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TEACHING HIM A LESSON
Kristal thinks her boyfriend is about to pop the question and reveal that he went ahead and bought her the farm she’s always wanted. It’s Valentine’s Day and their anniversary, and Dan has been doing a lot of sneaking around: coming home late, secretly meeting with a realtor, and spending a large sum of their savings. Kristal is sure that Dan is oblivious to just how much she knows.
But the big question doesn’t come, and Dan doesn’t surprise her with the farm. So, what has he been doing? Where has he been going at night? What has he been spending so much money on? As Kristal digs deeper, she begins to learn about her boyfriend’s deep, dark secrets: secrets that Dan thought he could hide forever. Now, he needs to learn a big, hard lesson. 
CHAPTER I
It was Valentine’s Day and I was determined to make sure Dan was happy. It was our first Valentine’s Day together, after all, and it was practically our anniversary. We technically met on Valentine’s Day the year before and went on our first date the day after Valentine’s Day. But for the sake of romance, I was calling Valentine’s Day our unofficial anniversary. 
I was sure that Dan was going to propose. He’d been sneaking around a lot over the past few weeks. I borrowed his computer to send an email one afternoon, and I saw that he was looking at real estate listings: farm houses, just like the dream farm house we always talked about. I decided not to confront him about what I saw. I didn’t want to put him on the spot, and I definitely didn’t want to ruin his surprise. 
That Valentine’s Day morning, he sent me a text from work. “I’m going to be home late,” he said. “The boss wants me to finish up this big project.” After he sent that message, I checked his location on Find My Friends, and I saw that he wasn’t even at work. He was downtown. I looked up the location using Google’s Street View, and I saw that he was at a realtor’s office. The realtor’s name was Ken Hoggins, and a little Google search told me that Ken Hoggins specialized in farm houses and acreages. 
I was so excited. I had been a city girl my whole life. My parents raised me in a downtown apartment. I dreamed every day about living on a farm, owning a horse, growing my own vegetables. I finally felt like that day was going to come. And if that was going to be his big surprise, then I needed to make sure to give him a surprise of my own.
Dan knew all about the farm life, so I trusted him to pick out a great farm. He grew up on a farm, with super conservative parents. Dinners with his parents were sometimes awkward; his father often went on long rants about how much he hated homosexuals, so we never told him that I had a gay brother. Dan told me that his father would have disowned him for dating a girl who was related to a homosexual. 
But aside from the homophobia, his parents were okay. They owned a beautiful farm with horses and pigs and cows—everything I wanted to own one day, and I had a feeling that that day was coming soon. 
I spent the whole day cleaning our first-floor apartment. I scrubbed every wall and every surface. I went to the store and bought the most amazing scented candles. I lit them in every room. I sprinkled the floor with red flower petals—the real ones and not the cheap, smelly fake ones. I took the bus across town to a luxury lingerie store, and I spent a bit of my savings on the perfect red lacy outfit. Then, I went home and spent the next two hours perfecting my hair and my makeup. I was prepared to put out, however he wanted to have me.
It was going to be our first time together. I originally told him that I wanted to wait until marriage before we had sex. At first, he was fine with it, then a few months into our relationship, he started to seem frustrated with waiting. Then, after we moved in together, it was a sore topic—one that started many fights. “I know you want to wait,” he said. “But you’re not a virgin and neither am I—so what’s the point? We know we want to be together, right?” There were a few times that I almost caved. 
But now, if he was going to surprise me with my dream farm and a fantasy proposal, then he could fuck me however he wanted to fuck me. 
I spent a good twenty minutes shaving my legs and my pussy, making sure there wasn’t a single rogue hair to get in his way. I put on my lingerie and then I put on the satin robe he bought me for my birthday. I looked at the clock and found myself counting along with the ticking second hand. He would be home soon. We would be having sex for the first time together soon. We would be homeowners together soon. I would be engaged soon. 
I knew that he had already bought a farm house because I saw his bank balance a few days before. He had about fifteen thousand dollars less, and fifteen thousand dollars was about enough for a 5% down payment on a farm house in our desired area. Where else did that money go? Dan wasn’t one to sneak around behind my back. I could only remember one other time that he operated behind my back, and that was when he was planning my birthday party: a surprise party featuring all of my friends. One of my friends spilled the beans the day before the party, but it was still fun. 
It was already dark out when I heard his key pushing into our front door. I ran to the bedroom and carefully hopped up onto the bed. I took a deep breath. I heard him step into the apartment. 
“Kristal?” he called out. 
I took a deep breath. I tried to keep my muscles relaxed, especially the ones in my face. I was nervous, but I wanted to be sexy. I wanted to look calm and certain. I heard him walking to the bedroom, and then I heard him pause—probably as he noticed the rose petals on the ground. “Kristal?” he said. 
“In here,” I replied softly. I took a moment to fix my breasts in my lingerie, making sure they were properly perky. I looked to the mirror for a moment to check myself out, to make sure there were no flaws in my appearance. My hair was still perfectly curled—and not a single loose strand on my face. My makeup was still perfect, my nail polish was unchipped, and I couldn’t spot a single hair that I’d missed while shaving. I looked perfect. He wouldn’t be able to turn me down.
He was walking again. I worked hard not to strain my body. I put on a cute smile. The door opened. I closed my eyes for a brief second, feeling my fake eyelashes pressing together. Then I opened my eyes and he was there, standing in his suit and his tie, which was already loosened. 
“Kristal?” he said, freezing at the sight of me. 
“Hey Dan,” I said. I ran my fingers down my smooth thigh. “How was work?”
“Fine,” he said. His eyes were wide. “W—What’s this?” he said.
“Just a little surprise,” I said. 
“For what?” he said. A small grin appeared on his face, and I knew that he had a surprise of his own.
I shrugged my shoulders. “Nothing,” I said. “Just thought you might want to… I don’t know—have your way with me.” I rolled onto my back. “I’m all yours, baby.” 
His face turned red. He walked over to the side of the bed. “So… we’re not waiting until marriage anymore?”
“I think it’s time,” I said. My heart was racing. It had been almost three years since I’d had sex. It was hard to remember what it even felt like. I knew that Dan had a big cock. Sometimes he would get hard when we were cuddling, and I could feel it pressing against my back. I saw him flaccid once when I accidentally walked in on him showering. Even his flaccid cock was large. A part of me was worried that it would hurt. I’d never been with a guy who was bigger than six inches, and Dan was almost twice that by my estimate. 
He smiled and then he quickly went for his belt. “I guess it’s just my lucky day,” he said.
“It is,” I said. “And maybe it’s mine too.” I thought about that farm house. My body pulsed with excitement. Soon, my life would be changed for the better. Soon, my fantasy would be a reality. 
He slipped down his pants. Now, I could see his big bulge in his tight underwear. I blushed and smiled, looking up into his eyes. “Are you excited?” I said.
He nodded his head. “It’s about time,” he said. I didn’t love the comment, suggesting that I’d been holding off for too long. But I let it slide. I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I didn’t want our first time to be bad. I watched as he grabbed the waistband of his undies with both hands. 
“Want me to suck you?” I asked with a shy voice.
He laughed and nodded his head. “Yeah. You’re going to suck me, and you’re going to like it,” he said. I wasn’t a fan of his sudden aggressiveness. I knew him as a nice, gentle guy. He was usually very understanding, and usually very passive. Sure, there were times that he was frustrated sexually. It had been a long time since he’d had sex, after all. But now, he was being a bit of an ass. It almost seemed like he was putting on a character.
He slipped down his undies, exposing his long, curved cock. He was already throbbing, already getting hard. And he was big—I was right. His long shaft seemed to hang down halfway to his knees. He had a big smirk on his face as his cock twitched with every beat of his heart. “Like it?” he asked.
I bit down on my tongue. “Just be yourself, Dan,” I said with a gentle smile. I didn’t want him putting on a character. I didn’t want him thinking that he had to be some macho alpha male just to turn me on. I just wanted him to be him.
He laughed at my statement. He shook his head, and then he stepped up onto the bed. I started to sit up, thinking we would kiss for a bit before getting into the act. Then he pushed me down onto my back and straddled me, pinning me down with his ass. Now his throbbing cock was in my face, pulsing inches from my lips. “Open wide, slut,” he said.
“Don’t call me a slut,” I said, feeling my blood heating up. Why was he suddenly being such a prick?
He took his cock, brought it to my lips and then he used his free hand to pull down my jaw. He stuffed himself into my mouth, making me gasp. His cock was warm and I could feel it throbbing. “Dan!” I tried to say, muffled by his cock. He inched his body forward, cramming more of his cock into my mouth. Then he pushed down with his pelvis, pushing my head into the mattress as he sunk his cock down into my throat. I gagged. He moaned, running his fingers through my hair. He was sitting on my face, cramming his cock down my throat. I could hardly breathe. I definitely couldn’t do any sexy, romantic head bobbing or sucking. But that apparently wasn’t what he wanted.
He started thrusting, fucking my face as if it was the fleshlight I bought for him as a joke gift. He used both of his hands to hold my head still as he thrusted. I gagged and gasped for air. I nearly puked a few times. I tried hitting him to get him off of me, but he wouldn’t budge, as if he didn’t even feel my dainty fists. He wasn’t a big guy—far from it. I’d never been attracted to big guys.
He was built like me: shorter, thinner, and softer. But apparently, he could summon that man-strength at a whim. 
I felt him getting harder and harder—bigger and bigger. He pushed his cock deeper into my throat, activating my gag reflex again. He was literally fucking my face. 
I finally managed to push him off of me. I gasped for air and rolled my body to the side. “Dan, what the fuck!?” I said. “Are you fucking crazy?”
“Just admit that you liked it,” he said with that grin.
“Dan, stop the act,” I said. “Quit being such an asshole. I don’t want our first time to be like this. Just be yourself.” 
He rolled his eyes, making me even more agitated. I knew that he’d read one of those ‘mastering women’ books before we met. I saw the book file on his phone’s book library. It was one of those books that was all about ‘becoming the alpha’ and ‘luring women with primitive techniques’. Maybe there was something in the book about how ‘women secretly love being abused’—typical chauvinist crap. 
I still hadn’t caught my breath when he flipped me over onto my stomach. “Gentle, Dan!” I said. 
“Just admit that you like it,” he said.
“I don’t,” I said. “Just be nice!”
He laughed, and then I felt his fingers slip underneath the small bit of lace covering my pussy. He gently rubbed. It would have been nice to do some kissing first, but the gentle rubbing was nice—at least it was gentle. His fingertips found my clit and he tickled. I let a little moan slip out. He laughed. “What is it?” I said.
“You’re wet. You do like it,” he said. 
“I like you, Dan. I don’t like the alpha male shit.” 
I could almost feel him rolling his eyes. 
“I’m serious,” I said. 
He took my lingerie and then tugged it hard, ripping it suddenly—and ruining it. “Dan!” I said. Now my pussy was exposed to him for the first time. He rubbed it with the palm of his hand and then he suddenly pressed two fingers into me. I gasped. He was penetrating me for the first time. “Dan!” I gasped. 
“You’re so wet,” he said. Maybe he thought he was the star of some porno. Maybe his idea of sex had been completely twisted from years of watching pornography. I knew that he watched porn every so often. I never called him out on it, because I wasn’t putting out. It only seemed fair that he could get off somehow. But this was just wrong. He was being a bully and he was being gross. 
Though I have to admit that I was a little bit turned on. I did sort of enjoy being dominated by him. I liked being thrown around and I liked him forcing himself on me a little bit—maybe not quite to this extent, but a little bit. There had been many times over the past year that I wished he would have just forced himself on me. Sometimes, when I showered, I imagined him coming into the room, pinning me against the tile wall, and ramming me with his eleven-inch cock. 
But those were just silly fantasies. That’s not really what I wanted. I wanted to make love to my boyfriend. I wanted to share a romantic evening together. I wanted to experience being joined with him in an intimate union—not just rough pornography-style sex. 
“Why don’t you massage my back?” I asked. I was still mad about the lingerie. It was an expensive outfit. I didn’t go to the nearby adult video store and buy some cheap outfit for ten bucks. I spent eighty dollars on the good stuff—and I spent almost half of my day tracking it down. Now, it was ripped and ruined. Without that piece holding it together between my legs, it was baggy and riding up. The lingerie was no longer holding my breasts in a sexy way. There were little clips for vaginal access—why couldn’t he just undo the clips? Why did he have to rip it like a monster?
He crawled up and straddled me. He pressed the palms of his hands against my back and started to rub. I let out a deep breath of air. Maybe he wasn’t being so bad. Maybe he was just trying to make it fun and memorable—not just boring, predictable sex. Maybe I was giving him a hard time. 
His hands moved down to my ass. He began to push on my ass cheeks. I giggled. He spread them wide and I could feel the room’s cool air against my asshole—which meant that he could now see my asshole. I wasn’t terribly comfortable with the idea of him staring at my asshole, so I reached back and pushed away his hand, letting my butt cheek rest in its proper place. “Don’t be a creep,” I said with a giggle. 
“You’ve got a sexy asshole,” he said, spreading my cheeks again—this time spreading me wide enough that I could feel my anus gaping. I tried clenching it closed, but he was holding me firmly.
“Dan, seriously,” I said. “Don’t be weird.” I reached back again and swatted away his hand.
Now he was done with the short-lived massage. I felt his cock press up to my pussy. I gasped, feeling his warm, throbbing head pushing between my plump vaginal lips. I moaned and I tried to relax. I would have liked more foreplay, but I was willing to go along with the sex if he was ready. I took a deep breath in, and he began to press in. I heard my pussy squishing. He was right: I was wet. Maybe his aggression did make me a little bit wetter than usual. 
“Fuck me,” I moaned.
“Oh, I will,” he said with a big grin in his voice. He pushed his cock two inches deep, making me gush a little bit. 
“Oh God,” I moaned.
I felt his fingers slip between my butt cheeks. Then, one of his fingertips found my asshole. Was he just teasing me? He circled my hole for a moment, pushing his cock a bit deeper into my cunt, and then he suddenly pushed his finger into my asshole. I gasped. “Dan!” I said sharply. I’d never been penetrated in my ass before, and I liked it that way. 
“Take that finger out,” I said. 
He laughed and pushed it deeper. 
“I’m serious,” I said. 
He pushed the finger even deeper. I tried clenching it back, but it was hopeless. “You like it,” he said. “It’s okay to like it.” 
“I don’t want it!” I said. 
He pulled it out suddenly. I was starting to feel that rage again. It almost seemed like he was determined to ruin what was supposed to be a special moment—a moment we would remember for the rest of our lives. “Be nice,” I said. 
He pushed his cock deeper into me, making my body tremble with euphoria. I groaned and felt my muscles relaxing. That rage went away suddenly. Maybe it wasn’t enough foreplay, and maybe he was being a bit too much of an asshole—but it sure felt nice. His thick cock was stretching my pussy wide, but not in a painful way. I could feel his thick veins throbbing as his tip pushed deep. He pushed in another few inches and then I gasped, feeling his tip pressing against the back of my vagina. “That’s deep enough,” I said suddenly. It hurt a bit. I wasn’t ready to take his whole eleven inches yet. Six inches was more than enough for me. 
I heard him sigh, as if he was disappointed in how deep I was letting him go. “We’ll get there,” I said. “But for now, this is nice. Don’t you think?” 
“Sure,” he said, not sounding so convinced. He started thrusting gently. I moaned, relaxing into that bed. He reached down and held my sides firmly as he pulled out and pushed in, making me gush a little bit more. 
“Just like that,” I said. “Oh Dan, it feels so good.” 
He pumped a bit faster. He was starting to push deeper again, pushing his tip painfully against the back of my vagina. I bit down on my tongue. I didn’t want to ruin the experience for him by nagging the whole time, so I let him be a bit deeper. I figured I would get used to it after a minute or two.
But then he started pushing deeper again, pounding harder. “Ouch!” I said. I tried to endure it, but it was just too painful. “Dan, stop!” I said. “You’re way too deep.”
He groaned again. 
“I’m sorry, but my pussy just isn’t that deep. It’s not an endless hole in there.” 
He took my left wrist in his hand, and then he pulled it over to my right wrist. He brought both to the middle of my back and held them firmly. I tried to squirm free. I laughed nervously, unable to get myself loose. “W—What are you doing, Dan?” I asked.
“Just relax,” he said. “You’ll like it.” 
“What?” I said.
Then I felt his cock pull up from my pussy, to my asshole. 
“Dan?” I said. 
He circled my asshole with the tip of his cock. 
“Dan—don’t do what I think you’re about to do,” I said.
Then, he pushed in suddenly. I screamed out—not in pain, but in shock. He had penetrated my asshole. At least six inches of his enormous cock were now inside of me, throbbing and stretching me wide. I squirmed and tried to break free.
“Dan, get out of my ass!” I said. 
He started pumping. 
“Dan!” I yelled. “I’m not fucking kidding around.”
“Just relax, baby,” he said, grinning again. 
His cock sunk deeper and deeper with every thrust. He had six inches in me, then he had seven, then he had eight. Then, I could feel him in my stomach. I could feel him pushing halfway through my body. I groaned and squirmed. Sure, there was some euphoria. Sure, there were pulses of uncontrollable pleasure. But it wasn’t right. I could feel my hole stretching, and I had a feeling the damage would be permanent. I wasn’t a slut. I didn’t want it in my bum. I felt so embarrassed and so stupid. I felt like a piece of meat with a few convenient holes. 
I wanted to tell him to stop, but now there was a thick lump in my throat. The only sounds I could produce were moans. He pushed hard on my back, still holding my wrists. He had me in a painful position, like a hogtied piglet. He was relentless, ramming me with violent thrusts. “Ouch!” I managed to say when he finally pushed that final inch of his cock into me. Now, he had almost a foot of cock inside of my body. I was going numb all over. My anus was being stretched two inches wide. I felt like crying and having an orgasm at the same time. 
And the worst part came when he had his orgasm. Instead of staying inside, he pulled out suddenly, leaving me with a horrible empty feeling. He squeezed his cock with his firm fist and he began to spray my body with his thick cum. He sprayed my hair and the side of my face. He sprayed my back and my bum and he sprayed the bed sheets. And in case it wasn’t enough, he slapped his big cock against my back and used it to spread around his cream, making sure it was the biggest mess possible. And the entire time he was coming, I was too numb and exhausted to move. I was humiliated. I had no idea who I was in a relationship with. I had no idea who I was living with. 
He bent over and pulled his pants back up. “That was fun,” he said. I could still feel my asshole gaping. I tried to clench it closed, but I was too stretched out. 
“Why did you do that?” I said, trying to roll over.
“Because you liked it,” he said.
“No, I didn’t,” I said. “You just ruined our first time.” 
“It’s not like it was your first time, and it wasn’t my first time,” he said, narrowing his eyes. 
“But it was our first time,” I said. Then I remembered all of the clues that pointed towards him proposing, and towards him buying our dream farm. I bit down hard on my tongue and forced a smile. “It’s fine. But just for future reference, I don’t like anal, and I don’t like rough sex. Can we please just have nice romantic sex next time?” I was practically saying the words through clenched teeth. 
“Sure,” he said. “Sorry about that. We’ll have a romantic night for the rest of the night. Maybe we’ll have sex again later—in a couple of hours.”
“Maybe after dinner,” I said, sitting up. My bum was sore, so it hurt to sit. I had to stand, but my legs were still numb and wobbling. “I’ve got a beautiful roast in the oven.”
“Oh,” he said. “I already had dinner. I went out with some of the guys from work. Wing night.” 
I stared at him, not sure if he was joking. “Oh,” I said. “Okay.”
“You made a roast?” he said with a chuckle. “And you put out? What is it, my birthday or something?”
I stared at him for a long moment. “It’s Valentine’s Day,” I said.
Then I watched as his face turned white. “It is?” he said.
I nodded my head. “Did you forget?” 
He laughed and scratched the back of his neck. “I guess I did,” he said. “Oh well, it’s just a consumerism holiday. It’s a day for companies to jack up the prices on chocolate and greeting cards. It’s not like it’s really a meaningful holiday. I mean—I appreciate the sex and the roast and all. But it just is what it is.”
“Right,” I said. And in that moment, I began to wonder if he knew it was our anniversary. I waited for him to come at me with the big surprise, but eventually it came time for bed. I was surprised when he crawled into bed, rolled over, and went to sleep. 
I figured he assumed the day after Valentine’s Day was our true anniversary, so I spent the next day waiting for him to surprise me… But that surprise didn’t come.
“Want to have sex again?” he asked me late that night.
“I’m feeling kind of tired,” I said.
He rolled his eyes, breaking my heart slightly. Now that sex had been introduced into the relationship, he was like a different person. Now that he finally got what he’d spent a whole year waiting for, he no longer seemed to have any motivation to be a good man for me. It seemed like he had turned into a bum overnight. 
And now, I was feeling embarrassed. I couldn’t believe that I’d put out for him. I couldn’t believe that I let him inside of me. Did I make a big mistake? 
 
CHAPTER II
I hadn’t given up hope on Dan just yet. A small part of me still believed that there was a surprise coming. Maybe he was trying to trick me. Maybe he was trying to make me think that he was just a loser, but really, he was about to spring a farm house and an engagement on me.
It was a few days later when he told me that he was going out to get his haircut. I assumed he was telling me the truth, and then I realized he was tricking me.
I couldn’t find my phone, so I went to my computer and used the Find My Phone feature. It located my phone, telling me that it was downtown, by Ken Hoggins’s office: the real estate agent. I caught myself smiling, suddenly remembering leaving my phone in the cupholder in our car. 
It meant that Dan wasn’t actually out getting his hair cut; he was meeting with the realtor again. 
So I looked Ken up online, to see what kind of listings were on his website. There were a few cute farms—but they were all very expensive—more expensive than Dan could afford, unless Dan had been hiding hundreds of thousands of dollars from me. I scrolled through all of the listings, and then I found myself on Ken’s ‘about me’ page. He was a handsome guy: only a couple of years older than me, nice toned body, cute stubble beard. He was exactly the kind of realtor that Dan would have normally avoided. Dan hated bringing me around handsome men. Dan had a bit of a jealousy issue, and would often get extremely self-conscious whenever I was around a decent-looking male. “Do you think I need to start going to the gym more?” Dan would ask me. “Do you think my nose is too big? I think that guy there had plastic surgery. That’s probably not his real nose. And he definitely uses Rogaine. Can’t you smell it when you’re close to him?” 
But now, Dan wasn’t bringing me close to Ken. He was dealing with Ken all on his own. 
I wondered if they were signing the deal on one of the listings. I wondered if Dan had just pretended to forget about our anniversary because there was a delay in getting the key to the new farm. Maybe I was being too hard on Dan. Maybe everything was going to work out just fine. 
I checked Dan’s bank balance on his laptop. He was another few thousand dollars poorer. And where did that money go? Was he paying off a down payment a few thousand dollars at a time? He certainly wasn’t spending that money on anything I could see. He wasn’t driving a new car and he wasn’t wearing new clothes. 
When he came home that evening, with his hair unchanged, I decided to press him, to try to get a read on him. “How did your haircut go?” I asked.
“Fine. Do you like it?” he asked.
“It looks the same. Are you sure you got it cut?” 
He laughed. “Am I sure? You can’t tell?” 
He always kept his hair short, so it was hard to tell for sure. Maybe he really did get it cut. Maybe the barber only took a millimeter off the top. 
“You were out for a while. Do anything else while you were out?” I asked.
He shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “I just got my hair cut,” he said. “My barber went late with the appointment before me, so I sat and read the paper for a while.”
“Where’s your barber again? You go down south, right? Or did you start going to that new barber that opened downtown” 
“The guy in the south,” he said. “Why are you asking so many questions?” 
He seemed nervous. I didn’t want to ruin his surprise, but I was starting to feel nervous myself. I needed some sort of answer. I needed some sort of assurance that my life was on track. 
So after Dan went to sleep that night, I slipped out of bed and I went to do some digging. He had his Internet’s browser history wiped clean, so I couldn’t see what he’d been looking at. I logged into his bank account to see where he’d been spending his money, but apparently, he’d just been taking out cash, one thousand dollars at a time. 
But what was he spending it on? 
While he snored, I snatched his phone from his nightstand. I brought it to the other room and started looking through messages. His messages were mostly deleted. Something was fishy. I had no clue how I was going figure out what he was up to. I was starting to feel very defeated, and then his phone buzzed in my hand. He was getting a message. I clicked on the message and read it. ‘I’m still up, thinking about you,’ it said. My heart fell into my stomach. The sender wasn’t a contact in his phone: just a phone number. I felt sick. I wanted to cry. Was he cheating on me? 
I went to my computer and I searched the phone number. Nothing came up. I thought about going up to Dan and slapping him awake. I thought about screaming at him and demanding an answer. How long had he been sneaking around behind my back? How long had he been cheating on me? What else could he have been doing? 
I went into the bedroom and I looked down at him. He was sleeping peacefully—more peacefully than ever before, seemingly. I thought about slapping him. Hell, I even thought about getting a knife from the kitchen and stabbing him. If he was cheating on me, then he deserved it. 
But instead, I just put his phone back on his nightstand and then I crawled back into bed and hoped that I was misunderstanding the situation. I went to sleep. 
In the morning, while he was taking a shower, I looked at his phone again. The message had been deleted. My heart fluttered further down into my stomach. 
I still wasn’t prepared to call him out. I was 95% sure that he was seeing a girl behind my back. Ken Hoggins ran a big office downtown. He employed a number of employees—and a few were young, pretty women. One girl, listed on his website, was just twenty. She was petite and curve, with long blonde hair and plump blowjob lips. I had a terrible feeling that she was the girl that Dan was seeing behind my back.
Or maybe it was one of the thousand women who lived in the building, above Ken’s office. He was on the commercial first floor of a very large apartment building. Maybe Ken and his business had nothing to do with any of this.
I had one way of getting closer to the truth. I still had that phone number written down. I decided to take the number down to a nearby café. “Can I use your phone to make a quick call?” I asked the barista. “I lost my phone and I just need to make one really quick local call. Is that okay?” 
“Sure,” he said, and then he handed me the black, cordless phone. I dialed the number. My heart was racing. I brought the phone up to my ear and I bit down on my lip. 
“Ken Hoggins’s office. Ken speaking,” Ken said with his deep voice. 
I hung up the phone, suddenly feeling confused. Why was Ken picking up the mobile phone that sent Dan that text message? Was his secretary out? Did she leave her phone? I had so many questions, but no way to ask any of them, so I hung up. 
I handed the phone back to the barista. “That’s all?” he said.
“They didn’t pick up. It’s not a big deal. Thank you,” I said, and then I left the café, still with a pounding heart and a stomach swirling with confusion. It just wasn’t right. Something was off. Dan’s secret was just becoming more and more confusing. 
That night, I noticed Dan packing up his briefcase. “Are you going somewhere?” I asked.
“I have a meeting in an hour,” he said.
“In an hour?” I said. “It’s almost nine.” 
“It’s the only time the investor could meet,” he said. “We’re working with his schedule.” He looked into my eyes. I hated that he was able to look right into my eyes while lying. 
“How long will the meeting be?” I asked.
“It’s a big meeting. I told you about it yesterday,” he said, but I was positive that he hadn’t mentioned it. “Anyway—I’ll be out for at least a couple of hours. We’re going to be going over everything.” 
My stomach churned. I bit down on the edge of my tongue. “Okay,” I said. “Where’s the meeting?”
“At the office,” he said. “What are you doing tonight?”
“I think I’m just going to make some popcorn and watch a show,” I said, forcing a smile. 
I was devastated, knowing that he wasn’t actually going to a meeting. But I also saw it as my opportunity to get some closure. 
While he was brushing his teeth, I went to our car and put my phone underneath the passenger seat, so I could use it as a tracking device. Then I went back into our place and gave Dan an awkward kiss goodbye. “Where were you just now?” he asked.
“I took that stinky garbage out,” I said.  
“Oh. Good,” he said. “I’ll see you later.” He looked away and then said, “I love you.” It seemed like he couldn’t even look at me when he was telling me he loved me—maybe because he didn’t actually love me. 
I went to my computer and I opened up Find My Phone. Then I watched the map as my phone moved across the city. It wasn’t going downtown, where his office was—it was going towards the suburbs, where people lived, and where people didn’t have late night meetings with big investors.
A tear dripped down my cheek. I was watching as a year of my life was swirling down the drain. Why couldn’t he have broken up with me before cheating on me? Why couldn’t he have broken up with me before I put out? 
I watched as that blip stopped at a house on a quiet street. The blip stopped there. I refreshed it five minutes later, just to make sure my computer hadn’t just frozen, and that blip was still there. That’s where Dan’s ‘meeting’ was. 
I grabbed my purse and I put on my shoes. It was a long way to that street address—especially by bus—but I needed to get an answer. I got on the first bus and I stared out the window as we inched towards that address. I had to be alert. I didn’t take the bus often, and I didn’t want to miss my stop. I didn’t know the routes well—and I was now trusting the directions that I wrote down on a sheet of paper. 
I got off the bus and walked to my next bus stop. I was now in an unfamiliar part of town. It was cold and dark and quiet. The streetlights around me weren’t working. I felt like people were staring at me, knowing that I was out of place. There was a homeless-looking man coming towards me. He was staring at me. Suddenly, I was alone with him. Everyone else had retreated into their homes. I didn’t even have a phone to call the police if the man decided to start chasing me. 
He came closer and closer, staring at me the whole way. Then my next bus came around the corner. I ran to the door and jumped on, showing the driver my transfer. I let out a deep breath of air, and then the anxiety of my cheating boyfriend came back to me. I felt my pounding heart floating back down into the pit of my stomach. 
It was a long drive to that next stop, and then it was a long wait for that third bus. The third bus was a short ride, thankfully, and it brought me within five blocks of that address. I knew that I was playing a risky game. Even if I didn’t get caught trying to spy on Dan, there was a possibility that I would need to have a good excuse as to why I was out for so long. What if Dan was already on his way home? It would take me an hour and a half to get home—maybe longer if my bus timing was off.
The houses in that suburb all looked the same, and the streets all had similar names, so I quickly found myself feeling lost. I turned a corner and saw a dead end, and I was suddenly worried that I was way off course. I even thought about going to a house and asking for directions, since I didn’t have my phone—and then I spotted the proper street name. My heart skipped a beat. I moved quickly, going from streetlight to streetlight. Then I saw the house; it stood out because all of the lights were on inside, while most of the neighbors had already gone to sleep for the night. 
But where was our car? I looked around and didn’t see it. Was Dan already gone? Was he already on his way home—or was he already home? Was he going to start suspecting that I was out, cheating on him? I told him that I would be eating popcorn and watching a movie. How was I going to explain a spur-of-the-moment outing, a couple of hours before midnight? 
I walked up to the house. The curtains were all closed, but I could see a figure moving inside. I looked around before darting across the grass to the side of the house. My heart was suddenly racing faster than ever. I crept along that house until I reached a side window that wasn’t blocked by curtains. I had to pull over a plastic lawn chair, to get enough height to look into the window. What was I hoping to see? Or better question: what was I hoping not to see? 
I was looking into the kitchen, and the kitchen was empty. So, I climbed down from my chair and looked around again, to make sure I wasn’t being watched. Then I moved to the back of the house. That’s when I saw our car in the back driveway. I paused and stared at it for a long moment. My skin became cold. Now I was 99% sure that I was being cheated on. I just needed that one additional percentage point to be absolutely positive. 
I moved around the house and spotted another glowing window. I could see figures moving inside. The curtains were mostly closed: a sliver was open, but I knew I couldn’t get too close without being caught. I had to keep my distance. So I went to the nearby tree and pulled myself up, climbing a tree for the first time since I was ten years old. 
It was hard pulling myself up, but I managed to get onto a sturdy branch with only a few scrapes on my arms. I could just narrowly see through the slit in the curtains. I could see a bed and I could see the mirror behind the bed. In that mirror, I could see a sliver of a person: a woman, in a grey kimono. She had long blonde hair, just like the girl on Ken’s website. Was this her house? Was I staring at Dan’s mistress? 
It looked like she was putting earrings on, leaning forward and staring at the mirror. I couldn’t see her face, just the left back side of her body. Her legs were long and smooth, clad with fishnet stockings. She stood up on her toes as she examined herself closely in the mirror. 
Now, as she was perked up, I could see the underside of her bum cheeks. 
She turned to the door suddenly. She smiled. Now I could see the side of her face. She was pretty—but now she didn’t look quite like the girl I saw on that website. Maybe this was a different girl. Maybe Dan had a number of booty calls around town. 
I could see the shadow of the second person, but he was out of sight. The girl walked towards him and disappeared for a moment as the two shadows on the wall appeared to be kissing. Was that Dan? Was Dan kissing that girl? Was she clean? Was Dan going to bring a disease into our home? 
It was a long, horrible minute before that girl stepped back into view. Now, she wasn’t wearing that kimono. Now, she was wearing nothing but strappy black lingerie and fishnet stockings. My heart ached at the sight of the beautiful girl. She was about my age, but clearly more of Dan’s ‘type’. Dan always stared at blonde girls. I always caught him looking at girls who were a bit curvier. And when I saw the porn history on his computer, before he started wiping his history, it was almost always girls with long blonde hair and small, perky teen breasts. 
The girl climbed onto the bed, now perfectly in view through that curtain slit. She circled around like a dog settling into a dog bed. Then, with her back to me, she sat back onto her bum. She leaned back and extended her legs into the air. She pushed her hand down between her legs and began to rub. The shadow by the door still wasn’t walking into the room, staying out of my line of sight. 
The girl reached to the side, pushing her hand underneath her bed pillows. She pulled out a long dildo and let it wobble in the air. I could almost hear her giggling as the massive piece of rubber waved from side to side. 
Now, the shadow on the wall was letting his pants slip to the floor. When the shadow went upright again, I could see the shadow of a long, thick erection. He grabbed it with his fist and began to stroke it. 
The girl rocked back further and brought that dildo down between her legs. 
Had I seen enough? Between Dan’s car being in the driveway and the slut about to fuck herself with the dildo on the bed while the shadow stroked his cock—what else did I want to see? Did I really need to see Dan’s face to be extra sure? Where else could Dan be in this scenario? Could I seriously try convincing myself that he was just in another room having a proper meeting with his boss and his investors? Could I seriously convince myself that he was in another room, signing off on some real estate deal?
The girl was probably a hooker. She was probably a high-class escort, and that’s where our money was going; that’s why he was taking out large sums of cash every few days. He had a new prostitute addiction. Maybe they were doing drugs as well. Cocaine isn’t cheap. 
I squinted, trying to see the girl’s face in the mirror. I was far away, so it was hard to make out much detail. I could see her thick black eyelashes and I could see her glossy lips—but that was about all I could make out. 
Now, she was using both of her hands to push that giant dildo into her pussy. Her face was turning red. I could almost hear her squealing as she stretched out her whore pussy. 
The shadow man—who was likely Dan—was still stroking his cock. It made me sick to think that Dan was in a room with another woman: naked and erect, watching her as she penetrated herself with a dildo that was about as thick as a can of soda. 
I swear I heard her gasp as that dildo finally penetrated and sunk deep. I saw her eyes widen and her lips part. She froze for a moment, and then she started pumping it in and out. The man jerked off faster. 
I imagined Dan standing off to the side, telling the girl what to do. He was probably paying her a lot of money. A thousand bucks was a lot more than I assumed escorts made—unless they were being paid to do anything. Maybe Dan got off on having complete control over a girl for a night. Maybe he was enjoying her self-abuse. Maybe he was taking some anger out on her. Maybe she was a victim, and Dan was just a bully, using his money to humiliate women. 
I didn’t feel too bad for her—not nearly as bad as I felt for myself. I couldn’t believe I ever imagined myself getting married to this man. I couldn’t believe that I dreamed of buying a farm house with him. I couldn’t believe that I told my parents that I was planning to marry him one day. Now, the thought of staying with him was humiliating. I had to leave him. I had to leave him before he could make my humiliation any worse.
I watched for a terrible five minutes, waiting for the man to show his face, so I could be absolutely certain that it was Dan. He wasn’t moving and I couldn’t watch the girl terrorize her pussy with that giant dildo any longer. I started climbing down from the tree.
Then the shadow moved suddenly. I paused and stared with wide eyes. He nearly came into view, stepping right up to the end of the bed. One more step and I could have identified him. I tried leaning over to see him, but I couldn’t quite see his face. It could have been Dan—he was certainly built like Dan. I just needed three more inches.
He patted the end of the bed. The whore put her dildo aside and crawled over like a trained dog. She slipped her legs down and bent over in front of the shadow man. He put his hands on her hips. I watched his fingertips pressing into her soft skin. I could now see his hands, but it wasn’t enough to get a good ID—not from so far away. 
He stepped forward, and I could see his erect penis as he clenched it with his fist. Was that Dan’s penis? Was I about to watch my boyfriend penetrating a hooker? 
He slid his tip down between the girl’s legs. Then he pushed forward, making her gasp. It was hard to tell, but it almost looked like he was putting his cock into her ass. He put his cock into my ass without warning—so maybe that was his thing. 
The girl’s eyes were wide. She reached forward and grasped at the bed sheets. The man started pumping her. 
I sat in frozen terror as I watched my boyfriend fucking another woman. I felt horrible: a combination of sadness, humiliation, and rage. A part of me wanted to barge into the house, just so I could embarrass him in front of his whore. Another part of me wanted to call a cab to take me home, so I could quickly pack my things and be gone before he was home.
And then a sadder part of me wanted to pretend like there was some sort of mistake, and that man wasn’t Dan. Maybe Dan really was in another room, meeting with an investor—or maybe he was meeting with a realtor, to buy that farm house. Maybe this was all just a big misunderstanding.
No—I knew it was Dan. It had to be Dan. 
It was obvious now: Dan had a sex addiction. He had a thing for prostitutes, and maybe it was my fault. Maybe I wasn’t satisfying him sexually. Maybe, after a long year of abstinence, he was finally going out and getting his fix. Maybe this was God telling me that I needed to put out more. Maybe I needed to spread my legs each night, so he wouldn’t feel the need to go out to find other girls. But I didn’t like being fucked in the asshole. I didn’t like being thrown around and slapped and choked. I didn’t like rough sex, and I certainly couldn’t survive daily rough sex.
Now, Dan was slapping the girl hard on the ass, making her cheeks red. He leaned forward and grabbed her by the throat, lifting her up, out of sight. Was he trying to kill her, or was he just being extra rough with her? She didn’t seem to mind, even though it looked painful.
And then the worst possible thing happened: while he was squeezing her throat, she had a wardrobe malfunction. A half-erect cock fell out from her panties. Dan wasn’t with a woman: he was with a man dressed as a woman: a crossdresser—or maybe a transgender.
I felt my face turning white. 
Was Dan gay? Did he know he was with a boy?
He reached around and grabbed that cock with his fist. He squeezed it and pumped it. So he surely knew that he was with a male. 
I felt sick. I nearly threw up. What if he brought AIDS into our home? Where did he even find this crossdressing prostitute? 
And why was he so comfortable slapping her, choking her, and tossing her around. He pushed her back down, onto her face. He grabbed her hips firmly and began to pump ferociously. I could hear her screaming now, even through that triple-paned window. 
He was relentless. He was probably going to put her in a hospital. It was no wonder he was paying so much money! No affordable prostitute would allow so much abuse. 
I’d seen enough. I climbed down from the tree and I ran off of that property. I couldn’t watch Dan abuse the crossdressing hooker any longer. 
I ran to the bus stop and the bus was just pulling up. I stepped on and showed my transfer as I tried to hold back the tears. It was a long journey home. I’d never felt so used and humiliated in my life. 
I didn’t fall asleep that night. Dan ended up coming home around 1:00 AM. He came into the bedroom to check on me. I pretended to be asleep. Then he went to the bathroom and took a long shower, probably to wash away the perfume and glitter and lipstick that got on him while he was with his whore. 
The worst feeling ever was when he crawled into bed and put his arm over me. His skin felt cold, like I was being cuddled by a vampire. His hot breath on the back of my neck made my whole body tingle with revolt. I hated him. I could never forgive him for cheating on me. 
All of my sadness and humiliation was quickly turning into pure anger. I couldn’t simply leave him—it wouldn’t be enough of a punishment. I couldn’t let him go on living his life the way he was living it. He needed to be taught a lesson, and I needed some revenge. 
CHAPTER III
I always thought that he had a charming smile, but now I was starting to see nothing but a smug grin. He couldn’t seem to wipe that grin off of his face, as if he was proud of sneaking around behind my back. 
I did my best to smile at him whenever he looked at me. I couldn’t let him know that I was onto him. I wouldn’t get my revenge if he thought that I knew his secret. 
So I did my best to remain inconspicuous. I watched him closely as he went about his day. He often took his phone with him to the bathroom, and his bathroom breaks were longer than they needed to be.
He wasn’t as smart as he thought he was. When he was in the bathroom, I went to his laptop and quietly opened up his screen. His messages went to his computer, so I could see him texting his whore—at least one of his whores. ‘I had fun last night,’ he wrote.
‘Me too,’ the girl replies from that number. 
Then, the messages would suddenly vanish as he deleted them from his phone. The toilet would flush and he would emerge. He would look at me with a smirk, thinking he was outsmarting me. I would smile back, working on my revenge scheme in my mind. 
It had to be good; it had to be perfect. It had to leave him completely humiliated. 
“Sex tonight?” he asked me with that big grin. 
I wanted to slap his face, but I resisted. “I’m pretty tired today,” I said.
He nodded his head. “You know what? That’s fine—because I just remembered that I have a meeting tonight. Same investor. He’s just about to invest. We’re trying to convince him to come in at forty-five thousand instead of thirty-five.” 
“Oh. Okay,” I said, knowing that my rejection made him decide he was going to go out and see another whore—or maybe the same whore. 
I didn’t bother putting my phone in the car again. I knew he was cheating on me and there was no point in re-confirming that fact. So, while he was out, I spent some time thinking. I thought long and hard about how I could humiliate him. 
I had an idea. It was a scary idea, and it involved some planning—and a bit of putting out. It would certainly assure the end of our relationship. I even had to do a bit of research to see if it was legal. But the laws didn’t seem to think that it would be illegal. 
It involved setting him up in the bedroom. It involved filming him. It involved getting him to fall for a number of tricks. I knew he wouldn’t fall for them all at once, so I had to take it one step at a time.
First, I ordered the handcuffs. They were solid metal handcuffs—the same brand used by the local police. The cuffs came two days later. It was Dan who opened the box. “What’s this?” he asked.
I felt my face turning red. “For the bedroom,” I said.
His face lit up and he grinned. “Finally,” he said. “I knew you were into the kinky stuff.” 
So that night, I sacrificed myself for the sake of my ultimate revenge. I let him cuff me to the bed and then he had his way with me. At times it hurt, and at times it felt amazing. I won’t lie: I had a few orgasms. It was hot, being unable to defend myself while he rammed himself inside of me. He forced his cock into my mouth, into my pussy, and into my asshole. 
He pumped every part of my body until I was exhausted and limp and covered in his thick cum. I was sore all over. My wrists and ankles were red from being tugged by the cuffs. My bum was red from being spanked. My asshole was red from being stretched. 
But I was one step closer to getting my revenge. While I was in the shower, rinsing the cum off of my body, I thought about the inevitable look that would be on his face. I imagined him crying out, apologizing for everything. I would tell him that I knew everything as soon as he was cuffed to the bed. 
It was the next night when I took my plan one small step further. I told him to get naked, and then I cuffed him to the bed. I blindfolded him and then I bounced on his erection until he came inside of me. Strangely, he got off quickly. He seemed to like being the submissive one. And I didn’t mind being the dominant one. I’d never been on top with a man before. It was kind of fun, especially when he started tugging on his cuffs, clearly wanting to move. 
Two nights later, we did it again, taking turns with the cuffs. He abused me while I was cuffed to the bed: spanking me, pulling my hair, and penetrating my asshole without warning (which I was starting to get used to). When he was cuffed, I tried letting out a bit of anger. I slapped him on the face, slapped his erect cock, and then I even sat on his face and made him eat out my asshole. He went submissive strangely fast. I took a wooden spoon from our kitchen—it had a round back end—and I pushed it into his bum while he was blindfolded. He gasped and told me to take it out, but I pumped him with it, pushing it deep, feeling a bit satisfied. “Just admit that you like it,” I said with a grin.
It was a moment before he replied. “Take it out,” he said. So I took it out. But it felt good to get a tiny bit of revenge before my proper revenge.   
Now, I was one step closer to getting my revenge. I knew that he was willing to put on the cuffs. I knew that he was willing to put on the blindfold. I knew that I could already get him to put a gag in his mouth and go along with just about anything—but I wanted his humiliation to be extra embarrassing. I needed it to be the lesson of a lifetime. I wanted to stop him from cheating—not just on me, but on all of the poor girls that would be with him in the future. 
So I needed to chip away at his comfort zone, which meant putting out more. I needed to get him more comfortable with having experimental sex, which sadly meant me enduring more experimental sex.
One night, while I was blindfolded, he pushed a vibrator into my asshole. I squirmed as he pushed it deep. I heard him laughing. He slapped me on the face and I pretended to like it… Maybe I didn’t mind it. Maybe I liked being slapped around a little bit, but that didn’t mean that I wanted him to slap me around. 
He pinched my nipples and pulled, painfully. Then, without warning, he came on my face. Two blasts entered my mouth and the rest covered my chin and cheeks. I was furious, but the next day, I got to have some revenge. While he was cuffed to the bed, I had him eat out my asshole. He liked eating out my asshole—but he wasn’t expecting what came next. While he had his tongue deep in me, I peed. I peed on his face and he nearly broke his wrists trying to break free from the cuffs. I laughed. “I thought you would like it,” I said.
He was angry—almost too angry to finish sex for the night. 
But he didn’t oppose me bouncing on his cock until he was coming inside of me. It was a small price to pay.
Finally, a week later, I convinced him to push himself out of his comfort zone. I had lingerie laid out on the bed when he got home from work. He grinned as he looked at it. “Is that the outfit for the night?” he asked.
“Yep,” I said. “But I want you to wear it.” 
His face turned white suddenly. “Excuse me?” he said.
“I want you to wear it,” I said. Then I pulled the new wig out from the drawer. It was long and blonde—just like he liked. I giggled, and he turned red.
“No way in hell!” he said. 
“Please?” I said. “Every day for the last week, I let you put it in my ass and I let you slap me and pull on my hair. I even let you come on my face. The least you could do is try on the outfit. 
“Why? Why would you even want that?” he asked.
I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe I have a little bit of a bi fantasy that I want to explore,” I said. It was hard to push the words out. I didn’t actually want him in the lingerie. I did have the occasional bi fantasy, but the thought of a man in lingerie was off-putting. 
He rolled his eyes. “If I put that lingerie and wig on, then you have to let me come in your mouth again.”
“Fine,” I said through clenched teeth. It was a small price to pay—inching him closer to that ultimate humiliation.
He spent forty minutes getting ready: putting on the complicated lingerie and getting the wig on just right. I even convinced him to put on a bit of makeup. 
I was shocked when he came out of the bathroom looking like an actual girl. My heart paused for a moment as I looked at him. His face was legitimately cute. 
He looked shy, blushing with dark red cheeks. I never realized just how thick and long his eyelashes were, and I never realized how feminine his petite body was. He fit my lingerie better than I fit my lingerie. 
I let a small laugh slip and his face became redder. “Was this just your way of making fun of me?” he said, narrowing his eyes.
“No,” I said, forcing the laughter to stop. I bit hard on my tongue, eliciting a sharp pain. “Sorry—I’m not laughing at you. I’m just… I think you’re cute. I feel kind of… shy.” 
He smiled: that familiar grin, as if he was about to torment me—and like it. “Well do you want me to talk like this then?” he asked in a frighteningly feminine voice.
I caught myself blushing again. “Sure,” I said. That voice would be perfect when it came time to properly humiliate him. 
“Why are you able to do that?” I asked.
He shrugged his shoulders, blushing once again. “I used to imitate my sister all of the time back when we were kids. She made me practice so that I could answer the phone as her when she was out with her friends.” He was still using that girly voice.
“Well it’s impressive,” I said. 
His eyes narrowed and his smirk grew. “Does it turn you on?” he asked. In a strange way, it kind of did turn me on. I’d always had a little bisexual fantasy: imagining myself becoming intimate with a woman. Back in college, I got drunk at a party and was pressured into kissing another girl. We ended up making out for about fifteen minutes before the other girl passed out. It was my only lesbian encounter, but it stuck with me. The girl’s lips were so plump and soft. Her body felt soft all over. I even got a bit wet when she climbed up and straddled my thigh and rubbed her cunt against my leg. I could feel the bulge of her pussy lips against my skin…
Now, I was waving Dan over. He actually looked a bit like my college fling, with the long blonde hair, the big eyelashes, and the thick booty. He sat down on my lap, with his knees on the mattress, and then he leaned forward and kissed me. His glossy lips felt plumper than usual. I put my hands on his sides and gently rubbed up and down. I pushed my hands up onto his breasts, which felt surprisingly real thanks to the silicone pads that were in his lingerie cups. Those cups didn’t look very realistic, but I still had time to address the small flaws before the big humiliation. 
We kissed and fondled each other. For the first time in the bedroom, Dan was controlling himself. He wasn’t attacking me: slapping me, pulling my hair, strangling me, or forcing his cock into my asshole. He was being a gentle lover, moving his hands gently and sensually. It was exactly the kind of sex that I wanted from him in the first place—thought the rough sex had been growing on me a little bit.
He started grinding himself on my lap in a feminine sort of way. It was a bit confusing at first; where were these moves coming from? Why was he so comfortable in that feminine garb? Was this good for my plan or was it bad for my plan? 
I could feel his throbbing erection pressing against my stomach. He was harder than ever, bursting out from that tight lingerie. 
I slipped my hand down and ran my fingers along his lace-clad cock. I gripped it firmly and felt it pulsing. I moaned. Then I looked into his eyes—but it was hard to see him as Dan; it was hard to see him as a man at all. He looked do different. He looked so gentle and sweet and cute—and so feminine. I was looking at a girl, and she was beautiful. She was a she in that moment—even with that hard, throbbing cock. 
I slipped my fingers underneath that soft lace. I grabbed onto her warm cock and I pulled it out. I pressed it against my belly and then I began to stroke it up and down. She moaned gently into my ear. We kissed again.
Then I sat up slightly, just enough to get her cock under me. I circled it around my wet hole and then I sat down, making fluid gush out from my body. She was inside of me, throbbing against my tight vaginal walls. 
I felt naughty, like I was cheating on my boyfriend. But why should I feel guilty about cheating? Dan was cheating on me and I was planning on leaving him—so why shouldn’t I be allowed to cheat? And not to mention—I was now with Dan. Dan was the beautiful girl who was now in front of me, and inside of me. 
I bounced up and down, feeling that long, thick cock sliding in and out of my body. I groaned and grasped her shoulders. I looked into her eyes and that strange guilt returned to me, as if I was cheating on Dan. I bounced faster. “Your strap-on is so fucking big,” I moaned.
She grinned. She gripped my hips more firmly and bounced me faster. My bum slapped against her thighs. I reached down to feel those thighs, and that’s when I noticed that she had no leg hair. Did she shave when she was getting ready? When did she have time to shave? Did Dan usually have leg hair? 
The thought escaped me as a pulse of euphoria surged through me. I moaned again and bounced even faster. Now, I was bouncing quickly, slapping her thighs with my tush. She reached up and cupped my breasts. She squeezed and then she leaned forward to suck my nipples.
It was the perfect sex that I had been dreaming of for a year. It was exactly the kind of sex that I wanted. We were kissing and making love—not just having a rough fuck. I could feel her throbbing inside of me. 
“Put it in my asshole,” I said. I sat up suddenly and reached down, gripping her throbbing cock. But I didn’t get it into my asshole in time. Had I been paying better attention I would have noticed that she was about to come. Now, as I gripped her cock, it began spraying cum all over my butt. I gasped and sat down on it quickly, nestling it into my asshole while it ejaculated. I wanted it inside of me: I wanted at least one short moment of anal bliss. 
I managed to get the final few sprays into my bum. Then I continued bouncing, using my anal walls to spread the cum all over her hard shaft. But now she was finished, and she looked uncomfortable. “Stop,” she said. But I didn’t want to stop. I didn’t want it to end. I kept bouncing—gripping her shoulders as I slapped my ass against her lap. I loved the feeling of that cock sliding in my asshole. “I said stop, Kristal,” she said.
She had to pull me off of her. “It hurts,” she said. “I came.” She looked down at her cock, which was now beginning to slump as her erection went away. Cum dripped off of it. My heart was pounding. I took a moment to catch my breath.
“Oh. I’m sorry,” I said. But I was still overly-aroused and unsatisfied. I wanted more. So I dropped down, grabbed her cock, and pushed it into my mouth. I got to taste a combination of her cum and my asshole. I sucked all of that cum off. At first, her cock continued to slump, getting more and more flaccid. But then, as I continued to suck, it started getting hard again. My heart skipped a beat and I bobbed my head faster. After a minute, she was fully erect again. I sucked her tip viciously, enjoying every passing second.
She let a moan slip. So I decided it was time for round two. I sat up and got back onto her lap. I crammed her cock back into my cum-dripping asshole and I resumed the bouncing. She looked a bit uncomfortable at first, but she settled into it. I bounced until sweat was all over my body. I was exhausted and hot, and I must have had twelve separate orgasms. It was beautiful, and then it came to an end when she came inside of me for the second time. More of her goopy cum sprayed deep into my anus and I groaned loudly. 
I kissed her beautiful lips and I caressed her curvy body, and then I remembered that this wasn’t supposed to be for my pleasure. I was only doing this to advance my revenge plot. I’d allowed myself to get carried away. I got caught up in the moment. 
I stepped off of her and away from the bed as her large cumshot drained out of my anus and down my thighs. “T—That was fun,” I said. I tried not to look into her eyes. I was already feeling confused enough.
If our sex was always like that, it would have been a lot harder to break up with Dan. But what if that’s what sex was going to be like? What if that’s how it could be, every night? Did I want to lose Dan? Could I look past the cheating? 
I bit down on my tongue and reminded myself just how horrible I felt after I saw him with that girl in that bedroom. I couldn’t forgive him, even if it meant having great sex every night for the rest of my life. I would never forget that horrible feeling of being cheated on. 
I had to go through with my plan for revenge. “You’ll have to tell me how you shaved your legs so quickly,” I said.
He looked at me strangely for a moment, and then he looked down at his legs and smiled. “Oh. Right. I did shave fast, didn’t I?” It was a strange response, but I didn’t think too into it. 
That night, while he was sleeping, I checked his computer and his phone. It didn’t look like he’d cleared his history in a few days, and there were no new signs of cheating. His bank balance hadn’t dropped since I’d last looked, and there were no strange messages appearing anywhere. Maybe he was done cheating. Maybe he was getting what he needed from me now…
CHAPTER IV
We had sex again the next night—sex I only agreed to so I could keep him from catching onto my plan. He was back to his usual self: forcing himself on me, pinning me down, pulling my hair. Sure, it turned me on a little bit, but it was just too much. I was already missing the tender sex from the day before. I was missing the caressing and the kissing. 
And he noticed. “Are you okay?” he asked, letting go of my pigtails, letting my head fall onto the pillow. 
“You know I don’t like the rough sex, Dan,” I said. 
“You normally do,” he said with a grin. “But right now, you actually don’t like it. What’s going on?” 
“I liked how we had sex yesterday,” I said. “That’s what I want. If I want the rough stuff, I’ll tell you.” 
He stared into my eyes. “You want me to get dressed up again?” he said, narrowing his eyes.
“No,” I said. “Just—yesterday was nice. We kissed and we touched each other, and it felt like we were together.” 
He shrugged his shoulders. “Fine. If that’s what you want,” he said. He rolled his eyes and then he came in for a kiss. I allowed him to kiss me, even though I still hated him secretly. We kissed for a few minutes. I put my hands on his body and moved them around. And I found myself getting aroused a little bit—and then I opened my eyes and saw his face. That arousal fluttered away and my skin became cold. Then I closed my eyes again and tried to get the image of his face out from my mind. After a bit more kissing and bit more touching, that arousal would come back.
Then he spoke. “Do you like it when I squeeze your ass?” he asked. I was suddenly turned off—not because of what he said, but because of how he said it. “What’s wrong?” he asked.
“It’s just not the same,” I said. 
He stared into my eyes. “It’s exactly the same,” he said. “Except I’m not wearing lingerie and a wig.” 
My heart skipped a beat. Was that the difference? When I had my eyes closed, was I just trying to imagine that he was that girl again: the beautiful blonde with the perky breasts and the soothing voice? I stared into his eyes for a long moment. “It’s not that,” I said softly. 
He laughed. “Then what is it?” he said.
Maybe it was the cheating—maybe I was just thinking about how he betrayed me, and it was on my mind more than usual. Or maybe it really was the gender he was portraying. Maybe I would have been more into it if he was dressed as a girl again. I bit hard on my tongue. “I don’t know,” I said. 
“Look. If it’s the girl thing you want, I can put on the outfit. I just want you to be happy. It makes no difference to me.” 
I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat. Maybe having him think that I was into girls was a good thing. Maybe it would help with my plan. Maybe I needed to sacrifice a bit of my pride just to make his humiliation a little more humiliating. “Okay. Put on the red thing,” I said.
He paused for a moment, smirking slightly. Then he got off the bed and cleared his throat. “Whatever you want,” he said, rolling his eyes as if he really didn’t care. “As long as I don’t have to look in the mirror while I’m fucking you.” It was trying hard to sound manly, but I had a hunch that he was secretly feeling a bit emasculated. Hell, it almost seemed like he was excited for the opportunity to put on my lingerie. It almost seemed like he was the one pushing for the girl gig. 
So he put on the red slip and the blonde wig, and he put on a bit of makeup—just enough to make him convincing. He only needed a little bit. His face was already strangely feminine, which I’d never noticed before. A touch of eye shadow, mascara, and eyeliner was apparently enough to make him into a full-blown girly girl. And that voice was just icing on the cake. He could have easily gone out to a busy mall and tricked every single person into thinking that he was a legitimate girl.
The sex was amazing. It was slow and passionate and sensual. We kissed and we touched and I let him into both of my holes. I bounced on him while he was on his back. He told me he was going to come in his girly voice, so I stood up and let him come all over his own chest, making a mess of that red satin slip. Then I pressed my chest against his and we kissed, rubbing that cum between us. 
And once again, reality came back to me and I remembered that he wasn’t my lover—he was my enemy. I was getting revenge on him, and I now had all of the pieces in place. I just had to make one last arrangement.
The next afternoon, I made the call. “Are you available tonight at 9:00 PM?” I asked the escort. 
“I am,” the escort replied. 
So I sent our address and then I got the house all cleaned up. I made sure that it was romantic, with candles and rose petals and sensual aromas—and a few hidden cameras. 
Then, around 3:00 PM, I phoned Dan while he was at work. “So what are we doing for our anniversary dinner tonight?” I asked.
He was silent for a moment. “Shit,” he said. “Is that tonight?” 
“You didn’t forget, did you?” I asked. It wasn’t our anniversary. Our anniversary passed without him realizing weeks before. 
“No—of course not,” he said with a laugh. “I’m just kidding around with you. I’ve got reservations at a great restaurant.”
“Where and what time?” I asked.
“I’ll just call and confirm with them and then I’ll let you know,” he said. “I booked it so long ago that I can’t even remember.” 
He called back an hour later. “McMasters, at 8:00 PM,” he said.
My skin tingled. 8:00 PM was cutting it close. “That sounds late. I don’t know if I can wait that long to eat. Can you change it to 7:00 PM?” 
He paused. “I can try,” he said. And then an hour later, he confirmed our reservation for 7:00 PM. I had a bit more time to get the house ready before he got home. I knew we wouldn’t have long. We would probably be at the restaurant for an hour and a half, and then that would only give me thirty minutes to get him dolled up and cuffed to the bed. 
To save a bit of time, I put the cuffs on the bed early: one pair on each corner of the bed. I picked out the perfect outfit for him: a white lace teddy with tall fishnet stockings. I just needed to find the satin garter belt that went along with the outfit, but it wasn’t in my little lingerie drawer. I ended up spending almost forty minutes digging through drawers for the garter belt. The garter belt was necessary to hold the stockings up, if he wasn’t going to have use of his hands to pull them up constantly. 
Finally, I found them in a strange place: in the bottom of Dan’s sock drawer. Even stranger was what I found under the garter belt: a silicone breast form. It was an entire chest piece, complete with realistic breasts and nipples. I lifted it out from the drawer and stared at it. Was it new? Did he get it for me, because he thought that I wanted him to be more like a woman in the bedroom? 
My skin tingled. Something felt off. Why did he own the breast form? When did he get it? Had he dressed up before? 
I suddenly remembered that night in the suburbs. I remembered that girl in the window, with the long hair and the perky tits. 
I started digging through Dan’s clothes. My heart was racing. 
I found a pair of panties: red and lacy and not mine. Did they belong to his mistress? I kept digging. After another five minutes, I found the lingerie: the same piece of lingerie that the whore was wearing in that suburb bedroom. My heart stopped for a moment. Why did Dan have the whore’s clothes? Had they fucked in our bed? My stomach churned.
Then I dug further and found something even more horrifying: a blonde wig—not too different from the one I got for him to wear.
I remembered the girl in the bedroom. Was Dan the girl? 
I ran over to my computer. It was already 6:40 PM—almost time to go to dinner. Dan would be home any second to pick me up. I looked up that address, where I found Dan parked and I saw that couple fucking. A couple of pages into my Google search, Ken Hoggins’s business came up. ‘Ken Hoggins’s realty, registered to this address in 2013. Address changed in 2018.” The sinking feeling in my stomach was horrible. That house belonged to Ken Hoggins. 
Was Dan’s mistress… Ken Hoggins, the real estate agent? Was Dan dressing up like a girl so that Ken could fuck him? Is that why he was often at Ken’s downtown office? 
I heard the front door open. I quickly stuffed everything away and I zipped over to the door.
Dan stopped and stared at me. “Our dinner is in fifteen minutes,” he said.
“I know. Let’s go,” I said.
“That’s how you’re going?” he said, looking down at me. I hadn’t done my hair or my makeup, and I wasn’t even in a dress. 
“I’m going for more of a natural look today,” I said.
He forced an awkward smile. “It’s a nice restaurant,” he said. “But that’s fine. You look fine.” He was trying to be nice, but he was still coming off like a complete asshole. It was a nice reminder that I was doing the right thing with my revenge plot.
He hadn’t just been cheating on me: he’d been dressing up as a woman and having sex with a man. That was worse than cheating… Or was it?
We sat down at the restaurant and I looked into his eyes. He smiled at me and my stomach churned again. Could I really be mad at him for cheating on me with Ken? Maybe Dan had needs that I just couldn’t meet. It’s not like he was cheating on me with another woman. I couldn’t become a man for him. 
Did Dan want to be a woman—or did he just want to be a woman in the bedroom?
I felt sick. I no longer knew what I was doing. I was hours away from ruining Dan: a complete humiliation—but was it worth it? Did he really deserve it? Was I going to teach him the right lesson, or was I just going to make him feel humiliated?
I could still teach him a lesson. I didn’t have to get him to dress up as a girl—I didn’t have to make him feel ashamed of his feminine tendencies. I didn’t have to make him embarrassed to ever want to dress up again. That was none of my business. But I did have to make sure he didn’t think it was okay to cheat. I couldn’t let him continue cheating on women.
“You’re hardly eating,” he said, looking at my plate.
I looked down and saw that my entire salad was untouched, along with my chicken. I’d only had a few bites of veggies—they were all I could stomach. “I’m sorry,” I said, smiling. “I guess I’m just feeling a bit under the weather. Maybe I’ll just get my food to go.”
“To go?” he said.
I looked at the time. It was now 8:15 PM. The escort would be arriving in 45 minutes. I looked at Dan’s plate. “Maybe you can get your food to go. I think I need to lay down.”
He stared at me for a long moment before shrugging his shoulders. “Whatever you want,” he said. So he asked the waiter for a box and then he paid the bill. By the time we were in the car, it was 8:30 PM. 
My heart was pounding. Was I doing the wrong thing? Was I the one who needed to learn a lesson in compassion? 
We arrived at the house at 8:42 PM. We went inside and he went straight to the kettle. “I’ll make you a peppermint tea—that will help your stomach.” 
“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I said suddenly. I could feel the color draining from my face. 
He stared at me with narrowed eyes. “The bedroom?” he said.
I nodded my head quickly, knowing the escort could arrive at any moment. “Let’s have sex,” I said. “I’m horny. I want to have sex.”
He smiled. “You won’t hear a no from me,” he said. He chuckled. He turned to the bedroom. Then I remembered that the lingerie was set out. My heart fluttered. I ran up behind him as he stepped into the room. He looked down at the outfit. He chuckled. “You want me to dress up again?” he said, picking up the wig from the bed.
“Um, it’s okay,” I said. “I think I just want to have sex. Let’s just have sex. I want you to wear the cuffs though. Can you put on the cuffs—and lay on your stomach?” 
 He laughed and shook his head. “I really don’t mind if that’s what you want,” he said. He grabbed the lingerie and the wig and he marched towards the bathroom. 
“I really think we should just have sex,” I said. My heart was pounding now. 
“Just have a tea and let your stomach settle. I just need fifteen minutes!” he said, then he closed the bathroom door.
I started pacing the living room. Now I was really going to be sick. I was feeling dizzy, like I was about to lose consciousness. I looked over at the clock. Now it was 8:58 PM. Maybe I would get lucky: maybe the escort wouldn’t show up. Maybe I would get stood up. It was probably for the best. I didn’t do enough to think my strategy through. I didn’t know that Dan had a secret crossdressing desire. Maybe he was trans. Maybe I was about to push him even deeper into the closet, where he would stay for the rest of his life. Sure, he cheated on me, but did he really deserve it? 
I went to the window after hearing a noise. There was a car parked out front. Was that the escort? My arms and legs started going numb. I was panicking and about to cancel my revenge plan. I ran to my cell phone and tried to find the escort’s contact info, but I deleted everything after setting it all up, so there wouldn’t be a trace for Dan to find. My phone told me that my battery was about to die.
I could hear Dan in the bathroom, moving around as he got dolled up. He was also doing a bit of voice practice, getting himself into character. 
What was I doing? Was I a bad person?
I ran to the window. That car was gone. My heart was pounding ferociously. I looked up at the clock. It was now 9:08 PM. The escort was late—or maybe not coming at all. Maybe it was best that the escort forgot. My stomach growled. 
“Almost ready?” I called out. 
“Five minutes,” she called back in that feminine voice. My skin crawled again. 
I needed to call and cancel the escort. I knew the website that I found the escort on, so I knew I could get that number. I ran to my phone again. Now, my phone was dead and it refused to turn on.
So I ran over to Dan’s overcoat and fished his phone out from his pocket. I could use his phone to make the call. My hands were shaking. I had told the escort to just enter our house through the unlocked door. Now, I couldn’t have that happen! That would ruin my relationship, which I suddenly was desperate to save.
With trembling fingers, I unlocked his phone. I went to click on his internet, but my shaking finger missed the icon and clicked on his photos instead. I was just about to exit his photos when I noticed a folder. ‘Other photos.’ My phone, which was the same model, didn’t have a folder called ‘other photos.’ So I clicked on it, and then I stood in horror as the images appeared in front of me: Dan, dolled up as a girl, with Ken Hoggins. 
In the very first picture, Dan was on the bed, with her long blonde hair, wearing lingerie I’d never seen before. In the next photo, she was on her knees, looking up at a big, thick cock. The pictures were taken from Ken’s POV, and occasionally, Ken was in the background mirror. 
The next photo had Dan’s lips around Ken’s thick cock. The next photo was of Dan’s prettied face, covered in thick cum. 
Then there were photos taken in Ken’s office: Dan dolled up and sprawled on Ken’s desk. In one photo, Ken was pushing all of his fingers—almost his whole fist—into Dan’s asshole. I felt sick. Next was a video: the phone set up on a nearby shelf, filming Dan as he bounced on Ken’s thick cock. Ken groaned the words, “Oh, Danica. Fuck, Danica, your asshole feels so good on my big, hard cock! Fuck!” 
My revenge was pointless. Ken already had his own humiliation on his phone. I didn’t even need to set him up—I just needed to send those photos and videos to his family. 
There were so many: dozens of encounters, all documented with photo and video evidence. There was one video of Dan on his knees with two different men—and neither were Ken Hoggins. So Dan had many secret flings. He’s been going out as a girl for many months by the looks of it. 
Now, I was furious. Maybe Dan wanted to be a girl secretly and maybe he wanted to be with men. That wasn’t something I could do for him, but that didn’t give him a pass to cheat on me for months with various men, putting me at risk of contracting multiple diseases. I felt so stupid. I hated that I allowed him to take advantage of me. 
But the days of him taking advantage of me were over. 
CHAPTER V
“I’m ready, Kristal!” she called out as she stepped out from the bathroom in that cute outfit. I looked at her with a smile.
“You look cute,” I said. 
She did a little spin and then a curtsy. “Thank you,” she said. She was clearly getting more and more comfortable being a girl around me. Sadly, it was a few months too late. I would have accepted her as a girl. I would have been happy to see her through a transition. I would have even been happy to buy a big strap-on and pleasure her every night—but that opportunity was gone now. She made her decision. She decided to go behind my back to fulfil her desires. 
“So I want you on the bed, on your back, with your wrists and ankles in the cuffs,” I said.
She blushed and smiled. “What are you going to do to me?” she asked.
I bit down on my lip. “You’ll see,” I said. 
“And what’s my safe word?” she asked, turning even redder.
“No safe word,” I said. “You don’t get to get out of this one.” 
“I like it. Don’t stop—no matter what I say.” She winked at me and then she did a cute spin before skipping towards the bedroom.
I heard another car pulling up to the house. I looked back and saw the headlights at that car idled outside of our first-floor apartment. My heart started racing again. I needed to move quickly, so I rushed into the bedroom behind her and I helped her onto the bed. My hands were shaking as I pulled her wrists into the cuffs.
She laughed nervously. “What’s the big rush?” she said.
“We’re running behind,” I said.
“Behind for what?” she asked.
“We have a guest coming,” I said with a big smile. I snapped the last cuff tight into place.
Her face suddenly turned white. “A guest?” she said. 
“A little treat for you,” I said.
“What does that mean?” she asked, no longer grinning.
“An escort, Dan—or should I say Danica. I think Danica suits you, don’t you?” 
Her face turned even whiter. “D—Danica?” she said. 
I went to the nightstand and grabbed our little bottle of lubricant. “What would your parents think if they saw you now?” I asked as I squirted a small pile of lube onto my fingers.
“My dad would never talk to me again. You know that,” she said. 
“And would that bother you?” I asked.
She laughed nervously again. “I’m kind of banking on their inheritance if I’m ever going to pay off my debt or retire. And they help out with a lot of our bills too. We’d probably end up broke. Why are you asking this? You know my dad—let’s not think of my parents in the bedroom.” 
I giggled, pulling aside her lingerie to wipe that lube all over her asshole. She squirmed and let out a nervous giggle. “That feels good. But you’re using so much.”
“You’ll need it,” I said.
“Who’s coming?” 
“Hold on,” I said. I went to the other room to grab her phone. I could see a figure walking up to our apartment door. So I quickly pulled open the video of her with Ken, then I went back into the bedroom. “I’m going to give you ten seconds to explain this to me,” I said. “And if the explanation isn’t good enough, I’m putting your parents on FaceTime.” I set the camera down on the nightstand. 
Her face was suddenly as white as bone. “Kristal?” she said. 
“You’re running out of time,” I said with a big smile on my face.
“Don’t do it. You know my dad. Kristal—please. Listen to me. That was just a little fling. It was meaningless. I—I like to dress up. I like to be with guys. It’s not something that’s easy to open up about.” I could see her trembling all over.
“You opened up for Ken’s fist just fine,” I said, rolling my eyes. I left the video playing on the nightstand, just as a reminder of what she did to me. Then I pulled out my own phone and called Dan’s parents on FaceTime. I set down the phone next to her phone. “Oh right—the gag!” I said. I quickly grabbed the gag as I heard our apartment door open. I had to wrestle it onto her face as she begged me not to ruin her life. 
“It’s time to be open with your parents about it. Show them exactly what you’ve been up to. And maybe you’ll think twice before cheating on me again.” 
She shook her head. Then, behind me, a surprisingly handsome man stepped into the room. Dan’s parents answered the FaceTime call. I quickly muted them, so their voices wouldn’t put the gay male escort off. 
“Looks like you’re ready for me,” he said.
I whispered into his ear. “Her name is Danica and her safe word is coconut.”
“Got it,” he said with a big smile. 
I watched everything from the corner, and Dan’s parents watched for a few minutes from the nightstand before they hung up. I decided to turn on the hidden cameras as well, just so I would have lots to send to his friends and co-workers. 
Dan needed to learn a lesson—and now Dan was learning that lesson.
The escort stripped down and mounted her. His cock was enormous—even bigger than Dan’s. He pressed his throbbing erection against Dan’s tummy before dragging his tip down to Dan’s lubricated asshole. Dan’s squirmed and moaned, and then the escort penetrated her. 
Dan screamed out in a combination of horror and pleasure. The escort gripped her hips firmly and pumped hard, without a condom (it was an extra charge, but well worth it). I made sure the video of Dan and Ken was repeating, so Dan wouldn’t forget what she did to me. 
The escort pushed his cock so deep that a bulge appeared on Dan’s stomach. It wasn’t long before Dan descended into a sort of euphoric hypnosis. Her body went limp and she started moaning uncontrollably. She was seemingly enjoying herself, but I knew that the mental torment was still corroding away in the back of her mind. 
Maybe it was cruel. Maybe Dan didn’t deserve to have his life ruined—though it wasn’t like his life was ruined. Sure, his relationship with his parents was as good as over, and all of his friends and co-workers would laugh at him until he went to find new friends. And sure, his name was almost certainly going to be removed from his parents’ will, meaning he would never get their money. But I don’t think it would be fair to blame me for that—I think karma can take credit for that one. 
The escort didn’t come inside of Danica’s soft, feminine body. Instead, he pulled out, crawled up Danica’s body, and forced his cock into Danica’s mouth after pulling out that gag. Danica choked on the cum before swallowing all of it, and licking her lips as if she forgot she was being punished. He also made sure a few giant strands of cum ended up across Danica’s chest. 
And there was proof that Danica liked the escort’s hard fucking: her panties were full of her own cum. 
I paid the escort using the money in Dan’s wallet. I thanked him for his time, and then I found myself alone with Dan in the bedroom.
“I can’t believe you did this to me. My life is over,” she said, still using that girl voice. 
“I put everything into our relationship. You made me quit my job because you said we would have kids within a couple of years. You convinced me to put all of my money into a shared bank account—which was just your bank account—and I found out recently that you spent almost all of it. And on what?”
Her face turned dark red. “I didn’t spend all of it,” she said.  
“What did you spend it on, Danica?” I asked.
She cleared her throat. “Clothes, shoes, makeup, wigs…” She took a deep breath. “I’ve been taking pills and those aren’t cheap. And, uh, also some prostitutes… male prostitutes.” 
“I’m sending these videos to your friends, your coworkers, and to your boss,” I said.
“Please don’t,” she said. 
“I have to. You broke me and you betrayed me and now I have nothing. I have to basically start my life anew. I need to find a job and an apartment, and I don’t even have a thousand dollars to my name.” 
“I’m sorry,” she said.
“I know,” I said. I grabbed a bag from the closet and I started stuffing outfits into it. I knew I could go sleep on my sister’s couch for a few weeks while I figured out my life.
“Where are you going?” she asked.
“Don’t worry about me. Worry about yourself,” I said.
“Can you take these cuffs off?” she asked.  
“No,” I said. “You can use your phone’s voice command to call a friend to come take them off. I’ll leave the key in the kitchen and I’ll leave the front door unlocked.”
“Please don’t do that,” she begged.
“Don’t leave the door unlocked?” I said with a giggle. “Then how will your friend get inside?” 
“Don’t leave me,” she said.
“Sorry, beautiful. Just think about it like this: this can be the start of your new life. Now you can be whoever you want to be without worrying about what people will think—because they already know everything.” 
She just stared at me with big, frightened eyes. But I could tell that there was a bit of hope and excitement behind those eyes as well. Maybe she was secretly happy to have the weight off of her shoulders. 
I wasn’t exactly proud of myself for what I did. I didn’t like demolishing her life like I did—but she needed to learn a lesson. 
THE END
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