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*** 

Usually, whenever Sean took me for rides he always had an ulterior motive. Yua had trained me to suck on cock, in reality, it wasn't that hard to begin with, it wasn't weird either, I have had things in my mouth before, for a long time too. I had taken pictures with my lips making an O, with my lipsticked lips primed to accept something long and hard. But the other things she trained me with were more difficult, other things that I was barely even ready for. 

I remember the very first time we had tried sex together, we were behind this same G-Wagon. He never warned me, he hadn’t even warned Yua. I was bent over holding the bumper while the back door was open. I was nervous, I was scared as hell. I wasn't even lubricated. My heels sank into the dirt below, my tight short skirt pushed up over my waist, and the wind on my exposed shaved legs. We were only slightly hidden from others on the trekking route in the morning. He wanted me to scream, he wanted someone to hear me, he wanted me to cum for him. But none of that happened, I cried, it hurt, it was bad and I was scared that someone knew who and what I was, and might find us. I was so afraid someone would look at me and yell out 'faggot,' 'tranny,' 'perverts.' Even though my large diamond would be in the very view of onlookers. I wanted to scream 'Look… I'm a married woman, we’re just doing what married couples do, please don't judge me!' 

I told him, my voice was so soft, so quiet, almost in a whisper. "Please Mr.Xavier, don't be so mean to me, I will do whatever you want me to do. I promise. Please," I begged him. I didn't understand the power trip he was having at that moment, I didn't understand what was happening inside his brain. He used to be so nice to me at work, he treated us all like family, and I was one of his best employees. He quietly zipped up his pants and made me get back into the car. He was disappointed, he hit the steering wheel, he grumbled something, under his breath. We never attempted something like that ever again. And never intentionally outside in front of people, or in public. 

When we got home, he called Yua to complain about me, and to complain about her training. But she yelled right back at him over the phone. She yelled for a good twenty minutes straight. I heard her voice through the tiny earpiece of his personal phone. He paced the house listening to her, shrugging his shoulders, and shaking his head, while he was watching me. I was on the living room couch, my legs under me, my mascara was a mess, my body still. I was just praying inside, hoping he wasn't going to hit me. 

I can hear her asking him how he could expect his ‘virgin girlfriend’ to be able to take his eight-inch cock fully the very first time. She told him I wasn't ready yet. What was the matter with him, didn't he ever sleep with a virgin before? She asked him, and he never had, I was the first. The thought of that made him very happy and made him even more excited than he was before, he was so much nicer to me after that onwards. His feminine, blonde, virgin girlfriend then wife. 

Flowers were delivered the next day. To me and then to Yua. Mine had a handwritten note that said 'With Love from Sean.' 

I went back to Yua's, and she laughed about it, but I was still so fucking sore down there. He barely even got that bulbous angry head of his cock inside of me. She made me put some soothing cream on myself. Two weeks later things would be so, so different, she had to move up things in her training, come up with a new plan, she knew Sean wouldn’t like to wait for too long. She made Sean wait and to let me get used to his cock, she taught him that he had to take it slow. That he would have to put plenty of lube on himself and inside my 'pussy' before trying to do anything. She made him understand that it would take a while, but when it did, she promised him and me that it would be completely worth it. 

Soon when I was ready for him, he started to cum like crazy after that. I would keep on making him cum for the entire time I was with him. And eventually, as she had promised me, I would also learn to cum myself much later. I had slowly become a true feminine partner to him in bed in that sense, he was the man, and he always wanted to make his girl cum, he was eventually able to do that, and that did give him a power trip, and that led to some wonderful orgasms for me too, he truly was a man. 


*** 

"Do you even like men?" 

"Um, I think so." I didn't know, did I? Did I have to? Yua wanted to know. I liked it when I was dressed up looking like a woman and getting admiring glances from men. I was usually in my car wearing sunglasses. I was usually hyperventilating and rushing to get back home or stay hidden in our bedroom. 

"Sean expects you to enjoy your time together." 

"I will." 

"Well, you better." 

We went shopping, I was all dressed up. She made me find a masculine scent that I liked, something that would remind me only of him. Something completely different from what I’ve ever smelled. We went to one of the big department stores and looked for cologne, aftershave, and deodorant. I took three different aftershaves and a bunch of other things back to her house. 

She gave me a laptop and started a slideshow of pictures of Mr.Xavier, of Sean. She put aftershave on a towel. She then lubed up my backside. I had a mirror in front and next to me. 

"Do we really have to do this?" I asked. She didn't answer me, she shook her head, what did I know? She then put something inside me. I screamed. 

"Stop being such a little sissy." Whatever she had, it slipped in hard, I felt like I was being split into two halves. "It's just a vibrating butt plug, sweetie. No big deal, it's not even that big." She held her two fingers close together, it felt humongous. 

I moaned, it felt too big for my tiny hole. For the next couple of hours, the plug started to vibrate whenever a picture of Mr. Xavier appeared on the screen. I started to like it, it felt okay. It stopped when it showed landscapes and gardens. Yua then introduced a Hitachi Massage Wand to my ‘clitty’. I had to hold it, it kept on falling. It was such a big device. She started to show more suggestive shots of Mr. X. I could smell the aftershave, he was smiling at me from the screen, inviting me to an orgasm with him. He was so handsome, he was so muscular and strong, I liked his eyes, I guess. The vibrator was making me excited, the butt plug was making me over-excited. I didn't know what to do. I was starting to get just a little hard and soon I was starting to cum. She would make me say his name over and over again as I shot my sperm all over the towel, she would make me scream, and soon she would make me need it. I would start to enjoy it much later. 

The next week she took away the butt plug, and later that day she took away the massager. I had to cum without either of those things, I had to cum from the look and feel of a man. I even had to practice at home that coming week. When I came back the next Wednesday she made me try again, but I couldn't do it. I wanted to so bad, but I just couldn't cum. I felt funny, and a little weird, I still felt embarrassed, even her knowing a man was making me slightly aroused. I was stimulated but I couldn't get over the cliff to orgasm. I couldn't make the jump to having a man take me over that edge, no matter how much I was enjoying myself. Sean was going to be even more disappointed with me. 

Yua and I had a light dinner, we had some wine, and we watched a movie. She made me get dressed for bed. I was in front of my mirror wearing a white pushup bra, lacey white panties, and white sheer stay-up thigh highs. I had on six-inch white pumps, I looked like the perfect virgin. I had on my long blonde wig that fell till the top of my ass in the back and perfect makeup. My lips looked incredible, plump, pink, and titillating. I wasn't dressed for sleeping, I was dressed for sex. She took a few pictures of me, she made me pose, she made me give her sensual looks. I looked like a wet dream in those pictures. 

Yua made me get on all fours on the bed, she put on soft music, she set up the laptop in front of me. Soon pictures of Mr. Xavier appeared on the screen again, then pictures of hard cocks, hard men's chests, and more pictures of Mr. X. 

"I'm going to go to bed, have fun." She was gone, I was alone in my lingerie. The smell of my Valentino floating around. The scent of sex. I could see my lips behind the laptop and could see my ass bounce in the mirror. I watched the screen, I watched him smile at me, and I heard a noise. The music still played, and someone was in the room with me. 

"Yua?" I whispered. I felt hands on my hips, I froze it wasn't Yua, it wasn't a woman. These were huge strong men's hands. I smelled Sean's new aftershave, it was turning me on. I was starting to enjoy the scent mixing with my perfume. I looked up, I could only see his hairy, naked chest in the mirror, it was dark, the only light coming from the laptop, it wasn't Mr. Xavier behind me. I felt something hard against my ass. I felt a cool liquid being put inside me as I watched the montage of pictures and pricks on the screen. I felt something enter me. "Ahh... Oh my god." It was long and hard. It stopped. I felt it go deeper, it was harder, it was deeper. The disembodied hands rubbed my ass and back, and slid down to my stockings. I heard a man breathe, I heard his slight moan. He took my hips in his hands and pulled me closer, no... I was being taken away from Mr. Xavier, his eyes, his chest, his smile, I wanted him closer, I wanted to feel his breath on me. The laptop was too far away, I wanted him to kiss me, to whisper in my ear. 

"Ooh." I heard the man behind me, his cock now completely lost in my bottom, my ready and willing 'pussy.' He pulled me in and then he pushed me out, I felt his body against me, it felt great, there was no pain I was enjoying this. We started to fuck. He did all the work, he manipulated my body, back and forth and then I started to get into it, I caught the rhythm. I kept on returning to his body, his cock hitting the air and them buried deep and hidden. 

"Oh Sean, baby you feel so good inside me," I told him as the picture came up, "I love that I can make you so hard, Uhhhh," I told the back of his head, the back of his naked body, his legs, the pictures of his cock. I wanted him to look at me again, I wanted him to approve of my wantonness and my hanging breasts. I felt the cock ramping up speed, I started to scream. The man behind me was grunting, he was enjoying my ass, he was so stimulated, his hands once again roaming my soft fragrant body. I felt his cum shoot inside me. a close-up picture of Sean finally appeared on my screen inches from my face, too far away to kiss, to lick. "Ahh… Sean…" I came. I came all over the bed. I closed my eyes, I felt like I couldn't stop. 

The man pulled his softening cock out of me. He was so long, he was huge. I tightened. I didn't want him gone so quickly. He pulled out slowly, he made a slight chuckle. He loved it. I wanted it back inside. I laid my head on the bed, my arms were so tired but I felt so wonderful, I felt so fulfilled. A man had made me cum, a man had taken my virginity. I would never tell Sean. I would never tell Sarah. 

I heard the door. My lover was gone. 

*** 

Whenever we went out Sean set up a small task for me, he wanted to watch me. He wanted to see how good at being a girl I was. He wanted me to interact with people. I used to plead with him not to make me do anything crazy or weird. My heart wouldn't take it, I couldn't handle him being harsh or mean-spirited. I didn't understand it, I didn't think it was fair. My Karma was too good, my feelings were easily hurt. I would kiss him and rub his chest, telling him I would do anything for him. 

He would smile. "Don't worry baby, nothing crazy." 

I would then kiss him lightly again, a pre-thank you kiss. 

"I want you to make believe you lost your ring. I want you to look until someone comes to help you. I want you to kiss them on the cheek when you find it." 

I just looked at him, he was getting weird, where were these ideas coming from? "Really?!" 

"Yeah, no big deal, should just take a couple of minutes." He then made me get out. 

It definitely wasn't like the things he started out wanting me to do. I was thankful for that. They were mean. They were more about humiliation, slight they might have been, but they always made me humble and uncomfortable. 

He used to have me put on my highest heels, ten, twelve-inch with platforms. He would follow me for a couple of blocks behind me taking video. I was so edgy, everyone would be looking at me, looking at my patterned tights and tight belly. The impossible heels clicking on the sidewalks. I knew I looked like a bimbo, I felt so dejected after we got back in the car. I didn't understand why he wanted to embarrass me, why he wanted me to draw so much negative attention. Everyone was looking at me in my short dress and high heels. Everyone was probably wondering why I needed so much scrutiny, from so many onlookers. Once back in the G-Wagon, I had to jerk him off, he was always so hard and leaking before I even touched him. 

Other times he wanted me to flirt with men at bars. He wanted to see how I acted around someone other than himself. It was hard, I wasn't used to talking to men in person while being dressed up, and soon I would target someone. Someone by themselves, someone who looked like they could use a woman in heels and stockings in their life. My voice was shaky, my mouth was dry. After a little while, I would let them hold my hand, I would giggle, and I would play with my hair. Then they would always ask for my number. We would say goodbye, and I had to leave, I was enjoying it too much. Someone was actually being nice to me. 

Sean made me do this three more times and then he stopped. He told me he didn't like other men holding me and touching me like that. From that day, he didn't want me flirting with other men anymore, he said that wives shouldn't be acting like that. His plan had backfired. He was mad at me, he wouldn't even talk to me for a while. It was his idea, and it was also his idea to stop. He would take me back to the house and I would hide in my room that day. 

Today was different, it wasn't about humiliation, it was about communication. He wanted to make sure I was ready to meet people, to talk, to laugh, to learn. I walked a couple of feet ahead of him, near a bench, in total view of him and his G-Wagon. He held his phone, I watched him take pictures as I swayed my hips in my tight little skirt. I dropped my big stone-encrusted wedding ring, my expensive jewelry, this ring alone was probably worth more than my entire net worth, I knew for sure that I was never going to lose it any day, I knew I could never pay back for it. 

I waited. I was acting, I was looking, and I started feeling frustrated. An older gentleman and a woman came over and asked if I needed help. They seemed so friendly, so nice to help out a young woman on the sidewalk, why did I have to bother them, why did I even have to act helpless? 

"Yes please," And I told them I had lost my ring here somewhere. I was so awkward and clumsy. 

The man looked under the bench. "Here it is." He smiled, he found it so fast. The woman walked over to me, I kissed them both on the cheek and took the earring, and slipped it onto my finger. I showed them. 

"Thank you soooo much." I smiled, buckling my knees together in an awkward half-bow. They both were smiling gleefully nodding back. 

Sean was suddenly behind me. "Mom and Dad, meet Allison." 

*** 

That night we were getting ready for bed, Wednesday night was my favorite part of my weekly stay at the Xavier house - At 'my' house. 

"I'm glad I met your parents, they seem so nice." I was at my vanity, fixing my wig, brushing, and fluffing. 

"I told you. They knew who you were, they had seen so many pictures. Of us, of you. I asked them to help you." He bent down and looked in the mirror with me. On the far wall of my room, I had a picture of Sean with his parents, it was probably a year ago, right after he was divorced. He would go there often, they lived relatively close. I could just make it out over his shoulder in my mirror. 

"Sean?" 

"Mmm?" 

"Would you mind if I didn't wear a wig tonight, I would love to do something with my own hair?" I looked into his eyes, I think I was testing him, feeling out our new boundaries. His parents liking me had given me just a little bit more hand. A little closer to a more equal relationship. 

"Of course, whatever you want." He kissed the top of my head, and my wig, and he went out. "I'll open some wine." 

I was sort of frozen, my hands in my hair. Sean never got the wine, I always did. I did all of the serving. 

I pulled off the wig, my hair had gotten so long in the last couple of months. I shook my head, I would have to wash it, put in some product, blow-dry it, and maybe curl it. I should have done this tomorrow morning instead. I called Yua. I took a picture, and fifteen minutes later she was behind me. I had a towel around my hair, I had on the short pink robe that she made fun of me in months ago. She stood behind me, I loved her, she was now my best friend. 

"Maybe I should just wear the wig," I told her catching her beautiful brown eyes in the mirror. 

She made me believe she was choking me, she playfully bit my neck. "Let's see what we got to work with." She ripped off the towel and tousled my hair. "Mmm, it's gonna take hours." She smiled, and I felt better. "We can try something. I'm gonna have to do some cutting." 

"Okay, go for it." 

Twenty minutes later, I looked genuine and perfect. 

*** 

Wednesday nights weren't always my favorite. Months ago, I would hear Sean getting ready for me in his bedroom. I would be sitting in front of the vanity mirror, wearing something too sexy, too revealing, and making me too nervous. My body had changed so much after meeting Yua and Ryan, I always looked incredible now. Sean loved my breasts and legs, my cheekbones, my and long slender fingers. I had become a fantasy for him. I now had to go to sleep with him, I had never laid down with a man before. I used to call Yua for pep talks. She would tell me what to do again, she would always end the conversation with her signature line. 

"Go out there and make a spectacle of yourself, haha." Click. I was alone once again with my mirror. 

He would call me, I would make my way into the bedroom. I would apologize. He never paid attention he was too focused on my breasts, my legs, my ass. He hadn't slept with a woman in a long time, in over a year. 

"Wow, you look great. Turn around, let's see the back." When I faced him again, his robe was off, he was naked, and his cock was already hard. He took my face in his hand and he looked at me more closely. "I just love your lips, you look delicious, ha." 

Yua made him go slow with me, I wasn't a whore, I wasn't experienced. It was still going to hurt. 

We set up pillows on the edge of the bed, he covered them with a towel. I leaned on the pillows and he slipped off my panties. He kissed my ass, my thighs, I always wore a stocking and garter belt set. I wore something sexy, something that would make my boobs look enticing, I would wear heels, maybe white pumps. I had my backside facing him, just waiting. 

"This is gonna be cold," He would tell me, putting something inside me and onto his still-hard cock. "Okay, this is gonna hurt." And he aimed and then he pushed in slow. I held my breath, I relaxed my ass and he slipped in some more. 

"Ahh..." 

I tried to sound positive, I tried to sound like a woman enjoying having sex with a man with a huge cock. 

"Ahh.." 

"Almost halfway baby, you are doing great." He would give me a play-by-play. "Pushing again, your a little tight, relax some more." He would rub, my thigh, feel my stockings. 

He was being so much more considerate but I still wanted to scream at him. 'Relax, really! How was I going to relax, your cock is tearing me a new one, literally.' 

"We are all in, baby girl." He always laughed when he was completely buried inside of me. I felt his body against my backside, he was warm, I took a deep breath. He would start pumping and in no time he would moan, he would take my 'clitty' in his hands and rub, fapping away. I tried to cum when he did, tried to pay attention to his breathing, his motions. Soon the two of us would have orgasms, I felt like we had to get it over with, it was what was scheduled. He kissed my back, my bra strap, as he bent over me and his cock slipped out. I turned around and I had to see who's cock was inside of me. I had to see who I was making a spectacle of myself for, I was glad it was Sean, it wasn't a surprise. 

I took the towel and he sent me back into my own bedroom. I was in his room for fifteen minutes, tops. I slipped into bed to toss and turn most of the night. I had to rub soothing cream inside me, I had to sleep alone. 

*** 

Yua was gone, my hair, nails, and lips were perfect, and a bottle of red was opened and decanted. I was on his bed waiting. I had on a red bra to barely hold my double D's. I had on red silk panties, a matching garter belt, and nude stockings. I had on eight-inch red stilettos. When I stood I would be the same height as Sean, we would both be 6'2". We would both be tall. 

He walked in, wearing his royal blue robe. 

I smiled, I had on smudge-proof red lipstick, and I had long fiery red nails. I was fluffing up my blonde hair. "How do I look?" 

He met me at the foot of the bed, his eyes went from my heels to my new hair. It was short, just reaching my shoulders, and full of curls at the bottom. Dirty Blonde like all of my wigs, my own hair color was his favorite color. 

He smiled. He took my hands and kissed both of them. I stood, leaned into him, and looked into his eyes. "You are such a beautiful girl." And then we kissed his tongue once again making its way into me. My arms around his neck, my long nails playing in his hair. I pulled back and he looked at me. I took off my heel, I slipped off the other, and I was several inches shorter. My eyes level with his lips. "You are such a baby girl, haha. A gorgeous blondie." We kissed again, his hands on my bubble butt, my lithe body pushing into him. I did feel like a baby girl again, without the height of the heels. 

I undressed him and took off his robe, and his pajama bottoms. I left him in a tight t-shirt and his black satin briefs. I liked him dressed modestly, I didn't need to be with a naked man. He laid back and I kissed his body, spending too much time at the hardness in his briefs. I made my way to his chest, hidden by the white cotton blend, I made it up to his face and we kissed again. His lips were all over me, sloppy, hard, fast. I was now under him. He gave me a loud kiss and stood up. He took my feet and rubbed his hard cock with them. I played with his dick, my dainty size eights in almost black stockings making him happy. He took down his briefs and I pushed more with my toes. 

"Here I come," He whispered and pulled down my panties. He put them to his nose, he put them in his mouth, he rubbed them on his face. He had never done that before, it was turning me on, and he was getting used to my scent. I leaned on my elbows and watched him, I was getting excited, I covered myself, I didn't like being reminded of my unwanted member in between my legs. He climbed on top, his finger now inside of me. We were so good at this, I knew how to move, and he knew what I loved. I opened my legs and he kissed my breasts. His fingers explored my 'new pussy,' his mouth exploring everywhere else. 

He was soon covering my body, he was on top of me, his cock starting to slide inside of me, sliding right in. I yelped, I was never ready for his large manhood, I was always preoccupied with how handsome he was or the smell of his wonderful aftershave. I imagined I could make myself cum by just his scent, I didn't even need to look at him anymore, his touch and scent could take me over the edge. He pushed all the way in, he was fucking me. he turned me to the side, he stood on the floor by the edge of the bed so he could fuck me and we could kiss. He held my side and we moved on the bed, making noise. I turned to the side. He kissed my neck and my lips. 

"Oh, my god, Sean, I'm ready." 

He spun me around he was on top of me again, and his cock pounded in and out of my 'pussy.' I started to scream, I loved it, there was no pain, only pleasure. He was fucking me again, in 'our' bed, he was fucking me so thoroughly. He started to cum, I felt his hot cum shoot into me, and I felt myself start to orgasm as he rubbed his body against me. He thrust harder, I moaned louder. I moved underneath him, feeling his weight, his strong arms next to my shoulders. his lips were too far away to kiss. 

"Yes, ahh, yes…" I moaned. I pulled him closer, and we finally kissed again. 

He pulled away, he smiled when we were done, and his cock slowly slid out. He went down to my tight stomach, right above my crotch and he licked the little bit of cum I splayed. He kissed me and we shared it. I felt his cum inside me, slowly moving, dripping out of my ass onto our marital bed. 

We lay down looking at each other, lightly kissing. He put the covers over us. 

I smiled at his lips, "Thank you for the flowers." I looked into his eyes, he was so handsome, so masculine. We kissed softly, my husband enjoyed making love to me. I touched his lips, feeling his face, ready to remember this night. I spied my huge diamond on my finger, my long fingernails looking sexy on his nose, his cheeks. 

"Thank you, for everything else." 

He had been so nice to me today. It had been so busy, I was so tired, I closed my eyes and slept the entire night. Somehow in the morning, my head was on his chest and his arm was around me. My real hair on his face. 

*** 

I think being married is wonderful. I like having someone to come home to, someone to be home with, to eat dinner together, watch movies, and laugh with. Someone to wake up with. Now I had something to compare it to. I actually had two completely different marriages. I knew, being a crossdresser I wanted satin, lace, nylon, something for the eyes, something for the touch. Something, anything… absolutely anything. But every conversation led to the same conclusion. It was so hard going back and forth between the two of them, Sarah and Sean, they were both poles apart, it was getting exhausting, the lying, the deceit, the guilt, but more importantly just having the stamina. Just being able to constantly smile. Make believing everything was okay. 

Waking up on Thursday morning with Sean was so different than it was eight weeks before. I used to get up so early, I couldn't get comfortable all night anyway. I would have coffee and breakfast ready. I would be sitting in the kitchen, dressed in something skimpy, and short, showing lots of my stockinged legs. I was quiet, I served him, and I agreed with everything he said. I did everything he asked. I was in a stranger's house, I didn't like it. 

This morning, we stayed in bed together, listened to music, and we shared a glass of water. We didn't want to get up from the bed. The windows were open and it was still cool and gloomy outside, it was nice and cozy under the covers. I was facing him, my hair under his chin, his hands on my hip and breast. 

Together we teased each other, lately, he would tell me I was too hot for him, too pretty, too young, and had too much personality. I was going to leave him for the pizza delivery guy or the gardener or even the next-door neighbors. Both of them. He said he would watch me waving and flirting with them all. Showing them my perfect legs. 

I giggled, I loved this. I loved him making me believe I was popular, sexy, and ready for any man with a smile and a good opening line. I told him he was always flirting with the girls at Dunkin' Donuts, and at all the women he ran into at the restaurants and bars he went to with his friends. I told him I heard all the stories. He would soon leave me for someone even younger and attractive. Someone who could give him two point five children. Someone with long brown hair and dark brown eyes, someone with better taste in fruit and nuts... and men. 

I gave him a pout and got up off the bed, "I'm going to make you the best breakfast. I'm going to show you how much I care about you." I would giggle again. "Don't even try to follow me." I told him, "I am going to prove I am more than a good lay, I can make omelets and pancakes and I think I can even make some... um, toast. All I need is a recipe and um, some bread and um, maybe some bacon…" Sean laughed and threw one of our pillows at me. I slipped on my heels and gave him one last look of my tongue. I headed into the kitchen, clicking and giggling all the way, my hands up for balance. I was feeling fantastic and sexually satisfied. 

*** 

For the first time ever, Sean was helping me pick out an outfit. He was on the loveseat watching. 

"It's just a little Italian restaurant, wear whatever you feel like wearing." 

"Mmm, I don't know. Do you like this?" I showed him a skirt and a cute classy top, and he laughed, he laid down and covered his head with a blanket. He was no help at all. 

I ended up with nude silk pantyhose and a black bra, under a black mini skirt and a long sleeve red on white polka dot silk blouse. My blouse was tucked into the skirt and my breasts looked so nice. I brushed my hair and checked my makeup, I was ready, I was actually looking forward to this. He came up behind me and fondled with my tits. 

"This’s a really nice choice." He told me and I smiled at him in the mirror again. "Do your lips always look that inviting?!" I just smiled, Yua and the girls at her salon showed me how to present my lips. How to make them look bigger, sexier, and more enticing to men. 

"Mmhmmm." I pushed into his body, I could feel him. "Okay, get it out of your system, 'cause you are not kissing me in the restaurant." 

"Awwww, sometimes you are so mean." He laughed and I caught his eye again. I was never mean. 

I turned around and kissed him. I let him lick my lips. I let him kiss my neck and back into my mouth, and I let him savor me, I held him tight. 

"You are such a tease." 

"Am I?!" I spun around, I put my hands behind me and played with his cock, he was hard and I felt him with my two hands. I had a mean evil little smile on my face. I wanted him to cum, I wanted him to desire me like I have to desire him. It didn't take long even through his pants and briefs. I played with his hard cock, tickling him with my long white nails. I let go as he pushed against the top of my ass, my tight mini skirt, I bent over and held on to my vanity table and watched his face the whole time in the mirror, he was loving this. I had made the first move. It was the first time I initiated any type of sex. I was taking control, I was feeling his cock against my tight ass, and I was enjoying myself bringing him to climax. 

"Oh, my god Sean, I am so wet. I'm going to have to clean up, haha." 

I had to finish dressing up, I put on four-inch heels with a silver platform, grabbed my Hermes bag, and took his hand to start to go down the stairs. I wanted him to stay horny. 

Tring… Tring…. 

My phone was ringing, it had been pinging most of the morning. Now it was once again ringing, someone wanted to talk. The two of us could hear it in the vanity drawer. It wasn't the one with the pink leopard case. The ringing stopped and started once again. 

"You better get that baby girl." He told me. I knew it was Sarah, she was going to ask if I took off. She knew what the answer was going to be. Sean reached into the drawer, pressed accept, and put it on loudspeaker. He laid it next to my nail polish remover. 

I cleared my throat and turned away from him, I didn't want him to see me use my male voice. "Hello?!" 

"I guess you're not coming home early." 

"I tried, I'm really sorry…" 

"Sorry, Yeah, well I have been doing a little bit of a cleaning. What the fuck are you doing with three locked suitcases?! In our closet!" 

"Ummm, they are…" 

She was getting angry, her voice was almost a growl, "I know what they are! For fucks sake, I opened one of them, I broke the fucking lock. It was full of panties and lingerie, what the fuck?! I don't even want to know what's in the other two. This is so, so fucked up." 

"I'm sorry, I'll…" 

"Yeah, what will you do?! They are out with the garbage, if you want them, get them before they're cleared." She ended the call. 

*** 

We were in the G-Wagon, and it was quiet. Sean wanted to take me to get my cases, but I didn't need them. Most of those clothes didn't even fit me anymore, anyway. They fit the old, the heavier me. They fit the crossdresser who couldn't style correctly, or find the correct size. The clothes inside those cases were dirty, the stockings had runs all over, they were saggy, and the heels were all scuffed, and worn. The makeup was dry and just an unusable mess. I’ve had some of those items since I was a teenager. I didn't need them anymore, I haven't worn anything from those cases since Sean found me dressed on his laptop screen. My heart hurt, my eyes were closed, I wanted to run away, I wanted to be somewhere else. 

I opened my eyes, we were in front of the restaurant. We were somewhere else. 

"We don't have to go in. Do you want to go back home?! I'll make some tea." he said softly. 

I smiled at him. I was actually looking forward to going out, I didn't want to disappoint him. He was so happy when I made him cum, he was so happy this morning with the promise of a wonderful day. I pulled down the visor mirror, I looked so good. My dark lipstick and pinkish red color above my eyes looked ready for lunch, looked all ready to meet and talk, and simply ask 'Where’s the ladies' room?' 

"Let's go, it looks quite nice." 

Once inside, he introduced me to the hostess, the waitress, and then the two owners. 

"Aly these are my oldest friends, Peter and Brenda." They took my hand, they hugged me. They were glad to finally meet me. They complimented me on my wedding ring. They laughed when I told them it was way too big. They cried when I told them, I was sorry for being silly. Sorry for not wanting to meet any of Sean's friends. Sorry for being away so much… 

We were getting ready to go, and Brenda took my hand. "One day when you are completely settled in. When you’ve got a free weekend, we should go shopping, you can show me where you got this wonderful outfit." 

I hugged her goodbye, finally, someone wanted to go shopping with me. Tears fell down my cheeks, I was being silly again. We said goodbye and the four of us waved. I made Sean pull over a couple of blocks away. 

"I'm sorry," I told him, I had been apologizing all week. 

He moved over and held me, I cried again into his shoulder. "There is nothing to be sorry about, you are busy, everyone understands." That's what he told them, that was the reason I couldn't meet or visit anyone. I was thinking he was crazy to think that. 

"Can we take Yua back there sometime? I would like her to meet your friends too." 

"Of course, if you like." I squeezed him a thank you again. "After lunch, I was going to take you somewhere else. I figured we would have a busy day." 

"Mmm? Okay." I sniffed, I didn't want to disappoint him again. 

"I want to take you to the office." 

I looked up at him. "No, Sean, please. You know I can't go there like this in the middle of the day." 

He looked at me, he ran his fingers through my hair. "I think it's time, I want everyone to meet you. Wasn't it nice meeting Peter and Brenda?" 

"It was, but please, I know everyone, they are all my friends..." My heart started racing, and I was rambling, "Let's go to the beach, you can fuck me outside in the back of the G-Wagon or against a tree, I won't get upset, I promise. Let everyone hear and see us. Please…" 

"Allison, stop." 

"Watch me flirt with men, watch me walk in those crazy heels Yua got me, please. Or just sit me down and cum all over my chest, my face. I promise I won't talk, I won't even blink or move, please Sean, I can't…" My hands were shaking. 

He held me tighter. "Aly, relax you just…" His phone rang, and he looked at his dashboard. He clicked the accept button. "Hey, Mom what's up?" 

She was crying, "Sean, it's, it's Missy. Your father he's, it's just, it's Missy…" She started crying, we heard voices. 

"We will be right there." He hugged me, he went into drive, we ended up in front of his parents' house. "You don’t have to come in if you don't feel like it." 

I had my seat belt already off, I was opening the door already. 

He knocked, he walked in, "Mom!" 

She ran towards him, she was crying, he hugged her. His father was behind her. She then hugged me, she led me into another room. She hid her face and pointed. I bent down. I picked up Missy. She was barely breathing, The Xavier Family household's thirteen-year-old Yorkshire Terrier was dying. 

"Give me the blanket." I wrapped her up, I rocked her back and forth. There is nothing worse than losing a pet. Here was Missy, she had been part of the family since Sean was in uni. How many moves, how many holidays, how many times did she get picked up. 

"Let's go get another dog, a pup." His father said. 

"No," I looked at him, a sad smile on my face, I had tears in my eyes. I had lost a pet in my life, it was probably one of the hardest things we as humans had to deal with. Missy wasn't just a distant relative, wasn't a friend we missed, wasn't someone or something we didn't see too often. She was always there to make us happy. "She will still be here, her spirit will still be in this house. Let's remember her the way she was." She stopped breathing, she was gone. Everyone cried. I hugged her. I made his mom, kiss her goodbye. I made his dad pet her one more time. I made Sean take me to the animal hospital. 

*** 

I was leaning against Sean, I didn't have my seat belt on, and the G-Wagon was beeping like crazy. Another thing angry at me. I didn't want to be so far away from him, from anybody. We were going to pick up the dog's ashes in two weeks. He took my hand, he drove with the other one. 

"Thank you. I'm never good in those situations, my parents are worse." He squeezed my hand. 

"They are going to miss her, it's going to be hard. Maybe they should stay with us tonight." 

"Us?" 

"Mmm." 

He pulled over, the beeping finally stopped, I was starting to get quite used to it. He hugged me, he kissed my hair and cheek. I was still, I didn't move. 

"Sean, let's go to the office." I looked straight ahead. 

"What?" 

"Let's introduce me to everyone." My voice was quiet, it was in a little monotonous tone, and I was exhausted. "I don't care anymore." 

His arm was around me, we sat like that for a half-hour. 

"Let's save that for another day," He put his hand under my chin and kissed me, I let him. I wanted to feel something other than sadness. The whole Missy thing really got to me, my whole body ached. 

"Let's go tell your parents about Missy, let's get them out of the house." 

*** 

"When we get her ashes, we will have a huge party, and celebrate her life," I told them. His mother looked happier than she did all day. She had something to look forward to. 

We had to get out, we followed them. We walked just a couple of blocks and came upon a small motel, with a small parking lot. We entered a small bar nearby, the walls were pine, and the lights were not too bright. 

"Hey Mr. & Mrs. Wilson, everybody, sit down I'll bring ya’ll a pitcher." I was going to meet more people. 

We walked more into the bar, it was clean, it was quaint, it was quiet, and Sean's parents were very popular. We followed them into the back. Sean’s hugged one of the waitresses, I could tell she was filling her in on the death of Missy. 

She then walked over to the three of us. "Hi, I'm Katherine, so sorry for your loss." She kissed all of us and a man brought us a pitcher with four glasses. We were at a table in a weird little dive bar for the wake, Missy would be happy, we were all together. Sean poured the beer and we drank, it was strong, it was smooth, and it was very dark, I felt like I was English, sitting in this old-time bar and drinking strong ale. This was nice, tears were forming in my eyes. 

"I would take her here, she would investigate all the nooks and interesting spaces of the bar." His mother was going to cry again, I felt bad, and I held her hand. It was nice that she was talking about this, and it was nice that the bartender, Berty, stuck around to listen. "Berty always had some tuna for her, right?" 

"I did, she was a great dog. She had good taste. She wouldn't eat that dog food crap." He held Sean’s mother’s shoulders then he smiled and went back to his two older customers at the bar. 

Sean then took my hand, I couldn't believe there was a time when I didn't want to meet his parents. There was a time when I didn't even want to leave the house, I was being silly, what was the big deal? I looked at Sean and he kissed me. I moved closer, I was sad, I needed him to hold me, I needed to lean into his body. I noticed my wedding ring, it didn't go with the decor of the bar. It seemed so big, I didn't like big, I didn't like expensive. I didn't want anyone to think I was showing off. I spun it around, the diamond now in my palm, Sean watched and I gave him my sad little smile. I had on my long white nails and my hand looked so feminine with the little gold band. I stretched out my fingers and I felt myself smile. I was in this little tiny bar having a real experience, with real people. People that I cared about, it seemed so crazy to me. 

"Berty," Lindsey called over to him, "Can you play some music? Something old." 

He shook his head and a digital jukebox turned on all gold and red, and then the music started to play. It was the seventies once again in the world. The little bar remained in the 1950’s for the remainder of the day. I smiled at Sean again as his parents got up to dance. 

'While I'm far away from you my baby 

I know it's hard for you my baby 

Because it's hard for me my baby 

And the darkest hour is just before dawn' 

I was watching, I was imagining being in my sixties or seventies with Sean. My imagination and mind were years away, lost in the wind, lost in this song. 

"Hey, I found these in the back. Don't know where they came from." The waitress handed me a plastic tiara, it said 'Missy' on it, she went over and gave one to Sean's mother and put one on herself. I slipped on mine and checked to make sure it looked okay on my phone. I sent a picture to Yua and Ryan. Yua texted back right away, 'This’s way too cute… for you.' 

Sean smiled at me after I aimed the phone at him, it was nice, I showed him my perfect white teeth. "How do I look?" 

"You, you always look incredible. Aly, um, you make me so happy." We kissed again at the little table. We drank our beer. 

Sean stood up, he took me with him and we walked over to his parents, he held me close and we started to dance, a slower song was playing. I put my arms around him and leaned into his chest. He kissed my forehead, the top of my head, he kissed Missy's tiara. 

'I could be satisfied knowing you love me 

And there's one thing I want you to do 

Especially for me 

And it's something that everybody needs' 

He whispered into my ear as we slowly danced. "You know you are my princess, I'm sorry I don't tell you things like this often enough." 

I stopped dancing and looked at him, I felt my tiara on my head, messing up my hair. I'm sure I looked terrible, between all the crying and rushing around, life had gotten even crazier all of a sudden. I kissed him "Thank you." I put my face against his shoulder and closed my eyes I listened to the song. 

'If there's one thing I want you to do especially for me 

Then it's something that everybody needs' 

I knew this song, it was nice. It reminded me of driving around in my parents' car, sneaking a look at my mother's copy of ELLE. I also loved holding onto Sean, I loved the sentiments of this song. I loved looking at my long nails on his chest, but I couldn't take it anymore. I was worn out, and exhausted, I was done. 

I looked up at Sean and he kissed me again, I wasn't prepared for it, his tongue entered me and we kissed, I loved this, it made me feel wanted, even loved. 

"Sean?" 

"Mmm." 

"I have to stop, I can't take it anymore. I'm sorry." I did more apologizing. I closed my eyes, my heart hurt, my mouth was dry, and my life was complicated. I felt so young in my tiara and heels, playing this crazy game. 

He ran his fingers through my hair, finally my real hair, I felt his hands on me, and I started to relax. I opened my eyes, his mother was looking at me. She had a slight smile on her face, she reached out and held my arm. "Missy would have loved to be sitting in your lap, my love." She pulled us both closer. 

And then it happened, I started to cry. I started to bawl, the tears went down my face. I felt so bad for his mom, she was missing her thirteen-year-old dog. Missy gave her so much enjoyment, so much love. Why was I even here, why was I bothering these nice people, why did I feel so terrible and wonderful at the same time? 

I wiped my tears and snot onto Sean's shirt. "Allison?" I looked up at him. "Okay, if you want, we can stop." 

I felt faint… 


*** 

'Each night before you go to bed my baby 

Whisper a little prayer for me my baby 

And tell all the stars above 

This is dedicated to the one I love' 

My favorite song was playing out of my little ceiling speakers. Just little white circles, I could barely see them. My room smelled like aftershave and perfume, like a small bouquet of flowers. Small, pink, and white. 

"You’re ready?" 

"Mmmhmm, I am. Almost," I said. "Can we pleassse, wait until this song is over?" I put my one hand around his neck, the other on his muscular chest. My new wedding ring with a tiny diamond glowing in the dressing room’s soft light. I never lost it and it looked great with my long nails. 

My tiara was chipped and perched in my hair. 

"We can dance all day if you want." He squeezed me, it was nice, but we had to head to a party. Missy’s ashes were ready. 

We danced for a long while anyway… 


*** 

The End. 

*** 
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