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Trophy Husband




The elevator at my building was broken again, so I took the stairs to the fourth floor with my tie already loosened and my laptop bag cutting into my shoulder. My whole body felt like something that had been sitting in a microwave too long. Eleven hours at a desk doing work that didn't matter for people who didn't notice, and tomorrow I'd do it again.

I got the door open and stopped. Vivian was home.

That alone was enough to register as strange. Viv didn't get home before eight most nights, and it was barely six thirty. But there she was, standing in the kitchen with her blazer still on and her dark hair down around her shoulders, looking like she'd been waiting for me. There was a bottle of champagne on the counter. Not the grocery store kind — real champagne, the kind with the little gold cage over the cork.

"Hey," I said, setting my bag down slowly. "What's going on?"

She smiled. Not her normal smile, either. This one was wide and certain and a little wild, like she'd been holding it in all day and was finally letting it out. "I made partner."

I blinked. "What?"

"Senior partner. It's done. Dave called me into his office at two and told me the vote was unanimous." She picked up the bottle and started working the foil off the top. "They're restructuring my compensation. Base plus equity plus the carried interest from the fund." She told me the number.

I didn't say anything at first because I thought I'd heard her wrong. Then I did the math and realized I hadn't. Our household income hadn't doubled. It had tripled. Maybe more, depending on the fund's performance.

"Viv," I said. "That's insane."

"I know." She popped the cork and it hit the ceiling. Champagne foamed over her fingers and she laughed, pouring two glasses fast and sliding one across the counter to me. "So, here's what I've been thinking about all afternoon."

She looked at me with those sharp brown eyes. Vivian was beautiful in a way that had always made me feel a little outmatched — high cheekbones, full lips, a body she kept tight with Pilates and early morning runs. She was five-eight in bare feet and wore heels that put her at my height. There was nothing soft or unsure about her. There never had been.

"I know how much you hate your job. And now, there's no reason for you to keep doing this to yourself," she said. "Quit."

The word just hung there between us.

"Quit," I repeated.

"Quit. Put in your two weeks tomorrow. You hate that job, Nate. You've hated it for years. You come home looking like someone wrung you out." She took a sip of her champagne, casually, like she'd just suggested we try a new restaurant. "I make enough now. More than enough. Let me do this for us."

My first instinct was to say no. I should contribute. I should pull my weight. That's what men do.

"I don't know, Viv. I can't just⁠—"

"You can," she said. She stepped around the counter and put her hand on my chest, right over my tie. "You contribute plenty. You always have. But I'm telling you, you don't have to do this anymore. Take some time. Figure out what you actually want to do with your life." Her thumb traced a small circle against my shirt. "Let me take care of us for a while."

I looked at her face and couldn't find a single crack in her confidence. She meant it. She wanted this. And the thing was, she was right — I did hate my job. I hated every single thing about it. The thought of never going back made my chest feel light in a way I hadn't felt in years.

"Okay," I said.

She kissed me, hard. Her fingers tightened around my tie and pulled me closer.

We ended up in bed. I was on top, my hips between her thighs, moving in the rhythm we'd had for years. She was warm and wet and gripping my back with her nails, and I buried my face in her neck while I fucked her the way I always did — steady, deep, her little moans against my ear telling me when to push harder. She came with her legs locked around me and her breath caught in her throat.

I followed a few strokes later, groaning into her hair.

Afterward we lay there in the dark, her head near my shoulder, the sheets tangled around our legs. I felt good. Loose. Like something had finally let go inside my chest.

But when I turned my head to look at her, she wasn't looking at me. She was staring at the ceiling with a small, private smile on her face, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on her own stomach.

"What are you thinking about?" I asked.

She turned her head on the pillow. That smile sharpened just a little. "Just imagining what comes next."

I smiled back and closed my eyes, already picturing late mornings and open afternoons and the long, easy stretch of nothing.

I had no idea what she was actually picturing.
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The first three weeks were everything I thought they'd be.

I slept until ten most mornings, sometimes later. I watched entire seasons of shows I'd been meaning to get to for years. I made a list of things I might want to do — learn to cook Thai food, maybe start a podcast, look into real estate investing — and spent most of my time reading articles about those things instead of actually doing any of them. It felt incredible. It felt like someone had cut a rope that had been tied around my neck for a decade.

The house, though. The house was getting bad.

It happened slowly. Dishes in the sink became dishes stacked on the counter beside the sink. Laundry went from a basket in the corner to a second basket next to the first one to a pile on the bedroom floor that was technically near a basket. I kept telling myself I'd deal with it tomorrow. Tomorrow I'd load the dishwasher. Tomorrow I'd run a load of whites. Then tomorrow would come and I'd find something better to do, which was basically anything.

Vivian didn't say a word about it. That was the thing. She was working longer hours than ever — leaving at seven, home at nine, sometimes later. I could see it on her when she walked in. Her shoulders were tight. Her jaw was set. She'd kick off her heels by the door and pour herself a glass of wine and stand in the kitchen looking at the mess.

One Thursday, she came home and the sink was full. Pans from the night before, cereal bowls from that morning, glasses I'd used and forgotten about. She set her bag down, looked at the sink, and didn't say anything. She just rolled up the sleeves of her blouse and started washing them. Still in her work clothes. Still wearing the watch I'd bought her for our anniversary.

I stood in the doorway and watched her scrub a pan I'd burned pasta in, and the guilt hit me so hard it almost made me dizzy. She'd been at her office since seven in the morning, managing people and money and pressure I couldn't even imagine, and now she was standing at our sink doing my dishes because I'd spent the day on the couch.

"I got it," I said, stepping in and reaching for the sponge. "Viv, I'm sorry. I'll do it."

She handed it over without a fight. She dried her hands on a dish towel and leaned against the counter, watching me. She didn't look angry. She looked tired.

"I'm not trying to make you feel bad," she said. "I just — it would be so nice to come home and not have to think about any of it. Dinner, the house, the groceries." She took a sip of her wine. "I'm not asking you to be a maid. I'm just saying, one of us is working seventy hours a week."

She left it there. She didn't push, didn't list off everything I should've been doing. She just kissed me on the cheek and went to take a shower.

I finished the dishes that night and wiped down all the counters. The next morning, I did three loads of laundry. By the end of the week I'd gone to the grocery store, deep-cleaned the bathroom, and figured out how to make a roast chicken that wasn't dry.

I kept going. Something about it clicked once I started — the rhythm of it, the way a dirty house became a clean one and I was the reason why. It was simple. Concrete. Nothing like the vague, pointless projects I'd been pretending to research.

The first time Vivian came home to a clean house and dinner on the table, her whole body changed. I watched it happen. She walked through the door and her shoulders dropped about two inches. She set her bag down and looked around the kitchen — the clear counters, the place settings, the steam coming off the stove — and her face softened in a way I hadn't seen in weeks.

"Nate," she said. "This is incredible."

She came up behind me while I was plating the food and ran her hand across the counter like she was feeling how clean it was. Then she put her hand on my arm and said, "You're so good at this."

It was the way she said it. Low and warm, almost a murmur, with this specific note of approval that reminded me of something. Then I realized — it sounded like the way she talked in bed. That breathy, satisfied tone when I did something right and she wanted me to know it.

My stomach flipped. I told myself I was imagining things.

We ate dinner and she told me about her day, and everything felt normal. But when I was washing the plates afterward, she came up behind me, turned me around, and kissed me. Not a quick one. She kissed me slowly, her hand on the back of my neck, her fingers in my hair—which was getting longer—and she controlled the angle of it. She tilted my head the way she wanted and pressed in until I opened my mouth for her.

When she pulled back, her lips were barely an inch from mine. Her eyes were dark and steady.

"This is exactly what I needed," she said.

It was just a kiss. I knew that. But the way she'd held my neck, like I was something she was positioning, didn't feel like just a kiss. It felt like surrender.
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Vivian had booked a hair stylist appointment without asking. She'd texted me the address and the time and added, "Don't cancel."

The salon was in a part of town I'd never been to — all glass storefronts and reclaimed wood and women in expensive athleisure carrying iced coffees. My usual barber was a guy named Phil who worked out of a strip mall off Route 9. He charged twenty-two dollars and never asked me how I wanted it. Just shorter.

The stylist's name was Dana. She had short bleached hair and a nose ring and looked at my head the way a mechanic looks under a hood. She ran her fingers through it, lifting sections, letting them fall. My hair had gotten long since I'd stopped working — past my ears, brushing my collar, almost to my shoulders. I kept meaning to get it cut. I just hadn't gotten around to it.

"We're not cutting this," Dana said.

I looked at her in the mirror. "What?"

"Your hair is gorgeous. The length works on you. You've got great texture." She was already reaching for a spray bottle. "I'm going to shape it and style it. Trust me."

I didn't know what that meant, but she was already working, so I sat there. She spent forty-five minutes on me. She layered something through it with her fingers, used a round brush and a dryer, and did something at the part that changed the whole shape of my face. When she turned the chair around and I looked in the mirror, I didn't recognize myself.

My hair was soft and full, swept back on one side and falling in a long wave on the other. It framed my jaw. It looked styled and polished. Nothing like anything I'd ever done to my own head. I looked…pretty. That was the word that came to mind, and I pushed it away fast.

"Your wife is going to lose it," Dana said.

She was right. I walked through the door and Vivian was in the kitchen, still in her work clothes. She turned and stopped. Her eyes moved over me slowly, starting at my hair and dragging down. She bit her lower lip and didn't say anything for a second. Just looked.

"Come here," she said.

I walked over and she reached up to touch my hair, running her fingers through the wave. Her pupils were wide. "You look incredible."

My chest tightened.

That weekend she took me shopping. Not to the stores I usually went to — not the big-box places where I'd grab whatever fit. She took me to a boutique downtown where the saleswoman knew her by name. The clothes Vivian pulled off the racks were different from anything I owned. Slim-cut pants in soft fabrics. Fitted shirts that tapered at the waist. A sweater so thin I could almost see through it.

"We have events coming up," she said when I hesitated. "You need to look the part."

I tried things on. She watched from the chair outside the fitting room, her legs crossed, her gaze sharp. Every time I stepped out, she either shook her head or nodded. When she nodded, there was a heat in her face that made me feel exposed. The clothes fit close to my body. They showed the lines of me — my waist, my hips, the shape of my legs. I kept tugging at hems and she kept telling me to stop.

We left with four bags. That night she put me on a skincare routine. Cleanser, exfoliant, moisturizer, eye cream. She lined the bottles up on the bathroom counter and showed me the order.

"Your skin is one of your best features," she said, tipping my chin up with one finger. "Take care of it."

So, I did. I stood at the sink that night and rubbed moisturizer into my face, neck and down my chest the way she'd shown me. My skin felt different already — smoother, almost slick. I was still rubbing the cream into my jaw when I felt Vivian come up behind me.

She didn't say anything at first. She slid her hands under the hem of my shirt and pressed her palms flat against my stomach. Then she moved them up slowly, dragging across my skin. Her fingers spread over my chest and her thumbs brushed my nipples.

She made a sound against my shoulder blade. A low hum, almost a purr, like she'd just tasted something she liked. I felt my cock twitch and start to get hard.

"You feel incredible," she murmured. Her hands kept moving. Slow circles on my chest, her nails dragging lightly down my ribs. "So smooth."

She turned me around and pushed me toward the bedroom. I went. She pulled my shirt off over my head and shoved me back onto the bed. Before I could sit up, she climbed on top of me.

She straddled my hips and pinned my wrists above my head with both hands, leaning her weight into them. Her dark hair fell around her face and her breasts pressed against the thin fabric of her top. I could feel how warm she was through her underwear, right against my cock.

"Don't move," she said.

She reached back and pulled me out of my boxers, then pushed her underwear to the side. She was wet — I could feel it when she sank down onto me, hot and slick. A groan came out of my throat that I didn't even try to hold back. She took me all the way in one slow roll of her hips.

Then she started riding me.

It wasn't like our usual rhythm. She set the pace. She planted her hands on my chest and ground down hard, rolling her hips in deep circles that made me feel every inch of her. I tried to thrust up, but she pressed her weight into my wrists and growled, "I said don't move." Her voice was low and firm and it made my cock pulse inside her.

I stayed still. I let her use me. She rode me exactly the way she wanted, her head tipped back, her lips parted, her hips snapping forward in a rhythm that kept me right at the edge without letting me fall over. She was looking down at me with an expression I'd never seen before — dark, focused, hungry. Like I was something she'd been waiting to unwrap.

When I finally came, it hit so hard my vision blurred. My whole body locked up and I groaned through my teeth. I felt her clench tight around me, her own orgasm rolling through her a second later. She shuddered on top of me, her nails digging into my chest, her thighs squeezing my hips.

She leaned down. Her lips brushed my ear, her breath hot against my skin.

"I love what you're becoming," she whispered.

I was too wrecked to ask what she meant. My heart was pounding and my skin was buzzing and her weight was still on top of me, warm and solid. I just lay there, breathing hard, staring at the ceiling with my styled hair spread across the pillow.

I didn't ask. I probably should have.
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Vivian laid a suit out on the bed an hour before we had to leave. I came out of the shower and found it there like a uniform waiting for inspection.

It was charcoal gray, slim-cut, with a jacket that nipped in at the waist and tapered through the shoulders. The pants were narrow and cropped just above the ankle. The shirt underneath was a dark silk that caught the light when I held it up. The whole thing looked expensive and sharp and like nothing I'd ever picked out for myself.

The cut was soft. Almost feminine, though I didn't let myself think that word.

"I had it tailored," Vivian said from the bathroom doorway. She was already dressed — a black fitted dress that hugged her hips and showed the curve of her breasts at the neckline. Her lips were dark red. She looked powerful, expensive, and completely in control. "Put it on."

I put it on. It fit perfectly, which meant she'd given someone my measurements. The jacket sat close to my body, and the silk shirt was so thin I could feel the air through it. I looked in the mirror and saw a version of myself I barely recognized — polished, lean, styled. With my hair falling in that long wave past my jaw, the overall effect was striking and slightly unsettling.

Vivian came up behind me and turned me toward her. She had a small tube of concealer in her hand.

"Just cleaning up under your eyes," she said, dabbing it on with her fingertip. "You've got great bone structure, by the way."

I stood still while she blended it in, her thumb sweeping under each eye. Then she adjusted my collar, smoothing the silk flat against my chest. She stepped back and looked at me as if I was a painting she'd just hung.

"Perfect," she said.

The gala was at a hotel downtown. It had all the markings of a high-end event. High ceilings, white tablecloths, a jazz quartet in the corner. Vivian's firm had rented out the entire ballroom. There were maybe two hundred people, most of them in dark suits and cocktail dresses, holding drinks and laughing.

Vivian walked in ahead of me and I fell into step beside her. Within seconds her hand was on the small of my back. Not casually, either. It was firmly guiding me through the room the way I used to guide her at parties when we were first dating. She steered me toward a table near the front and pulled out my chair.

I sat down. She introduced me to the table.

"This is my husband, Nate," she said, her hand resting on my shoulder. "He manages everything at home so I can do what I do."

People smiled. They shook my hand. And then they looked at me.

The women at the table didn't hide it. A blonde in a green dress let her eyes move from my hair to my mouth to the open collar of my shirt. The older woman next to her wore a diamond pendant that sat right between her breasts. She tilted her head and studied me like I was on display.

I took a sip of my wine and tried to look comfortable.

Vivian fell into conversation fast. She was talking about a deal her team had closed, something involving a merger and a valuation number that made the man across the table whistle. She was magnetic. People leaned toward her when she spoke. She gestured with her hands and the table tracked her like she was giving a keynote.

Nobody asked me about work. Nobody asked me what I did. The blonde in the green dress asked me what moisturizer I used because my skin looked amazing. The woman with the diamond pendant asked me where I'd gotten my hair done. Someone's wife asked me if I had a good recipe for salmon because her husband wouldn't eat fish unless it was disguised.

I answered all of it. I smiled. I told them about Dana at the salon and the skincare routine Vivian had put me on and the honey garlic glaze I'd been using on salmon lately. They nodded and complimented me and touched my arm when they laughed.

Then the woman with the pendant leaned across the table toward Vivian. She waited for a break in the conversation and said, loud enough for me to hear, "He's gorgeous. And he manages everything at home?" She glanced back at me with an approving smile. "God, where do I get one?"

Vivian put her hand on my thigh under the table. She squeezed once. "He's one of a kind."

Everyone laughed. I laughed too, because that was the thing to do. But something hot and uncomfortable was spreading through my chest. I kept smiling and I kept talking, but I was watching the room now with different eyes. Vivian was at the center of every serious conversation. Strategy. Numbers. Power. People asked her important questions. And they talked to me the way they talked to each other's wives — about the house, my appearance, my routines.

I was the spouse. I was the plus-one. I was the one being appraised.

We finally left around eleven. Vivian drove. I sat in the passenger seat and stared through the windshield and didn't say anything for the first five minutes. The dark buildings and streetlights of the city scrolled past us.

"You're treating me like a trophy wife," I said.

My voice was steady. I'd been forming the sentence since the pendant woman had called me gorgeous, and by the time I said it, every word was locked in place.

Vivian didn't flinch. Her hands stayed exactly where they were. Her eyes stayed on the road. She took a breath, let it out slow through her nose, and glanced at me.

"I know," she said.

I waited. I waited for the laugh, the backpedal, the "Oh come on, I'm kidding." I waited for her to say she hadn't meant it like that, or that I was reading into things, or that she was sorry. Any of the things a normal person would say after a line like that.

She didn't say any of them. She just drove, her jaw set, her dark eyes steady, one hand on the wheel and the other resting on the center console between us. The car was quiet. My heart was hammering. I could still feel the ghost of her hand squeezing my thigh under the table, firm and possessive, and the memory of it made my skin prickle.

I should have been angry. Part of me was. But there was something else underneath the anger, something that had been building since the salon and the new clothes and the way she'd pinned my wrists to the mattress. It was hot and tight and it sat low in my stomach, and I knew exactly what it was.

I was turned on. And that scared me more than anything she could’ve said.

We didn't talk about it the rest of the drive home. We didn't talk about it walking through the front door. She poured two glasses of wine and sat down on the couch, and I sat across from her in the armchair, and the silence stretched out between us until I couldn't take it anymore.

"What do you mean, you know?" I asked. "That you're treating me like a trophy wife. Are you doing this on purpose?"

Vivian took a sip of her wine. She set the glass down on the coffee table and crossed her legs. When she looked at me her face was calm and clear and completely steady. She looked the way she probably looked in a boardroom — no flinching, no hedging, no wasted words.

"Yes," she said. "I'm doing it on purpose."

My stomach dropped. "Since when?"

"Since you quit. Maybe before that." She folded her hands in her lap. "I like the dynamic, Nate. I like coming home to a clean house and a cooked meal and a husband who's there for me. I like being the one who provides. I like being the authority." She paused, not for drama — just to let the words land. "I find it overwhelmingly attractive. And I want to go further."

I stared at her. "Go further how?"

"I want you groomed. Polished. Stunning. I want you to be the most attractive thing in every room we walk into." Her eyes held mine. "I want you to be mine in a way that doesn't have a modern precedent."

The heat that had been sitting in my chest since the car turned into something sharper. "I'm not some 1950s housewife, Viv."

"No," she said. "You're better."

"This is demeaning."

"Is it?"

"This isn't what I signed up for. I quit my job because you said I could figure out what I wanted to do. Not so you could turn me into some kind of — accessory."

She didn't react to the word. She watched me the way she watched everything — patient, precise, already three steps ahead. Then she uncrossed her legs and stood up. She walked toward me slowly, her heels clicking on the floor, her hips shifting under her dress with every step. She stopped in front of my chair and looked down at me.

She reached out and cupped my jaw with one hand. Her fingers were warm and firm, and she tilted my face up so I had to look at her. Her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth.

"Tell me something," she said. "When I picked out your clothes — the fitted shirts, the slim pants, all of it — did you hate it?"

I didn't answer.

"When I pinned your hands down and rode you until you couldn't think straight, did you hate that?"

My cock stirred. I clenched my jaw.

"When my colleague looked at you across the table and called you gorgeous, did you hate hearing it?"

I didn't answer because the answer was no. It was no to all of it and she knew it and I knew it and the silence between us said it louder than anything I could've managed out loud.

Vivian leaned down. She kissed me, and it wasn't gentle. Her mouth was firm, her lips parting mine, her tongue sliding against mine in a slow stroke that made my breath catch. She held my jaw the entire time, keeping my head tilted at the angle she wanted, and I let her. I sat in that chair and let my wife kiss me like she owned me.

She pulled back just enough that her lips brushed mine when she spoke. "I've never wanted you more than I want you right now."

She took my hand and pulled me up. I followed her down the hallway to the bedroom. She turned on the lamp on the nightstand and turned to face me.

Then she started undressing me.

She unbuttoned the silk shirt one button at a time, her eyes tracking each inch of skin as it appeared. She pushed it off my shoulders and let it fall. Her gaze moved down my chest and stomach, and I watched her take me in — the smooth skin from the moisturizer, the lean lines from the fitted clothes that had been showing off a body I hadn't realized I'd been maintaining.

"Look at you," she murmured.

She undid my belt. She unzipped my pants and pushed them down, and I stepped out of them. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and dragged them down slowly, her eyes dropping to my cock. I was hard. Fully hard, straining, and the cool air hit me as she pulled the fabric away.

She put her hand flat on my chest and pushed. I fell back onto the bed and she climbed on top of me, her dress riding up her thighs as she straddled my hips. She hadn't taken off a single piece of her own clothing. The power difference was deliberate, and my cock throbbed against the inside of her thigh.

"Don't move," she said. "Don't touch me."

I gripped the sheets.

She reached between her legs and pushed her underwear to the side. She wrapped her hand around my cock, positioned me, and sank down onto me in one smooth motion. She was soaking wet and hot and tight, and the groan that came out of me was loud and raw and helpless.

She started to move. She rolled her hips in a slow, deep grind, finding her angle, adjusting until she gasped and her eyes fluttered shut. Her breasts swayed under the fabric of her dress as she rocked forward. She braced her hands on my chest and pressed her weight down and fucked me exactly the way she wanted.

"God, your skin," she breathed. Her nails dragged down my stomach. "So smooth. So pretty."

I almost came right there. My hips jerked up and she pressed down harder, pinning me.

"I said don't move." Her voice was low and rough. "You just lie there and let me have this."

I stayed still. My hands were shaking in the sheets and every muscle in my body was tight, and she kept going — grinding down on me, rolling her hips in slow circles, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She sat up straight and pulled her dress over her head and tossed it. Her breasts were full and flushed and her nipples were hard. She cupped one in her own hand and squeezed while she rode me.

"You're so hard right now," she said. "You love this. You love giving me control."

I couldn't argue with her. I couldn't do anything. She controlled the depth and the pace and the angle. Every time I got close, she slowed down and ground against me until the edge backed off just enough to keep me there. She did that three times. Three times she brought me right to the brink and pulled back, and by the third time I was making sounds I'd never heard myself make.

"Now," she said finally. She planted her hands on my chest and rode me hard, fast, her hips snapping down with a rhythm that was brutal and precise. "Come for me."

I came so hard. My back arched off the mattress and I grabbed her hips without thinking and pulled her down onto me. I felt myself pulse inside her while my whole body shook. She came a second later, clenching around me, her mouth open, her thighs trembling against my sides.

She collapsed onto my chest. We lay there breathing, her hair against my neck, my heart slamming so hard I could feel it in my teeth.

After a minute she shifted. She pressed her lips against my throat, soft, almost tender. Then she lifted her head and looked at me. Her eyes were dark and satisfied and completely steady.

"This is just the beginning," she said quietly. "And don’t you worry about a thing. I’ll be the one deciding what comes next."

I should've pushed back. I should've said something — drawn a line, set a boundary, told her that whatever this was, it had to stop. But I was still shaking. My cock was still inside her, softening but warm, and her body was heavy on top of mine. The truth was that nothing in my entire life had ever felt as good as the last twenty minutes.

So, I didn't say anything. I just lay there and let her trace circles on my chest with her fingernail, and I stared at the ceiling, and I wondered exactly how far I was willing to let this go.
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Vivian came home from work one evening and found me in the kitchen. She leaned against the doorframe with her bag still on her shoulder and looked at me with that evaluating expression I was starting to recognize.

"Come to the bathroom," she said. "I want to try something."

I followed her down the hall. She had a razor laid out on the counter, a can of shaving cream, and a towel. She ran the bath faucet until steam curled up from the water. Then she pointed at the edge of the tub.

"Sit," she said.

I sat down. "What are we doing?"

She knelt between my legs. She was still in her work clothes — a fitted gray skirt, a blouse that showed the curve of her breasts when she leaned forward. She pushed my knees apart and picked up the shaving cream.

"I want you smooth," she said. She shook the can and sprayed a line of warm foam into her palm. "Everywhere."

My stomach clenched. "Viv⁠—"

"Trust me." She spread the foam up my left calf, her hand warm and slick, working it into the hair on my leg. "You're going to love the way it feels."

She picked up the razor and started at my ankle. Long, slow strokes, the blade gliding up my calf, her free hand following behind to check the skin. Each pass revealed something underneath — smooth, bare skin I hadn't seen on my own legs since I was young. Her fingers ran over every inch she'd shaved, and the touch sent a shiver through me that I felt in my chest.

She rinsed the razor under the faucet and kept going. Up past my knee, along the inside of my thigh. She was careful, tilting my leg to reach the tender spots, cupping the muscle in her palm while she worked. My leg hair was dark and coarse and it came away in the foam, and the skin beneath it was pale and sensitive and brand new.

Her fingers drifted higher. She slid her thumb along the crease where my thigh met my hip, her wet knuckles brushing the sensitive skin an inch from my cock. I was hard. I'd been hard since she'd started on my inner thigh, and there was no hiding it — I was in my boxers and my cock was straining against the fabric.

She didn't acknowledge it. She moved to my right leg and started the whole process over. Ankle to calf to knee to thigh, the foam warm and the razor gentle and her hands steady and thorough. Each stroke bared more skin and each pass of her fingers made it worse. By the time she reached my right inner thigh, my breath was shallow and my legs were shaking.

She shaved my stomach next. Then my chest. She unbuttoned my shirt and pushed it off my shoulders and lathered my chest in slow circles, her palms sliding over my skin, her fingers spreading foam around my nipples. The razor moved in careful lines across my chest and stomach, and when she was done she rinsed me with a warm, wet towel and ran her hands over me from my shoulders to my hips.

Then she looked down at my boxers. She hooked her fingers into the waistband and tugged them down slowly, and my cock sprang up, hard and flushed. She didn't touch it. She pressed it flat against my stomach with the back of her hand and picked up the shaving cream.

"Hold still," she said. "Really still."

She lathered the hair around the base of my cock, her fingers working the foam into the coarse hair with a clinical focus that didn't match the way her breath had gone shallow. She picked up the razor. I stopped breathing.

She shaved me in short, careful strokes, her free hand pulling the skin taut, gripping me at the base to hold my cock out of the way. The blade moved along the crease of my thigh, down beneath my balls, across the flat plane below my navel. Every stroke was precise and deliberate and terrifying. One wrong move and the razor would nick the most sensitive skin on my body, and I held perfectly still, my fingers white on the edge of the tub, my stomach trembling under her hands.

She rinsed the blade and went over the spots she'd missed, tilting my cock to one side, then the other, her wet fingers gripping me just firmly enough to control the angle. My cock was throbbing against her palm and she had to feel it — the heat, the pulse — but her face stayed focused and steady.

When she finished, she wiped me clean with the warm towel. The air hit bare skin that had never been bare before, and I gasped. She ran her fingertips over the smooth skin around my cock, checking her work, and the sensation was so sharp and raw that my hips jerked forward.

"God," she murmured. Her hands pressed flat against my bare stomach and slid up to my chest. "Look at this skin."

The air hit me everywhere. Every nerve ending was raw and open and screaming. I could feel the temperature of the room on my chest, the texture of the towel beneath me, the faint roughness of her fingertips. Everything was amplified. My cock throbbed against my boxers and I gripped the edge of the tub with both hands.

She dropped the towel and put her bare palms on my knees. She looked up at me with her dark eyes, her lips slightly parted, her face right between my newly smooth legs. She slid her hands up from my knees to my hips, her thumbs tracing the line of muscle along each thigh, pressing into the bare skin she'd just revealed.

"So pretty," she said.

The word hit me like a fist. My cock jerked and heat flooded my face and my chest at the same time. I was embarrassed and aroused and furious at myself for being both.

Then she leaned forward and took me into her mouth.

She went slow. Her lips closed around the head and her tongue pressed flat against the underside, and I stopped breathing. She took me deeper in small strokes, her mouth hot and wet, her hands resting on my bare thighs. She pulled back until only the tip was inside, swirled her tongue around it, and locked her eyes on mine.

I groaned and my hips pushed forward. She pulled off.

"Stay still," she said. Her lips were wet and swollen. She licked them and went back down.

She edged me. Every time I got close — my thighs tensing, my breath going ragged, my knuckles white on the tub — she backed off. She'd press soft kisses along the shaft. She'd drag her tongue in a slow, flat line from base to tip. Then she'd wait, her breath warm on my cock, watching me pulse in front of her face.

By the final time, I was shaking so hard I could barely stay upright. My smooth thighs were trembling against her hands and my head was tipped back and I'd stopped trying to form words.

"Ask me," she said. Her hand was wrapped around the base, her thumb stroking just under the head, light enough to keep me desperate.

"Please," I said.

She squeezed gently. "Again."

"Please." My voice broke.

She kissed the tip and murmured against it. "One more."

"Please, Viv. Please."

She took me all the way into her mouth and sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue flat against the shaft, and I came so fast the room tilted. My hips bucked and my hand flew to the back of her head and I came down her throat in long, pulsing waves while every inch of my newly bare skin burned with sensation. The smooth skin made everything sharper — her lips on my shaft, her hands on my thighs, the cool air on my stomach. I felt everything, everywhere, all at once.

She swallowed. She pulled off slowly, her lips dragging along me, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my smooth inner thigh. Then she looked up with her lips swollen and her eyes satisfied.

"Good boy," she said.

I should've hated it. It was patronizing and demeaning and it reduced me to something small and obedient. I should've told her not to call me that.

My spent cock twitched against my thigh. She saw it. She smiled, slow and certain, and stood up and rinsed her hands in the sink like nothing had happened.

I stayed on the edge of the tub with my boxers around my ankles and my body bare from the neck down, smooth and tingling and completely exposed, and I didn't say a word.
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On another evening, I was met with yet another surprise. I was getting used to them by now.

Vivian was sitting on the edge of the bed when I came out of the shower. She had a shopping bag beside her, tissue paper spilling out the top, and she was watching the bathroom door like she'd been waiting.

"I bought you something," she said.

She reached into the bag and pulled it out. It was a dress. Not a costume, not something from a joke shop — a real dress. A slip dress in dark burgundy silk with thin straps and a hemline that would hit mid-thigh. She held it up by the straps and let the fabric hang, catching the lamplight.

I stared at it. My stomach clenched.

"No," I said.

Vivian didn't argue. She didn't push or convince or pull rank. She just lowered the dress into her lap and sat there with it pooled across her thighs, the silk spilling over her fingers. She let the silence fill the room while I stood in the bathroom doorway in my towel with wet hair dripping down my neck.

"Can I say something?" she said after a minute.

I didn't answer, which she took as a yes.

"I've been thinking about this for weeks." Her voice was calm, but there was a roughness underneath it. "Every night. When I'm at work and I'm thinking about coming home to you, this is what I'm picturing. You, in this." She smoothed the fabric across her lap. "The thought of it makes me wet, Nate. I'm not exaggerating. I sat through a two-hour meeting this afternoon with my thighs pressed together because I couldn't stop imagining what you'd look like."

I swallowed. My cock stirred under the towel, and I hated my body for reacting before my brain could catch up.

"I don't want to humiliate you," she said. "That's not what this is. I want to worship you. I want you to look so good it makes me ache." She looked at me, and her eyes were wide and honest and dark with arousal. "You liked the smooth skin. You liked the praise. You liked when I called you pretty. This is just the next step."

I looked at the dress. My jaw was tight and my heart was pounding and my hands were clenched at my sides, and I could feel myself standing on the edge of something that I couldn't come back from. If I put that dress on, I couldn't undo it. I couldn't pretend any of this was still masculine.

I crossed the room and picked it up. The silk was cool and thin between my fingers, almost weightless.

My hands were shaking.

"Take off the towel," Vivian said.

I pulled the towel off and dropped it on the floor. I stood in front of her naked, my cock half hard, my skin smooth and bare from the wax and the razor. She looked at me from head to hips and her lips parted slightly.

Then she turned and opened her dresser drawer. She pulled out a pair of panties — lacy, delicate, the same dark burgundy as the dress. She held them out to me on two fingers.

"These too," she said.

My throat was dry. I took them from her and looked down at them — the thin lace, the narrow waistband, the fabric so sheer I could see my fingers through it. They were soft and light and they looked like they'd weigh nothing at all.

I stepped into them. I pulled them up my smooth legs and settled the waistband on my hips. The lace pressed against my cock and my breath caught.

The sensation was overwhelming. The lace was thin and textured against my smooth skin, rough and soft at the same time. My cock was pressing against the fabric, stretching it. Every nerve ending I had lit up at once. My thighs tingled. My stomach tightened. I could feel the lace against my balls, against the crease of my hips, against skin that had never been touched by anything like this.

Vivian was watching my face. She saw every second of it.

"Pull the dress on," she said quietly.

I picked it up by the straps and stepped into it. I pulled it up over my hips and slid my arms through the straps. The silk settled against my body like cool water. It skimmed my chest, hugged my waist, and stopped at mid-thigh, just above my knees. The hem brushed my bare, smooth legs and every step I took made it shift against my skin.

Vivian stood up. She took my hand and led me to her vanity and sat me down in the chair.

"Close your eyes," she said.

I closed them. I felt her fingers on my face — gentle, precise. She smoothed something across my eyelids with a small brush. She swept something along my cheekbones. She traced the outline of my lips with a pencil and then pressed color into them with her fingertip, rubbing it in with soft, circular strokes. I felt her work a mascara wand through my lashes, coating each one, her other hand bracing my chin to keep me still.

Then she picked up a brush and worked it through my hair. She parted it differently, pulling it forward so it framed my face in two long, soft waves. She tucked one side behind my ear and let the other fall across my cheek.

"Open your eyes," she said.

I opened them and looked in the mirror.

The person looking back at me had dark lashes and flushed cheeks and stained lips the color of wine. My hair fell soft and shining past my jaw, framing a face that looked sharper and more defined with the color on it. The dress hung from my shoulders in clean lines, the silk catching the light, the burgundy rich against my skin. My legs were smooth and bare below the hem.

I didn't look ridiculous. I looked good. The person in the mirror was striking and unfamiliar and undeniably attractive. My cock pushed harder against the lace panties, and I couldn't pretend it was anything other than arousal.

Vivian appeared behind me in the mirror. She slid her hands over my hips, her fingers pressing into the silk, and pulled me back against her body. I felt her breasts press flat against my back, warm and full through her blouse. Her chin rested on my shoulder and she met my eyes in the glass.

"Look at you," she said. Her voice was rough, almost hoarse, stripped of every layer of boardroom composure. She sounded like she was barely holding herself together.

Her right hand slid from my hip to the front of the dress. She pressed her palm flat against my cock through the layers of silk and lace and wrapped her fingers around the shape of me. I gasped. My hips pushed back into her on instinct, my ass pressing against her thighs, and her grip tightened.

She stroked me through the fabric. Slow, firm, her palm rubbing the lace against my shaft in a rhythm that made my legs shake. Her other hand gripped my hip, holding me in place, and her lips found my neck. She kissed the skin below my ear and dragged her mouth down to my shoulder.

"You're so hard," she murmured against my neck. "You've been hard since you put the panties on."

I couldn't deny it. My cock was aching, throbbing against the lace, leaking into the delicate fabric while my wife stroked me through a dress she'd bought for me. The reflection in the mirror was obscene — this polished, pretty version of me with wine-colored lips, arching into her touch, my mouth open and my eyes glazed.

She squeezed me once, and then pulled her hand away. I made a desperate sound, and she pressed her lips to my ear.

"Not yet," she whispered. Her breath was hot against my skin. "Tonight, I'm going to take everything."

She let the silence hold for a few seconds, standing behind me, watching my reflection. Then she pointed to a spot at the foot of the bed. "Right there."

I moved. The silk brushed my thighs when I shifted my weight, and I could feel my cock still pressing hard against the lace, still aching. My heart was hammering so loud I could feel it in my throat.

Vivian stood in front of me, close enough to touch, and started undressing herself.

She unbuttoned her blouse slowly. One button at a time, holding my eyes while each one came free, the fabric parting wider until I could see the black lace of her bra underneath. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders and dropped it on the floor. Her breasts were full and pushed together by the bra, her skin flushed across her chest.

She unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. She stood in front of me in her bra and a pair of black underwear, her hips curved, her stomach flat, her thighs strong. She reached behind her back and unhooked the bra and let it fall. Her breasts hung free, heavy and perfect, her nipples hard and dark. She didn't cover herself. She didn't hurry. She stood there and let me look, and I looked, and my cock throbbed against the lace like it was trying to push through.

This was my wife's body. I knew it. I'd touched every inch of it for years. But standing in front of her like this — me in a dress, her half naked, her jaw set and her eyes dark — she looked different. She looked like someone who was about to take exactly what she wanted.

She sat on the edge of the bed in just her underwear. She spread her knees slightly and looked up at me.

"Kneel," she said.

My legs folded before I'd even made the decision. My knees hit the carpet and I was on the floor between her thighs, my face level with her stomach, my styled hair falling against my cheeks.

She put her hand under my chin and tilted my face up. She leaned down and kissed me — hard, deep, her tongue sliding into my mouth. When she pulled back, there was lip color on her mouth. She smeared it with her thumb and smiled.

Then she gripped the back of my head and guided me down between her thighs.

She pulled her underwear to the side with her free hand. I could smell her — warm and musky and wet. I pressed my mouth against her pussy and her grip tightened in my hair.

"Slow," she said. "Start slow."

I licked her in long, flat strokes. I tasted her, slick and hot on my tongue, and I felt her thighs tense on either side of my head. She guided me with her hand, pushing me where she wanted me, controlling the angle. When I found her clit, she hissed and her hips rolled forward.

"Right there. Stay there."

I worked her clit with my tongue, circling, pressing, sucking gently. She held my head with both hands now, her fingers twisted in my hair, and she ground against my face. She was vocal — small sounds at first, gasps and moans, and then specific commands. Harder. Slower. Flatter. Right there, don't stop.

My cock was straining against the panties and I wasn't allowed to touch it. My hands were on her thighs, gripping the smooth muscle, and every time I shifted on my knees the lace pressed against my shaft and I could feel how wet I was inside the fabric.

She came with her thighs clenched around my head and her hips grinding forward. I felt her clench against my mouth, felt the pulse of it under my tongue, and she gasped and pulled my hair so hard it stung. Her body shook and she held me there through the whole thing, my mouth sealed against her while she rode my face until her legs were trembling.

She released my hair and I pulled back, breathing hard. My chin was wet. My lips were swollen. She looked down at me with hazy, satisfied eyes.

"Get on the bed."

I climbed up onto the mattress and she pushed me onto my back. She moved over me and slid her hands under the hem of the dress— slowly, her hands dragging the silk across my stomach, over my ribs, up my chest. She bunched it up around my waist, showing the tented panties with my hard cock inside.

She knelt beside me and looked at me. Her eyes moved from my face down to my chest and stomach and hips, and there was something raw in her expression. She hooked her fingers into the panties and tugged them to the side, watching my cock spring free.

I felt exposed in a way that went deeper than skin. I was smooth and flushed and hard, and my lips were stained, and my hair was soft around my face, and I was whatever she'd made me.

She reached across me and opened the bedside drawer. She pulled out a strap-on.

It was sleek and dark and not huge but not small, and she held it where I could see it. She didn't say anything for a second. She just let me look at it, let the anticipation build in my chest until my breathing went shallow and my cock twitched against my stomach.

“This is going to feel so good inside you,” she said. A shiver ran through me.

She stood up and stepped into the harness. She buckled it and adjusted it, and the shaft jutted from her hips, and the image of her standing beside the bed — naked, full-breasted, wearing a cock — made my pulse spike so hard I felt it in my fingertips.

She climbed back onto the bed between my legs. She picked up a bottle from the drawer and squeezed lube onto her fingers, warming it in her palm. Then she pressed her hand between my thighs.

"Knees up," she said. I pulled my legs back, my knees toward my chest, and the position opened me up completely. I felt exposed in a way that made my face burn, but I held them there.

Her fingers found my tight, puckered hole. She rubbed small circles against it, pressing gently, letting me adjust to the sensation. Then she slid one finger inside and my breath punched out of me.

"Breathe," she said. Her voice was low and steady. "Let me in."

I breathed. She worked me open slowly, one finger first, stroking inside me, curling against a spot that sent a jolt straight up my spine. When she added a second, I grabbed the sheets and groaned. It was tight and full and overwhelming, and she moved her fingers in slow, teasing thrusts that opened me wider with each stroke.

"You look so beautiful right now," she murmured. Her free hand rested on my thigh, her thumb stroking my smooth skin. "I've been thinking about this every day. Weeks, Nate. Weeks of imagining you just like this."

She withdrew her fingers. She positioned herself between my legs and pressed the tip of the shaft against me. I felt the pressure, firm and blunt, and my whole body tensed.

"Look at me," she said.

I looked at her. Her face was flushed and her eyes were dark and her lips were parted and she had never looked more beautiful. She pushed forward.

The head slipped inside me and I gasped. The stretch was sharp at first, and then it eased as she slid deeper, slow and steady, giving me time. She fed me inch after inch, and the fullness was like nothing I'd ever felt. It wasn't pain, or it wasn't only pain. It was pressure and heat and a deep, aching stretch that radiated outward from my center until my whole body felt open.

She bottomed out and held still. I could feel her hips pressed against me, her thighs warm against the backs of mine. She leaned forward and braced her hands beside my head and looked down at me.

"You're mine," she said. "Every inch of you."

She pulled back and pushed in again, slow, and a moan came out of me that didn't sound like anything I'd ever heard from my own throat. She set a rhythm — deep, steady strokes that hit something inside me on every thrust. My cock was hard against my stomach, leaking onto my dress, and I reached for it without thinking.

She caught my hand and pinned it to the mattress. "No. You come from this or you don't come at all."

I let go. I let go of my hand, and my control, and every idea I'd ever had about who I was and what I wanted and what I was willing to do. She fucked me in slow, measured strokes, her hips rolling forward, her breasts swaying above me, her breath mixing with mine.

The pressure built differently than anything I'd felt before. It wasn't centered in my cock. It was deeper, wider, spreading through my hips and up my spine and into my chest. Every thrust pushed me further toward something massive, and I couldn't control it, and I didn't want to.

"Viv," I gasped. "I'm close. I'm going to⁠—"

"I know," she breathed. She leaned down and kissed me, her lips soft against my stained mouth, and she kept her rhythm steady, pushing deep, hitting that spot over and over.

I came without my cock being touched. It hit me like a wave — my whole body locked, every muscle from my thighs to my shoulders seizing at once, and then it broke and I was shaking, coming in long, pulsing streaks across my stomach while she was still inside me, still moving, still filling me. My mouth was open but no sound came out. My hands were fisting the sheets and the orgasm lasted longer than I thought was possible, rolling through me in waves that made my legs tremble and my hips jerk against her.

She slowed her rhythm. She didn't pull out. She stayed inside me and rocked gently, shallow strokes that drew out the aftershocks.

She leaned down and pressed her forehead against mine. Her breath was warm on my face and her body was heavy and solid against me, and I lay there beneath her — smooth, open, wrecked — and felt something crack in my chest that I knew wasn't going to close back up.

I didn't say anything. I couldn't. My throat was tight and my body was still trembling and she was still inside me, and I held on to her and breathed and let her keep me there.

She pulled out of me gently. I felt the loss of it — the sudden emptiness — and my hips jerked once, involuntary, before I went still. She unbuckled the harness and dropped it off the side of the bed. Then she lay down beside me and pressed her forehead against mine.

Her hand came up to my face. She cupped my jaw, her thumb stroking my cheek, and she held me there — close, breathing the same air, our noses almost touching.

"You did so good," she said. “You were such a good girl for me.” Then she smiled, small and real, and kissed me softly. Not hungry. Just warm. "But I'm not done," she said.

She rolled onto her back and pulled me with her, guiding me on top of her with her hands on my shoulders. I settled between her thighs and she reached down between us, wrapping her hand around my cock. I was still hard — I hadn't gone soft through any of it. She positioned me against her and I felt how wet she was, slick and hot, and she pulled my hips forward until I slid inside her.

I groaned. She was soaking and warm and the sensation of being inside her after everything that had just happened was almost too much. My arms were shaking where I held myself above her, and my dress was still slick with my own come. I could feel her thighs pressing against my hips as she pulled me deeper.

But this wasn't like before. I was on top, but she was still controlling it. Her hands gripped my hips and set the rhythm — slow, deep, controlled. She rocked me forward and pulled me back, deciding the pace, the angle, the depth. I moved the way she moved me, and I let her do it, and it felt right.

She looked up at me. Her eyes traced my face, and she reached up and touched my cheek with her thumb. She rubbed at something there — a smear of eyeliner, I realized, a dark streak below my eye that had smudged when I'd been on my back.

"I love every version of you," she said. Her voice was quiet, not a performance, just honest. "But this one is my favorite."

My chest tightened and my eyes stung. Not from shame. From being seen. Completely, clearly, without any filter between who I was and what she wanted, because right now those were the same thing.

She loosened her grip on my hips. Her hands slid up to my waist and rested there, light. Not guiding anymore. Letting go.

"Move," she whispered.

I moved. I rolled my hips into her in a rhythm that was mine for the first time all night. Slow at first, then deeper, finding the angle that made her breath catch. Her legs wrapped around my waist and her heels pressed into the small of my back, and I fucked her while wearing a dress, with my smudged makeup and my styled hair falling around my face and my smooth body pressed against hers.

We didn't break eye contact. I looked at her and she looked at me. Neither of us glanced away. Her pupils were blown wide, and her lips were parted.

I could see every reaction on her face — every flash of pleasure when I pushed deep, every hitch in her breath when I ground against her clit at the bottom of a stroke. She could see me too. The feminine version of me. There was nothing left to hide behind.

"Nate," she breathed. She pulled me closer, her hand on the back of my neck, our foreheads touching again. "Stay right there. Just like that."

I kept the rhythm. Deep and steady, my hips flush against hers, her wetness warm around my cock. She started to tighten — I felt it, the slow clench of her around me.

"I'm close," she gasped. "Don't stop."

I didn't stop. I pressed into her and held myself deep and ground against her. She came with a shudder that rolled through her whole body. Her back arched and her thighs squeezed my waist and she clenched around me so tight I couldn't hold back. I came a second later, buried inside her, my forehead against hers, my mouth open against her lips.

We stayed like that. Pressed together, breathing hard, my cock still inside her, her legs still wrapped around me. Her hand was in my hair, her fingers combing through the tangled waves. My face was against her neck and I could feel her pulse under my lips, fast and strong.

"There's no coming back from this," I said. It wasn't a question.

"No," she said. Her fingers kept moving through my hair. "There isn't."

I closed my eyes. I was lying on top of my wife while wearing a dress. With her come and mine warm between us. I knew exactly who I was and exactly what I wanted, and for the first time in months, those two things matched.
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I woke up to sunlight cutting through the blinds and Vivian's fingers on my face.

She was propped on her elbow beside me, her dark hair messy, the sheet pulled up to her waist. Her fingertip traced a line under my left eye — gentle, slow, following the smudge of eyeliner that I could feel still clinging to my lashes. The pillowcases had dark streaks on them. Lip color. Mascara. Evidence.

I looked past her to the floor. The burgundy dress was pooled next to the bed. The panties were crumpled beside it. The strap-on was on the nightstand, and the lube, and a glass of water neither of us had touched.

"Good morning, gorgeous," she said.

I laughed. It came out quiet and half-asleep, and then the laugh faded and I went still. She was looking at me with soft eyes, no agenda behind them, no next move waiting. Just Vivian, in the morning, watching me.

"What are you thinking?" she asked.

I stared at the ceiling for a second. My body was sore in places I'd never been sore before — a deep, tender ache in my hips and lower back that reminded me of everything she'd done. My skin was still smooth. My hair was tangled against the pillow in the waves Dana had taught me to shape. I could feel the dried remnants of my own come on my stomach where I hadn't wiped it off.

"I don't want to go back," I said.

She didn't say anything. She waited.

"Not just the sex." I turned my head to look at her. "All of it. The clothes. The way you look at me when I'm dressed up. The way it feels when I take care of the house and you come home and you're happy." I swallowed. "The way it felt last night when you were inside me. The way it felt when you called me pretty and I wanted you to say it again."

Her eyes were steady on mine. Her hand was still on my face, her thumb resting on my cheekbone.

"I like being yours," I said. It was the first time I'd said it out loud, and it came out simple and plain, without any of the resistance I'd been holding on to for weeks. "I like it, Viv. I like all of it."

She smiled. Not the sharp, knowing smile from the car or the dark, hungry one from the bedroom. A real smile, warm and full, that reached her eyes and stayed there.

She sat up and pulled me with her, wrapping her arms around my waist from behind. She shifted us both to the edge of the bed, facing the dresser mirror across the room. Her chin rested on my shoulder and her breasts pressed warm against my back, and I felt her lock her hands together against my stomach.

I looked at the mirror. I saw myself — bare-chested, smooth-skinned, my hair falling in soft, messy waves around a face still marked with last night's makeup. Smudged liner under my eyes. A faint stain of wine-dark color on my lips. My jaw was shadowed with the lightest stubble coming through, but everything else was soft. My shoulders, my chest, the lean lines of my waist. And Vivian behind me, her arms wrapped around me, her dark eyes meeting mine in the glass.

I didn't see a trophy wife. I didn't see something demeaning or shameful or wrong. I saw her husband, reshaped and polished and claimed, fitting against her body like a piece that had finally been turned the right way around.

She kissed the side of my neck. Her lips were soft and warm and she lingered there, breathing against my skin.

"You were always mine," she said. "You just didn't know the terms yet."

I leaned back into her. Her arms tightened around me. The morning light was warm on my smooth legs and the sheets were tangled at our feet, and the dress and the panties were on the floor where they'd stay until I picked them up later and put them in the drawer she'd already cleared for them.

I closed my eyes. Her heartbeat was steady against my spine.

For the first time since I'd quit my job, I knew exactly where I belonged.
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Want New Stories?




Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!
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About the Author




Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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