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SISSY PAYBACK

Chris makes a big mistake one night after a party when he sleeps with his best friend’s girlfriend, on the same bed his best friend is passed out on. Chris has always suspected that Karina cheats on Rob with lots of guys, so he doesn’t think it’s a big deal.

Two weeks later, Rob and Karina break up. Rob shows up on Chris’s doorstep, needing a place to stay. Apparently he finally caught Karina cheating. He’s depressed and angry. He wants revenge on his evil ex-girlfriend, so Rob suggests finding a girl willing to put out and take a few pictures. They try their luck at a few local clubs, but Rob can’t seem to find a girl willing to help him get his payback. Chris, still feeling guilty about what he did with Karina, makes an offer that involves a wig, some makeup, and some tight lingerie.


CHAPTER I

I’d never liked Rob’s girlfriend, Karina. In fact, the first impression I got of her when we first met hadn’t changed after four years: I still thought she was a smug little bitch. She was also arrogant, rude, callous, and I was about to learn that she was also a trashy slut. Though maybe I wasn’t so much better.

It was a cool November night—or maybe it was morning by that point. I had thrown a party at my house, and there were still a few stragglers finishing their drinks before heading out. I was starting the long process of cleaning up all of the glasses and beer cans when I found Rob drinking alone in my guest bedroom. He looked at me with a big smile and said, “Hey! You’re still here!”

“Of course I’m still here, Rob, it’s my house. What the hell are you doing in here?” I could that he was drunk. His face was red and even as he swayed gently from side to side on the edge of my guest bed. “Why aren’t you home? I thought you left hours ago.”

“I was supposed to go, but I don’t want to go,” he said, slurring his words slightly.

“Why? What’s wrong?”

He scoffed in an exaggerated and drunken sort of way. “I just don’t need any of that tonight,” he said, and I knew he was referring to Karina, who had just moved into his apartment a few months before. But I was surprised to hear him admitting that they were having issues, even though it had been obvious for some time. Whenever she would call, he would take his phone into another room before answering. Whenever he came back from taking a call from Karina, he would look like a zombie, with all of the joy sucked out of him—as if they were constantly fighting.

I walked into the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. “Well what are you going to do?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “What can I do?” he said sarcastically, as if he had no options.

“Well—have you thought about leaving her? Why don’t you find someone else? There are lots of girls out there.”

He laughed and shook his head. “I can’t leave her. I just—I couldn’t do that to her?”

“Why?” I asked.

He sighed and his smile vanished. “You just don’t get it, Chris. You aren’t in a relationship. It’s not that simple.” It was hard to understand what he was saying at all. He suddenly slapped his hand to his mouth and I heard his stomach grumble. I didn’t want vomit on my guest bed, so I pulled him up to his feet by sticking my arm underneath his. He nearly collapsed—his legs hardly doing any work to keep him upright. I noticed the pile of beer cans on the floor. Did he drink all of those? How was he even conscious?

I quickly pulled him towards the bathroom. He collapsed over my toilet and started to empty his guts. I looked away. “I’ll get you a water.” I got him a glass and forced him to chug it. Then his eyes closed and he fell asleep hugging my toilet bowl. I tried to nudge him awake, but he wouldn’t open his eyes. So I continued cleaning my house, checking in on him every few minutes, to make sure he was still breathing.

While I was cleaning the guest room, I heard a song. It took a moment before I realized it was a phone ringtone. I stuck my hand underneath the guest room pillows and I pulled out Rob’s cellphone. He was getting a call from Karina. I didn’t answer, and then she called again a minute later—then a minute after that.

Finally, I decided to answer the phone. “Where the hell are you, Rob? Why aren’t you picking up your phone?” she said a moment after the call was connected.

“Hey, Karina. This is Chris. Rob is—uh—unavailable at the moment.”

“What do you mean unavailable? Who’s he with? Go get him. Is he with that blonde girl? I saw him cruising her Facebook page like a total pervert.” I had no idea who she was referring to.

“He’s with the toilet bowl. He had a bit too much to drink. I got him to drink a glass of water before he went black.” I’d always hated Karina (and I suspected that she hated me) but I never let it show—at least I always tried to keep it from showing. But sometimes I was so careful to tread on eggshells around her that I felt like I sounded like a condescending asshole: speaking softly and slowly with lots of fake smiles.

She sighed. “Of course. I guess I’ll come get him.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I said, checking the time and seeing that it was almost 3:00 AM. “He can sleep on my bathroom floor and then drive himself home in the morning.”

“We’ve got brunch with my parents tomorrow—I’m not letting the prick get out of it again. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” I really didn’t like the idea of having to keep an eye on Rob all night long—but I absolutely hated the thought of spending five minutes with Karina, especially while she was in a terrible mood.

I kept cleaning until there was a knock at my door. Now, my house had emptied out, save for Rob in the bathroom. I bit down on the edge of my tongue as I went to the door. And then I put on my best fake smile as I opened the door to let her inside. She didn’t wait for an invitation in—she just brushed past me with thinly pressed lips and shoulders up to her ears. “Where is the son of a bitch? He promised me he wouldn’t get hammered again—and what does he do?”

“He’s just down the hall and to the left—in the bathroom.” I kept my distance from her. Sure, she was only 5’1” and maybe one hundred pounds, but she still scared the hell out of me. She already had her gentle little hands clenched into tight fists. I followed her carefully as she approached the bathroom. I wanted to be close just in case she decided to murder my best friend.

When she saw him, she shook her head and sighed.

“I thought he left a few hours ago. But I guess he was still here, drinking. I would have cut him off had I known,” I said, hoping to wriggle my way into her good books—even just a tiny bit.

“What a pathetic loser,” she said. She walked up to him and gave him a hard shove. “Get up, Rob. We need to go.” He didn’t budge, but he did let out a loud snore. “Rob! Wake up! Quit being such a waste of life and get yourself up!” But he didn’t move.

Then Karina turned and looked at me. “Was he with a girl? Who was he drinking with?”

I shook my head. “He was alone as far as I know.”

“Do you have his phone? Let me see it.”

I handed it to her, and then I watched as she unlocked it and started checking his messages. She scoffed again. “He was texting that blonde cunt,” she said. “Talk about a downgrade.” I peeked over her shoulder and saw that the ‘blonde cunt’ she was referring to was one of Rob’s classmates. They were texting about an assignment. I decided not to chime in, even though I wanted to defend my best friend. “Was she here?” she asked.

“No,” I said.

“I don’t know why he’s so obsessed with her. I’m pretty sure she wears that perfume you buy for preteen girls—and she wears so much of it. She’s probably a massive slut.”

“Well she wasn’t here,” I said.

“Where did you find him?” she asked me.

I was slow to respond, worried I was doing a massive disservice to my buddy. “Um, over in the guest room.”

“Show me,” she said.

So I walked her over to the guest room. She immediately went to the bed and planted her face down to smell the sheets. She looked insane—but that’s also when I noticed her outfit: a tiny black clubbing dress, which stopped covering her tush the moment she bent over. Under that dress she was wearing a red thong, which hardly did anything to cover her puffy pussy lips. I saw that she was hairy—her soft pubic hair spilling out around her tight thong. When she stood up and looked back at me, I snapped my gaze up, but I felt my face turning red. But now I couldn’t help but notice the low-cut top of her dress, showing off the cleavage of her small tits. She had a childish body and a pair of B-cup breasts, which never needed a bra. And because she never wore a bra, her nipples were always pressing against her tight outfits—and now, her outfit was especially tight. I tried my hardest not to look at her chest. She was the devil, after all.

“You swear that cunt wasn’t here?” Karina asked, looking into my eyes. And for the first time ever, I noticed that she had big, pretty eyes. Maybe I could see what Rob saw in her—at least physically. Maybe he just didn’t care about conversation or his mental well-being. Maybe he just wanted to be with a hottie. And now I was starting to wonder if she was an animal in bed. Surely she must be, given her complete lack of other redeeming characteristics.

“She wasn’t here,” I said.

She took a step towards me, getting close. She narrowed her big eyes and stared deep into my soul, making me tremble slightly. She had to stand on her tiptoes and tilt her head up, but somehow she was still intimidating. “You aren’t just covering for him, are you?”

I shook my head. “I wouldn’t do that,” I said.

“Why not? Don’t you like your friend?” Now it seemed like she was testing me like a human lie detector. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and forced an uncomfortable smile.

“I don’t like lying,” I said.

“No one likes lying, but sometimes you have to do it,” she said. The comment made me uncomfortable. I could see right down her top as I looked down into her eyes. It was hard not to look. I could almost see her nipples—definitely her areolas. She was young and tight and she smelled so pretty.

“Are you staring at my tits?” she said.

I shook my head quickly. “Was I? No—I wasn’t.” I could feel my face becoming dark red.

“Oh my God, you want to fuck me. You’re a perv, too.”

“No, I don’t,” I said. My voice cracked slightly.

“You don’t? You don’t think I’m pretty or something?”

“No—I think you’re very pretty. Rob is lucky to have you. I just—I wasn’t thinking about that.”

“So you do want to fuck me, but that’s not what you were thinking about?” she said. Now she was putting words in my mouth, and I was completely flustered. She was manipulative. I could see how she drove Rob so insane. “If you want to fuck me, be a man and fuck me.” She took a step back and turned around, bending over the bed, showing me her perky ass as she stood up tall on the balls of her feet. My head was spinning now. Was this really happening? Was she just baiting me—or did she really want me to fuck her?

I looked back down the hallway. I could see the light from the open bathroom door, and I could hear the occasional snore of my very drunk best friend. Then I looked back at Karina’s tight tush and her red thong, which was mostly hidden between her perky butt cheeks.

“Come and fuck me—or are you a pathetic loser like my boyfriend?” she said.

I found myself stepping forward. I put my trembling hands on her thighs, then I slid them up, pulling her tight dress up to expose all of her ass—and the butterfly tramp stamp on her lower back. I took her red thong and I gently pulled it down. Her tight ass held onto it until it couldn’t anymore—then it snapped down to expose her tight, hairy pussy. A shudder ran through me. I knew that this wasn’t right—I knew I was betraying my friend. But how could I say no to having sex with a hot young woman?

I took a deep breath before using both of my hands to spread her cheeks. Her pussy spread open slightly along with her butthole. I could see a damp glistening inside of her hole; she really wanted it. A moment later, I had my face buried between her thighs. I stuck my tongue into her wet pussy while her tight butt cheeks rubbed against my face. I’d completely lost control of myself. My morals were nowhere to be found. I was betraying my best friend, but I knew that it didn’t matter as long as he never found out about it.

Karina moaned loudly—apparently not worried at all about Rob overhearing. When a small gush of warm fluid poured down my chin, I knew she was ready for more than my tongue.

I stood up and quickly fished my erection out. I was already throbbing and as hard as concrete. I slapped my cock down between her butt cheeks and I slid myself down until my tip was pressed against her wet cunt. I carefully began to mash myself in, feeling her warm natural lubricant squishing around my cock. Then she reached back and grabbed my shaft, stopping it from going any deeper. She pulled me back and then she raised me up to her butthole. I became frozen as I stared down at my tip, which was now being mashed into her tight back door.

“Rob is too much of a pussy to fuck me in the ass,” she said. “Well? What are you waiting for? Stick your big cock in me.”

I spread her cheeks wide and pushed my tip hard into her hole. And after a moment, it finally penetrated. She gasped and moaned and I was unable to look away from her suddenly gaping hole consuming my long shaft. I pushed in deeper and deeper, and she didn’t clench or resist at all. I could feel her gushy insides along the length of my cock. It was so warm and so tight. I pushed slowly until I had nothing left to push. She had every inch of my eight-inch cock inside of her ass.

“Fuck me,” she demanded.

So I started pumping her, clutching her thighs firmly with both hands. It felt so good. I was worried that I was going to end up coming in under a minute and then she would mock me because of it. So I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue and I tried to remind myself that I was fucking my best friend’s girlfriend. I thought the shame and embarrassment might make me last longer—though I’m not sure it was truly registering. Sure, I felt guilty, but the pleasure was so amazing that I couldn’t seem to bring myself to care. If I was really so ashamed, I would have pulled out and walked away—and I certainly wasn’t doing that.

I suddenly heard a thud behind me. Karina heard it as well. We both turned our heads at the same time to look towards the doorway.

Rob was standing there, leaning against the doorframe, staring right at us. I was frozen, with my cock entirely in Karina’s asshole. I opened my mouth to say something, but I couldn’t think of any words. We were caught, and now I was about to lose my best friend.

“Have you seen my phone?” he asked, still slurring.

I shook my head, but I still wasn’t able to respond. I couldn’t push any words past the lump in my throat.

He stumbled forward, and then he fell onto the bed face-first, right next to us. A moment later, he was snoring again. Karina slowly looked into my eyes. Her eyes were wide and full of fear. But she apparently wasn’t terrified enough. “Keep fucking me,” she said.

I was slow to react, terrified Rob would wake up next to us and clue into what was happening. But I also didn’t want to miss the opportunity to finish fucking a hot young woman in the asshole. So I kept thrusting. I had to close my eyes so that I wouldn’t be able to see Rob through my peripheral vision. I pumped Karina harder and harder and harder. The tingling between my legs grew stronger and stronger—until I just couldn’t hold back any longer. I shoved myself in deep and I unloaded everything I had. She moaned and screamed wildly, but it wasn’t enough to wake up Rob.

As I pulled out of that tight asshole, which was now red and stretched and oozing out my white load, guilt filled my stomach. I knew that Karina wasn’t right for Rob, but that didn’t give me the authority to go ahead and fuck her. And if she was fucking me, God knows who else was fucking behind his back.

But I knew I had to remain quiet about it. Rob could never know that I fucked his girlfriend in the ass while he was passed out just a foot away. I now had a secret I would have to keep from Rob for the rest of my life—even if they ended up splitting.

“Help me drag him out to my car,” Karina said as she pulled her red thong back up.

I quickly did up my belt and then I helped the tiny Karina haul her boyfriend out to her car. She was silent as she got into her car.

I stopped her before she took off. “Wait,” I said. “Shouldn’t we talk about what just happened?”

She narrowed her eyes and shook her head. “What’s to talk about? You fucked me and now we’re never going to talk about it again. And if you ever tell Rob, I’ll make your life a living hell. Got it?”

I nodded my head, feeling that intimidation that I always seemed to feel around her. She put her car into drive and pulled away with her blacked out boyfriend in the backseat.


CHAPTER II

It was a month later when there was a knock at my door. It was late on a weekday night, so my first assumption was that one of my neighbours was coming to let me know that I accidentally left my garage door open. I was surprised to see Rob standing on my doorstep with tears swelling in his eyes. “She cheated on me,” he said before I could even say hello.

My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. There were two possibilities in my head: either Rob found out that I fucked Karina, or he found out that Karina fucked someone else; both possibilities were bad for me. The first possibility was bad for obvious reasons—especially because Rob was nearly twice my size, with arms as thick as my legs. The latter possibility was bad because Karina was an evil woman, and if Rob decided to split up with her, she would almost certainly tell him about our romp, just because it was the obviously evil thing to do.

“A—Are you okay?” I asked, making sure I had a good grip on the door in case he came at me and I needed to slam it shut.

He shook his head. “I came home early from work and she was with this guy. He—He was inside of her, and she was moaning.”

“It’s okay, man. I don’t need the details,” I said. I moved aside to let him into my house, assuming he had nowhere else to go.

“The guy looked back and saw me, but he didn’t stop. He kept fucking her. He said he was almost done, and then he came a few seconds later. I went into the other room to cry, and then Karina came in and told me to stop being a baby. She told me that it was my fault for not being around enough.” He sat down on my couch and then stared blankly at my hardwood floor. “She said that I don’t know how to pleasure her, and that I should be happy that she’s still with me.”

“That’s awful,” I said. And for some reason, I found myself remembering what Karina told me: that Rob refused to stick his cock in her ass, even though it was obviously what she liked the most. This man Rob caught with Karina probably had his big dick in her ass as well. “But maybe it’s for the best—find another girl.”

“But I love Karina. I’ve loved her since the day I met her.”

“It’ll take some time to get over her,” I said. “Want me to make you a coffee or something?”

He shook his head slowly. “I just don’t understand why she did it.”

“How’s about a tea? I’ll make a tea. Turn on the Xbox. We can play some Call of Duty to get your mind off of her. Okay?” I got up and zipped over to the kitchen. I wanted to get him off the topic before I made the giant mistake of telling him that I’d also been with Karina. For some reason I had the urge to tell him, as if it would help him make up his mind about leaving her. But I knew I couldn’t let that secret slip. I knew it would only drive him away from me.

He didn’t turn on the Xbox. Instead, he continued to stare blankly at the floor. I just wanted the subject to change. I didn’t want to be the friend who had to have this chat. Why couldn’t he just dump her and be done with her?

My phone buzzed while I was in the kitchen making a pot of tea. I slipped out my phone and saw that I had a message from Karina. “Is my boyfriend at your house?” I stared at the message for a minute. I didn’t want her coming over and bringing this fight into my place—that was a sure-fire way to have my secret revealed to Rob. So I lied when I replied to Karina. “No, he’s not here. Why?”

“Do you know where that blonde slut lives by any chance?” she wrote.

“Sorry—I don’t know,” I wrote. Then I looked back up at Rob. He was still staring at the floor with defeat on his face.

“I just don’t know why she did it,” he said.

My phone buzzed again. “Do you know her phone number? Can you find it somehow?”

I quickly replied. “I really don’t know, and I’m just heading to bed. Sorry, Karina. I’m sure he’s not out with her though.”

My phone buzzed again, but this time I just turned my phone off instead of continuing the conversation. I brought a couple mugs of tea over to the living area. I took a seat right next to Rob. “It’ll be okay,” I said. I wasn’t good at consoling people.

“Do you think she’s cheated before? Or do you think this is a one-time thing? If it was just a one-time thing, I think I can change. I can get over this. People make mistakes—right?”

And once again, I was tempted to tell him what happened. I bit down on my lip and shrugged my shoulders. “I guess you could give her another chance—or you could move on before you invest any more time into her.”

He stared into my eyes, and I was worried he would be able to see the deceit on my face. I forced a smile. “Let’s play Call of Duty,” I said.

“I don’t want to play Call of Duty,” he said.

“Then what do you want to do? You shouldn’t just sit here and dwell. You’ll drive yourself crazy.”

“I don’t know what I want to do. I want to be with her. Why can’t I go back in time and just come home at a normal time? Why did I have to see that?”

“Why would you want to be oblivious? Ignorance isn’t really bliss, Rob.”

He looked back at the ground. “If we split up, she’ll have a new boyfriend by the end of the week—and I don’t know if I’ll ever have a new girlfriend. She’ll make a point of rubbing it in my face. I just know her so well—I know exactly what she’ll do. She’ll send me pictures and say it was by mistake, and then she’ll pretend like she feels bad for me. She knows how to get under my skin. She knows how to drive me crazy.”

“Then just forget about her. Move on before she has a chance to get under your skin. What time is it? I bet there are still some cuties hanging around the bars. Let’s go find you a girl to take home tonight. You can bring her here. The moment you spend five minutes with another girl, you’ll forget all about Karina—I promise.”

I was expecting him to shrug my suggestion away, so I was surprised when he looked up with glowing eyes. “Really? You’d help me pick up a girl tonight?” Then he looked back down at the floor. “No—I couldn’t do that. We haven’t officially split up yet. That would just be cheating.”

“I think you officially split up when she had sex with another man, Rob,” I said. Then he looked at me with those painful eyes, and I suddenly felt guilty for the words I’d chosen and for the actions I’d made with his girlfriend.

“Maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s already over. Do you think we could find a girl who would want to be with me? Do you think I still have a shot?”

“Rob—you’re one of the best looking guys I know. Girls are always asking about you. Whenever we’ve gone to a bar, girls are always ogling you. It might take you some time to recover emotionally for another relationship, but you certainly won’t have any issues finding a girl who will want you to fuck the living hell out of her.”

He cracked a small smile. And I couldn’t help but think that I was conquering my guilt. If I could just help Rob get over Karina, then I would be absolved of my wrongdoing. “I’ll put on my shoes and we’ll head out right now.”


CHAPTER III

I wasn’t a big fan of clubs, but I knew that’s where we were most likely to find a girl willing to put out for Rob. We had to wait in a small line to get in. The club was surprisingly busy for a weekday night. The girls were already drunk when we walked in, and we were already getting eyed up by a group of young women as we approached the bar.

Rob was lacking his usual confidence, but I knew the liquor would help. He’d always been a jolly drunk: he was the life of every party I’d ever been to. I waved down the bartender and ordered a couple of shots and a couple of beers. While the bartender was preparing our drinks, I slipped away to use the bathroom. “I’ll be thirty seconds,” I said. And I really was quick. But by the time I was back, Rob was chugging down the last of the second beer. Both shot glasses were empty, sitting next to an empty pint glass.

“Shit—Did you drink all of that?” I asked.

“Sorry,” I said. “I just needed something to get my mind off of Karina.”

So I ordered another shot and another beer. Rob threw his arm up and ordered himself another shot and another beer as well.

“Be sure to pace yourself, man. Have you eaten anything today even?” I asked.

“Not since breakfast,” he said. He pounded the shot back and instantly started chugging back the beer like a desperate alcoholic. My nerves tingled. I suddenly had a very bad feeling about this whole situation.

“Let’s go scope out the girls here,” I said, hoping to pull him away from that bar. I looked over a minute later and saw that his new beer was already empty. His cheeks were red and his eyes were sparkling. He was already drunk, and I suppose that’s exactly what he wanted.

We got a table near the middle of the room. I pointed out a number of girls who appeared to be single and looking to mingle. Rob was strangely shy. I’d never seen him act shy before—especially under the influence of alcohol.

There was one girl who I could tell he was into. She had short black hair and straight cut bangs. She was dancing alone, swaying from side to side with a big smile on her pink-cheeked face. “Go dance with her,” I said to Rob.

His face became red. “I don’t know. She probably just wants to dance alone.”

“Literally no one in the world wants to dance alone. Just go and dance with her, then buy her a drink. Be like the old Rob—go get her!”

I gave him a little shove. He stepped slowly off of his chair and then he stretched out his back. “I guess I could give it a shot,” he said. He moved slowly towards her, still holding his empty pint glass. I thought about telling him to put the glass down, but I didn’t want to kill his momentum. I watched as he stepped onto the dance floor. He started to dance awkwardly as he approached her from behind.

She spun around and saw him coming towards her. His moves were clunky and strange, but she didn’t seem to mind. She smiled and continued to dance. And suddenly, with no effort at all, they were dancing together. It was a good start—a solid step in the right direction. He just needed to spend a bit of time with other girls, to realize that Karina was really nothing special. I knew he would make that realization quickly.

I casually sat back and sipped my beer, turning my attention towards the television screen across the club, which was playing the hockey game, unlike all the other screens, which were playing some strange motion art project. I zoned out for a moment, remembering that I had to work in the morning, and it was almost the morning now. Then I looked back towards the dance floor and saw that Rob and the girl were gone. I looked around and spotted them at the bar. Rob was doing another shot and the girl was watching. I groaned, wishing I could somehow tell Rob to cool it with the alcohol consumption.

Then I saw him put his hand on her lower back. He rubbed gently, and she seemed into it, inching herself closer to him. I decided to make my way towards them, so I could do a bit of eavesdropping. I was happy for my friend—and I was especially happy because Karina was on her way to being nothing more than a distant memory. Soon, I wouldn’t have to worry about my dirty little secret getting out.

I got close and took a seat at a table just ten feet away from Rob and the dark-haired beauty. That’s when I heard Rob say, “You just remind me of how my girlfriend was when we first met.”

I planted my face into my hands. Why did he say that? What was he thinking?

He tried to correct himself, but he wasn’t making his position any better. “I mean my ex-girlfriend. Well, she’s not technically my ex yet, but she will be. At least I think she will be.”

I shook my head. My body was aching with sympathy pains. What was wrong with his stupid mouth? The girl was throwing herself at him and he had to find a way to ruin it. I looked over and watched as the girl took her free drink and walked away, leaving Rob alone at the bar.

I stepped in quickly. “Maybe don’t mention Karina again,” I said. “Let’s find another girl—and remember: no talk about girlfriends or ex-girlfriends.”

Rob looked upset. His smile was gone and his gaze was suddenly inward. I don’t think he’d ever been rejected before. I don’t think he knew until that very moment what it was like to have low confidence. “Don’t worry, dude. There are lots of girls here,” I said.

He nodded his head slowly. Then I pointed out a nearby blonde. “Right there—go and talk to her. I think that girl wants to dance. She’s been eyeing the dance floor for the last ten minutes. Go dance with her.”

Rob stood up slowly. He dragged his feet towards the girl. I couldn’t hear their short conversation, but I didn’t need to hear their words to know that she was rejecting him. He turned around slowly and dragged his feet back towards me.

His confidence was ruined. It was obvious from his slumped posture and his sunken eyes. He had his chance and he ruined it by bringing Karina into the conversation. Now, his night was over. “Let’s go back to my place. You can sleep in my guest room,” I said. I instantly remembered fucking Karina on my guest bed. I hadn’t changed the sheets since then.

“Thanks, Chris. You’re a good friend,” Rob said, patting me on the shoulder. I wanted to tell him that I wasn’t, but instead I just forced a smile.


CHAPTER IV

Karina was furious when Rob didn’t come home that night. Rob’s phone buzzed throughout the night, but he wasn’t answering her text messages. I didn’t have to look at his phone to know that she was accusing him of being out with another woman—not that it was any of her business at this point.

Rob was asleep when I got up for work. When I got home eight hours later, he was still in bed, staring blankly at the ceiling of my guest room. “You okay?” I asked. “Bad hangover?”

“No, I’m fine,” he said. There was very little emotion in his voice. My heart churned with guilt, even though I knew it wasn’t really my fault. Karina was sleeping around—if she hadn’t slept with me, she would have found someone else to sleep with, just like she did a few weeks later. So why should I feel any guilt?

“Want to go to the bar again? We can shake off some of yesterday’s bad luck.”

He shrugged his shoulders. So I just decided to leave him alone for a while. I made dinner, had a shower, watched some television, played some games, and then I started to worry that he was still in bed, still doing nothing. So I went back into the guest room again. “I think we should go to the club. What do you think?” I said.

He remained still for a moment, and then he sat up slowly. He took a deep breath and then he said, “Fine, let’s go.”

So we went to the bar. We started with a few drinks, which he downed quickly. Then he started scoping out girls. I tried my best to convince him to talk to a particularly beautiful redhead, but he had no desire to. He just wanted to stare blankly at the table. “This funk is just temporary,” I said. “In a week or two, you’ll feel better than ever. Just believe me.”

“I just hate her so much,” he said, taking me by surprise.

“What do you mean?”

“She cheated on me. How could she do that to me? She knew that my mom cheated on my dad—and then she cheated on me. And she had the balls to tell me that it was my fault? Fuck, I just hate her so much.” His hand was clenched into a fist. His anger was a step in the right direction, but I was worried about what he was going to do with it. The last thing I wanted was for my friend to go off and kill Karina. Sure, I hated her guts and I didn’t want her leaking my secret, but I didn’t want her dead.

“Well the best revenge would be to get over her quickly,” I said.

“Do you really think she would care?” he asked. He was looking into my eyes, and it took me a moment to realize that he was asking the question honestly. He really wanted to know my opinion on whether or not Karina would care if he moved on.

“I’m sure she would care.”

Then I watched as Rob smirked. “I could sleep with a girl and send her a picture: payback pictures. That’s what I should do, rather than giving her the satisfaction. She’s probably so satisfied right now, knowing that she broke me. She doesn’t deserve the satisfaction.” His fists clenched tighter.

I smiled and nodded. “Maybe don’t send her the photos. Maybe just move on and forget about her. The best way to get some payback would be to forget about her completely. That would really drive her man. If you send her photos, she’ll know that you’re still thinking about her.” I didn’t want her needing a reason to tell Rob that I slept with her. I didn’t need for her to have a reason to get some payback of her own.

Rob looked around. He spotted the redhead and his eyes grew wide. “Karina hated redheads,” he said. “So she would be perfect.”

I laughed nervously. I knew that Rob was handsome and muscular enough to pick up any girl he wanted. So if he really wanted to get this cruel payback, it wouldn’t be difficult.

I watched as he stood up and approached the girl. My heart began to pound. I felt like I had to stop him. I should have never slept with his girlfriend—what was I thinking? I knew that she was crazy, and I should have known that she would just use our romp as ammunition in her little war with Rob.

Rob stood close to the redhead as he talked to her. He stepped in even closer and put his hand on her arm. He was smiling confidently, but he still had that terrifying look in his eyes. His thirst for revenge was obvious and frightening. I stepped closer, hoping to pull him away from the girl and talk him out of his vengeful idea. Then, before I could even get within earshot, the girl reached up and slapped him across the face. His head spun to the side and then he froze as she stormed off. Heads turned to look at the pathetic man, standing with his head corked to the side. His eyes were closed, as if he was trying to will away the humiliation.

I felt bad for him, but a part of me was happy that his plot for vengeance had been foiled. “You okay?” I asked, tapping his shoulder gently.

“I’m fine. I just picked the wrong girl.”

Fifteen minutes later, another girl slapped him across the face and stormed off. “What are you saying to these girls?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m just complimenting them and making a move. You can’t always win.” He tried again and again that night, and he was relentlessly turned down. Finally, around midnight, I convinced him to call it quits for the night. “I just need a few pictures. Why won’t these girls just pose for a few pictures for me? They don’t have to even put out if they don’t want to.”

“Girls are complicated, I guess,” I said.

He faked an awkward laugh. “It’s too bad you can’t just put on a dress and we can fake some pictures to send to Karina,” he said.

“Don’t worry. We’ll find someone to help us,” I said.

We went back to my place and I went to bed because I had to be up in five hours for work.

But I was only asleep for two hours before a faint noise woke me up. I slowly opened my eyes as I noticed the sound of whimpering. I got up and pressed my ear against the wall between my room and the guest room. I could hear him crying. And once again, that guilt filled my gut, making me nauseous and light headed. Was this partly my fault? Had I not slept with Karina that night, would anything be different? Or was it possible I just accelerated the end of their relationship? Could I have done Rob a giant favor by plugging his girlfriend’s asshole with my cock?

Regardless of whether I was to blame for Rob’s current torment, I knew that I needed to be a part of the solution. If he wanted to get his revenge, then maybe I needed to help him get his revenge, however he wanted to get it, as long as he wasn’t committing any crimes.

As I was dozing off, I had an idea to help, which didn’t involve Rob being slapped in the face by a myriad of women and slowly chipping away at his confidence.


CHAPTER V

I don’t really know why I decided I would help Rob get his payback. I knew that I was putting myself at risk in more ways than one—but I guess I thought that the universe would bless me with some sort of karmic retribution. Maybe Karina would leave me out of her vengeance—or maybe she wouldn’t even care if Rob sent her a set of payback pictures. Maybe Rob just needed to get a little bit of venting out of his system.

On the way home from work I stopped at an adult store. I’d seen the store many times from the road but I’d never been inside. I wasn’t expecting the space to be so big. One side of the store was a mass of pink and flesh tone, filled with DVDs and magazines: shelves that reached from the floor all the way to the tall ceilings. The middle of the store was a selection of sex toys: some more practical than others. You had your garden-variety vibrators, and then you had your life-sized rubber fists. Which hole were those supposed to go in? Or were they just joke gifts for bachelorette parties?

Finally, at the back of the store were the lingerie, heels, and wigs. I immediately recognized a few of the skimpy outfits: the prostitute who stood down the street from my office must have shopped here.

I awkwardly walked across the heavily sexualized place towards those outfits. The options seemed endless. Everything was sealed in small plastic bags. They had just about everything I could think of. I even jokingly thought about a sexy werewolf costume, and then I found it further down the shelf. I giggled and then someone tapped on my shoulder, making me jump. “Jesus!” I yelped. Apparently I was on edge.

A tiny woman who couldn’t have been older than nineteen was standing in a tiny dress. She stared up at me with a big smile on her face. “Dressing up?” she said.

I shook my head and quickly spurted out my pre-planned speech. “I’m here to buy something for my wife. She’s, uh, about my size. Sometimes she even wears my shoes.” I bit down on my tongue. I hadn’t planned on spurting out all of that information at once in such an unnatural way. Now it was probably even more obvious that I was looking for a costume for myself.

The tiny woman giggled—surely at my expense—and then she motioned towards the large number of outfits. “Well, all of these come in every size. I would say that you—I mean your wife—would be a medium.”

I bit down harder on my tongue, hoping the pain would stop my face from turning dark red. “Right. Perfect. I mean, she’s a bit smaller than me—maybe an inch shorter and five pounds lighter. But that won’t make a difference, right?” I don’t know why I cared what this stranger though. I knew I would never see her again, and I’m sure she’d met crazier people than me. Hell, she’d probably met crazier people within the last few hours. There was a reason she immediately assumed I was there as a cross-dresser…

But I wasn’t a cross-dresser. I was just going to help a buddy out. I would put the outfit on for fifteen minutes, and then I would toss it in the garbage.

“Our more contemporary styles are over here,” the girl said, leading me around a corner to another wall of skimpy outfits. “This one here is very popular with women right now. It even comes with the wig.” She pulled the outfit off of the wall and handed it to me.

The title of the package was ‘Russian Beauty’. It included a lacy black bra, high-waisted strappy panties, a sheer black kimono, and a jet-black wig, cut into a bob with straight bangs. The model on the package looked sexy in the picture—and she had a flat chest, unlike ninety-nine percent of the other models, who had massive fake breasts.

I stared at the package for a long moment, trying to decide if I would be able to pull it off—at least for the sake of a few photos. I had a slender body—not too different from the model in the picture.

“We have a little makeup kit that would go well with this outfit,” the shop girl said, zipping away and then returning with a little box. “It has the same eyelashes as the girl in the picture.” She handed me the box and I stared at it. My plan was to not get my face in any pictures, but maybe it would be a safe bet to apply a touch of makeup before the shoot—just in case my face snuck into some background mirror reflection or something. Also, the little makeup kit was only fifteen dollars.

“Thank you,” I said. I had to bite down on my tongue again, this time to fight away the humiliation. My tongue was starting to hurt. I remembered that I still hadn’t told Rob about this plan. I still had no idea if he would be into it. In fact, he might even be offended, thinking that I was trying to pity him after two nights of complete rejection. I could only hope that he would understand that I was just trying to help. “I’ll take all of it.”

On our way to the counter, she stopped and grabbed a pair of black heels. “These are on sale, and they’ll match your outfit.”

“My wife’s outfit,” I said, even though I knew my cover was already blown. I took the heels, which were very tall. I wondered if I would be able to stand in them—even just for a couple of pictures.

As I was checking out, the girl slipped a little bottle into my bag. “For spending over forty dollars, you get a promotional perfume,” she said.

“Oh—that’s okay. I don’t need it,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It will help to get everyone in the mood,” she said. The comment made my arms and legs tingle. What did she mean? Did she still think that the outfit was for me? Was she assuming that there was no wife in my life? I noticed she was looking at my hand, and that’s when I realized I wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. I bit down on my tongue one last time so that I could force an awkward smile. Why didn’t I go with girlfriend? Why did I have to create a fictional wife?

I took my bag and left the store without saying another word to the cute little shopkeeper. Now it was time to head home and get Rob on board with this crazy scheme.

He was sitting on the couch when I walked in. His eyes were heavy and he was staring at the television, which wasn’t even turned on. He was still in his pyjamas. “How are you feeling?” I asked, slipping that pink bag behind my back—not quite ready to reveal my plan to him yet.

He looked at me slowly before saying. “Fine.”

“Did you eat anything?” I asked.

“I had some crackers, I think. Or maybe that was yesterday.”

“You should eat,” I said. “We can order Chinese. You love Chinese, right?”

He shrugged his shoulders. I hated seeing him so depressed. His eyes appeared to be red, as if he’d been crying. But why was he taking the breakup so hard today? Was it some sort of anniversary?

I decided not to suggest my plan to him right there. Instead, I slipped away and took my little pink bag up to my bedroom to hide it until a better time popped up. And that’s when I noticed the open laptop sitting on the guest bed across the hall. I looked around and then snuck over to see what he’d been looking at.

Karina’s Instagram was open, and her latest picture was of her hugging another man. The caption simply read, ‘Take that.’ My heart swelled for Rob. Now I knew why he was so broken. She moved on so easily. The little confidence he had left was probably shattered now.

I had to do it. I had to give him the gift of revenge. It was all I could do—and it was the only way I could think to right the wrong of sleeping with his now ex-girlfriend. So I took that little pink bag and I went back downstairs. “Hey Rob,” I said. My hands were trembling and I knew that I was taking a big gamble. He looked back at me as I held up the pink bag. “I have an idea.”


CHAPTER VI

To be honest, I was shocked when Rob agreed to my sissy payback idea. He seemed to think it was a good idea, but he had a few stipulations he wanted to add. “You have to shave everything. And we can’t do it here in your house. She knows your house too well. We can go to my parents’ house—they’re away until Monday.”

A part of me was hoping that he would shut my idea down, but I would still get the karma points for putting in the effort. It was the karma I was after, after all, and not an evening of sissy cross-dressing. But I couldn’t be upset—it was my idea. So now I had to go through with it.

I spent the next two hours in the bathroom getting ready. I started with a shower, slowly shaving all of the hair off of my legs, crotch, chest, armpits, and even my arms. I rubbed moisturizer all over my body once I was out of the shower to prevent razor burn.

I did up my face while my hair dried. I carefully put the fake eyelashes over my natural eyelashes (which took a few tries) and then I used the small eyeliner pen to draw dark lines on my upper eyelids. I had to tweeze a few eyebrow hairs to make my brows look more feminine, which I wasn’t terribly happy about. I could only hope that no one at work noticed my newly shaped eyebrows. I used a touch of eyebrow filler to match the look on the cover of my lingerie set.

For my lips, I used a bit of gloss, and for my skin I used a bit of concealer and a touch of blush. I didn’t really know what I was doing, so I didn’t want to overdo it.

My face still looked masculine, which was a surprising relief. It was nice to know that I couldn’t just become a woman with a bit of makeup and some fake eyelashes. So I had a smile on my face—until I put on my wig. Suddenly, everything changed. The straight bangs and curved sides apparently masked my masculine features, making my face shape appear softer and more feminine.

I spent a few minutes staring at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out how it was possible, or if my eyes were just playing tricks on me. I was tired, after all—after two nights of staying up late and consuming lots of alcohol. Maybe that was all just catching up with me. Maybe I really looked ridiculous and I just couldn’t see it.

My masculinity vaporized even more when I put the choker on to cover the slight lump of my Adam’s apple. And then, once I had my lingerie on, that masculinity was nowhere to be seen. I had to stuff a bit of toilet paper into the cups of my top—otherwise it all fit perfectly. The black straps on my shoulders make my figure appear smaller, and the straps around my hips showed off curves I didn’t know I had. I stared into the mirror and watched as my face turned red with embarrassment, even though I hadn’t showed myself off to Rob yet.

But in my humiliation, there was a bit of relief. I was far from recognizable. Even if my face slipped into a shot or two, Karina would have no idea who I was.

It was a long, awkward drive to Rob’s house. I sat in the backseat because his front windows weren’t tinted. I had a jacket on over my skimpy lingerie, but my bare legs were still exposed. Every time we pulled up to a red light, I would sink down in my seat, as low as I could go, worried someone would look over and see me through that tinted window. It was bad enough when Rob would check his rear-view mirror and our eyes would meet.

I laughed at one point, wondering if this was how prostitutes felt when being driven by their clients. I kept catching my own reflection in the tinted window next to me: I really did look like a hooker. And in that muddied reflection, I was actually kind of hot—and I suppose for the sake of this particular scheme, that was a good thing.

We pulled into the alleyway behind his parents’ house, and we parked in his back driveway. I looked around before getting out of the car. Some of the lights were on in the neighbouring houses. What if someone looked down as we walked into the house? What difference did it make? I had to remind myself that I wasn’t recognizable—and even if I was, none of Rob’s parents’ neighbours knew who I was.

I kept catching whiffs of myself. I don’t really know why I put on that perfume before leaving the house. I thought it would somehow get me into the right mind-set for our little photo-shoot. Or maybe I thought it would help to get Rob into the right mind-set—or maybe I was just worried we would run into someone and then perfume would help to convince them that I was a real woman, so they wouldn’t figure out my identity or think that Rob was taking a tranny home to fuck. But now, as I stood in Rob’s living room while Rob went and closed all of the curtains, that smell was tormenting me: reminding me that I was dressed up in skimpy lingerie for a photo-shoot, so that my sissy photos could be sent to a crazy woman.

Once the curtains were closed, Rob flicked on a few lamps, making the room bright with warm lamplight. “I think we’ll get the shots in here,” he said. “My dad turned my old bedroom into a poker room, and the idea of using my parents bedroom is just creepy.”

“Sure,” I said awkwardly with a quiet voice.

“I guess we’ll just use my phone to take the photos?”

“Whatever works,” I said.

The room became silent. The tension was making my stomach ache. After a minute or terrible silence, Rob said, “Why don’t we have a couple of drinks first?” He went straight to his parents’ liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of Jameson whiskey. He took down two glasses and poured deep shots. He handed one to me. I downed it faster than him for once in my life. Then he poured two more, which we sipped over the next few minutes while we waited for that first gulp to do its work.

“Climb up onto the couch, with your knees on the cushions and your back to me,” he finally said, pointing at his parents’ big brown couch. I looked at that couch for a moment while trying to think of reasons not to go through with my own idea. But I could think of nothing, so I carefully stepped towards the couch in my tall heels. I climbed up and grasped the back of the couch. The strappy lingerie and sheer kimono did nothing to hide my butt. I had to reach around and pick my panties out from my ass crack, so it would look like I was wearing something. Then I pulled my cock and ball sack forward, to make sure they were out of Rob’s picture. Then I heard his camera phone snap a photo. My heart skipped a beat and I closed my eyes tight. He snapped another photo.

“I think that’s a good one,” he said. “Now look back at me.”

“I don’t think we should show my face,” I said.

“Why not?”

“What if she recognizes me?”

“She won’t. I just want to get the side of your face—not the whole thing.”

So I turned my head slightly—just enough that I could see him holding up that camera. He told me to straighten my back and perk up my bum, so I followed the command. My heart skipped another beat as he snapped another picture.

“Cool,” he said. “That’s actually kind of hot.” He walked around to show me the picture. I laughed awkwardly—because he was right: I did look kind of hot. My butt was surprisingly round and my body had some nice curves. That photo could have been in a magazine had it been taken with a better camera.

“So is that it?” I asked. “Think that’s enough.”

“I mean—I don’t know,” he said. “I suppose I should get into a shot, otherwise she might think I just found these pictures on the Internet.”

“Has she never been to your parents’ house before?” I asked.

He shook his head. “There’s a mirror over here. Let’s get a selfie.” I climbed off of the couch and walked over to the mirror with him. While he wasn’t look, I reached down and stuffed my cock and ball sack between my legs, and I made sure the thin strip of black satin was adequately covering my crotch. I stood next to Rob and stared into the mirror. My heart was suddenly filled with dread, seeing a full-body reflection of myself for the first time. I really did look convincing, but I could still see a glimmer of myself—and there was a chance Karina would see that same glimmer.

Rob reached out his arm. “You’ll have to come in close,” he said.

“We can’t get my face in this one,” I said. I couldn’t stop looking into my eyes, which were still my eyes.

“Pretend to be kissing my neck. Wrap your arms around me.”

I followed his command, burying my face between his shoulder and his face, with my arms around his body. Then I heard him snap a few shots. “There,” he said. “I think that will work.”

I pulled myself away quickly, wiping the smell of his cologne off of my face. I’m not even sure why he put on cologne. Maybe the same reason I put on perfume…

“That’s all you need?” I said.

He was silent for a moment. He stared down at his phone, flicking through the few shots he took. Then he looked at me and said, “Well, there’s maybe one more shot I wouldn’t mind getting—a shot that would really get to her.”

“Let’s just get it while I have all of this makeup and stuff on,” I said.

“It will be kind of awkward, but just for a minute,” he said.

“It’s fine. Let’s just do it.”

“Okay. Get down on your knees in front of me. And then just close your eyes. I’m going to pull down my pants—but don’t look. We’ll make it look like you’re giving me a blowjob, but she’ll just see the back of your head.”

My heart stuttered and my stomach rolled, but the shot was a good idea. So I carefully lowered myself to my knees and then I shut my eyes firmly. I listened as he undid his belt and unzipped his fly. Then I heard his pants hit the floor. “Stand up just a bit taller,” he said. So I stood up taller. “Now lean a bit closer.” So I leaned a bit closer.

Then I had the urge to take a peek. I don’t know why I did it or what came over me, but I opened my eyes just slightly: just enough to see his long, thick cock dangling an inch from my lips. His pubic hair was dark and dense. I shut my eyes quickly.

I heard him snap a few photos.

My heart clenched and fluttered. Then, without opening my eyes, I said, “Do you want to get an angle looking down really quick, of me with it in my mouth—just really quickly, while it’s flaccid.”

He was silent. My heart plunged into my stomach. Why did I make that offer? What the hell was I thinking? I didn’t want his cock anywhere near my mouth, never mind in my mouth! And I assumed he didn’t want his cock anywhere near my mouth—so I was shocked when he said, “Okay, just open your mouth for a second. And whatever you do, don’t bite down.” He laughed nervously. I kept my eyes closed as I slowly parted my lips. The room became silent for a moment, then I suddenly felt something warm and soft touch the flat of my tongue. I jumped slightly but managed to remain in place. I felt his shaft slide towards the back of my throat. “Okay, close your lips around it and I’ll get a quick photo.” I followed the command, and then I heard him snapping the photos.

I could feel his shaft throbbing while my nose was nestled into his soft pubic mane. I was pretty sure his cock was getting bigger and harder in my mouth. Was he aroused? Was it just a natural repercussion of having his cock in my mouth, or was he actually into me? I opened my mouth suddenly and leaned my head back. Then I turned away and rose to my feet. “Did you get it?” I asked nervously. I could feel redness filling my cheeks.

He quickly pulled his boxers back up. His face was surprisingly redder than mine. He looked at his phone for a moment, and then he said, “I think those are perfect. It really looks like you’re blowing me.” He turned his screen towards me. And it really did look like I was sucking him off.

“So is that it? Are we done? Should I go wash the makeup off?” I said. I was too afraid to look him in the eye.

He was silent again. He looked down my body and then he looked back at the couch. “Well, maybe we can just get a few more to be safe. I have a couple more ideas that will really drive Karina crazy.”

“Okay, sure,” I said. My heart was pounding. Now I just wanted this evening to be done with. I wanted those pictures to be sent to Karina so that I could never think about them again. I wanted Rob to feel vindicated so that I would never have to see him so depressed again.

“Get back on the couch, on your hands and knees this time.”

I went back to the couch, climbing up carefully. My legs were trembling, making it even harder to balance in my tall heels. I reached between my legs again to make sure my skimpy lingerie properly contained my package. Then Rob climbed up behind me. “Just don’t look back—okay?” he said.

“Okay,” I replied. I stared down at the couch cushions. The room became silent again. The couch wobbled slightly as he wriggled out from his boxers. Then the couch became still, but nothing was happening. I was tempted to look back, but I fought back the urge. And that’s when I saw a mirror far across the room. I could see myself, on my hands and knees, and I could see Rob behind me, with his cock in his hand. He was stroking himself, getting himself erect. I looked away from that mirror with a quick snap. A lump was suddenly clogging up my throat.

Then I heard him snapping more shots. I assumed he was getting shots with his erection hovering over my perky ass. I tried to perk it up even more, curving my back down and tilting my head back, to make my curves more appealing.

“You can touch it to me, if that helps,” I said softly.

He didn’t respond. Instead, after a silent moment, I felt his warm shaft press up vertically between my butt cheeks. He snapped another photo.

“Can I pull your panties down a bit?” he asked.

“Let me do it,” I said. I had to make sure that nothing was nudged out of place. I carefully shimmied my panties down to the bottom of my ass, exposing my asshole, but still holding my ball sack and cock where they needed to be. Then I planted my hands back down. He pressed his cock between my cheeks again, this time sliding his tip to my taint, where my pussy should have been. He snapped some more photos.

“Will she recognize your cock?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “And the tattoo on my wrist.” I forgot that he had a small Chinese symbol tattooed on his wrist. I couldn’t remember what it meant—not that it mattered. “Do you think she’ll be able to tell that these pictures were staged?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Can you think of any ways to make them look more real?” he asked.

“What do you mean by real?”

He was quiet for a moment. “Like, as if we actually fucked.”

That lump filled my throat again. I tried my best to will it away, but my efforts were futile. “I don’t know. What if you just put your tip in me—just enough to make it look like you’re penetrating me.”

That horrible silence returned. “You wouldn’t mind?”

“Just the tip,” I said.

And once again, that silence was back. After a few seconds, I heard the sound of saliva squishing between an erection and a set of thick fingers. I looked up at that mirror and saw him pumping his shaft, getting it moist. Then I closed my eyes again, a mere moment before I felt that tip press up against my asshole. “Ready?” he asked.

I nodded my head. Then he started to push into me. I could feel the warm, wet pressure. It was a strange feeling. “You have to stop clenching, or it won’t go in,” he said. I bit down on my sore tongue and then I forced my muscles to relax. And then I felt a sudden thrust into me. I gasped and turned my head to look back, to make sure he hadn’t just pierced me with a two-foot pole. But he didn’t have his whole cock inside of me—just his tip, as promised.

“Shit,” he muttered.

“What is it?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Nothing. It’s just… it’s really tight.”

“It feels weird,” I said. “Did you get your picture?”

“I’m getting it now.” He held up his phone and then he snapped a few photos. “I think I need to push it in deeper so it looks more real.”

“Okay,” I said.

“You don’t mind?”

“No—just do it.”

I closed my eyes and felt him pushing. I heard him grunt, and then I felt his rigid shaft sliding in deeper. I groaned and squirmed. I had to focus hard to keep my muscles relaxed, so I wouldn’t clench and expel him from my asshole.

He snapped a few more photos. “She’s going to hate this,” he said. “She always wanted me to fuck her in the ass.”

I suddenly remembered my time with Karina, sticking my cock into her ass. I remembered her moaning and trembling and screaming out in pleasure. Now, I was in her place, but I wasn’t feeling the same ecstasy. But was it possible? Could a man feel that intense pleasure from taking a cock in the ass? If I told Rob to start pumping me, would I end up having the same intense orgasm she had on my guest bed?

“You can go deeper if you want. I think I can take it,” I said.

He pushed in deeper. I tried not to groan, but I ended up letting a little one slip. I could feel him throbbing inside of me—but it didn’t hurt like I thought it would.

“If I’m already this deep, would you be against me getting a ten second video?” he said. “I think that would be more than enough proof that we really did it.”

“Okay. Do it,” I said. I planted my face down on the couch cushion and I prepared myself for the worst, drawing a deep breath of air into my lungs. I heard the dinging of his phone as he pressed record. Then he started to pull his shaft back. I figured it was my cue to let out a sissy moan, to really sell the video, so I made my best feminine sound.

He pushed his cock into me and pulled it out again. Then I felt his hand slap against my butt cheek before rubbing it firmly. He groaned and I felt his cock swell. He pumped me about five times before stopping the video. Then he pulled his shaft out of me, leaving me with a strange empty feeling. “Did you get what you need?” I asked. My voice cracked slightly. There was a strange pleasant buzzing between my legs.

“I think so,” he said.

“Do you think you could come?” I asked. “Maybe you could get a video like you just got out, but it ends with you pulling out and coming.” I closed my eyes again in an attempt to fight off the humiliation. Was I seriously asking my friend to fuck me in the ass and come on my back?

“I think I could—as long as you don’t mind,” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “May as well while I’m still in this outfit.”

“Okay,” he said. He stroked his cock for a moment before turning the tip down to my hole again. I relaxed my muscles so that he could push it into me. Then I bit down on my tongue as he started recording the fucking. He grunted with each penetration. He was sinking his cock in deep—and he had to, to sell the video. Though at this point, there was no illusion to sell: now he was really fucking me. Now, the only challenge was to stop myself from letting any obviously masculine sounds slip out from my mouth.

That tingling was growing stronger. I could feel my cock swelling in my tight panties. I was worried that it was going to slip out from that thin satin grasp and fall into the video, so I reached down and grabbed my cock, holding it firmly while keeping myself impressively balanced on one hand.

It was strange, feeling my friend’s hairy pelvis slapping against my ass, and feeling his veiny shaft exploring the inside of my body. I’d never had a gay thought before in my life, but now I was having gay sex with my best friend. But it wasn’t really sex—it was just a performance for the video, right? It’s not like we were actually being intimate together.

Though if we weren’t being intimate, why was his cock so hard? Why was it swelling up and about to burst? Why was my own cock tingling with an intense pleasure that I’d never felt before? Why did I want to scream his name out loud?

“Fuck me harder,” I groaned. And then shut my mouth, worried I was about to incriminate myself in the video. But the words came out with a surprisingly feminine twang. Maybe I was really starting to get into this character. Maybe I this cross-dressing thing was more fitting than I thought.

I groaned and tightened the grip I had on my package. That tingling was intense now, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. My legs were trembling, and then suddenly I felt something wet. I looked down and saw globs of white goo oozing out from between my fingers. The palm of my hand was hot and wet and full of cum, and my cock was still ejaculating. I watched as that cum dripped down onto the couch cushions. “Fuck,” I muttered with a mixture of elation and humiliation.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” he groaned. He pumped me faster, making that pleasure even more intense for just a few more seconds. Then he pulled his thick cock out from my body and slapped it down against my lower back. I could feel each shot of hot cum streaking across my bare skin. A few shots nearly reached the back of my neck. I squirmed and moaned and allowed my asshole to pucker, as if it was begging for more. I finally had to plant my cum-covered hand down so I wouldn’t topple over. The couch was already covered in my cum, so it’s not like I was making much more of a mess.

Then I heard the sound of Rob ending his recording. He put his phone down and then he stumbled back. “I’ll, uh, get a towel to clean you off.”

“Thanks,” I said, remaining still while he fetched a towel. I looked down at my own pile of cum. I was worried about what he would think when he saw it.

When he came back, I watched his eyes move to that small white puddle. “Was that you?” he asked.

“I’m sorry. It just happened.” I felt my face becoming a shade of dark purple.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I’ll clean it up. And then we should get back to your place.”

“Okay,” I said. I got up and put my coat on over my little outfit. I left the wig and makeup on, seeing as I had no male clothes to change into at the moment. I didn’t want to be half transformed, in case we ended up being pulled over by a cop or spotted by some pedestrian crossing the road.


CHAPTER VII

“When are you going to send that stuff to Karina?” I asked once I stepped out from the bathroom after taking a shower at my house.

Rob was staring down at his phone. He looked up at me slowly, and I couldn’t help but notice him looking down at my legs, which were still hairless, and would be for a few more weeks. “I already sent her the message.”

“Can I see what pictures you picked?” I asked.

He opened up his chat window and then he handed me the phone. And there I was, all dolled up, posing for the camera. I scrolled down and saw that video. I awkwardly pressed the play button with the volume muted, and then I stood as I watched Rob’s fat cock plunging in and out from my asshole. I quickly skimmed to the end, watching the part where he pulled out and coated my back. I didn’t realize how much cum he produced until I watched that video. I handed the phone back.

“I’m just waiting for her to reply,” he said. “It says she already saw the message.”

“Do you feel better?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t really know what I’m feeling,” he said. His comment made my heart tremble. I also didn’t know what I was feeling, so I could only imagine his emotions were similar to mine. Our photo-shoot romp shouldn’t have been so much fun, and it shouldn’t have felt so good. While I was taking a shower, I found myself trying to think of a reason to do it again—some way to convince him that he needed more pictures and more videos. But I pushed those thoughts away. They didn’t belong in my head, so why were they there?

Rob spent the rest of that night staring at his phone, waiting for that reply. But it didn’t seem like any progress had been made. Would Karina’s reply really make him feel better? Now, he seemed just as obsessed with her as before—maybe even more so. And I certainly didn’t want to think that I went through all of that humiliation for nothing. Now I had thoughts in my head that didn’t belong there, and it was possible I’d put them there for no reason at all.

It was the middle of the night when my phone started buzzing, waking me up. I rolled over and squinted as I looked at the bright screen. I was getting a call from Karina. I froze as I stared at that screen, hoping that I would wake up and realize I was just having a nightmare. ‘MISSED CALL’ appeared on my screen for a short moment, then she called again, apparently desperate to get through to me.

I panicked and clicked the green button to answer the call. Then I slowly brought the phone to my ear. “H—Hello?” I said, trying to act cool and casual.

“Hey Chris,” she said.

“What time is it? Why are you calling?”

“Is Rob there? I haven’t seen him in days, and I got this disturbing message from him. It’s really important that I talk to him.”

I paused for a moment. My head was spinning with anxiety, but I had no idea what any of it meant. “He’s—uh—he’s not here,” I said. “Sorry.”

“Well then do you mind if I swing by. I need to talk to someone about this, and you’re the only person picking up the phone.”

“I have to work in a few hours, Karina. I’m sorry. Can it wait until tomorrow?”

“When are you done work tomorrow?” she asked.

“Two,” I said. My heart was fluttering up in my throat.

“I guess it can wait. But I just need to talk to someone. It’s very important.” I knew that she had lots of friends—so why did she want to talk to me? I was tempted to shut her down and to tell her not to call me anymore, but I didn’t want to give her a reason to tell Rob what we did that night he was blackout drunk.

So I politely hung up the phone, with plans to meet her at her apartment as soon as my shift at work was finished. And naturally, I didn’t get another minute of sleep that night. After I put that phone down, I was wide-awake, staring blankly at my ceiling, wondering what she wanted to talk about, and why she wanted to talk to me. I wondered if she ever messaged Rob back, or if he was still waiting for that reply. And was I supposed to tell Rob that I was going to meet with her? Or was that supposed to remain a secret between Karina and I—another secret?

Luckily work was slow the next day, because I could hardly focus for five minutes at a time before either thinking about Karina or about the fact that I put on a disguise and allowed my best friend to fuck me in the ass until he came all over me. It didn’t help that my bum was a bit tender now, twelve hours after our awkward fuck.

I watched the clock constantly as it ticked towards the end of my shift. I wanted it to tick slower so that I had more time to mentally prepare myself for my meeting with Karina, but at the same time I wanted it to move faster so I could get this horrible meeting over with. That shift seemed to stretch out over an eternity, but by the end of it, I was no closer to feeling prepared to meet with her face-to-face.

My hands were trembling as I drove to her apartment. I walked slowly up to her apartment door, trying to control my breathing, hoping I could settle down my heart rate before it was time to meet my fate. I still had absolutely no idea what she wanted to talk about.

She answered the door quickly, stepping aside immediately to let me in. She was wearing a tiny denim dress with big round buttons extending from the low cut top all the way to the base of the short skirt. She brushed past me and went straight to her kitchenette. “Can I get you a drink? Tea? Coffee?”

“I’m okay. I actually don’t have long, so if you want to get right to whatever you wanted to talk about, that would be great,” I said, leaving my shoes on as I remained near her door.

She looked up at me. “But I really want to talk—I don’t just want to tell you something. We can’t have a meaningful conversation if we don’t sit down and relax first—can we?”

I fought back the urge to bite my tongue. “I don’t know,” I said.

“So have you seen Rob lately? Is he doing okay?”

“I haven’t seen him in weeks,” I lied.

“Really? Then where is he? I called all of his other friends and they said they haven’t seen him. I think someone’s lying to me.” She appeared to be genuinely worried, sitting down on the couch with both hands clasped around a mug of hot coffee. Her skin seemed paler than usual.

“I tried texting him today, but I didn’t hear anything back,” I said, lying again.

“You’ve really heard nothing from him?” she asked.

I shook my head. Then she let a tiny smirk slip, but only for a second—or maybe it was just in my head. Maybe there was no smirk. Maybe that was just her trying to dampen her dry lips. “I got this strange message from him last night. He was with a girl. Tell me—do you recognize this girl?” She flicked through her phone, and then she turned her screen to me, showing me the photo of Rob and I together, with my face buried against his shoulder.

“Do you have a picture of her face?” I asked, pushing the words past the horrible lump in my throat.

“Just this one,” she said, taking the phone back and flipping to another picture. She turned her screen to me, showing me the shot of me on my knees, with my back to the camera. Only a sliver of my face was visible, but it was enough to make my gut turn. “Hm—I don’t know her. Why did he send those to you?”

“Well, I’m not sure if you heard, but we split up,” she said. “I posted a photo of me with a friend of mine. I’m guessing Rob thought the guy was more than my friend, so he picked up some hoe for revenge.” She put her phone down.

But how could she say that it was just a photo of her with a friend? The caption literally read ‘Take that’. I just smiled and nodded my head.

“He didn’t mention any of this to you?” she said.

I shook my head. “Like I said: I haven’t seen him in a while.”

She nodded her head. “Right. Well that’s really strange, because when I turn on Find My Friends, I can see that his phone is in your house.” She lifted her phone up again and turned it to me. Now my heart was deep in the pit of my stomach. I felt the colour draining from my face. I wanted to laugh the ‘coincidence’ off, but I knew that she had me cornered now. Now I knew why she wanted to meet me in person: so she could come down on me with her evil fury. “And last night, I saw that Rob’s phone moved from your house to his parents house, and then back again—no stopping in between to, say, pick up a chick and then to drop her off again.”

Now she was certainly smirking, looking deep into my eyes.

“I don’t know what to say,” I said.

“Well, you can start by admitting that Rob is at your house. Unfortunately, he’s too stupid to take me off his Find My Friends app.”

“Okay, fine. He’s at my house. He’s been a miserable wreck. And that photo of you with your friend—by the way—was obviously an attack on Rob.”

“Mind your business,” she snapped. Her eyes narrowed, and I felt strangely intimidated, as I always seemed to in her tiny presence.

“Now, my question is, who is the girl and where did she come from. If Rob made no stops between your house and his parents’ house, then that means the girl either met him at your place or at his parents’ place. So I’ll ask you again: who’s the girl?” She held the phone out again, this time showing me the picture of my face buried in Rob’s pubic hair, his cock buried in my mouth.

I shook my head slowly. “I—I don’t know,” I said.

She nodded her head with that big grin. “Right. Did I mention that your eyebrows are very pretty today? I really like the way you’ve shaped them.”

Now I was nauseous, on the verge of throwing up. I was caught. I had no idea how much she knew, so I couldn’t even begin to formulate a lie. So I just remained silent. She walked closer to me, putting her hands gently on my hips.

“C’mon, Chris. Tell me what you know. I’ll make it worth your while. You know I have this special talent that you don’t know about. I can make a man cum in less than thirty seconds only using my tongue. Want to see how I do it?”

My skin felt cold as she gently moved her hands up and down, staring into my eyes seemingly without blinking. “I need to get going,” I said. But I didn’t have the courage to take a step back. I just remained frozen.

“Let me feel that big cock of yours again,” she said in a soft, sexy voice. She pushed her fingers down the front of my jeans, and I did nothing to stop her. I felt her fingertips creep close to my shaft, but then they veered slightly to the side, moving down towards my taint. “I seem to remember you having more hair last time. Am I mistaken?” Her grin grew bigger. She knew Rob fucked me in the ass. But how did she know? Did she just put the pieces together, or was it obvious in the photos?

“What do you want from me?” I asked. “I just want Rob to move on so he stops destroying himself. I’m just trying to be a good friend. Is that really so wrong?”

She giggled. “Were you trying to be a good friend when you fucked me while he was passed out right next to us?”

Now I was silent, unsure of how to respond. “We made a mistake. Mistakes happen,” I said. “You seduced me. You initiated the sex—not me.”

“But you could have stopped yourself.”

“Whatever—you cheated with other guys too. It’s not like I ruined your relationship.”

Now her smirk was gone. She stared into my eyes. “What do you know?” she said.

“Rob told me everything—that you cheated on him, and that’s why you split up.”

She laughed and shook her head. “You’re such a sweet friend, Chris. So if you’re so innocent, I guess you won’t mind if I tell Rob about what we did, right?”

Now my muscles and joints were tense. I stared into her eyes, then I darted my gaze away. “Don’t tell him. Please don’t tell him,” I said.

“Despite what you think, you deserve to be punished, Chris. And I’m willing to keep my mouth shut as long as you’re willing to accept the punishment.”

“Fine. Whatever. Just don’t tell him what we did.”

“I have your punishment all set up in the bedroom. Go ahead, and I’ll meet you in there in thirty minutes.” She pointed to a door across her apartment. My heart stuttered and then I walked towards my fate without any questioning. I just had to face whatever punishment she had for me. I absolutely could no allow Chris to know that I slept with his girlfriend—even if they weren’t together anymore, and even if it had nothing to do with the demise of their relationship.

I stepped through the door and saw my fate: a pink satin teddy, a long blonde wig, and a desk covered in makeup. She wanted me to get dolled up for another round of humiliation. I was suddenly lightheaded and on the verge of falling over. I reached to my side and grasped the edge of the dresser. So she knew it was me in those pictures before I even showed up at her apartment. Did Rob tell her? Or was my disguise not as good as I thought it was?


CHAPTER VIII

I was a cute blonde, but I was pretty sure I looked better with black hair. The pink teddy was cute though—maybe even cuter than the black two-piece I wore with Rob. It was a bit tight, presumably from Karina’s closet, but it still fit, and it still showed off curves that I didn’t know I had just twenty-four hours before that moment.

I didn’t put on much makeup—partly because I was running out of my allotted thirty minutes, and partly because my hands were trembling, making fine details impossible. I somehow managed to draw on some eyeliner, and then I somehow managed to put on a bit of lip-gloss and some concealer. The blonde hair combined with the dark eyeliner really made my eyes pop. On the dresser I found a choker; I wasn’t sure if it was part of the outfit or just a little accessory that was left behind, but I put it on to hide the slight lump of my Adam’s apple.

I was stuffing tissue paper into my bra when the door opened behind me, making me jump and gasp.

Karina was clutching her phone at her side, and she still had that big grin on her face. She looked me up and down before nodding her head. “You make a pretty girl—I’ll give you that.”

“Let’s just get this over with. What do you want me to do?” I asked.

She waved her finger in the air. “For starters, I want you to speak like a woman. If I hear that boy voice again, I’m telling Rob what we did together.”

I shut my mouth immediately. I wasn’t willing to take any risks. At this point, I’d put way too much effort into maintaining my friendship with Rob. I couldn’t let one little mistake ruin everything.

“Ask me again,” she said with her chin tilted up.

I cleared my throat, and then I did my best girly voice. “What do you want me to do?”

“First, I want you to pose for a few pictures—just like you did for Rob.” She held up her phone. That nausea was still swirling in my gut, but I was starting to feel numb throughout the rest of my body. I could only take so much humiliation before it was all the same. “Go ahead: strike a pose.”

I awkwardly put my hands on my hips. She snapped a photo. “Well?” she said. “Give me more than that. Be sexy. Show off those curves!”

I made a few more poses, moving my body awkwardly, perking up my butt, and trying my best not to look completely dead inside. Karina kept giggling. At one point she even had to put her phone down while she covered her mouth, as if the urge to break into a fit of laughter was strong. “Are you done yet?” I asked in my best girly voice.

“No,” she said, suddenly with a straight face. “Get on the bed and lay on your stomach—feet in the air. And point your toes—you’re cuter when you point your toes.”

So I continued to follow her commands. It wasn’t long before she started giggling again. Whenever I could, I closed my eyes and attempted to regain control of my humility. I don’t know why I was following Karina’s commands; I had a fairly strong sense that she was just going to send these photos to Rob to shove it in his face that she knew he slept with a man.

“Good, now roll onto your back and take your cock out,” she said.

I was frozen for a moment. Was I hammering nails into my own coffin? Was I really helping my cause? Slowly, I rolled onto my back and reached my fingers between my legs to fish my cock out from that tight teddy. I closed my eyes as I pulled my semi-erect shaft out. I hated that I was nearly erect. It was the outfit: the soft, tight fabric, rubbing me in all the right places. I felt so sexy in the outfit, and I couldn’t help but get myself turned on.

“Now stroke it, slut,” Karina said. She continued snapping photos. I didn’t open my eyes, but I did start stroking myself. Each pump felt so good, but I tried to will that pleasure away—it wasn’t wanted right now. I took a deep breath and let my hips rise off the bed slightly.

When I finally opened my eyes, Karina was climbing up on the bed, between my legs. She held her phone close to my now throbbing erection and started snapping photos. She giggled before reaching forward and teasing my tip with the tip of her finger. “You’ve got a big cock for a girl,” she said.

A burst of warm elation teased through me, but I fought it back. The last thing I wanted was to come on camera for such an evil woman. But I was starting to worry that my orgasm was inevitable. It had only been a minute of stroking and I could already feel my cock bloating and twitching. A groan slipped out from my lips.

Karina brought her finger down to my asshole. She giggled again before pushing that manicured fingertip into my tight hole, making me gasp. She sunk her finger deep then she pulled it out. A moment later, she was pushing two fingers into my hole. Those fingers went deep, and then it was time for three fingers. And now that buzzing was powerful. I was about to come. I had to let go of my cock so I wouldn’t make an embarrassing mess of myself.

She didn’t seem to mind me letting go of my shaft while she fingered my asshole. She kept grinning and giggling—and then she tried to stick all five of her fingers into my hole, pushing them in a cone shape. I could feel my hole stretching. I groaned and squirmed and closed my eyes. “Does it hurt?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No—it feels good,” I said, though I don’t know why I admitted it.

She pushed deeper and deeper. I could feel my hole stretching wider and wider. After a moment it did start to hurt, but I managed to push away the pain. Then suddenly, I felt something strange: she pushed her hand in further, and then suddenly I wasn’t stretched so wide. I looked down and saw her wrist sticking out from my ass—but her hand was gone. I could feel it inside of me, her fingers moving as she explored the inside of my body. “Oh God,” I said, letting my head fall back down on the pillow. I stared up at the ceiling in a state of pleasure and disbelief. She had her whole hand in my asshole!

But she wasn’t finished. She kept pushing it deeper, making all of the muscles in my body tense up. She managed to get half of her forearm into my body before she started pumping. Now the euphoria was growing fast, making me squirm and moan. Sure, she had small hands, but it certainly felt like I was being stretched to my maximum capacity.

She kept pumping, giggling once again. My cock was throbbing on my abdomen: twitching and swelling. I tried clenching that pleasure away, but it was just too strong now; it was taking over completely. I screamed out and clutched at her bed sheets, and she just kept pumping.

Suddenly, my cock started spraying cum all over my chest: one blast after another. The cum was seemingly endless. Where was it all coming from? I looked down at my chest, and it looked like someone spilled a piña colada on me!

I let out one last long groan, and then she carefully pulled her arm out from my body, leaving me with the emptiest feeling I’d ever felt. She looked down at her arm with wide, glowing eyes. “You really are a slut,” she said.

I nodded my head in agreement, even though I was overwhelmed with humiliation.

She hopped up to her feet with a big smile on her face. “Okay. You can go now. Tell Rob I say hi.”

“I can’t tell him that I was here,” I said, springing up suddenly. “He can’t know that we talked—and he can’t know about what we did together after that party. Promise me you won’t tell him.”

She looked into my eyes. “He already knows,” she said.

My heart stuttered. “What do you mean?”

“You’re the only other guy I slept with. He saw us together—and he remembers it. That’s why we broke up.”

“That’s impossible. He was blacked out.”

“Apparently he wasn’t completely blacked out,” she said.

“B—But why would he come and stay with me then? Why doesn’t he hate me now?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess because you’re his best friend,” she said.

I cleaned myself up quickly and then I went straight home. I had to face Rob. I had to see if Karina was telling the truth, or if she was just fucking with me in usual Karina fashion. I parked my car quickly and then I rushed through my front door. Rob was sitting on the couch, watching television. He turned and looked at me. “Why are you all sweaty?” he asked.

“I just saw Karina,” I said. I didn’t know what my plan was. I didn’t know what I wanted to say or what I wanted to hear—but I knew I had to clear the air. I couldn’t let this torment clutch at our lives any longer.

“Why?” he said.

“She wanted me to come over. She told me why you broke up. Is—Is it true?” I asked.

He stared at me for a moment, and then he looked down at the ground. “That I remember what happened?” he said. “Yeah—it’s true.”

“What about the other guy. You told me you caught her with that other guy,” I said.

“It was a lie,” he said. “I didn’t catch her with anyone—except for you, I suppose.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” I asked.

“What difference would it have made?”

“I could have told you that it didn’t mean anything. It was just a stupid, drunken mistake.”

“It’s fine, Chris. You did me a favor in the end. She wasn’t right for me. I couldn’t satisfy her, and she was probably too sassy for me.”

“No offense, Rob—but you could have satisfied her. All she wanted was for you to fuck her in the ass. Why didn’t you just fuck her in the ass?”

He stared into my eyes. “Because I was afraid I would like it. I thought that I would like it way more than her pussy, and I didn’t like what that meant.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, shaking my head.

“I’m gay, Chris… Or maybe I’m bisexual—I don’t really know yet. But it turned out to be true: I did like sticking in your ass the other night. It was exactly what I was afraid of. And I liked it when you came. I liked cleaning your cum off of the couch. I even ran my bare fingers through it when you weren’t looking. God—I don’t know why I’m telling you this. I’m so sorry.”

I shook my head. “You’re sorry? I’m the one who’s supposed to be sorry. I slept with your girlfriend. It’s been eating me up inside for weeks. And if you knew—I just don’t understand why you came here. You could have gone anywhere, but you came here.”

“When you dressed up for me—that wasn’t your idea,” he said.

“What are you talking about? It was my idea.”

“It was my idea—I put it in your head the night before you went and bought all of that stuff. I kept jokingly suggesting you dress up. Don’t you remember? I wanted to get you to dress up. I don’t really know why—at least, I didn’t know why. But I know why now. I suppose I sort of used you, and I’m sorry for that. You helped me realize that I like it when guys dress up. I don’t know if that’s normal or completely deranged—but it’s what I like, I guess.”

I was silent, staring at the floor now, overwhelmed by a mixture of guilt and the strangest sense of relief. “Well, I like getting dressed up. And I guess you helped me realize that.”

He smiled and then he bit the corner of his bottom lip. “Do you want to get dressed up now?” he asked nervously.

I nodded my head. “Sure—but you’ll have to be gentle. Your ex-girlfriend just got her own payback on me, and let’s just say I’m still a bit sore back there.”

He laughed before rising up to his feet. “I’ll go get myself ready,” he said. So we parted ways to get ourselves ready for another night of filthy adult fun.

THE END
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