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  Time


  


  I’m Thom of Barb and Thom. My real name is Sam as a male and Samantha as an illusion of a female. My wife’s real name is Abby. This is a fictionalized true story. It has been fictionalized to protect the innocent, and the guilty.


  I’m sitting here writing on my Mac dressed in sheer to waist, sandal foot, suntan pantyhose, a pair of silky nylon briefs with a sheath for my male part, a padded, push up, lacy bra, a pair of woman’s low rise jeans, a black and white pinstriped, silky blouse and a pair of black, five inch heel, suede, knee high boots. A touch of my favorite perfume on the back of each hand is rising to make me feel more feminine. I couldn’t dress fully today since we need to go shopping for groceries later and I’ll need to masculinize myself soon.


  This book started when my wife Abby and I were having a glass of wine on the front porch last night and I was wondering what story we could write next. She ran her hand over my silky sheer stockinged leg. Her big green eyes with their gorgeous shadow, eyeliner and long fluttery mascara darkened lashes (Oh how I wish I had her lashes!) were wide with the excitement of a new idea. “Why not write the truth. Rather than just a fantasy like we always do. Write about how you got to this place, how it started, what feelings you have about it. What’s good, what’s not. The sensuality of it all.”


  I sipped my wine and looked at the tiny lip mark left by my lipstick. The multitude of flavors of the Cabernet Sauvignon we were drinking ran and danced on my tongue. When dressed like this, it seemed that everything tasted more fully and felt more intense. I crossed and uncrossed my leg and felt the delicious slip of my smooth stockinged leg beneath my dress. “Really? You think I should?”


  She uncrossed and recrossed her shapely, soft legs in their heels and I felt her calf as she slid it up against mine. “Absolutely! There are thousands, maybe millions of men like you out there and they all must have had these feelings if they’re cross-dressers too. Some with spouses or significant others that don’t get it, some that feel isolated and freakish. I think we could write a nice short story that cross-dressers and those that know cross-dressers and maybe those that don’t know they know a cross-dresser, can read. For those unfamiliar with the experience, it would give them a view into this world and for those that are familiar it would help to alleviate the solitariness of it all.”


  She held my hand and rubbed her soft thumb over the top. “Your nails look really good tonight. Are these the new glue on ones I bought you?”


  I held one hand out and admired my long curving hot pink daggers. “Yup, I think these are going to be the new standard for Samantha. Okay, we’ll write it. We’ll make it a cheapie on Kindle too so as many as possible can read it. I’ll start it tomorrow. Good idea sweetie.”


  Well, tomorrow is today and here I am! Where do I start! I can tell you that I have become completely and totally addicted to cross-dressing. It’s very much like a drug that causes endorphins to fill the brain and a totally blissful and sensual feeling to permeate my being. It harms no one, is actually good for my health as opposed to so many other possible addictions, but comes with a price as well.


  If I think about how much time I’ve spent on it I think I could say that I could have done a lot with that time of some other value. Time on E-Bay shopping for dresses, and women’s clothing. Time with my wife in the Salvation Army and women’s clothing stores as she helps to find my next greatest outfits to wear on our special Saturday nights.


  Time watching women as they pass and noticing their hair, makeup, shoes, the way the walk and move and evaluating what would work for me. Nope, that dress is too tight, I’d have no hips, I wish I had some hips so I could wear it! I love those shoes with the skinny jeans she has but why wear skinny jeans if I can dress all the way and wear a dress or skirt instead. Maybe I should get some for when I can’t dress all the way. My wife will notice my observations and comment. “Yes, let’s get you a pair of them. I think you’d look cute in them even if you were in male mode.”


  Time creating the illusion. Sticking false nails on packing tape wrapped backwards around a book and painting sets of them in different colors so they’re ready for use. Time clipping the wires of earrings and attaching them to clips so I can wear them. Abby says I should get my ears pierced so I can have more earring options. “Two holes in each ear. No one will notice and you’ll be able to wear my earrings too. In male mode you can put in studs.”


  “I can’t do that! My job is too conservative. People would reject me.”


  She continues to try to talk me into it but… I’m too chicken. SO… I spend the time refurbishing them and trying to find screw backs and clips at the antique stores and then polish them up.


  Time organizing and culling out all the clothing, shoes, wigs and jewelry that accumulates with a hobby of this sort. Lots of Salvation Army bags each year and lots bought at the same place to replace them. My wife had me build a special closet for Samantha and her play clothes my collection grew so large.


  The wall of the closet is covered with nails to hold all the different wigs and pocket books. A full dresser and a few plastic drawer sets for all the bras, stockings, garter belts, pantyhose, panties, corsets, shapers, and gel breast forms. Abby hates that I can change breast sizes to fit whatever outfit I wear and she can’t. If a dress top is too small for her breasts she can’t wear it. All I do is put on my 34C’s instead of my 34DD’s.


  Time taking and editing pictures of Samantha and Abby and reviewing them together, critiquing each other to improve the next time, as well as reflect on the time we had together. It seems it would all get old but it hasn’t and there must be thousands of pictures that have been taken over the years. Much more than anyone would ever have of their family, friends or pets.


  Time decorating the house for special nights when Samantha is feeling really feminine and wants to create a specialness for her and Abby to enjoy. Time shopping for the fake flowers, candles, napkins, doilies, ribbons, music, movies, food, wine, serving plates and glasses. All items we probably would never have obtained were it not for my feminine side, Samantha.


  Time epilating and shaving for the ultimate smooth skin that will then be able to feel the sensual, titillating caresses of the stockings and silky dresses. Time bathing Sam before Samantha comes over and bathing Abby to make the night special for her as well. Pumicing Abby’s feet and hands and pumicing Samantha’s.


  Time putting it all together, outfits matched with jewelry, shoes, accents, purses, hair and so on. Sometimes matching outfits for both of us. Time setting human hair wigs or Abby’s hair or washing and conditioning the non human hair wigs.


  Time cleaning the old glue off the gel breast forms and reapplying it so that they stick well to the chest skin and create the ultimate cleavage for myself. When the glue is fresh the breasts are the best. They itch when it’s fresh but then when they aren’t sticky they don’t work as well and keep slipping, letting the mounded flesh for the cleavage disappear. Can’t have that!


  Time shopping online for just the right pair of shoes for either of us. Just the right bra or garter belt, or garter or, whatever!


  Time packing Samantha’s bag for trips as well as Sam’s bag and dragging it around and then unpacking it all again. Doing laundry for Samantha!


  You get the idea. Lots and lots of time. Looking at this list it’s hard to imagine having time to do anything else. But, we do. We still find the time for work and public tasks where Samantha just hides inside of Sam while Sam maybe wears something of Samantha’s under his jeans or shirt. Or maybe not, when Sam just wants to be Sam. It’s a hate love relationship sometimes and Sam may override Samantha for a while but not for very long.


  Sometimes I justify it, at least part of it that is, the part where eyebrows are thinned and shaped, nose and ear hair removed, things like that, as things that would have to be done anyway. I mean, think about it. How much time does each of us spend creating our “normal” illusions of our real gender. If a male didn’t take care of shaving and all the trimming needed they’d look like a Neanderthal man. Yes, we do all have the things that create our normal illusions to the world. So what’s so different about creating an alternative illusion? Not much except for a little more time.


  How much time does an average male spend on his hobbies and eccentricities in his man cave? How much time going out with the guys and playing poker or going to bars? How much time spent watching sports on television? Another way to look at cross-dressing is to look at it as just something else a guy can do for entertainment. If he doesn’t get caught. All the other stuff is societally acceptable. Cross-dressing isn’t.


  Okay, so the time spent may have been spent elsewhere with little value to show for it other than entertainment. With cross-dressing, the hardest part of giving up all that time to it isn’t while it is being done in preparation for, or anticipation of, the transformation. Oh no, that’s all pure pleasure due to the anticipation of the rewards. It’s in the undoing after the transformation is over and it’s time to return to being a male again.


  After the party is over, then, this is when the hate part of the relationship comes out. Every second seems like hours as eye makeup is painstakingly removed so as not to leave a trace, toe polish and fake nails with their residual glue are removed in bright light to again make sure not a trace remains. Clothing is put away or put into the laundry, jewelry stored and so on. Decorations in the house are put away.


  This time of transformation back into the heavy male self is the worst and most difficult time for me. It’s when I call Samantha a bitch for making me do all of this and when it’s finally complete, I delight that she has been locked up once again. I don’t think much about how I could have wasted all that time doing manly things instead. I just look at the fact that what I did was unmanly and I call her a bitch and lock her away. At least for a little while during which time Sam is truly, Sam the male, unencumbered by Samantha.


  




  The Beginning


  


  Some say that a man dressing as a woman isn’t a sexual thing. I have been dressed as such and not been sexually titillated but have just enjoyed the sensation so I do understand that quite well. However, those times have not always been present until it had been done for a while. I’ve come to accept that for me, the root of the desire to dress is sensuality and what I believe to be the root of sensuality, is sexuality. That was the start of it. Sensuality though is the place it ends up.


  Think about what is typical for sexual foreplay. Caresses on the skin, nibble on the earlobes, the smell of a perfumed or cologned body, the image of a shapely leg in heels or a short skirt, or low cut blouse, lips made larger by lipstick and eyes by makeup. A hand, slipping over the skin gently. A breath on the neck. All these things are sensual and erotic and intensify the feelings involved in sex. The longer they last before the act is complete, the greater the pleasure when the peak is reached. The anticipation builds to a crescendo until it is released.


  If a release doesn’t occur, the body stays in heightened mode. Pupils are dilated and things seems brighter and more colorful. The skin cries out for further caresses. The taste buds seem to find more flavor in food and drink. In other words, the body feels more alive than ever. That’s why dressing feels so good whether there is a sexual tone to it or not. It is highly sensual!


  That is what cross-dressing does for a male who is into it. It brings an aliveness to the body that is seldom felt by a male. Women may get foreplay in many ways with their men but men will infrequently get much of this type of stimulation. Generally speaking, a sensual female is sexual with a male through one main area of his body. Between his legs. That’s where all the sensations are focused. A cross-dresser’s entire body is a sensual buffet to them. Even the act of walking in heels is a blissful experience, the way it makes their hips move and forces them to not be rigid, clomping gorillas.


  It all started for me as I’ve heard it has for so many. Somehow there comes a time where it seems that women’s underthings seem so different from men’s, so silky and sensuous, that I had to touch them. When I did, a strange thing happened. It shouldn’t seem possible because what could clothing have to do with continuation of the species through sexual arousal? Well, mom’s sheer stockings on my thirteen year old boy’s nearly hairless legs sure did feel nice and it also made other parts feel nice. Before I knew it I was sold on this being the best feeling in the world.


  Home from school and parents aren’t back from work yet? Try on mom’s black waist cincher and stockings and walk around in her heels then masturbate and ejaculate and have an awesome heart pounding orgasm that leaves me feeling like some idiot. I call myself a freak, say to myself that I’ll never do it again and put everything back the way it was. A couple of weeks go by, an opportunity presents itself and here we go again!


  Off to college. The little grocery/drug/supply store on the corner has those L’eggs eggs just screaming at me telling me how good they would feel on. I hold my list and look at it and compare it to the package on the shelf trying to make it look like I’m just filling the list and not trying to determine which size is mine and which style I should get: control top, sandal foot (What the heck is that?), sheer to waist, suntan, coffee, night black. I buy a pair of suntan sheer to waist in my size. My heart races and I can’t help not getting a twinge of desire from below. I think about baseball so as to not give away my excitement by having an unsuitable display of my desire from beneath my jeans.


  I get back and all my roommates are at class yet. I put them on and notice there is no way I could pee with them on so I take them off and cut the crotch out. I slip them on and pull my Jockeys back up. My first thought is I need to get some panties, but this will do. My legs look silly with the hair all smushed up under them but the squeeze feels good on my legs. I pull my pants up and assure myself that no one could tell and end up wearing them for the rest of the day.


  At night I climb into bed and feel my legs slip past one another as I go back in time to being the boy with his mother’s stockings as I violently squirt blasts of thick liquid all over my stockings. I rip them off and angrily stuff them in a paper bag so no one will see them and then put them in the trash. Of course, I call myself a freak, and say to myself that I’ll never do it again.


  Guess what? I do it again, and again, and again, and again throwing away whatever it is that I used to get my rocks off. Then, now being a college graduate and fully educated freak, I realize that it’s pretty darn dumb to keep throwing it all away and start to accumulate a collection of various feminine items by feigning to buy them as gifts at the mall. They’re hidden from my wife and everyone in a box securely above the ceiling tiles in the basement.


  The box turns into boxes with heels, bras, panties, stockings, pantyhose and all sorts of delightful things. My wife goes on a short business trip and in anticipation I buy some makeup, jewelry and perfume. I dress fully for the first time and languor in the sensations for a whole evening and the next morning. I take pictures with a timer on the camera and find I actually look pretty good.


  I read Cosmopolitan magazine and other women’s magazines looking at the fashions and the makeup tips, smelling the perfume inserts. I surf the web on E-Bay and other shopping sites checking out the possibilities. I look up cross-dressing tips and check out blogs.


  I find out that there are others like me out there. Professionals in law, accounting, IT, major bands, psychologists and psychiatrists even. I find that the population of cross-dressers seems to be a pretty intelligent group and I don’t feel so freaky for a while. I think about that a little and wonder. Is it because we’re intelligent that we take it to this level? Because we aren’t afraid? Because we seek to experience the maximum out of life? Maybe, and maybe IQ makes you twisted.


  I have a nice dinner that I cook and some wine and a few drinks. I change outfits and take more pictures each time. I practice walking around the house and if I get brave, onto the deck in the backyard after dark. All the while, I feel the incredible sensations of the clothing, the walk, the earrings on my ears, the perfume on my body and relish it deeply and fully.


  Then, after the excitement and sensuality of all of this, which is truly no more than an overwhelmingly enjoyable period of extended foreplay with heightened taste, smell, and sensations, it happens like when I was a kid.


  This period of foreplay leads to a fantastic orgasm! No sooner does that happen and the same words run rampant in my head. BITCH! IDIOT! I clean up any traces on my body and in the house and I take it all to a dumpster behind the grocery store and pitch it all. But, sometimes, unwilling to face the inevitable letdown, I don’t let that happen by never reaching an orgasm. Better to let Samantha leave unsatisfied than to turn her into a bitch.


  I think of what I could have done with the time I wasted. I could have visited friends, gone to dinner, had friends over. Instead, I chose to hide and dress like a woman. My God! What an idiot I am. I must be psychotic! I internally lambast myself with a vengeance for the vile, disgusting being I was.


  It’s such a lonely thing too. You can’t share it, so when you do it, your completely and totally isolated. All alone. A lonely, cross-dressing worthless excuse for a man.


  Well, again it doesn’t take too long though to rebuy all the things and do it once more with an ever determined intent to be fully passable.


  More opportunities to dress present themselves similarly and I become fairly adept at the process, including nails and makeup. I have a few wigs and one that looks especially good, framing my face made up with my most feminine and sexy makeup and lipstick. I love the smell of the makeup as well.


  I use two pairs of stockings to cover my hairy legs. I wear a long sleeve top to cover my hairy arms, a turtleneck to cover my hairy chest. I shave my face three times to get it perfectly smooth before the makeup so there is no beard shadow. I take more pictures. I think I’ve reached a state of perfection in this process and I save only the best photos.


  What do I do? I now know this will NEVER go away. I’ve convinced myself that freak or not, this is me. But I can’t stand hiding this from my wife. It’s as if I’m having an affair with myself. I have to tell her even if it risks our marriage.


  




  Coming Clean


  


  I get up the guts, we have a nice meal at home and a few drinks and I show her the printed pictures. She looks astounded as she looks from them back to me. She looks at me with a blank stare. “Who is this woman and why are you showing me her pictures? What is she doing in our bedroom and living room! When was she here! Are you having an affair!?” Abby throws the pictures and they flip through the air until they land all around the room. She covers her eyes and I hear her sobbing.


  “No no no! Sweetie! There is no affair! Those pictures are of me!” I pick up the nearest one to show her. She wipes the tears from her eyes and looks at me with a frown and still shaking from her crying. Abby looks at the picture wiping her eyes. She looks at it and then at me again.


  “That, uh, she, uh, these pictures are of you? It doesn’t even look like you. I guess it could look like your sister if you had one but not you.”


  “It’s me, Sam, I mean, it’s my other half of me, Samantha. I took these when you were on your last trip. It’s been driving me crazy hiding this from you and I can’t hide it anymore. It’s tearing me apart.”


  Abby looks at me and laughs a mocking, jeering smile. A smile that tells me what she’s going to say is bad not good. “So you dressed up like a woman? Why? Are you gay? Are you a little sissy? I thought you were a man. I married a man! Maybe you should clean the house and do the laundry dressed this way.”


  “That would be too hard. I already do the laundry and clean the house but dressing would take too long and the sweating would ruin it all anyway. And gay men don’t dress up like women. No, I’m not gay. I uh, I just like the feeling of wearing women’s clothing and I wanted you to know that I did. I thought I had gotten pretty good at it.”


  Abby looks at the picture again and then picks up others off the floor walking around the room as she does. “You do look like a sister of yours, if you had one. But what ever made you want to try it? Are you confused on your gender?”


  I stood by her with my hands on her shoulders as she looked over all the pictures standing by the light of the lamp on the table. “No, I don’t think so, it does feel really nice though to be dressed that way. I started when I was really little. I thought it would go away someday when I matured but it never did and I only took it farther and farther.”


  She put the pictures down on the table. “Does anyone else know?”


  “Oh God no. You’re the first. I didn’t want to tell you because I couldn’t even admit it to myself for all these years. It was something that would go away. I’m so sorry to put you through this. I’m sorry I turned out to be such a freak.”


  Abby picked up the pictures again and went through them as she spoke. “Well, I guess it can’t hurt anything and you don’t look like a jerk in the pictures, you look okay. Pretty good actually. Better than a lot of women I know. I think you need a nicer wardrobe though. Those clothes are so conservative with the turtlenecks , long sleeves and dresses and skirts down to your knees.”


  She put them down and looked back at me. “Maybe I should meet her. I’m not sure I want to do this but, I do love you. If she’s a part of you then I probably should get to know her.”


  She kisses me on the cheek and looks into my eyes with her arms around my neck. “I love you Sam!”


  “Oh, thanks Abby. I love you so much. I’d love to have you meet her. But my wardrobe is that way for a reason. I couldn’t be showing all my body hair!”


  “Shave it off! Epilate it, wax it whatever! Hair on a woman’s body is gross! I’m not sure how it got that way, probably from our culture and societies dictates but, it’s gross. When can I meet her. We need to do this soon or it’ll drive me crazy thinking about it. I want this meeting to be done and out of the way. I want to get her sizes from you so I can buy her an outfit. How about if you set up a date so I can meet her this Saturday. I’ll shop at lunch this week and get her some new clothes. Saturday morning you can take all your body hair off and bring her over and Sam can go away and Samantha and I will have a lovely dinner and drinks as two girls. Maybe then I can get comfortable with her and get the first date jitters out of the way.”


  “Shave all my body hair off? What if someone noticed?”


  “Who’s going to notice and so what if they did? You’ll see how much she loves the feeling of it all being gone. If you don’t like it it’ll grow back. Please!? The hair would be gross.” Her eyes pleaded with me sincerely.


  I couldn’t believe my ears or my eyes. What could have been the end of our relationship has thankfully turned into a chance to share this with my wife. Samantha wouldn’t be all alone anymore. It could be so wonderful having my wife, lover and best friend sharing this experience with me! Possibly a new entertainment for both of us!


  I stared at her blankly not having a clue what to say. My mouth hung open. Abby spoke up, “Get her things from wherever you have them and put them in the spare room closet. That can be her room. She looked at the pictures some more. “You can put the makeup in the bathroom cabinet on the top shelf if it isn’t there already.”


  “Okay.”


  I looked at her nervously as she looked at the pictures. “You need something to give you hips. These skirts are too tight. You need a flared hem. What do you have for boobs?”


  “Uh, boobs? I uh, I use balloons with water mostly.” I felt my face get really red.


  Abby laughed. “Balloons? What if they popped? You’d be soaked. And they aren’t really the right shape are they?”


  I looked down at the floor and then back at her trying to have the heat dissipate from my face. She put the pictures down, took me by the shoulders and looked into my eyes locking her eyes on mine. “I love you. I won’t have you doing this half way. I’ll find some boobs for you too. I’m sure there are places I can get things like that. You will have to keep your body shaved though, or no more Samantha.” She kissed me deeply on the lips and then pulled back. “This might be a little kinky ya know? Maybe a little fun now that I think about it some more. You know, how I did always want to try being with a woman, but I was always too chicken.”


  “Good!” I hugged her, kissed her on the lips deeply and led her back to the kitchen to get another drink.


  I was relieved and excited about what was to come. I was nervous about the first time I would actually have Abby see Samantha. The pictures are always better than being there but we’d see what she thought. At least she was somewhat excited about it and not totally grossed out by it. We talked about how it all started with me and what it meant to me and had a wonderful evening.


  Abby had me wear a silky nightgown of hers to bed. I felt like an idiot until I got under the sheets with her and we made love. It was awesome.


  The week passed quickly with the tasks of life and before I knew it, I was in the tub trying to get all my hair off my body with a razor. It was a messy challenge with the razor getting clogged over and over. Abby helped me to get my back done and gave me a full inspection to make sure I didn’t miss anything. There wasn’t a hair on my body below my beard line. It felt absolutely incredible!


  “Good, now put on this skin cream. I think you’ll like the scent.” I smoothed the silky cream all over my body. It smelled wonderful. Abby reached in the drawer and took out some nail polish. “This color will match your outfit. Can you do it or do you want me to.”


  “I can do it. I have some fake nails I’ll paint too and put them on after I’m dressed.” I felt awkward. I’d never been this naked or this exposed in my life. No body hair, in front of my wife as she asks me whether or not I can paint my own nails and soon to eliminate any evidence of maleness with an illusion I will create.


  Abby looked at me smiling. “It’s still really early. I think I’ll take a bath too. Can you pumice my feet?”


  “Sure, I’d love to.” I always loved making her feel pretty and sexy. I loved buying her clothes, perfume and jewelry. I loved trying to pamper her and cook for her. Maybe that was Samantha inside of me and maybe not.


  When we were done with all of our cleaning and primping we went to the store and got groceries, wine, liquor and a movie. When we got back we put everything away and had a coffee on the porch. Abby looked at me over the top of her coffee with a smile on her face. “I’m nervous.”


  “Why, I’m the one who should be nervous and I am.”


  Abby put her cup down on the table. “You shouldn’t be nervous. Your going to look and feel beautiful. I’m nervous since I’ve never met Samantha and I’m not quite sure what to expect except for the gorgeous woman that she is. I can’t picture you acting like a woman as masculine as you are. Don’t worry though. I’ll make it. We can have some wine before you dress and that will settle me down. Why don’t you prep supper so we can cook it easily later and I’ll put out all your new clothes for tonight.”


  We finished our coffees and went about our tasks. I shaved my face three times in preparation. It was three o’clock when Abby came to me with a glass of wine. She handed it to me and gave me a one-arm hug and a kiss on the cheek. “See you later Sam. Have a good time wherever you’re going. I’m shaking!”


  I wrapped my arm around her and we went outside on the deck to drink our wine. “You have a lot of balls for a girl! But you don’t need to be nervous. I’m still me under all the fluff and makeup. You’ll see. I’m worried that Samantha won’t look good and you’ll reject her or feel that I’m not your husband anymore when I look that way.”


  “You’ll always be my husband no matter how you look. Even if you’re a sissy inside!” Abby laughed.


  “Sissy! See! That’s what I mean. Oh God.”


  She nuzzled against me on the swing. “Only kidding. You’ll always be my night in shining armor. Even if your really a queen. Ha ha ha.”


  “Oh boy. Here we go.”


  Abby laughed and her and I drank the whole bottle and her five foot four, one hundred and ten pound body was well relaxed now. My five foot six body was ready to change into my feminine persona. I stood up and took her hand. “Ready?”


  Abby smiled a twisted smile and winked at me. “Ready to watch you change into a woman. Wow!”


  We went upstairs into the spare room and I couldn’t believe my eyes. Abby had laid out a gorgeous outfit complete with all the accouterments even down to gel form breasts. I felt my heart start racing just thinking about it. My face felt hot and flushed. Abby held the dress up off the bed for me to see. “I hope you like what I picked out for her. I think she’ll look great in it. I put the glue on the forms already and they fit the bra perfectly. The shop where I bought them, in a seedy area of town, said to use some light colored makeup on your own breasts to make them stand out more. The gel forms will stick to your flesh and the bra will force the flesh into cleavage. The makeup will go where the cleavage is and then you blend it.”


  “Abby, it’s all incredible. I can’t wait. First I need to do my makeup.”


  I walked into the master bedroom and took off my man clothes. My painted toe nails looked up at me from below the shaved legs. A black satin bathrobe slid sensually against my shoulders. “Here put this on to do your makeup in.” Abby held the arms for me and I put it on. “I see you’re a little excited already by all of this. How nice!”


  Abby rubbed me down there with the fabric of the bathrobe. “Mmm, gonna be a fun night tonight!” She let me go and I went into the bathroom and took my makeup case off the top shelf in the back where it was hidden. Abby seated herself on the toilet lid and perched her chin on her hands watching me.


  I started with the orange colored beard cover and smoothed it in in all directions. When I started to curl my lashes, Abby got up and went to the sink next to me and did her makeup. I was just finished with my eyeliner, mascara and started on the eyeshadow when Abby finished her makeup. She looked at me and I looked at her. She shook her head. “I think I’ll go get dressed and have a little more courage from a bottle. I can’t watch. It’s kinda weird and I’m probably making you nervous.”


  I went through the complete routine. I finished the eyeshadow done in a smokey black with gold flecks and gold on the arch of the eyebrow. I had been trimming my eyebrows and tweezing them for a long time now, manscaping that is (yeah, right), and they were ready for the eyebrow pencil to draw them out and emphasize them. I applied eyeliner to the top lid making it arch up higher in the middle. That completed the eyes.


  I put makeup over the beard cover and also did my chest and shoulders with it lightly. I put a light makeup on the breasts where the flesh would be be pushed out, like Abby said, into cleavage and I smoothed it in, in an arch. I put a darker crimson blush under my cheekbones back to my ear and outlined the arch of my breast that I had just created with it. I had learned from reading about makeup that light colors popped out and dark colors receded.


  Next, was a pink blush which I used on the makeup lightened arch of the breast. About an inch all around my nipple and also on my cheekbones above the crimson blush from before. I powdered everything with a translucent powder and then blended it all with my fingers.


  Lipstick went on next and I used a small brush to draw the lips fuller creating a cupid’s bow in the center. I applied some lighter pink lip gloss on the lower lip in the center and on the cupid’s bow to create a pouty look. I smiled in the mirror and met the horrible image of myself with women’s makeup on. What a nightmare!


  Abby stopped in on her way downstairs, now fully dressed in what looked like an identical outfit to the one she bought me. She looked incredible! That short black ruffled dress showed off her legs and the V-neck of the cap sleeve top showed her gorgeous cleavage. She stood back and modeled it showing me the garter belt and stockings under it as she lifted the hem modestly.


  “Wow! You look incredible! If you want I can shower, take this off and put on a suit and tie.” I looked at Abby nervously.


  Abby looked at me wide eyed. “Yikes, you have all the makeup on. Uh, no way you’re showering. You have to finish this.”


  She saw the look on my face of embarrassment. “I feel the same way. I feel like a real monstrosity at this stage. Same thing when I get rid of it all. Let me powder my makeup with setting powder and then I can dress.”


  “Okay, I’m getting my drink and having it on the deck. If you need help call me from the bedroom window and if not, I’ll see Samantha on the deck!” Abby kissed me and I felt her hand shaking as she held mine when she did. Why was I doing this to her?


  I finished the powdering, put away the makeup and went into the spare room. I took the robe off and hung it in the closet.


  I leaned against the bed picking up one of the super sheer, suntan colored, silky stockings. I had never worn anything so sheer since I was always trying to cover my leg hair. These were the silkiest, finest, most refined stockings I had ever seen and I was dying to feel them against my smooth shaved, lotion silky leg.


  I rolled the stocking up and slid it up my leg feeling it as it made me gasp lightly from the feel of it. I then realized there was nothing to hold it up. I took the black lace and satin garter belt, with gold sparkles in the lace, off the bed and wrapped it around me. I fastened it in front and adjusted the waistband and slid it around my waist so the front was in front and the clasp in back. I readjusted the stocking now and felt the smooth silkiness as it slid up my hairless leg.


  My heart was racing and my whole body felt electric. My maleness bounced and throbbed in the air as I attached the garters to the stocking and adjusted them tight. My hands were shaking so the garters gave me a little problem but I got it done.


  I did the other leg and relished in the feeling of the hosiery again. These stockings were so silky and smooth on my now hairless legs. Mmm, it was beyond my imagination how this felt. No hair in the way to deaden the sensation and the fabric was delicious against me. The pull of the garter belt as I moved about just added further to the sensations racing through me as it stretched and pulled on the stockings making them rub against my legs more.


  Next, I slid up a pair of black lace and satin panties. Oops, they were crotchless! The satin felt glorious against my newly shaven and powdered parts there. The shaving had taken the whole experience to a new level.


  Well, I had a flag pole but it wouldn’t show under this dress anyway. There’s a crinoline under each ruffled layer and there’s a nice silky satin lining in it that will feel good.


  I picked up the bra Abby had bought me. It matched the garter belt and panties with the black satin, and lace with gold flecks. I put it on fastening it in front then sliding it around my chest to get the clasps in back.


  I put in the breast forms figuring out which way they went and then adjusted the straps and lifted my flesh up under them. I could feel the glue grab my skin and the pressure of the bra hold the flesh up and out. I adjusted the straps so they were just right and held them firm.


  I looked down at my chest. I couldn’t believe my eyes! I had enough cleavage that it actually looked like I had real breasts. My male part jumped excitedly as I finished adjusting the bra and forms.


  I retrieved my wig from the top shelf of the spare room closet in the box I had hidden there. I shook it out and fluffed it with my hands. It was a blonde shag wig with rooted color and my favorite that I had worn in the pictures I showed Abby.


  I adjusted it in the mirror, combed it and played with it till it was right. I put on the clip earrings and necklace Abby left on the dresser for me to wear. I adjusted the hair further with my fingers and looked in the mirror above the dresser.


  “Perfect! No more Sam, just Samantha.”


  I put the rings on from the dresser and a gold ankle bracelet around one ankle. I sprayed the perfume Abby had gotten me on my legs and the scent filled me with pleasure. I put the perfume into the black lace purse Abby had there for me.


  I went back to the bed and put on the black, strappy, five inch heels and felt the wonderful familiar feeling of standing in heels except these were higher than any I had worn before. I walked over to the mirror and felt the minced step the shoes made me have.


  I felt my new breasts bouncing and pulling on the shoulder straps of the bra I walked. Another very not male and enticing feeling. My male part bobbed in the air as I walked back to the bed and took the dress off of the bed.


  I held the bed post as I stepped into the gorgeous black satin and lace dress with gold flecks on the lace ruffles and raised it up. The satin slid over my silky legs and across the head of my maleness as I slid my arms into the cap sleeves. I zipped it up and the dress had enough stretch to make a perfect fit, with my cleavage getting maximum exposure and a shape of hips and bottom created from the ruffles.


  The three layers of ruffle from my hip line down to about eight inches above my knee did cover everything up well even though I could fell myself rock hard under the dress. I walked over to the full mirror on the back of the door eager to see how I looked.


  As I walked, the dress swished and slid against my bottom and my front parts, my breasts tugged, the stockings slid and the garter belt pulled. My earrings swung in my ears and I saw my painted finger and toe nails as I approached the mirror with the face of a beautiful woman looking back. Just walking in this outfit was like a total body orgasm and my heart raced with the pleasure, contentment and gratification.


  I looked at my reflection and I was sure this was the best I had ever looked as a woman and it certainly was the best it ever felt with all the hair gone everywhere and the wonderful fabrics against it. I felt I had the shape and feeling of a real woman this time. My body wasn’t a man’s at all and I loved it. My skin tingled and my whole body felt electrified. I checked everything one more time.


  Shaking, I went to the bathroom and put my lipstick and gloss into the purse along with a few folded tissues. I applied my already painted long fake finger nails. I had learned to put the minimum amount of glue in the center of the nail to make them stick well but still pop off easily when I was cleaning up. If I did lose a nail, I’d apply more glue. When it was time to remove them I could get a nail under the edge easily to pop them off. Then I just cleaned the glue off with some acetone which was easier than taking nail polish off and getting it all out of the crevices.


  I tossed the glue into my purse. I got my cell phone from the bedroom charger and put that in there. I put the wig comb in it.


  Walking in these heels felt so incredible I couldn’t believe it. And I wasn’t twisting my ankles in them despite how high they were. I checked myself one last time in the full mirror, felt my exhilaration shoot through my entire body once more and went down stairs and out to the deck.


  Wait! I stopped before I got there. I needed a drink and badly at that. I minced my way into the kitchen. My erection had gone with my fear. Yet, I still felt all the blissful, overwhelming, incredible sensualness of what I wore as I walked with my hips automatically moving differently due to wearing the high heels. I mimicked the models I watched on TV. One foot in front of the other. God that felt lustfully feminine and erotic to me!


  I made it to the kitchen as my heart raced and I felt a bit faint. I held onto the counter and caught my breath. When the tunnel receded from my vision, I found the gin and poured myself a shot. I drank it down and then took a Russian crystal glass from the cabinet. I put some crushed ice in it from the door on the fridge and filled it with gin. I sipped it and looked at it as I tried to calm my racing heart.


  I shakily opened the purse with my pretty, long fingernailed hands and sprayed some perfume on my legs. The smell seemed to calm me. I sipped the drink and looked at it. It needed something. I cut a pink straw down short enough for the glass so I wouldn’t get lipstick all over the glass and put it in. I wiped the lipstick off the glass.


  I found the little paper party umbrellas that Abby had gotten for a party and put a couple of olives on the toothpick part and dropped it in the drink. There, now that looks like a girl’s drink and not gin on the rocks.


  I took a deep breath and put my purse on my shoulder. I held the glass carefully and looked out to the deck doors. My heart stopped racing. My maleness or male parts were nowhere to be found, but I felt absolutely luscious. This was it.


  I walked carefully hearing my shoes click their lovely high heel click on the marble floor and I felt feminine as hell, sexy and pretty. If Abby didn’t like Samantha now she never will. I slid the door open and went out onto the deck. I closed it behind me and went around the corner to where Abby sat on the swing, listening to music on the iPhone speakers.


  Her legs were crossed and one gorgeous high heeled foot bounced in the air. I could see the top of her stocking on the one thigh. She was soooo hot! She heard me and looked up as she sipped her drink. “Wow!” She smiled.


  I smiled and posed like I learned to when I took pictures of myself before. I looked into her eyes. There was excitement not revulsion. Phew!


  Abby stood and clicked her way over to me, being careful not to catch a shoe in the deck boards. She looked up and into my eyes as she leaned into me with her belly and she leaned back. “You’re taller now. I think I like that part. I can wear these ultra high heels and you’re still taller. You’re hot! Sexy! Pretty! I love it!”


  “Thanks! You look absolutely stunning!” I said in as feminine a voice as I could muster.


  “Hmm, we’ll have to work on the voice a little but for now it’s okay.” She kissed me on the lips gingerly so we didn’t mess our lipstick up.


  “Need a drink?”


  Abby’s eyes were roaming my face and hair. She ran her hands through the hair. Her head tilted. “I’m good on the drink. Can I try this wig sometime?”


  “Of course!” I started to take it off.


  “NO NO NO!!!!” Abby held my hand and stopped me. “I’m not ready for that!”


  I laughed. “Oh yeah, right sorry.”


  She pulled back from me and looked me over head to toe. “Perfect! Come sit with me on the deck and have a cigar. I got us our favorites for tonight and then we can take some pictures of us both before we make dinner.”


  We seated ourselves on the swing and Abby prepared and lit my cigar for me. We enjoyed our deck and the weather as I felt Abby’s hand caress my thigh and knee while we talked. It was like a first date as Abby got to know Samantha but not like a first date the way we fell comfortably into our natural love for each other. The tension was gone.


  We smoked cigars, had a wonderful meal, Abby gave me little pointers on things like using my pinky and how to grasp things easier with nails on. I practiced my voice when she noticed it was Sam there.


  We drank and did things we hadn’t done since we were first married, like having hot passionate sex on the deck and in each room of the house. I woke up dressed, the same way I was for dinner, in our bed with Abby’s head on my believably real breasts. Our first date had gone extremely well!


  




  Today


  


  Well, it’s been a number of years since that epic evening. Abby took to Samantha like it was just another version of me. She has said that Samantha has a distinctly different, yet somewhat similar, personality than Sam.


  Samantha is much easier to laugh and dance and have a good time than Sam is. I think it’s because when I’m Samantha, I don’t think about Sam’s problems or things he needs to do. Samantha doesn’t have to work, she doesn’t have to pay bills, she’s always dressed pretty and sexy, and she loves to cook, where as, Sam gets sick of it and will just go out to eat.


  Samantha puts me totally in the moment. No past, no future just the now. Like so many advisers have said over the years. Emerson, Buddha, Maslow, Dyer and so many others. Be in the present. That is where life is. Samantha is always in the present. She doesn’t worry about anything or look back on the past. Sam has taken a lesson from her as well to some degree but Samantha is an expert at it.


  Samantha still is regarded as the bitch by me sometimes. Times when I feel she has taken advantage of me and wasted my time. Although, I am getting more accustomed to her doing so, and view her as a hobby rather than an obsession, which helps in not feeling guilty. It also helps enormously having Abby to share her with and to support Samantha.


  Abby will hold things up in the store and wink at me so I know she’s thinking about how it would look on Samantha. She’s given me advice on makeup and deportment tips. What clothes make me look the best and what type of styles are her favorite for me. She helps me pick out wigs for myself and even has a couple of wigs she has worn, even in public, as her alter egos.


  We’ve had many many modeling sessions when we had an exceptionally good day shopping at Salvation Army, E-Bay, or other discount women’s clothing stores. We’ll both be busily changing outfits and taking timer pictures of ourselves and each other. The next day we’ll edit them and review how we looked and save them with all the other pictures of the two girls.


  We joined groups for cross-dressers and their wives online and have gone to functions at numerous bars where we met other cross-dressers and sadly so, infrequently, met other wives. So many men end up doing this with their wives at home not wanting to participate. The wives we have met have been super and have very similar relationships as Abby and I do.


  The ones without their wives there absolutely love Abby and she becomes the center of attention many times with the girls buying her drinks and dancing with her and asking where she got her clothes and so on. They are so proud and happy to know a real genetic woman that accepts and likes them dressed that way that they faun over her.


  There is never any animosity or ill will between anyone at these functions. It seems that the very fact that this act is viewed as abnormalcy by the right wing, or more judgmental portions of society, makes one who does it, have a ticket of passage to acceptance at these kind of gatherings. Many of them happen at gay bars and nightclubs and the gay men are always very nice to us all.


  The people we’ve met at those functions and online in the groups range from the “trucker in a skirt” look to completely passable, meticulously transformed beauties. We’ve even met several transgender male to female people that were incredible in their courage, strength and beauty. Who else would they hang out with when they’re in the middle of a transformation? I wonder if J. Edgar Hoover had meeting places like this that he went to when he dressed like a woman?


  It’s so sad how everyone has to hide and so many are completely alone in this endeavor. It’s wonderful that there is an online community and people that get together so they aren’t alone. Everyone we have met has been incredible. From the two hundred and fifty dollar an hour accounting consultant and CPA to the ex football coach for a major league team to the journalist and the photographer. Family men, outstanding in their communities, respectable, loving and caring people.


  But what about Abby and I? We’ve created another thing of the many things we do together. Just like I taught Abby to ski so we could have something to share, just like the way we cook dinner together every night so we can be together, just like the way we try to always maximize our time together. We share Samantha and all the things that go into making her real and happy.


  Yes, I have to live with two women. Drying stockings and pantyhose are draped in the bathroom after our special weekend night is over. They both have to have just one more pair of shoes to go with that outfit. They both have to have another dress or outfit for this weekend since they’ve already worn everything in the closet. Abby hears, “Abby, this would look incredible on you!” I get a poke followed by a whispered, “Huh? Whadaya think? This would be cute on Samantha!”


  So our relationship has changed. Not the way many reveals like this have ended up but very, very, pleasantly. Maybe Samantha will get less out time in the future from Sam, but for now she is pretty happy with once a week and occasional two day flings when possible.


  Abby and I have read books on this subject about other true stories and transgender stories. I don’t think I’d ever change my gender since I love being Sam too much. (Some small boobs would be nice, they could be hidden under a man’s shirt easier than earring holes but Abby and I have differing opinions on that.) Women don’t get the same respect that men do in this world. Sorry, it’s true, it hasn’t happened. See who gets attention paid to them in the restaurant when a couple shows up. Men command more power because they are given it. It’s a patriarchal society and that’s how it is for now.


  Maybe that’s part of the lure of Samantha as well. The somewhat submissive, trusting nature of a woman. Samantha likes to nuzzle with Abby, wrapping her hands around Abby’s forearm as they sit on the couch watching television the same way that Abby does to Sam. Samantha likes to feel loved and safe.


  Abby has even tried transforming into a male with all male clothing, chest wraps, stuffing in her Jockey shorts and all. She didn’t like it a bit. Not sexy, dull feeling, boring and uncomfortable. She never tried it again.


  We’ve read erotic fiction on cross-dressing, which led to a multitude of different erotic viewpoints on sex and satisfaction. That was when Abby suggested we write our own erotica since much what’s out there is poorly written or poorly edited.


  We’d spend time talking and creating different possible story lines and included descriptions of what Abby and I determined to be hot males in them with hot women. We made most of the environments free from worry about money since heck, it’s fiction.


  Abby being a technical editor, by relation to her profession, was a good editor and writer and she always liked my creativity so we made a good pair and have written some popular books. The first one can probably use a redo now since we have honed our skills more over time.


  All of them are XXX rated though, so be prepared if you think about reading them and don’t think about reading them if you don’t think you’ll like graphic sex that crosses all boundaries of what society and the judgementalists would say is normal.


  The stories are mostly “forced feminization” since most males that like cross-dressing don’t want to admit that they’d do it on their own. The forcing makes it more amenable to them. Most of our characters though end up falling in love with it after being forced to do it.


  The writing ended up giving us something else to share together in this world where most couples drift apart. It’s also helped to pay for some of the expenses inherent in dressing up two women. Finally, it gave Sam something to do when he missed Samantha. He could then enter her mentally through writing fantasies about her and Abby and their imagined escapades.


  So, in closing, should a man cross-dress? If he wants to it’s up to him. He never really gets forced to does he? He needs to know though, that once that door opens, there probably is no turning back, the lure can be so great.


  What about a woman cross-dressing as a man? They do it all the time and no one cares, so why ask that question.


  Should a cross-dressing man tell his significant other? Now that is a loaded question and I will never advise anyone to do that. That is a personal choice to make after carefully weighing the options and the risks.


  Was Galileo right in revealing the truth with heliocentrism (Where the earth revolves around the sun and not vice versa) in 1615 and having the church lock him up for heresy? Copernicus brought the model forward before his death in 1543 but Galileo argued it publicly with supporting observation made with his telescope and was tried by the Inquisition, found “vehemently suspect of heresy” forced to recant, and spent the rest of his life under house arrest. Galileo didn’t evaluate his audience sufficiently for his sake before he revealed the truth. Don’t under evaluate YOUR audience either.


  Live well, laugh often, love much. If you’re in a relationship, find something to share with your significant other and get out of the man cave or woman nest. It doesn’t have to be cross-dressing does it? Although that has been wonderful beyond belief for us. Soooo, love them, SHARE your life with them. Pamper and adore them. They’re the best thing you’ll ever have. I know mine is.


  Hugs,


  Barb and Thom


  (Abby and Sam)


  


  If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review. If you’d like to read other books by Barb and Thom please go to:


  
			http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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