefan was
reduced to nothing but sensation. The pressure inside. The burning
in his veins. The stretch of muscles he’d never known he had. He
was naked, pinned under a stranger, and a sheath for rough fingers.
Used. A toy. A thing.

It was too much, too soon.
The room was lurching. Daz’s voice was very far away. And when
Stefan came, it was sobbing. He came crying, clenching down on the
hand spreading him open even as he tried to scramble away, fingers
clawing at the sheets—

A hand fisted in his hair, and
another around his hip.

“My turn.”

“Please!”

A weight dropped down on his
back. Breath was in his ear. And something hot and slick, far
bigger than fingers, was pressed to his arse.

Stefan’s breath
caught.

Oh God. It was—too big.
Far too big. He’d never—he’d tear. He’d be ripped apart if Daz
fucked him just like that. Stefan couldn’t do this.
Couldn’t—

“My turn,” the voice
rumbled again.

Teeth scraped
Stefan’s ear, and fingers wrapped around
both of his biceps, forcing his arms flat to the
mattress.

“You got off on two
fingers and a thumb. Bit of lube and a massage all it takes for
you?”

The breath rushed back in.

And Stefan suddenly
wanted to
do it.

“It’s—it’s not enough,
please, fuck me, please, please—”

The head pressed closer and
Stefan yelled at the pressure, then cried as it was withdrawn and
the shaft slid under him inside, rubbing against him but not
inside.

“No, fuck me,
please—”

Fingers were forced in his mouth
again.

“Suck them.”

Stefan squirmed; his head was
forced flat to the mattress, jaw caught between finger and thumb,
the other three holding his tongue down inside his mouth.

“Suck them, and shut
up.”

Stefan whimpered as the cock
began to slide against him again. He could feel it—the skin, the
veins, the pulse inside—but he wanted it where those fingers had
been, wanted to feel it moving inside of him, wanted it to hurt and
feel good all at once, wanted to clench down around it to keep it
there, wanted to imagine what he must look like, covered in spit
and lube and split open around that hard dick—

But he couldn’t. He could
only suckle on the fingers in his mouth, and whimper as that cock
rubbed against him, as the jeans his master still wore rubbed at
his naked legs and hurt them, as the air was driven out of his
lungs with every thrust. He could only lie, spread open and
helpless, and take it. He was a body, a doll, a thing for his
master’s pleasure, nothing more—

The weight was raised off
Stefan, and he was turned roughly onto his back. The grunt above
him was so deep, the air seemed to reverberate around it. Something
hot splashed over Stefan’s belly and chest, and the fingers in his
mouth pressed a little deeper before they were removed and the
weight disappeared entirely.

“Look at me.”

Stefan opened his eyes.

Daz was standing by the bed,
already buttoning his jeans. He looked calm, almost cold, and
Stefan suddenly felt vulnerable.

“Get that cum off your
skin.”

Stefan blinked, then glanced
down himself. His dick was swollen and red, still wet. Cum was
dripping down his stomach and hips. His skin was dark, bruised
patches decorating him like paint. His lips felt swollen, his mouth
torn. Inside, he felt hollow and scraped.

“Now!”

Stefan brought shaking fingers
down and began to wipe at his skin.

“Clean it.”

It tasted bitter. Tart. Vaguely
unpleasant.

“I—I don’t like
it.”

“Best learn to, then.
You’ve got ten minutes. When I get back in here, you’re going to be
clean and ready to have your arse opened up as well.
Understood?”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

Daz dropped a hand and
slowly stroked Stefan’s sore, abused shaft.

Then he smirked.

“Nice little torture
device you’ve got there,” he murmured.

Then he was gone.

And as the lock clunked into
place, Stefan slowly ran his fingers through the mess on his belly,
and sucked the evidence away.

* * * *


Chapter 5

The mobile said eight
o’clock, and the front door
slammed.

At five past eight, the lock on
the door was released.

Stefan expected—something.

He didn’t expect to have
his jeans thrown at him, and Daz to kick the end of the
bed.

“Get dressed and get out,”
he said briskly.

“We’re—we’re
done?”

“Yes. Get out.”

“But—”

“Now!”

Stefan scrambled off the bed—and
stopped dead with a hiss.

“Oh, God.”

“Stiff?”

“Yes.” He whimpered as he
straightened. His back hurt. His thighs hurt. Everything hurt.

“Whine about it on the
street. Don’t make me dress you.”

Stefan fumbled with his
clothes, struggling into them. Daz’s scrutiny made him flush hot
with embarrassment, and yet at the same time, he felt…good.
Attractive, even.

And yet the moment he pulled his
coat on, the collar was caught and he was dragged towards the
stairs.

“Wait! When can
we—”

“Out.”

“But when can we do this
again?”

He was slammed roughly against
the hall wall.

“Don’t ask questions. You
have your phone. I’ll call it next time I need to stick my dick in
you. Until then, you don’t text me. You don’t come to the house.
You don’t even call me. Got it?”

Stefan’s heart hammered in
his throat.

“Got
it?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“More like it. Now get
out.”

And with that, Stefan was shoved
out into the cold, and the front door slammed behind him.

* * * *

When he got home, Stefan
stripped naked again, and stood in front of the mirror.

The bruises were coming up
black. Dark smears covered his legs and arse. Fingerprints were
clawed into his biceps, small but savage. A hand print was clear on
his back, where he’d been held down. And there was a faint,
indistinct shadow on his jaw that said the slaps had hit their
marks.

He traced every one with his own
hands, and beamed.

Beamed.

He felt…good.

The burning need had been
soothed. The constant itch under his skin—to touch and be
touched—had been assuaged. He’d always been contented with jerking
it to porn before, but ever since that first shot of testosterone,
that hadn’t been enough.

And for the first time in eleven
weeks, he felt fine.

It had been scary. It had
been intense. He’d been terrified even as he’d been dissolving and
coming apart under Daz’s hands. To jump from a clumsy bathroom
handjob years ago to have a guy’s fingers buried inside him whilst
he was pinned naked to a bed, hidden away from said guy’s
boyfriend…it had been overwhelming.

And yet, standing bruised in
front of the mirror, Stefan felt incredible.

He could look at his breasts,
and not cringe. He could see the curves, and not cry. He could
instead admire the hint of muscle on his arms, and his swollen cock
that was too large to have been there before.

And he could simply
be.

The flat wasn’t
depressing, it was his. The tower block was just a stepping stone
to better things. His name wasn’t uneasy and incomplete, it meant
him. And so what if the sex had involved parts he’d rather not have
had? They’d be gone one day. And it had involved parts most women
would never use anyway.

Stefan beamed at his reflection,
and hugged the sensation close to his chest.

He felt okay.

The whisper started up in the
back of his head—why did being held down, slapped and bruised,
finger-fucked and forced, make him feel good about himself?

Stefan shoved it aside. Not
now.

Instead, he went to the airing
cupboard.

The cupboard was off the
bathroom. It was tiny, and couldn’t be open at the same time as the
bathroom door due to the savagely small dimensions of the flat, but
it housed Stefan’s one and only precious thing.

The cello.

It was a grand old cello,
over a hundred years old. It had belonged to Stefan’s grandfather,
and was the only thing he’d managed to keep from his family. The
only thing he could bear to keep. His grandfather hadn’t been able
to play by the time Stefan had been born, but he could remember
long summer evenings at the care home, listening to Grandpa’s
collection of classical records, and hearing stories of how he met
Nana when he’d been—of all things—busking. Stefan had fallen in
love with the strings at his granddad’s knee, and it had never
faltered.

Granddad had faltered.

He’d been disgusted when
Stefan came out. He’d refused to see him, written him out of the
will, and cut off all contact. But he’d forgotten about the keys to
Nana’s house. And when he’d died, Stefan had gone back to
Huddersfield one last time, in the middle of the night, with an old
brass key.

The police had come
knocking a few days later, but Stefan had kept the cello in a
luggage locker for months, so they’d never found anything, and he’d
gotten away with it.

Now, two years and another
flat later, it lived hidden in the back of his linen closet. More
to prevent burglars than cops. Stefan wasn’t worried about any of
his family coming for it anymore—or him.

But for the first time in
more than three years, Stefan simply didn’t care anymore.

The satisfaction humming in his
skin was echoed in the first long draw of the bow across dusty
strings. Notes were rustled free, and drifted lazily up from the
dark wood. Stefan closed his eyes, and listened to the long C fade
away.

Then set about it.
Cleaning. Tuning. The little rumbles and squeaks of notes falling
slowly into line were as comforting as a fleece blanket on a winter
night to Stefan. They were soothing and familiar. The mess he’d
made of his own life suddenly didn’t seem so bad, because his
fingers still flexed on the wood like they had never left. He could
still hear the slightly-too-flat tone of the A, to which this
particular cello was prone. He had lost everything else—but not the
music.

Stefan had had lessons all
through school. He suspected it had been mostly so he’d stop
whining for them—his mum had never actually been interested in his
ability—but he hadn’t looked the gift horse in the mouth. His cello
teacher had been the classical type, and Stefan had learned Bach
and Haydn, Beethoven and Brahms. A whole summer of trying
desperately to get into the school orchestra—thanks to a crush on
one of the violin players—had left him still able to play large
chunks of Haydn’s “Cello Concerto No. 1 in C Major” without the
sheet music.

But Stefan didn’t play
that now.

Instead, he drew the bow across
the strings in a sweeping gesture, and the notes crashed into the
flat like a crowded party. They bounced off the windows and
hammered on the walls—and when they settled, grumbling, they were
joined by a long, low D.

And so, Stefan simply
played.

He played the humming in
his veins, left behind by Daz’s hands, and it dissipated into the
air with the soft murmur of a C. He played the bruises, the fuck
itself, in crashing roars and a crescendo that made the dust shiver
in the air. As his fingers began to sore, delicate from too long
away from the instrument, he played their pain in sharp little
cries, shimmering over the higher notes and feeling the music
shudder against his throat, still so much deeper than his own
voice. It spoke like Daz, a rumble, and Stefan played the kiss in
the hall, the dragging in and out of the house, in bursts of energy
and noise.

And then, he played the pieces
put together.

The bar was a blur of drunken
notes, rubbing over each other in a smudge of sound. The spare
bedroom was soft and sweet, a note warbling alone. The kiss was a
crash between the high and the low, a meeting between two different
sounds that smashed together with a near-violent noise. The night,
the high note, singing alone, separated from the others.

And then the return.

The notes came together for the
sex, but without grace or finesse. They brawled and fought to be
heard. They wailed at the tiles of the kitchenette, and scratched
at the threadbare carpet. They barged into each other, and forced
themselves back apart—and out of the melee, the C boomed loudest,
domineering as Daz had been, corralling the others into place
around it.

It flexed its own sound as the
bow stilled, and Stefan breathed.

He breathed. Deep. As though he
could inhale the music, and feel the vibration in his soul.

Then he breathed out, and
shifted.

The A sang out, alone
again—and yet Stefan could still hear the C in the room, like a
silent echo. Like a feeling against his skin, a hum of a noise that
simply wasn’t there.

The A was alone—but the C
hadn’t left yet.

* * * *


Chapter 6

The good mood
didn’t last.

Stefan woke in the morning
feeling run-down and low. His shot hurt more than usual, and left a
bruise on his arse that looked obvious and out of place against the
marks Daz had left behind. And the bathroom cabinet was empty.

“Fuck,” Stefan
breathed.

He bought his hormones
over the internet. Stupid, he knew, but what else could he do? He
was still registered to a GP in Huddersfield he’d not seen since he
was kicked out, and even if he could get a referral to a gender
clinic, the waiting lists were measured in years, not weeks. He’d
have to wait a year, two years, maybe even four if he went to the
one in Leeds, just to see the shrink. Hormones wouldn’t even be on
their agenda until then.

And Stefan couldn’t do
that.

He’d cracked a couple of
months ago, standing in his bathroom with blood streaked down his
legs from the proof his body was wrong, and running down his arms
and hands from punching the mirror until it was shards sticking out
of his knuckles. He couldn’t go back now.

But it meant paying for it.

And paying for something
that might be testosterone. Or might be something else. Or might be a
mix.

Either way, it was two
hundred a month out of his benefits, which meant no gas, no
internet, not even bus fares for two out of every four weeks.
Living hand to mouth wasn’t even within his reach—more like hand to
chin.

But it was worth it, for
the way his dick was growing and his voice was slowly beginning to
crack and come down out of the rafters. The periods would stop
soon, too. And maybe one day soon, he could pass properly, and his
skin wouldn’t crawl so much just walking out of his front
door.

He logged onto his
neighbour’s wifi with his phone, and worked quickly before they
noticed again. They thought it was the meth guy on their floor last
time, Stefan had heard the row, but Sustanon wasn’t exactly
multi-purpose so they’d figure it out soon. And the dyke upstairs,
as they called him, was the next likely suspect.

He didn’t have two hundred
in his bank account, but spent it anyway. The overdraft would
charge him, but there was nothing he could do. He had about thirty
quid still lying around the flat; he could get by until the next
cheque from the Jobcentre came in, right? He could always start
selling a bit of weed for Dean again if things got really
desperate.

But once the money was
gone and the package ordered, Stefan dropped the phone on the
mattress and looked around the flat. It had been hope last night,
with the cello’s notes warbling off the walls, but now…it was a
prison again. And not the excitement of Daz keeping him for use,
but a real prison. With a cage on the door to keep out his smackhead
neighbours, a closet stacked with shit to keep his only treasured
possession hidden, and not a single photo on the walls of any of
his family.

Because they didn’t exist
anymore.

Nobody existed for Stefan
anymore. It was just him, in this shitty flat he didn’t even own.
If he dropped dead this instant, nobody would bloody well notice.
He’d get his five minutes of fame when he ended up in the local
newspaper after someone bust in to fix the roof in ten years and
found his skeleton on a rotten old mattress. And even next door
wouldn’t have noticed the smell, because of the damp
problem.

That was his future.

Stefan shook himself when
he caught his thumb rubbing over the scars on his arm, and picked
up the phone again. Nope. Not going down that road. He’d been there
before, and it had landed him in a hospital under watch for
forty-eight hours on a female-only ward. If he was going to go down
that road again, he’d do it properly.

And shitty as this
existence was…he still had the bruises on his skin from Daz’s
hands. Yesterday, he had been wanted. Had felt good. He’d played
for the first time in years.

Stefan rolled his shoulders, and
decided to distract himself. Maybe he could go round again. Hang
around until he saw this foreign-language boyfriend leave, then
knock and ask for more?

He shrugged on his jeans, let
himself out of the flat, and—walked.

Just walked.

It was cold outside, last
night’s rain having turned to ice, and the prickle of wet mist on
his skin from the early morning brushed the dark cobwebs aside. His
legs ached from being held open for Daz’s hands, and he found
himself touching the bruises on his waist and hip from that
exploratory grip. They burned pleasantly, and by the time he
reached the city centre and began to head further south to
Middleton, his mood had improved considerably.

It was a long walk—hours
long, in fact—and so it was noon before he reached the narrow
street of terraced houses. He loitered at a bus stop at the end,
watching the house uncertainly. He could just go up and knock, and
if the boyfriend answered, pretend he’d got the wrong address. Or
he could call Daz—Daz had said not to, but…

Stefan dithered, unsure of the
best way of approaching, but the decision was taken out of his
hands when the front door opened, and a man stepped out.

Stefan narrowed his eyes.

The boyfriend.

He was going somewhere. He
had a messenger bag slung over his back, and was wearing a coat and
gloves. He locked the door too—so maybe Daz wasn’t home?—and
fiddled with a mobile phone before pocketing it and heading down
the street towards Stefan.

Okay.

Okay, if Daz wasn’t home,
then maybe Stefan could scope out this mysterious boyfriend. Maybe
he was going to meet Daz somewhere. Stefan didn’t even know if
either of them worked; maybe there was no point coming to the house
on certain days?

The guy had headphones on,
and walked straight past Stefan like he wasn’t there, letting
Stefan get a good look. Boyfriend was like Daz—dark hair, dark
eyes, dark skin—and wore black glasses with a thick rim. He had
facial hair somewhere between a thin beard and heavy stubble, and
he walked quickly, head down.

Easy.

Stefan peeled away from
the bus shelter casually, and began to follow him, keeping twenty
paces or so behind. He just had to hope that Boyfriend wasn’t
getting a bus, or meeting someone more observant.

Stefan was in luck,
though—Boyfriend appeared to like walking, too. And he headed right
back the way Stefan had come, heading into the city centre along
the same route. He nodded once or twice to people in the street,
and once answered a phone call, but otherwise seemed to be entirely
alone. Heading to work, maybe? He seemed sombre and like he was
going to be late if he ambled and looked around.

Almost.

As they reached the city
centre, Boyfriend suddenly veered off, and his destination became
instantly clear. Stefan had guessed him to be around thirty years
old, but
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