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It was Thursday night, I would be going home. I looked at the time blaring on the digital bedside clock, faintly illuminating the room dark. 11:50 PM, I am not allowed to leave before the clock turns 12 and it is officially Friday. 

Not more than an hour ago, he was inside me… now he is breathing soundly. He didn't make too much noise and he slept quite well and peacefully, I always left quietly on nights like this. I never woke him up ever, thank God the shower was quiet and the garage door was on the other side of his house, a whole huge floor away, it’ll be appropriate to call this a villa instead of a house. 

I was sore… My ass was always sore on Thursday nights. Two days, forty-two hours to be precise, that was the deal he made me take. He made it eight weeks ago. He said it was the perfect amount of time, but now he was thinking he wanted to add maybe one more day, another twenty-four hours. 

I didn't know how I was going to explain these newer hours to my wife. 

*** 

I have been working at XavCap, a small fund management company with only eight employees, for three years and eight weeks. Three years as a research analyst. I started here three months after Sarah and I had gotten married. I finally had a job that could support us both financially well so that Sarah could finally concentrate on her passion fully instead of working a day job. She runs a yoga studio in the town. We’ve been living in this beautiful and quiet city of Stockholm, Wisconsin for these last three years, it’s been awarded the coziest town in the country. The pace of life here is calmer, the weather’s pretty much always beautiful, and people are more laid back. XavCap has always preferred to keep a lower profile and they’re still managing the money for only the twelve clients who came in when they opened their doors for business a little over three decades back. The company currently successfully manages a little over 100 billion dollars for their investors, billing a few hundred million as commissions and fees every year, they started off with just 1 billion, thirty years back. The man who founded and runs the company, the man who I work for, Sean Xavier, is a math prodigy with an Economics Degree from Harvard who started this shop right out of college in his hometown, here. When I was given the offer by a head hunter, I couldn’t just pass it. Both Sarah and I immediately jumped on the opportunity. The only condition was to move to Stockholm for the job, and we were more than happy to ditch the crappy but 4000$ a month apartment we were living in NewYork and move into this cute four-bedroom house for a fraction of the price of what we were paying in rent for years. 


But after working as one of the best in his research team for three years, I have currently been working as Mr. Xavier's Executive Assistant, which was just a fancy word for Secretary, for the last eight weeks, this might seem like a downgrade at first, but, I got a hundred percent raise, I was now making more than what my colleagues are even after their commissions, I got my own office now and I made all of the other workers disgruntled. All my friends. How could I tell them I didn't want the extra money, the office, or even the much easier lower-stress job? I had a college degree, I used to read pages and pages of balance sheets and quarterly reports, now I get coffee, or dry cleaning, or go shopping. I also have new hours. Mr. Xavier gave me off on Tuesdays’. 

It was Friday, and he called me into his office, mine was comparatively smaller than his which was right next door to mine. I entered and I sat across from him, I gave him back his wife's phone. 

"I want to send flowers to Allison." 

He gave a smirk at me as he stood up next to his mahogany desk. He was a few inches taller than six feet. I had to look way up at him while still seated in the chair. He had dark hair with little streaks of gray hair gear and there, a slight beard, like a five o'clock shadow, and he smelled like expensive manly aftershave. His large shoulders and body were literally made for a suit. He had over a dozen of them, all of them custom-fitted, Italian, nicely pressed, and always dry-cleaned. I knew his size, I knew his shoes and even the sizes for his casuals too. I had a list of things I had to know, but now I knew them all by memory. 

"Will do, sir!" I put it on my iPad. 

"Let's wait and send them to the house on Wednesday, this way they will be fresh." He smiled at me, his slightly nicotine-stained bottom row of teeth coming into visibility, he often made me nervous. "You know what I'm thinking?! maybe one day I shall have her come into the office and meet our little work family here." He relaxed back into his plush leather chair, putting his feet on the polished desk in front. Even though my thoughts were racing miles by the second inside my head, I remained quiet as long as I could before I finally got the courage to speak up. 

"Is that a good idea, sir?" I was getting more nervous, he absolutely loved teasing me, he loved to make me uncomfortable and see me getting jittery from it. 

"Well I believe it is, I talk about her all the time here. I think people need to see how gorgeous she is, how young and smart… and you know, how happy she is! It’ll be nice for them to put a face to a name. Don’t you agree?" 

I had to agree, "I do Mr.Xavier!". I didn't have to be happy about it. 

"Good, together, we shall come up with a plan, haha! Okay now get out of here, do whatever it is you do." He laughed and sent me off. 

I left, I called the florist, and I ordered a small bouquet for next week. She liked her flowers simple and pink and red. She didn't like anything too big, extravagant, or gaudy. 

She was me... 

*** 

On Tuesdays I had off, I did the shopping for my wife in the morning. She didn't like that I was gone for so long, but she loved that I liked to help, I liked to do things for her. When she got back home from her studio, everything was done, the cleaning, the shopping. I had gotten so much more organized and domesticated in these last few weeks. I even made her dinners for the rest of the week and put them in the fridge, so she could have them later. 

And after that, I had to go see my personal stylist, Yua. I went through her back door and grabbed my bags. She then started her regular process of removing the hair on my body. It was taking a long time, my chest was now completely smooth, and my face was making progress. She also did a lot of waxing, tweezing, and threading. 

Then I went to the gym. I do a lot of cardio, I tone up, I do so many squats. I have a cycling class. I have a trainer who says I am at my perfect weight. I am one hundred and twenty-five pounds, I have lost forty pounds in four months. I have been cross-dressing since my early teenage years. I've always been a little overweight, but now I am perfect. I used to have slight man-breasts that usually made me the center of attraction for bullying back in school, other kids used to make fun of it, but also I could fill an underwire B-cup. I would wear a corset for a nicer shape, I never knew what size I wore and nothing ever fit correctly then. Now I look perfect in all my new clothes and outfits, I have a whole new curated wardrobe. Every crossdresser should have help. Mr. Xavier wants me to be his perfect trophy wife. I was only 5'6" with natural blonde hair and soft features, that's exactly what he liked. He liked his women blonde, he liked them tall, he liked them with perfect long-toned legs and large breasts. He prefers to be with an arm candy 

Four months ago he caught me on Omegle, a webcam site where you are connected with random people who share the same interests as you, my wife was away at her monthly weekend yoga camp with her clients in a local cabin nearby in the woods, it was just a bunch of ladies doing yoga in the mornings and smoking pot as ‘recreation’ for the rest of the day. This was used to be my alone time, I liked to open up a bottle of wine, dress myself up in lingerie and makeup, and go on the site, it was during one of those random weekend nights four months ago, when he saw me in full femme, he had his cam turned on, he was in his polo and shorts with one of his large hands rubbing his bulge through the shorts. That’s when I knew Mr.Xavier also likes his women with a little something extra between their legs. 


I had told my wife I stopped wearing women's clothes. She knew I did it before we were married, she found pictures, and she found stashes of panties. I promised her I would never do it again, it had just been a silly hobby, and she said it made her embarrassed. I never explained why I had a locked suitcase in the bottom of our closet, then two, then three, and now four. One just filled with slutty heels and pocketbooks. I had been dressing since I was very young. I had gotten so good at it. I loved heels and stockings, that was what I lived for, unfortunately, I never had enough time at home. So usually these are such nights where I go fully. Sometimes I would do my makeup, lashes, mascara, lipstick, and everything. This night was one of those nights, I took so many pictures in the semi-darkness of my home office. I wanted to see and share my new outfits with everyone, I had a dedicated Reddit page that had quite a following. I loved it when I got compliments. I was putting pictures of myself up on social media. I also had my Reddit profile pinned on chat, I was in front of my laptop in a long blonde wig, when his face showed up, both of us were a little shocked, I froze for a few seconds, not knowing what to do, that gave him the time click on my Reddit profile in the link, he recognized me, I wasn’t a pro at makeup, and he had been in this same home office I’m sitting now, multiple times in the last years whenever I and my wife hosted dinners for my ‘work family’ which was pretty often, all of us were well paid, and Mr.Xavier always treated all of us like family. After what seemed like almost a Minute he finally said, 

"Allen?!" 


I immediately closed my laptop in panic, my heart was racing, and my breath was out of control. My brain was literally fried. Then my phone pinged, It was a text message, 


"Meeting at 9 am. Tomorrow, something important to discuss." 


It was from Mr.Xavier. A month later he gave me my own office. 

*** 

I hated waking up on Wednesday mornings. I had to be at work at eight AM. I had to have my weekly update meeting with Sean. He briefed me on the plans for the rest of the week. My anxiety levels were always at a high and my mouth was always dry before the meeting. I was always embarrassed - like clockwork, during it. 

I walked in and closed the door, nobody else was in the office yet. I sat across the table, and he handed me his wife's phone, my phone, with a big smile. He made sure he touched me, held my hand, and brushed my shoulder. He always left work early on Wednesday afternoons, he couldn't wait to get home. Everyone in the office knew exactly why he was leaving early. He missed his new wife, his sexy, hot, young, and blonde wife. Twenty Years Younger than his own Forty-Eight Years. Everyone knew they were still in the honeymoon phase of their relationship, there was a blurry picture on his desk. He told all his employees they were trying so hard to have a baby. 

"Hey," He smiled, "I missed you." 

He was behind watching me from above, looking down. "I updated the calendar. We have to start working on that other work day we discussed, I want to see more of you. We also might be a little busy this week." He was in front of me, the big smile still plastered on his face, and he winked. "We might be doing something different," He smiled, and he told me to stand. He took me in his arms and we kissed. He put me against the door, I told him I should leave before anyone came in and saw or heard us. He kept on kissing me while playing with my breasts. "I can't wait to see you later baby. You are teasing me with this outfit, it's so short, I can't wait to see what you’re wearing when I get home." He gave me one last kiss and fondle and then he ushered me out. He told me he was always too excited seeing me, smelling my perfume. I ran down the two flights of stairs I didn't want to get caught by someone else, someone I knew, once again when I was in femme. I didn't like that he made me do this every Wednesday mornings. 

Yua didn't understand why I was always so nervous about this little meeting. She told me I was completely passable by now. This was the one main thing that kept me up most of the week dreading. I didn't want anyone to recognize me. If someone did come into the office earlier than expected, Mr. Xavier would distract them so I could sneak out, I was surprised when sometimes he was actually really nice to me. 

Soon I was in my black Lexus heading to the Xavier Home. A large house with a beautiful garden and three-car garage in a gated community that had similar high net worth individuals houses just outside the main town. The flowers were on the bench next to the front door. I opened the garage from my car and parked next to Mr. Xavier's wife's car - my car. A Pink BMW coupe, he had it detailed and painted special. It stood out on the corners and in the parking lots, everyone knew whose car it was. It had a specialty license plate with my name on it. 

I was back, back for two whole days. I clicked up the stairs. I went into the bedroom. It was our bedroom, it had another door that led to my dressing room. It had doors and doors of closets filled with clothes and mirrors, and shelves filled with heels. Yua and I decorated it together. It had beautiful artwork on the walls, light music coming from speakers in the ceiling, and pictures of myself and Sean. Pictures of us over the last eight weeks. Pictures of a beautiful wife and her handsome husband. He told everyone we got married quickly, it was love at first sight. He told everyone, even his parents, even his ex-wife. A wedding picture hung downstairs in the foyer, it was the first thing you saw when you entered the house. 

I checked the calendar on the phone. I always held the phone so girlie with my long nails, I now had to use my fingers instead of fingertips. My iPhone with the pink leopard case matched a couple of my pocketbooks and a top or three. It also matched the cover of my iPad. He was coming home at two, I had three more hours to get ready- again. The cleaning company was all here the day before, the house was spotless, and the laundry was all done. Even my own outfits were clean and ready to be worn- again. The crew left me a note saying 'Have a nice day. Mrs.X!' The cleaning people loved me, I remembered their names, I made them cookies, I bought them lunch, I gave them presents, and I always said hello. 

According to the calendar he wanted me to wear the new red dress I ordered, it must have come during the week. I fished it out of the walk-in closet, I couldn't wait to try it on. Once I was in this room, I couldn't wait to become a woman, but I didn't wholeheartedly want to become Mrs.Allison Xavier. Also, I could never wait to slip on a pair of pantyhose. I just wished he wasn't so controlling, or that he gave me so many orders, gave me too much direction, he made me do things that made me uncomfortable. I was going to be uncomfortable today greeting him at the door. 

I got undressed. I was already almost prepared, Yua always got me ready on Wednesday mornings, but he always wanted me to change. He wanted me to be a little more dramatic and sexy after our morning meeting. 

I stood in front of my mirror, I was surrounded by them. I told Yua that I loved watching myself dress, slipping on my stockings, or stepping into my heels. I was your average crossdresser, I loved what we all loved. I put on sheer-to-the-waist nude silk pantyhose, making sure I was tucked in smoothly. I couldn't be showing, I wouldn't allow it, but Sean liked to check to see how excited I was, how hard he was making me. I then slipped on my new breast forms. They were double D’s and had come with a special glue that allowed them to remain attached even without a bra, they can only come off with a special soap when I shower, other times they remained like they were my own real breasts. They looked and felt feminine and real. They matched my skin tone perfectly, I'm sure they cost a fortune. And when I went from a B to a double D, I became a different woman when I walked into this house. 

Sean bought me anything I wanted, anything he thought I should have, anything at all. He liked spoiling his wife- me. I sat at my vanity and checked my hair and makeup. I now had a total of eight wigs in my closet, all on foam heads, just waiting to make an appearance. All were the same color, some were long, down to the top of my breasts. Some were longer, down to my ass. All were the same blonde with slight brunette streaks in them. The one I had on now was my favorite, this is the one I always took to Yua's. It reached the top of my breasts and had a slight curl, it was very feminine and suited my face and body perfectly. 

Once my hair was brushed I changed from clear to color on my long press-on nails. My toes were always painted, Yua made them white the day before on my off, perfect for my new dress, I did my fingernails the same. I have gotten so good at doing my own makeup now. Yua introduced me to a beautician to learn. For the last couple of months, I met with her at Yua’s styling studio, she showed me how to do my eyes so many different ways, she sent me online tutorials, and she made me buy beautiful expensive makeup and airbrush kits. My vanity now overflowed with all kinds of bottles, tubes, and brushes. 

I brushed, shaped, and darkened my eyebrows. I put on my long eyelashes and put on eyeliner. My brushes glided over my female face. I was so much more glamorous than I was in the morning. My lips were a soft plum, matching my eye shadow. I looked incredible, I looked sexy and feminine, my husband was going to be very happy when he walked through the door as I crawled to him. 

I pulled on my little red dress, with tiny noodle straps and it was completely backless. The front shows the tops of my breasts, the back showing till the top of my ass. The frilly hem came just below my 'pussy.' I slipped into six-inch slut heels, they were nude with a two-inch platform. A beautiful strap secured them to my ankle. I posed, I smiled, and the anticipation got to me again, he would be here soon. I took a couple of pictures on both of my phones. I sent two of them to Yua. 

I put three gold and diamond bracelets around my right wrist, slipped in my big gold hoops into my pierced ears, and then sat back down at my vanity. I turned my head around, I loved how my hoops bounced against my cheeks, they were so sexy. I pursed my lips and kissed my femme image in the mirror. I hated telling the wife I wanted my ears pierced. We argued for a whole week. I told her I always wanted them, I always did, it had nothing to do with my crossdressing, I was over that- I lied. She didn't like them. He made me get them, I couldn't even have a conversation about it with him. I usually wore little silver studs, I couldn't wait to change them when I was in front of my mirror here. 

I put a couple of drops of my Tiziana Terenzi Assoluto perfume, fluffed up my hair, and then opened my jewelry box. It was full of more expensive bracelets and necklaces. I didn't like expensive, it made me tense, and I was always losing things. I put a big chunky diamond and ruby stoned necklace on, it was heavy. I wanted to make noise when I minced on my stripper heels, I wanted to cover the top of my breast forms. 

I then made the phone call. I always had to call Sean when I was ready to put on my ring. That was the moment I truly transformed into his wife. He wanted to hear my soft voice, he wanted me to tell him I loved him. 

"Hi, honey," I said into the phone looking into my mirror, I knew what he wanted to hear. My voice was high and clear. 

"Baby… Hey! you are all dressed and waiting for me already?" 

"I am baby." I have gotten so much better at this, I take so much less time over the last eight weeks. 

"Are you holding the ring?" 

"Mmm hmmm," I said in a cute little sing-song melody, "I have it in my hand, my beautiful diamond. My nails are extra long today too and they are white, you are going to absolutely love them." 

"Ha, am I? Okay slip on the ring baby, let me hear you ooh and ahh." He chuckled again, he imagined that the ring turned me into a female, and changed my whole body chemistry, my sexual orientation. Turned me into his loving wife. 

I slid it on, "Mmm, I love how it feels on me, baby. I love how it looks with my new dress." My voice was even higher and clearer. A slight wanting and feminine sigh. 

"God, I can't wait to get home, maybe twenty, or at max thirty minutes. I want you waiting." 

"Okay! I, I love you." 

"I love you too baby." He then hung up, I still had my phone to my ear, and he always ended the call too soon. I wish he meant it, it would at least make the next 39 or so hours easier. 

*** 

I felt so small and submissive in my new little red dress, I was sitting on the floor in the living room. I spied my heels next to me, they looked absolutely sexy. I was rubbing my smooth, nyloned legs. Sean was lucky to have met a hot woman like me, that too so soon after his divorce. He was lucky to have found me dressed up on his laptop screen. It was only my tenth time doing that in three years, dressed up in front of the camera, what was I thinking? I used to always dress when Sarah went away on those camps, I always dressed when I had time. I never had enough time, I was loving it more. Now I had these two full days. I loved being able to dress, gliding in this big home, clicking in my heels on the stairs, the wood floors, and the concrete on the huge patio. Never looking over my shoulder. I just wish I didn't have to do it for my boss Mr. Xavier. For Sean. 

I was nervous, he made me so nervous. I heard the garage, I heard his car, and I straightened up, he would be walking out of the garage and into the front door. I checked my hair in the strategically placed mirror. I tried to smile at my reflection. I wanted her to have all the fun she could in these two days. 

He always kept the door open when he walked in, he wanted the neighbors to hear and see if they were even listening or looking. The door opened, and Sean was carrying the flowers. I left them on the bench, he wasn't going to be happy about that, I knew what I should do, I was going to make him forget about them. I started to crawl, sexily, as I’ve practiced for days, I started to make my way over to him. He put the flowers on the table after he smelled them, he was making me believe he couldn't see me. He wanted to be surprised. 

I got closer, I caught his eye. He looked down at my breasts almost falling out of this dress, swaying. I stopped in front of him, inches from him while on my knees, I leaned and kissed his crotch. "Good afternoon darling, welcome home." I smiled up at him and blew him a kiss, he ran his hands in my hair. I started massaging his crotch with my face, my chin, my lips. he pulled my head into him he was already so hard, he let out a soft moan. 

He laughed saying, "Nobody knows how beautiful and horny my wife is." he liked to think that I needed him for sex constantly. He liked thinking he married a sexual, wanton woman, a  lady in the streets, and a slut in the sheets. He wanted to seduce me, he wanted me willing and ready for him at all times. I was on my knees waiting for him to show me his beautiful cock. "I think my wife is ready for me." He opened his zipper, and he pulled his manhood out, already so hard and pointing at me. I bet his cock was hard most of his drive back home, especially after that phone call. He told me he loved my voice, he loved how feminine and slutty I sounded. 

I took him into my mouth, one slow movement from the tip of his throbbing cock to the hair below his hard stomach. I had to prove I could take him, no coughing, no gagging. I was the perfect slut. I sucked on his manhood and then looked up to make sure he was enjoying himself. 

He looked at me and smiled, he loved Wednesdays. "Mmm you look fantastic on my cock, you want to be my baby girl don't you honey?" I pulled off and sexily shook my head and body. I knew how to be the perfect slut. I went back to his cock. I tried to suck some more but he bent down, took my chin, and kissed me, his tongue went inside me, and he kissed my lips, cheek, and then the top of my head. "I know exactly what you want." I went back onto his cock and sucked harder, he was getting ready to cum, as I played with his balls. 

I made sure he could see the big diamond as I held onto his long meaty cock, my other hand was under my dress. I needed to play with myself, I needed to cum with him. That's what he liked. I sucked and licked his cock, trying to make him last. He always came right away on Wednesdays. He could never stay hard for too long, I was way too sexy for him to handle. He had been dreaming of my sexy lips on his cock the entire weekend. 

I pulled off of his cock, still rubbing myself, I needed to cum before he did. "Oh… my handsome husband's hard cock taste's so good." 

"I'm ready to cum baby, you are too sexy for me." He told me, shit I had to rub myself harder I had to show him he was turning me on. I pulled off his cock he started to spray white cum on my red dress, my chin, and my breasts, and I took him back into my mouth. I thought I was excited, just a little distracted, I tried to keep him in my mouth. I wanted to swallow his cum. I sucked his cock while his cum dripped from my lips. I sucked and licked until I knew he was ready for me to release him. 

"Mmmmmm." I smiled at him as I continued kissing his cock. The cum dripped off my chin. 

"Ha," He sighed in satisfaction as he played with my hair, "My baby girl can't get enough." He made me stand up. I had my hand with the ring on his chest and he smiled as he turned my hand over. "Let me see the other one." I gave him my left, it was clean, and I didn't cum. He kissed me, "That's okay baby, get drinks and I will let you watch me." He patted my ass as I slipped away to get him the drink that I made. He always wanted his wife to have an orgasm, he thought of himself as the perfect husband. The perfect considerate lover. 

I fixed my dress and got the drinks together. I knew what he liked, I knew how to keep him happy during happy hour. I caught a glimpse of myself in the reflection of the cabinets. Being with him was getting more and more easier, I have become so naturally feminine when I’m dressed. My mannerisms, my walk, I knew how he liked me to be, how he liked me to act and flirt. His ex-wife was just simply loud, and angry, she smoked too much, she took pills, she was very far away and she didn't like him anymore. I was nothing like her. 

"Coke and Rum, lots of lime, here's your Cuba Libre" I winked as I sat with him on the loveseat. He tasted his drink and then kissed me again. He tasted like lime. 

"Are you ready?!" He asked. I shook my head, I shook my whole body, I always felt like a little girl when with him. 

I put my glass down, I moved closer, and we made out on the couch as I closed my eyes. Just another husband and wife saying to each other hello’s. I had to feel the hair around my face, I had to feel the nylon on my legs, my breasts pushing against him. I loved kissing, I was now used to kissing him. His five o’clock shadow scratched my chin, he mustn’t have shaved since yesterday, I couldn't even imagine I was kissing a woman. His long tongue rolled in my mouth. 

Sometimes I would be making dinner or making the bed and I called him to come kiss me. He thought it was cute. "Sean, I need your lips on me immediately." I would say in my baby girl voice. But now I had to show him how much he excited me. 

"Let me see you smile." He put his hand under my chin and I opened my eyes, I knew what he wanted me to do. I know he loved my long lashes and the color under my eyes. I slipped my hands under my dress and started to play with my little 'clitty' through the pantyhose. I was getting harder by the second. I squealed, I closed my eyes but he made me look at him again. He lightly kissed me, and I smelled his aftershave, I always liked it, and I bought it for him. I gave a lot of them a try before I settled on one. That was my trigger; it made me think of him and got me excited. Looking into his eyes, a man's eyes, I continued to play with myself. My free hand was resting on his chest. I fiddled with the hair that was peeking out when he opened his shirt. My long nails lightly scratched his hard chest as I rubbed it. I told him this turned me on. 

"My beautiful wife." He watched me, then kissed me lightly again. "My beautiful wife that loves her husband." I started rubbing harder, I didn't like breaking the illusion I wasn't a complete woman, but I knew what he wanted. He wanted me to show that I found him attractive sexually so that I could cum by looking at him. His smell, his body, and his smile took me to that orgasm. I had to practice, I had to pay more attention to my clothes, and I had to want him more. I had to learn how to cum for him. As I started to moan he kissed me once again. I had been waiting for this moment all weekend, and now it had finally arrived. There was never as much as when Sean came, I moaned and shot the jism into my hand. Just a trickle was all I had. I was so exhausted from my orgasm that I stopped breathing heavily and leaned against him. My man made me excited. His smile combined with the feel of my nylons pushed me over the edge. We shared another kiss, and I finished it with a quick lick of his lips. 

I looked up at him, squinting and fluttering my lashes. I started to lick my cum from my hand. "Thank you, baby." I kissed him long and hard, he wanted to taste me too, my arms around his neck. He was happy he satisfied his young hot trophy wife. 

*** 

My life was disrupted, when I met Mr. Xavier in the office the next morning at nine a.m sharp, He explained things, and he made me an offer that I could seldom refuse. Since that day was an off for the local markets, people would only come into the office post lunch to prepare for the Asian market timings. Once I had accepted his offer, he asked me to go into his private bathroom in the office and change into what was left for me there. When I walked into his bathroom, I was surprised and embarrassed at the same time. He had left a designer little black dress that would leave my legs completely bare, along with a tiny black thong and a medium-length blonde wig. There was also a basic makeup kit on the counter for me to use. I walked back into his office now in full femme. He grabbed my arm and started walking out of the office. We were on a busy street in a busy area, I got into his black Maybach. "Where are we going?" I whispered, I avoided the driver in the mirror. It had all happened so fast, I was still shaken up and confused. I was sitting with my knees together, my little 'clitty' was so shrunken from being scared and nervous. I had never gone out of the house while dressed. I needed to see myself, I wanted to make sure I looked partially presentable. I needed to pee. 

"Don't worry about it, I won't be saying anything to anyone." He smiled at me, he had a suspicious look on his face and I didn't like it. We ended up at a house on the other side of the town from where I lived. "Okay, we’ve arrived! get out." 

I wouldn't get out. "Please Mr. Xavier, don't do this. Please take me back." 

He smiled and shook his head. He was older, he was much taller and stronger. "What are you so worried about darling, don't you want to show off those beautiful legs? That black dress is so short, it’s made to show off those sexy legs." He pulled me out of the car and told the driver he would be right out. 

It felt like we were on the steps to the house for so long, I could feel the driver's eyes on me. It was probably after ten, maybe eleven, I didn't know, but I had to get home, Sarah would be wondering where I was. I had to get changed. She would be angry again. I did not want that. 

The door opened, and a middle-aged woman stood looking at us, she must've been in her mid-40s but didn’t look a year older than her early 30s, she moved and we walked in. 

She looked at him. "Don't think you are doing this again." 

He smiled, and he put his hands on my shoulders. "What do you think?" he said while giving her a wink. 

She looked at me, she looked at him. "I don't know what?" He took her arm and they went into another room, I looked around, it was a pretty nice house. It had a view of the dense hills out the side window. I was getting anxious once again, I was playing with the short hem of my black dress. 

"Okay, let me see," I heard her as she walked up to me from the behind, she made me turn around. "Promising, it's gonna cost you." 

He handed her a thick envelope. 

She walked up to me, "Wednesdays, here, early. On Tuesdays at the shop on Sunset." She took my chin, "How old are you?" 

"Twenty-eight." 

She smiled, "Good, I'm Yua… and you are?" 

"Ummm, Allison!" 

The two of them laughed, and we went to the door. Yua yelled out while I was almost in the luxury sedan. "Don’t forget to bring a robe!" 

*** 

I made dinner, I made one of his favorites. I wanted to change, I didn't want to get the white sauce on my new red dress, but he wouldn't let me. I wanted to wear something more casual, more suitable for a husband and wife to sit down to have an early dinner. 

I served him, then sat. I always sat next to him, at our little table in the kitchen. He didn't want me far away on the other side of the table. He wanted to hold my hand, he wanted to play with my hair and breasts, and Sean was always very touchy. 

"I'm taking you out tomorrow." He smiled as he ate his pasta. 

"Really?! Where?" 

"A nice little Thai restaurant, downtown. We can go out for lunch. It's time you started meeting people." 

I was thinking I didn't want to meet anyone, I didn't want to explain why I was only with him on Wednesdays and Thursdays. I didn't want them probing me with questions, I didn't want them to find out my true gender. 

He grabbed my hand and shook it. "Don't worry honey, it's going to be nice. I promise you." He smiled. Sometimes I believed him, he always did what he said. His hand then started roaming on my nyloned thighs under the table. He was watching me, I think he was trying to turn me on, thinking he was making me hornier. I would tell him I loved his hands on me, I always told him what I thought he wanted to hear, and I always played the Stepford wife part to perfection. He liked it. 

"Baby girl, I was thinking… if you want to change, you know you can." He always dictated what he wanted his wife to wear, this would be a first. Sometimes if I was alone, I would try on everything in my new huge wardrobe. I had so many dresses and lingerie and heels to choose from. Sean, Yua, and I usually picked everything out together. Yua would stop by occasionally and I would make drinks, it was my favorite time being his 'wife.' I loved entertaining. We had accounts at so many different stores, including expensive luxury ones, and of course FahionNova and Amazon. I was hoping one day, one of them would take me out shopping. 

He was finished, he got up, he kissed the top of my head. "I want to go out for a drive. Let's see some of the town, it's still early." 

I was cleaning up the dishes, he liked to take me on rides. He teased me most of the time, but now I didn't mind as long as we stayed in his G-Wagon. I knew I looked mostly female. I also knew that when I was with him, I felt mostly female, Yua made sure of it. She had me practice and do all types of mental and physical exercises, to become his perfect trophy wife. 

*** 

The first time I went to Yua's house I was a nervous wreck, totally out of my mind with the situation I had got myself in. He told me I would never work in the industry again, he would tell everyone at work about my hobby, and he would tell my wife. He now had her on speed dial. He would call her and ask for my male self, making me nervous watching him. I would hear her get mad and say he wasn't there. He had pictures of me at the office, at Yua's. Sometimes he was a little mean to me and it made me very edgy. It was his way of showing who was the alpha in the relationship. 

I remember the time Mr. Xavier told me he liked me as a woman, ever since Yua told him I had potential. He handed me a piece of paper, I was on the other side of his desk, and I hadn't slept in days. 

"Well?!" He waited for a response. 

"What, what is this?" 

"Hahaha," he laughed, shaking his head, I was naive. "Your three-year review is coming up, that is going to be your new salary. I’m thinking of giving you a new office." 

I looked up at him, it was exactly twice as much as I was already getting now, which was already way higher than the national average, I was already up at the top ten percent according to the national average. This new salary would put me in the top five percent. I knew he had some sort of plan for me and I knew things were going to change. Even though this meant more money than I ever imagined I'd be making before I turned thirty, I didn't like change. 

"There are going to be a lot of changes, around here." He laughed again and told me his vision for my future at XavCap. He gave me off on Tuesdays to take care of whatever Yua wanted me to take care of. His plan was for me to become his new girlfriend and maybe his new wife. He wanted company, he didn't care much for dating or meeting a woman for drinks, and he especially didn't ever want to see his ex-wife again. I had this nagging feeling that he just didn't want to deal with meeting and starting a relationship with a new woman in an organic way. He wanted to fast-forward through the initial phases. 

My first Tuesday with Yua was a revelation, she was quite happy to see me, and she told me I was costing Mr. Xavier way more than a pretty penny. She poured me a cup of tea and told me I was absolutely worth it. I liked her right away, she was nicer than Mr. Xavier, and she was definitely so much nicer than my wife, by miles. 

"Get undressed and put on your robe." Then she giggled when she saw how utterly feminine my robe was. It was short and in bubble gum pink, it had lace around the edges. It's what I wore when I usually dressed up, I figured that's what I would be doing today. 

"You are going to be doing so much more than dressing up sweetie." 

She made me take a shower, she showed me how to use an enema kit. She made me practice for an hour on it. When I finally came out of the bathroom she was quite happy. She started working on my body, giggling and talking to herself. She was a bubbling pot of energy. 

Her phone started to ring. "Hello?!" She gave me a look. "Yeah, mmm hmmm, I know, I know." 

She talked as I looked through the dresses and heels that were piled around her back bedroom. 

"Allison… that was your new boyfriend. He thinks 'cause he slept with two ladyboys in Thailand, he knows everything about crossdressers. God, men." She shrugged while laughing. "I know pretty much nothing about you, start talking about where you live?" 

And that was the beginning, every Tuesday. I told her about myself and she told me her story. She had known Mr.Xavier for years, even before he was married, fifteen years ago. She had some sympathy for me when I told her that I was married, I was busy, and my life was soon going to be an utter mess. 

"You and I both know," She took me in front of the mirror, "That you are going to love this, you’re going to enjoy being Allison, don't try and kid me." 

"You really think so?!" 

"Look at this jawline and high cheekbones, you are going to be gorgeous when I’m finished with you." She patted my face. 

Soon I had every single hair below my eyebrows depleted from my body, soon she was going to be making it permanent through laser. She simply shrugged when I asked her how was I going to explain this sudden smoothness to my wife. 

"That is going to be the least of your worries sweetie," She told me as she filed and painted my nails and toenails with a smooth and clear coat… and then she shaped my eyebrows and took color samples of my hair for my new wigs… and to finish it all, she found a skin tone to match my chest for my new double D-cups, my new body, my new two days at the Xavier household. 

She took me to a gym next, which was also luckily on the other side of town from where I lived, just like her house/studio. I met my trainer, a huge man named Ryan, he couldn't wait to get started on me. He gave me a shot into my ass and gave me a new diet. Yua stood by the side with a smile on her face the whole time. Everything he made me do was absolutely hard, I wasn't used to such demanding exercises. He kept giving me a spank on my ass from time to time. His hands were tremendous and he would massage my body, telling me the next muscle or area we were going to focus on. He kept pushing me to try harder. When we were done after a couple of hours, he told me this was the last time I would be entering this gym as a male. I left exhausted, I slept in Yua’s car when we left. 

Then Yua took me to her salon. She told me next week I would be coming in here as a girl. She also made clear that there would be no arguments, I had to do what I was told to. I took another shower at the salon, I met the makeup artist who worked for her and the others. Yua told them I was trans and I was transitioning. All of them couldn't be happier for me, everyone was so excited to help. She took pictures of me, she took pictures of my nails, my legs, my ass, and my confused face. 

"Next week, you will be leaving as Mrs. Xavier. And then Wednesday when you visit Sean, you will have fun… he insists on it" She laughed as she told me. 

"Next Tuesday here?" 

"Mmm-mmm." 

"I can't go home next week looking like a woman, how would I explain it to; you know?!" I looked around, I didn't want any of the other workers to know the true purpose for being here. 

"Well, you can stay here. I’ll happily put you to work. Then you can stay with me if you want to, You know I have plenty of room. Unless… you want to stay with Sean the extra day, I'm pretty sure he would prefer that, let me call him…" 

"Yua, Wait!" I immediately interrupted her. 

So I ended up spending the entire Tuesday, my day off with Yua. I didn't go back home until Friday morning around one AM. Sarah hated my new hours, but she didn't mind all the extra money it was bringing in. I knew she hated my eyebrows even more than my pierced ears nowadays. 

*** 

After dinner I was getting ready in my dressing room to go out, looking in my mirror, it was my favorite part. It ramped up my arousal even more, it reminded me of being at Yua's house and learning about Sean. This was the mirror Yua had in her back bedroom, I told her how much I loved it and she gifted it to me. It had a thick three-inch ornate frame and the mirror itself was a little distressed, I looked soooo good in it. I needed a little diffusion, I needed a cloud, it made me feel better and look a little more sexier. We decorated my entire new dressing room around this perfect mirror. This was the focal point of the room. 

I wasn't used to making decisions in this house, The only decisions I had to make were about food and drinks, everything else was decided by the ‘man’ of the house, Sean. I could feel things were changing, the balance of power was shifting ever so slightly. I was starting to get anxious, you give a little you get a little, what was he going to have me give was the question. 

I rummaged through my closet, I was looking for something appropriate for a drive. A drive with the husband, listening to music, talking about the week. I decided on a tiny pink tank top but first I slipped on skin coloured strapless bra. I wanted some support for my twins. I put on a pair of soft beige panties and pantyhose and over that a tight denim skirt. It was short, it landed in the a little above the middle of my thighs and it had buttons from the bottom to the top, it was very easily removable, just in case. 

Lastly, I put on my pink sandals, they were three-inch heels with two wide straps, they were so sexy and cute, I simply loved them. Sometimes when I have the time or when I’m in the mood, I would lounge around in my heels, maybe fall asleep, maybe sneak out into our quiet backyard, and make-believe I am doing something really important. Maybe I'm calling the gardener or the pool boy, or talking over to the neighbors. Or maybe even to my husband to tell him I miss him. These were the heels I put on always, these piqued my imagination. These were my favorite, and I had a cute clutch that matched. 

I brushed my wavy blonde hair and changed my lipstick. I wanted something pink to match my top. I put a little pink above my eyes too. I took some pictures. I acted like I was surprised, my eyes wide and my mouth open. Sean was going to absolutely love this look, the skirt was short and the top was very thin and it showed my cleavage off nicely. The strapless bra below was lacy and my breasts looked fantastic and ready to be touched. Sean liked that I had large breasts and Yua had taught me how to show them off. When I first started coming here eight weeks back, he would get me to sit on a chair and make me take down my top or dress, then I would take off my bra, he wanted me to put on a show for him. I was always so uncomfortable sitting with him half-naked. It didn't feel right, it wasn't something that I would ever do, it felt a little too pretentious. He would just lower his pants and smile. 

"My baby girl is going to love this." He would tell me. 

His plan for me was to want his cock, he wanted me to desire him, yearning for his meaty cock. His cock would then be released, it was always big and angry. He was always hard. He told me my outfits, hair, and especially my breasts always made him hard. Harder than he had ever been before. I would sit on my hands, hiding my perfect long nails. He would then put his throbbing cock between my breasts. I never moved, he squeezed them together, and he made his own friction. I was just a doll, I wasn't real. His cock would always be so close to my chin, running up and down against my body. In minutes he would shoot his cum. He would cum all over me. My breasts and chin were always soaked, white, thick, and sticky goo dripping from my cleavage. Afterward, he always made me say thank you and clean him with my mouth. He then made me play with myself, through my pantyhose. He would stand close as I played, rubbing against me. He always needed me to cum for him, he needed me to be excited. He came on me like I was a silicone doll. I always had to say thank you. He always treated me like I was indeed his trophy. 

I looked back into my mirror, he was going to love how my breasts looked in this pink tank top. He won’t be able to keep his hands to himself for too long. 

Tring… Tring… 

My phone- Allen’s phone was ringing, I always kept it in the vanity drawer. I tried to not even look at it the entire time I was at the Xavier house. I picked it up, I thought it was going to be either Yua or Ryan, it was still early. But it was Sarah. I had to get my male voice back, it wasn't going to be easy in pink lipstick. 

I cleared my throat. "Hi!" 

"Hey, can you take off tomorrow? Our building is getting fumigated so tomorrow’s a day off for the studio, we can finally do something together." 

"Tomorrow?! I don't think so…" 

"Well ask now, ask that boss of yours. You’re always working so friggin' hard." She got mad quickly, I didn't even know what to say. "I'll call him myself," she said. 

"No! let me ask, I will call you later." I replied quickly. 

"I'll call you, I'm going to be busy, I'm going out tonight to the movies with everyone," she said plainly. 

"Oh, okay! Bye!" was all I could get out and she hung up. I was wondering who was everyone… I hadn't taken Sarah to the movies or even out to dinner in months now. She started going out while I was gone, I always cooked when I was home so she went out to dinner more now. She was now becoming quite popular with her friends. 

I didn't like disappointing her since I had been away from her at the middle of every week for months now, she had gotten a little more independent. She got a little more self-assured, even more confident. With all this, she also started asking more questions, like Where I was staying those two nights, why couldn't I get black and sleep at home, and why do I always smelled like strange perfume and aftershave lotion… 

I closed my eyes and shook, I had to get back into the correct headspace. I had to become his baby girl again. I opened my eyes slowly, I stood in front of the mirror playing with my long hair, admiring my smooth arms. Crossdressers always notice the little things, the arms, the ankles, the look you put on when you are just playing with your hair or thinking or surprised. The little giggle when you are happy or excited, were the things that I truly enjoyed. Those were my favorite little moments. When I am home with Sarah I never had moments like these, never. 

*** 

"Darling! Are you ready?!" I heard Sean call me. 

I strolled down the stairs in my pink top and denim skirt, my clutch in my hand. My pink Barbie heels clicked down the stairs, I got his attention and he met me near the bottom step. He grabbed me around my now hourglass waist, he was the same height as me while I perched one step above him in these heels. 

"Heyyyy," I said, I was trying to be cute. 

"Hi, you look gorgeous. I love those lips." He kissed me as I put my arms around his neck. "Maybe I should let you dress yourself more often." 

"Well, I am a big girl now." I chuckled while praying inside for him to be serious about that. 


He kissed me once again. His hand crept up to my breasts, under the thin tank top while his face nuzzled below my ears on my neck. "Baby, you are; very big!" He whispered while still fondling 


We went out the front door, he held my hand, I was still nervous about stepping out. Once the late afternoon sun reached my eyes I got a little jittery, I got a little anxious, I still was uncomfortable being out in such a skirt. I didn't mind being in the safety of the vehicle but being outside always made me nervous. I had to always warm up to it. He took me in the garage and we hopped in his G-wagon. 

We drove to the local park. We backed into a quiet spot. He was looking out the front window, "It's pretty crowded for a Wednesday afternoon, don’t you think?" 

"Mmmhmm." I swallowed, this spot brought back bad memories. 

"I was thinking we should go in the backseat, like when we were teenagers." He looked at me and leered. We had actually done this before. I didn't really mind it, his windows were darkly tinted and there was plenty of room in the back seat. 

I smiled and licked my lips, "Okay. You're the boss." He liked when I called him that, but I didn't. I saved it for when I wanted things to be over quickly. I had picked up quite a few tricks over the last few weeks of living as Mrs. Xavier. 

We moved to his backseat. I felt the slight wind up my short skirt. I closed the door quietly. I didn't want to draw any attention to us. He kissed me as he took me in his big burly arms, we heard and watched the kids on the swings, and on the seesaws. We saw people walking their dogs and their carriages. We kissed and it was nice, I wish I’d had the guts to do this when I was a teenager. My long nails danced on his hairy belly, I moved down and grabbed his cock through his sweatpants. He changed, this was definitely the plan all along. He wanted me to have easy access to his thick and hard manhood. 

"I know what you like." He thought all I ever wanted was his cock, He thought I always either needed it in my hands, or my mouth, or my bottom. "I like making you happy and horny baby girl." he moaned. 

"You always do baby," I moaned back, I knew what to do. 

I played with him through the cotton blend of his sweats, pushing his cock around as he kissed my lips, my face, and my body. He kissed me slowly, he kissed me deliberately. I enjoyed this, it took him so long to figure out what actually turned me on, what got the motor in me running. What made my lips quiver and my clitty twitch. At the start, it was all about him and his sexual likings but now I feel it has slowly started to become more about the two of us. I loved feeling his tongue move into and around my mouth, I loved that he thought I was beautiful and sexy. He enjoyed showing me off, he wanted the world to see his beautiful sexy wife, and I knew, that one day I would be ready. 

He gave me a little peck on my nose, and he smiled, as he whispered, "Hop up baby girl." 

I unbuttoned my skirt as he watched. Six metal buttons leading down to my legs, hiding my beige silk panties and perfect hips. I rubbed my nylon thighs as he slid his hand under my crotch and squeezed, as his thumb massaged the front, his fingers got closer to my bottom. I reflexively moaned as he rubbed some more, he pressed my crotch area with the palm of his big hand. I was getting excited, I was still slightly tucked in, and my 'clitty' was pointing down and inching toward the back of my panties. I wanted to stay tucked, I wanted to look like a woman, but my husband- Sean, had other ideas. 

I slid on top of him as he asked, my legs around him, my big breasts in his face, my little 'clitty' now sticking out of the top of my silky panties. The first bunch of times he wanted me in public places, it wasn't this easy, I was afraid, and I didn't want people seeing me, and identifying me. I didn’t want people to see me being so feminine, I was in fact more feline than most women when I was dressed and I didn’t want them to see me on top of a man, making love with him. I didn’t want people to see me being sexually active with an old, strong, handsome, and attractive man. What would Sarah say if she found out a male wanted me to cum with him?! What would Sarah think if she knew he wanted to cum inside me, that he wanted us to cum together. 

I quickly forgot about her as Sean kissed me and played with my ass through my pantyhose. He loved this, and it was so fucking hot to be handled like that by him, he was so hard by now. I pushed up his sweatshirt, I wanted to rub against his bare hairy skin, his hard belly, and his chiseled chest. His hard body nowadays made me so excited. 

A car drove in and parked next to us. "Sean, don't move, I don't want them to see us." 

"Ha, don't worry about that baby." 

A young woman, who must’ve been in her mid-twenties, got out of the passenger door, she looked right at me through the tinted windows and we made eye contact. She watched me as Sean kissed my neck and chest, devouring me. "Sean, that woman just saw me." 

"So?! Can't a man and his wife have sex in the afternoon?" He chuckled as he shook me. I was still looking outside, I was getting anxious once again, "Can't they?!" I watched the woman tell her friend about the two lovers in the back of the G-wagon. 

"Mmm hmmm." I moaned back as he nibbled on my neck. He loved leaving hickeys on his wife. I’ve started carrying a compact foundation in my pocket all the time- credits to Yua, for hiding the hickeys whenever I’m not Allison. When I’m Allison, Sean wanted me to show off my hickeys proudly. He wanted the world to see that he had a happily satisfied wife. 


I moved up, I closed my eyes, and he rolled down my pantyhose and panties even more. I pushed my breasts into his face once again, he absolutely loved this. I felt his thick cock growing underneath me. He’s told me previously that his ex had very small tits, so small that she never wore a bra. He told me he always felt like he was with a teenage boy when they were in bed together, he would search for her tits only to realize they were non-existent. Even her nipples were small. But now, he couldn't complain, I didn't feel like a boy at all when I was Allison. I felt more like a supermodel, a porn star, a trophy wife - the perfect arm candy that would give the men a boner and their women something to envy when they see me. 

I looked to my right, then my left, at least there were no other people around us. We were surrounded by just parked cars. I had put a little lube inside of me, just a tiny amount right before we left, I didn't need a lot of it, anymore. My anal entry was so much wider than when we first started having sex. My 'pussy' has gotten accustomed to his big thick cock. 

My doctor was the first one to notice it during my regular health checkup. He asked me about when I had started to get more sexually adventurous, I begged him not to say anything to Sarah. He just shook his head and told me to be careful, he wrote down something in his notes. 

I felt Sean's throbbing cock push in, I felt just the mushroom head of his large cock, he never had trouble gaining entry, ever. "Ahhhh, slower baby," I told him. He was always rough while starting, but I needed him to be gentle this time. I needed him to take his time at first. He started to inch slowly inside of me, he was so big and I felt him opening me up, once again. We started all over every Wednesday, my body had to meld to his cock, and I had to become his wife all over again every single Wednesday. 

"Look at me, Aly." 

He loved watching me as he fucked me, he loved the idea that he was the first man to give me an orgasm. He loved to think his eyes, and his smile set my loins on fire. He especially loved that I could take his entire thick cock inside of me. I was sitting on his lap, his manhood completely hidden inside me. Once he was completely inside I would moan, I wanted him to know I was enjoying it all, enjoying him filling me up, it all used to be an act. I moved slowly, I moved my bottom in circles, feeling him against my body, feeling his cock press against my insides. 

"Mmmmmm, I love your cock inside me, baby." I would bite my lip, my voice getting extra high. "Ohhh, you feel so good." I would moan to him quietly then kiss his cheek, his nose, his lips. I had to look at him, he loved looking into my eyes, my polish genes blessed me with blue eyes, and he loved looking into them. He loved watching the little movements and twitches on my face as he plowed slowly into me. I never got hard from him fucking me but I somewhat always came, I always had an orgasm and he knew it. He knew I loved this, he knew Yua trained me well, and she made me lust after his cock in my body. There were suddenly people outside and I knew they heard us moan, they saw the G-Wagon shake. They all knew something was going on inside the matte black truck. I was praying they didn't look too close. 

"God, you have the sexiest eyes, don't you baby?" He whispered as I shook my head and my whole body once again became a little girl, just for him. 

"Ahhhh, Sean…" I made a little yelp, it was happening, and I felt I was ready for an orgasm. This is what brought him to his edge, This was what he loved more than anything. For him, The fucking was only secondary to my excitement. I didn't start out as a cock slut, but I was slowly turning into one and he loved it. 

"Take my cock baby girl, take it. I know what you love." Once again a man was bringing me to an orgasm. I screamed I held on tight. Who would have expected my life to take this road, to need a man to fuck me hard, to hold me, to look into my eyes? 

"Sean, deeper, please;" I begged, "Oh My God baby, faster, harder... yes..." He smiled, he knew I was forgetting about the women making eye contact with me, the sounds of the dogs barking and running around, and the squealing of the swings, I was forgetting about everything around us. I moaned loudly as his cum started to paint me, deep inside, I could feel the contractions in my bottom as he pushed and came inside me again, he was hugging me and kissing my chest and neck as we came down from our highs, I had cummed all over his belly. I knew he couldn't wait to watch me lick him completely clean. He would pet my head and then I would kiss him and share it, all of it with him. I would then lay worn out, my hair against his cheek. Like two lovers after having sex in a classic film. 


He whispered in my ear, he had asked me these questions several times before, and I knew all the answers. 

"What do you want, baby?" 

"Men." 

"What makes you horny?" 

"Men." 

"And, Who is your favorite man?" 

"You, honey, of course." I kissed him long and hard and then he let me relax against his body once more. 

*** 
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