
        
            
                
            
        

    
   Contents

   


   Copyright

   Dedication

   Title Page

   Chapter One

   Chapter Two

   Chapter Three

   Chapter Four

   Chapter Five

   Chapter Six 

   Chapter Seven

   Chapter Eight

   Chapter Nine

   Chapter Ten

   Chapter Eleven

   Chapter Twelve

   Thank You for Reading


Copyright © 2019 Clover Cox

 

All rights reserved.

 

All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

 

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form of by any means, including photocopying or other electronic mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the few exceptional cases permitted by copyright law, which includes brief quotations in reviews. For permission requests, email clovercoxauthor@gmail.com

 

Cover Image: Copyright © 2019 Clover Cox (All images and fonts paid and royalty free and available for commercial use without attribution)


 

 

 

 

 

 

To my readers, family, and friends. Always.


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Accepting David as Dani: Husband Caught Cross-dressing
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By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

David Rivera sat in the living room and watched TV as Jessica got ready for work. There had been some tension in the house over the last few weeks because David was keeping a secret. Jessica had walked into the room a couple weeks before, and David closed his laptop. He refused to tell her what he’d been researching. 

Little did Jessica know, David was looking up how to tell one’s wife that a husband enjoyed dressing as a woman. That was David’s thing. He didn’t do it much, out of fear of being caught, but he couldn’t watch his wife get ready in the morning without wanting to slip on a pair of panties with her. They made panties for people with dicks. He’d seen them on the internet. They were a click away. 

David flipped through channels on the television. He could hear Jessica fumbling around in the bathroom. They’d already eaten dinner. The dishwasher was running in the background. Swishes of water. Steam floating around the kitchen. Jessica stepping into her lacy panties. David could picture it in his mind. The way the fabric hugged her hips. The silk tickled her skin. 

Briefs weren’t the same, and Jessica hated them. She thought real men should wear boxers. She’d never accept David wearing panties. His heart raced so fast every time he even thought about bringing it up. He loved Jessica more than he loved wearing women’s clothing, but cross-dressing was a close second. He’d never done it in public, but the desire raged in his heart. It tapped on his conscience like an annoying kid. He couldn’t even concentrate on the television. 

Jessica emerged from the bathroom a moment later. She wore scrubs for her night shift as a nurse. Her face held the same scowl as it had for the past few weeks, ever since David refused to open his computer. Jessica went to the kitchen to pack a meal without saying a word to David. A friend had asked her to cover. She normally worked during the day. Tonight would be the perfect time to wear her panties. David could hardly contain his excitement. It was the only thing on his mind. 

The red, lacy pair in the top-right drawer. The transparent turquoise ones that showed Jessica’s pussy lips. Those were his favorite.  There was a simple white pair with thin waistband strings that popped into his mind. Jessica had great taste. Any of them would do. David did the laundry for the couple just to touch them. Jessica bragged to her friend’s that her husband did the laundry. Would she change her tune if she knew the truth? 

It wouldn’t surprise David. That’s why he couldn’t tell her. It had to stay a secret. He was doing everything he could to make it up to her, but she wanted to truth. The one thing David couldn’t share. She would leave him, break his heart. After turning off the TV, David put on a strong face and went to the kitchen. Jessica looked up at him with death in her eyes. It was getting worse by the day. 

“Honey, want me to make you something for breakfast?” David asked. “I can leave it in the fridge. All the laundry is done too. Folded and put away.” 

“I’m fine. I’ll probably just get something in the hospital cafe before I leave,” she said. Jessica hadn’t looked up from the plastic container. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“You know what’s wrong with me,” Jessica said. Her voice was thick with frustration. “Are you having an affair?”

“No,” David said. His voice was desperate. “I would never cheat on you.” He meant those words, but Jessica’s face said it all. She struggled to believe him. 

“Just tell me what you were looking at on the computer,” she said. “I won’t get angry. Not knowing is worse than whatever it could be.”

David lied for the first time in their marriage, “it’s a secret trip for us. I didn’t want to ruin the surprise.” 

Jessica’s face twisted. She smacked David’s shoulder, “really? You have me panicking over a vacation, David! Why couldn’t you have just told me?” 

“You know I like surprises,” he said. 

“Do you? When have you done a surprise before?” 

“I thought it could be something new,” he said. The cobweb was growing. David could feel a ball of sweating forming on his forehead, but Jessica seemed to believe him. Her face had softened. She was looking at him with those sweet brown eyes David loved. 

“Never do that again. When is the trip?” 

“In a couple weeks. It’s just the weekend. I planned it around your schedule,” David said. He hadn’t booked a trip. He didn’t even know Jessica’s schedule, but she had it posted on the fridge. There would be a trip, one way or another. He’d work around his job. David had vacation days. 

“Okay, David. I have to leave. I’ll see you in the morning,” she said and kissed him on the lips. It was the first time in over a week. Her anger evaporated at that moment. He could never tell her the truth. The cross-dressing weighed on his mind. It wouldn’t stop. She would leave him when she found out what David really liked to do when she wasn’t home. On night’s like this. 

David eagerly watched Jessica head out the door. Her headlights shined into the house from the driveway as she backed out. David waved from the window like a good husband as she disappeared to the hospital. He went over to the microwave and set a timer for ten minutes. Maybe she’d forgotten something. He couldn’t take a chance. 

In the meantime, he went to make his selections. He pulled open the top two drawers that housed all of Jessica’s lingerie. David closed his eyes while touching one bra. He imagined large breasts on his chest. He wanted to fill a D-cup like Jessica. The way her tits bounced when they fucked was everything. He wanted Jessica to experience that with him. Like all those couples he’d met in the chat rooms. The men who took the leap. The few that were accepted. Most of the girlfriends and wives dumped the guy. Which group would Jessica join? David didn’t want to know. He had a feeling. 

David placed his favorite pairs on top of the dresser. The red pair and the turquoise pair. He left the white one in the drawer, fearing he’d make a mess on it. No evidence. He couldn’t leave a trace. There were so many to choose from though, it was hard not to wear them all. One minute for each. She’d never know. David went back to the kitchen to check the microwave. Only a few seconds remained on the timer. Jessica hadn’t returned. She wouldn’t until morning, so he had plenty of time. 

After silencing the timer, David returned to their bedroom. He gathered the panties and went to the bathroom where they had a full-length mirror. He wanted to wear the turquoise pair first. It wouldn’t hold his dick after an erection, which wouldn’t take anything in Jessica’s panties. He felt the love of his wife. The woman he married. David glanced at his wedding ring. He never made a vow to stay out of her pantie drawer and deny his deepest desires. This wasn’t cheating. 

David stood in front of the mirror and held the panties in his right hard. His dick was growing just at the thought. He unbuttoned his pants and got them off. He dropped his ‘manly’ boxers to the floor and slipped on the panties. His uncut dick pressed against them. It was growing too fast. Lifting his shirt, he admired the outline of his cock against the lace. It didn’t hide a thing. He watched as the veins enlarged along his shaft beneath the panties. In any second, precum would leak from his tip. No evidence. No traces. The red pair was much easier to handle and clean. He got the turquoise ones off. His dick bounced in the mirror. He was harder than he’d been in weeks. Jessica should work night shifts more often. 

Heading back to the bedroom, David replaced the turquoise panties in the drawer. He lifted his shirt and threw it on the bed to cover up any mess he might make. No evidence. He had never left any and wouldn’t start that day. It wasn’t in his character. David pulled out his laptop and opened it to his favorite site. There was a new video he hadn’t seen. A man dressed in a beautiful pink dress. His female partner stood on the side with a strap-on around her waist. They looked gorgeous.  David closed his eyes to imagine Jessica and himself in the same position.  It was his fantasy. He didn’t want another woman, but he didn’t want what they had now. The conflict pulled at him daily. 

The man got into a doggy position. The woman climbed onto the bed behind him. David wore the panties with his dick out the side. It stood tall. It glistened from his spit. He spat again, covering his hand. Rubbing it into his dick, his body purred. It was delicious. He opened his eyes again because of the grunts coming from the man. The woman giggled as she fucked him with her thick dick. Would Jessica like that? Would she do that to him? 

He wanted nothing more than to drop to his knees and tell her, but instead, he had come up with a lie. David had to plan a vacation. It’d probably lead to another lie and then to his divorce. The stress gave him pause. He lifted his hand from his dick. The couple was fucking on the screen. Jealousy filled him. He wanted to be that man. It had to happen, with Jessica. No other woman. 

His mind did a full circle. It was an image he pictured every day, his wife fucking him. Making him happy. Selfishly, blissfully covered in joy. That’s how he’d feel. It tickled his dick. He spat in his hand again, stroking his cock while wearing the lacy red panties. His uncut cock leaked precum like a loose hose. Drip, drip, drip. Soon he didn’t need a drop of spit. His precum lubricated his cock. 

The man in the video had short hair. Just enough to pull. The woman made good use of it as she fucked his ass. His legs were smooth. He wore a thong with the band pulled to the side. They hadn’t removed the pink dress. It was so hot, everything David wanted. He wished for it every time a star shot through the sky.  It didn’t happen much in the city, but they weren’t far from country roads in Maplefield, Minnesota. They lived in the outskirts of town too. A big house with a lot of land, not too far from the lake. There were lakes all over Minnesota. 

David stroked his cock. He was more into it, filtering between his fantasy and the video. It was turned up loud. Nobody was home. He loved how the man sounded, getting fucked in the ass. It made him play with his own hole. Using the precum soaked hand, he fingered his hole. He was so close. His dick twitched. Cum would cover Jessica’s red panties if he wasn’t careful. David took big breaths while fingering his hole. He bit his bottom lip. He was that man in the video. David was getting fucked by his wife. The image clear in his mind. He needed Jessica more than ever. 

“What the fuck are you doing, David?” 

It was like getting hit by a freight train. Everything came into focus. Panic gripped David. Jessica was standing in the doorway with her hand over her mouth. It petrified him, his body unable to move. Slowly, after what felt like hours; centuries; too long for comfort, David moved his fingers from his hole. Jessica was crying. She hadn’t moved. Her eyes fixed on David’s dick, surrounded by her lacy red panties. 

She spoke through the tears, “Why are you wearing my panties, David? What the hell is going on?” she said. Her voice was hysteric. She hollered when she spoke. 

“Sweetie, I don’t—” 

“No! Don’t you sweetie me. This is unacceptable,” she said. “You’re wearing one of my favorite pairs. Take them off right now, David!” 

Her voice rang in his ears. It was a moment he’d never forget. The night he lost his wife. A time that led to their divorce. Would she tell everyone? His mind ran through the possibilities, unable to move. Jessica screamed and lurched toward him. Grabbing the waistline of the panties, she pulled. It was so hard the fabric ripped. Jessica didn’t seem to care. Her eyes had changed. David lay there as she ripped the panties from his body. She threw the pieces across the bed as she screamed profanities. 

“And turn this fucking video off,” she said and slammed the computer shut. 

David cried. It was the only thing he could think of doing. “I didn’t think you’d come back. I’m sorry,” he said. 

“Get out of my bedroom,” she said in the darkest voice David had ever heard come from her mouth. “Get out,” she said again, hitting him on the chest. She wasn’t herself. David didn’t blame her.  

He moved, rolling off the bed. Scurrying out the room, Jessica got up and slammed the door behind him. David went to the spare bedroom to get a pair of shorts he had in there. He put them on and grabbed a blanket. His erection disappeared; maybe even shrunk into his body. David went to the living room to watch TV and cry himself to sleep. His marriage was over.  




♦




The water burned Jessica’s body, but she didn’t care. In her master suite, it felt like a private oasis. One far away from David. The tears had subsided, but the anger was still there. Burning like a forest fire. How could he think it was okay to wear her panties? To hide a secret from her like that? Jessica didn’t want to know how long he had done it. It could have been years. Since they moved into the house? Five years ago. Jessica splashed hot water onto her face and watched soap suds run into the drain. 

Touching her large, d-cup breasts, Jessica imagined David wanting a pair of his own. That man in the video wore a pink dress. He had tits. David had to want the same thing. Jessica washed her body off once more before turning off the water. Staying in the shower didn’t help. They had to see a counselor. Somebody that could help David see the light. 

She shook her head as the thoughts came into her mind. Jessica supported people for who they were. She had trans friends. Gay friends. It wasn’t a big deal. But those people weren’t David, the man that made such sweet love to her on their honeymoon. 

It was like she could feel the ocean breeze. They had gotten a cabana on the beach. Salty winds and the loud crashing waves. Better than anything Jessica had dreamed, and the sex. It was the best of her life. They didn’t stop all weekend. Her pussy had been David’s dessert after every meal. She never once thought of him as gay or someone that wanted to dress like a woman. He used to wear briefs, but a lot of men did that. It wasn’t abnormal. Normal and abnormal. Jessica hated herself for thinking like that. 

She screamed and slammed her fist against the vanity counter. It felt like a punishment. Her life had been too perfect. They had their first major fight two weeks ago when David had kept a secret from her. She grew skeptical of the vacation. Hopefully it wasn’t real. She didn’t need to take a road trip with David now. They needed a few days apart. 

Tears swelled in Jessica’s eyes. She dropped to the floor and hooked her arms around her knees. It wasn’t something she could ignore. Looking the other way wouldn’t help either of them. She had to decide to accept David or leave him. Let him free like a butterfly. She couldn’t change him. People didn’t like cages. She knew that from experience. Her father pushed her so hard to become a lawyer like everyone else in the family, but she wanted to save lives. Nurses did that. Lawyers made people unhappy. Her parents always argued. They brought work home. Jessica didn’t want that, and she had chosen her path. David needs the freedom to do the same. Jessica told herself that as she rocked back and forth on the floor. 

Grabbing the edge of the counter, Jessica lifted herself to her feet. She needed the bed to herself that night, but she wasn’t angry. David was her other half, and they would get through this, even if that meant letting him free. 

Jessica rubbed lotion into her skin. The nurse she meant to cover sent her a text. 

Alex: I’m so sorry again I forgot to tell you I didn’t need the cover anymore. I owe you big time. Dinner? Drinks? You name it. 

Jessica didn’t have the energy to reply. She would get drinks with Alex soon. They were good friends. And after all this with David, she’d need someone to talk to. Jessica went to the door and pressed her ear against the wood. David was watching TV. As much as she wanted to sleep next to him, she needed a night alone. Deep down, she knew it. Jessica climbed into bed and cracked open a book. It didn’t take long for her vision to become blurry and fade to sleep, dreaming about the romantic beginnings with David.  


Chapter Two

 

David awoke on the sofa. Sunlight filtered in through the window. His neck hurt. Rubbing the back of his neck, he heard Jessica stir in their bedroom. She hadn’t come out all night. David couldn’t stop thinking about her. The way she had looked at him when she found him in her red panties. Disgust. Shock. He couldn’t tell what she was thinking, but it wasn’t good. 

His head pounded. David needed some coffee to soothe the ache. Nothing would change Jessica’s reaction, but coffee would help him get through the day. It’d be his rock to reality. David filled a filter and got the water running. The nutty, chocolate, distinct coffee smell drifted through the room. Jessica opened the door. Their eyes met. 

“Morning,” she said. 

“How’d you sleep?” he asked, instantly regretting the question. Her eyes looked like death. 

“I need coffee.” 

David nodded and set out two mugs. He gripped the counter. She ignored him and tapped away at her phone. It was like any other morning. Not a drop of anger showed on Jessica’s face. The coffee was ready a few minutes later. Jessica never looked up from her phone, and her body language showed nothing. She wasn’t shying away from David. Nothing out the ordinary. David poured the black liquid. Neither took milk nor sugar. 

“Thanks,” she said. Jessica lifted the mug to her lips and blew on the brew, still not looking away from her phone. 

“What are you reading?” David asked. 

“Nothing much. Just on social media,” she said. 

“Do you want to talk about what happened?” 

“Not yet, I’m still processing,” she said. Her voice wasn’t heavy. It scared David. After all the aggression last night, he expected more in the morning. The moment before the storm. It wouldn’t last. David didn’t let his guard down. 

“What are we going to do about it?” he asked. He was desperate for something. Some type of answer. 

“I told you, I need time,” she said. Jessica met David’s eyes for the first time. They were fierce, intense. David nodded and dropped the subject. Jessica sipped her coffee. She had set her phone on the island, upside down. She was staring at David, making him shift on his feet. Her eyes burned into his soul. “So, where are we going on vacation?” 

David tapped his fingers on the counter and took a drink of his coffee. Anger flickered into Jessica’s eyes. “Don’t do this again. No more secrets. You said we’re going somewhere. I want details, now.” 

The way she set her coffee on the island sent a chill down David’s spine. He looked past Jessica as she stared at him. Her gaze burning a hole in his chest. “David, tell me. Where are we going?” 

Sweat was forming on his forehead again. He thought and thought and then said, “I thought we could decide then. I got us a hotel gift card. They’re everywhere.”

Jessica narrowed her eyes at David. “What dates?” 

He hadn’t looked at her schedule. Cursing himself, he thought of her usual one. It changed so often though he couldn‘t be sure. She helped anyone who asked. People adored Jessica. They talked about her. She was like the queen of the nurses. Everyone owed her a favor, including David. 

“Next weekend. Sunday and Monday. I took off Tuesday too, if you can spring it.” 

“Fine, but I want to see a counselor before then,” she said. 

“You know how I feel—” 

“We need someone to mediate our conversation. I can’t talk to you,” Jessica said and held up her hand. 

David tightened his lips, not saying a word. He owed that to Jessica. That was her favor. “Fine. Let me know when, I’ll be there.” 

“Thank you,” she said. Jessica grabbed her coffee and went to the bedroom, slamming the door on her way. 




♦




Jessica had the house to herself. David had finally left for work after whining in her face all morning, trying to talk. Why in the world would he think she wanted to talk? They needed someone in the middle or she’d rip off his head. Her control teeter-tottered like a seesaw. She had told no one. Not a soul. What would they say? Ridicule her? 

Now that David was at work for the day, she had time to search the internet. Last night her emotions were too jumbled to think. But in the morning sun, she saw differently. David was still David. He just liked to wear panties. 

Jessica made a fresh batch of coffee. Her eyes twitched after tossing and turning throughout the night. The fresh smell of a new brew relaxed her mind. She perched against the kitchen counter, pulling split ends from her hair, as the coffee dripped into the pot. Her mind drifting from one place to the next. Every thought consumed by David, but they were more images than words. Her idea of what David as a woman would look like. He had a sister. She was beautiful, but that didn’t mean Jessica wanted her sexually. 

She screamed into the air. Their house was big. The neighbors couldn’t hear a thing. A huge yard separated them. It occurred to Jessica that maybe another wife in the neighborhood was dealing with the same problem. They were trying to have kids. Could Jessica raise a family with David? It all stressed her out so much. 

The coffee stopped dripping. She got a mug from the cabinet and filled it. After blowing over the rim, she took a drink. Jessica walked over to her computer that faced the big, fenced backyard. She wanted to get a dog too, after their first baby was a year old. She had a plan; David was ruining it. 

Jessica opened the laptop and searched caught my husband in my panties. Her heart raced as search results lined the screen. Millions of entries. Suddenly, she didn’t feel alone, but now she couldn’t trust any man. If she left Richard, what were the chances she’d find another man with the same fetish? Millions of results. It rattled her. 

She clicked on the first link and read through the comments. Other wives and girlfriends going through the same thing. It was so taboo. Women wore boxers all the time. They did it in movies, at home, some even went to the store in them. Jessica had seen those women in the gas station late at night, but men weren’t allowed to wear panties. It went against everything the world taught them. 

The other women seemed to agree. They were distraught. One said she eventually caught her husband with another man after she’d accepted him for who he was. What the nerve. Jessica noted to ask David if he was gay. If he wanted a man, if he was a woman trapped in a man’s body, he had to let her know. With someone between them. A sex therapist, perhaps. 

Jessica didn’t want a divorce. She didn’t want to date again. But the thought of catching David with a man’s dick in his mouth, that was too much to handle. She closed that page and went to another. 

It sounded more positive. Most men that wore panties weren’t gay, it had said. Jessica latched on to this. It was a fetish. His dick had been hard. He was watching porn with a woman fucking the man. There was hope. Jessica could make that work, perhaps. 

She pictured herself like the woman in that horrid video. The one that’d burned into her mind. She was using such a large dildo. It hung off her body like an elephant’s trunk. Did David want that? Jessica didn’t know that she could fuck him up the ass when his dick felt so good in her pussy. 

Jessica closed that page and typed in sex therapists in Maplefield Minnesota. 

There were thousands of results, but only one good one. It linked the woman to everything. She wrote books and had a video series. Her name was Dr. Cobb, full name Leila Cobb. Jessica picked up her phone and dialed the number on the website. 


Chapter Three

 

David Rivera was nervous to see his wife as he sat in his car in the driveway. She was home. Her car was right there in front of his. Maybe she had packed her bags and was standing by the door ready to leave, waiting for David to come home. She hadn’t texted him once that day or returned his call. Complete silence. He didn’t know what to expect but couldn’t sit in his car forever. 

Opening the door, David stepped onto the driveway. Jessica appeared in the entryway. She held open the door for him; he stepped inside. Her eyes showed nothing, making David swallow. He feared the next hour of his life, but the house smelt of his favorite meal. Lasagna. 

“Did you make a lasagna?” he asked. 

“Yes, I know it’s your favorite,” she said with a soft smile. 

David dropped his bag on the hook and stepped into the kitchen, turning to Jessica. She was walking carefully behind him. He hoped there wasn’t a knife behind her back. Ambling, he moved toward the island. 

Jessica circled to the other side. “Would you like some red to go with the wine?” 

“Is everything okay?” he asked. 

“Yes, why do you ask?” 

David took the wine and gulped before speaking, “you’re so cheery. I thought you’d have packed and left by now.” 

“We took a vow, David,” she said. “That’s important. I’m not saying we’ll stay together. I read some questionable things today.” 

There was so much on the internet. David wasn’t gay. He didn’t want a man. Jessica meant everything to him. As David opened his mouth to speak, Jessica raised her hand, “I don’t want to hear it. Save it for our session.” 

David felt his body turn cold. He had promised to talk to someone, but it wasn’t what he wanted to do. “Can’t we work this out on our own?” 

The laugh that left Jessica made David’s mouth dry. “No way. We’ll get divorced tomorrow if that happens,” she said. She grabbed a spatula and cut into the lasagna sitting on the counter. 

“It looks delicious,” he said. 

“We both need it.” Jessica slid the plate across the counter. She had a bowl of salad sitting in the middle. They always ate at their island. It was open to the living room. They could sit and watch TV. Ignore each other and zone out. After a long day of work, sometimes that was all they wanted to do. The television wasn’t on that day. Their silence and awkward gazes were suffocating. “If you want to stay my husband, we will visit the sex therapist I found.” 

David ate the lasagna and drank the wine. Jessica did the same. Her words were final. He couldn’t argue with her. The ball was in her court. David didn’t want to spill his problems out to some stranger, but Jessica didn’t flinch. She finished her food and smiled at David. He had half of his left. 

“When is the appointment?” he asked. 

“She got an opening tomorrow because somebody had to cancel.”

“Tomorrow?” 

“Yes, isn’t it perfect?” Jessica asked with a huge smile spread across her face. 

“I suppose,” David said, pushing around his lasagna. 

Jessica grabbed her wine and went over the armchair. She picked up the book she’d been reading from the coffee table. David turned to look at her. She smiled back at him. 

“We made a vow, sweetie. We’ll work this out.” Jessica picked up her book and read.

David should have felt better. His wife was giving him everything he wanted, but a sadness coated his aura. She knew his secret. The previous night exposed everything he’d kept to himself their entire marriage. A while later, David finished his meal and joined Jessica in the living room. They watched a show and went to bed like any other night. The only difference, they had a heart-wrenching meeting in the morning. 


Chapter Four

 

Jessica reread Dr. Cobb’s website on her phone during breakfast. Her stomach fluttered. She was nervous, same as David. His eyes showed the fear, but they had a problem. It wasn’t something she wanted to deal with alone. Maybe Dr. Cobb could help Jessica understand her husband in a way David doesn’t know how. He doesn’t know how good it’ll be for him to have a third party. His sullen eyes whipped her with guilt as they got into the car. 

They drove across town without speaking. The music played at a comfortable volume, but it was much too loud for talking. They didn’t turn it down for the commercials either. 

David drove. Jessica gazed out the window. She didn’t want to meet his sad face. It screamed for her to say turn around. Work it out on their own. They had been through things before in the past. But the truth was, she thought none of those petty fights came close walking in on him in her panties. They were at the office sooner than Jessica had expected. There was a sign outside a normal-looking house. It fit perfectly for a sex therapist. Jessica smiled to herself. The next hour would be an interesting one. 

“Are we going through with this? I thought you were joking,” David said as he looked up at the house. 

Jessica had her hand on the latch, ready for whatever Dr. Cobb had to say. “Yes, we’re going. She can help us in ways we can’t help ourselves. There are great reviews online about this woman. Give it a chance,” Jessica said. She rested her hand on David’s thigh. Looking into his eyes, she said, “I love you and want to make this work.” 

David nodded, “me too.” He didn’t protest and got out the car. They climbed the stoop together, holding hands. Jessica wanted to make sure David knew they were a pair. One couldn’t come without the other. “We’re in this together,” she said. 

“You’re an amazing woman.” 

“And you’re an even better husband. I don’t know what I want yet David, but we have to take this step,” she said. They were standing at the door. 

David nodded, “I will be okay, It’s only an hour.” 

And with those words, the door flew open. A slim, older woman stood on the other side. She was of average height and wore a long dress that reached her ankles. Her hair was pulled back in a messy bun. Her smile was gentle, inviting. “Welcome to my home. How are you two today?” 

“We’re here,” Jessica said. 

David said nothing. 

“I know it can be difficult, but you two are taking a step in the right direction,” she said. Her soft eyes gave Jessica a sense of comfort. She could trust this woman with their secret. This wasn’t her first time seeing this problem. She had said it on the phone. David’s behavior was perfectly normal. “Please, come inside.” 

They stepped inside. The room smelt of lemon cleaner and old books. There were two rooms on the main floor, from what Jessica could see. “Go on to the back, where the big desk is,” she said, coming in behind them. Jessica made her way there. David sulked behind her, hanging his shoulders. They sat next to each other while Dr. Cobb grabbed them some water. Jessica reached her hand over and rested it on David’s thigh, “please, don’t hide anything from me. For both of us.” 

David nodded. He looked sick, but the time would past. They would grow and heal. Secrecy broke relationships. Truth healed them, even if that meant going separate ways. Jessica didn’t want to waste her life walking in the wrong direction. 

She looked over at David. He back at her with watery eyes. Dr. Cobb entered with a tray of drinks. She set it on the desk between them. “Good morning, Mr and Mrs Rivera.” 

“Thank you for seeing us on such short notice,” Jessica said. 

“It must have been meant to happen,” Dr. Cobb said. 

“Dr. Cobb, I’m nervous.” 

“Please, call me Leila. And who are you two?”

“I’m Jessica, and he is David.” 

“Does David know how to speak?” Leila asked, looking at the man.. 

He cleared his throat. It sounded like a broken-down car. “Sorry, this is hard for me.” 

“Don’t worry, David. This is a safe place. There are no recordings. I might make notes, but that’s only for my memory. Not a soul will know what we say here,” Leila said. Her trusting face promised so much. Jessica could see David relaxing in his chair. She let out the breath she didn’t know she’d been holding. “Take a water. Let’s sit here for a second.” 

“And do what?” Jessica asked. 

“Nothing. Just look at each other. Grow more comfortable in the space. Thirty seconds,” Leila said and turned the small clock on her desk toward them. Tick. Tick. Tick. Jessica watched the second hand move in a circle. “Relax,” her voice said. “Close your eyes.” Jessica did. Ten seconds later Leila spoke, “now let’s talk about what happened. Why are you two here today?”

Jessica and David shared a look. She nodded at him for him to speak. He grunted and said, “Jessica caught me wearing her panties the other night.” 

“Wow, that must have been shocking for you Jessica. How do you feel about David wearing your panties?” 

She considered Leila’s question. Jessica pulled on her skirt, “like I don’t know my husband. I never would have thought of him as the pantie type.” 

“We’re creatures full of surprises,” Leila said. “How long have you been wearing her panties, David?” He looked at the floor and pinched his nose. Jessica could feel the frustration radiating from his body. “David, this is a safe place. Isn’t that right, Jessica?” 

The walls were closing in around her. She could have been in an oven. “Yes,” she choked. 

David didn’t respond. Leila asked again, “how long have you been wearing your wife’s panties, David?” 

He sighed. His voice loud like a whale, “since we got back from the honeymoon and moved into the house.” 

Jessica gasped. “That long?” 

David wouldn’t look at her. He nodded his head. 

“How does that make you feel, Jessica?” 

“Shocked. Betrayed. Why have you never told me?” 

“What kind of man wants to wear panties?” David asked. He was crying. 

Jessica held her hand to her mouth. She didn’t know how to respond. Leila placed a box of tissues on their side of the table and said, “it’s perfectly normal for men to wear female lingerie. Much more common than the public would believe. It’s taboo, yes, but absolutely common.” 

Leila’s firm voice startled Jessica. She couldn’t believe the woman spoke with such certainty about men wearing sexy undergarments. Her breath became uneven. She wanted to go home. Maybe they could work it out on their own. They sat in silence. David crying, Jessica in shock, and Leila observing them. Until she cleared her throat and continued, “Jessica, you’re a free woman. Do you want to leave David?” 

“No,” she said with certainty. 

David looked at his wife. His tears had slowed. 

“What if he wanted to become a woman? What would you do then?” 

“That’s not something you’d want, is it?” Jessica asked. She could feel how her face crunched together.

“Of course not,” David blurted. 

“What is it you want David?” Leila asked. “Do you want Jessica? Or a man? What’s your sexual fantasy?” 

David stammered. His voice uneven, “I don’t know.” 

Jessica couldn’t take it. She checked her watch. They still had about half the meeting to go. “Please, David, tell us. Are you gay?” 

“No, Jessica, I’m not gay. I love you.” 

“Then what the fuck do you want?” she asked. Jessica was losing control of herself. Her mind flashed to David on the bed. His dick hanging out one of her favorite pairs of panties. 

“They make me feel sexy. I love the feeling of the fabric against my skin. I don’t know what it is, honey. Please, I love you so much.” 

“Me too, but what if you leave me for a man? What would I do then? We were trying to have a baby,” Jessica said. 

Leila rested her hand in the middle of the desk. They both looked at her. “It sounds like David is sincere, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes,” Jessica said.

“Do you want to stay with him? Even if he has this fetish?” 

“I don’t want to leave him. I don’t want to become a single woman again. But I will if I have to. Please be honest with me David,” she said. 

Leila cut into the conversation before he could respond, “you two are free humans without shackles. Nothing more than a piece of paper and societal restraints hold you two together. Let’s do a little homework. Jessica, I want you to hold David’s hand over the next few weeks while you two explore how far you’re willing to go. Find out now what you’re comfortable with before you waste more of your life. And David, you need to ask yourself what you really want. How much of a woman are you inside. Is this a fetish? Or is it more?” 

“I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head. The tears sliding down David’s face. 

“You two need to spend the next few weeks going as far as you can. Draw the line somewhere. We’ll meet once a week while we get through this rough patch. How does that sound?”

“We can do it,” Jessica said. She reached her hand out to David. He took it. They nodded together. 

“Great. Our time is up today. Why don’t you two try shopping for panties this week? Maybe use them in the bedroom. You can take this slow. Do what you’re comfortable with, Jessica. Don’t let David push you too far. David, go slow. Don’t get too excited,” Leila said. They were all standing by that point. Leila walked them to the door. She stood in the frame as they walked down the steps. 

Jessica waved to her from the passenger window as they drove away, a changed couple. Never to return to what they were. The past was behind them. Gone like a rainstorm. 

 


Chapter Five

 

The mall door slid open. It was the weekend. A few days had passed since their meeting with Dr. Cobb. They’d decided to wait until the weekend to go shopping. Jessica could see the latent excitement in David’s face. He was restraining himself. The fantasy had burned inside of him for a long time. Jessica saw it every time their eyes met. He wanted to share his stories. Let the words fall out. Jessica wanted to wait until their next appointment. They could pick out some underwear until then. No bras. Only panties. 

“Are you sure you want to do this?” David asked. He sounded young, nervous. As if he were about to have sex for the first time. 

“We have to do this,” Jessica said. She didn’t want to hear it. “Let’s just pick a pair and get out of here. I don’t want anyone to see us.” 

“Who do we know?” 

“A lot of people,” Jessica hissed. Over the past week, David had become brighter while Jessica grew darker, more reserved. The discovery slapping her in the face every time she dared to forget. Her husband wore panties. He got hard from it. Men all over the world were just like him. They didn’t teach that in sexual education. Prepare ladies, men like to wear panties too. 

“Jessica, we don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.” 

“I said we have to. It’s not an option. If we want to heal, there isn’t a choice.” 

They were outside the lingerie store. Jessica ducked her head and crossed the barrier where the floor changed. David followed behind her. A large bin sat in the middle. Jessica stood by it. David went by her side. “What looks good to you?” 

David touched nothing. His eyes moved over the bin. He pointed, “that one over there.” 

The pair looked eerily familiar to the red pair he wore when she found him. Jessica shook her head, “no, not those. Pick a different color.” 

David frowned and scanned the bin again. “What about those?” 

He was pointing at a sage-green pair with lace in the middle. It’d show his dick. She didn’t mind them. “Fine. Let’s get two while we’re here. Try something black. Simple.” 

David walked to the other side and pointed out a plain cotton pair. “Those are perfect,” she said. “Wait for me outside.” Jessica went to the register while David went to sit on the bench right outside the store. Jessica’s hands trembled as she handed the credit card to the saleswoman. 

“They’re three for two from that bin. Don’t you want another pair?” 

“Oh no, it’s okay,” Jessica said automatically, but then her consciousness nagged her. Who missed out on a free pair? Jessica held up a finger to the woman and ran back to the bin. She looked around, but the red lacy pair stood out among the group. Jessica grabbed them and ran back to the register. 

The woman scanned the underwear and threw them into the bag. She handed the credit card back to Jessica and wished her a good day. 

David smiled when she got out the store. Something came over her. She loved to make David happy. Pulling out the red pair, she said, “look what I got? They were three for two.” 

“Let’s get out of here,” David said and kissed her. His facial hair rubbed against Jessica’s face the way she loved. It made her drip a little every time. They held hands and walked to the car. 




♦




It was the weekend. Why not drink alcohol and fool around in the afternoon? David was about to put on panties for his wife for the first time, after all. They mixed spiced, warm wine to go with the cold weather. Jessica loved the time of year when she could snuggle up on the couch with hot, spiked beverages. She always talked about it. Nothing better than fall in Minnesota, she would say. 

David threw back his first drink. It burned his throat on the way down. He didn’t care. Sitting with Jessica stirred his emotions. Her scent made it hard for David to think. The way she sat with her legs tucked under her ass. David wanted to sit the same next to her. His desire to become his wife’s wife was much stronger than he’d let on in the meeting. Leila had given them homework. Push the boundaries. But the way she had warned David replayed in his mind. She knew how far he could go. There was a seriousness in Leila’s eyes, warning David not to push it too far. 

He wanted to go all the way, and it was the first day. The fantasy tapped at him like rain on a window. They were both on their second drink. The bag from the lingerie store sat on the island. David stared at it through his peripheral vision. 

Jessica watched the TV. There was a home renovation show on. She loved watching those. The transformation from an ugly house to beautiful. Everyone loved a makeover. David wanted his. He was jealous of the house that had Jessica’s attention. They’d waited all weekend. It was his turn for a change. 

“What should we do?” he asked. 

Jessica glanced at the bag on the island before looking at David. “Don’t you want to wait until this show is over?” 

“We always get sucked into the next one. Don’t you want to try?” David asked, resting his hand on Jessica’s thigh. 

Her face turned. Her lips became tighter. She took a large drink from the mug. “Let me get one more drink in me first,” she said. 

David didn’t argue. He took her mug and filled it with the warm wine. “Here you go,” he said. 

“Thanks,” she said and turned back to the TV. They were at the end. The big reveal when the homeowners would walk into their remolded home. Jessica’s eyes brightened as the couple toured the home. A man and a woman. Normal, just like any other day. David noticed Jessica glance at him with questionable eyes. 

After the credits appeared, and they switched to the next program, Jessica turned off the TV. “Now or never, I guess,” she said and threw back her third mug. She got up and went to get more “I can’t believe we’re going to do this,” she said. It was more to herself than anything. 

David watched her. The nervous expression on her face cracked his heart in two. “We don’t have to do this, really.” 

“I want to try. We have to try, or you’ll just leave me. Both of us know that,” she said. 

He couldn’t argue because it was true. After the secret had come out, David had to satisfy his needs. There was no hiding anymore what Jessica knew. The panties were calling his name like fresh bread out the oven. 

“I read that some men like to shave,” she said. 

“What do you want to do?” 

“We can try shaving you.”

“Now?” 

“Go get my favorite mixed tape. We can play it while we shave you,” she said, talking about her collection of Sade. David ran off to the other room and came back with a CD. She placed it in the stereo. Instantly, the melodic sounds that calmed her so many times before filled the air. She hummed along as the alcohol crept up on her. “Get your razor and trimmer and everything we’ll need to clean you up down there,” Jessica said, pointing toward David’s crotch. 

He nodded and ran off. “It’s all in the bathroom. Meet me there?” he called back before turning the corner down the hall. 

 

♦




“Sure,” she said. To give her husband what he truly wanted scratched at Jessica’s mind. She could walk away and never go through with it. Make it her first question on a date in the future, but people lied. What man would admit he liked wearing panties? They’d lie. She knew they would. 

“Can you bring my drink?” David called. 

She grabbed it without responding and went to the stereo to turn it up. The smooth tunes would help her through the shaving. One of the hardest things she’d ever do. Walking toward the bathroom, the feeling was indescribable. She imagined herself as a criminal walking into the courthouse to face a jury. Or walking down a street alone at night in an unfamiliar city. 

When Jessica entered the bathroom, David stood naked in front of his mirror. He already had their purchases laid out. The amount of joy in his expression shocked Jessica. He needed that lingerie. Jessica needed fresh air. 

“What should we trim first?” David asked. Looking down, he was hairier than Jessica had realized. Long hairs shot out from every part of his private area. It covered his balls, thighs, ass, and everything else. It never occurred to her that he’d ever want to get rid of it. She had David trim from time to time, but he seemed like any other guy. Too much hair all over. 

“What do you want to trim first, David?” she asked. Jessica could hear the sarcasm in her voice but didn’t care. David didn’t appear to register it. 

He leaned his head each way while assessing his privates. “I guess I will do as much as I can now. Will you touch me up?” 

“Sure,” she said. 

“Don’t forget. It’s our homework,” David said brightly. 

Jessica’s mind flashed back to their wedding day. David had looked handsome, young. They’d spent the entire summer kayaking down rivers and swimming in lakes. His skin had been kissed by the sun, dark and perfect for photos. His facial hair perfectly groomed. Jessica pictured him as the envy of every woman in the party. 

David now, in their bathroom with panties on the counter, looked much different. Dr. Cobb’s words floated into her head. Jessica had a duty to support her husband or set him free. The options put a sour taste into her mouth. David’s hair dropped to the floor; his skin becoming as smooth as hers. 

“How does it look?” he asked. 

“Sparkling,” she said and lifted her mug into the air. 

David frowned but continued getting the hair off his balls, ass, and thighs. Jessica swirled the wine in her mug. It wasn’t warm anymore. Just spiced with cinnamon. She needed another but was feeling a bit drunk. Support her husband. He was relying on her. 

After a few more minutes, David had most of the hair cut. He turned to her, which made Jessica’s stomach drop. It was the moment. “Can you finish me?” 

Jessica threw back the rest of the chilled off wine. “Okay,” she said. Her legs swayed as she stood and took the trimmer. She had to do the delicate areas. The ones he couldn’t see. Jessica about cried. “I’m not doing your crack. Not today. How about just everywhere else?” 

“Whatever you need,” David said. His dark eyes locked on her. His face expressed hope. 

Jessica took a deep breath. She pushed the blade across David’s ass. It went along the curves of his body without problems. Everything looked feminine. Men and women weren’t much different in their raw forms. Women could get just as hairy as men. Some men didn’t have anybody hair. It was all subjective past the genitals. Jessica pictured David with more accessories. Panties, tits, and heels. With his hairless legs, she could picture it. It wouldn’t be the end of the world, but it also wasn’t the man she married. 

As Jessica finished trimming the loose ends, she realized there was nothing left to do but put on the panties. She cut off the trimmer and asked, “are you ready to try them on?” 

“Yes,” he said. “Are you?” 

“As ready as ever.” 

David turned and went to the counter. He held up the simple black pair and slipped them on. They hugged his hips much better since they were a large. His dick pressed tightly against them, arousing Jessica. His ass and thighs looked sexy without all the hair. Much better than she had expected. 

“What do you think?” he asked. 

“It’s not so bad,” she said, staring at his growing shaft. It pressed against the black fabric. A wet drop formed around his tip. Jessica licked her lips without thinking. David smiled back at her. 

“You’re the most amazing wife a man could have,” he said, stepping forward. He kissed her without waiting. She gasped as his tongue thrust into her mouth. His hand cupped her breast. Her pussy gushed without warning. A warmth grew in her center. 

“Put on the red ones,” Jessica said between kisses. 

David pulled back, “really?” 

“Yes,” she said, impatiently. 

He kicked off the black pair and stepped into the red ones. The lace showed the veins of his dick. It was feminine and masculine at the same time. Nothing had changed. He was just wearing panties. 

“Close your eyes,” David said and got down to his knees. Jessica sat on the counter. He got her naked and exposed her dripping pussy. “Mmm.”

“You like that sissy boy?” Jessica asked, surprised by her own words. 

“More than you know,” he said, pressing his mouth to her hot sex. She gripped the counter and closed her eyes as David’s tongue worked her lips. Her hand traveled down to her clit as David pleasured her. 

Jessica peeked with one eye and saw David’s cock rock hard out the side of the panties, covered in precum. The sight warmed her. Made her feel more dominant. David knelt on the floor wearing lacy underwear. Jessica closed her eyes and gripped the back of David’s head with her free hand. She pushed him deep into her. 

He accepted Jessica’s rough hold, lapping at her pussy lips. Beating his cock with fury. 

Jessica panted. She was getting close. Between David’s tongue and working her clit, she was hot and ready. “Get ready baby,” she said. 

David moaned into her pussy, letting her know he wanted it. Before she could cum, Jessica noticed pulsations coming from David. She opened her eyes and saw load after load of cum shoot from his dick and cover the floor. 

“Yes, baby,” she said. Her head fell back. Her body exploded. Wave after wave left her. She held David’s head in place while her nectar covered his face. He didn’t protest. She didn’t let go until her body had completely relaxed.

David collapsed to the floor. His hard dick sticking out the side of the panties. 

Jessica leaned against the mirror and said, “that was great. Now, get out of here. I’m going to take a shower. Take your panties with you too, sissy boy. And don’t forget to wipe up your cum on the way out.” 

David crawled quickly across the floor, gathering his things, cleaning the cum from the floor. He left and went to the other bathroom to shower. 

Jessica got into the shower after he left. The moment washed over her. The realization became stronger. As hot as the head was, David had been wearing a thong. She cried, but the streaming water hid it. Jessica went to bed like nothing had happened. Everything was normal. Her husband was a cross-dresser.  

 


Chapter Six 

 

Adjusting to her new life proved hard. Jessica had worked that day at the hospital and her feet were killing her. The last thing she wanted to do was rush home to an erotic fantasy. David had messaged her a picture of him that day. He was wearing panties under his jeans. His dick looked delicious, but the other bit made her nauseous. David had become a tornado she couldn’t stop.

His car was there already when she pulled into the driveway. Her shifts were twelve hours. He was probably making dinner as she stared at the brightly lit windows against the dark, late-fall sky. She hadn’t responded to his message. He’d say something about that. Sure, David gave her head, but Jessica couldn’t justify everything for some sloppy tongue. 

Cold air smacked her when she opened the car door. Leaving the warmth, she ran across the driveway. The door was unlocked. She rushed inside. 

“Evening,” David called from the kitchen. It smelt of garlic and tomato sauce. “How was your shift?” 

“Good, nothing too eventful happened,” Jessica said. Eventful was never good at the hospital, so she counted her blessings on the calm days. “What about you?” she asked. 

“Same old. Life of an engineer,” he said. Jessica hooked her bags in the entryway, staying as long as she could before it became awkward. Leaving David wasn’t in her life plan, but the images of him in panties burned in her head. She took a deep breath before rounding the corner. 

“That was quite the photo you sent me today, David,” she said. 

“Sorry, I get excited every time the fabric tickles my dick. There’s something about it that makes me feel sexy.” 

“You can’t send me stuff like that when I’m at work.”

“You’re right, I shouldn’t do that to you.”

The frown coupled with a depressing slouch in his shoulders sent ripples through Jessica. She couldn’t hurt her husband like a monster. She was one of the few people he had. The love of his life. Jessica lifted her shoulders and sat higher in the chair. “Sorry, it’s just a change for me. Remember how Elisa said, we have to take it slow.” 

“I know. Want some pasta?” David asked, trying to change the subject. 

“Please, that’d be great,” she said. “I’ll get us some water and silverware.” 

They worked in silence for the next few minutes, exchanging glances across the kitchen. David set the plates on the island. Ice crackled in the water Jessica sat on the counter. Steam swirled from the hot tomato sauce sitting atop the past. Jessica stabbed her fork into the noodles, twirling them. She slurped. David did the same, eying her from his peripherals. Light instrumental music played from the stereo. David always turned it on before cooking. 

“This is delicious, David. I love the nights you cook,” she said. 

“You’re cooking is better,” he said. David moved his foot closer to her and rubbed them together. 

“How long have you wanted to dress as a woman?” 

“It was the summer after my senior year. The first time I wore panties,” he said. His voice trailed off. It had sounded like he was about to share a story but stopped. 

“Is there more?” Jessica asked. 

“Do you want to hear about it?” 

“Yes, it’s who you are,” she said and placed her hand on his thigh. They had stopped eating. Water pooled around the bottom of the glasses. 

“I don’t know how it happened, but after orientation at college I ended up some bar. The guys I met on the first day had snuck me in the place. My heart was racing. I still remember how nervous I felt that night that somebody would kick me out, discover I was just some eighteen-year-old kid at the club. I met this woman. We danced all night.” 

His voice trailed off again. He took a bite of the pasta. His eyes showed the memories playing in his mind. “Continue,” Jessica said. 

“Sorry, I have never told anyone this. Even those guys who became my friends throughout college. Well, that lady took me home, and she loved seeing guys in panties. It was her thing. I was so horny and young, and she was hot.”

Jessica chuckled. She couldn’t believe her husband had done that. There was a one-night stand or two or three in her history, but David always seemed so perfect and pure. “You put on panties?” 

“I did, and that lady and I messed around a couple more times until she moved away to California. We haven’t talked since. But ever since that night I’ve had a thing for wearing panties. They make me feel sexy and get my dick hard in an instant.” 

“Well, I’m not that lady. I need some adjusting time,” Jessica said. She didn’t feel jealous. It was more like inadequate. She couldn’t give her man what he needed in life. Pushing her food around, Jessica went silent. David didn’t add more to the conversation, either. They ate. More him than her. She always put her extras in the fridge. It wasn’t out of the ordinary. 

David stood after finishing his plate and set it in the sink. He turned to Jessica and asked, “want me to wrap that up?” 

“Yes, thank you,” she said, turning her head to the side. Looking at David was painful. Remembering the picture from this morning, worse. 

David scraped the food into a plastic container while Jessica went to the sofa. Jessica lifted the remote when David said something, “there’s something I want to tell you.” 

“What is that?” she asked. Her mind unsteady. 

“I want to wear a dress when we make love next time.” 

Jessica’s eyes went wide, her hand flew to her face. She couldn’t stop her nose from crinkling. How could David say that to her when she’d just asked him to slow down? She needed to hit pause on him. Where was the remote? He was like a thief in the night, taking whatever he wanted. “David, please don’t say another word.” 

“What are—”

“David! Shut up!” Jessica said. She stood and ran to the entryway. Grabbing her coat she flew out the door. David followed her. She turned on her heel and hollered through clenched teeth, “don’t you dare follow me.” 

“Jessica, plea—” 

“David, we have therapy tomorrow. Talk to me then,” Jessica said as calmly as she cold and then stormed down the sidewalk. It was cold, but she didn’t care. She couldn’t be around him. It took forty minutes of walking around the neighborhood for Jessica to calm enough to return home. She raised her hand at David upon returning when he tried to speak. It was bitchy, yes, but she had told him to save it for therapy. She didn’t want to lose her husband by exposing the dark thoughts running through her mind. Instead, Jessica went to the bedroom and locked the door until morning. 




♦




David and Jessica climbed the stairs of Dr. Cobb’s office together. She waited in the door’s frame waving at them. David wondered if she could sense the waves of tension between him and his wife. Jessica looked through the side of her eye at David. Her lip snarled. She exhaled. 

“Good morning, my lovely couple. How are you two doing today?” Leila asked. Her voice shined like the sun. Her words came out like a song. 

Jessica grunted. 

David said, “we’ve had better days.” 

“Oh now, come on inside. I’d love to hear what happened,” Leila said and pushed the door. They walked through her narrow hallway to the familiar desk. 

David sat. His hands went to his lap. Jessica was by his side. She didn’t even glance at David. This was going to be a hard day. David had never seen her wear such a dark expression. Dr. Cobb sat across from them. She had brought glasses of water on a tray. Her smile faded to a more serious expression. 

“What’s going on between you two? There’s so much negative energy floating around this room.” 

“David wants to wear a dress while we have sex,” Jessica said. Her voice even but angry. She clenched her jaw. Her cheeks twitched. 

“That’s not a far step from panties, is it?” Leila asked. 

“No, but I had just told him I needed more time. We have to move more slowly. He literally told me the second after I said that,” Jessica said and slammed her hand on the desk. The glasses shook. Water splashed out of one and onto the tray. “I’m sorry,” Jessica said and wiped her eye. 

“It’s okay. David, why did you tell her when you told her?” 

He shook his head and rubbed his temple. “I wasn’t listening to you properly, Jessica. That’s my fault. But I’d wanted to tell you all day. For many years really, but I hadn’t found the chance. It was like a volcano erupting from my mouth. I couldn’t stop it.”

“What do you think about that, Jessica?” 

“He needs to pay attention to my emotions if he wants to take this journey together. I understand that his feelings have been latent for many years, but that isn’t my fault. He hid this from me for over five years,” she said, wiping her eye with a tissue. 

“David has expressed why he hid this, and you seem very forgiving Jessica. I asked David to think about his ultimate goal with this. As you read, Jessica, it can go to the extreme. Did you do your homework, David?” 

“Yes,” he said. 

“Do you want to hear this, Jessica? Remember, you’re free to divorce David. That isn’t ideal, but sometimes it is the best solution. Compatibility is important in a marriage. Wouldn’t you agree, Jessica?” 

“Yes,” Jessica said. Her voice small. 

“Should we let David share for us what would make him most happy?” 

“Yes,” Jessica said. She looked at the ground. 

“Okay, David, please tell us what your ultimate goal is.” 

David took a deep breath and looked over at his wife. She stared at the floor. “I want to become my wife’s wife,” he said. 

Jessica lifted her head and slowly turned it his way. She looked possessed. Evil. “What did you just say?” 

“I want to become your wife. Not your husband. I want to become Dani.”

Jessica gripped the desk. David reached his hand out to comfort her, but she slapped his hand away. “Don’t fucking touch me, David.” 

“It’s who I am inside. I can’t help how I feel. Dani is who I need to become,” he said. “It’s been this way for so long.” 

“You should have said this before we got married. I could have found a regular man and not some sissy,” she said. Jessica spat out her words. 

Leila sat back in her chair and observed, not interrupting. 

“I am a normal man,” he said. 

Jessica threw her head back and laughed. “Yeah, right. You’re nothing but a freak.” 

“Jessica,” Leila warned. 

“Sorry, David. This is why I didn’t talk to you last night. My thoughts are wicked. What do you expect from me, David? You’re dropping a bomb in my lap. Pow!”

“Nobody is perfect.”

“But we’re not all liars,” Jessica said. “You hid this from me for years. What do you expect from me now? Happiness? Remorse?” 

“Sympathy,” David said in a low voice. He felt a truck had been dropped on his head. 

“Okay,” Leila interrupted. “These wounds are fresh. You both need time to heal. Why don’t you spend the next couple nights apart and then try going on a date?”

“We have a trip this weekend,” David said. “On Sunday. We booked a two-day getaway.” 

“Perfect. This is fantastic. You two need to go all the way. Jessica, David has shared his deepest desires with you out of love. I know it hurts right now, but you have to lick these wounds and try to heal.” 

Jessica nodded. Her face had become more relaxed. There was nothing bigger David could say. The bomb had exploded. Now, it was time to put the pieces back together. David rested his hand on Jessica’s thigh. She didn’t resist the second time. 

“What do you want us to do?” David asked. 

“I want David to go as Dani on this trip. Get a wig. Some fake breasts. Become as feminine as possible and take it all the way. Jessica, in a few weeks, you can decide what you want. You don’t have children yet. There’s still time to live how you want to live, just as Dani needs to,” Leila said. She rested her hand on Jessica’s. “Can you two do that?” 

“Yes,” they both said. 

“All right, then. You two go have some fun. That’s the end of our hour together,” Leila said. They stood, and she walked them to the door. David had a weight rise off his chest by the end of the meeting. He would become Dani for a couple days. Luckily, he already had a secret stash of dresses hidden in the house. He’d pretend he went shopping for them. No problems. It was all the same. 


Chapter Seven

 

It was the day of the vacation. Jessica sat in the living room while David gave her a fashion show. He wanted her to pick which dresses made him look the best. He had a bag full. Said he went shopping. Jessica wasn’t sure that was the truth but didn’t want to think about it. He had tried on a white dress, but it somehow made him look more masculine. It didn’t cover his broad shoulders enough. 

David came out the bathroom wearing a black cocktail dress. It covered his shoulders and went down to the floor. With the strap-on breasts and wig, he looked rather feminine. If she hadn’t known it was her husband, she would have thought it was a woman. Minus the bulge pressing against the dress. 

“You’ll have to tape that down or something.” 

“I read a blog today about tucking. I tried it. Feels crazy, but I can do it before we go out to dinner or something,” he said. His voice was too excited. 

“Right. Well, take that one. Pack any of the dresses that cover your shoulders. Leave the ones that don’t. Let’s go. I want to get to the hotel before it’s too late,” Jessica said. She stood and went back to the bedroom. Their suitcase sat open on the bed It was filled with panties, jeans, and bras. There wasn’t a single masculine thing in there. David had gone out for female deodorant and toiletries. 

He came into the room behind her and placed three dresses into the suitcase. Jessica chocked on air. 

“What’s wrong?” he asked. His voice had grown sweeter throughout the day. He was training to sound more feminine. 

“It’s an adjustment, that’s all,” Jessica said and turned to kiss him, but a woman looked back at her. She stopped and ducked out of David’s hold. She sat on the other side of the bed. 

“You know, I was thinking,” he said. 

“What were you thinking, David?” 

“You should call me Dani during the trip.” 

“Fine,” she said, hiding the disgust. Her face didn’t contract. She looked her husband in the eyes and said, “we’ll do this for one weekend, but I can’t guarantee we’ll stay together after it.”

“Okay,” David said. 

His smooth voice chilled Jessica. He was perfectly okay with leaving her to pursue wearing a dress. She wanted to scream, pound against the walls, but she sat there. Without moving. She didn’t speak. Jessica had nothing to say. 

“Are you ready to get going?” David asked. 

“Where exactly are we driving again?” 

“To a town along the Mississippi between Minnesota and Wisconsin. They have rooms overlooking the water with nice beds. It’ll be a great time,” David said. 

“Let’s go then,” Jessica said and got to her feet. David, a.k.a Dani, followed her with the suitcase. She wore jeans and a feminine top. Dani hadn’t taken off the wig or makeup. She had a wife, not a husband, that followed her out the door. 

 

♦




David drove. He had to take off the heels to do it properly. It was all so foreign to him; life as a woman. He loved it. It suited him. Catching glimpses of himself in the mirror gave him life. David was gone. Dani had arrived. 

Jessica glanced over at him. David tried not to look back, but the contempt in Jessica’s eyes unsettled him. He didn’t know that he’d become Dani. He couldn’t return to his male self. Not after feeling the hair flap against his neck. The sweet smells of perfume rolling off his skin. It empowered him. He couldn’t stop it. 

They were halfway to the town when Jessica asked, “how long until we get to the hotel, David?” 

“Dani,” he said. 

“Right, how long, Dani?” she corrected herself. 

“About an hour and a half,” he said, trying to make his voice as feminine as possible. It proved harder than he’d imagined. His voice cracked. A bass undertone trickled into every word he said like a throaty woman who smoked too many cigarettes. The Adam’s apple didn’t help conceal the truth either. Anyone could look at him and tell. A man in female clothing. His buddies would die laughing. 

“That’s not too bad,” she said. “You’re doing the check-in, Dani. The hotel is in your name.” 

“Not a problem,” David said, but he had forgotten that. He wished he had waited to change until check-in but had been so excited to leave the house as Dani. 

“I’ll be there with you,” Jessica said. She rested her hand on David’s thigh and forced a smile. 

Not wanting to talk more, David turned up the music. They jammed out until they got to the outskirts of the small town. It was a place they’d traveled to before. Jessica loved the cabins on the lake or boating down the river. 

“Where’s the hotel this time?” 

“On the Minnesota side, but we’re going to drive through Wisconsin for a bit. It’s how the highway goes.”

“Do you have a picture?” 

“Yeah, look in my phone,” he said. David hadn’t used his Dani voice, so he tried to correct himself. “The link to the reservation is in my calendar.” 

He glanced over as Jessica went to the link, “keep your eyes on the road,” she said. 

They weren’t far from the small city in Wisconsin. There was a mega sex store on the outskirts of town. David pointed it out, “Wow, look of the size of that place. They must have anything you’d want for the bedroom.” 

“Yeah,” Jessica said without much enthusiasm. “The hotel looks nice. Hopefully it doesn’t get any colder while we’re here. This time of year is so finicky.”

“Let’s hope so,” David said. They drove through the familiar town. “Is there anything you want for dinner?” 

“Fast food on the way? I want to use that hot tub I saw in the ad,” she said. 

“Okay,” he said. David kept driving until they were closer to the hotel and stopped at one of the fast-food places right before the bridge. “The hotel is on the other side with a direct view of the town.” 

“Perfect,” she said. 

They ordered some hamburgers and fries. Jessica got a shake. David got a coffee. He was feeling tired after all the driving. The worker in the window gave David a strange look but said nothing. The face was enough to send chills through David. He didn’t want to go to the hotel. 

After eating in the parking lot, they threw away the trash and drove across the bridge. David let Jessica out by the door. She took the suitcases inside while David went to find a place to park. 

David, dressed as Dani, sat in the car. He was unable to move. The heels felt so heavy, and there weren’t other options. David opened the mirror and stared back at himself. Dani wasn’t bad looking. She had thick lips and seductive waves. Her eyelashes long and curled. The Adam’s apple stuck out against the makeup and feminine clothing, but everything else looked good. Not much facial hair had grown back in the day, but he’d have to address that soon. Dani couldn’t have black flecks about her face. 

He got out the car. His heel hit the dark pavement. He stood, adjusting his top and jeans. It covered his shoulders but exposed the fake cleavage. It would only take a few minutes, he told himself. Check-in wasn’t forever, but the hotel lobby glowed like an interview. A place to prove himself as Dani, the woman his wife needed to love. 

As he approached the door, he saw Jessica sitting on a sofa with their suitcases. She was reading a magazine. 

“Good evening,” the receptionist said when David stepped inside. He was a young male with an eager smile. Most likely new to working. 

“Hello,” David said, trying to use the highest voice possible. 

The young man didn’t seem to notice, yet. Jessica was watching with intense eyes when David looked back at her. 

“Reservation?” 

“Yes. Rivera.” 

“David?” the man asked with a questionable tone. He searched Dani’s feminine face. David could see when his eyes clicked, seeing the man beneath the coat. “Right. Identification, please.”

David slid over his ID, his cheeks turning red. The young man looked over the card in his hand then back up at David, “you are a man, correct?” 

“Yes,” David whispered. 

“Okay,” he said. David could see a hint of judgment in the man’s eyes. “It looks like you’ve already paid for the next two nights using a gift card, correct? And a credit card for incidentals?” 

“Yes, here you are,” David said. 

The young man typed a couple more things into the computer. “And who is your guest?” 

“My wife, she’s sitting right there,” David said without pointing at Jessica. 

“Mmhm,” he said. The receptionist gathered a few things and gave David back his credit card along with a few room keys. “Enjoy your stay, miss” he said with a smile plastered to face. David ran over to Jessica, and they got to the room as quick as possible, stabbing the elevator button until it came. 

 

♦




Jessica sat on the edge of the bed as David adjusted his wig. There were hints of the man under the makeup and dress. His hands looked too rough and large. The hips weren’t wide enough. His shoulders too broad. And the Adam’s apple that didn’t seem to disappear. Every time David, or Dani, turned his head, it stuck out like a thumb in the night trying to hail a car. 

“What do you want to do tonight?” 

“Check out that hot tub. Let me shower off the car smell first,” Jessica said. 

“You don’t want to shower before the hot tub? What will I wear? I didn’t pack a bikini,” he said, using that annoyingly high voice. It went between sounding like a girl who needed to take more math classes and a woman who drank whiskey and smoked cigarettes. 

“You could wear shorts and a t-shirt. I don’t know how those fake tits work with a bikini,” Jessica said. Her voice came out harsh. She tried to smile after the comment. David sat with his back to her on the other bed. She got up and went over, placing a hand on his shoulder. “Wear shorts and a bikini, Dani. You will look great.” 

She nodded. From behind, David could have been one of her girlfriends, minus the large shoulders. “Let me take a shower, and we’ll go to the hot tub,” Jessica said. She got up. David didn’t reply. 

The water ran over Jessica’s body, scolding her a little. It helped bring sense to the out-of-body experience. Her husband playing Dani, trying to convert to Dani full-time. She pictured her life with a wife instead of a husband. Jessica loved dick. The rest was debatable, but the dick wasn’t. She needed it. To give her babies and passion. Jessica cut the water off and dried, changing into her one piece before stepping back into the hotel room. 

Dani glanced at her. His eyes full and dark, the same ones she fell in love with. 

“Let’s go to the hot tub,” Jessica said and grabbed some towels. They walked through the empty hallway. Nobody seemed to be at the hotel besides them. It was eerily quiet. “Nobody must be here because of the time of year.”

“It’s also Sunday,” David reminded her, using his regular voice. 

She looked back at him with a questionable face.

“It’s hard to talk like that,” he said. 

“You have to act like Dani,” she said. 

“Here’s the door, sweetie,” he said, using the high register. 

“Thank you, Dani.”

The humid air hit Jessica. It was hot in the room and smelt of chlorine, but they were alone. Nobody around but them. Steam and condensation coated the glass walls. Nobody could see inside the pool room. Jessica placed her towel on one of the foldout chairs. David looked around and asked, “will this ruin my makeup?” 

“Maybe, but I don’t care, Dani. Let’s enjoy the hot tub.” 

“Okay,” he said. David stepped out of his shoes. Jessica already had her feet in the water. “How does it feel?” he asked. 

“Amazing,” she said. “Just what I needed.” 

“Me too,” David said. They were both in the water. Steam floating up around them. Their faces reddened by the second. 

Jessica stared at Dani, her husband, and wanted to kiss him. Even if he wore a wig and makeup, those eyes were still beautiful. Jessica moved closer to David. She stared at him. He looked back with discomfort. 

“What are you—” David asked. 

Jessica stopped him with her mouth. His words couldn’t escape his mouth before Jessica’s tongue entered it. She felt the lipstick press against her lips, caking on while she kissed Dani. It didn’t bother her. More so, it gave her empathy for all the men she had kissed. Jessica wrapped her arm around David’s familiar body and closed her eyes. He felt great. His lips and soft body. His rough hands moved up and down hers. It could have been any other day, until Jessica opened her eyes. 

David leaned into the kiss, making Jessica wade back a little. She broke the kiss and looked at the strange woman. She saw Dani, but Dani still had a dick. 

Jessica reached her hand under the water and up David’s shorts. His dick hard and ready to take her. 

“Fuck me,” she said. 

“Here?” he asked. 

“Right here,” she said and leaned against the hot tub wall, lifting her body just enough so her pussy was out the water. She moved the fabric to the side and revealed her hot, swollen pussy lips. David reached her hand to them without thought. His fingers slid into her hole. She wrapped her hand around David’s neck and pulled him close. He kissed her neck with his lips, covered in lipstick. “I said fuck me, Dani. Use that hot cock of yours,” she said. 

David didn’t hesitate. He pulled the shorts to the side and pushed his dick into her. Jessica gasped as his thickness filled her. Her pussy gushing to give him the lubrication he needed. Nothing between them. No protection. They were husband and wife. Or wife and wife. Jessica lifted her legs and wrapped them around David’s back as he fucked her tight hole. 

“Yes, baby. Give me that dick, Dani,” she said, panting like a porn star. 

David grunted like he always did when they fucked, pushing into her with all his force. Using his entire length. 

Sounding like a man. “Fuck, I’m going to cum with that good dick,” Jessica said. David thrust. She moaned. A soft whimper escaped her every time David hit her spot. He always did that. It drove her wild. A heat grew from her center and spread out. 

“Cum baby,” David said and moved his hand down to her clit. He used her wetness to rub the precious nob. Jessica cried out in pleasure. “I’m close too.,  he said. 

Jessica gripped David’s shoulders. Her nails dug into him. Her eyes vibrated. The walls of her pussy contracted around his dick. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” she said until the words stopped. Jessica’s back arched, and she covered David’s wet body with her nectar. 

“Yes, Jessica, fuck. I love you,” he said, grunting. David filled her with his milky seed. Jessica collapsed onto the floor. David’s dick slid out of her, and he remained half in the water. Jessica’s glistening pussy stared him in the face with her back on the ground. He rested his head on her thigh. “That was amazing.” 

“It really was,” she said and giggled. 


Chapter Eight

 

“There’s an art museum at the University I’d like to see. Wanna go?” Jessica asked. She was dressed and ready for the day. David was still exhausted and out of his Dani outfit. 

“No, I think I’ll stay here for now,” he said. 

Jessica frowned, “okay, well there’s a bus. I’ll just take that and leave the car. We can get lunch together after?” 

“Yes, that sounds good. I’ll shower and get ready,” David said. In all honestly, he was dying to become Dani. To change his clothes and take on his other half. Last night played through his mind. The way his dick slid in and out of Jessica with panties around it. It was the hottest thing he’d ever seen in his life. Jessica’s pussy swollen and dripping with his loads of cum. He had decided at that moment he always wanted to keep his dick. He didn’t want to fill his wife with some fake dick, but he was hoping she’d do that for him. 

David watched Jessica as she got ready to leave. She grabbed a key card and headed out the door. “I’ll see you in a couple hours,” she said and winked before stepping out the door. 

He needed to get ready. It took at least thirty minutes to become Dani, if not longer. David still wasn’t one-hundred percent used to applying the makeup. While showering, David lathered the suds on his body. His dick became hard while he touched himself. He wished he had boobs to complete the look, but a flat chest stared at him back. His body was hairless but too masculine. Sure, a dick was fine, but he wanted tits and an ass. They’d have to call a doctor for estrogen when they got back to Maplefield. 

David finished his shower and went to change into his outfit. He felt like the black cocktail dress that day. David pulled up the information on how to tuck his dick and did that before slipping on his panties. His balls pressed up into his body felt strange but weirdly natural. He could get used to tucking. David wore pantyhose over the underwear to help hold down his bulge. After spraying on some floral perfume, David stepped into the cocktail dress. He placed the wig on his head, becoming Dani in an instant. The hair fell over his shoulders, long and wavy. 

Dani ran lipstick over his lips and tied a scarf around her neck to hide the Adam’s apple. She grabbed the car keys and the hotel card before rushing out the door, wearing a throw over everything to combat the cold weather. She strutted to the car, careful to not walk too fast. The young man wasn’t in the receptionist desk. A woman was working and didn’t even look twice at Dani. She breathed a sigh of relief. 

Driving into town, Dani glanced at her GPS. She’d taken the right heel off for driving. After about twenty minutes on the road, she had arrived at her destination. Dani stepped out the car, hiked her bag up her shoulder, and walked to the entrance of the sex shop. She checked her watch, wanting to get back before Jessica, but still had plenty of time. And she felt fabulous. On top of the world. Her hair blew in the cold wind and a smile cracked across her face. Dani felt like a woman and did a little spin in the parking lot before going inside. 




♦




The museum was fabulous. They had wonderful paintings by students, and many of them showed promise for the future. Jessica had always wanted to become an artist but chose nursing instead. She stared out to the Mississippi River as she crossed over the bridge. It rushed along, heading towards the Gulf of Mexico. She wondered how long it’d take the water she saw to get there. 

Jessica got off the bus at the next stop and walked the couple blocks to the hotel. There was only one more stop before the bus turned around and went back to the city. Maplefield was small compared to Minneapolis, but this place was tiny compared to either. They didn’t have much more than a small University, fast-food joints, and a few mom-and-pop places along the downtown streets. Jessica had seen a lot in less than a couple hours from walking around after the museum. 

She hoped David was hungry and ready for lunch as she ascended in the elevator at the hotel. Her stomach rumbled. Jessica tapped her key card against the lock. The green light signaled, and the lock clicked. Jessica pushed open the door. 

Jessica gasped. David, dressed as Dani, sat on the bed on all fours. A large, strap-on dildo rested by his side. Dani, wearing the black cocktail dress, smiled at Jessica. Her heart raced. No. She wasn’t ready for this. It was too much. She choked for air, unable to breathe. 

David’s smile faded. He flipped over and sat on his ass, staring at his wife as she hyperventilated against the mirror. 

“What the fuck is that, David?” she asked, pointing at the dildo. 

“To fuck me. Like I did you last night,” he said. The scarf around the neck hid his Adam’s apple. The dress didn’t show his shoulders. Dani appeared positively female. Not a drop of male minus the bass tone in her voice. The person in front of her wasn’t the man she married. Dani continued, her voice as high as ever, “please, honey. I need this too. I want to try this with you,” Dani said and reached her hand for Jessica. 

Jessica shook away and darted for the door. She pressed against it, trying to get as far away from Dani as she could. The door wasn’t far enough. “Don’t move, Dani. If that’s your name,” Jessica said. Her eyes wide. Her breath short. 

“Jessica, please. We’re trying to work through this. This is our homework.”

“And you’re going way too fast for me. Who asked you to buy a dildo?” she asked. Her voice became shaky. Jessica couldn’t stop herself from crying. She wiped away the tears, trying to fight them, but they just kept sliding down her face. 

“Honey, I’m so sorry. I never meant to hurt you,” David said in his normal voice. 

It frightened Jessica to hear her husband while looking so much like a woman. He had covered all the right areas, hiding all the masculine bits of his body. 

“Please, go to the bathroom. Hide there. Give me a minute,” she said. 

“But, Jess—”

“Now!” she said, stomping her foot in place. She hadn’t taken her back off the door. Dani bowed her head and closed the bathroom door behind her. Jessica went to her suitcase and changed into her swimming suit. She didn’t want another minute of the vacation. The dildo stood out at her like a neon sign on the bed. She pushed it to the floor. “I’m going to the hot tub. Be ready to leave when I get back in an hour. Look like David, not Dani. I can’t do it. Not right now. We can talk about this in therapy,” Jessica said. She stood outside the bathroom door. 

“Okay,” David said. “See you in an hour.” 

“Thanks,” she said and slammed the door behind her. 

 


Chapter Nine

 

They sat in Dr. Cobb’s office. She had added ice to the water that day. Jessica noticed because she hated water without ice. Sitting next to her cross-dressing husband wasn’t a delight either. He wore his Dani outfit to the session. Leila had asked him to do it. Jessica didn’t want to sound like a bitch to her, so she agreed, but David heard about it the entire drive to the office. 

Jessica sat with her arms crossed in the chair. Her legs tight together too. She hated where life had taken her. The image of David, or Dani, on the bed with his ass in the air haunted her. She couldn’t fuck her husband. What wife did that? 

“Jessica, how does Dani make you feel?” Leila asked. David had just retold the story of their adventure at the river. The one that ended with Jessica in the hot tub until David, not Dani, came to drive her home. 

“I asked her to take it slow. She doesn’t listen,” Jessica said. Her words penetrated her. She felt horrible; a bitch to her husband, but he expected too much of her. 

“Jessica, you can leave Dani, but can’t you feel how happy she is? Now that her secret is out and free.” 

It was undeniable. The change in David, but Jessica didn’t want to hear it. “Sure,” she said and shrugged her shoulders. 

“How does Jessica make you feel, Dani?” 

The woman, complete with a scarf around her neck, looked over at Jessica. Dani was stunning. David had learned quickly, but Jessica wasn’t a lesbian. She didn’t dislike gay people.  She was born to like dick. It got her wet just thinking about David’s thick, caramel-colored dick. 

Dani leaned her head to the side and spoke, “sometimes I feel loved by her, but other times I don’t. She’s hot and cold.”

“Do you think you’re moving fast, Dani?” Leila asked. 

Jessica opened her mouth, but Leila raised her hand to shut her up. 

“Perhaps, but these feelings have been inside of me for so long. There have been so many nights I wore Jessica’s lingerie and dreamed of this day. I want to show her the full me, so she can accept me or let me go.”

Let me go. The words floated through Jessica’s mind. Dani seemed perfectly happy to end the relationship. Five years. Five fucking years. Jessica’s mind shorted. She slammed her hand on the desk, “how dare you, David! You kept this shit a secret from me for years. And now it’s that simple. Let me go. Fuck you!” 

“Jessica,” Leila said calmly. Dani had a hand to her mouth. Her eyes wide and staring at Jessica’s furious face. Jessica’s eyebrows bent in toward the bridge of her nose. She saw doubles. Leila’s voice sounded like a fuzzy whisper, “please dear, I know this is hard, but we’re doing our best.” 

Dani, lipstick and all, spoke, “I love you Jessica, but I can’t go back. I’m so sorry for hiding this from you. It wasn’t right,” she said and rested her hand on Jessica’s. Jessica didn’t pull away. She let the words float into her head as the world became clear again. “You deserved the truth before we got married. I’m an asshole for that, but please, I can’t go back.”

Jessica stared at their cusped hands. Dani’s still a bit rough. Her nails were unpolished but her hands moisturized. It wouldn’t be long until he had them exactly like a female. “I know,” she said. Her voice cracked. She was on the verge of crying. All the memories of their five years crashing into her like ocean waves. 

“Dani, would you mind giving us a moment and wait in the kitchen?” 

“Sure,” she said and stood. Jessica watched the woman disappear. 

Leila turned on a radio for some light noise. Jessica wanted to leave and never come back. She wanted her husband. There was a list of things she could use. 

“This must be a lot for you to handle,” Leila said. 

“It is,” Jessica agreed. 

“Do you want to leave Dani? You know, that’s perfectly fine. She will understand.”

“She is my husband,” Jessica said. 

“She loves you.” 

Jessica sighed and huffed. She fiddled in her chair. “I can’t love a woman the way I loved David.” 

“What do you want most, Leila? Why haven’t you left yet?” 

“I don’t know. The time, the guilt, what my family will think.”

“What would your family think?” 

“They loved David. They’d probably be disgusted if I stayed with him.”

“Her,” Leila said. “It’s clear Dani wants us to accept her as a woman.” 

“I know, but what do I say to that? I’ve loved him for so long, and now there’s this.” 

“Why don’t you think about what you’d need to stay in this relationship and accept David as Dani? That’s your homework this time.” 

“And if I don’t want to accept him?” 

“Then pack your bags and leave. Humiliation might follow the break-up, but you can’t hide forever if you stay together, either. Think about what you want, Jessica. Dani wants to try this with you. I can see it in her eyes.”

Jessica tapped her fingers along the desk. The minute hand was two minutes to the hour. “Let’s stop here for today,” Jessica said. 

“Not a problem.” 

“Let’s go, Dani,” Jessica called into the house. Dani appeared after the sound of stilettos tapping against the floor. Leila walked them to the door and waved goodbye. Jessica had some soul searching to do. 


Chapter Ten

 

David had walked around the house on eggshells the last few days. He hadn’t worn his Dani outfit but felt stripped of life without it. Returning to the past wasn’t an option. He couldn’t handle it. There was too much to live for as Dani. David lifted the lid on the teapot, checking his brew. Quiche baked in the oven. Jessica should return home from work at any moment. She had picked up a night shift for a coworker. They both had the day off. 

A few minutes later, while David sat at the island, Jessica pulled into the driveway. His heart beat a bit faster. The sound of her keys in the door made him tingle and jump in his seat. 

She opened the door. When she stepped into the kitchen, she smiled at David. He jumped to his feet, “do you want any coffee? I made us quiche for breakfast. It should be ready in a minute.” 

“No coffee. I think there’s some orange juice in the fridge,” she said. Jessica pulled the band out of her hair and shook it. She smelt of the hospital. Sterile and a bit dirty. Death and new life. So many contrasts in the smell of a hospital, but she brought it home every time. Jessica grabbed a glass and poured herself some orange juice. “The quiche smells great. What’s in it?” 

“It has broccoli, ham, and cheddar. Your favorite,” he said. 

“You always do spoil me,” she said. 

“It wasn’t too hard. Anything to make you happy,” he said. 

Jessica rocked her glass back and forth on the counter like a swing. She stared out to the window. “How have I been making you feel? Since everything.” 

“I’ve been rushing you. That wasn’t fair,” he said.

“Do you love me less now?” 

David sped to her and wrapped his arms around her body. “Of course not. I love you, Jessica. You’re the one I’m meant to be with.” 

“And Dani? What about her? Who is she meant to be with?”

“You,” he said. A timer buzzed. David looked toward the oven. Jessica said nothing as he pulled it out the oven. He set it on the cooling rack. “Don’t you believe me?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she said. “But it’s hard for me to accept you when you’re dressed as Dani.”

“So, what do you want, Jessica?”

“I want my husband back.”

“You have him.”

“But this isn’t what you want.”

“No,” he said. “It isn’t. How can you accept me as Dani?” 

“I’m trying my best, but I’m not sure yet. There has to be a way, right?” 

“I hope so,” David said. He wrapped his arm over her shoulder. They sat there and looked out to their backyard; morning sun filtering in through the large door. “Want some of this quiche?” 

“Yes, I’m starved. Last night was rather eventful at the hospital,” she said. 

“Those nights are the worse. At least you can sleep today,” he said. 

Jessica nodded. He cut into the slightly cooled quiche and put it on a plate for her. Jessica took it, almost snatching the plate from his hands. He cut himself a piece while she took the first bite. She coughed on the hot food. David chuckled, convinced life wouldn’t change with him as Dani. Their happiness would only grow. They ate as Jessica told her tales from the previous night at the hospital. 

She stopped while she was halfway through her meal, pushed her plate away, and turned to David. “I was thinking a lot last night through all the madness.”

“About us?” 

“Yes. Well, mostly about Dani. I’m not quite sure yet about our future but want to try something.” 

“What’s that, Jessica?” 

“While you know I’m not keen on it, I love you for who you are. It’s not what’s on the outside that counts. You are the person I married, man or woman, and I want to make this work.” 

Her words were like a shower in hot weather. “I shouldn’t have kept this from you, Jessica, but I loved you so much. It didn’t seem like a big deal. I guess I’ve always felt Dani inside of me, but I love women. I love you, Jessica.” 

“Me too, baby,” she said. They held their hands together. Their love wrapped around them. It gave them warmth like the morning sun. 

“What do you want to try?” 

“Get dressed up as Dani and let’s go out. We can get our nails done. But I need a nap first.”

“Okay, that will give me time to change.”

“Yep,” said Jessica in a bright voice. “Can you clean up too?” 

“Sure, anything you need.”

“Wake me up in two hours, Dani,” Jessica said and disappeared into their master bedroom. 




♦




Jessica was snoring lightly when he went to the closet for his dress. The dishwasher ran in the background. Light music played on the stereo. The house was calm and quiet as David got ready for their adventure. He couldn’t believe Jessica but also knew her. This was the last test. She would decide after today to leave or stay. It lingered in the air. David, Dani, wanted to love his wife but had to love himself first. He shook his head. 

David stood in the guest bathroom with the dress draped over the shower rod, safely off to the side. His legs were a bit hairy after a few days of not grooming. David lathered his legs from foot to ass with shaving cream. Hot water sat in the bottom of the tub. David dipped the females’ razor into the water and gently pulled it up his leg. After dipping it again, he did the same. Repeating until he finished his left leg. It glistened but started to burn without the cream. He ran over to the sink and got lotion onto his skin. 

The burn cooled and revealed one sexy leg. The right one appeared much hairier than the left one. His hand trembled as he began on the next leg. It was harder to maneuver since he used his right hand as the dominant one, but he managed after a few minutes and put lotion on much quicker the second time, not waiting to stare in awe at himself. 

David looked in the mirror. His dick stood out against the hairless legs. He turned to check out his ass. The delicate parts remained. 

He went to the bath and changed the water. It steamed as he drew a thin layer of fresh hot water. He lathered the delicate areas that remained before dipping the razor into the water. He stared down at his dick while gently moving the blade over his pelvic region on hair. To live with hair in those areas wasn’t an option, but he kind of liked the dick. It appeared much larger against the hairless region. 

Lifting his leg onto the side of the tub, he removed hair from his balls and ass. It all looked fresh and clean after he dried and lotioned the area. He fanned his privates to keep away the burn, not wanting it to blister like it had the first time. David added extra lotion to the area. One step closer to Dani. 

He lifted the fake chest onto his shoulders and strapped it around the back. Jessica had slept for over an hour at that point. Time transcended him in the bathroom. He loved removing the hair without worry. Jessica wouldn’t come and discover him. She knew what he was doing. The lightness in his heart was irreplaceable. Nothing could change that, not even staying with Jessica. If she couldn’t love him as Dani, he hoped they’d stay friends. David was still naked on the bottom and turned each way in the mirror, checking out the fake breasts. 

He hoped to get real ones one day. That would be the icing on top of the cake for him, especially if Jessica were there to hold his hand through the process. Jessica, he had put her through so much, but that didn’t stop him. She had offered to get their nails done. She told him to change, freeing David of all worry. This was her decision, good or bad. 

David transformed more into Dani by the minute. His legs stopped burning after the third coat of lotion, so he tucked his dick and stepped into the panties. It almost looked like he had a vagina in the mirror. A hairless slit. Almost. He wore the sage-green pair they bought the first time out. He stepped into the white dress, thick cotton for the winter. It wrapped around his neck with a built-in turtleneck. To complete the look, David stepped into some thick black tights and flats to match. He’d found the dress online with a few others. David didn’t know how long it’d take him to go to work as Dani, but he was ready to live his life as her. 

He looked in the mirror. The only thing missing for Dani was the wig and makeup. His Adam’s apple had disappeared under the brilliant white turtleneck; his shoulders too. David took the wig from atop the toilet lid and placed it on his head, adjusting it until it was just right. The wavy curls hung over his shoulders. He unzipped his makeup bag and went to work on his face, highlighting this place and shadowing others. He had watched many video tutorials and practiced when Jessica wasn’t home. His face transformed to a softer, rounder one of a female. 

David had become Dani. Dani zipped up her makeup bag and got the bathroom cleaned up in a few minutes. Jessica still snored lightly in the background. She went and placed all her stuff in the closet, careful not to wake her until the right moment. She spritzed some perfume onto her wrists that they had in the closet. One of Jessica’s favorites. She hoped Jessica liked it and everything else. 

Dani went and sat on the edge of the bed. She lightly tapped on Jessica’s foot. “Wake up, beautiful. You asked I wake you now,” she said, using her sweetest voice. She practiced every second she could. 

Jessica twisted in the bed. Her eyes fluttered open. She rubbed them and looked at Dani, “hey,” she said in a groggy voice. 

“Do you still want to go get our nails done, love?” Dani asked. 

“Yes, Dani. I do,” Jessica said and rolled back over. Dani giggled at her wife. Jessica clearly didn’t want to get out of bed. 

“Are you sure, sweetie? We don’t have to go.” 

“I’m sure, Dani. Give me ten minutes. I’ll be right out.” 

“I’ll warm up the car in seven then,” she said and stood. Dani left the room, and the shower turned on a minute later. Jessica came out seven minutes later with her hair partially dried and pulled back into a ponytail. Her dark-brown eyes rested on Dani, who sat at a stool. 

“Let’s go. The appointment is in thirty.” 

“Perfect, I’ll drive,” Dani said. 


Chapter Eleven

 

Their day together passed beautifully. Nobody questioned Dani once or gave her a strange eye. It was like being out with a girlfriend. Effortless and fun. Dani didn’t talk much to others, but her voice sounded better with each sentence. She could have fooled Jessica many times over. It wasn’t hard to spend time with Dani, if Jessica could look past the David part. She had to let the idea of him go. She knew what she needed to stay and make their relationship work. Dani and Jessica, an evolution. Time changed everything. 

Dani emerged came from the kitchen to the couch carrying warm wine. It was their favorite winter drink. They made sure to indulge when they could. A gardening show played in the background. It was a late-fall special, reminding people to plant their bulbs and how to do it. Jessica had done hers back in September. In a few weeks, the grounds would freeze and it’d be too late. 

“Thank you,” Jessica said, taking the drink from her. 

“You planted some bulbs, didn’t you?” 

“Yep, tulips.” 

“Beautiful,” Dani said. “Cheers.” 

They tapped their mugs together and watched the show. Jessica’s mind wandered. She couldn’t stay focused on one thought for more than a second, but they were all superficial. One thing rested on her mind. 

“I know what I want,” she said. 

“To eat?” 

“No,” she giggled, but she was a little hungry. They hadn’t eaten since lunch at the mall. “To make our relationship work. I know what I need from you.” 

“What’s that?” Dani asked and sat up on the couch. She tucked her legs under her bottom, staring at her wife in the eyes. 

“You are Dani, I see that. It’s who you’re meant to be,” Jessica said. Eyes never change. She’d always see a little of David behind Dani, no matter how much her body changed over the next few years. “But for us to stay together, I need you to keep your dick. I love it, and I want babies.” 

Dani smiled. Her lips parted. She flashed her teeth. “I want the same thing,” she said. 

“You mean it?” 

“Yes, love. I don’t want to get rid of my dick, and I want to fill you up with babies. You want to have babies with me as Dani?”

“It’s not conventional, but I chose to love you for better or worse, and we can only get better from here. What do you say?” 

“A million times yes,” Dani said and hugged Jessica. She pulled back and kissed her wife. “Let me make sweet love to you.” 

“I was thinking we should try me fucking you,” Jessica said with a wicked smile. 

“What are we waiting for then?” Dani said and hopped to her feet. They left the drinks sitting on the table and went to the bedroom. 




♦




Dani followed Jessica into the bedroom. Her heart raced. She clenched her ass. There had never been more than a finger up her ass, and even then, she was gentle with herself. Surprise caught Dani more than anything. 

Jessica turned to Dani when they entered the bedroom and threw her to the bed. Dani gasped, remembering to use her girl voice. She couldn’t wait to act as Jessica’s bitch. Getting fucked by her. Fucking her in return. She pictured their life as Jessica smacked his ass and giggled. 

“Turn off, sissy,” Jessica said, growing more dominant by the second. “Where’s that strap-on you bought without my permission?” 

Her voice got Dani’s dick hard in an instant. “Over in the closet,” she said in her best throaty voice, trying to sound like a bitch about to get fucked. 

Jessica rummaged through the closet for a second and pulled out the strap. She threw it to the bed. “Put it on me, sissy.”

Dani grabbed it from the corner of the bed and got to her knees. There was a little nob on the inside to slide into Jessica’s pussy. She was dripping as Dani worked her hands around Jessica’s pussy. “What’s taking so long, sissy?” Jessica asked while Dani was busy admiring her sex. Jessica didn’t hesitate before shoving Dani’s face into her pussy. Her freshly painted nails traveled up to Jessica’s breasts for stability. Jessica used Dani’s face. Dani couldn’t breathe. She didn’t try as her tongue pleased Jessica. 

“Hurry up this time,” Jessica said. 

“This is so hot. What’s gotten into you?” Dani asked, unable to continue. She was rock hard, burning for more. 

“Don’t worry about anything but getting fucked,” she said, forcing Dani’s hands to work with the strap. The nob slid into her dripping pussy without issue. Dani got it on quicker the second time. “Take all your clothes off and get on your hands and knees,” Jessica said when the strap was secure around her body. 

Dani didn’t hesitate. She pulled the white dress up and off her body. The leggings were nothing to get off either, and her dick screamed joy when she let it free from the panties. Jessica unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. “Take off that chest thing,” Jessica said. 

Dani unhooked her bra and dropped the heavy tits to the floor. Her body bare and exposed. “Suck me dick, bitch,” Jessica said, lightly pushing Dani’s head toward her large dick. Dani parted her mouth and took the strap between her lips. She sucked as Jessica guided her head up and down the shaft. Jessica moaned and appeared to enjoy herself. “Now, get on your hands and knees.” 

Jessica lubed up her dick and spread a little between Dani’s hairless cheeks. “Get ready, baby. Take a deep breath,” Jessica said. 

Dani listened, and when she exhaled, Jessica pushed into her. Dani yelped but didn’t resist. “Go slow,” she said. 

Jessica smacked her ass and inched the dildo into Dani’s ass. She poured a little more lube where the dick met Dani’s hole. Dani clenched the sheets while Jessica went deeper into her. Her body exploded with feeling as the cock pressed against her prostate, making her want to cum without even touching her dick. 

“How does it feel?” Jessica asked. 

“Perfect, for you?” 

“Um, amazing,” she said with a giggle. “This thing keeps hitting my spot. Oh my,” Jessica said as she moved around inside Dani’s ass. 

“Me too,” Dani said. “Fuck me, baby.” 

“I’m going to cum soon with this thing,” Jessica said and smacked Dani’s ass. She moved her hips, gliding the dick in and out of Dani’s hole. It circled tight around the dick like a suction cup. Jessica purred as she fucked Dani, her husband, becoming her wife. Dani couldn’t touch her dick. She was too close to cumming. “Fuck. This feels good.” 

Jessica picked up the pace. They both moaned. Jessica reached her hand around to Dani’s dick. Dani begged her not to, but Jessica didn’t listen. She arched over Dani, her soft tits pressed against Dani’s back as she fucked her slowly. 

There was no warning. Dani couldn’t speak. Her face buried into the sheet. She exploded all over Jessica’s hand, covering it with goo. Jessica laughed and rubbed it into Dani’s body before she moved her hips a couple times and came all over Dani’s ass. Her nectar leaked from the strap, covering Dani in a lovely warmth. 

Jessica collapsed to the side and said, “take this thing off me, Dani.” 

“Whatever you need, my love,” she said and got to work. 

They lay there the rest of the night, touching each other and only getting up for snacks. Dani never turned back to David after that day. Time moved forward, and David became a thing of the past. Dani was the future. Love was all that mattered. 


Chapter Twelve

 

Six Weeks Later

 

Jessica picked up the phone and dialed Dr. Cobb’s number. Leila was a fantastic therapist, and Jessica had already left a positive review, but she and Dani canceled the last meeting. She didn’t want to waste another two hundreds dollars. 

“Good morning, Dr. Cobb speaking,” she said. Jessica had called the office phone. 

“Morning Leila. It’s Jessica,” she said, tapping her finger on the kitchen island. She was alone at the house. Dani had gone to work, where she dressed as Dani and not David. 

“How are you and Dani? You missed the last appointment.” 

“We’re fantastic. The sex life is good, as you know, and we’ve told all the family. Everyone doesn’t agree, but they can love us or hate us. We’re happy.”

“That’s right, Jessica. I’m happy to hear that,” Leila said. “Will you make it for your appointment this week?” 

“That’s why I called. I think we’re fine now, but we wouldn’t have gotten here without you. I can’t thank you enough,” Jessica said. The morning sun cheered her. She’d miss Leila, but she had done her job. It was time to move forward. 

“You’re welcome, Jessica. I wish you and Dani the best,” Leila said.

“There’s one more thing I wanted to tell you. We just found out last week, but I’m pregnant. We’re having a baby,” Jessica said. She couldn’t help but scream it every time. 

“Congratulations. Don’t forget to invite me to the baby shower,” Leila said. 

“We won’t. See you soon,” Jessica said and hung up the phone. She stood up and went over to the window, mindlessly rubbing her belly. Things were different, but they hadn’t changed much at all. Dani had the same eyes. She was the person Jessica loved, man or woman, and now they were having a baby. Jessica laughed to herself and looked out to the snow-covered yard, where her future babies would play. 
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